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Sacrament Before Dawn

By Davoges STEPHENS

I
T AntoT

Why did you come to me, priest? 1 asked
Only to die alone under the sky, washed

By the cutting of the searwind across my face;
I'om too dronk with the flowing of Sacramental
Wine, this bricf intoodcation af life premed too
Closely, too feverishly: there were swift,
Halcyon daye in-my carly vouth that cast

A poft glow of color at my heels, like the
Shadow of wings across the carths

Then | found the city and walked alone
Thraugh the dirty streets, eyeing unkempt
Human fesms with revolt, Onece there wos
Aoy and [ sw n hollow fuce uptumed

Under the strees dights, mouth twisted

Like & wild torvential wind, and eyes filled
With chasms of darkness. [ 8ed back to

The preen exrth . . . bot Youth was gone.
And 50 | painted, and the great mad world
laughed . . .

. But now we shall watch the diwm
As the colors burn and siwl'.n in délinum-like
Bright shadows, too darkly acros the

No! T shall not think of this beauty!

Il

THE BoLDER

It will soon be over, you sy, Fathes?

All but the geeen, rolling alope with

Dandeline scattered in the grises,

A bit of medallion and #ilk cockade;

Then shall | fanrtﬂurhzlmfﬂt] n\frmH.

Spitting steel an pact of wanm

Bodies thrown agninst the earth? . , .

The silence pierces my cars with unitterable

Pain—aor is this black serenity spother
monster, pawing my soul with

twitching

Clawz while I writhe in resignation?

You sent me stniding into the trench-mud

With your blesing and my head held high;

You, who say “There & Peace for the fallen,”

And finger your roksy as you uvoid meeting

My shattered form with your ealm, grey eyes,

And sl | do not hate you, T, too, am eacked

With insanity, or the stupor of the hoaten

- -« But niwe we shall watch the dxwn
Streaked with the pallor of the dead and
Dirvwm with clots nrhlmd apningt the sky . ..

Gad! 1 ennmnt Hear the g‘iﬂlﬂ!

m
Tie Cisanerre G

What is this—this coclness like the odor of
Violete?—this hreath like the floating of

Lilac over a summer stream? You know nothing
M me, pricst, or you would not sy "My child"

With this eripping of music in your voice;

Others wmll;[lnuuh nardonically enough and el
o]

I am oaly the bastard of despair and discardanes:

Once when the sheill fangle of notes paused

For an instant, [ emerged ineo the elear air
And wandered mniiﬂx flowers, looking at my

Bright face and soft hair i a small @de poal
That laughed back at me . . . Owee I decamey] of
Music and strong lovers , . . Then the Band-

WIS, CAME
With u Blaring crash of cymbals, and [ denced.
“W:mlf]!:g:mﬁudﬁthh;'."ﬂwyﬂmmd
Wit
Moo eyed, nnd 1 was too hungry to reply.
Nirar 1 have nothing lefe 1o give, and the great
Giod Public erouches in waiting, for revenge . . .

i o« Bur now we shall watch the down
Like the bursting of flood lights over the

[ g
mwm.Mmmhm;
Crodl! Then something snaps!
n
THn Fansrw's Sow

[mnutdi:j:qh:hu—-] have not
Given sons o the sail. 1 cannoe die while
My blood & pounding with the rich loam of the
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Fields. And Jeanic—the clods will bruise

Her whits hands and parch them from amber
tor rrist: . . .

When the fields were und sweet smelling,

I arcse from the decp fertility of the land,

And the fhers of my body were soft ox a ripe

melon;
The earth is kind o the young—the unknowing,
And laughs in vagrant undercurrents.
Then there were sparks of rehellion,
And the soil coughed up i ripeness with
The grim face of a scavenger. [ choke with the
Drust, the hear, and eringe with the bareen chill.
Then I cry out in hatred #o the embittered earth,
But she will not disown me, and T casnoe forges.
Thien there is no mare struggle. [ bave absorbed
The blood of the sail for myself and my wns , ..

Bue pow we shall watch the dawea
Smoldering lke the red earth in March
Dripped into hlossoming . . .

Jeanie! The earth is hard to itz own!

v

THe CAFTALIST

Prieat! Why do you stare ar me with such
Odd directness?—as though there were

A smoldering coal wiithin my breast, and
It burns your eyes to look sz it . . .
Dirawe aside the blinds and look out ower
The city: You seg the gaunt exching of
Missive buildings touching earth like
Inkniry, These are mine. My veins are
Flowing with steel, and my muscles arc the
White hest of all the forges beneath the
Earth. Iapl:l.k.mﬂmﬁﬁimm

Are eilenced, T have but oo cry out, and
These gargantuan steel frames will topple
Aguinst the sky like paper, into crushed
Toy howses. Stll 1 am a mild god: the
Man-niachines are operated with precision:
And I am generous: Bfty universities will
Honor my death with memarial chapels. If 1
Am forgotten, the world will shudder in

poverty .
But now we shall watch the dawn
As it drenches the cold seel with molen

Id;
‘Wiﬂv dozs not somcone erase these ugly
tenements to the West? . | |
Lord! I cannot attend to everything!

Litany for the Farm Woman

By Dovones STEFHENS

Here in the darknesa lie the thin fragments
OF cur brief, scattered youeh, like brivtle lewves
We fling forever an the ground when scents
OF puagency nre gone, dissolved by thisves
Of dust—when ft no longer marters how
Wcmmthmmdum:h:mMM

Here in the blue, Movember gloom your brower

15 cool and still 33 my own hand which reits
Aguinst your cheek, Bug we who dredge the green
Fertitity of earth and find our Breath

In the theobhing of life and soil have seen

Too much of fulfillment . . . This is not Beath
That folluws of hirth and marrying,

Mot Death, my dear,—thia quice burying,

Shadows
By Howanp MerTon
Could T but see grey shadows once ajgain,

Clase by & picket fence all strnight and clean;
It seems these marrow shadows only maan
Their life i& jus to guard what lay behind
But darkness will forever fill my mind;
I mee eternal shadows—] am blind.

Dark Doorways
By Ben SwEEMEY

Dark doorways—there were people on the sreet

Who cast o casual glance with no surprise,

W}m neither smiled, nor spoke, nor aliwed theie
eit,

But passed along; [ venture to sarmise

That other nights, they'd seen, in passing by

Dark doorsmys, other lovers say goodbye.
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Chogan

By Bopert BrERuExs

I WISH new T bad never met Charlie Frishie, [
would be a lot easier in my mind if 1 hadn’e
Chartic &, | guean I shouldd say was, 3 small un-
lappy-looking chap with thin gray haie and an
apalogetic moustache, He had & furtive air abowm
himy, and f He hadn't seemed 8o completely harm-
less, you might have thought he was runndng
from the police. | met him one night ar Kelley's,
and since we were both interested in gardening,
we became friends immediacely. After o whils
he n to come regulirly to the dub-mestings

ey, and though he didn’t &l much, be
seemed o Bt very mucely into the elub.

The club is com mostly of insomniacs, but
there are & fow myaelf who go just for the
converzation. We meet ac Kelley's Bestnurant nt
two A M. to denk colfee and @ik,  Although
Eelley owme the restaurnnt, he works from two
to six wmply because he likes the club. He s
an extremely wellread man, and he can talk
brillinntly on any subject from batting averages
to the European MNovel. He and Charlie got
along very well together from the fist night
Charlic turned up at the restaurant.

Charlic wisn’t an ordinary insomniac of the
chronic warety. You got the impresion that he
came every night because he couldn's stand being
alone.  Something was on his mind, obviowsly,
and I'll admiz I wu curious about him  Pinally,
ane rdny winter night, mr v:urnmln.r waa mtisfied,

1t v twe o'cloc besicdes Kielley himaelf
Charlie and [ were :h:mﬂy ones there. It had
been raining all ev L and nobody else in the
chub had shown up. late customer was just
leaving when Kelley poured himeelf 2 cup of cof-
fec and came over to where Charlie and T sac,
He took out his dudeen and lic it carefully, then
leaned back in his chair, Charlie took out a
Mara-Mancini  cigar, and before he lic it he
booiced nervously oll around. Tt was a peculiar
habit that I had noticed before. “We st for
awhile without mying anything, but fnally
Charlie spoke. [ had sort of a premonition that
l:wnamn.gtumﬂ:n]:m:rhmlf Something
was bethering him, and & would do him good
to et it off hiz mind.

He started ‘out v captiously. “You know,™
he aadd, “The mind has remarkable creative
powers.” He looked at me, and [ nodded as
though 1 knew what he was gettng at.

*IFs not exactly the mind, thowgh, s imagi-
nuitson, sore of; you'll knew what | mean after
I tell you .

1 don't ke children. T bave a profound re-
spect for them, but 1 don't like them, There is
a myth current in the family that | am immensely
fond of children, and that T am, in fact, discon:
acfate unless [ have three or four of them abways
aroand. T am known as “Good old Charlie, un-
derstands kids, you know.”™ [ do not underatand
them. MNobody does. Children pet along with
me bocause 1 let them m'l-r:t.ln; abone, not because
I sympathize with them, Unfortunately my mnoch
& an ideal place for children; there are horses
to ride, dogs and cats to torture, and chickens to
throw rocks at. Al this, combined with the fact
that [ am mﬂr upon, makes o Beautiful
setup for the 1

One day about num. when 1 wans out in the
potting shed transplanting 4 fiat of pansies, a let-
ter came. | know what it would be, and | was
ruther relieved that it had fnally come, Tt waa,
of course, a relative wanting me to take one of
my small ews for a few weeks. Cousin
Emily wanted her little Freddie to come up o
my ranch to get o few hingiuls of mountain air,
and s on. She had apparently written the note
in a hurry, and the writing was so had [ couldn’t
tell if the childs name was Freddie or Frankie,
but it looked more like Freddie “Whatever his
pame was, he would be in on the two-fifteen, in
exactly an hour,

When | came in from the mail-box, M,
Flaherty, the housekesper, wan waiting for me in

the porch.

“¥ou got o letter,” she accused me. [ did oot
deny it 7T know what's in it,” she went on,
“Somebody s sending a nephew dowmn for the
holidays, and you are going to look after him this
time, T wash my hands of him™ She diied her
hands oo her apron and went in. T had been ex-
pecting this; s 1 wis ot too duappodnted,

I had never seen little Preddie, 1 went an
the assumption that he was hike the rest of them.
T went in to put sway somez of the more valuable
breakable objects and a few partraits [ didn’e
want monstached. T rather hoped Freddie would
be a bedsterous youngster, because in the long
run they are easier to control than the other types.
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1 am even pretty good at handling the cymical,
sarcastic children, but with gquiet, imaginat
little chaps T am helpless Yoo can ict just
heree e energeric child will react to a given situa-
tion; it ia the more subele child that gives trouble.

Soon 1 heard the trafn whistle ar the cromsing,
and a little fater | heard the station-smgon drive
up. | went out to face it, | wotched Preddie
carcfully ns he came toward me. He was elighthy
pudle, small and quder-looking; just whae [ was
afraid of, He carried a suitcase i one hand, and
o bag of books in the other. He wore n blue
wash-guit with shore trousers.

“Well, Freddie,” T eaidk with that fulse hearti:
ness that has never ver fooled & child, “Henwr old
pre youl”

He awiomatically extended his band o mest
mine. T am threg hundred,” he sid in o soft
ahaent pane

| was somewhat at a lose. “You mean three, of
course,” 1 murmured with a sinking - fechng,
Frecdidie turned his gray, blank eyes toward me.
1 can’t say that he looked at me, bocause his eyes
seemed not to be focused at all, They had a rer
MOtE  ppeiranie was o li disquisting,
and I thought that 1 might have some sort of a
moron on - my hands: T repeated my remark. He
fimally brought his evres 6o bear on me. He scrutin:
ized me as if 1 were o strange new animal that
had just been brought to his attention,

“No,” he smid abeeractedly, “Three hundred ™
Then his oyes wandered back to the fifth dimen-
gion, T felt that the eonversation was deagging.

“Freddie, have you had your lunch yet?™ 1
inguired,

“Lunch? Lunch; no 1 don’t beliewe 0.

“Come o then, we'll get something,” | cried

iky,
ﬁ‘“\l’:t‘y well,” he murmured in his soft, distant
woice, “Come along, Chogan” Thin: give me
something of a turn, since Freddie and T were the
omly ones there. He tumed oz head and spoke
more sharply, "Chogan, come heee.” T atill didn'e
= .

Then I happened to remember.  You would
think that after s many veass of tiking eare of
children 1 would get used oo the way they imagine
things. Almos all of them have these imaginary
plq.ymmfhalth.-_?uﬂmuﬂﬂtum You have

probably heard children halding hmg:m-
vmmwithmr laughing and talking, and
even phusing to listen occasionally. But a child's
imagination is a dangerous thing; people doa't
reafize the power of it.

T had 4 great-ancle once who dislifed children
intensely, actually feared them. One day a littde
ncphew of his cume up to apend a few days with
him, and demanded that Uncle George play
horsey. Uncle Geomze got down on his knses
and tried to imagine himsell & horsey, but he
por oo muoch into the spint of the thing, for a
few dayn later he got oue of bed one merning o
fird thur he was sprouting hoowves. MNatumally he
waa terrified, but ft was nothing to the horear he
fele when he went down to breskfast, He had
sturted t0 take some bacon and rﬁt. when he
suddenly realized that he would ke nothing so
well a8 3 nice Mnful of hay. OF course Uncle
George wae somathing of o drinking 'man, but
s s what 1 mesn,

1 tried not to pay any attention to Freddie's
oomversation with his playmate a8 we walked op
to the house, but it made me o tofle unéom-
fortable.

M= Flaherty had gone into towmn, but she had
left same liverwurst sindhwiches aml milk on the
kitchen thble for wa We sar down and began,
bt 1 didn't enjoy the food. Tam wed o childeen
who talk continuousdy through their mesls, and
Freddie said nothing.

Finally, though, about halfway theough lunch,
Mﬁe:mﬂaﬂdhﬁz&ﬁhﬂlsﬁmlﬂaim
space. “Yes, | suppose sa,” said in an an-
noyed woice. He had an nttentive lock on his
face, as i he were listening, Every w»o often he
would not; and by and by things began 1o wear
on me. Even though it is nothing but a child's
mﬂm that sort of thing can get wnrdaﬂﬂ'

MImHJuedh:m,Fmdd!:nnhnd “Oh very
well, Choman,™  He picked wp a sandwich and
threw 1t on the flooe. “There you are”

T lee this sort of thing o only so far, “Freddie,”
I zaid in deepest basa woice, which iz always
miare ﬁd{:ﬁum than impressive, “Pick up that
sandwich!™

“Eh? Pick up what?" asked Freddie in o pre-
occupied munner,

“The sindwich,” T replied patiently. “The
tivervrumst mndwich, pck i up.Ea

“Can’t, Chogun ate it,” he answered, T got
up dnd walked around the table, kesping my eyes
fixed an Freddie in p severe manner, | pomted to
the fioor. “Yeu have one more chance to pick
it up,” 1 wamed him.

He lsoked down at the floor. "1 really don’t
see how 1 cin,” he murmured. 1 looked
the floor too, snd there was no modwich there,
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I'went sut dnto the dining room and poured me
a drimk . |

After lunch T took 1 book and went out on
the porch to read awhile, T found T couldn't cone
eentrate, however; 50 I put down my book and
looked out aceoss the mrden. It wus an jdyllic
scene, Preddie was sicting on a garden seat, read-
ingt my deiphiniumes were in bloom, and the bins
uuﬁ‘inthtmhrdwm just beginning to show
white.

I waus very proud of my delphiniums, T had

crossing straing for years, and 1 had finally
developed 2 seven-foot stalle, with four feet of it
floweni. The Blooms were perfectly [oemed, and
their color was a hasd, hﬁf;:lﬂmﬂu:lhnd
never seen anywhers ele. 1 hnd pot 2 three-pape
writenp in' the mugasine of The American Del-
phimium Society,

Suddenly my mood was shattered, As [ looked
toweand the bed, one of my fargest delphiniums
began o jerk violently, 1 keep rilles in strategic
spats all over the ground so when | want one for
i or some other peet 1 don't have far w
go I grabbed the nenrest one ond started for
the seene of action, but before T ot there, Preddie
s the waving delphinium.

“Chogan, stop itl™ he shouted, The del phinium
stopped waving and fell over limply. T ran over
ot It was broken of fully an ineh above the

und; & gopher couldn’t possibly have done it
ineident disturbed me considerably. T don't
mindd |osing un' oocsdonal delphinium, but T pe
sent supermatural interference with my plant-
growing. This, alorg with the lverwurat affair,
was & Hetle too thick

Before dinmer that evening [ su cd to Mrs
Fluherty that this Chesgan sdea of Freddis's weas
geiting ouwl of hand,

dhe merely laughed. “T'm thinking you don'e
know much about kide All of them has Fetle
men that they playe with. Why once me uncle
in Coolaney , ..

“Damn your uncle in Coalsney,” 1 -ghouted.
Well, T suppose I didn’t really shoue i, bue T

mmething like chat,

rty e a remarknbbe woman, She is
Teigh, as yoi may have gucssed, Her boiled cab-
hage & wimple and unpretentious, but it 48 o sort
of mysticul experience in eating. Mra Flaherty
# & st of Yeats, representing the Celtic revival
in cosking, and her hoiled calduge s The Lake

Tale of Inmixfree.
ter dinmer I settled myself in a chair with
the larest seed catalogs, Tt was apeing, but |
hadn’t yet finished my Christmas cigars, | was on

the last boo, however; so T decided to permit my-
glf the luxury of a Marta-Mancim. Do not
imaging that | am ungrateful. Chrigtmas gift-
cigars have their place as a0 nigorous discipline for
the character, but [or smoking , , . 1 am sure 1
eoubd never have pot through them without a
Mariz every so often, Well, T was poing theough
my pocketd for o match when ssddenly a blue
flame appeared about an nch from the end of oy
cignr, | must admit that I screamed.  The: flame
flickered and danced back. I was stasting to chimb
aver the hack of the chair when Freddic appeared
in the decrway, amiling elightly,

“What the hell,” I sid, samewhat shrilly,

“I taught Chogan a trick,” sid Freddie af-
fahly, "Migtletoits ure dreadiully hard to train,
but | managed to teach Chogan chin one. Let
him light your cigar for you,™

I locked at the flame. 1t showdy approached the
end of the cigar, | puffed several times, and ic
went out when T had & good light. | ook it rather
micely: 1 hadn’t reached the snapping point vee

Freddie shected one of my ias, and the
blue flame appeared to light 16 for him. “Woell,
I miust say poodbye,” Freddie yawned,

“What do-you mean, "‘Goodbye”,” 1 croaked,

Freddie paused at the door, “Chogan and I
will go 1o the utmest bounds of space tonighe”
Hig wiice became remote, W will tum into
quanta and ride on mothematical wembols; we
will g our past the farthest faland univeese, o
mhnity. Chogan lives there, on 8 mathematical
paint.”

I didn't eeep particularly well that nighe. 1
had 5 dream, that &5, 1 thought it was a dream,
I woke up in the middle of the night eo see a
l-n-:;E of clves standing at the foor of my bed,

iy weren't ordinary elven like everybody
seed. [t was their eves. Have you ever looked
rhmugh a telescope at a star severa] Hght-years
away! The sar -scema to throb and boil: it i
white, with o touch of blue That {5 how thelr
eves looked.

Feat wpin bed. The mwonlight was streaming

in the window,
“Lot’s play h," said one elf. One of
the athers dipped hiz finger in n pool of moons

light and drew a hop-scotch court on the floor.
Then they all began to hop around over the room,
except two of them, that fa These two ame
over and lifted me out of bed.

“You must ply hopscotch too," they sid,
“There is no game Hke hopscotch. Chogan and
Freddie wld ue you needed practice in hop:
scotch." All the oeher elves stopped hopping then.
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They pathered around me and clapped  their
hands. T was shoved into the court. T began to
hop on cne foot.

“¥ou can’t pliy hop-scotch,” said one. “It's
jout like n and Freddie told us Come with
us to the end of time, beyond the utnvst bounds
of space.”

The rest began o chant hollowly, “Beyond the
bounds of space and time . , 7

* . . where we have,” continued the &f, "a
hop-scotch court outlined by & thousand blazing
suns, Clome with us and learn to play hop-scotch
on the Becond Law of Thermodynamics,™

1 remembered pointing out to them that 1
didn's particularly want o improve my hop-scotch
game, They caght me an | started to climb back
inta bed and to carry me toward the win-
den, but su y a cloud passed over the moon,
and they all elipped out the window chanting,
and their voices mefted into nothing, ke violine
ending a Beethoven concertu,

[ got wp and went outside. There was no
moon now, There was only the black emptiness
of space, with a few chunks of fHaming matter
several billion miles away, 1 looked up at the
gy then 1 threw myself on the earth clutched
at it with my fingers. It i3 a ghostly experience
to become really conscious that you are on a
g!ub'e thit is spinning alenyg through nothingness.

ou mighe fall off into fterstellar space und turn
up at the end of time, | even heard the wind
whistling as the carth thundersd along through
space. That s the worst experience that you can
ever have You won't have it though, if you
Mﬂmrmzﬂ e g T slepk it wall whess |

enoy alept ™ whien
went I:umkwtu bed, and when | woke the next
rested, though o ligthe shaky, As
dow. The acach

and read the paper, I went outdoors. [t was ane
of those murnings when a gardener s repaid for
all his hoeing and pottering around, The Chiness
lilies were out, and their odor by heavy on the
airs a rowe of flame-colored Preesias was in full
bloom, and the apricoe blossoms were almost com-

Freddie was out on the lawn plu.yt'n& with
Raghbagh, ane of my Persian cats. [ had 3 friend
ly feeling toward everybody that mosning, but
n:ymnﬁmlrﬁ:dwmmﬂ:l’rdﬁ:fwnﬂ

apparent reasom picked up a hoe and knocked
Raghtugh six fest.

“Hey," 1 shouted, springing towaned them. 1
tripped and fell full length in o bed of norcissun,
but | got up quickly and grabbed at Freddie
Raghtazh wan tottering away, wlking to himself.
T had Freddie by the collur when Raghlupgh be-
gan to scream and roll on the grass, [wis angry.
The market for insane catzs w slow. T had no
sentimental fectings about Raghbagh, but be was
a fifty-dollar cat, and it pained me o see him
in such & state. As T was about to tum Predidie
over my loee he showted, “Chogun, ler go of
the kitty!™ h got to his feet and looked
around, Bt he didn't stay long, T mised my hand
to- smick Freddie, but [ dida’e. Instexd I telt the
unmistakable sensation of n swife kick in the
pants, I tumed, but there was nobody there:
Chogan, of course. I let po of Preddie. 1 was
only fooling,” | sid.

“Of ‘course,” =aid Freddie, with a tinge of
trony, I wasn't beaten theugh, My mind was
aiill working fast; anyone who could kick an
realistically as Chogan must be physically vufner-
ahle, 1 decided.

1 weny inside, In the hall near the butler's
pantry is an old feeshox as big as a closer, where
Grandfather used to keep the meat in the ds
before dectrical refrigeration. Tt was perd
insutated, and I had made it aircight = | could
sore my clgis theee, 1 stepped into the b,
ook cut a cigar and culled Freddie. When he
came there, T atood with the cigar tn my mouth,
but e didn't seem odd o B e, apparently.

“That is a marvelous trick you mught Chogan,™
T said cvnmingly, “Have him light this cigar for
me." Freddie fell for it

The blue flame appeared at the end of my cigar.
Quickly Ifnppqd ot of the icesboe and slammed
the does, | smapped the big padlock on it ™Mow,
Freddie,” | sid trfumphantdy. [ turned, but
Frediie wasn's there. T mn out to get o stiff drink
and bumped into Mrs. Plaherty. There was o
strange look on her face.

“What do yoo want?” [ sna 3

“There's a little boy here.” g handed me o
note, It wan from Cousin Emily, Tt read, "Here
iz lirthe Frankie to wisit you. He i very gquiet and
will be nes trouhle at wll. Doa't be annoyed if he
talks to o litle imagimary playmate he calla
Freddie™

1 began to go to piects about that time. T
screamed and ran out into the garden. I had
forgotten that the Deville Flower Club was drive
ing up to look st my garden that moening. 1
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cume burseing out the door, meeting the club at
my delphinfuom bed, snd 1 doresay they were u
litile nemplussed when they saw me.

“Grood morning, Mr. Frubie,” smid Mrs, Wal-
lingspits, the premident. “We have been booking
ar your fovely delpbiniums Tell us, how did that
one- get broken off 7

“Chogan did it,”" T sdd simpiy:

“Pray tell, who is Ehag:nyﬂneuukad,nmng
i began : calml

“Chegan,” T began calmly, “is 1 Migaletwit.
He bves at the utmost bounds of ,’:g:gIﬂ.t the
end of time, on o mathomatical point, He plays
hopgcctch on o court outlined by a thousand
blazing sums, but you can't see him @8 you ean
the others.” Here my wodoe rose to a scream; the
whole club started loping down the driveaay,
with M. Wallingspiez o good four lengehs in
front. Old Mr, Burdock looked back over his
shoulder and took a short-cut through the sunken
garden. Unfortunately be was still loaking back
when he came to the pond

I suppose that incident stareed the rumor that
I wan crazy, I decided 1 needed a change of scen-
ery; 30 | rold Mrs Flaberty 1 was godng on a
litthe trip to San’ Francisco, | got & letter from
M Flahesty just after I got here,

. * *

Charliz putised tn his narrative and begin o
search llﬂrmlflhil pockets, Soon he produced a
letter which be gave to me and Kelley. As near
as I can remember it went something like this:

“Dear Mr. Frisbie,

Just ufter :mu left a funny looking it guy
came to the axid you sent him, and

that you wanted him o open the old ice-box
in the hall. I never see such eyves as the httle
guy had. They looked like they was afiire,

I let him open the ice-box but he didn't find
nothing. He didnt seem to mind, though. |
asked the little duffer his address, and he sid
“The utmost bounds of space,” or something
likke that I had a notion to smock himoone
I'm sending you some clothes.

Yru T
Mes Mihael A Flaherty™

Charlic looked I'im‘. at me and then at Kelley.
“Da you belteve me?” he asked. 1 nodded. " Yes,
but wish | didn’e,”

“Frankly, 1 don't believe you™ siid Kelley,
with & big grin.

“Well |, . " Charlie sighed and eut the end
off another clgar, T pot out o match, but before
I could strike it, a blue flame leaped up at the
end of the cigar. ' Charlie didn’t move & muscle
for & moment; then he puffed, and the fame

went out,
My nerves dre none too and T am ' n
credulous person; e | left LIBE].- conild st and

argue about whether Chardies story wae true ar
not if he wanted to [ lefe

That was the last 1 saw of Charlic Prishie,
Kelley teld me he left about fous-thirty and nover
reached his hotel. That was two weeks ago, and
nobody has seen a trace of him since that nighe,
Every night when 1 walk home now, | try o
keep from leoking up at the stam, 1 see what
Charlic meant now about falling into space.  Asd
1 have been having queer dreams, too . . . that
in, I hope they .'Ll"tj

The Personality of Hamlet

By Joux WEYBREW

INTI'[Eh:g;i.nrdng there was a playwright of no
mean ahility, Hin name wan Shakspere, and it iz
recoeded that be was o most human fellow. That
he was no wastrel mgh;.rpnrmt w the fact thas
he could show a scholar of Jonsan's scholastic st
tainment a great deal about his fellowmen,
Bhakspere’s hest knowmn play 8 Hamler The
thing is that Hn.mit steode the boards
in 1588, which is just thirty-four years be-
I‘m!ﬂ:t First Folin, We know, too, that it was

probably a play by Kyd Bue the thing which
concerny us most 1= that this play came under the
hand of Shakspere Under his  intellectual
handling it became great.

One of the most interesting characters in all
Shukspere is Hamlet, This Danish prince has
come in for more remirks, official and unofficial,
and more misunderstanding than any other char
acter in Shakapere, And | feel safe in ssying so.
From a character in a play by a genius of litthe
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cuilture; a8 it is measored in universitics, Hamlet
h-hnm:apu:zi:,nmym & work of
wo overshadowing, that men ke Goethe,
Coleridge, and hundreds of publicly asclaimed
grear minds have completely lost themsclwes in
obscuritics their attempts to find a
S hation ™

This tends to make us think of Hamlet a8 2
pavehalogical enigma, rather than as a chamcter
i n phav, which is noe at all the situation. Rather,
he is acting in o wery human manner. That he i
the Prince of Denmark ond the son of & king
nurdphdglttuutb:tnumtuf:lwg fnrm
Elizabethan audience; but i he should be o
mm:p]arbrﬂ‘Ndﬂ,leuldh:nﬂdm'
comentn munh, elevated somewhat by fntroversion
and on inoate senes of justdce, Asa mon he is s
strung character mentally,. He fires hin imagina-

tir wpon broken ideals, But he is 8 ressoning

miin, and no hot-head . . . under normal situa-
tiomna:

MNow, consider what be has become—in the
eyes of his eritics and scholars. T guote from
Sehlegel

“This enigmatical werk resembles those ir-

rational equations in which a fractioh of wn-

leriown magnitude remaing, that will in oo way
admit solution, He ecty the part of o madman
with unrbvalled powers . . . ., In the resilutions
he =0 often embraces and always Ia:um une

executed, his weakness is too appsrent . - . .
Hu‘. in 1 hypocrite &0 himself; his F:u ferched
scruples are often mene pretexts to cover his
want of determinatiom,”™

For thot matter, Hamlee hinssell sayn moee than
once that he is subject to thoughts which have
“but one part wisdom, @nd ever three
cownrd.” But it i alao e thot Hamlet s o
mumwhuhs.smmmdufhjm.inl
terpreted differently by every vne. Emirson once

zaid, " All that Ehazlpmruymfﬂw. king, vonder
dlpul"nh'!yﬂnt reads in @ corner feds to be
true of himaelf." This applies equally ns well o
CTitics,

But Hamlet was not written for critics. Tt was
written for an Elizahethan audience. Schlegel, in
hiz-erudite philosophizings. loses sight of this foc-
tor. Shakspere was quite sute of a8 lomg
as he knew what be was dioing; occasionally, how-
ever, he became rather-mueddied throasgh b oem
lack of knowdedge, but that 13 a later point. Wil
son tells ws that the best known text-book wpon
peychology st the time of Famlber's writing was
A Treatize of Melancholie, by Timothy Bright.

Mr. Wilson quotes the following excerpts from
Bright's idea of a melancholy man:

“(Heis) . . symetimes MErTy, somotimes
flitous’ i nppeannu:, through a kind of Sar-
domian, and false h“ghm'ﬂ;c”- {He is) exace

nd ceripus in pondenng very moment of
:hlngu ..... given, to fearefull and tersible
j -

'whﬂ:muamdnmilrpmm:mgh:be true of
Hamlet, the ir.!llr.'rmng and similar Fi\mugm give
us to un that Shakspere's
his own conception penerally:

“Of memory resonably good, if fancies de-
face it not; ﬁ.rmma;umun. and hardly res
moned wher it is revolueds doubtful IEEI'E
ansd in deliberagion: ﬂll.P.I.EI.L'H.l, pain
i mﬂ nnd circumspect.”

Wilson, unfortunately, tries to establish a con-
nection between the “myarery” of Homlet and the
mystery surroundding Essex, his patron’s  hero
Although | admie that there are mysteriss con
nected with Hamlet, this i not one of them,

Schlegel is one of the school that cannot see
the =ense in Hamlets delay in killing his® step-
father. Schlesel would go after his step-father
with 4 mace, doubsless, 4f he discovered any such
breach of moeality in his cwn famdly, I'm sure
he would, And the same for Colendpe, as Qi
lerCouch puints out: ™ , . fiest of he
{Coleridge} would hove sentched s pockets far
his eablets, which were not there; uu‘l:. to advance
his fell prirpose, he would have borrowed five

at least off Horatiop and thereupon - he
would have wandered off to live with sonebody
else at Highgaie . , . . . wnd talked about what he
was gring to do, untib—=at the end of twenty
yeirs or so—he discumed it with equal profivity
a8 an sccomplished fuct."

Schlegel and Coleridge are not very good pay-
chologista. The “weakness” which erel cons
demns {4 the remoning of a rensanable man, tor-

mide hiz stody of Hamlet a self-analyss, think-
J;ml? Lﬂurm;ﬁwhthemﬂrﬂhthm
would do under similar conditions,

Behlege! mipht have profited more feom a study
of Coethe’s study of Hamler in  Wilhelm
Meister, although he becomes involved with the
fden thut Hamlet fs too ma!l'crthemkm

befare him hr the np?a.
E}nnlir:lﬂ Or YouTse mmmlham.tynum:

f some thirty vears, almeost in his prime 2z o
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man. Let him be morally straight, over-scmaitive
for the atmo in which he Fver, one of in-

and exciterment, He i a man of strang
En:rm And nlmost at once, he reecives the
weeat shock of his beloved father™s death and his
mother's re-martage.  This, according to Kelloge
{Delimeations of Insmity, Etc. m Shakespearc) o
more than enough to bring on tnsanity. Where:
upon Mr. Kellogg goes into o spasm of archaic
paycho-analysis, misnterpresing lines and scram-
bling meanings into hés own pecholegically spt
symptoms, He i me of what is known tor
day p= 0 syndrome; one who 13 80 taken with the
ides of bring dissised, or wanting to be, dhat ull
the symptoms are beautifully reproduced in him,
Kellopy tries, foolishly, to make w believe that
the Ghost was 4 fgment of Flamlet's disordersd
brain. In reality, the Ghost is an excellent plece
of work, fulfiling moch the same office a8
Gerondma.  The thirg which males Kellogy look
w0 gilly i that Shalspers lets us see the reactions
of -different sorts of people to, the Ghost. The
reason CGertrode does not zec the Ghost when
Hamlzt is with her in bher bedroom . . . . . ia be-
e it would make the scene less effective, and
the iden ia in sccordance with traditional ghest-
lore.

Uf:uumh.‘llnﬁnd:i:lﬁd}rtﬂiubt{h halance.
But it i the sume with any eensitive man, o
peuu]ly ane like Hamilet, who (Bradley hae shown
us) looks for pood rather than evil in persons,
He s filled w:r.ﬁ loathing by the suspicion of lust
in the murringe; note that be and the Grhoot fnsdst
that the marriage is incestuous, He is thinking
upon that, even before the appeamnce of the
upparition.

But Hamlet I8 not “mad,” in the sense of be-
ing partially or whelly inmne Robert Bridees
suggests that Shakspere wanted to make Hamlet
n doubtful character. There i o “problem,”
merely a dramaric artifice by means of which §
eould obeain the “wnderstanding and fndulgence
which madnes claims wien thc afflicted person
18 very dear . . . ., without . , alienation, dis-
gues o horror,” which B tetmlh:ud:.ln‘tm
Elizibethan audience would manifess; Now, m
the first whn‘t;man'lhl::ﬂm#

s o seem in full aginn of hi e
‘kuhrr,!uuu o mdm% ather than the
woring of his pamions away from his noemal self.

Too, H. can distinguish between “himself™ and
his “madness ™ 3 thing which poor Ophelia can-
not do, Hamilet fancica that his mind will beeak;
he Fully anticipates insanity: bue God s noe o be

and there s so litke in which be can find amuse-
ment. This 1a l]:: md:mf innn{lty. It =,
if anything, a i s OF FisLson
ing mnca.dw |:|fF|:|I|:’I n?i:_! He mkapu:krmnimg
that i what makes this scene with Polonius -so
close 1o tragedy.

When he goes to his tnblets, it 6 a8 though he
were trying to And something to-steady himself,
for he fears that his mind will oot withstand the
shock of what has gone before, Schiicking, in his
peculiar way (Meanimg of Hamlec), busics him-
self with r:l'u.]:lp:ng ]gtr.lvz words which indicace
certudn  morbid t e | perversionn, if you
plense) in Hamlet's hesitancy to follow the Ghost,
and m his writing upon hns tablets.  Alas! Has
weob Herr Schilcling not found Jimsell ar 2 Jos
during some time in his apparently quier and
wirll-ordered life in Germany, at a loss? Has he
never clutched ot some little thing, when his
world scemed shattermg? See, for instance, in
the letting down of his fimt wild hyateria, how
Hamlei scoffs at the woice of the Ghost under
the cellar floor, As Quiller-Couch says, the critics
who chbject to thin ore the very ones whis ohjece
o the knocking on the gaie in Macheth,

To bring n very =imple fict o bear upon the
guestion of madness, | guestion the favorable re-
ception of insmnicy by a rede Elizabethan aodi-
ence, To them, gueer folk and idioes were an
ohject of the most cruel kinds of humor,

Certrude seema to koow what is wrong with
her boy, She should, since she reared him. She
realiges that he must be affected by her marriage
and the deatli of his [ather, Consequenily his
words have more vigous cut to them, since she
realizes he o expounding momlity and justice.
And this in spite of the murder of me old
Polionius and her som’s speaking with the Chost,
which she cannot see. In her womanly way, Gertr

ride seems to be ing the disryst mielli-
gent tmen n%m the lecherouenes
of Shaksperes woirks, 1 e Troddus, Othella,
[ 1.8

This roarin
tinties later wd
obedience 1o

indicement of womankingd cons
Dphdh. The poor girl, through
her father, has taken awny the last
vestige of understanding which Humlet might
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have found, His loathing perverts hin mind ajgaina
sl womankind, and more especially ngainat the
woman e most desires az 4 mate, In his repul-
giom he fires himself 0 destroy all thot remains
that was cmce beawtiful to him. His languare in
the scene with Ophelia is violent, Too violent
for the gentle Ophelin: Chuller-Couch wonders if
thig- i not due to Shaokspere's lifting of the or-
iginal dialoeme without changing i, becawse he
liked the impact of it This = possible, snce we
howe indications of this same ﬂ:ﬁ i other plays
(Macheth, ete); and the orig was
addressed 10 a woman with the character of a
courtesan, not to an Ophelin, It i alio possible
m: he (Bhakspere) couldn’c think of anything
fo sy,

Homtin  kmows what is eroubling  Hamler,
Hamlet never addreses him as he does the aeach:
erous Resencrants and Gildenstern, for he realizes
their shallowrnes.

The most misunderstood speech in Hamlet is
that to Laertes before the fencing match, in which
he excuses himeell for the kifling of Poloniua, be-
cause he & troubled by “a sore distractam” At
this moment i the play T do pot believe that
Hamlet swould be false to hjnlll:udimbm The au-
thor intended this speech o ghow Superioe
the Dane is 1a 3 man, in contrast to Laertes The
speech s o simple plea for forgiveness, and there
i nothing controversial about it, dozeds of better
ﬂﬂx commertators to the contrary, Sioll

have us beliewe (Art and Artifice m 5.}
that this @ another effort on Shakspere’s part
po maintain the “balance between almost unen:
durable mental torture and madness,” which is
supposed to leep the audience gucssing,  Mon-
Bense.

Critics seem to lose sight of the fact, too, that
Hamlet 158 an heroic figure i tragedy, He 4 not
to be anaivaed too clodely from the stondpoint of
modern paychalogy. wasn t meant to be ana-
Iyzed: he was meant to be admired, to inspice

thy, Schiicking doesn't seem to understanid
mr. all. We know nothing of his life other
than that which we see upon the smge; there-
fore we canmot apply with much success any
theory of infantile disturbance of mind, Nether
han he any mental infirmicy, as Wilion states;
thiz should: be evident from o humanized study
of the play. If anything, he s u man of more
genaitive makeup than the men in his audience,
But he would have to be to inspire poetic tgedy.

Many actors have plaged Hamler; but che
hemest fellows among admit, ns does Mau-
rice Evana today, that “it is the play™ more than

the actors which make it grear.  Quiller-Couch
remarks that mose “Hamlets” are a success, just
because “the play's the thing.”

As Shakspere has written him down, Hamles
ia n lovable charcter. We admire him for hin
kindness toweand others, his good treatment of his
infertors in rank, and his innate beyishness, Hia
affection for Horatio 8 an expression of nobdliy.
Why do eritics try to distort the beautiful effect
of his request of Laertes” parcon, eapecially since
hix hater conduct i in ing with this? Ham-
let admires Laertes in all honesty, And even
Laertes seems to realize this, for in death he re-
pents, erying, "The King, the King's to blame.”
And Hamlet, feeling the polson working, tums
upon Claudivg, i afl the steength of renlizat
forpetting reason, skewere the wretch u b
swoed. Mow all that remadna s hds vindicad
He meizes the poison from Horatio, and in the
clirity of hiz wision enjoins him:
“If thou didst ever hold me in thy hearr,
Alsent thee feam felicity for awhile,
And in this harsh werld drewr thy breath in pain,
To el my. sory,™

With Horatio's words let us lesve him:

“Wow cracks o noble heart, Good might, sweet
prince, '
And flights of angele zsing thee to thy rest—"

Dust

By Ben SwEEnpy

A million zeres—dull and gray and dead—
Small heapn of dust where living zouls should

A lifelss air where ing hife had beat

Until starvation ita dumb petreat

And [venished feeble play for some small arind
Within the masked unstable force behind

Thin of dust—a force that heard the pheas
For life and tumed the pleaders into these
Small slent heaps of duat,

A few took fight,
Sought refuge from the great unbalanced might
Of Him who had betrayed His trust aguin.
But even they, though humbled, are stall men
And will not nlways geovel for o love
Long promised an Unseen Force above
And long withheld; they've found a dc.mm
A nearer hope, in these small heapa of dust,
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The Failure of Versailles

By Kewnern Bamwey

'I‘-HE scene is the Trianon Palace Hotel, Yer-
milles, Franee, The date in May 7, 1919, The
event i the presenting of the Treary of Peace to
the German delegation.  Slowly, apprehensvely,
the members of the German ation file into
the preat hall o take their plices in cthe center,
Involuntarly there is a stiffening in the ranks of
the Allied assemblage. Furtive glances are passed
among the conference leaders as if indicating
mutual sopport in what {8 nhout to b done.
Uncérlying this murality ameng the Allied lead-
ers i3 1 gpirit of Lngtimiu.ageru:-&w\rm:
to iteelf upom the common enemy. “Who are
these men,” you nsk, “prisoners to be tred™
Why no, these are simply fellowr delegates to the
G:mfﬁ'm penit to establish o just and lutl.ng
peace. “Oh, [ seey | was just wondering,”
reply, Well, you had ample reason to wnnda

The Treaty of Versailles has been more dis-
cussed u.m:l condemmed than any other treaty in
history. However, most of this discussion has
been claracterived by heat muther than light; so
et we endeavor today o analyze caréfully and
sclentificilly just why the Treeaty failed and what
may be learned from it

The Treaty of Versailles has been condemned
ehiefly on the basis of injustice found in its mili-
tary, termtorial, and reparations clavass,  How-
EVET, Upan dme scruriny, these clavses were really
net as unjuss as we hawe been led to believe. Take
the military clause for instance, [t was severe, to
be aure, Giermany ket the right of comscription,
had her a.mw' and mavy depleted to o very meagre
home police force, and in addition, was forced
o contend with an Allied army of occu L{nm
Bug was it unjust? Cermany had after
an army af five milllon trained veterans, m]:l
a real power, The military clygse seems somesehat
necessary rather thon unjose

Territonally, the Treaty was again very severe,
Germany lost tecritory amounting to one-tenth
of her merropolitan area and a  population
amotmting to ong-seventh of her total pupu[ll::m_
However, all that Germany had taken from her
were ternitorics she had won before the war by
acts of a jon om weaker nations. Al:n.nl'ly.
the Treaty of Versilles created freedom in: the
world that was fur greater than that which existed

ore the war., No, the failure of the teeaty did
mot lie casentiafly with the territonnl clavses.

Well, what about the terrible repamtions
clause, most condemned of all? Surely this was
the source of all the trouble, you oping. No, the
reparations clouse was really moee stupsd than
unfust. Tt provided that Germany pay for all the
damage done to the Allies in the war. Thirty
billion dollars was the pree Germany was ex-
pected to pay, Obwiously, this was a preposter
ous, impossible -sum, which no natéon, even when
wealthy, could ever attempt to pay.  (England
was able to persuide her not too indubgent credi-
tor, America, that the British debr of five milliog
dallirs weas too heavy o pay) Later on, when
the Alliss became mane, they revised the :lpanr
tions clavse under the Duwes Plan, and the

troiille disa | Na, this clauss was not the
real cause the Treaty's faflure o hecome a
lasting - peace.

The failere was due to something of which
these other factors were distant, conerete mani-
festations: a apérit of hate and revenge unthink-
ahle in a civilized society. Dloyd George and
Clemenceny, English and French representatives,
wimn their position hu.'a.uu of promizes to “hang
the Kaniser”™ and to “make Germiny pay for the
war cent by cent.” This spirit, suggested at the
beginming of this paper, was exemplified by the
puile clause of the Treaty. It read thus:

“The Allied Governments affiem and Ger
many sccepts the responsibility of Germany
for causing afl the Joes and damage in which
tha Allied Governments and their naticnals
have been pubyjected as o consedquence of the
wir imposed upon them by the aggression of
Germany and her Allies.”

Hereln by the esential injoitice of the Treaty
of Wersadlles. Count ven Brockdordff-Rantzu,
chairman of the German delegation, made a mems
orable reply to the Treaty in gensral and to this
maral responsihility clause in particular. He sid
in part:

> . . It is demanded of us that we shall con
fem ourselves to be the only cnes puilty of the
wir. Such a confession in my mouth would be
a be . . . . The attitude of the former German
Government has certainly contributed o the
disaster, But we deny that Germany and its
people, who were tonvinesd that they were
Eg]::iug 2 war of defense, were alone puilty

. In the past fifty yeam the inperialism of
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all the Ewropean stites has chroad pafsoned
the international situation. 'ﬂu:;lib’i-:y of ex-
pansion and retaliation, disregard of rights of
peoples ty determine their deatinies have eon-
tributed o the dinew of Burope, which saw its
crmis in the war.”

Hiatoriana ire now well agreed that the responsi-

bility of the war was na the Count pl'ctu:gﬂﬁ.

ﬁﬂn‘i:lh‘l that hosile room of the botel in Ver

This spint of hate cun be scen further in the
Allies” refusing Germany representation. in - the
Lewgue of Natons (sdmittance o which was not
dertied Afrcan and South American nations),
This could be interpreted mn sying; “Moe only
are you entirely responsible for the wie, but you
are, by your very nature, irretrievably croel and
immoanl, You will never be anything but a Hun™
This estimation of the Germun moral character
was redlected i the treatment of the German
delegation. Thoy were not allowed to participate
in any way in the Framing of the Treary. ln-
stad, they were kept confined behind wooden
fences through which  Sunday  plessure-seekers
would peer aa they would ae eaged animala. They
were treated worse than eriminals on trsl—more
like criminals already condemned, withowr hope
of bring pardoned,  One might sem up Germany’s
whole treatment ufter the war like this: the Allies
kewched Germany down, trampled oo her while
he waz down, then apet contempt at her, and
fimally bound her so she could never, never
ogoin. Bog ahe did,

Iii those last three words we see a summary
of Germany's reaction to the Treaty. She did
mse agnin. She had to. You can't slap a great

le i the face and expoct them tostay slypped,
Terman resistance to the Treaty was tnetinctive,

the German press had made the people believe

another coming too fast to be realized, untl Gnally
the whole world fell out from under Cerman

folk. The impostible hod happened. Two mils
lion of their ﬁn'!:fmhmd 1,-fng dead! The best
army ine the world broken o bits!f The most
powerful government in the world now facing
revolution! And o Treaty of “Peace™ thae did
not bind up their wounds but rubbed sale in
them. They expected fighter treatment, They had
read Whilson's fourteen. points.™ thought
the heer valor of their fight winld bring respect
and admiration. Disillusionment doss not aptly
deseeibe thedr reaction to the situation, Despair
fl}::ﬂ der o I-Ej B n‘;: of the c,gn;
wnkce of & gaviouwr, an rose agiin!
Treaty of Veesitles, where t:::r is :.-nu%-u?-i:t.ur:;
There must be a ‘better way. But te cynic
and !.htrr.'ic would aneer and call it idealism, nee
practical, What then does the word practical
mezan! Does 3t not imply chat which works, thae
which can be put to nse? I it does, than a trunsi-
tion must take place. Throw into discard crwelty
and selfishnest masquerading under the weil of
practicality. Take on thit which will prove s
salution to the world's ems, even if it once
bore the stigma of i Let wa aveid senti-
mentality, and in hard-hendedness find o mehid
that will work, We can andd we muss,

The Song of the Gﬂmhopper

By RoserT Bravn

Some cherish a life that i turmed] and serife,
And fight to insure its extensian.

wir nnd they bore
And they always want more,
But siill,- give me Hollow Pretensdon,
Same spuander their youth in. search of & truth,
The walue of which I'll not mention,
Their theses, if read, would knock one quite dead,
But stll, give me Hollow Pretension.
Some toil all their lrves to maintain faithiul wives
Wh respond to the slightest attention,
Their meals | agree,
Age quite wheleome, and three,
Bur still, give me Hallow Pretension,
Some gaze at the stars, at Venos and Mars,
With premeditited intention
Tio see all they can and then rell i o Man,
But still, give me Haollow Pretension,

Fair Hollow Peetensicos,

Bwreet Moectar of Life:

Mo end and no Parpose in Thee.

Why fluffy angoea? Why brown angnsturm?
Why dew drops distliled from the sea?
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The Cult of Realism

By Psur BoBImTs

WERY wiste man once remarked: e senais
rurpris de trouver wn livre (nEfvessane ot
réalistique a Lo foin.”

The usterly amacing part about that statement
ts that the man was o Spuniard and did net know
a word of French. He must elther have copied
it out af a book or got a foend to think it up
for him. But howewer 1t waz, the statement
ereated & good deal of excitement in the jcular
part of Spain in which this Spamiard Em
to resigde. It caught on quickly, partly becauee it
laadd rhythm and parily beenuse no one knew ex-
actly what it meant, and for o time the only
wiy-a young Spaniard with romantic-inclinations
could hope b0 impress the ladies wis by stting
carelessly on the miling of a veranda and ssying,
in casy, offhund French, that he, oo, would be
surprised to find o book il wetin intereating and
realistic at the same time,

Shortly after this there was a eofnssal bull fight
in this ssction of Spair, which monspolized the
conversation, and the book scatement was swifitly
forgpetten, I would not have brooght it up at
all if it did not illustrate o poine T wish e make.

In facy, | may go eo far as to say that it i
the point [ wish to make.

To understand my feelings an this subject {and
1 have wery strong feelings on it, and worry con-
sderably) it ia necessary o po back m the time
when T firse began t0 read books. The fise book
I read, if 1 remember correctdy, was a small, clothe
bound volume entitled Peter Rabiie Awmong the
Eskimor, Tt had to do, as I recall, with a rablse
named Peter, who in some rather inexplicable
manner got aberd a steamer bound for Alaska,
Du:m'uuﬂng Peter experienced a number of ad-
ventures involving dogs, other  rabbits, snow,
hircy who sang “tweet-twieer” all the day, and the
native population,

I was g0 pleased with this fascinating literature
that 1 hurcted with it o 2 foend of mine, named
George, who Hved on a furm. George kept rab-
hits in pens niear the ham and would therefare, T

r.n.?ht be quite enthralled to fearn that one of
bz friends had been made the hero of a

Iwummkzﬂ_ Gecege read the book, nnd the
next tme | went to see him, h&pﬂm:dmmﬂ::
shie of the barri and deliversd a short, eritical
addresm on Peter Rabbic Among the Eskimos

How, he wished to know, was o rbbit of the
sort described by the author to exist in o land of
fce nnd smow, entirely cut off from hia carror-tops
supphy. This kind of rabbir, Georpe told me,
pokang han forefinger into my chest o emphatize
the point, lived almost entirely on a diet of carrot-
tops, and here was Peter scampering about for
months and menths in 3 country wheee carrors
tops were not be had for love or money. George
desired me to point to the pasage in which the
author resolved  this difficulty, Furthesmore,
Greorge said, he had made & pretty careful study
of hirds, and he had yet to hear a bird which sang
“topeetstweet.”  There were, indeed, hirds which
mng “tuhewlit, tubeeehit;” but "tescct-toreet " —
never,

The only part of the book George hked was
that in which Bskimo John went over the falls
in his cance to save hig faithful dog, Yukon, from
being killed by falling Blocks of ice.

1 have one more little aneedote T wish o tell,
and then | shall draw parallels and conclusions
#ll over the place:

A shart time ago 3 man ramed John Steinbeck
write o book called The Grapes of Worath. About
toveethirds of the critics wrote reams ahoue 'the
powerful realism in the book, and the remaining
third were much more helpful and generous.
They comsfgned the novel to perdition and spoke
about dropping it ints the fireplace with the
tom, ently, Mr, Steinbeck’s !
du:iga; g;{iwmh.rger umeklr y, abd he was mmdmhw
shortly in 4 postion to order a8 many Cadillac
avgamobiles as he could use,

Now, amang the readers of Mr, Steinbeck’s
novel, was, strangely enowih, a man from Okla-
homa. He read the book carefully and critically,
aned his comment went something 1I.|:'.I: this:

“It’s trug en , [ guess, though T ain't never
seen o washtuhs like that in the camps [ been in,
but it just ain't interestin’. Al Bt talks about s
ardinary people doin” the things people do every
day, There ain't no life in it"

That is just what be &id and just what he be-
ligved, so help me God, He find no inter-
minﬂu]mdnhumwhzknmmmtm“ll
They were familiar to him, and therefore ardin-
ary, and their speech and actioms were famifiar
to him too, and consequently dmd of thrill
and power and incapable of arousing emotion,



12 !

Mow how shout the readers who ||kz Crapes
of Wrath? Who are they? 'l'l'l.:;rare BIMETE in
Connecticut, advertiging men in New York, G-
men in Washington, cowbovs in Wyoming amd
Bnghsh teachers in San Jose, And in every case
their admiration of the novel derives from the fact
that they are reading about something utterdy
strange to them, com ihle but new, thrill-
ing and forceful for the same reason that the ad-
ventures of Anthony Adverse are thrlling amd
forcelul

So-owe sam wp: The Oklabhoman  dislikes
Grapex of Wrath because it shows ordinary
people doing ordinary things. The English teacher
likes Grapes of Wrath because it shows extra-
ardinary people doing extraoedinary things In
other words, the one dislikes it because it is real-
isticy the ather likes it because it i romantic,

It does no good to pile up examples, but i does
no harm, cither; so let us pile up a few, Lot us
ask curselves what would be the reaction of a
Chinese peasint reading The Good Edrth, of a
West Indian @ ler reading To Have and
Have Not, of nm;,f::.‘in manipulator reading The
Pit, of o Nineteenth Ce mruanict er
reading The Financier, et pll Eu-mb]

Or ler us take the other side. Let us analyze
our emobions 38 we read, for instance, The Mod-
ern Comedy, Are we enthralled by this picture
of post-war England because we can sy to our
selves, "Thin is real. Such 'I!hL&Lgl really happen.
These are mbken from lite™ We are not.
We are mtrigued by now wistas, strange doings,
cl:l::n,uiﬂinary pﬂ:pL. We e ':!‘!El"iﬂuﬂl bj,-
POILDCE.

The difficulty i= that people confuse realizm
with verisimilitude, The reader does not derive
his pleasure from o book because he can ' say:
*"Thas te real; this ha ; this is life" but he
must be able to say things, or he will not
derive pleasure from those elements capable of
pleaging him. He wishes to be able to believe the
stary as he reads i, whether the plog be laid in
Chicago elums or central A And thie
niscessity of selfdeception s just as t for the
English teacher us it &5 for the ah g'“.n'ﬂ:cdil'-
feremce iz that the English teacher has mther
preater powers of deception than has the .
irl, is therefore sometimes able o fool him-
elf on Beowulf and Gawayne and Roslind, an
well 2z on Seaelets O'Hara.

In i way, pmqn:ud\le educating is to hlane for
thesa waves of what is called realiam, Bach genes-
ation is better educated than the one before and
thus is hetter equipped to pick faws in the veri-
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similitude of the books it reads. Meanwhile noth:
ing much is done to stimulate imagination, and
s 2 ennsequence modern authors, good and bad,
must clutter up their works with accuracy for
the smke of readers who lack the tool by which
knowledge may be overcome,

Thus, as-we have =een, the author of Peter
Rabbit Among the Eilimos would have been well-
advised to have looked to the carrot-tops supply
of lu nm-:lhng bunny, meanwhile couning the
Im'd.umgp tuh-wiwt tuhowhit™ rather than

“tecet-tweet,”

This is ealled maintaining the ilusion of real-
ity, and it has nothing to do with realism.

It is ahout time we tried to define realism, and
the only way 1 can define i and apply it to Hiera-
ture i by saying that it is material which comes
within the limits of the experience of the reader.
For how can we =et up an objective standard for

realism? We cannot do it by including
e Abdrmsdgpph v mop st
wnmnrthntpﬂmllynnythnghu hap-

s ha might happen, W
oo that most knighia parfuit and

Let us try it. We wish, et us sy,
a knight realistically, We chome fifty knights at
mmdummrl[mkﬂtmmuuﬂf.nddmmmqr
six arc gentil but only twentytwo are parfaat.
So we make our knight geatl but I.‘I.r_‘l patfast;
deck him out with ocher attributes similarly -
rived at, and the result £ a realistic knight,

‘This & midicalows, bue it is 2 logical conelusion
mwardwh:hw:ir:nwﬂngummumhgm
mu:wmhlﬂ:z many”’ or “most” or
or the “great majority” i connection with realism.

Wow let us glance & moment at the explanation
qulhmgndEmmlﬁn which eoncerns itself
with the “purpose™ of the nuthor. This says, in
cffect, that auvthors who tell stordes merely to
amusks, to entertain or to escape from eserydoy
Efp—ﬂv:dhaub;nh%hat is—are romantics; those who
offer thedr books as an interpretation of expenence
are realista, That i rather pretty, but its pretti:
nesa is much exceeded by i stupidity, For we
myuat recognize instantly that no piece of romantic
liternture which did not interpret experience hos
ever survived, Troilus and Cressida is an inter-
pretation quite as much as 8 Adam Bede; and,
with all mecessary apologies to Mr. Steinbeck,
Grapes of Wrath i not neadly so happy and mov-
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ing an miu'ﬁ:'.tatiuu as is The Tempest.

As for the escape motve—that must be as
eribed to every atthor who ever found success.
The author whose books are read must be forever
escaping—not from reality to fantary, but from
that which is familiar to that which is new. He
must be abeays o romanticist; for pomanticism 18
the very life-hlood of the crestive artat; and of
he does not have it, he will find himself without
an podience—in colleges or out of colleges—and
he will soon seitle on the level of mediocrity ec-
cupted by the genuine realiets, like William Dean
Howells und Henry James.

And | think i obvious that when readers get
fed up on eomance and parfait, gentil knights,
the anly thing the author can do is turn to real-
tsm and give them cruel, rpacious knights, sho
well be well recelved becauss they are not familiar,
and therefore much more romantic.

“Thine Is the Glory”
By Ban SwWEENEY

The shapeleas shell-torn mass of flesh
From which I thought life fown, awoke and

And tuming painfully my way,
Moved blackened fips and spoke—one loncly

One haunting sound that cut like lead
The quitt there—a sound no other heard
The mame of God.

I bened clese o the puip}r thmg,.
And quhng into ner.
1 thewghe, “You uk?ﬂﬂudl
Is busy with the birde—each ]mﬂ.-Jf u'u
Demands his care—the gentle streams,
The budding felds! What time has He for me
Or you, dumb elad?™

The figure stared me in the face—
“Dio your believe that hewven-hued array
Would find convenience here mmdupu -
Whese men are tocn, aes day?
Why should He leave the Gﬂlﬂl
To phinge His royal robes in mm]-v-thni way
We bwo have trod?

Alive in mind, in speech unbom,
These thoughes had rent my inmost soul in vain
And left for me one bitter truth?
For well | knew that here where It had lain,
Cne day the land would bloom, and then
All graciom God would count the posies guin,
And bless the sl

City Square

By Doroaes STEPHENS

Let va return o the avenue of dull, green

benches worn hideously smooth, wnd s aside

cur hot remonstrances one by one in silence,

dropping them cffortlessly as the brittle crumbs

we throw th:gqrtwim the lawi—

And wait with bot, parched eyes for the dusk

seeping through the crags of bmlkdi

to touch our shoulders with cool, m fmgera.

Here o the scattered wind let us wait

another hour, plucking the lean, cropped grass

blade by blade in silence—until the gl.m: of

flickering lights throws ominous shapes into cur

eyes, and the dull, green henches are pallid

in the halflighe

Then we shall rise, stumbling as

in o world of umﬂ.uﬂémgg,wnr:ﬂ:l

jargon spilled - from our mouths;

Mow we shall speak of hunger contemptuowly,
finger colns of copper with heated

lnathing, filling the mir with scrid bitterness

and the stupor of muffied voices

Ghost-waife I.:apmg from muted bn.ms. tapping

the sidewalks 0 their hollow Dianse Mazabre;

The Proletariar speaks and then shakes

ot the sound of its voice as the tichtening

af winds about the throat; the dirk earth surges

with chill, and the dull, green benches loom

hideously under the street Lights;

The whirr of hanrse voices dies without strugals,

and the serene, black waters brim with stars.

=

By Dowoses %mmm

Beside the path the weeds arensmwfng wll,
Having forgotten the long, buned vears,

And scarlet hids strewn doven the line th small,
Blown patches, gone as childhood’s fong-dried

tears;

And how we chased small, golden butterilies
Beyond the crocked willow on the hills,

Bare legs holf-dancing through the brook with

erien
Of mirth, hands clenching broken daffodils.

And then the hnichulhdrl years passed ever froe
As brushing of wind across the face—
And 1 retum, half-knowing there will be

Mo butterflies, nor willows in thelr plice;

And what of you—of touseled hair and small
Flushed checks, and face I cannot quite recall?
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The Beet-Doll

By CroancorTe RipeouT

HAD beéen pone for over a week, now, and
the boet mck was geiting: precty low,  Ma
didn’t sy much, but you could tell the way she
was lookmg at , that she was o Hetle-hit weor
ried, Baby was fecling all nght, though, She kepr
playing with her beet-doll and never miying &
wiard; never making a noise ke she used o, &
few days ago, T guess baby's growing up,

I nm'ton, 1chap all the wood for the stove now
that pa's away, But there's only a few sticks left
L guesa pa’ll have to cut down a few more trees
for Mr. Loyton, eo we can get our pay-in wood.
I don't thmk I'm quite ald iwdm-pn
tree, But 1 will be in two years, | was ten two
weeks nga. Pa owas here then, I wonder where
T 8 fuira?

We had a birthaday party for me. We had some
yams, nnd saome meat, and for desert we had
some apples We all felt awful full,

Mo mys when pa gets back, maybe we'll get
scme more apples. He's gone 1o ¢urn some money
in the eity. He wsed to work on Mr. Layton's
farm, here. Bue this year Mr, Layton hired some
negrocs. My father was sore. He sadd he woulda't
live like the negroes do. He couldn't: and he
didn’t want to work i the fickds with ‘em. S50
he's gone to the city now. And he sid he'd be
back in four dave. Bt now it's almost '3

Ma keeps looking i the beet mck, There's two
there now. | know because 1 looked thi= mom:
ing. There's no potatoes left though, We ate
those five days ago, 1 like the potatoes; but |
don’e like beets anymore. That’s all we've had
stice day before yesterday.

Mn let me make the beet soup this noon because
she got sick and had to go outmide. T asked her

she wanted some; but !

s

thing left. P'm going to bed now s | ean get
up rarly in the morning. The squash-patch s
protty far away, and T get so tired now, It's hard
e gleep when your stomach hures, bue it hurts
maore when you don't.

This morening when I goe up, Ma was gk [
was poing to get heeakfase, but there wasn't any-
thing,

“You'll have to get the squash before—sa we
can_eat,” she sid,

8o I went as fast gs [ could: 1 cook the gun
with me. Pa waed to when he bad enough money
for shells, But that was a long time ago. Ma
made me take ft thi= time, bocause she was afraid
samebody might tike that squnsh from me and i
I had o gun, they wouldn's.

I fimally got to where the squash-pacch was, 1
guesa [ s tired from ﬂu{fun.bcmm
I'm a by, and den’t ever cry; bug I did this time,
Maybe it wan because 1 looked so hard, and whes
1 digd find that sqoadh, i€ was s small and green.
I'm glad |'was alone. | smyed there for awhile,
111::51:111!1 somach began to hurt so much, all
I could think of was scmething 1o eat. So I went
back.

It took longer to get back because it was hard
.::m-mgthuiwhandrh:gmm I felt bad
when I got back; the stock was so serarched from
drigging it an the ground, There wasn't muoch
use in raking it anyway, T didn’t see anyhody:
mcptunuauhjn}rmwmthy,mdliidm
seop and cough because of the dust

When I gor back, Ma told me to cut the squash
in half and then boil it liké we did the beets. So
I did, And after awhile we had our breakfant.
It was wwful bitter; but it was warm, and we
didn’t mind much because we were 8o hungry,

The coly one that dide’t like it was baby. She
chidn’t cry though. She just lay thees and wouldn'e
swallow, | told Ma, and she got up and tried
to get baby to eat. But it wasn't any wse. She
wouldn't even zit up and only held ea to her
beet-doll and didn’t make 2 sound.

M began to ery then. 1 had heard bee cew
before, but never thiz way,

“What are we going to do, Johnnie?" she sid,
bur it didn't seem as if she was really asking me.
“What are we poing to do?™

T felt like enying too, but I couldn'’t, because I
wasn't alone this time. And T was the man in our
house, [ hope Pa pets back soon.
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Wi finished the squush this afternoon, and
there just fn't anything left in the house. Ma
and 1 locked hard, even when we knew there

wisn’t anything, I didn’t tell Ma, but I even
Incked under the bed,
Ma fan't erying anymore, but she doesn’t look

like she feels very She keeps walkin
arcand and aroand room. She always

up looking at hsby, just Iying there, mcking her
beet-doll even though it's sart of ded up now,
Sametimes Ma looks at me, but not a8 if she really
Bees e

I guess Mm not really 2 man, becawse T can't
do anything, But I will when I'm hig. Right
now, | wish she'd puc her arms around me, hke
when | wasn't the man 0 our houss, Maybe she
could help my stomach-ache It's getting worse
now, I got real dizsy when I looked under the
bed to find something to eat.

When it was almeat time for supper. Ma began
to walk around the room: I:tackr:fdufnrﬂl.ba.ck
and forth, Then she called me,

“Get the Johnnie, We've got 1o get some:
t.'hmgmn:glm

1 said there weren't any shells; so we couldn’t
shoot anything; but she didn’t anything and
st walked outside. T looked ar baby and asked
if we should take her with us; but she didn’
answer, and [ looked, and she was “way, “way
dorwn the moad afready, So I took the gun and
ran as fast 28 | coold to catch up with her,

It was pecting dark, and I tock her hand; but
she didn't my anything, and her hand was cold,
I wens tired, bt 1 was nfraid to ask her to go slow.

After we walked I'c'ra.bumd: mile, | asked her
where we Bhe didn’t say anything
and - just wn.lhﬂfmng— Froetty soom [ knew
where. le:ilhidmd}mluunfﬁm It
wan the road to Mr, Layton's store- :

1 consld see the lights, 'ﬂwyucmndfu.r wu].r,
bntlg'umr.b:ymmt. b:ﬁw:
were almost in that kind of cin i hg;lm mlue
sounetimes,

When we were almost ot the store-houvse, [
nsked my mother if that was where we were po-
ing. but she didn’t answer me again. Then I
Imhtdithﬂ'ﬁm:.mdmﬂ?:llghtlmddn:d\:

wan crying, only she wasn't meking any nobe
Then [ felt real bad, and wished [ was a4 man so
she wouldn't hawmn*fllhﬂnt.

We got to the store-house and Mn asked me
for the gun, real quiet. And she ook e And
mm]hud)l};mmpmh There was a light
inide, and todd me to kneck

When the old man there s who we were,

Ne Iasighed and sl
“Well, I haven't scen you for almost three
weehs ™

He was a kind old man; bur Ma didin't smile
like he did. She poked our gon at him and told
him o Bty iﬂnﬁtl‘. v i, and her vodce didn't
goiind like I'd ever heard before. It sounded ke
Pa's dors when he talks aboue Mr. Layton, real

w%ﬁm,pm!”mmmdhmm
inside hard. And | almost fell down, 1 was so
dizzy. The old man didn't say snything. He just
focked s, first at me, and then at Ma. Ma just
stood there white and straight, pomting the gun
at him, Her hands were shikig. T think she
was pfraid he knew there weren't any bullets in
the gun. And he must of, because i asked him
for a loan of some anee, bue Mr. Layton dossn't
allerw oy loane

So while | was Glling a store basket wich all
the things Ma kept telling me to take, T wondened
if he was poing o take them pway agnin, Tbm
I began v shiver, and my tecth clicked

and I eouldn't i 1 T was so
w]mluw:ﬂmthmgs,' E‘deemefzﬂmm
way. Fimally 1 pot z2ll the things 1 could, in the
basket, and the old man sl didn’t =y anythin’.
He juse kepe bocking at Ma, and then at me.
Then Ma tld me to go cutside with the basket.
8o I did. Then she came out too, Then she took
one handle, and 1 took the other, and we mn.
And even when | wad =0 tred and dizzy, | ran
home faster than P've ever run before

The house looked dark when we goi home
And baby was there, just as guiet, and chewing
mﬂ::hubdu]l.mmanwc%uthmﬂi
right away fixid some milk and after baby was
fed, she herself on the bed. And didn't
say anything. T crawled beside her, and T could
feel her & @, shoking even more than 1 was
Then ehe put her arm around me, and 1 began

to :

ﬂrttur:;teudmmbsd_ 1 wasn't hungry
anymaore, and [ slepe fine, even when [ was sor
of waiting for Mr. Laytan's pobice to come ond
take us to the jaill-howse Dot they didn'e
The next day Pa came home, and when Mo
saw himi, she L ery afgatn, and just then
laby threw her -doll on the Boor and cried
too, just like she wsed oo,

Now T dida't have o be the

Eh y agnin; but when I eried, it
[dn‘:inwhwm[iq.mfm
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Round Yonder Bend

By RoneT FrasEncER

THIR-E are two distinct types of travelers:
one who patiently saves his money and seien.
tifically caleulates his expenses over a considerable
pericd of time, and one who is suddenly seized
with the wanderless and simply starts out with
whatever money he may have, trusting Fate o
sce him through. The first type travels with a

finite: purpose in mind; the latter type truvels
aimlcasly, to sstisfy o strange thimt of the soul,
an incurable restlessmess of the spirit.

When I was born, 1 was just hike all ocher
babies, 1 cried, I gurgled, I kicked, and 1 played
with my toex, which were usually roving
around in the air. At o remarkably early age,
herwever, 1 learned to utilize those seemingly
superflucus nppendages attached to the posterioe
. Prom that time on, o busy

igi lest

her tiny son should roam oo far away, into a
well ar among a herd of cattle. And when I was
truant, she knew to book bebind some object, o

haystack, a barn, or o hill, any place that might
afford new Felds of exploration and nd\rmtura

I can waguely remember one harmowing expe
mwhnchlhadumin!’a.ntul’&wg&. L{y
mother took me to a stranize howse, 0 huge place
with ncres of fuscinating hills and trees around it,
il'hcﬁmmnepn?dnrﬂhﬂ'medhcrbmk i me,

greedily gras nity o i i
these new m.urnuudmg:‘:m mmm
hill and seood |ooking with wwe the muslti-
tude of hreath-taking t grected my
cyea—a great canyon with o stream at the boe-
tom, huge boulders piled together, and trees un-
limited!  Suddenly my attention was drawn by
somcthing closer to me; something  immedisrely
fascinating. [t was a smafl, black, sprawling ob-
Jeet, with leps running in all directions. 1 ap-
preoached it But was momentarily frightened away
when it suddenly rose up and

lamed, and 1 again mustered up the courage

draw near it. Again it bowed up, but this time
I refused to retreat. The woice was bouder and
memrer, but it failed to impress me. [ hesitazed 2
moment, and in that moment, my mother burst
over the hill and tock tn the situation st o glance.

She screamed, “Tarmantula!” and mwepe me to
safety before the trantuls or I could move. She
spanked me first, then cried, and then crushed
me to her and laughed, And [ was voguely be-

wildered by it all.

Years and  the wanderluse burned
stronger. | began to travel on-a laeger scale, go-
wing amywhere, any place I had never been befure,
At the age of ten 1 erosed the border of my
native statc of Texas for the first time, It was
o & busnes tep with my uncle into Loutsiana,
The following year | went with eldetly feiends
it Oklahomn and learned oo love this dusty
wasteland. And every lirtle place I visited T trens-
ured I omy memory; every little town, every
mumﬁ:.mmﬂmwmtdmhtrnymuj
scrapbook. 1 prided myself immensely on my
travele But then T studied a map of the world
and discovered how tiny was my range of travel,
Hovw bip the wordd! What wast opportunities foe
travell [ sighed with childishly gleeful anticipa:
tion to think of the millicns of places [ hod never
geen but would see some day. And to think thart
I had sometimes wondered what [ would do when
T had scon everything! T didn't pause to wonder
hoor I weould traved, or how T would earm enough
money; [ would just go—somehow,

After years spent in monotonous and boresome
classrooms, I wns Enally gmdusted From high
school, 1 was free! But I was so confused by this
longeawaited freedom that [ didn’c knew how
start to utilize iz, There were millions of things o
do and places 1o go, but | couldn’t decide which
ome to start mﬂ-. ;'hjaiihmml urmﬁ;l{e:bui
my getting o § ut acceptin .
harbored no intentions of ntu:hmiiwﬂf o it
permanently. 1 knew full well that [ wouold
abandon it hefore long and sueewnb to an me
pulse to po smewhere.

In the meantime my parénts were unging ine
mg-um;ﬂg:. I allmase shuddered m!m
but [ ey e this gs o pretext for my

traveling. 8o, after rndding m_?tﬂfdflh:}nb.l
left home, mmmgmra.fmnfrhe
universitics hich of them to ateend,

Ludud.[wmmdl:mimt}rﬂmmdﬂ&e
various campl curicosly from o distance, and
Fﬁuuf.lm:dy The money [ had for erain:
are went fi Emdmd,ulhuh-idknﬂnr
rude in cars, and slept in whatever place
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lecked most comfortable. This way my maoney
lasted bonger, and T could travel f; . And the
farther | went, the farther T wanted to go. Far-
tunately, T had a lad of my own philosophy as a
traveling mate. When we would reach o town
and reluctantly decide to tuen for home, one of
s weould sy

"You knew, 1 wander what this next town &
like T wonder how much we're mising by not
going on.”

And we nlways went on, ever seeking some
numeless treasure over hill ar round yone
der bend, When we finally recurned hame, it was
with the sole idea of getring money to keep rov-
ing. The few days | spent at home were restless
ones| | was irritated by the puszled Jooks of my
parents. Then one day, without saning, T left
apain, almcst penmiless this time. 1 couldn’t bear
to ask my father for money to “gallivant aboue™
on. This journey was filled with eroubles and
hardships, my companion and [ were getting a
btter taste of the world, After three wecks of
trying experiences we went to e, weak and
hinjery, on the doorbell of o faraway relative of
mine, We “wlsited” two days here, and then
moved on, weary but undaunted, However, our
feotsteps began o turn toward bome agadn, And
onc night, after an alwence of five weeks, 1
sacthed into my bed while my parents slept.

But even yet my tveling days were not over.
I vanted to atone for the deep hust I had given
my mother and the angry disappodntment I had
catsed ooy father, but it was not in my heart to
regret sncerely what | had done. My heart ached
at secing my mother's deawn, deeply concerned
face, but I longed to be out in the world again.
My soul was bursting under the bonds of hame
and matherly love, One night 1 started wide
awake in my bcﬁ;ﬂl’m n];npq;\unn: reasim, ﬂm‘n;i
thing heavy see ti ing upon me,
the atr was tight and still. m unfecling
walls hemming me in, holding me prisaner, and
bearing dewn upon me| I parted the curtains to
my window pnd gated oot at the stars, which
todnkled merrily and mocked at me from their
celestinl heights. Slipping cut of bed, I feverichly
donned my clothes and went out into the night
and simply walked about until dawn,

T‘!::Inilminu;l.l;lyldu:idnd to go again toa
university town, this dme with the serious inten-
tion of applying for admittance into college. 1
knew the trip would assuage my thirs for hﬂsﬁ
und 1 vaguely thought [ might become
to the iden of going to collepe. Indesd, T went

ﬂﬂ';!; the usual pmaiu:ebihmmlmd? enough, al-

a5 rapidly as possible, arranged to
start to school with the fall. But when the time
arrived for me & return home, something in the
oppotite direction from home seemed inevitably
to lure me like a powerful magnet, And once
more did I yield to the wanderlust,

When | came home ten days later, T found
my parents preparing to lewve for California, 1
hungrily sanctioned this senture, and within o
few days my dear native state—the Lone Star
State—was behind me. Mo colleire, no future—
but | would get & fresh start in Colifornia, 1
would get a b, and | would go w college: T
would congoer this unreasonable restiesness in
my nature. [ would please my parents by making
something of myself,

Oddly enough, 1 settled down to & great extent
in Californin. And some of the plans | had made
began to materiatizs, 1 pot a job, and [ started to
o Only once did I answer the wild {mpulse
to ‘ﬁ the road.” Bat even mow T feel crumped
and ill-ftted in my énvironment. [ fret and Fume
in my bonds, and my heart cries out for more
moom. But | am striving to become 3 scientific
traveler with & pur wmving my money and
biding my time unil I can profit or accompli
something by traveling, In spite of :
I think that always w I travel thus, a little
itnp will rise dp from my soul and crow triums
phantly, like & prismer who secretly leaves his
cell at will

My Heart
By Jaoguerims MaRGETT

My heart will never, never be yours gloge—
Too many things T love, to speak this lie;

Red tides of sunset breaking on the sky,

Slow twilights and the first rese blown

To fery splendor on 2 day in spring,

old mountain water passionate srrong
And wild with misic, and the sharp sweet song
Of binds when day has folded like o wing,

My head will e on your shoulder, and deep
[nto the night T shall find you fair
And swing the gutes to heaven in my sleep
Beside you, breathing the fragrance of your hair,
And the' my lips shall alvays seek your own,
My heart will never, never he yours alone,
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The Grecian Urmn

By Ronpr STEFHENS

T ALL started when T was filling out the ques-

tionnaire for un insurance policy. You see,
there was the question, “Has there ever been gny
ingandty i your family?™ [ remembered an old
chap hack somewhere in the family who used o
et elves skipping around on the lvam whenever
the moon was full. He would tell people about it,
and for a Jong time they thought he was cmzy,
until ene night he slipped out and caught one. He
pmr:mu.uﬂrand shiveced it to them the next
monmving, and that quashed any more talk about
his hﬂn._l;mw Of course they wanted wgawd:l:
elf in a jar and display him in the win of
the Times Weekly or send him to Ripley, hu't
the old chap tu-m:ﬂ him loose the nest night. [
was abaut to write “No"™ after the question when
I happened to think of Crandfather Paabody. |
couldn’t be sure about him, because the fimily
had hushed the matter up pr:lt:.r well, but T had
beard tumors that he went mad just before he
dimsppeired completely.

Grandfather Peabody taught Gresk and Myth-
ology at the college juet as his father had done
before him, and there wasn't anything he didn't
know about all the gods and poddesses. In fact
he seemed to know s loc of little details about
them that nobody else knew, and if you loghed
when hie aaid, for example, that Zeus took horse-
rudish on his ambrosta, he would become quice

mg:}:e time there wus 5 great commotion over
some character in mythology that Grandfather
had mentioned in one of his books, A professor
came up from Harvard and claimed that there
was no such individual, They wrangled for a
while, and finally Grandfather went into his srudy
mdh-mghtuu:mw!m:hﬁulmuldum.:ﬂ;un
s ricate carvin

hﬂhﬂsﬂwﬂmummd it, Thr.E,Hmwi

tﬁmputmhug]a.m and closely
at it. Then suddenly he jum up and de-
manded that Grandfacher tell where he got it
Grandfather said he'd be dumned if be would,
O thing led to another until Grandfather picked
up o bust of Socrates and chased the professor
four blocks.

Alter this incident Grandfather goe worse and
worse, and the Family h?].ﬂ worry about him,
One day the president of the irag ::m:mr.‘uz
house and told the famdly it be best to try

de Grandfather to resign, It seemed that
m&l& out o syllabus to one of his classes
the names of the Greek and god-

rimt-l were lised alphabetically. they read
down to the P's, there was Grandfather’s name,
The class got & huﬂh out of it, l:lut Grandfuther

Puln:t-!.r l'hc{ guth:mm
:ln.dlhww

mhmpftq-'rhn.[,u!htﬁmﬂ}-.ﬂutu. ncle
Rupert and Aunt Mattic, had alwayn discouraged
spoculation about the afair.

Since | was driving down to the old house for
the holidave, I decided o ik them abour it, in &

way, of course. Uncle Rupert and
Aunt Mattie lived in the old family house, a lage
iwycovered place which stood at the end of one
of the very proper residential streets. Just over
the hill from the house was the college, and there
wasa path over the hill that had been waorn by
generations. of Peabodys. Uncle Rupert carried
an the family tradition of teaching i the college,
and like most of the family he taught Creek 1
rather enjoyed going up to Uncle Rupert’s, and
1 think chey mather enjoyed having me, since it
was & sort of break in the monotony,

I arrived aboat seven-thirty, in time for din
ner. We were having spaghett for dinner, they
told me. Uncle Rupert liked Titian and Veron-
ese, but he had no feeling for the subtletios of
Iralinn food, 1 suppose professors of Greek in
amall eastern colleges are not much given to ad-
venturous eating, but if they drink peod sherry,
much can be forgiven them. Uncle Rupert had
#0 pedestrinn o taste in food that only the sur-
passing excellence of his sherry and cigarm saved
him from Philistinism. He once employed o chap
whao was a sort of Pos-Impresioniss among cooks.
Unfortunately this cook had a sorsitive soul, and
after serving forty-seven consecative menlsof beef
and mutteds, something snapped in the man’s
mind. One night when the president of the cal-
lege was over for dinner, he threw the beef roast
umfhthmkdmrm:lomhudupn:md:fm
that was his iden of what a dinner should be,

It must have been a remarkable evening, with
ﬁwlnhmmﬂnppumgmth:dmmztﬂu

g of each course to amure them that he
wuuldbeaﬂmdaiifthqd:dnmmm At the
end of the dinner he appesred in the dooreay,

1 Byronic smile o his white, strained face, and



EL PORTAL

g

announced that he would personally kill the first
person who asked for cream in his café norr, The
next day he took 2 boat for Europe, and we never
heard of him agsin, but the inddent left 2 Eru-
found psychalogical scur on Unele Rupert, and he
ban always distrusted exotic foods since. 5o you
see it was oot easy to serve Ttalian food for din-
ner, hut ﬂwykmw my preference foric | ap-

preciated the gesture
In spite of his fitele phobia Unecle Ru
aged e put away two platefuls, al hh:
grumhbied quite a bit. Finally he tmsted the Chi-
amtl, and aputiesed about the Borgias
a4 he reached for o glass of port to kill the taste
of it. He had fnished two glases of porc and
wis lighting one of his Mendozas when | decided
that it was time to broach the matter of Grand:
father Peabody. 1 it my cigar and said casually,
“Tell me, Uncle Rupert, was Grandfather Pea-
hmljr really crazy?™
The effect was not entircly what 1 had antici-
pated. The nsh fell off Unele Rupert’s Mendoea,
and Aunt Mattie, feeling faint, apparently, dmnk
u glass of Chianti before she realized what she
wia doing. Ewen old Fender, the servant, was so
affected that he moved his eyehrowe, Obsdoushy
I had given everybody a rather had turn
Uncle Rupert silently brushed the ash off his
vest and looked grimly at his Mendom. A dgar
is never a0 oo after the ash i gone. Mo, he
mid shortly. “"Grandfather Peabody was quite

RN
I dragged the subject of Ialian food into the
inﬂ'u:mmﬁun. “Did 4 ever occur to
“ T asked, “thac sp ti s remarkable
pmpeme:e.? For example, § wu:utnmmdm
pieces, you have more spaghettd,”
“Precisely,” suid Uncle Rupert mirthlessly.
“Spaghetto 1| the diminutive of the Ttalisn shapo,
meaning cord. The form spaghetdi is obwvioualy
a plurnl, therefore the more you cut it up, the
meTe ﬂhﬂu you have”
demonstrandum,” | murmured to
my place. It paine me greatly when someone de-
Iﬂxziu:ly:nd vichously spodls 3 bon mot, even if
the mot is not particularly bon to begin with.
Since the family was shaken and piqued, and |
was wiounded and frustrated, the rest of the mble
mnw_m.tbm tended to drag a litide.
Fpn-: I never would have found out about
ther Peabody if the Woman's Relief
C'ap; had nog been holding a bazaar over in Bos-
ton that night. Shortly after dinner Aunt Marie
came in with her hat on and told us good-night.
She was gaing to stay over in Boston with Cousin

Mancy until the next day. As soom a5 she had
goe under way, | went up to my mom to read
awhile, and Uncle Rupert went into his study.
The roam 1 always hnd was above the study.
It was a high room, Louds Quinge, and it booked
out over the broad east lawen. It was a rather
dreary place, paneled in dark wood, and the books
on the table by the bed made it still drearier.
There was & Bullfinch’'s Mythology, a Bible in
Greek, and & set of The Greek Drama, in Greek
too, of course. Finally 1 found a wolome of
George Meredith that ged o Aunt Mattie,
Aunt Marde liked to be kmown as 3 voradous
render and something of a scholar, She annotated
her books very earefully, writing “very beantifal™
in the margin 5o often for the first two or
three chapters. /s she never in her life read a
yolume clear through, the latter part of the book
had the pages uncut; so 1 amused myself cutting
them. There was a fne edition of Proust in four
volumes, and Aunt Mattie had varied ti'rr. mar-
ginal comments here, w “'est wrad” cmce or
tocice in the fivse thirty pages of Volume 1, T read
idly for an hour or so, but T was disturbed after
a while by noises from downstairs: Pisst there
wu. a low muttering and stirning; then &me a
glowr, thythmic, pounding noise, follvwed by a
;:n:lfu crxsh, and | could detect smatches of
Fo | sang. When the noises began to 5o
gemble the sound effects from o DeMille battle
scene, | ali on a dressing gown and went
dowm, “’I}:Fﬁmdwd the fooe of the stairs, 1
pauudan‘mm:mm The noises were
apparently coming from the study, and they were
g;:l:tm louder. I went to the door and mpped
v, and they ceased nbruptly, There was an
interval of silence; and then 1 heard Unele
Rupert's voree, He seemed to be reading some-
thing in o foreign language which by its inflection
I recognized to be Greek, and he read with » grear
deal of vigar, 1o madﬂt:dmr: there were books
streon all over the floor, 3 desk had been pushed
ower, nd there were parts of broken chairs bing
about.
Since Uncle Ru wak 4 caderly indi-
ridua.[ 1 sensed r.hlftu:mu T‘l wrong, My
icn wag strengthened when 1 saw Uncle
Rupm himself, He was teetering precariously oo
the back of a Morrs chair, and his Face wore an
expression of gmd fellowship which was entirely
foreign (o it. eeted me heartily in Greek,
bt m:mrﬂmj«[u exeremely limited, | was
forced to ask him to translate
Uncle Rupert sprang lightly down from the
Marris chair. “Ah, my nephew,” he beamed.
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“To translate it roughly it means “Welcome to
these Far Thesmban shores’. 1 had not scen
Unele Rupert g0 amdable since the time the New
York Philological Society had o purty at the Se
Riegin

I looked over the sicuation, Fortunately Aunt
Mattie would not be home until the next day;
a0 I would have time enough to get the place
straightened up.

*Uncle Rupert,” 1 asked stecnly, *"Whit have
you been inp?™ Hi podnted his fnger in the
eral direction of the cormer, One of the

ehies that lined the room had swung oot e
vﬂir'.ng a marmow compartment behind i In the
partment was o wase, obviously of classical
:-'-ts:gﬂ made of & blue frfdescent stome that seemed
to glow and throh in the shadows,  There were
figures carved all around it, Uncle Rupert reached
in and took out the uen, He put it o his lips
and drank deeply. I held the Morris chair scll
for him while he st down.

“Wow,” | mid, *What iz all this abous? Where
did you get this stuffi™

Linele Rupert was guite valuhle and only slight-
Iy incoherens; 2o | bad Little trowhle getting the
sory out of him. It seemed that he had been
hunting for o book when he arrived at the shelf
where Grandfather Peabody's books on Mythe
alegy were kepe. He had absently polled cut the
volume en Bacchos and was leafing through it
when he heand a strange grinding noise in the
wall, He looked up to see & section of shelf swing
out it the room, revealing the urn.

“You see,” he expluined, “These carved Agures
here tell the story,” He took another pull at the
wrn, “This wine to Aeson by Juon during the
quest for the golden fleece, It was origimally
awmed by Neptune.”

“Indecd,” T remarked ironically. “Tt must be
rather well aged.”

“Not o drop sold gl 4" ox seons old,” he
chanted, and the blus stone urn glowed as he
fowurrished it Swddenly a thought ocourred to me.
Now was the tine to ask sboit Grandfather Pea-
bady, but I mus do it conningly.

“The vase belonped to Grandfather Peabody,
1 T remarked casually, Uncle Rupert
thoughtfully poured a libation out on the carpet.

"Yﬂ. he said, taking & quick snore Frum the

“TUI tell you how it hap

thurrlr after Grandfather Peabody ]].?I.d tried to
hang the bust of Socrates on the Harvasd profes-
sar, the family had persuaded him to resign. He
became mpidly worse; he would pace up and

down i his study shouting in Greek and some-
times in Latin, When he occasionally lapsed fnto
Enghsh, it was to curse the college, the warld in
general, and particuliely the professor,  Aunt
Mattie and Uncle Rupert d often e him
stricing back and forth across the lawn, his white
hair and beard blowing mmmﬂ.ﬂnﬂmﬁm-
aoon of the day be was to be taken to the sate
hospital, Aont Mattie and Uncle Rupert were
sitting in the dining room looking out over the
lowm, It was one of those humid Aupust days
when the heat wrings the last erg of energy out
of your body, and it % only thmugh sheer will
power that can manage even to life o long,
cocd one. Very often on this sort of afternoon,
just wehen you think you can’t stand it any Iung:r,
n thunder-storm blows up. Gray-green clouds be
to mass on the horgon, and At intereals th:
gheet lightning flared. A fresh breeze sprang up,
and the poplars seayed, t'lm'llng the white under-
uha of ther leaves, Grandfather Peabocdy was
wing restlessly around m his study as the first
I:n?u: dmpu began to full. Aunt Martie had gone
m close lhnb:nlrrjrim over the house, while Unele
Ru mat French windows wat
Eb:ﬁm. It Wm now, Lightning fn:hg
acroms the skv, and the thunder cracked and mlled
heawily, Eu:i:lml.y the outside dooe of the scudy
opencd, and Grandfuther Peabody burst out
acroms the lowm, He had several books under his
arm, and he carried a black traveling bag from
which a In;& white pajama slesve streamed in
the wind, went tearing across the lﬂm (5
ward the poplars at the east border, “as if he
were lote for an appointment,” a8 Uncle Rupert
put i, Uncle Rupert was s startled that he
didn’t start after him immediately, and by the
time b did get started, Geandfather had a good
ATt
Aunt Martie had come. back o the dining
room, and she comild see Uncle Rupert loping
tliriny, the min down towied Grandfacher.
Grandfather was standing on & knoll st the end of
the row of poplars A silver shaft of light shone
doen on him theough a rift in the cloud, and his
beard and hair glowed bright. The way the sun-
light fell on him he looked like o picture of a
prophes in an old family Bible, He raised his arm
slowely; the wind was stronger now, and the aleeve
flapped waldiy. That was the kst t gawr of
him; there was a blinding flash, and Uncle Rupert
was knocked to the erthe Afeer that the rain
came dowm in sort of a groy cuntain . .
When Uncle Rupert finished, I st for a mo-
ment, saying nothing. [ looked over at the um,
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"Hawe & drink,” said Uncle Rupert affably. 1
picked up the vessel and put it to my lips 1
drank cautiously, The Lquid was taateless, colore
less, and odorless. The room swayed gently, and
I clung to the table for support, Then the dizz-
neza paseed, and | was conscioas anly of o feeling
aof unlimited power. 1 knew all. 1 could eolve
any problem with no effort ot all. 1 had 0 feeling
difficult to describe, a sort of intense clarity, pel-
lucsdiry, which wis almedt painful, Uscle R
b.ldlph!“f?;‘l.-"ﬂ'nﬂ] to describe it, ™
iquad cleacness of an lonian sen’.” He m
Elﬁ 2 misguoted

After thot [ have only a hazy recollection of
what by . W wandered out into the atrest
and ched uptowm. [t was Saturday night, and
the town was full of sudents,. We went into a
door marked “PFranldes Place,” where Unele
Rupert created quite 3 sensation, since the faculty
ia rurely represented there, 'legan to @lk to a
chap, but T dom’t recall exacrly what [ eaid, ~All
1 remember s that he was standing there, and
sudidenly he was stretched out onld on che floar,

Beveral ple grabbed my arma, bue | brushed
them off onto the Boor and stepped over them.
I heard Uncle Rupert say in o lood voies, 1
don't like foothall players, fullbacks particularly,™
The fullback seung, and Uncle Ru Hwung,
?.';d[:;hm ﬁﬁﬂm Ecn'l: mmk“ if 0 wall had
on hi upert took him by one |
and started for the door to drag him ﬂuﬁn.mmﬁ
the walls of Frankie’s Flace. Two bouncers and
the proprictor cuuw:g:i“un Uncle Rupeért. With
i ook of an e Lincle the urn,
and they mm l&em%mim.
Then there were hundreds of people in blue suits
who came streaming in the door, Uncle Rupert
Was ing them scross the bar two ot a time
whmmdy turned the lights off.

We woke up in jail next morning with Homeric
ha o 1 learned later that the students re-
gamnde Rugert with wwe fior months after,
and that might became 2 legend in college history.
The president came down and bailed s out, and
ﬁ went back o look for the um, but we couldn't

ind it

Seasons

By EmEnson Kusis

BEGAN late one Bleak January afternoom,
Dad and T had just findshed throwing the rest
af the woed in the shed when suddenly & few
%ﬁu whirled down past my muffled cars.
| at 3 weird, many apiked crpstal thae had
fallen on my cutstretched glove, ouched it 1o my
lipp—a sudden sharp sensation was all, T glanced
up briefly at the white-reefed sky and then hur
ried fnsdde. Looking out agzin a half-hour lster,
anticipating and yet knowing what would be
there, I found that the wind already had amoothed
with a deft hand the charp nooks of the quad-
rangle of out-huildingy,

MNext moming a magica] transformed sworld of
white met my slecpy-eyed gaze. The window all
wreithed in fontasric designe gave o vistn of
snow-incrusted fizlds and smow-apped pines. It
was o magical fary-land even ap T had nead in
h'!?mh TBI:.E ENOW WS unmoving, nﬂmt—ﬂﬂl'n:
thiou ving come to o perpetual rest
wiufhm:l l:ﬁgrhh place. My breath frosted che
window, and I rubbed it with my finger. The
quiet, white lindscipe again mutermlized, T pazed

hunting some chance motion-—there was none. |
stayed transhxed, hreathless—almost as quiet, al-
most a8 much at an the anow,

Suddenly an awtomobdle crunched around the
comer, | expelled the bresth T had held o o
once ngain silvering the window. | rubbed
the white frost to find the exhaust gases of the
car hanging in the air—a long, thin, white steing
of puffy saumges, The level sweep of whiteness
was broken by two straight fines and somehow
« . I was just encw after all, Saow to glide over,
snow o ploy with, snow that made one’s hands

d o, .. just snow after all.

® =

We had an tmmense snowfall thas winter, and

etill here and there, clotted with mud, dowdy

ing==lined the now impas-
able lane which in torrid summer s would
bl:l:rﬁ. dust-chaking dirt read. On what would

2 springy green turf, | sloshed along, my
heels sucking in sudpe.  Glancing back, 1
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poticed how quickly the muck-Hke water filled
my trucks. It had been raining intermittently for
the last fewr weeks, and cven now the sodden,
dull-gray clouds might start depping again
Everything was drab and sloven as thoush suf
focated by the inevitable water,

L ] * -

There was once a time when | truly believed
that some day T would be President of the United
States. [t was in those sun-filtered dave of my
childhood when all the world seemed made for my
individual enjoyment. The beautiful springrime
after the dull, cold winter, the refreshing greens
neas of forested hills, the almost-pulsating, vibrant
life in the green shoots that shot up-so sud-
denty From ehe deab brown u{ﬂll:l:g i
thing was good, and [ appreciated it with a
hearted enthusiasm that asked not how or why,
Then there were days in which fleecy, billowing
chouds and cheerful sunshine enticed over the
hills into small, sun-impaled glades where the fimst
crocuses and the viokets grew and on to shady
cormidors where under a great oak the devw-pearled
[y-of -the-valley might be found,
R e

L i t blue gave an 1
of the summer heat to come, 1 journeyed to the
mossy caves in the high bluffs about our kittle
tever. There, lying in the mefreshing coolness of
the shade, listening to a light wind whisper genely
through the gquivering birches, and gazing deep,

into the warm asure heavens, [ Eumul
af deeds that 1 would do. Here [ was
leading & wictorious army, here [ was a bold and
mallant , and here again, 1 was the knight-
errant. days | was not sorry to see pass oo,
and neither did 1 anticipate the next. T lived in

the t and for the present. My heart
r.hq-ul-ﬁlw:l though n:putingpu my mother often
said,
“God's in his heaven,
All's right with the wordd.”
® e ®
The heat of the night was an iwe, humid
heat that left one climmy u-rg perspiration—
left ene too damp and warm to sleep comfurtably
—io sleep at all, The glass of water on the dresser
top g tepid and insipid to the taste. The house
was haked the day before in the cruel, merciless,
suffocating, white stare of the sun and now
seemed to give of all the concentrated heat in
almost definite waves, The air secmed m
nearly heavy and murky enough to deink like &
gelazs of wnimalowarm milk. Breathing was a hot,
wet purgle. There was quiet—a dense, dark quiet

as everyone and  everything held iz
beeath . . ., . .

A sudden, small balt of lghe darted fapgedly
from pitch-black clouds that had risen sudden
from the dark rim of the horizon. A dull rumble
of the impending storm jarred the still night As

in expectancy of the forthcoming burst of
wind and rain, the leaves of the maples and cot-
tonwoods twittered shightly, “lt s coming; it is
coming,” was the wirning in the hush. The hil-
lovring dark clouds gathered star by star in their
deep folds as they ruhed fo 1
the abworhing landscape below with balts

Suddenly a blast shook the trees and filled the
house mmﬁrm ﬂh‘a-h_}hau !hEt wis almost
tingling with electricity. The squall was upon us.
Hemegnﬂxrua.mufﬂmmduand the erashing
stabg of lightning the rain arrived, A drop—rwo
deops—n  “pirter-patter’ —then  the  dowmpour
hissed, Blending in the storm to become nearly
unnoticeable a minute later. The thunder after
o brief period of dominance rolled om, leaving
us to the weleome conlness of aky-blessed torrents
All again seemed alive, potent with new eergy.
The leaves gently shook off the elinging rai ;
the house seemed to “breathe™ once more; 1
hianket was now needed for warmeh. Bofely, saft
Iy, the min died away, laving the world o oa
maist coolness. The wind slso marshalled its
troops and swept the heavens clear of wisps of
remaining clouds.  Again, one by one, the twink-
ling points of fire appeared—brighter than owver
after their thorough scrabbing. Again the night
was quict-—damp—hut stimulatingly coal.

« ® @

The leaves come drifting down—a lilting re-
frain. They are glowing eo brightly, it would
seem that in dying the most exquisite colors are
born, The stubborn old oak bids them a hacdy
farewell and shakes them off cn their way., Their
duty is done and now they're leaving—the gayest,
meat cheerful ghosts in Chostiandom.

Infinity
By Mixmm Hyiey

What lirtle distance rise

Chur tallest erees
T that blue void

between the sky and aod!
Our highest thoughts reach

up no mone than thess,
Into the depth of goodnes

Which is God,
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Steinbeck’s Powerful Vintage

By BeEn SwEEMEY

W that the “moming after™ has arrived,
we can pick up John Steinbecks Grapes
of Wieath and analyze it with a more ¢alm and
mational eye. When Mr. Steinbeck uncorked thia
vintage, he released powerful stuff, and the re-
sults for o perod were not unlike the brawling
characteristics of a rupelrhl'l:Ft. i F
had waited nome mu-d:nnen y for the promised
Steinbeck startler, and when it armived (in the
ing aof 1939) it was quaffed long and deeply.
E aftermath was somewhat amusing, at times
pitiful, and wery often downright ridiculoos,

Take Alexunder Woolleott for instance.  Ewvie
dently in his cop up to ki3 neck from the heady
efect of ion, he pounded an emphatic fat
fisr umd gurpled that it was “as great o book as
has yet come out of Americal” That, mind you,
before the ink had fully dried on the frst edition!
In hiz more sober mements, he muost realize that
1 test of the greatmess of any litera
ia its lasting quality, and not even A, Woall-
cott can - predict :ﬁmum of o brain-child
hefore it has reached adolescence. | don't eon-
demn the man for his outburse; but he must look
with some shame, wondering exactly how
statement ever got by his lips. Or perbaps
gone- off on another talking jg in some
uuthor's backyard, In either case, his com-
on Crapes of Wrath stands a8 a prmted
of one extreme of criticem.
he other hand there was Burton Rascoe,
of Time, who didn’t get very drounk, In-
he just reached the mean gtage, peevishly
declared that this was Seeinbeck's first flop {pre-
ceded by two great books; (Of Mice and Men
nnd Tortilla Flat) and weakly pointed out a
few technica] errom to substantiate his theory,

There were 3 multitude of in-beteeen degrees
of inchriation. There were the inevitable club-
womnen, most of whom ranted long and loud pro-
testing the publication of “such A1th” and rushed
home to their own eopies to check “chinice™ .
tations for their pigeling puests of the Lﬂ'hﬁ
There was o Catholic priest who vented his par-
ticular kind of wrath in a Hearst newspaper, his
half-page commentary smmering down o
fact that he dida' like the idea of the Deity's
pame being slung sround so carclessly by people
who really would never sy such things. And we

5 R
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szt not overlook Ruth Comfore Mitchell, who is
daing n linde banner-waving all her own by way
of 2 purported “answer” m the Steinbeck work,
b, yes; there was the Oklaboma lady who wld
me in no uncertain terms that she bad never
known any people Hke the Joads and that she
knew a lot of Californians who were no bets
ter, ofc

The season on Steinbeck 8 temporarily over
niovew, and what headaches remain are slight {un-
less Miss Mitchell is really worried over ber oot
put, which, | regret to relate, few people are
awaiting with bated breath).

On the face of things, it would appear that
John Steinbeck himself imbibed a erifle too deeply
in the production which hrnupk‘ht on B many
wvitried comments. As to technical points, in many
cases he lost the path, He wae so intent upon
the creation of live people and, we must admie,
upon the thesis so near his heare, that he neglected
to discover cxactly where dust storms cecur and
preci hewe many zcres constitute a California
ranch. But to this T sy, "So what!™

Tuke most of these criticisms together and start
stripping them down. First of all, any of thoes
statements based on the ucdice of a particular
faction in the matter mul:rtqbu eliminated. Liter-
ary criticism does not admit this sort of commens
unles it can be shown that the author's efforts
have produced nothing but propagandn. Further-
more, likerary critics cannot afford b forget that
the hock is fiction and that the attack must not
be made on any thesis therein, When the thesia
overbalances the literary gquality, the critic has
the vight to place the work apart from great
novels. But cthis novel has not vinlated the goeat
unweitten lave, There is no improper ubkance in
it! Those who went off on this kind of critical
tangent must be disregarded,

The few who felt that the book was “nasty™
were unconsciouly assuming a part in the eternal
bartle between the naturalists and the romani:
cists. The former prefer life served as life. The
latter like it gilt-aprayed and honey-flavored and
should have known better than to read Sreinbeck
in the firss place.

Keep breaking down these criticiams and what
do wou find? Obvicusly, in most instances, these
people have misfired. But among those who scored



EL PORTAL

bull’s-oyes was George Stevens, who reviewed the
bosk for the Sseurday Reliw of Literature.
He said, "He (Steinbeck) knows what the coun-
try is doing o the Joads and what goss on in their
minds and emegions” And there you have itl
Masterful character moulding and the familiarity
with the way people think and act is the
trait - sought by all who want to write
novels. John Steinbeck has achisved this—
marked degree! And in thot lies the genius
the Grrapes of Wrrth.

Aside from character, there were thowe side-
wigw chapters where the author let I'um.!cif o
ereatively and turned out panorama of the scenes
he wanted most indelibly im
readers” imaginations. | can ltllI B EETY
turtle faboring ip El:rndultrrua.d uldhn.r, cone
trastingly, the pasl w-'a-ng of the secomd- m
hucksters. - Bf I sy that
simple description—a word artist uf
life, T toa will be accused of lingering too

PR
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urt company at that point; for although T do be-
ﬂ:ve that the members of the Joad family and
the philosophical Casey were a work of art in
their own rght, I connot belp feeling that the
entire effect was enhinced by the additional chap-
tere. With or without them, however, Maw, Paw,
and the preacher were real enough to stand out in
even a greater quantity of propagands than is in-
cluded in this book.

My Grapes of Wrath @ stared ond worn,
bearing mute testimony o fact that this
copy 85 being read, And publishers’ figures indi-
ente that the mame may be said of many thousands
of ather o . It i to be regretted that it s not
read more Iy, more completely for its own
sake with a clear eye for the gems to be found
mrr_ Gcrtu.l.nI]r myunrwhnﬂ:mhafmthlg

“anmarers” to sich a story should retire into the
North Woods, get over his- “mad,” and - retum
to cvibization only when he has developed o sensi-
vty o good writdng and is unhampered by per-

i i :Eg;m&u!t.wm: e
And when Sreinbeck the cobvaeha an-
ather rare one, T'll be clinking glases with the
rest. But A L !n'lodm.du:mm
judgment—even in literary eriticiam-—yes,
with - Steinbeck!

San Francisco

By Hevon Bampumes

Might falts softly dark satin over cream shoulders
In Chinateown Loo Min locks lis store
Potbellicd gods biink in the window

Carved boxes hide in dusk

A slk kimonn sleeps againee the wall

Grrny ghoat of a thearted bargain

Down the street
Blatane naszality fills the pungent atmosphers
Gentlemen with the black hat

“girls just poing on

ris just o

Smiles with her mouth
Body sways awlowardly in blue Hght
Ofstage the stooge with the baggy pants
Makes

COMTInE
The Mark Hopkins” taller than The Empire
It’s an a hill
People come and go with gentle patter
sp their drinks graciously
E}I‘E&kﬂrp drifts Ehmug'n
The soft dusk of warm bodies and cigarette scent

The wirld cutride @& o rich woman’s jewe] box
God but it's grear to be alive
Caney Island redhots
You can have everything on it
Red =suce cozing
your mouth gingerly over ane end
ntice the waiter
Such tallong Black eves
And he has a tattoo on ooe arm
Wonder what he does with his spare time

Cable cars motling down apartment rows

Lovent dreaming in windme displays
“ler's have a cream bedroom set
and o woaly rug™

Han Francico.
Dark satin slipping down over eream shoulders

SI.::]! gentl :
dj;ﬁ.m away the night
E:E{mrﬂ -carth turns in her slegp
“ch#wmiﬂdrwtdm drms b
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The Goal

By Paur BoaenTs

HE coaildn't sleep that might, what with the

rumoss and the doubts in her mind and Carl
not home; a0 she dressed and went down o the
building on Thirteenth Street. Jimmy, the eleva-
tor boy, was snill working.

“Lots of excitement tonight, Mis' Kennv,” he
tbserved, as she stepped into the elevator,

“Anything new, fimmy?™ uhr.: azked.

He vigorously,  “Lois new  every
minuge. Sure looks like we're gonna move right
I'.l'tg.t there country, Sure lobks like i, Mis'
et her off at the sinth floor. She passed an
Eﬂe& with smoke and 3:: le and beilliant
and walked down the Eu.nd dusty cor-

o o door marked: "Cad Kenny—private,”
She opened it and wene in.

There were three men in the room, prouped
around the radio placed on the desk, The men
looked temse and atridned, and their eyes were
Feverishly beight, like the eves of gamblers wanch-
g cards that carmed wenlth or ruin, and when
they spoke, their words cume out dry and erackly,
like quick nfle fire on the Imukr uir.

The radio was playing swing musc,

Mone of the men rose a8 the girl enme in. The
fall man behind the desk said, “I thoughe you
were home i bed, Helen ™

“1 eouldn't eleep.” The mirl crozed the room
to the desk. “T had to know whul happening.
Oh, Carl, what & happening?™

Carl shook his h , bland head,  “Nething.
M? nothing will happen tonight. We won't

“‘Wtwgm to hear,” brokein the man on his
right, with o touch of hysterin in his voice
"‘\!u':'v:nﬂ_mlulrprmrdum quick, or I'm

futs.
EO%‘ third man spoke, heavily and with an in-
determinate nccent, ™ Jobhn, my advice to you is
to alvt up and take it eagy
s Boris,™ Carl agreed. “We've all
ot 10 Hh’.tnﬁgh;.ﬂ' until—" R
He stopped abruptly, The swing music had
;!&P and the four people turned in a
movement and stared imu ¢ gilent radio,
pirl had o feeling of mpunm, of timelesmess,
us if the wcl'lr] hung siepended in o woid,
She felt a communion with every woman who
had ever waited for o war to begin,

g

?5%;?

The announcer's voice came in, Joud and shat-
tering, on the silence: “Ladies and genitlemen, we
interrupt thiz program of dance music to bring
vou the latest news bulletin {rom Europe, Hel-
sinki reporss large scale Russian troop movements
acrom the northern frontier, near Petsamo, There
mlhaa.repnrtﬂluuhuuhawbtmmlmr@d
on the Karclian Isthmues, and that Russian troops
have croused the border. This report 2 uneans
firmed. Keep tuned to this statton for news of
further developments. We now return you to—"

“Unconfirmed!” John shouted. “Why don't
they confirm it, for God's mke? Why don’s they
either go in or sty owt?”

“They'll confirm i¢,” Bonis said, staring intent=
by at his fingertails, wh.u:hht ek cleaning with
& knife. “They'll po

“T wadah they'd fj:: ﬂua}:r.hg. John mumbled
He was a boy—owenty-twn, twenty-four—manth
&ncp. dark and a mat of curly hair tumbling
ower his I'af?bud nnd & crooked, biue scar slhitting

his right cheek. *T wish thqr'd confirm some-
thing,” he mid “Then I'd know.”

There waas a sdden heavy slence, and Helen's
pulse quickened as she waited for one of the men
to u3k John what he would know, She glinced
at her hushand, She knew Carl suspected John
of lack of firmnesa, but surely he woulda't make
an isoe of it. Not tonight.  Everything was be
ing turned upside down again onight

Carl just said, “Take it easy. Remcmber, we
don’e know what's really poing on over there. All
we're getting = a bunch of wild rumors strained

through capitalist. propaganda machines  Waie
till we hear from Moscow: then we'll kmow what
to do."

“Buore,” echoed Boris, “take it easy.” He held
hiz knife by the blade and waved the handle at
John, "My adwice oo you is to go sit down and
think about things like women and getting
drunk.”

The bay held his larpe eyes on Boris and stared
a moment. Then he tumned like an autamaton and
walked across the room and sank into a chair,

"L don't like that,” Caxrl sad, walrﬂ'll.np', hirm
“Not a bit. Go talk 1o him, Helen

Obediently, the girl left the radio and crossed
the reom. John was tildng back in his chair, look-
ing at the picture of Stalin which hung above the
desk. Helen glanced back to the others Carl and
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Boris were talking in low tones against the beck-
round of swing music, She booked up, following
ohn's line of vision to the picture

“He knows what's best,” Helen said.

“Doea g™

You have o have faith” Helen told him.
“¥ou can’t let your mind be poisoned by capitaliss
propagands and bourgeods sentiment”

He ok hds gaze from the picture, and looked
ut her, and she @aw a depth and power in the
pools of his eyes she had never seen there before.

“I fought in Spain,” he sid.

She sat down beside him, Carl had sent her to
talk to him, and she had o try; but she had o
fecling that thinge were Lgﬁum in his mind
which maie her words Hii

“You know,” she suid, “Card thinks you're one
of the most valuable men in the Party, Therey
no one except Borin that he trusts o do things
the way he trusts you,™
Moo i v o S s B

o her very young an y was

a tenderness about him, too, o gentleneas, which

she remembered long afterwards, which she never

quite forgat,

He smid, “Helen, what i 3 Causel™

" A Cause?”

“¥ea What does it mean to you—a Camse?
This one, for instance? Cur cawse?™

“Why it mepns—it means something big —
something bigger than we nr:—nmdlﬂrﬁu:uﬂh
living for and dying for—a goall Yes, ‘s iE,
a poal! A pgoal thot must be reached, no matter
huvar,™

“Mo matter how?™

She hesitated, “Yes—I guess the poal & more
important than the way you get there”

“Helen,” he said abruptly, “did you ever pity
anything?”

“Whar—whar do you mean?”

“Yeg, | poes you have. T gusts you muse have
—hefore you met Carl™

She planced automatically at the desk.

“Carl never pities anyehing,” John mid “He
just hates things™

Shiz wanted to contradict him, but she couldn't
find the words, Bhe wanted to say that Carl
hated things because hin pity was so great, but
she didn't koow how to put it together. She
thought ircelevantly how much more restful John
was than Carl, how much more soft und gentle

“l can't think the way Carl does,” John said.

“John,” Helen began, “you're upset tonight.

Vot

1 thought I could ance. | thoughe Idid. When
T was erghteen, 1 thoughe I did. 1 saw that most
things in the world were wrong and had to be
changed. Tt seemed o me it wasn't any use o
bive unless those things were changed, It didn’s
matter how, then, becuse it seemed to me there
was anby one way to change them, That's why
I went to Spain.™

She could not keep her mind on whae he was
mying. She thought only that he was o lovely
boy and tenderly Lount. She thought she would
like to stroke his hair,

*1 guess it docsn't matter,” John sadd.

He got up and walked back across the room
to the desk, Helen followed him

“You feel better now, ch?”” Boris asked.

"Bure he feels better,” Carl zaid. "“We all get
that way, We get tired and confused and du-
couriged, and we wonder whether it's worth
fighting for. But we get over it. We know damn
well it's worth Gghting for” Carls blué eyes
fired up, and his great blond head scemed a thing
of furious power. “We know it's the only thing
on Gol’s sxreh worth figheing for”

“The goal,” Helen whispered,

Carl lookied at her alesost gently. “Sure, that's
it. The goal™

“Listen!"" Boris commandes! sharply,

The music had sopped again, nnd the foar
le in the room lived through 4 moment of
omless silence, broken fnally by the woice of

the announcer:

“Ladies and gentlemen, we have another news
bulletin from Europe, It has been officially con-
firmed by the Soviet Government in Moscow that
Bumsian troops have croased the border and are
fighting on Finnish soil, The communigue con-
tained the statement tiat the Soviets had tnken
this step to protect themselves against a threatened
Finnish invasion. We now return you to :h:J.:rw
gram in progress at the Hotel Pennalywania.

Mo one spoke. Helen did not dare lock at John
8he kept her eves fixed on Carl, across the desk
from her, and ghe saw reflected dn his face o socs
cessinn of emotions that scemed to be rocking his
whole heing. He was white with paller when the
ANROUACET and hes biue eyes were shal-
low and ET:'d.ﬂ E;-.II;TFI Em hands were

i ightly, a8 i cy mennt to
mtgbmmm them, while his lean frame com-
bhined rigicity with the appearince of vialent mo-
tion pressing for outlet, like the corpse of &
soldier shot dead i the very height of batle

Then he changed. His hands relaxed, and his
face reddened, and a npple of smooth, flowing
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seemed] to pass through his body. His eyes
m elear again, with the brilliant clearmess of
Blue sky at noon, and they took on depth and
nd bumned beight and steadily. And be
Tifted hia head, preat and golden, and turned it
u:h;r:thn-, wowdy a.uhd ddnﬁmﬂut[t}.;t: ag if
forbidding to- penetrate the dep a0
ther from which he had just come,

He seemed o Helen like the apostle of a ving
ﬂ,.mduh: knew in that moment that, however

might feel with such a8 John, whatever Carl

did mus=t abwmys be truth and life to her.
He got up stowly, reached out a hand to tum
the madio and spoke fn a voice from which
intimacy had vanished, a voice carrying words
from friend to friend, but from soldier to

“Youi huve henrd, comrades. Our course
been decided. W'e await official orders from Mos-
cow. Meanwhile, we carry on in the light of
what we know, That is all.”

A moment of slence; then, from John, "Yes,
comrade, thae isall,”

Carl turned o him, smiling coldly, "1 dom’t
quite understand the tone in your voice.”

“Don't you? Then Ml explain 0" The boy's
woice was stmined and cracking with, excitement,
"It means that Pm findshed—theough! 've swals
lovwred o lot, I can't swallow this, You can wuit
for orders from Moscow If you want. I'm
thronaght™

Boriz said, “My advice to you—"

“Keep " Jobn snap “1 don't need it 1
kncrr what to do now. | wish to God 1'd known
four years gpo. But T was young then; T had
ideals. | thoupht some of the wrong things in the
woeld could be changed, 1 he T'd found
mme people who were changing them. Bur I'm
ot voung any more. [ know better now. T knowr
you can't gcgyﬂﬂ;fﬂm:;mma;d uh:inumu; and
OppTEMECH ing mean wicious an
pressive. | wish to God ['d known e before.”

“Joho,™ the girl whispered, “think of the goal.™

He whirled pn her. "What's the poal? You
don't know,  Carl doesn’t know, What goul are
we i at by the domination of a 258
;acqﬁr-%; force? What goal? Tell me!™

“John,” Borls sid, “my advice to you—"

“Nao,™ mid, “1 won't semllow this. T
E) i when we signed up with Nazdem,
Iu!::;t njmgm:'im mtm‘?i?nlmdup. But I can't
swullow this tonight, 'm getting out.™

*All right, John,” Carl eaid quietly. “Get out.™

Fir

" Sure T'I—"

*Get out now, John," Carl skl

He left then, and Helen felt her theoat thicken
s she watched him seride defantly, bovishly out
of the office and into the corridar,

“That's too bad,” Boris aaid.

“N¥eu," Carl agreed, "He didn’t have faith
enough, And be didn’t have guts enough,”™

“Well, it'z too bad,” Boris said;

You know what to do”

“Bure." Boriz mfuﬁ knife and Bc.[m:hal;i;
at his fngermnals. "' t he wan going to
a good boy, T thought all along he was going to
be a good boy,”

*You'd better do 1.

“Bure.” Borie said. He snapped the knife
cloged. Sure, T'll do it.”

He lefe the office.

Helen felt a quick grip of
him go, She turned to her
hand on his arm.

"Carl, what's he W to dal™

“What must be done,

“He's going to—to kill John!™

“The only ones who can really hurt ua™ Carl
sxid, “are the ones who get out after theyve been
in. We can't let them hort vs, You remember
Krivitsky. "

She thought she was going blind. "But—joha!
Jehn!™

“This i too big—what we're in. We're play-
ing for the wordld. We can't ket ome iwan or one
nation etand against the world, We've got to po
on, 0o matter what gess in the way, [It's taken
s, and we have to go with it; we can't go sgins
it We've got to go on until we reach the goal™

She was crving batterly and violently. He held
her by the shoulders and shook her, and he took
her head and tilted &, and looked into it with his
burning eyes,

“You understand that, don’t you™

She looked up st lum. The force and power
of him peemed to pour into her and stamp oot
everything pood and bod within her soul. - She
fielt the greatiess in him, and she hoted the gréat-
ness in him, but futlcdy, lifelessly, as a belpless
ship might hate a storm. And she knew that his
greatness had become the life-force of her body
and soul.

“You understand, don't you?” he repeated.

She nodded. She understood; she accepted her
understanding, But ghe wished she had not been

ic a5 she watched
ushand, She put a
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A College Senior Looks At American Education

By WiLLiam MNrrsoske

DDES a college student, senior or otherwise,
hawe any mght to criticise the education
which he and others have been exposed and are
being exposed? Obwviously, | believe he has But
before [ proceed further, let me hasten to say
that T am far from the opindon. that the entine
American educational plan &= bad.  Imperfect
though the system may be at presens, | believe
in it juat as intensely as T do the American demo-
cratic system of government of which it isa part.
Thus [ hope | lave relieved the mind of any
resder who may have feared that perhapa another
college student was leaning too far toward the
pink horizon.
. - -

1 hawe gone out of my way more than once the
few years to review, for own

ET:LM .lrul profit, virioos cd::_?unﬂ D{P:!ﬂ&
tional systems,. In the light of those amicles and
of my own ghost expenence, it seems apparent
that too many efforts follow the general diree-
tion of horizontal crticiem. That 15 to say, too
many educitors seite upon one particular section
of the educationn] lndder, very often amd wery
naturally the section which directly concerne them
vocationally, and proceed 1o settle much or even
all of the entire situation from this comparatively
nurrow viewpoint. 1 do not proposs o salve each
and every problem in even one step of the educas
tional ladder but perhapa I, o one of the gutnes
pigs, may be condoned for discussing & few items
eoncerning American education in general, espes
cially since 1 am about to be graduated from the
system. Pour criticisms seem to me 2o be particu-
larly worthy of consideration at this time. One
will note that they are all of what I like o term
a “wertical nature;” thag is, each ooe may be
troced with more or less ease from kindergarten
through college to the B. A. or other degree. They
are ai folbows:

1} An attempt in many guarters to force
Exmdrmhhwwluﬁgrumﬂum-

2) Lack of  widespread sttempe o tesill
a courteous attitude into the minds of
students.

3} Too bittle regard for sensible discovery,

encoitragement ond development of atus
dents” talenta

4) Lack of an environment soited to the
proper development of a sense of e
eponsihilicy,

Other items might easily be named, bue the
facts liated above have impressed themaelves vpon
me again and sguin. Let wus brisflly ecamine the
firsz one. That presnt-day students are made to
learn, or educators artempt to make them leam,
a preat body of mostly useless facts, ia neither
& new nor 4 Yery surprising statement, The mther
recent investigation of Pennsylvania colleges and
high schoeols by the Camepie Poundation s fair
proaf that such is the case. But theugh it may
not be & wery new problem, still it can be, and
18, a wery seribud one.  Last vear in 2 bypical stare
college controfled by a lkewise typical as well
ua progresaine western state, my schedule included
& treshman course in Eoropean Hisory, [ wery
soon found that the chief objective of the profes
sor was o lecture o8 fust as be thought the clas
could possibly toke notes on un almost endless
Hat of names, dates, and fncidents, 4 preat many
of which were comparatively unimportant.  Fle
phiced far too little emphasie upon the more pro-
gressive movesnents and figures of history, which
iz certainly the stulff one ahould store away as
knowledge in o freshman course of this nature.
'm:zuuweﬂu}acnumw:r:mmaf deetail.

is walking encyclopedia closed the year's work
with the assertion—a kind of final threat—that
ne student had s been able to enroll in three
of hig courses in game term without flunking
nt least ooe of them. It was all o bit too muach,
even for same of the history majors—and this
was anly a freshman course. T am comvinced that
this illustration haz many, many duplicates in the
high schodls and collemes of the entire nation,
These duplicates will be discovered nat only in
the history courses of the land but also in many
required and so-alled “basle” lterature, mathe:
]m.liu. ﬁmﬂgrm Muthematics i3 no
ceier & wubj e millions, a3 Wiggam and
mhlg; have ﬁwn: it 130 subject for A,
and at least in the high school and e clr
riculs should be treated accordingly . Seience
courses, too, are either over emphasized ar weong-
ly emphasized. Able educators are now advocat:
ing in both secondary and college worlk, o separa-
nmof!dnmmh:mmgmups o
planned for these students fulfilling “require-
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" or giining an appreciation of the scentific
; the other should be for science majors,
pre-medics, and the like. Thus o gresr desl of
time s saved by all parties concerned, It should
hardly be necessary to mention the  tnsesworn
foreign language department. Naturally, lan-
guages have their place, and that place 1= among
the more apecialized subjects, It becomes more
obwiouz each day that a real command of the
langwage, spoken as well as written, is for
most high schood and college graduntes a greacer
amet by far than “sixteen hours” (often mese)
of foreign language, be @ ancient or modemn.
Truoe, a fair sum of knowledge should be instane-
Iy available at our fingertips. Gladstone may be
y quoted in his statement that “kncwledge
in power,” Nevertheless, certain other clanses of
knowledge will forever remain practically useless
in certain walks of life. Surely, we ought not ex-
pect students b hocome animated encyclopeding,
a5 my friend, the European History professor,
thought they should be,

Lt tin new presgress & omy second point regard-
ing education in the American scene: namely,
courtesy, or the lack of i, Courtesy, it scems o

mie, invelves much more than most people suspece,
Bnncu.dl]r it might include the two items yet re-
maming to be dealt with m this discussion. A
lnck of courtecis behavior seema to be at the hot-
tom of i great many of the difficulties wlich son-
fromt our mechanistic civilization. For example,
il each and every motorise in this cowntry were
o e a5 his daily slogan “Courtesy pays,” imagine
what a dramatic mose-dive the appalling sccident
eurve would suddenly ke Seience sreadily de-
more and better machines, whether we

we want them or nof, and our next door
neighbor mowes relentiessdy & little eloser. Yet,
bew emuch emphasis do modern schoals, private
ar public, phummu:muusnpea:buul:m
n.’.'m EmpOrtance increases :Ingl: uz the square
our preximity to our neighbor? Among stu-
dents on every side rudut:e:.Iu-dﬂrcum FLify Fame
pant. I we mesdernists insist upon so much wit 1o
sale our everyday lives, perhaps we shiuld soudy
the life and works of one sech 35 Ofiver Wendell
Hl.'l.mﬂ, t:fcnt mﬂm reign o tongue of
pen. D, was not only a man
of lestens, i‘m: gnined distinction in education and
medicine az well. Most of his writings were com-
piled after nearly o lifetime of experience and
obecrvation. These writings have not only given
ﬂlﬁl{;ﬂmhﬁmmhﬂm v a8 well.
mes' philosophy was in optimistic

and o realistic one. After a lifetime of ohserving

1

i

bath the physical snd the spideugl man, Obiver
Wendell Holmes remained o the end capabie of
keen smtire but not of eypicism. He loved wie
and valued it thhl’]l' bg:hunhn.d SLCCASIL rAS
nn: in his re. P one of the chicf
m au‘nldedp.ﬂ.uum lay dn the

t’:.n that he persistently attempred to be true o
his own nature and true to his fellow men, Thus
teacher and pupil abke mught well carry in their
minds the thought contained in a certain Holmes
couplet:

Ln.wdwh: you've done for what you have

oo do

Don't be "Dm.!istmr." but be-gimply erue.
It is apparent that the ing, AFnine surcaEm
duch as one often heam from adolescent lips s
toc often carmed over into  influential adult
groups, and ndiscriminate abuses of one group

another muy result. Free apeech and action
must not become the very tools with which dem-
oeracy i undermnined. Thus education errs when
it talks vaguely of achieving “personality™ and
“soclal contacts,” nefther citing or emphasi
methods of building courtenus, objective persn-
alitics, nor mmpressing youth with the values which
acerue from choawing for himself o goodly: num-
ber of his social contacts. If education corrects
these matters, it will not only mcreass individuoal
and group courtesy and cooperation, it will be
well on its way towarsd performing its proper
functicm n & democratic sockety.

My hue ewo temas of eritdedsm, a5 [ see them,
are based almost entirely upon a very simple but
nevertholess a very wideapread ermor in the -edu-
cational set-up. That error is the huilding of
enormeus “plants.”  The larger and £ner the
u.m s and it buildings, it scems, the finer will

regults for all concerned. Endustry is just
hrg:lrm'mg to take notice of the advantiges to be
found in decentralization. T wonder whether edua-
cation would not also find it profitable to look to-
ward some such action not only in the luge me-
oropolis but in the small oy, Last wear i the
same metropolitan ares whese dwelt my aloresaid

professor was an enormous “Union High
School and Jendor College,” with o total enroll-
ment of well over 5000 pupila. | talked with a

Eoimrscommy

the institu-
tiom. Mearly all referced w it 53 “che mess,” or
gave ltam:whar simifar destrnation. Al were
vehemently alike in their condemmation of the
great gize of the achool. [t seems to be the custosm
in most of the Targe cities of the United States

to plan larger and lnrger educational umite. This
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comparatively simple fact, as T have stated abave,
1 helieve to be the chicf hasis for the outgrowth
of the third and fourth of my ftems of crticiam,
Review with me for 5 minute thise items. Num-
ber three, weill recall, read, " Too little regard
for sensdble - discovery, encours and de-
ment of students’ talents”™  Number four
read, “Lack of any environment suited to the
development of a sense of responsibilicy,™
explonotion should be necessary for w to
perceive whenen the large and unvdeldy educa:
tional unie must fail, ac leet in many depare
mente, i furmishing medin for the discovery a
development of lm.fividual gudent talent, Aside
from athletics, perhaps, opportunities for all bt
the comparatively few etudents with cspecially
oindous talents are practically nil In dramatics,
in dibate, and in muse, though the posshilities
in that field have been increased appreciably dur
ing the last decade or two, there ia time H:ﬁ;
far but a fimited number of participants
talents must often remain hidden, a ks to both
individual and socicty. Ewen in the junmior high
echoal home noom, where ample opportunity for
leadership development is usaally one of the goals
of the administration, we find perfectly good
material shoved aside agnin and again, stoply
becauss too many pupils have been coowded into
one clazrcom. Mo one will contradice the fact

almost vmconscioualy
af bwing. It has been and will be angeed that
laege educational units furnish greater opportuni-
ties in equipment and in teaching staff, This i
hecoming less and less true as rural educational
facilities. pradually improve, Again, it will be
argued that large schools eut supervision oosts,
True, but what a cut they make in the persanali-
ties of literally hundrecds of thowsands of Ameri-
can youth, Partunate indeed i the boy or gid liv-
ing in the small city, the wwn, and tn many seral
ArEas: uipment and supervigion savinge be
hanlﬁdl students, often with the sssistance
of the 4-H Clubs, the Future Parmer of Americs,

tice leadership, but to take part in damatics, de-
bate, party or picnic activites, and in moussical
activitics. Talents are pot only uncovered; they
are encouraged and trained. These facts should
be perfectly obwious. They have been exprossed,
for instance, by the advocates of small collepes
sably thousands of times and have likewds
E:mignmedna:ﬂrﬂmmmyﬂmm Is it pos-
sble to plin amaller secondury as well as college
unita for our larger cities? We evidently need
not worry too much about the prade schoal level;
clames tn that age group are already growing
smaller, But surcly the situations in mose large
citics will bear Jooking into, especially at the
jJurive and senior high schoaol levels, Ithatl'lhr:!:
ages particalarly that too many young pecple are
learming thee art of loafing when they should be
'gﬂ:llﬁmciummﬁuwkms:!{r
eors and in healthful recreation, either individual-
Ty or with Eduvcation can and must do
something these things, i it & to remain
true to ts purposs,

It would scem that T have already sét aside my
fourth and laat ftem of eriticiem in the preceding
tiseussion. Howewer, though the subject of the
development of students” tulents and that of the
growth of a sense of responsthility are in this case
inseparable, there iz still much to be clarified. As
1 prewiousty stated, most of ua rather early in our
careers “leam to do by doing.” We may gradu-
ally assume responsibility. as we learmn to perfarm
more ucts, or as we perfect the acts with which
we are already familine, Aside from the problem
of -encouraging thor talents, how can young
people be expected to appreciate the true méan-
ing and spgnificance of responsibility if they amre
deprived of the opportunity of doing? Parents
ns-well as edivcators are ot Fault in this: matter.
At least in many urban areas the factory system
has ther th.url:rugh]{‘n'dppcd the modern home
of tmeans whereby children can be given regular
activities which will cavse them to assume re
sponshility, Tt i a waste of tme to speak of get:
ting fd of the Machine, as o few naive souls
sugpest. What i the answer? Pechaps industry
uhuuldnmﬂ::n?mumh' ip fystem on oA
lagpir scale, a8 Henry Ford and a few others have
done, But it would appear for the present and
immechate future that education must carry moat
of the laad. Should not parents and educatoms
alike more th hly examine ends as well as
means  before advocating  educational  plants,
deemed great in all respects because of their £
sze? Fathers and mothers pack their chfmi
off to huge institutions often with enrollments of
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from five to ten thousand or more, expecting them
to be sent back finished ibcts, jUSE 28 are raw
materials finished on leaving the great factorics
of the nation. Great size and hence eficiency,
standardization, quantty production, and other
machine age terms are for the most part industral
ternu, not educntional ones. Such phenomens do
not peadily transler to the field of the education
of young minds. For each young mind 4= a whaole
new gt of i emn a5 well as inters
esting iligh therelore, in many re-
-gpects each must be treated as an individual case
—not a8 just another piece of mw materal. The
keynote of any democrey i3 not wlone inde-
pendence of thought and action; as we have sug-
gested several times, every citizen of a- self-pov-
eriting nation must at an early age be im

with the importance of sharing responmbility. In
exciange for freedom of speech and action, he
must he willing to nceept a portion of the job
of governing that nation, even though his share be
onfy that of keeping well informed with regard to
candidates for office and o questions of the day,
and then voting on the basis of his nvestigations
==npt of his emotions—whenever an election oc-
eurs. IF o sulficlent number of dtizens eannot be
taught to take nn interest i such matters, o see
t 1t a8 far as posgible that their frends and
farmilizs are alive to the af the day; o
cooperate with one an in the solution of
those problems: then the prophesies of the Cynics
miy after all be fulfilled. The importance of these
tacts would warrant, it seems (o me, the coining
of 2 m:':fwwd—uu word which simply means the
process hscrbing tﬂpﬂhﬂilﬂ‘j‘ Such a ward
might be “responabilization,” which we might
keep in mand as a kind of antonym of Regimen-
tation.  But word or no word, the shouldering
of reaponaibifity mest cocur continu and uni-
versilly among a people who love desire to
maintain “one nation, indivisihle, with liberty and
justice for all™

" " *

Does the preceding discussion lead us any
where, educationally or otherwise? It seems ap-
parent that education i America can be reduced
to o few significant conclustons, some of which T
trust are among those which follow. Pirst, educa-
tion has the mmdﬂclwuﬂnram

of walking ias (o Fau.lhl!_.r Ey=
headed rebels}, or a ciizency Cun

thinking human beings. Secondly, {4 cn turn out
a bumch of cads, or it can go a ungw:ytnw:rd
melding peneration after generation of thowght-
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ful, courteous people, Thirdly, it can ensly man-
facture a hundred thousmnd creatures who have
done litthe about really finding themselvez and
thur potentialities; of it can help un.mza.nmuy
in the budkding of lve, mweful and extremely in-
teresting ities,  Finally, and perbaps most
important of all for & good many decades, Amen:
can Education can teach each new generstion to
assume responsbility gradually, grocefully, and
eficiently, and without fear or tremor, H. G.
Wells had something there when he announced
that “Civilization is a race between education and
catastrophe.” OF course he meant 0 addivion thae
the race is nit alone between education and catas-
trophe but between right education and catastro-
phe. The modern species of dictator educates his
people from the pround up, and “makes no bones™
about it But as Dewey explains in his enlight-
ening little book, Expetience and Fducation,
*Education is based a series of destrable ex-
periences.”™ Lot e all see to it imm:dimlr and
henceforth that as many a8 posible of the “ex-

E:nrnm * af America's sons and dsughters ghall
“desirable™ ones

Deliver Us From Evil

By BEN SwWEENEY

Life 15 a groping for balms

To soothe the aches and pains
That plague us;

And blindly clueching for a salve,
Owir bleeding fst &s pricked

By neteles;

Yet, brusssd and patched,

We kneel, and cry aloud:

“Oh Lord,

Great Fountainhead of Mercy,
Life s aweet . . . .

Spare me ., ..

Jehowah spares

And laughs

And plants more nettles;

For without nettles

There'd be no need for kneelers;
And without kneelers,

There'd be no need for God;
And God knows this,
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The Battle of the Sexes

By Syivia Lunicen

LA But to Adam, in what sort

Shall T appear? Shall [ to him make known

As yet my change, and give him to partake

Full happiness with me, or mther not,

But keep the odds of knowledge in my. power

Whithout co-partner so to add what wants

In female sex, the more to draw his love,

And render me more equal, and perhape—

A thing not undesirable—sometime

Superior; for, inferior, who is freel™
—Milton

the woman with herself after she
had eatens of the apple.

Mun has held a diversity of concepts of wom-
an's position in relation o himself in ech suc-
ceeding evltural development. But, as civilization
has generally been conceived to be a male-run,
minle-dominated civilization, one can safely assume
that the variety of ts in regued to woman's
functions and her nature has been devel fromm
the male podnt of view; so also can ethics
and conventions that have arisen be attributed
to the male desire to safeguard and maintain
these concepts—though, of course, thers have, of
necessity, been compromises,

I'm not prepared o say how large a art of the
Bibbical utn!;y of the creatson im:ﬁﬂl of man has

yed in the evolution of the ethical systems re-
nting to the man-woman nclatlm:gu in the
various cultural units, Whether we upan the
stocy 25 myth or as fact, it i sife to conjecture
that it has at leas an influence, and pechapa
i very powerful influence, in forming the attitude
of men towand wosnen and women toward men.

It in ruot mocessary to repeat the story for my
purpose—for everyone knows it—but oaly 1o
paint cet the factors in it thas apply fo this theme,
I will tike the liberty to draw from Milton's in-
terpretation of the story, partly because it has
its cielightfully human aspects and partly because
his interpretation seems to illusteate more con-
sistently the undversl fan concept,

The stary of the origin and the actions of Eve
hus been seized upon by both the male and female
population of the warld to illustrare that wwoman
is inferdor toman. The fact that she was formed
from his rib seems to give dise to the idea that

AI:}II'RDII-IG to the eternal poet, thus
angued

she wae orginally desgned to be dependent on
man and to remain by his side. Eve's wandering
from the side of Adam out of the sphere of his
protection and yielding oo temptation have been
conclusive proof of her inferdority and depend-
ence. Even Milwon spoke of her as “the wealer
vessel," This has been such o powerful influence
and has heen taken so seriously that wamen even
now are considersd inferfor. We do nov openly
express that opingon, but our practice implies i,
The yielding of Adum to temptation has been
winked at and been made only 3 subject of many
an amusing quip instead of a subject of universil
ethical condemnation. Even the penetrating eye
of Milton dees not seize upon it a8 having much
to do with moml problems, bue adheres to the
Puritan point of view. Why this & so i guite
understandable, especinlly to a woman, for when
Eve offered the apple to Adam, he said, gazing
upon her form, “How can 1 live withoue thee?
How forge thy sweet converse, love so dearly
ined, to live again in these wild woods for-
™ and so be ate “apuinst his better judg-
ment, not deceived, but fondly overcome with
female charm.”

And so the world amiles on Adam’s fall, for
the “world loves o lover,” and upon woesan has
El]; H-efblun:. if not a Iﬂnﬂ&ﬂnrﬁuuf the

en of the consequences; and perhaps—all
things considered—she bears it pladly, yes, too
pladly.

I distincrly dhinlike turning my thoughts away
from such ¢ contemplations to discus fess
pleasane posibilitics n regard o the story, but
the necessity for it also arises from instincts as
imperative as the desire o dwell wpon it

The modern phrse “hattle of the  sexes”
though outwardly a sulbiject of many a joke and
quip, may have its roots and its ongin 0 far
deeper human drives, forces and pecessities In-
deed, present day peychologist deem this to be
true, and to make it mare specific, they say that
{t arisen From an inborn - desice in man or woman
ta be superior over the other, and the “hartie of
the sexes™ is really a universal and wital sruggle
between men and women for superionty,

Now, whether the story of ereation s a literal
fuct, from which certain aspects have been szizod
upon by the maté half of humanity o amert and
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corroborate his superiority, or whether it s a
myth crested by the male for the same ends—
is not for me to sy, However, we are dealing
with only the purposes of the results of its in-
flusnce na it refates to man and woman rebation.
ships. In any case the male has been—outwardly
at least—successful in maintaining and safegeard-
ing hi# superior position,

As | have already suppested, | wigh to dis-
cuss gome of the concepts that man has had of
woman (and still does, for that matter), keeping
in view the fact that these concepts have been
developed from the male desire for superiority,

The most primitive concept is the “dave con
cupe,” which is probably due to a very liberal in-
tespretation of the Biblical story. Since Eve was
the firs mutrheaprl:, this has been regarded
a6 an attested proof of her inferiority and of the
justice of Jehovah's punishment,

“Thy sorroow 1 will grestly multy

By thy conception; children thou shalt bear
In sorrow forth, and to thy hushand'’s will
Thine shall submit; he over thee shall rule

Theze nre the chief factors that have been
seized upon to plice woman fn various degrees
slavery or servitude, depending on the enlight-
enment and eculture of civilizations, And again,
whether the misinterpretation of a fact, resulting
since all the writers of the Bible were men—ar
whither the misinterpretation of & fact, resulting
i uperstitious traditicns, have been due to men,
the result fo all the same; they both yield to the
idea of woman's tnferiocity and therefore her
fugation to the will of man, Since it 15 so
i for man in his fallen snful stue—the
result of Ewe's remptation—ononsiztently to live
to Jehowah's dnjunction to “be good™ to his
preet,” woman's yoke of subjugation has
been most galling where the story has been given
the mest literl interpretation, and Fve's pre-
sentiment, “inferior, who can be free,” has borne
ita bitterest fruita. This s bue o matter of history
of the most primitive cultures, The defenders of
Christinnity would insist that the position of wom-
en has improved with the coming of Christinnity,
and they are rght, Howevir, Chrissianity was
designed to improve the nature of man himself,
and with it came the improvement in the positios
of woemen. Whenever Christfanity kas pene-
trated the dark teibal cultures, the lot of women
has §mproved, but her postion s an inferine ta
the male improved only relatively, for she was
#til i subjugation, but this time in subjumtion
o an improved man

The concept of courtly love, which places the
wommuﬁm; pedestal can also be a
te man's desire for superlority, As man realized

for man, inorder to mainin his own superiority,
to make sure that his children as well s himself
be given a more dignified hirthright and heritage
than a “slave”™ could offer. It became necessary
fmhimtucm;bvmtfurnl:-zt‘tﬂlplm

kad understood and not placed ber up

in his o
loved on che pedestal at all,
so far up that she could not poasibiy
if she did fall; thus he saved himself responaibilicy
for her bruises as well as the pain of disilludon:
ment, Yes, he was wise, from the standpaint of
hiz own inadequacy, though certainly not admir-
able; I dare sy Laura was better aff, af things
consicered,

Since Patrarch, the pedestal han been modified
in height with maore or less significant results, The
story of Troilus and Cresida is a classic example
of 3 modified pedestal. This time the woman was
placed within the reach of man, though still pre-
cariously high according o the demands of the
conventions of “courtly love™ There Cressida
squirmed until it became unbesrable, and ehe
left Troilus, who “would rather die than cause
her shame"—commendable under some cireum-
stances—for THomede, Chavecer should be very
ddear to & woman'n heart, because he repressnts
a man who doss not seed 2 paychoanalyst to fne
terpret human nature and least of all 3 woman's;
his perceptions are keen and honest, perhaps keen
because they nre honest. Chaucer leaves Cremida
unjudged a8 0 human being, and, with the world,
feels zorry for handseme, mmantic but weepy
Trothas. Thus Trodlus pets only pity, while Cres-
sida gets Diomede

This pedestal upon wiich idealistic man insists
Gn putting woman 8 a procorious and an un-
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camfortable position for anyone. There ane who
15 emly a human being is expected to maintain &
role of perfection, to play the part of an ideal
for another human being. Thie creates tension
and superficiality of to ane's partier,
and, instend of secing difficulty, each

for miracles to happen, expecting from the other
what no human being has a rght to demand from
another, Goethe has said, “Nothing is more diffi-
cult to bear than o series of perfect days” and
women do not ke the tumble off the pedestal any
more than do men,

The “pedestal™ # also o barrier of aloofness
between the universal yearming of the sexes for
one another, How can a man ex sutigfaction,
understanding and cooperation from his partner
when there is such 1 barrier between them? How
many are constantly reaching out toward each
other in a f and a yenrning for & richer
und fuller life that cnly the other can give, enly
to be rebuffed by a vague, iuunmnsanﬂmcruf
misunderstanding, superstition and worn-out fet-
ishes, It is like putting food before o hungry
persan und forbidding him o eat becanae he does
not understand ita izl composition.

*Thie queen of my heart” concept of 3 woman's
position 13 another idealistic and romantc cone
cept, but warmer and a bit more friendly and
flattering.  However, it i also an artibeial role
to sustain, and it = as difficult an the “pedestal™
jcdeal. Tt iz unsatisfactory becawse e sssames that
one individual will rule the other, When the
angel reproved Adam after he had laid the blame
an Eve, hie sid:

Shie wan indeed, and lovely to attract
Thy love, not thy subjection.”

It is fust as bad to deny freedom to the male sex
as the female, for the Freedom of both is needed
o build a well balanced and rich culture based

an love,

The warld has made great serides o scientific
development. There hove been preat technalogi-
enl developments as well as psychological changes
in human beings, Old concepts regarding man-
woman relutionehips are no bonger conceived to
be adequate, and we realize that st el
new forms of cooperation with new changes. The
old ethical standards and traditions that sill exist
are being challenged by women.

While they look with o
and wonder upon the Wwer

ed admiration
that men have ere-

atidd, are questioning its honest walue. The
instinct for sclf-preservation and the preservation
af her uﬂ"uprtnﬁ 18 furcing her to value this werdd
in terms of what she holds most dear: love and
the mn:'!hmm.:e aof life, Hﬂﬂ!f‘?f:l't women have
depended on men to give e richest possi-
hilities for developmens and self expresion, and
have hoped to be valued more dearly. Her une
happy expericnoes and disappointments are fore:
ing her to queston the adequacy of o male
dominated chvilization, and she is, in her new,
hard-fought-for freedom, arising o the oossion
by helping herself. When ehe sees that “science
has become eruel and milgwn:,"hthut “%
e acquired to protect normal living, i

to kill men in war,” she. realizes that life i3 not
adequately valued. This wanton waste of human
life is the most revalting violation of the woman's
instince for “life contiuance™ and Jove. May
we hope, as Jane Adams has por i, that “as
women Jong ago demanded that man coase vag-
rancy, and refused to shase his wanderings so that
her chidren may be cared for and procected,” so
ghe may yet demand the cessmition of war and
help to lay the foumdation for an ordered society.

War is only cne of the imbecilies of man
that illustrates his disregard of woman and of the
life she beings, The traditional attitude of in-
feriority of women has shown its werse fruits
i the modern wage economy where women and
children are still exploited. Against this the most
enlightened have fought, for over a century.

It is amazing to some of us that even now in
1940 that a woman still cxista wio is agaimnst
woman sullrage—saying that “we hive come to
a pretty pass when we can't depend on our men
to run our government.” | only ceplied—"Yes,
that is fust it

The insritution of marriage which has been one
of the most satisfactory compromises, so far, res
sulting from the traditional “battle of the pexes”
is an spproach toward an ideal of equality and
co-partaership, o dear to the hesrt of Eve, as
she began to realize her owm potentialities inde-
pendent from Adam. Hiowewer, now, the rules
and the unequal lews in many states that govern
sarringe arc heing questoned and :
On the surface it appears that woman has be-
come feonnclastic, contrary ta her tradisional NE:
of prescrving and guirding customs built uj
meuImd wiscom of the centuries, But t;un:.
tries to Inok more deeply into this iconoclastic
tendency, one may find that it i in reality 3 desire
10 free the shackles of superstition, only in arder
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o build again on more solid foundations based
on equality of the sexes, Ewen the tmdition of
the “double mandard™ betwesn sexen has been
Iooked ut with askance by feminine eves, "Woman
18 questioning not only the authenticity of iz, but
just whom it i3 designed to bencht. These are
Eml! mmple and logical questions, in view of the
fact that woman is also a human being as well
ns @ man. It does not mean, however, az many
may supposz, that women wish to bring down
ther standards o that of man's, but it does mean
that she desires o right to sct standards for herself
in -order to express herself more honestly and
allw herself freedom toward the development of

I repeat that the man's world i a brilliant, and
romantic world Men have sccomplished great
things; they have conguered nations, built em-
ires, constructed bridges (though many have
allen down). IF all these accomplishments have
failed to give richnes of life and stisfaction to
half of humanity, it cannot be blamed entirely
on the male half. What can one expect of him
in the face of the impotency and inferiority of
women, which burden he has carred along with
the burden of building empires. Though men have
wanted it that way in past, it is becoming
apparent even to them that their own accomplishe
mente have not Brosiht to them complete happi-
ness and satisfaction, Jung smys that the sexes
are 5o interrelated and so interdependent that ane
cannot expect eomplete development and happi-
nesn without taking the other into consideration,

Paul Jordan Smith in s book on the Phil-
osophy of Femmirm says that ancient barriers
“have withheld from the race some of its most
life-quickesting forces™ 1 shall call this the “odda
of knowledge™ which Eve considered withholding
from Adam. While women have been forced by
ofd barriers to withhold this knowledize in the
past, hoping thus to min co-partmership and
equality, many enlightencd Bves of todsy are,
i in themselvis as
well 02 in men, giving the odds “to partake of
full happiness,” with her in co-partnership, The
ideal of equality will not only tear dewn the bar-
riers of aloofness i this great universal yearning

the seves, but it will build more honese
foundation for friendships, giving both better
chances for marital happiness. No longer will
there be a need to st a role or to pretend, When
the eternal feminine question comes up as to
“How shall I appear to Adam,” the answer will
ot be so nebulous or equivocal, Indesd, men ad-

i e,

mire this feminine desire to please. Lestic Howard
expressed this in the eharming way so chameter-
istic of him, in & late isue of the Tou maga-
gine. Other men have expressed their admimtion
fior this very feminine trait. But would not an
honest appreciation of one sex by the other offer
the best solution as to how one may please the
other? No ene likes the feeling of mferionity
and inadequacy, Equal recognition and evalua-
tion of equal potentinlities in each other would
do away with this striving for superiority.,

An ald g that | used o like illustrates o
mapidly fading philosophy. “I'm looking for an
angel to sing my love song 80" Tt iz no wonder
that this song has not lived, for it no longer
expresses the philosophy of the more advanced
of modern men.

The childish ditey:

What are little boys made of, made of?

Boys are made of rags and soails and puppy
dog tails,

What are little girls made of, made of?

Girls are made of sugar and spice and every-
thing nice,

will to be sung by little girls, except in fun,
and mﬁ:i!:ﬂmnduuuptheywﬂg“::.mthn

also have a responmbility to in the
ﬂnﬂ::rdmirdlufhlmmdﬂlmwMunde-
quate goals, fulilling more richly the needs of
all humanity, and with their brothers share in
the burden of creatiem.

i EARCITICH
to compare himself with her, Instead he will in
his heart ery to value the woman's contribution
and potentinlitics, not in terms of fame and teche
nological accomplishments, but in terms of things
of real significance to all normal heman happi-
ness. When both sexes realize that one without
the other cannot even exist to sssert or prove his
ar her superiority ower the other, the “battle
of the sexes” will be replaced by “cooperation
of the sexes,™

T camnot help closing with a statement 1 heard
one outstandingly charming woman say: Tt &
rather nice to think & was Bve who ate the
apple firse.™



&

EL PORTAL

Danton

By Paur BOBERTS

CHARACTERS

Axore MOBDEAUX, @ rowshise.

Juies Conmurre, a Man of the People.

Jeaw ps Batz, a spy.

Aptie BanpwTiEng, o pretty royvalis

Geoages Dawton, o republicen.

Marig CoRTUPPE, a wife

CraptorTE DARCELLE, a pretey patriof

ManawEe BaREwTIDRE, dn @ristocrat

Lucmes DEsMoULING, another wdfe

Casaile DESMOULING, @ journalist,

Jaoques, & seruant.

A Capramn or PoLice,

A LEuTesanT oF Pouce

JosErn Hemaas, a presiding justice.

Pouguiee-TINVILLE, o public prosecutor,

Pupne Prourreaux, o jockal of kinge

Juarn-Prancom DELACRHE, o traitor to the Re-
public.

HIRAULT DE SECHELLES, o protector of emigrer.

A Crere oF THE REvOLUTIONARY TRIBUNAL,

Algo two messengers, four associote justices, sevem
furors and pundry guards and gendarmes
The action takes place in Paris tn the second

wear of the first French Republic in the momth

of Germinal.

ACT ONE

The curtain vises on a room in the Tuileries,
ome time wsed by Lows the Sixteenth omd his
court and embellished accordingly, bue now rimp-
Iy am office in the piows service of Liberty and
Committee of Public Sofety, with such of s
adornments as hurve escaped tion sadly mu-
tifated. [pstage center 45 a closed door, Dowm-
wage vight stands o desk fecing the rear. A young
man. &5 standing by the desk as the curtain risen.
Hix clothes are plein as befits the eva, vet they
are well-toiloved and faultless,

The young mun opens 4 drower in the desk
ond removes o bettle of brandy and o gliss. He
seti the glas on the and holds the botte
toward the light, examining the contents. Tumn-
ing touard the door he calls, n an only slightly

raited voice, "Cortuffe!” The young man pours
a drink into the glass and replaces the bortle. He
calls agam, "Cortuffel” this time roaring it out
with all kis lung power.

Enter Cortuffe, a patriot. @ Man of the People,
apparently of the very dirty People. He wedrs 4
ludicrous outfie of fine stolen raiment and rags, all
unwashed, On hiz head i o red cep.

Corruere: | heard you call, Mordeaus. 1 heard
you. T can't appear in an insmnt. There were
some peaple outside who wanted to see you. A
man and a wo—

Mogpeaux: Cortulfe, you've been stealing my
brandy.

Conruers: Stealing? Smhh%, Citizen? That'a a
hard word, stealing! That's a very hard word
in these days of freedom. Perhaps you
Mordeaux, that we no Jonger live in the days
of despots when the Boverzign People had ne
rights. Perhaps—

MorpEaux: My excellent Cortuffe: 1 recognize
that you are & sublime representative of the
Soversign People and as such have a ect
right to steal my brandy, (moves o him )
But the next time | catch you exercising your
rights, I shull cut off your ears |, mﬁwm
these people to see me?

Conturre: | falling back a lirtle and spesking
more bravely in than im voice) I wiien
you, Mordeaus, the People won't tolerte—

Moroeairs: Silence, wretchl Who are these
people?

CorturrE: The man calls himself Citizen Grane
chir.

MomoEsux; (sharply ) Grandin! Very well! Have
him come in.

CorTurre: The woman, too?

MornEaux: OF course, the woman, imbecile! Get
them!

{ Exit Cortuffe, mutterig. Mordeaus moves
to the left ond stands near the wings o mo-
ment in a Iis:nn‘nﬂuatﬁrndd. Ai the door
apens, he moves % to center. Enter a
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mast and & woman., The man 5 middle :
moustached and smilimg. His dress, consider
ing the times, is almox foppdh, The woman
i iful, etc. Az the two come in, Mor-
deaux motions: to them ta be silent, He o
toes Lo the door, gmsEl the handle ond

it apen, Coriuffe falls into the room, |

Morneaux: (Ricking him) Get out, sovereign
dog!

{ Exit Cortuffe. )

Monneasrx: De Batz, you choose 3 very danger-
oos way to beoa fool . . . How are you,
Adele?

o Batz; How, dangerous? And why a fool? [
found it necesmary to dee you, my friend, and
you have such a charming insouciance in the
matter of ing reports, How is the Citizen
Danton? Well, I trust.

Monpeaux: Well And in the next room. And
having Paris combed for you by fifey police,
b Batz: Surely more than fifty. | am paying

gixty-three of them not to find me.

ADELE! Andre is right, Jean, You shouldn’s be
here, Danton considers you the most danger-
ous eoyalist in Pars,

DE Batz: Danton flatters me, In truth, you see
the moat da rovalise before you (indi
cates Andre) busily employed a5 Danten’s con

il secremry. How do things progress,
Andre? When will you have the papers?
Monopatx:  Shoctly, no doubt,

pE Batz: “SBhortly, no doubt” You dan't sound
enthugastic,

Moroeanx: I'm not enthusistic,
o Barz: Mot weakening, Andre? Mot afraid?

Appet:  fhaughtily) Perhaps there's another
cause, Jean, One heam z!urf of  Mansizur
Mordesus and a—a patriot. patriot,
some think, A Citoyenne Darcelle.

MoepRAUK: (amgrily) Citovenne Darcelle has
nothing to do with it If I have any interest in
preity  patriots, you can be sure it's not
political,

o Barz: Then what is it, Andre? This weak-

Moroeaux: It's Danton, (rakes a gtep or tuo
away and wheels ond faces de Bare, hands i
pockets) Have you ever known Danton? Have
you ever thought of knowing him, and being
with him, and eating fuod and drinking wine
with him—and then betraying him?

pE Batz: Think of the Cause, Andre, And the

thousand gobd Louds T pay you when you de-
liver those papera.

Morpeax: I'll juse think of the thousand Louss,
if you don't mind. You thmk of the Cause.
The Canse i a fat slug of a Comte de Prov-
ence, safe across the Rhine, while men stay in
Paris to fight his battle right to the stepa of the
guillotine.

Appre: The Cause i more than the Comte de

e, Andre It is vour own clas, and
your must be true o it, Mo matter how this
Citoyenne Darcelle may poison your mind, the
Cause—

Monoeavx: We'll my no more of Citoyenne
Darcelle, As for the Cause—the Cause may
bury itself in hell, and I'll pile fre onit. . . .
I'll just ehink of the thoumnd pold louis . | |,
Danton should be prowd. Christ was only
worth thirty—and that in silver!

pE Barz: | think you relly mean little of this,
Andre, You will do it, of course? Ger the
papcrst

Mospgaux: Of course T'm as good o man @
Judas, I'll got the papem.

ve Barz: Excellent! It will seem different to you
when it is done. When can you pet them?

Moroeaux: They are in Danton's house. I'm
invited there to dinner day after tomorroe.
=

(from ofstage left comes a call, “Andrel™ )

Mosptavix; Danton!

ApELE: Will he come in hereT

Mompgaux: You'll have o get oue. We'll go o
the next room,

nE Batz: He's never seen me. 'm noe afeaid,

Monpgaux: 1 don’t care a damn ghout you, Jean,
When the knife falls on your neck, I'l sit
with the fishwives and cheer, | don’t want him
o find you with me. Come on,

(exeunt, right)



{From the left the call, " Andre!” is repeared.
Then enter Danton. He walks to the center
of the room, frouning. He calls, “Coreuffe!” |
{enter Cortuffe through the door he was
kicked ouz of,)

Daseron: Where is Mordeau?

Conturrn: [ don't know, Citisen-Representa
tive. The last time [ saw Citizen Mordeaux he
was standing in this mom, cursing and swear-
ing and abusing the People hornbly. frubs the
seat of hin pants) Mo doubt the Citizen- g
sentative has noticed the wiy Citizen v
deaux gives himself the pirs of an aristocrat,
and how—

Dawron: Cortoffe, you're a fool. 1 frequently
wonder why Andre does not cut your throat
v+ When he comes hack, tell him I wane him,

{exit Danton }

Corrurre: He's wore than Mordeaus! [ swear
one might as well be living still under the ty-
rang! [walks back end forth, tlking to himself )
It's more than a man ef the People can bear,
By Ged, it @a! 1 don't know how men like him
get elected 1o office, while solid, virteous men
of the People go begging.  If those fools at the
Sectuon ¢ver put me in a worthy position, Tll
teach that Mordeaux a few things sbout Lib-
erty. 1 will, by God! L vl

{there {s a vather timid knock at the door. )

CoaTurFe: Well? Whe is it? Come on, come
an. Who is &7

{the doar ix pushed open timidly. Enter

Cortuffe’s wife, Mare, carrying 4 cloth-
covered dish. )

Mapie; Hello, Jules
Conturrer Well, what 48 it? Why do you
come annoying me? You know 'm busy,

Marse: 1 know, Jules. It's so fine of you to give
&0 much of your time to Prance! [ brought you
m:ﬁnmﬂ‘.

Cosrurre: Eh? Oh, dinner! Very well Set it
there on the desk.

MaNE; (crosing to desk) Is this your office,
Jules, where you and Citizen Danton direct the
war?

Conturre: What? Oh. Oh, yes, this is one of

my offices. Sometimes [ let Danton work here
too, Just noee I have him in another room,
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Mame: (edmiringly) To think you're helping
tox win the wir for France!

CorturrE: (frowning a5 he spreads plares out
ont the desk and begins to eat) | wouldn't call
it “helping,” Maric. [ don't like you to gay
“helping.” Any fool of a peneral can win
battles if there's 2 man of brains behind him
to tell him how, It's like | was telling Robes-
pierre this morming—

Manig: Were you really tlking to Citizen Rob-
espizrre this moming?

Conturrt: Of course! T have him in every day
to give him his instructions. | said to him,
“Maximilien, [ want you o tell all the generals
to—to—" well, of course I ean’t explain my
plan to you, Marie, because that would be giv
ing out war secrees, bt anyway | thought up
1 wery fine plan and eold Maximilien to tell &
to the generals, and [ sxid to him, “Maximilien,
if nny of those generals fail to win buttles with
that plan, Il have them brought to Paris to be
puillotined.” And T wall, too,

Mupre: Oh, Jules! Guillotine the gencrals!

ConTupre: (speakimg with foed im his - mouth )
Have to do i, ie. Have to be stern. It
hurts me, but T must see that my subordinates
give mtisfaction, This i good cake.

Mamig: T'moso glad vou like itf

CorTurre: You should have brought some wine,
though. You'd better go get some. Mo, wait, 1
forgot. T have some brandy here. (gess out
the bottle of brandy and the glass| Pretry
good bmandy, [ got it from the stock of the
tyrant, Lous Capet. [ pouss o drink and lifts
the glass to hia lips}

{from the right comes the sound af voices,
approaching. Cortuffe chobes on the drmk. |

CorTurre: Get out, Run!
MagmE: (stareled) Whar—
Coatorr; Never mind! Get out! Go on! Ron!

{Marie hurries across the room and out the
door, Cortuffe puts back the bromdy,
snatches up the dishes and starts ta followe.
Two steps from the desk, he remembers thar
he hod left the glas out. He returns and
puts it away. By this time the penple
proaching are almost at hand, ]
crawly under the desk and hides.
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{Enter Mordeaux, de Batz and Adale}
Mospeavx: And now, Jen, dnce everything is
arranged, and you have proved yourself a dare-
devil by coming here, T trust you will let me
enjoy your ahsence.
pE Batz: You will have the papers?

Moapeaux: Day after tomarrow,

ok Batz: Splendid! I am sadly mistaken if they
do net prove our admirble patriot to have re-
coived generous bribes when he was with the
army in Belgium,

Morpeatrx: You will send the papers to Robes
plerre!

pe Barz: MWaturally, And he will swoon with
ig‘irlt getting such a splendid chance w de
iwer Citizen Danton to Madame Guillotine,

MornEaux: Amd then?

pr Batz: Why, and then [ will hnd scame way
Tuticn will be over.

ApELE: And then the Comte de Provence and
Reason will retum to France.

o Barz: And Monseur will perhaps perceive
that the boastful de Batz and his gasconnades
are worth something after all

Moepeat: And T shall have & thousand gold
louis! Get gut of here, de Batz, and back to
hell. T musst go in to Danton,

oE Batz: You will feel better when it & over,
Goodhy, then, Will you come with me, Adele?

Anere: TN wait for Andre. T want to talk with
Thim.
ne Barzs (hous) Wery well. Au revoir, fest)
Momsmaux: There's nothing o talk about, Adele.
ApprE: Pm osure there's a great deal. Tl wait,
Maonnearng; As you wish, fexit left)
f out the last seene Cortuffe has been
squatting under the desk, indicating emotions
. trinmph, cice=by pantomime.
Mow Adele, alone in the room, walky in ks
direction, bt before she reaches the desk
the opening of the door couses her to turn
arcund, )

{enter Charlotee Darcelle.)

C:;:me; Oh! [ thought Andre — Citizen

desux—
Anwvre: (frostly) He jan't here.
CHARLOTTE! [ hesitates, then closes the door,

leans against i, swrveying Adele with manifest
disepproval) Who ane you?

Apere: 1 coold repeat the question, bue T shan'e,
You must be Andre's pretty patriot.

Crarrorre: Certamly a patriot. Perhaps not
pretty, and perhaps not Andres. (eroses the
room slowly, staring steadidy at Adele) But
why di you sneer, [giww_nm:? Has it become a
disgrace to be a patriot in Paris? “Andre's
pretey patriot!” On my word, you sound like
Andre's pretty royalist!

Appiy: Certainly not o royalist. Parhaps pretty,
and perhaps Andre's.

CHARLOTTE: (miling nastily ) Surchy, my dear,
you don't pretend o be Andre's mistresal

Appre: Pretend?

CHARLOTTE: My dear, idle boasting doesn't be-
COme you,

Avern;  (angrily) Idle boasting! Why don'
you ask Andre?

Crantorre: Oh, T don’t doubt you. Yoo may
very likely be Andre’s mistress,

AptLE: Ha! (twrns her back disdamfully )

CrHanvorre: But you must have been terrihly
lonely these last few months,

Aonce: [rurming quickly) Why, you—you—

CrHARLOTTE: Patrlee? You called me that before.

ADELE: [abmost screaming | Do you think Andre
would have anything o do with a woman of
your kind?

CHARLOTTE: (loring her compossire] My kind?
My kind, Citoyenne? And just what is a wom
an of wiy kind? A patriot, o republican, a
woman of the People. Do you sneer ae that,
Cit?rmnt? Then what kind of 3 woman are
yo?

ApeLE: fturns her back again) I have nothing
more to sy to you.

Cusplorte: You've said too much already, But
don't be afraid, my lovely aristocrat. T shan't
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drag you o the guillotine, OF course, [ don’t
know what Andre will do when 1 tell him
what kind of vermin infests his office,
Anmw:  (focmg Charlome agoin)  Are you so
certain Andre considers: aristocracs vermin?

Cuanrotre: Noo 1 think Andre would feel it
bensath him to consider aristocrats at all

Apprr: What woald you think if you found
him to be an aristocrat himsel 7

Cramiorre: (laughs] My dear, your passion is
affecting your brain . . ., Where is Andre?

{Adele murns auay agein in sleace. )

CH.LI‘;I&.O'I'TH Newer mind, I'll look for him
{ sw:h:ngl:t.mm;unbrfmiuhmrn
the stagel Il tell Andre what you sid,

will amuse him. (exie)

Avern: (looking sfter her) Fishweife! If Andre
really has such a taste for garbage, he may have
v, But he'll toke the pullotine, too!

{Adele walks downstage right, approuching
the deskt, Coming in fromt of it, she sees
Coreuffe, soreams )

ferawly out and stands wp) Well?

ADELE: (hﬁ;kinq.: Irttle away from him) How
lang have yiu there?

ConTuree:

Comturen: Long enough.
ApeLE: Whae did you hear?
ConTuFeE: - Everything!
ApeLE: What? Tell me what

CorTurre: (ticking of the points on his fingers)

wumm-\mmcm l]-thcrrdn}.uu

an aristocrat, L you are an enemy of the

People, that Mordeaux is an enemy of the

People, that Danton has committed some come

WTL:P&WL\' that Mardeaux is going to
betray Danton.

ApELEr What are you guing to do?

CorTurFEr Do you wonder, lover of tyranmy?
What does a good patriot always do when he
discovers ciedevanis™ He does what any man
af virtue wiuld do—delivers them to the butch-
er and listens to them squeal!

Avprr: No!

CoaTurre: Yes, by Godl | never dreamed of
such fortune| The teo of them in my hands!
Abuse a virtuous man of the People, will they?
Ha! Iil destroy them both, Fimt TNl betry
Mordeaux to Danton, and Danton will guille-
ting Mordeaux, Then TH betray Danton 6o
Robespierre, and Robespicere will guillotine
Dasstun, Ha! They'll all Jules Cortuffe the
Savior of France yet! By God, they will!

(enter Mordeano, left, as Cortuffe concludes )

Morppaux:  wot uru:leraumﬁns situation  and
speaking with _fri‘wir;ﬂ What's this, Cortuffel
Did [ hear vou say "by God™? T suppose you'll
tell me you didn’t knew the Convention had
abalished God, Thiz is counter-revolutionary,

el

Conturre: You'll discover what's eounter-revos
lutionary, by heaven!

Moroeaim: Again! Certainly [ misst report you
to your Section! Swearing by ald: I'uhma:l
tnstitutions  ¢ondemned by  the Bovereign
People! Surely you must die for it

CoRTurFe:

MoRDEAUX: [dropping frivelicy | Get out, marine.
You weary me,

Cosrurre: Swine! You'll discover—
Monppaux: Get out!
CorTUrPE:

Monnpaux; Perhaps naot, II:E:E up to kim, seiz-

I won't be the one to—

You can't order me any maore!

ing him by the collay, propels him g0 the door
and throws him ept. Mordeaux closes the door,
turns back to Adele, wiping his hands carefully
om fs handkerchief. |

ApELE: You shoulde't have done that, Andre
He's danperous.

Mororaux: 5o are open cespools.

Aneves Bue he knows—everything about you—
about de Batz and Danton. i

MospEau: What!

Avpgre: He was hiding—under the desk. He
heard all you mid to de Batz. He's going o
betray wou to Danton.

MoroEaun: Maybe that's the best finish to it

ADELE: Andre! You're not yourself. Surely you
ean & something,
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Mogneaux: What? Kill Cortuffe? An admirable
project, but dangerous. Madame Guilloting dis-
approves the the extermination of sach sterling
men of the People.

APELE: Any ik for the Cauvse i worthwhile,

Mosoras: Damn the Cause! Will you ever
understand, Adele, that [ am doing this thing
out of baseness? Because [l be paid-a
rhmnmfntit? And becanse | hare this
Prople of Cortuffe more than | hate the Comte
de Prowvence, But net much more,

Appin: But you must do something! I Dinton
learns of the plot, you'll be killed,

Moroeaux: And if T remove Cortuffe, T be
leilked,

Aperp: Then escape Leave Paris You can get
papers for ua both and—

Mospeaux: And what about your pious Cause?
You're not very consistent, Adele

ApEL®: Can one be consistent when one is-in
lowe?

Morpeanx: Let's not discuss Jove

Apere: Why do you torture me?

Morpeaux; You torture yourself,

Anerstz | puts her arms around his neck) Why
don’t you love me, Andre?

MospEAUX: f'.g:m:fs her awrists and releases him-
self) T'm sure 1 don’t konow, (walks to the
desk and leans agwinst ic) 1 simply don'e; 1
never have; 1 never shalll TI'm sure T never
gave any indication that | did

Avecy: (Bigterfv) [t's that shrewish patrot,

MorpEAUX: [wearily) Very welll It's that
shrewish patriot.

Angri: Why should you prefér her to me?

Mosnear: Are vou asking me to insule you?

ApELe: | insist you answer me.

MoroEAux: (sharply) Very well, I'll answer
you. T prefer her becawse ahe's tneelligent and
vou're stupid, because she's lovely while you're
anly pretty, and because—besause . . . . And
because she's an orphan while you have that
horrible mother.

Aperr: What's the matter with my mother?

Morpeatx: God knows,

ApeLe: You needn't sneer at my mother. Any-
one may have bittle oddites,

Mompeaux: Perhaps. Bur few old aristocrams
feel called upon to make speeches in defense
of the Sovereignty of the Unwashed People on
the steps of the Guillotine.

ApeLe: Did Mother do that?
MorpeAux: She did Wearng a red cip.

ADELE: Goodnesal Well, Mother always wan a
refarmer. Anyway, it keeps her from being
guillotined for being an anstocrat.

Mompeaux: Bah! The guillotine wouldn't be
bothered with her.

Apein: How did we get to talk about Mother?
{wraps her arms avound his neck ageim ) Andre,
don’t be s creel (o me

Mompgaux: (Oh, for Gods sake—

{Enter Charlotie, lefe, unheard, Adele sees
her over Mordeaux's shoulder. She, Adele,
leans forwerd suddeniy and kisses Mordeanx
on the mouth, |

CHanvorre: Apparently I interrupt.

Morpeaux: (tweming) Charlotte!

Craprorre: I'm sorry. 'l go

Monoeaux: Charbotee!  Woait!
(Charlotte turns to go. Mordeaux steps o
her side, seizes her wrist and pulls her Back
imto the room. }

Morpeatrx: There's no peed for you o be a
fool too,

(She struggles. not too stremuously, and he
holds ker. Adele stands by, looking defiant
and triumphant, |

CHARLOTTE; Let me go.

Morppavx: I'll ke vou go when you understand
what happened,

Croancorre: | undesstand well enough. T o
you ke her.

Mokneauz: You mw her kis me. (0 Adele)
Tell her what happened.

ADELE: | presume she saw what happened,
Mu;i_ﬂmuxz Tell her you kissed me against my
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Aperr:  fsmiling) 1 don't think she'd believe
it. She can see that P'm not big cnough and
strong enough,

Monneaux: Dnum you, Adele. (o Charlotte)
You musta’t her.
CHaruorTe: 1 believe what | see

Morprany: And you saw me kiss her?
CramioTTE: Yes,

Mospeaux: Very well  (Pulls her forcefully
into his arms and kisses her, holding it gquite
a lomg time. She relaxes conventionall lfn.-r @
fewr Jummi:. Adele, ll'-llhd;ﬂ! by h[Lfm
watches in mounting rage, diggng her finger-
natls into the desk, )

Moroearn: Now she's seen me kiss wou,
CHARLOTTE: [whispers) Yes

ApELE: [ hate you!

MioroEaux: [looking ot Charlotte] Yes
Appre: [ hate wou, 1 eell you!

{looking at Andre) Yes

ApELE: Oh! (moves across 1o the door, tumming

a5 she opers it) TN destroy you hefore T'm
done!  [exit)

Cuamrorrs: Who s that woman?
Mospeawx: One Citoyenne Barentiere,
CHARLOTTE: She's an aristocrat
MornEaux: {startled) What!

CHARLOTTE: | know it would shock you, But
it's true, She practically admitted e
Monpzaux: She did?

CHARLOTTE: She hinted at something ele —
you'll laugh at this, Andre—she as much as
mid that wou were an anstocrut too!

MonpEAUR: [silence )

Crarrorre: Well? Aren't vou going to deny

it—or explain why she would say such a thing

about you, or—
Moroaax: No,
Cuaniorre: Not Andrel What do you mean?

Monp#aux: | pdest nervously before facin h:r}
Imntha.tldmtthlnktﬁgcmfm

CHARLGTTE:

should have to deny to you or admit 9 you or
explain to you, [ take you for what you are,
unconditionally. [ expect you to tuke me the
mame way—uwithout guestions, without explena-
tions, without conditions.

CHarLoTTE: | understand. T think T do. Any-
wiy, | lenow you wouldnt do anything dis-
honorable,

MospEAux: \.’::uhw nithing  abouz ml:.H:
might very do something  dishonora
For all you know | may be a thief, or o crimi-
nal, or a traitor. I may have just come from

tting a knife in the back of my best friend,
Flm.ay just going to. You must sail love me.
Do yeus understand?

Craniorme:  Andre, vou frghten me! [I've

never koown you like thiz  It's so confusing!
ordeaux takes her in his arms again and
mﬂhﬂ'. rather Jonger this time, |

Mompeaux: e should be less confusing.
CrarvorTe: It i

{There iz a knock at the door to which the
e 1 the room pav no attention. Then 4
woman's voice calls: “Andrel Oh, Andre/" )

Morpesux: Good Losd!
Cuoartorrs: Who ia it?
Moroeaurx: Citoyenne Barentiere's foul mother.
Vorce: Yoo-hoo! Andre!

Monpeaisx: Let's get out of here, ['want to see
Danton, anyway. Come on,

CHartoTTe: But | scarcely know Danton, He
woubda't want me coming in his offce,

Monpgaux: MNensense! You're a pretty waman;
Danten will be delighted,

fexit Mordeaux and Charlotte)

{mare calling and bengng on the door ous-
side. Then enter Madame de Barentiere.
She 13 short, far, middle-aged, Her apparel is
that of a wealthy gristocratic magrom, bui a
revolutionary cdp i3 set jauntily on her head, )

BsremmiERE: Andre! Andrel (looks around)
Mo Andrel Oh, well. {walks bouncily across
o the desk, sty dowm, streiches and sighs as
with exhoustion. Suddenly ahe smiffs as if
catching a scent and sits up straighe. ) Brandy|
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searches through the desty, miffing thougheful-
%, wnearths the houle of brandy, looks at it
nppmuiug:,l Beandy, brandy, brandy! (drinks
from the bostle ) Ah, hrandy!

{emter Cortuffe )

BanExTiEnE: [smiling pleasanly | Hello, [rakes
another drink from the bottle) Looking for
somehody?

Cowtuerr: (eminpusly) T'm locking for some-
hoady, all right

Banenmere: Oh, looking for somebody! Good!
80 am | looking for somebody, Who are you
leoking for?

CorTurre: Danton.

BanenTirre: Danton? Great man of the People!
Fine man of the People! T'm looking for Andre
Mordeaux. Seen him?

Conruers: [ have no tme to see filthy aristo-
crats,

Banenriene: Who, Andre? A filthy anstocrat?
ConTurrE: The Alrlest!
BanewTiERE: (clicks her mgu{d Imagine! And

iy daughter wants to marry him, Tl have o
tell her he's o Blthy aristocrat . . . . But then,
my daughter’s a Bithy aristocrat, oo Good-

ness, g0 am Il Imagine! A filthy aristocrat!

Cowrurre: All aristocrats should be tortured to
death,

Bamewmman: Just what T say! My very words!
Domn my eyes, if it's not! (pounds the desk)
Damn my eyea! (locks up, pleased) That's an
English expression; it means zut glovs, Damn
my eyes. if 1 dom't think all arstocrats should
be boiled in oil, Except me, of course. And
my daughter. Oh, and Andre, too, if he's
really  filthy arstocrar, Couldn't boil Andre
in oil, Mo, eo, Wouldn't do, wouldn't do.

{Cartuffe starts toward the entrance to Dam-
ton's office

ConTUrre: fover his shoulder] I'm going to
cateh an aristocrat for Madame Gudllotine,

fexit)
BanenTiERE: Good hunting,
{ Baventiere leans i the chair, drinking

brandy. Presently loud voices are heard from
the Teft, then screnms from Cortaffe. )

P

Banesriene: (shaking her head) Too bad, mo
bad. Shouldn't try to catch anistocrats bigger
than he i&. Foolish, foolish,

{There is the sound of a doer openimg, and
Corteiffe lands on his face on the seage, Den-
von's woice following him—"And stay out,
pigt”}
Bapenmene: fbrightdy) Hullsl Yoo back?
Contuere: |picking himeelf up) Fool!

Panewrmae: Well, ye2 you are, as 0 matter of
fact, Trinng to catch a big aristocrt all by
yourself] When setting out to catch a big aris-
tocrat, always take help. My prime rule of
lifie.

CorTuFre:  Apparently the idiot wants to be
betrayed, Maybe 1 should let him.

Bapertmen: Certainly! Geod fidea!

Cosrurre: Mo, by God, T won't! IT T bee Mor-

deaux betray him, Danton dies, and Mordeaux

feee. Dut if [ inform Danton, Mordeaus

i, and Danton dies woo—when | tell Robes-
pierre what 1 know,

BarenmiEneg: Oh, do you know Rn];:rn-e? Da
you really? lsn't he the dearest livdle man! I
could just love him!

Conyurre: Tl sell—

BarewmiEne: Oh, no, don't tell him, I tell
him myself when 1 get a chance. Only, | never
geem to get o chance.

Corruere: 'l tefl Danton sbout Mordeso if
1 hawe to te him to muke him listen to me.
(Woalks to the deal, takes the botile o brandy
and drinks. Swacks hic lpg and deinks agein,
lenger. )

Barenriene: Tell me about Robespierre. Is he
o good friend of yours?

CorTurre: Oh, good enough. (drinks)

BamesTEre: (admirmgly] Damn my cyes!

Conrurre: Yes, Magimiliens o good fellow. I've

Commit-

mmnttadt[nm:inglﬂmmﬂu
tee of Public Saféty.

BaxEnmiEeg: Did you really pot him on the
Committme?

Coaturre: Certainly T did. He eame begping
arcund—"Jules, please let me be on the Com-
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mittee, Jules, please let me be on™ So [ let
him. fdrinks] Do vou blame me for i&F Do
you?  Well? Do you dare hlame me?

Bangrrieng: Damn my eyes f T dol

CorTurFe: I'll let him stay on just so long as he
behaves himself and does what [ tell him, Mot
a minute longer. The minute he starts disobey-
ing me, off he goes! Tust like that! (tries to
anap his fingers and fails; drinks} I wan't stand
for disobechence, and that goes for Maximilien
just a§ much as any of the rest of them. Dan-
ton, Saint-Just, Cambon, Carnot, Tallien—all
of them! Discheying me, are they? [l kick
“em back to the putter; Maximilien fiest. Maxi-
milien on his face in the gutter|

BamenTiRe:  Oh, nol Wouldn't do, wouldn't
do. Get him all dirty!

CorturrE: Can't help that. He should hnve
thought of that befare he smrted disobeving
me, I kick him nght into the gutter,

BapenTiERe: Bur he's guch a wweet listle man.
Please don'e doit.
Conrurre: By God, I will,

BaRENTIENE:  (resi by) Well, if you must,
you must; but | it's mean, (takes out a
watch and looks at 4] Oh, my goodnesst Tl

have to hurry, or Tll be late for the executions,
Want to come with me? The executions have

been pcneu:i:_ good lately. Yesterday we had a
marquis. Today they sy there’s poing to be
a count.

Corrurre: Good! | despise counts. Down with
all aristocratat

Barimmeee: Vive la Républigue!

ConTurre: Down with tyrunts!

BangxmEny: WVive I Liberts!

Conrurre: Down with the rich!

BARENTIERE: Wive le Peuple!

Conrurre: Down with practically everything!

BapgmmiERn:  Vive—vive—well, wive Peap-de
vie, Come on. 'We'll be Inte for the count,

(exit Baventiere wmd Cortuffe, arm in arm,
nmging the Marseillaise )

{enter Danten, lefe)

Darron: What's this hormble shouting? Who
i3 it? Who dares disvach Danton?

femter Comille and Lucifle Desmouling b
Dinton: Apparently the o has e else-
where. o

{onter Mordeaux and Charlotee |
Luoee: We must go, Camille.

Danron: Mot yet; T want to tlk tooyoun. You
have the seventh number ready?

CHARLOTTE: [do Mordesux) Seventh number of
what?

Monogaux;
paper.

Camrre: It's ready. Whether my publisher will
dare print it, T don't know.

Lociar: It's so dangerous! [ wish he'd bum it

Danmon: Monsense! Who can talk of d‘éﬂﬂf‘
when the destiny of France ia concerned? 3
did you sy in it, Camille?

Casmie: Enough, That the Convention 45 a
mass of spineless slaves, led by whatever stri
the Committes of Public Safety wishes m
It is dangerous, Danton.

Darvmon: Weakness, Camille?

CamiLie: For yourself as well as me, my friend.
Rebespierre will rage when he reads i,

Daxron: Bah! Robespierre can go mad over
it for all of me!

Canmee: Robespierre is powerful,

Dawron: Is Danton a weakling?

CaMiLtE: He means to bring you to the Tri-
bunal.

Le Viewx Cordelier—Camille's

Dawrow: Bring we to the Tribunal? Me? Tt
would be necessary Gt to amest me. Wha
would dare to arrest Danton?

Luoctite: I'm oso afraid.

Danron: Wha can affard to be afmid? France
i at stake! Frince—betrayed by knaves, trod-
den and besten and bled! “What has Pacia
becomis but 4 huge s]uughudrhmdmumlirtﬁd and
i hy butchers who wade leod in
ﬂatm‘:f.m of Liberty! Men hide in cellars like
rats, shops are cinsed and people starve, sons
stab thelr mothers lest they betrny them! This
carnage must stop! 1, Danton, say it must stop,
and it shall stop! They sy Danton started the
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Terror, and now he wants to end 42, So! Dan-
ton - started the Terror to save France; now
Daneent will stop the Terror—to save France.

Lucnie; Theyll kill you—both of wou

Danmora: Sa? All eight, let them kill me, if
Prance is saved, More. Let everything 1 have
done be l'nuﬁ:tm—!et my name wither and
dry up and utterty and forever fargotten,
let posterity know nothing ar all of a man
named Danton who loved his country—let this
happen, und T shall be glad, if France iz sxved.

CamiLLe; You glve me cournge.

DPaxmon: Surely you don't need it. Who re
quires courage to SMMp On Vermin?

Lucmie: W must gn, Camille

Daweron: Tl go with youw (turmd to Andre and

Charlatte) Andre, you and Citoyenne Dar-
celle will ding with me Wednesday?

CrantorTe: 5o good of you

Mommgaux: We'll be there,

Dawron: Au revoir. [exit with Lucille ond
Camille)

CHanuorTe: Tan't he wonderful?

Morouaux: He's very nearly a god | . . . That
mikes the Judas pamllel so much closer.

CHARLDTTE: What?

Mompeauy: Nothing, nothing: I was thinking
of 3 man—a man who sold his soul to the devil

CrancorTe: Andre! What an awful thing to
Y.

MoroEai: Mo, Not awful, really, Only for
the devil, The man's soul was worthless.

{curtain})

ACT TWO
SCENE ONE

Two days lacer. The library, in Danton’s home,
Evening

The voom i quite vichly furmished, Book
shelver stamd ggoingt the rear wall for much of
its lemgeh, At left, upatage, there {5 a amall secre-
iy with 4 Lowis ﬁmu chair before it, Two
similar chairs are to be seen downstage lefi; snd

. i

u:ﬁh. factng them is a red sofa, with a small
stand or taboret at ong end of in

Ag the curtam vises, enter Danton, Gomille
Desmoiling and Mordeaux. Danton holds & jouwr-
nal dn his hands and is reading from i, smiling.

Dartori:  flookimg up) Ah, Camille! My ex-
cellent Camille! This will make the madmen
pause, Have you rend this, Andre?

Mompeaux: (mervonsiy) All Paris has read it
I imagine that iz why Camille is worried,

Darmor: What! Worred? Why ghould he be
warrigd?

Morpravx: He has as muoch as called Bobes:
pierre & butcher.

DawTos: Hal So! He has called Robespierre
a butcher. And who has told you, Andre, that
it is criminal to cill butchers butchers?

CasaLie; | foremyg his courage) And can o man
who has Danton on his side be afraid of Robes-
pierre!

Damron: Ah, more than Danton, my friend.
¥You have France on your side. You are purg:
ing Prance of filth, and France will praise you
for it; Prance will adore for it [Glonces
at paper; folds it w:u-H:ju I shall preserve
this jewel, (Goes upstage to the book shelves,
pulls out o section of a ahelf and drops Ca-
mille's jowrnal mto a concealed box. ) There,
Somicday, when o great writer is writing the
Ficgraphy of Camille Desmoulins, 1 shall tke
thiz out and show it to him. “Here!™ 1-shall
sy, “read for yourself how a noble patriot
saved his country.”

CamiLe: Yeu praizse too generously
Shall we rejoin the ladies?

Daxroee: By all means. Coming, Andre?

Morpzatx: 1—if you don't mind, 1 think T shall
li= down here on the sofa for 4 few minures.
[—(glonces nervously a: che book sheif ]—1
scern o have developed a rather severe head-
nchi.

DanTon; feoncernad ) My dear friend, how an-
noying! Let me get you something.

MompEaun: Mo, nol Nothing, thank yow It
will mo away presenthy. Just let me mke &
moment’s rest. (st down om the safs)

Damrox: To be sure, Jofn us us soon os you
feel better, Come, Camille, (moves toward
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dooy with Camille) 1If you want snything,
Andre, call Jecques, (exit with Camille)

(Asz the door cloes. Mordeaux rives, He
stunds before the sofa for @ moment in hesi-
tation. ‘Then he moves across the room 1o
the book ohelf, Buickly he pulls back the
section of shelf av Danton had done, veaches
behind it and takes out an oblong bax, He
puts the hox on the secretary and beging to
g through the papers it containg. He pouses
ofice or tuice to fook cerefully ar & paper,
removes o counple and puta them beside the
box. -Asx ke moves to replace the box, the
door ppens. Enter Jacgues, o sevvant, carry
ing d glass. }

Jacoues: Citizen Mordeaux! (sees Andre az the

boak shelves) Ohl

Momppaug: (sharply ) What do you swarnt?
Jaogues;  (locking suspicionsly ar Mardeaus |

Citizen Danton sent you' something for your
headache.

Monneaux: (hiding bax with his body) Wery
well, Put it on the table.

GCques o5 the glass on the stand by the
:Ir{ja.q Mﬁ:ﬂt, m:gtl'mtm:. watches him as
ke very deliberately akes his leave. Ax the
door clases, Mordease: thrusts the papers he
has taken ont of the box imto @ coat pocket,
veplaces the boo and swimgs the shel] into
place, He iz walling dounitage as Charlotte

enters,)
Cranyorre: There you are, Andre!
Monresing; (atartled | Charlotte!

CHARLOTTE; (erostes to meet kim) Danton told
me you were il Do you feel betrer now?

Morneaux: Yes—that #—n0, not much,

CHARLOTTE: Andre, you look so strunge! Is
something wrong!

Monpeaux: Nething, nothing.

CHARLOTTE:  (puts her hand to hix forehead

You're warm. Perhaps a licle wir would
you good. Shall we walk in the garden?

Moroeaux: Yes—good! Yies; the garden by all

Mmeans.
{Exeunt lefe. Euter, right, Jecqgues, backing

inta the room in frome of Jean de Batz )

Jagums:  (humbly ) Yes, Citizen,

o Barz: And next time be less quick to speak
disrespectfully to your betters

Jaoguns: Yes, Citizen,

oE Barz: (meving a hond to 2 pocket) 1 think
even et | shall repost you to the Committes.

Jaogues: (rerrified) Citizen, I beg you

pE Barz: [ prevends to hesitate ) Well—this time
I pardon you, - Sirive to be worthy of my gen-
erosity,

Jargues: Oh, 1 promiss i, Citizen. 1 go now
to inform Citizen Dianton that you—

vE Batz: Net Danton, blockhead, Tt's Andre
Muordeaux I wish to see. Find him and send
him here. Be quick!

Jacgues: Cenainly, Cicizen! Right sway, Cit-
fen, fexit}

oE Batz: (walks downstage ) Liberty, Pruternity
and Egualityl And the greavess of these is
Equality! Hal

{enter Mordeare, left)

Moroeaux: (looking back and specking to some-
onie offstagel Tl bring it night away, my dear.
{ Eurns sees de Batz) Jean!

Batz: (sl Preciscly, He d
BE ﬁ? (smiling ) . n Lt Yo

MompEaux: forossng ! Modman! What are you
doing here?

pe Barz: 1 came for the papers.

MogpEsuzx: In Danton’s own howsel

pE Bavz: Have you the papers?

Moroesun: How did you get in?

peE Barz: I knocked on the door and was ad-
mitted, There was o little dificulty with the
servaent, bt 1 gold him [ wis an ageat of the
Committee of Public Safety, and he became
iim'l: amiable. You kaow, Andre, sunetimes

think the creation of the Commirtes was a

fine thing. One has oaly to cll oneself ds
agent oo receive the most excellent service any-
where in Paris, Only yesterday—

MogoEaux: You must pet out of here imimes
diztely! If Danton sees your—

pe Barz: My dear Andrel You ere developing
& tad caze of nerves. If Danton sces me, 1 shall
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merely hove to tnvent some very clever e,
that’s all, However, Il go if it will sase your
mind, Give me the papers,

Moroeat: Give you my soul, you mean,

o Barz: Bhall we be poetic some other tims,
dear bay, when we have maore leisre?

MorneEaux: Are you entirely without feelings,
Jean?

oE Barz: On the contrary, 1 have very beauti-
ful feehings, But I keep them well regulnced.
And 1 do not allew them to condlict, as you do,

Monneaux: Conflict?

pE Batz; Use your resson, my friend. There
are mMany wery p-:n.-crhﬂliﬂiulmg which E:
urging to give me APErE: Pour
aire m‘: dn'lmmad E.f‘\'ﬂl.l.lifﬂll% YOI
lmmthing for this unclesn mob that B roling
Pars, your sympathy for your many friends
who have been driven from thels country or
whi remain here hiding in terror, your love
for Adele—

Monpeaux: Damn Adele!

ng Batz: well, domn Adele. Buot there sl
PRI hum;cl:ﬁu of your friends, hundreds of
peaple who have received you into their homes,
thousands of men and women of the clas from
which you come, whom you can help now to
gave from ranlq.rukmgmpapcnfm
your pocket and ge them to me  And
ag;jm.:;]l these powerful urgings stands one
single feeling in opposition—your admiration
for Danton, Reflect, Andrel A schoolboy hero-
worship of one man agninst o debt of lovaley
to a class and a duty to o nation. Compare,
Andre!

MorpEAUE: You think T have not? You think
I haven't mid to myself o thopsand tmes what
smid 1o me just now? Would T be coming

in here to kill my best friend in his own house
if 1 were not sure that be must die if the
France he loves so much is o be saved? [ know
it; T ahall do it But there i# nothing to stop
me from cursng the fate that drives me wi it
Mothing me from cursing you, de Batz
I think | shall always curse you,

pE Batz: My Andeel Curse me if you must
Bmmerﬂuhudnmmm..,.
Give me the papers.

MospEaux: (eighs) Jean, | sometimes think 1

should bke to understand yow, [reaches to-
werd a picket) Here are your papers,

{While Andre's hand 5 m his Fl'.'ll.'ktl.‘. enter
Charlotee, lefe |

CHantorTe: Andre, [—dh, you're busy!

MonpEaux: (twrming, hiding hil confusion, with
drawtng his hand) No, no. Come in, Char.
loete. me: introdece wou o a frend of

mine, (Cherlotee crosses to join them.) Cito-
yenne Citoyen Grandin,

CHamporTe: A pleasure.

pE Batz: Charmed, Citoyenne,

Mosoratn; T have been neglecting Citoyenne
Darcelle, Jean. 1 wazs on my way o get her
coat when I met you. (o her) 1 shall ger it
immedintely, Charlotee,

CHamiorre: Mo, | think I have had enough of

= the garden. [ shall jomn the others. You pentle-
men will accompany me, perhaps®

Mosneavx: Of course,

pE Barz: If you will excuse me, perhaps | shall
take o tum in the garden myself,

CHARLOTTE: Andre, if you and Citoyen Grandin
have affairs to descuess—

oE Batz: Mot at all, Citovenne, We were walk-
ing of httle things. Pray do not desolate our
good Andre by depriving lim of your com-
Ly

MorpEAud: 'l see you some other time, then,
Jean. (exit, righe, with Cherlotre)

rlwk:ng after ﬂun} The pretty pate
riat! lements the
hero- wm'uhlp. ch, J‘m.dm'l' mgwr

nE BaTT:

to the door
at the left, tums with i'u-i hand on the knok
to: look omce more after Mordeause and

lotte, then exit.)

{ Enter; righe, Cortuffe, pushing Jacques inta
the voom, |

CorTurre: When [ say I want something done,
m.ymu.n,lwmtltd?:u 1 don't want to be

argued with,

Jaogues: But J—

Conrurre; A fine state the country’s coming o
when rabhle like you dare to argue with men
of the People like me.
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Jsoques: But 1 have to—

CorTurre: What! More argument! Know you
that when the People speak, they will be

aheyed!

Jaoques: Hang the People! What have [ to do
with the People when I'm on an ermnd for an
agent of the Committee of Public Safety?

ConTures: Committes of Public Safety! (pouses
a lietle: them, blustering as before) Bah, what
would a i agent want with you?

Jacgues: He wants me to find Andre Mordeaux
for him, that's what.

Corrurre: How? Andre Mordeaux? A Come
mittee agent wanta Andre Mordeaux? In what
way docs he want him?

Jacoues: What do you mean, in what way?

Coruert: I'm speaking Prench, am | nomt? 1
gimply mean in what way. Did he sem anci-
inas, stern, friendly—what?

Jaoues: He scemed rather friendiy—in a stern
way.

Conrurre: Did he say anything? Whae did he
may?

Jaogues: He just sid Twas oo tell Cltoyen Mor-
draux. that Citoyen Grandin wished to ==
him.

Cogrurrr: Grundin!

Jsmques:; Yes, Geandin, He was to wait for

eiux here o this room, but T guess he
went to Jook for him himaeelf

Coprurre: This Grandin, i he tall, with faney
counter-revelutionuey clothes and a way of de-
spiging the People?

Jacgues: Well, yes, in & general way.

ConTurre; It's the smme man! [ know it is! In
Danton's house—the two of them! Go and
eell Danton I want to see him ot onee.

Jaeques: He'll come running at your command,
I suppose. Anyway, Citoyen Grandin told me
to- find ux

Cosruert: Never mind what Citoyen Grandin
tofd you. Citoyen Grandin s a royalist spy.

Javgues: You simpleton, 1 just told you he's an
gent of the Committee of Public Safety.

Conurre: Hal Observe who i clling me a
simpleton, Undemstand that I'm o man of ex-
w As a man of general experience 1

that not-afl wha call themsebven agents of

the Committee are really agents of the Com-
mittee. As & man of particular experience I
know that this Citizen Grandin is a roynlise
B,
Jaoques: (doubifully ) How do you know it?
Comrurre: | have my methods, MNow don't stand
arguing. Go ferch Danton,

Jaogues: "Go feech Danten!™ Who do you
think Danton 187

CorTuFrr: A representative of the Soverciin
People whose life | have decided to save

Jacgues: Well—he may come and ook at you.
Il eall him. (exie)

Conturee: Impudent rascall These luckeyd need
to be taught respect for men of the People
Their tongues won't be so guick when their
heads are in the basker! (walks doumstage | So
Citoyen Grandin has come to Duneon’s house
to see Andre Mordeaux! [The door at the
lefe opens silently, and de Batz enters, soatch-
ing Cortuffe wnseen.) Two royaliss and a
moderate at the mercy of Jules Cortuffel I'll
diehiver all three of them o the guillotine, T'T
pee their heads chopped off—one, two, three
Grandin and Mordeavx first, then Danton!

pE Batz: Ien't this o i bloody?

CorTurrt: (whirla) Youl

pE Barz: Citoyen Grundin, at your service. You
were speaking of having my head chopped off,

ConTurre: Royalist spy! Yoo're in the hunda
of Jules Cortuffe now; and Jules Cortuffe
means to deliver you to the Revolutionary
Tribunal!

oE Batz: (walking roward Cortuffe, looking him
ouer eritically) You are @ man of the People,
Jules Curruﬂi?

Corrurre: You'll know I'm 2 man of the People
when T deliver you to—

pt Batz: Tell me, Jules Cortuffe, have you ever
bathed?

CorrTurre: Impudent dog, damned—

ne Batz: [ speak purely out of curiosity, and
with no intention of trying to insult you.

Conturre: Despicable traitor, foul-mouthed roy-
alist, cursed—

pE Barz: Mo doubt you ger caught oot in the
rain occasionally, and that must wash off some
of the dirt. Sall—
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CorTurrE: You'll wish you'd been respeceful to
Jules Cortufle, you royalist pig, when the Tii-
bunal hes fimished with you,

pe Batz: You have used the term “::Ea!li.n"
several times, Jules Cortuffe, May 1 why
wyou apply it to me?

Corrurre: Because | know what you are

pE Batz: Ah, buta [cﬂuuv:hbmr: in the public
caues you must know that memor f3 very inis-
leading.

Conrurre: I don't speak of rumor. | spesk of
face.

pe Birz: Yes? And how did you sequire this
fact?

Conrurre: [ have my methods. T know all nhout
your conversation with Mordeaux in Danton’s
office two days ago, when Mordeaun promised
L0 get you papers proving that Danton took
bribes when he was with the army in Belgium,
And T know yon want them becaiise e in
the pay of the ci-devant Comte de Provence,

pr Batz: Ahl Renllyl You know a preat deal,
my excellent Jules Cortuffe. And surely this
prodigious information s worth  something,
(takes o hillfold from his pocker, opens it
fingern a laver of assipnats) \ﬁ’}mt we sy
—q thousnd francs?

CorTurre: You can's bribe & man of my charac-
ter.

on Barz: Mo, not with & thowsand, surely, Sup-
pose we o to twal

CorTurre! You pile up insults,

of Batz: Well, we'll po the limit at once. Five
thowsand frarcs i your hand.

Conrurrn: Keep your dirty, worthless nssigeats

oE Barz; (smiling) Oh, not dirty, T made the
money myself, and I wouch for its being spoe-
lesaly clean. But woethles, T grant you, T per-
ceive that you, like myself, are something of
an amateur cconomist. Sometime we mudt pet
togecher and discuss the evils of inflation. Per-
haps we might prepare a paper far the govern-
ment. But now to business, What do you say
to fifty gold louis?

Corrurre: Fifty gold—ns, cume you, you on't
bribe me.
e Barz: Oh, my admirible Cortuffe, [

wouldn't think of hohing wiun?dmp]y wigh

to be allowed to deposit with you 2 hundred
louis o insure your priceles friendship,

Coaturre; A hundred—you said a hundred
lonia?

pE BATZ: You hear very well.

Comturre: In gold?

pE Bars: Beautiful, shining yellow pold,

CorTUrrE: Give them to me.

oE Batz: Oh, dear Jules Cortulfe! T haven't them
with me,

CorTurFE: You said yvou'd give me o hundred
leasis,

pr Batz: Certainly, And [ shall, if you will
come to my lodging. Really, 1 don't go- about
with my pockets stuffed with gold i

Comruren: It's o trck!

oe BaTZ: A trick! O, my most estimable—

ConTuUPFR: IE's a dirty, despicable, rovalise erick!

ot Batz: My dear Jules Cortuffe! [ asiure you
I shall pue the money i your hand. You may
go with me to my lodging directly from here
if you like,

CorTUFFE: You think you can fool a man of

the le with foul ruyalist lies. De-
ceiver, foul pig, detestable—

fenter Dunton and Charlotze, right,)

Davron: What's this? Here! What's this?

DE Batz: (tuming) My dear dr, T am urterly
e our servant appears 1o have gone
mad,

Coaturrs; Mad! Servant! Wiy, you—

Danron: (eo Covtuffe) Silence! Explain thia.
What are you doing in my hoose? What do
wou mean by abusing this gentleman?

CorTurrs: Gentleman! Royalise renegade, you
mean: Pilthy traitor!

pE Barz: (it Danton) My der sir—

DANTON: (to de Baez) 1 apologize for the dis-
turbance this \riLlulﬂ.i]nl ca.uﬂ I don'e know
who let him in the house. (oo Coriuffe) Ges
out immediztely, ruffian!

Conturre: Ruffian! Yes, certainly a ruffian) A
ruffian who came here to zave your life from
o royalist ploe!

Diarton: (exasperated) What in God's name—
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Coaturee;: A rufftan who cume to tell you how
this rovalist in front of you that calls himself
Crandin i conspiring with Andre Mordeaox
to send you o 3.E:: uilloeine!

CranuorTE: It's a lis!

Davwron: (grabs Cortuffe by the shise) Finish,
I'll give you one minute to prove how great
o liar you can be. (lets go of him)} .A:::H'u.'.g'ln
by explaining how you got in here,

Conrutri: Your servant fet me in,

Dawron: He shall be informed of his crror at
emee, [Goes 1o the door, opens it, calli: “Jac
gues! Come herel” Turma back to Cortuffe)
Mew! Let me bhear how big o lic this i s |
may know how hord to beat you for it

ComrrTurtE:  {with less assuranee] Ir's the truth,
Citizen. T swear it This man—; points to
Buatz)—is o royalist agent. (de Barz laughs o5
if amused at the nbnn'di::p At this point Jac

emters and stends near the door in silence.
E;unu-ﬂr comtinues. | He ds! He's an agent of
the Comte de Provence—I] heard him admit
it. He came to the Tuileries to see Mordeaux,
1 was hiding vnder the desk, and 1 heard every-
thing they mid. He pramised to pay Mordeaue
a thoussnd gold louds for some papers which
this man would e to send you to the puille-
ting,

bE Barz: This comedy i sather wearicome.
CHARLOTTE: The man's gone utterhy mad!
Dawrmon: Go on, fellow,

CosTurre: Go on! Gﬁm l“tdrllMyau
e ing to fin F e
ﬂ“ ‘s why he came here tonight—to
g!;tt]:u: papers from Mordeaux that Mordeaux
was to have stolen from you, And then, when
hzfmmdmiha.ddimwmirth]nt.bemnd
o brike me. Me A virtwus man of the
Pmpl:] I told him to keep his foul soyalise
gold. T told him I meant to save the great Citd-
gen Danton and no amount af money could—

Davton: He tried to bribe you and failed, did
he? This romance begins to be fantast,

CorTurFE: Romance, i it? Blind dreamer, stub-
bom fool—

Darror: (ehaps him) Fold your rooen tongoe.

Conrurrs:  [falls back, hand to his cheek) Die
then, Danton,

CrArLoTTE: [fes Danton ) Plainly he's oot of hia
bl ke mereiful.

Darvtow: Mendful? The wwine is pase mercy
or vengeance either. If he were human I'd beat
him. You heird him slander my friend. Andre
Murdﬂm plotting my death! Ancre Mordeaux
would die for me! [turns o Corouffe) Haise
an anmimal ke that to the dignity of mercy?
No, my dear Charlotte, Mercy is for men,
Garbage can only be swept away. [furms o
Jacques) Theow him into the street.

JacguEes: (hesitates; takes a atep toward Cortuffe,
who is stanng at Damton in silent rage, then
faces Damton) Masier,

Dawron: Well?

Jacgares: There s something I'd ke to sell you,

Dawton: Very well,

].-.uam I beg not to be offended. T jus
wm]uw;[dm‘tmzmtam

Cuse mpbuﬁ].r of anything, But there's some-
t};ﬁ:lﬁjl_th{nkm ouight to know, and T want
w

Dawron: (impatiently) Well? Well? Say it,
man, say it Don't gihber like an idiot,

Juogues:  It's about Citizen Mordeaux.
Dawrost: What about him?

(rervously) T don’t necuse him of
anything, remember, 1 oaly tell whaz 1w, |
sw him going through your papers.

CHARLOTTE: to- Mo, nal

Diairon: You lie in your theoat!

pE Batz: 5:7 He's in with the other!

Jaogues: Ie%s the truth, Why would T 1ie? 1

hrought him the medicine you sent for his head-
ache. He

wus over there by the desk, [ pome-
ing] He bhad o part of the book shelf swung
and there was o blzmﬂ::duakﬂ:uu.t

ft,

this big — (fndicates with ks handi) — and
papers on the desk beside it; and when | came

ln..l'-eluukcdguﬂtymduiudm hide the--

DaxToe: [seising Jasques by the collar) You're
lying.
Jaogues: Nal

Dartow: Tt an abominable lie! Andre Mor-
desux o traitor to me! Andre Mordenus
my Friend|
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{Ax Donmgon begina fis speech, the door ar

the right apens, and Movdesus appears, un:

naticed ky the people #n the voom in the

mament of excitement. As Daneon says the

words "Mordeaux o traitor” Andre steps

:i:idaut of sight and pulls the door pertly
o

Jaogpses: (pasping) Why would T he? Tell me
that. Why?

oE Batz: Wery phiinly he and the other fellow
made the story up between 7

Jacgues; Why? Tell me why, | don't even
ke him. T never saw him until tonight.

Damros: fwm‘t leas foree than before) Andre
Mordeaux i my friend,

Jrogues; You suppose there's no ane clse who
loves you?

Dawron: [lets go of Jecques; xits dowsn on the
sofa, bewildered} Andre!

Cowrures: Now maybe you won't call me gar-
bage!

CHARLOTTE: 1t's utterly impossible, Mot Andre,
It's 1 fool's lie,

Juegues: I ondy tell what [ saw.

ot Barz: A wery pretty collaboration on o rather
far-fetched fiction. Surely no one believes it?

Daxmon: Silence, all of you. (rises, mkn a &tep
or tieo) What muse [ think, Andre?

CHARLOTTE: Think? Why think nothing at all,
E‘:ﬂrﬂmhﬂ and let him pive these seoundrels
-

Daxron:

stroy

CHariorre: You mustnt heliewe it. Mot of
Andre. There's an explanation; there has to be.
Look in your box and prove for yourself that
wﬂl o musaing,  Good God, yoo can't be-

] it

Daxton: (sanding quite sull before her and
seenting to guther srength ond conviction ] Mol
You suppose | haven't thought of locking in
the bos? You think [ don'e know 1 can prove
thiz thing one way or another in three seconds?
0F eourse, [ could. But Twon't doit! By Ged,
I wen't do it! This den't a thing to be proven!
This ian't n case at kaw, a squabble beoween a
farmer and a pigahief. Thin is friendship, and

fahaking his head) That would de-
g

friendship has nothing to do - with
Friendship reata on faith, and stands or

on fuith, and congquers or “dies by faith,

bester man would look in the box. He

have to peove his friendship, and =0 be

it, no matter what he
S oo ok P Mt o
and no stupid proofs shall come between us.

(The door at the vight i suddenly draum
closed. Cortuffe aond [acques glance up ai
the sound, but Danton, Charictte and de
Batg are too absorbed to notice. )

o Barz: Admirsble, my friend! Admirable!
Certainly Mordeaux s favored to possess such
i Friendship. I'm sure when you see him next,
he will be able to explain this little misander-
standing to the complete stis—

Diawrosds Bah, you have no more conception
of true friendship than Charotte has. [ say [
trust Andre. I mean T trust him, There shall
be no explanations—none. Do you think [ in-
tend to go up to Andre and sy to him, “See
here, my friend, you have been pocused of be-
ing faithles to me. A knave and a fool accuse
you of plotting against me. Explain this; de-
fend yourself. I, your friend, Danton, wish

o answer the charpe of this knave and this
K; Da you think [ shall sy that? MNa! 1
am Danton, [ chall forget it

CuHanpoTTer It is sublime Friendship.
will be proud

Daverors ;. Andee ghall not know of it 1 forbid
the future mention of the subject. {terme to
Cortuffe and Jacques) (Get dut, you two Jac
ques, you have work to do, {ta Cortuffe) as
for you—back to the sewer,

Corturre: (udining) Youll be sorry when—

Dantown: Oh, God give me patience!  (Seizes
Cortuffe, puthes him through the door and out
the toom, Charlptte and [acgues follow

e, |

fAlene, de Batz leame someswhat limply
agaimst the desy. He tokes our a humdker
-.E:j and moju his forchead. He runs o fore-
finger between hiz collar and his wnech,
straightens his cravat and then stands evect
once wmore; relapring into perfect componire
after this brief enjoyment of the senmbon
of relie]l. He walls doumnatage ai the door
on the right obens slowly, Andre locks in
and enters, |

i

=

i

d

?ééf’f’

Andre
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pE Barz: [seeing him) Ah, the object of my
thoughts!

Mompravx: You're alone?
pe Barz: Exquisitely so.
Moropatx: Where is Danton?

pE Batz: When last seens be was about o throw
one Jules Comuffe into the street A noble
work which he was pursuing vi . Ah,
myy Andre, that J Cortuffe gave me &
touchy few minutes, [ have been duncing on
CERn.

Monppavx: | know; 1 heard it

o Barz: You? How?

MorpEsuK: | was listening at the door,

pE BATE: Were you, really? Then can o
precinte, to some emall extent mr‘i.-:dmgu.l’i
wish the Comte de Provence had been listen-
ing at the door; then he might have some con-
cepticn of the dingers the boastful de Batz

through for his royal self. [ shall describe

soene in detail in my next report, of course,
but he will discount balf of it and make some
slighting reference to de Batz and his gazcon-
nades, never realizing that—

MoroEata:  Jean, shut up,
pE Batz: (atareled ) Eh?
MonoEarx: We have something 1o alk over.

R Batz: To be mure. The papers. By the way,
my boy, | begin to appreciate your feslings—
gbout Danton, I mesn to sy, It must have
beert & kit roogh on oyou, listeniog to that
tribute, with the p= resting in your pocket.
Yunumd?mﬂrém,tbmumum
and war is war, and espionage is the 'y
own nmusement. Crive me the papers,

MompEau: There aren't any papers.

oE Barz: What's that? Fm afraid 1 misleard
FoLL

Morogatrx: There aren't any papers. I bumned
them.

e Batzi This joke i not very umosng.

Morppaux: This is no joke, 1 burned the papers.
1 heard Danton ar the door and—I

the papers. My God, Jean, I'm ne more than
A man

oE Batz: (very guietly, very temsely] You're
telling the truth.

Mospeaux: Only a beast or o god could have
betrayed him after that

pE Barz: (speaking very slowly, tly and
distinctly ] For months I've worl up to o
night—for months I've thought and planned
and worked and struggled—for months T've
hid and dodped from a thousand deaths, cling:
ing to the very rim of the abym, giving every-
thing in me, good and bad, for the Cause—
hoping, seriving, praying, and then tonight—
tomight—1rou burned the papers.

Mopoparn: 1 ecouldn't do anything else, Jean.
God help me, I-—

pE BATZ: (shouting m a sudden frensy of vage)
God help youl i God damn you, 1 sy,
God damn vour black, faithless, worthles soul!
All my life Tl pray for thae. 1711 do more. 'l
ruin you. I'll see you m the street with your
face in the mud, Indmhughmdpmhyuu
deeper!

MoroEaux: [shaking his head) You can't hurt
me, Jean. Mobody can hurt me. I've been in
hell,

{eurtmin)

ScENE Twu

The same. Two hours later, Danton, Camille
Desmouling, Movdeaus, Lucille and Chavlotte are
fr the room. As the curtain rises & pounding, aa
aof someome heating on a door wi ankth
heard offstage Jocgues rushes in, fally ar Dan-
ton's feet. cries “Master! Master!”

Darror: What is it? Up, man, up! (pully Jac-
ques to his feet}) What's that hoerible com
motion!

Jacgures: They'we come!l They've come!
Daxron: Whe's come? What on earth are you
gibbering abous?
JamquEs: The police!
frries of surprise from all}

Daxton: Come, come, what are you talking
aboie?

Jaoques: 16 the police! A patrol stopped out-
gide, The captuin came to the door and de-
manded to see you, T barred the door.
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Casmnin: The Seventh Cordelier! Robespierre!

Locriie: Oh, no — no! (faints — Mordeaus
catches her, pulls her to the sofa. He and
Camille and Charlotte attend her. )

aeues)  Well, and why are you
tne afraicl of & orretchedd pa
l:ml?’ Hl\rr. the captain come in,

D.-.Nm {:u

(There i3 & crash offstage and a moment

later a captain of the aum-ui Guard snters

with three soldiers belind him, The soldiers

are armed with muskets. The officer wears

d mword. The officer goes wp to Dantos,
with the soldiers 2 few paces behind him. }

QFFicER: (in the tome of a formal snneunce-

ment) Ceorges Danton and Camille Desmou-

lins, traftors to our glorious Repoblic, 1 arrest

in the name of the Committee of Public

ety

CAMILLE:

Luedifa!

Dawmon: You arrest me! I am Dangon!

Ch, my God! Oh, my poor littke

OrFrcen: You will accompany me o prison,
there to awnit trial for treazon.

Diwrtox: Toal for treason! Oh, how the gods
must laugh! Danton tried for treasan. Dantony
a - traitor to the Repoblic! (Sorides up 1o the
officer, wha steps l:mrlilmmlmmnly } Why,
Danton made the Bepublic! 1 was a repu
and a revolutionist when you and the jackals
who seat vou were groveling before tvranny.
Danton a traitor to the Republic! (laughs wild-
vl What comedinns there are in the Tuileries!
What droll farce. And Danton a tmitor to
the Republic! There is the cream of the jest!

OrFier:  (shakmg o fule, but striving for a
bald fromr, turns to his men, podnts to ton
and Camille) Take them,

{The men approach Dantom and Camille.
One puts his fkand on the larter's arm; tuwo
g up o Danton. |

Dawror:  (tnstinctively  and  very  forcefully
knocks their hands muq.,l Keep vour flchy
hands off me, omes wmove calm,
shakes himself, ah-uighctru Fis coai ) Very well.
T go. It isn't that one is afrasd to die; ‘one
merely dislikes being gnawed o death by rats.

(Dumton leawes the voom, vanked by the
gendarmes. As Camille follows, Lucille, re-

covering, flings hersel] at im, crying. He
embraces without words, Then ke goes
out berween the remaining man

officer, Lucille follows, sebbing widdly,
Charlotte and Mordeaus are lefe alone, |

MorpEAuy: (looking after them, grasping the
arm of the sofa to brace himself) Danton!
{Char has Backed gway from him and 14

staring at him with cold steadmess, but ke does

not notice. ) They nrrested Danton! They took
him away—I saw it! Oh, | can’t think of it;

1 mustn't think of it (moves toward Char

lotte, a2 if looking for comfort] Charlotte—

CHanLorre: Don't touch me!

MorpEALK :
prise) Eh?

Coasprorre: Don't dare 1o touch me!
Monpgavx: Charlotte!

CrHanworTE: T didn't believe them. 1 trusted
you, a8 Danton did. Oh, how could you be
such a devil? What could they have given you
in trade for Danton?

Monngavx: Charlotte, 1 swear —

Cranvorry: Oh, don't liz aboue it. Laugh about
it, if you like. Joke and boast about betraying
E::rr friend |, Danton might understand that,

I'c-chd:ml‘.e;. den't fie about it ﬂu-r
voice breaks om the lust sentence, she msthes
from the room, seblking. )

Morngaux: (takes a step or two after her)
Charlotte! Hear me! i:gp;j Charlotte, 1
dichnt do it! I ewear 1 o | My hands are
clenn.  (holds them up, looking sfter her)
Clean, Chardatte! (pulls his hands deum slow
by, staring at them) Clean, {stares) Clean of
the act: with the thowght! Oh, Dan-
ton!  {suddenly collapses mmto the sofa) icbi)

Vowce: (offseage nght) In tl'h'-n Ig‘u!ﬂ They
must have got Danton a

{peuses in wncomprehending sur-

{Enter a licutenant and suo gﬂlddm:, ac-
companied by Jules Cortuffe. )

CoaTurre: (ieeing Movdesux on the sofe,
ing at him) That's him! Take Mm! Take the
royalst bastard!

LinutemanT: (o ching th } Are
Ezp;n‘d ng the sofe o

Morpeaux;: Yes.
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Lipuremaxt: | aseest you as o traitor to the Re-
public, in the name of the Committes of Gen-
eral Security,

Monneaux: Arrest? [sees Certuffe; a shadow of
spivit enters ks voice) On the charge of a
neweer-rat?

LIEUTENANT mulmsj The sswer-rat was only
second. W'e 1 FEpOrt Bgainst you two days
ago from one Citoyenne Barentiere, but we
left you alone, (s smile broadens ax he Tooks
around the empiy room) You used to have
friemuda,

{curtain)

ACT THREE

Scene One

Fiue days laser—the Sixreenth Germinal, Year
Two of the Republic; or, by the ci-devant calens
dar, April 5, 1794

The curtam sises om the Salle de [a Libertd,
Palais de Justice, seat of the patrictc end very
geales Revolutionary Tribuenal, At the back of
the stage, a little off-center to the right, is the
judges' bench. To the vight of this, and farther
doumstage, is the dock, Az ome stands i the
dock, facing the bench, the furors’ chairs, half-
circling a table, arg bevond and & Htele to the
right, J:d.{[:w t:EJ:.I nearer 1 the clerk’s table, and
nearer are the table and chadr of the Public
Progecutor, The witness stand is i
lutter table gnd che dock.

The Public Prosecutor, FPourgwer-Timwille, is
gented mow, o guiet, mild-monnered, bespectacled
letle man, busy ameng the piles of paper that
clutter his table and appearing o p.?; litle at-
tention to the prisoners in the dock. These pris-
oners are five m number—Danton, Camille Des-
manalines, Herandt de Sechelles, Jean-Francods Dela-
croix, Pierre Philippeaux. They are gaunt and
wnizhaven, and their faces show the rovages of
five days of prison and three of trial Looking

on them with an aiv of scholarly calm gnd
uprnffled detachment & Jaseph Herman, the pre-
giding juitice, & young man of thivty-four whe
Tooks us if he would be more at home in o draw-
ingeroom or @ laboratory than in the pursugnce
of this vather dWoody business g0 necessary to
every nation seeliing Liberty, He i flanked by

two colleagues on each side. On Herman's left

between this

are the Jurors, numbering seven today, lookin
tenze, rg![l.\-n.l. .u.mmed,’!::fim. bored, j'ﬂghtmmf

Ay the curtain rises, Danton, Delserois,
Hevault de Sechelles are on their feet, hurling
venom gt the bemch: “Tyranny! Murder! Where
ie justice? Mock triall Kill us! Kill us now! etc”
The President’s befl rings wolently for several
seconds, Presently the hubbub in the dock dies
down. Herault and Deldcroie sie doum agam on
the benches, and Danton alene remaing standing.

Henwsar: It is necessary agnin, Danton, to sy
what you, who are an advocate by profession,
MII?MW. A eourt of justice 18 a court of
justice—not a street cafe. Please cease this
vulgar shouting.

Dawron: (with his voice restrained, ver vibra:

ting with represed fury) That I have been

ing, T adedt, That this 5 a coun of
justice, I flatly deny,

HeEmman: (rings bell) Silence!
Danrom: [ zhall give you sillence when you give
] Where

me justice. are those who nocuse me?
Bring them bhefore me, and Tl tear the mask
of hypocrisy from their faces, Bring Robes

i Saint-Just, Couthon! Bring them to face
E::;;m and Dianton will fing them back into
the ohlivian frem which they cught never to
have been allowed to emerge!

Henman: (rings bell) Silence! Thene shall be
no attack in this court on patrios wha enjoy
the public trust,

Danron: | actack no one, Tcall sarine swine, and
I ask for justice. Where are my accusers? [ have
a right 1o see them. Where are my witnesses?
I gave this court a bst of witneses who can
prove o the seisfaction of every honest
Frenchman that the charpes made againgt me
are foul bes and sander. Where are my wit:
Tiesses?

Fouvguren:  (vizsing with deliberation) The wite
nesses the ne ueits kee unfortumately
not aviflable, They will not be brought into
Coure.

Dawton: (alowly sittmg dows) Oh, glorioos
Justice!

Fouguen: It will be evident to the: exmre that
tlmu:glhﬂ for withesses was o trick of the
aes ta bring into this court prominent rep-
resentatives of the People, so thae the acrused
traitors might heap on them les and calumny.
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It will not be pcrmrjzmd. ﬁ eourt has heard
the charpes aginst the nocused substamtiated by
written evidence. It has been shown that they
hawe been in word and action traitors to the
Republic. These words and actions are koown
and proven in every case: Camille Desmoulins,
counter-revolutionist—

Camiie: [jumping to his fees) Counter-nevos
lutionist! Camille Desmoulins! Who was it
that got up on o table in the Palais Royale in
89 and sent the People to the Bastille? Who
was it? A counter-revolutionis?

Henpar: (rnge bell) Silence!

Fovours: Desmoulin's treachery has been shown
in this court, 50 with Jean-Francois Delacroix;
s0 with Philippeaux, jackal of kings—

Pranse?RAUR: | fumping wp) It in your privilege
: | forbid you to insult me!

Pougurmen: So with Herault de Sechelles, known
to have harbored an emigre, As for Georges
Danton—

Danton: Yes, how for Georges Danton?

: The crimes of Dantofi are apparent
to afl, He has taken bribes as Minister of Jus-
tice; he plotted with Mimbeau; he retired to
his rich estate at times of erisia with criminal
indifference to the fortunca of che Republic
He—

Dawron: Every word is s lig, and the lust i the
greatest hie of alll

Hg.::qm fI:.g_IU Dantan, violence iz not an in

tion of innocence.

Daxton: You expect me to Hsten to such mon-
geous fies and be im? Give me my witniesses,
and [ shall hurl this slander back into the teeth
of these who made it!

Fougumer: The Prosecution could produoce mu-
merous witnesses if it wished, But we do not
nead witnesses, We have adequate written
proof, 1 believe the jury is sufhcendy in
structed.

All the acoused on their feet at once. Cries:
udicial murder! Perfidy! Base treachery!”
The bell. Crigs: "Kill us now! Why pro-
long this mackery? Shoot us a5 we sand!”
The bell. Cries: "Is this freedom? Juatice!
uatice! Filthy veltures! Kill ual Kall qes!
very word i5-a hel” Hermam umd Fouguder

:uhmigi;‘.ﬁ worried glinces; the bell, fran-
tically. The five voices in the docl minglin
in a confusion of rage and agony, The b:ﬁ

i Ly—rr'mu]jl. Then a subsiding, gradual;

mille Desmouling sisting down, covering
huin faice with his hands. Hevault de Sechelles
sitting dosen, The bell comtinumg, rism
ooer the voices. Herman repesting. ~ Silence!
Silence!! [Delacraix and Phibippedus sink-
ing to the benches, speechless with rage.
Denton alome om a3 feer mow, 'gm
drown out the bell: "I uril.!iuhmmm see
more this court shall know Danton’s vwoice,
You can't stap me! Your bell can’s stop me!
I ari trrimciblel I am Danton!” )

Henseasis  (hell stops) This id o coart of Lo

where—
Damrort This is a butcher shop!
Heaman: Danton, 1 insist—
Dawrown: 1 will be hesrd!
Hesneaw: This disorder—
Danrow: Will continue untdl T am heard.
Hrasan: This disorder must stop.
Danron: Stop it then, Hear me
Henpan: (eonfusediy j Danton, you-—
Duascror: Hear me! Hear me! Tomorrow Dan-
ton will be dead; today France shall hear him
speak.
{Herman looks at Fouguier; Fouguier looks
offstage to the right as f expecting some-
Err:,g. Herman leans back in his chair help-
gily. )

Dawros ; (triemphant, standing (n evect, defunt
pride, looks from Herman to the jury, lets lis
eye linger there & moment in disdaim; then he
swings aroend, leans toward Fouguier, who i
stting nervoualy gt his whle. Danten begin
to apeak in a low, vibrant voice.) Look at Dhan-
tom, Here fa the wresch before you: here is
the counter-revolutionist, the friend of kings,
the corrupt minister, Here he is; look at him.
{ Fovguier glances at Daneom, then losks off-
stage with an giv of expectency.) Yez, look
wway, Fougquier; look away for help. God
knowa you need it, bovavse today, spech of
nothingness, you are fadng a man—a man
whom you can kill bue never destroy—a, man
whose memory, in the very moment his head
les in the executioner’s basket, will be more of
a force in Paria than fifty years of the life of
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such a one as you, Look at me, Fouguier; look
ut the corrupe Minister of Justice. Al the
very accusation shows your hitieness of mind,
Encw you, small man, that, even if such serv
ices as mune could be bought, there i nor
enough meney in Evrope to pay for them, You
tell me I ploteed with Mirabeau, and I laugh,
I lnigh because afl Parie knows how T treated
Mirabean when e swung away from the Bevo-
fution; and s all Paris will look on you and
know you for o liae, And then you tell the
reatest b of ull. Danton, you sy, is fndif-
Iii:rm: to the fortunes of the Republic. On
days of crisis he retires to Accis and leaves
othiers to Gght for freedom. Tell me, man of
Titele memary, do you recollect a certain Tenth
of Augoee? Was that & day of crisis? Was it?
And where was Danton on that day? Where
are the ones who bad to push Danton into the
thick of battle? Where are the privileged per-
sand from whom Danton bormowed the encrgry
to bring France freedom? Bring these titans
?hﬂwd.mp ma:iﬂhmtll:mwl’ruu.
vidice i te seridl, Didvitom gurings
arosnd in j:hrgdnck and faces the dudience,
£ img as if to the people m the gallevies
u?::hj;tfgm.llfhndnuﬂr:}{]ﬁﬂmel For three
days this court has known Danton, Tomorrew
he will be dead in . He does not whine
for mercy. He walks to the scaffold with the
serenity of mind of a patriot who has given
all his foree to the greatness of his cmmtry—
who Joves her for that greatness and pities her
for suffering icable svrine to sully 1t , , . .
So fet it be. Tomorrow [ die. Today I con-
gratulate my murderers for having sived their
names for posterity, These miﬁz
indelibly in Danten's blood; his will
in the Paptheon ef Hisory!
{A messenger enters while Danton i gpeak
img and konds & paper to Fouguier. Fouguier
signals to Herman with the paper, while
Danton speaks hiv [ast line )

Heguan: (rimgmg bell) One moment, Dunton,

Fouguiek: (risng) [ have here a decres passed
today by the legidative body of this nation, em-
powening  the ident of this court to e
move from its presence anyone resisting or
affronting the justice ufﬂu’lni?m. f'hjllngprr
before Herman ) 1 submit that the ac have
o0 resisted and so alfronted justice throughout
this tral. [ ask, therefore, that they be removed
from this court, and that the jury be instructed
to bring in o werdict.

found
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{ Pandemomium in the dock, All five of the
privaners on their feet, velling: "Treachery!
Perfidy! Give us justice! Murder! Tyranny!
Gine 1w death, not torture! Take us to the
scaffold!™ The bell going tiolently, finally
subduing the clamor. The prisoners semain-
ing on mheir feet ox Ferman speaks. )

Hemman: (to the clerk) Haove the priscmers
removed,

{'The elerk faces the wings end motions
Cendarines come om and approach the dock,
Hevault de Sechelles is taken mue firsz. Philip-
peaux and Delecroix follow, in the grasp of
the: guards, Camille Detmouling fights as
the gendarmes seize him: ke ix dr out,
sereamang. Diniom wnﬂ‘la out defiently, star-
fng atraight ahead. Hermen and Fouguicr
look ot exch other. Fouguier fabes oue g
handkerchief and mops hos forehesd, )

Fouguien: ('to no one i particulsr ) It is done,
{curtain)

ScExe Two

The same. A dav later. Nuthmyﬂd'mgd
from the arran dfa.t ement at the end of the preceding
Acemg exceft Fouguier s seated ar hiz table
and there iv a sngle prisoner in the dock—Andre
Mordeanx, As the curtam riser, Herman is lean-
ing forward, talking to him in an alwos paternal
tome. Andre's attitude has o coloring of sullen
defiance,

Henman: Let me repent, Mordeaux, let me
point out to you once more that you are here
to be tried for vour life, not to interromate the
court on irrelevant matierm.

MogpeAux: It & not a great thing that [ ask.
Heusar: 1 refer to its relevancy, not its size.
Mogpeat: For six days 1 have been held in
close confinement. No one would tell me any-
thing. Teday I am on tral. Pehaps tomarrowe
I die. Burely ome might—
HERMAN: ﬁudin Mordeaux, 1 make you a
promise {0 the executioner give you the
information on the scaffold,

Mosptavx: le might have an influence on my
defense. 1 was, after all, associnted with Dan-
tor, Hia Fate—
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Hermar: His fate, whatever it may be, connot
affect yours,

Moepeaux: Whatever it may be! Then he &
not yet—

Hemmaw: 1 say no more, T forbid wou to say
more. (to Fouguier) You may proceed,

Fouguren: rmmgf I shall call but two wits
nesses. They wall prive -pmh'lr. cunclusively
and to rhta.atn'fn:unn af that the accused
traitor i a royalist, an i.r:l!ﬂt‘nh & plotter
against the Republic, and an enemy of the

People. [te the clerk) Call Jules Cortuffe.

Crerx: Jules Cortuffe! Come forward,
{Enter Cortuffe. right. He steps into. the
wiitness box and regards Mordeoux with s

piows leey. Fruquier addresses him from the
table. )

Fouguier: Your mame is Jules Cortuffe?
Conrurrn: It =

Fouguier: What 12 your employment?
CorTyurre: | am a representative of the Sover-
eign People, with my office in the Tuileries,
Fouguirn: Yes And in the cousse of vour work,
you contacted the accused, Andre Mordeaux?
CorTurFE: | never contacted him. [ newer

touched the swine.

Fovguies: I mean, you met him and ke him,

ConrurrE: | knew him, all right—for the royal:
ist dog that he is.

Fouquize; Ab, he {5 a royalist] And how did
you find out that he 18 a royalist?

ConTurFe: | hawe my methods,
Fouguien: No doubt. But please explain them.
CorTurre: I overheard a conversmition. This

royalise dog was talking to another royalist dog
—ane named Grandin. Betwcen them they
were planaing to overtheow the Republic an.d
put the cf-devent Comte de Provence on the
throne and begin despasing and tyranmizing the
People.

Fouguies: How did they plan to overthrow the
Repubhc?

CorTurre; They were going to betray Danton,
Then they were poing to betray Robespierre:

Then they were going to steet despidng and
tyrannizing the—

Fouguier: Yes, yes. And you heard them all
themselves royaliscs?

CoRTUFFE: In so many words.

Fougurer: That is all.

Henman: (to Mordeaus) You may question the
witness

Mospesux: Did | understand you o say, Cor-
wﬂt.ﬂmwummhmiuar:pm:m
tive of the Sowversign

Cokturre: You did,
MorpEatx: With your office in the Tuileries?
CorTorre: Yes

Mosoeauz: What is the nature of these public
duties, Representative Cortuffe?

CorTurFE: | refuse to give out state secrets,

MonpEaux: Are vou not one of these repres
sentatives of the People stationed in the Tuil-
eriea to scrub the floors and carry our garbage?

CorTurrE: | don't have to answer o you, foul-
minded royalist pig!
Fouguien: T insist that the accused confine him-

gelf 1o revelant questions, without casting alurs
on the witness.

Momroeatne:  (to Herman ) 1 only wish to show
the true stature and authority of this person
whn accuses e,

Hemsar: (oo Cortuffe) What i your exact
position in the Tuileries?

Conrurre: Well, 'm a porter, but I have a
great deal of influence an—

Henman: That's encugh,  (to Mordedux) Pro-
ceed.

MoroEayx: Now, Cortuffe, among your fantas
tic lies, there i one which—

CorTUrFE: Lims! Pilthy traitor! Infamous—

Hersgars (ringe bell) Silence! W shall have
no name calling, You, Mordeaux, confine your-
self to questions without embellidhments.

MospEaux: Very well Cortuffe, you say that
after | and this Grandin, whoever he may be,
betrayed Danton, we were going o
Kobespierre. Did you not sy that?
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ConturrE: You were: [ swear you were. On
my honor—

Moroeaux: Very well, then. Perhups you will
tell the court just what Citizen-Representative
Robespicrre has done for which he may be be-
trayed,

Conturre:  1—I—I H:d—!gu[plj This is &
trick—a foul rovalise rrick

Monozaux: Tt ia the effort of an honest Republi-
can to vindicate a representative of the People
You have intimated thot Reobespierre has done
something for which he moy be betryed, Either
prove this or admit yourself a lae,

ConTurFE: {m confusion) I—I—

Herman: Well?

Corruree: |—it may be | was mistaken about

Robespierre.  But they surely were going to
betray Danton. - And they called themselves

royaliats, | swear it
Fougumer: That will da You may go.
Mowpeaox: Watt. [ have more questions,
Fovguts: (ta Herman) [ suggest thae the cowrt
hot waste its time listening to superflucus ques-
tions, | have another witness who will sub-
stantiate the charge just made. 10 it pleases—

Hensman: Very well, Let us hear the other wit-
ness.

Fovguier: (e clerk ) Call Citovenne Barentiere,
CLEsg: Citovenne Barentiere! Come forwand,
o respomse—a pause) Citoyenne Barentiere!
{ Enter Madame de Barentiere, dresied mu in

Act One, )

Pamesrmne; My daughter isn't here. WAl T da?
Fouguien: fdisconcerted ] Wha are you?
BamenTERE: T'm her mother.

Fovnuien: Whese mocher?

Barestome; My doughter’s. (waves o Andre )
Hello, dear boy.

Fouguien: You know the witnesa?

BanesrEne: Oh, ves, indeed, My daoghrer's
going to marry him. That iz, she was before
ahe had ta leave France.

Fouguier: Your doughter left France, Why?

Banexmene: She had to. She's a moyalist

Fouquiek: A royalist! My witness! . . , . Ah,
Citoyenne, you confess yourself n my:lw: toa?

BamgxTERE: Oh, no, no, a0, oo, ool I'm just

a filthy aristoerat, like Andre.

Pouguies:  An aristocrut! fconsiders @ moment )
Step into the witness boot,  (Berentiere enters
bax) MNow, Citoyenne, you tell us thar Andre
Mordeauy 18 an aristocrat?

BanexTERE: A filthy anstocrat,

Pougumg: Ah! You knew him in the days of
tyranny, before the Revolution?

BanpwmiERe: Oh, dear me, no. T only met him
a fow months agps. My daughter brought him
home ooe day and sid, "Mama—"

Fovguiti: Yes, yes. But you know postively
that he's an arstocrat?

BspenTEre: Oh, yes Damn my eyes, yea Jules
Coreuffe told me.

Fouguien: Jules—
Banenmene: Cortuffe Surely you must know

him, Small, redeyed fellow—man of the
Prople—rather bad breath—friend of Robese
plerre,  Oh, you must know him, He goes

everywhere.

Fouguer: [hartily) That will do, You may
step down,

Monpeaux: 1 want to examine the witness,

Fouguier: (to Herman) 1 ngainst the
waste of the court’s time. 'We have heard tes
timony- showing the accused guilty of —

Monpeaux: So far, the court has heard aguinst
me the single ward of a sewermt | propose,
by questioning this witness, to prove the sewer-
mat a liar.

Fouguinn: 1 protest—

Hemman: T think we shall hear the questions,
fto Mordesux) You may proceed,

Mompoats: 1 oask that Jules Cortaffe be called
back to face this witness

Fouquirn: May it phease—

Hrrmar: [ think we shall allow e (to clevk)
Call Jules. Cortuffe.

Crenk: Jules Cortulfe! Come [orward.
(Enter Cortuffe, somewhat reluctantly bur
forcing his confidence. )

MorpEALX: (to Barenmtiere) Neow, then, [ une
derstood you o say thar this Cortuffe you se
before you 15 a friend of Robeplerre,

Banewmimne: Tt all depends,
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Mororaux: On what?

BarnwTERE; On ierre. I Robespicrre
behaves himaelf, and does what Jules tells him,
Jules won't kick him on his face into the gut-
ter, | Otherwise—

Mopneax:  Otherwise?

Panerrninn: Why otherwize Jules will fix him
jast like he fixes all enemies of the People—
Ln]n‘mh:-m:lnuihch‘mmﬂmgum.
Jules does. Damn my eyes, if he doesn’e. And
that's just what will happen to Robespierre if
he starts disobeying Jubes: And that gtlzu for
Baint-Just, too. And Camban, Carnot, Tallien,
Merlin—all of ‘em. Domn my eyes! Into the

ter with them when they start cisobeying
uiles!

Comturre: (to Hermen) If your Grace will
permit me —

Monpzsux: (to Barentiere) Under such arcum-
stances, no doubt people like Saint-Just and
Robespierre are very careful sbout not displeas-
ing Jules.

BanpwriveE: Oh, ves, indeed, Jules won't stand
for amy nonsense.

Conturre: (to Herman) 1 senar, your BExcel-
lency—

BamewTERE: Pve begged and pleaded with him.
“Tules,” Twe said, “please 't kick Robes
pierre into the gutter, He's such o nice little
man. Please don'e, Jules.™ But be's so bard and
sterm, He won't histen to me. (sohs 2 Hnle)
Damn my cyea.

Henuia¥: (to Fouguiér) You produce wery in-
teresting  witnesses. (o Jules] Well, Jules
Cortuffe!

ConTurre: Your Grace—

Henuan: Lee me add my pless to those of Cito-
yenne Barentiere.
Corrurre: Your honor—

Hemwar: Tt would pain me to see Robespierre
kicked mato the puatter.

Corurdl: Your excellency—

Hemuar: On his Face, especially.

ConTurre: Jabjectly) Mercy, most pracious ex-
ceilency,

Hemwiaw: (suddenly harsh) That's enough of
these high-sounding titles! “Your grace, your
henoe, your excellency!™ Have yvou not heard,
wretched slanderer, that all men are equal?

Conurre: (ferrified) Ch, most honorahle—
Heawmiar: Apain, The dog defics mel Take ham

away!
ConTurre: (falling to his knees) Mercy! Mercy!
Hermax: Take him away fostantly, 1 say. Lock
him up. (guserds come forward and seize Cor

tuffe) We shall find time to dispose of him
in the ner future,

fexit Cloreuffe between the guards, seream-
ing )

BanEnmiEng: Well, damn my eyes! [steps out
of box amd follows) They can’t do this to
you, can they Jules? Tell them who you are,
Tules, Jubes, your better tell them who you are
fexit)

Hesman: To you, Gitizen Mordeaux, :uhi: court
apologizes for makimg you play a in a
mm I dismiss

it case for Inck
of evidence The sesson 85 closed,

(A mesaenger enters as Herman says the last
line. He goes to the bench end hands a paper
to Herman, The Preddent opens it and

veads it.)
Henwiar: Citizen Mordesics.
MoppEaux: Yes?

Hempan: A lintle while ago you asked a ques-
tiiom.

MompEALE: Yes
Henman: About Danton.
Morpeaue: Ia he—

Henuarn: [ can now answer that question, Mor-
deanx . . . . Danton is dead.

MorpEALX: rfsﬂinngu:&mrd. grosping the vail
ing for gupport] Mol

Hennan: (looks at hix wetch) The executions
were successfully completed Bfty-five minutes
ago. Danton i8 dead.

Mospiarx: No, po! Not dead—Danton! Mot
dead, but murdered, Mot dead, but crucified!
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Hermaw: oty bell) Mordeaux, [ wam you—

Monoeaux: No, no, T ean’t be silent! You told
me Danton is dead! But you lied to me! Yoo
lied!

Herpaw: (bell) Reflect, Mordeaux—

Morogatrx: Danton 8 not dead! Danton will
never dig! You can't kill a god. You can find
knaves to betray him, and hypocrites to de
nounce him, and butchers o hack af him—

Hegman: (bell) Mor—

Morpeatg: Bt can't kill him, ever! It is
yourselves you w! Wever shall vou live as
men after this deed! You have cut off the
greatest head in Frunce. Let that be your title
to infamy; let that be your curse!

Hemmian: (bell, weakly)

Maorpesus: Let that be the choughe, the great
rndthwghtﬂnt:g:“&afmrhmmhm Let
that haunt you gh your nights and days,
Yeu cut off Danton's head! Forget it if you
can! Forger that head, those eyes! Drive it
from you when you writhe in bed st nighe!
Bamish it from your mind! Tear it from your
memory! Or go and dig it up and see it roten
and tell yourself: “Danton is dead; I took whae
wan Danton and made it earth and water; he
existd no maee" know you liel Enow
it has risen wp again, thas head, whole and
fierce and glorious, to fallsw yoo down your
veard, to leave you never! And when you die
—amd when Yﬂwp and choke on Danton's
Blood and die, up once more god see his
head, trtumphant, great—destroping vou. Oh,
pitiful, piifol men! (alumps onta  bench,
covers Iz face with hia hands; sobs} Oh, Dan-
ton, Danton!

Fouguiza: This traitor must be—
Humadax: fataring ot Mordemux) Mever mind,
Pouguier: But le—

Herman: (sharply) Never mind, I say. The
pestion 1% closed.

Lﬁ':ﬂm riges and walks off, right, followed
v the other justices. The jury gets up and
poes ouit, left. The elerk gathers some papers
and goes out, Fousguier remans, looking after
Herman; then he oy and repards: More

dese, slumped on che bench, his head buried
in his arme. Fouguier picks up some pabers,

ety them under his arm and leaves, righe.

Ax he goes out, enter Jean de Batz, lefe. He
cormes mod gtep or two end looks around.
Then he walks up to Andre. He tonches him
pently on the shoulder, |

DE BATZ: Andre,

Morpeaux: Leawe me.

oe Barz; (pently) Come, Andre.
Muoibesti: (looks up) You, Jean?
pE Batz: | come to beg forgivenes,
Monpeaux: Forgiveness? You?

pe Barz: [, What I mid to you at Danton's
bome T shouldn’s have sid. 1 didn't under-
stand you,

Morpeaux: It doesn’t mater,

oE Batz: Mo, | suppose pot. Seill, | shouldn'
have mid it, I should ke your forgivencss.

Morpraux: If vou wish it
DE Batz: Yes [ wish it
Mompeaux: The Cause ia dead in me, Jean,

DE Batz: Yes, I know. 1 should have known
before, But I didn't understand. You are a
man of feeling, | understand that now: | ac-
cept it | don't approve of it, you know, but
I aceept it I don't admire you, but perhapa
I envy you,

MoroEAUZ: Envy me? Me?

pE Barz: Yes ves, | understand

Mompeaux: Mo, you dentl Mo, tndeed, you
den’t! Enwy me! Envy a wretch on the rack?
Good God, Jean, what am I?

DR Batz: A man of feding.

MorprAux: A Cassius! A Judas! A Cainl

oe Barz; Mo, Andre—

Moroesux: [ killed him! I kifled him! My

Caesar, my Christ, T killed him a8 much a3

Herman and Fouquier killed him, 28 much as
Robespierre

and Sadnt- Just killed hime
bl Batz: Yes I understand.
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Monpeaux: | had them in my hands—the papem.
Ihql;il'l:hhfl.'.mﬂImidn I didn't d m:ril.,
but I sold it. The thought is the deed, and re-
pentance is hell

0E BaTZ: Yes
Mororaux: Oh, Jesn, what am 1 o do?

bt Batz: Do? You ean do nothing, Andre. As
you say, repentance i hell—before the deed or
after, | guess you will have to live in your
hell. After o time it will not burn so hotly.

Monpgaux: But it will always be hell
oE BaTz: Yea, it will abways be heil.
{Emter Charlotte Darcelle, vight i
CHARLOTTE:  Andrel fruns up to him) Oh,
Andre, my dear! (puts her arms around his
neck; he doemi't mave ) Andre, it's all over,
I heard of g—what you said to Hers

ity MAndre, what can [ smy to vou? 1 didn’t
know, 1 ehought you betrayed him,

Mororaux: 1 did betray him.

CHARLOTTE: Andre, what are you sy
tedl you, they told me what you said 1o

man. It was splendid, Asdre! Glodous! But,
oh, my dear, you must be careful. You're in
terddble danger. All Danton’s friends are in
danger now, Even 1. And after what you sud
to Herman! You must hide, Andre. They say
you frightened Hermon, but nothing can
{righten pierre.  You must hide with me,
Andre, Oh, if we could only get out of France!

Mornuaux: Charlotte, go away.

CHarLoTTe:  Andrel

Morpgaux: Go oway, plese,

CHARLOTTE: What are you saying?

Morneaux: T want you to let me alone.

Cusnrorre: Andrel Can’t you forgive me?
Don't you love me?

MomrEsux: Love you? | don't know. Perhaps
I lowe you. It doesn’t mabter,

CHariorre:  Bur—] don’t understand.

MorpEsu: 1 know, (Steps past her and walks
out, right. Charlotte starts to. follow him. |

or Barz: Wait, Citoyenne.

Crantorre:  But—Andre—1 don't understand.

o# Barz: Perhape in time you will—to some de-
Bree,
CHARLOTTE: But—he muost be—he must need

e

e Barz: Mo, He needs to be alone. If you
waant him later, bet him be alone now,

Cramcorre: But, he's in danger. Robespierre—

pe Barz: 1 shall do what | can as soon as it i
possible, Perhapa [ can him across the
Rhine. Perhaps not. | shall do whae | can to
gave him as soon as he is willing to let me. At
present he would find a certain relief in mar-
tyrdom,

Cuamporre: What has happened to him? What
has he done?

pe Barz: Nothing, actualiy. But in his mind, o
great deal, He planned o betray Danton.

Cranrotre; But he didn'e!

oe Barz: Exactly, That's the trouble. You see;
he repented, snd that ruined him, Even if
Danton had not died, Andre's repentance would
have ruined him, The repen under-
stand, hmkzd.m‘n:he\hﬂhzhadim bl
g uI‘J around his feclings. He has been
struggling very hard to keep the wall firm, but
he wasn't great enough, Sometimes the feelings
would everflow, and he would blame them on
me, ind curse me for them Sometimes he
would =y he was betraying Danton owt of
pure baseness, for the money I would pay him
It was not so. He was doing it because be was
a loyal manarchist and hated chis filthy democ-
racy, bug—

CHARLOTTE: A monarchist!

oE Batz: But it was part of the wall Calling

Hmﬂfﬂkaﬂdbﬂ.ﬁpﬂthm‘nmtupﬂb
ness and l:;l.L't.'renm:I:m‘ﬁ1 the wall, Bue he wasn't
great encaeeh, he repented, It was just a8
well. Such things happen when great men play
on hittle men. It would have come after the
nct if it hadn’t come before, and that would
have been s bad. You see, when he repented,
ﬁcﬂmﬁind}mfu:lmgqﬂuudndm
an

CHARLOTTE: A monarchist!

oE Batz: Yes, Andre is a man of feeling. That
is to aay, a commen man, Great men have
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feelings too, but they are behind the wall, and
the wall is strong, built of wrongs and ce-
mented with cruelyy.

CHanLorTe: T don’t care §f he da n monarchist!
1 don't care what he is! 1 love him!

pe Barz: A man of fecling, and therefore bound
by decemcy, So many men are bound by de-
eeney: thae's why they call it common decency.
Even Jules Cortuffe iz tied to the ground by
decency of a sort. Caly great men can trans
cend decency. Danton was seldom decent, and
Darniton wan often great. T am scarcely ever
decent, Perhaps, in my way, [ am greater than
Dantan.

CHARLOTTE: T must go o0 him! T knew he needs
me! ;"I.I go to his howse. Do you suppose he's

pn Barz: Eht Dh’ﬁ:nw At any rate, T dare
sy we can find

CHarvrorre: We must find him! And we must
anve him! We can save him? Say we can save
him!

nE Barz: Perhape: "We shall try. We may save
him from something. We may sve him for
something, Who knowea?

(Curmn |

Sonnet: from Ettarre

By Dovonies STEPHENS

Then when the chill of lonehness cuts through
The sheltered crevices 1 touched within

Your mind, remember this again unto

The end of all remembering and din

OFf futile words: We ore not yet hetrayed
By the stars—cool splintered atars thar blazed
In henediction once when parting made

Ua zpeak such brave and quiet words: And dozed
By this immensity, we stared at last

Into the darkness wrapped in stars, yet of
Unshaken, epinning osbits—"Hung a8 fast

As we in ours,” we proudly said, abowe

The hot insofence of the sun at noon,

And the white malice of the Winter moon.

Missa Pro Defunctis

By Ronerr BTEPUENS

Riegard us; we are én the las far steps
In this kng afternoon of our forced lnughter.

We are mos elinging in the leewnrd shadows,
We are dead leaves in the marhle basins,

We are not the voices mnmng,

But ours the cractfixion,

Here beyond the seven rivers of the Moming,
Here on such momms one does not aing . . .
There & no snging,

In the fluidity of the moon

Sniils are crushed by Mre. Hamshire in the
garden,

Birds in the apple trees in spring,

Shot by children.

“We rest the rifle on St Francis, for a steady aim,

You have never seen this garden

Where the shattered sunlighe falls,

Where this, the dissonance of our existence,
This music falls. We cannot escape ic

Fear not.,

This ta the Revelation of Jesus Christ.
1 wene to the angel and smid unto him,
“Give me the Hitle book.™

Fear not.
Our death is the light uneertain touch of stringa,
The knife touch.

Our death will be like a moening,
Car death will be like music . . .

They will throw stars at us,

And, dropging our golden speass,

We shall walk three steps uncertainly,
And die
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