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More Terrible Than Grief

e

By Erizasern Snow

Mare teerible than grief is this— search for griet
and find it not,

To grope with frantic sense in vain

Por 5 once seorlet, anguished thoughe

And find insensate ashes there;

To say, how were her eyes, her hairf

How was her laughter?

And what wese the words she said

‘That made me wake all dhrough the nighs, the
might whe dicd;

And lﬂ;:,r

Throat i pai,

Crying her name dil dawn?

Mow they are gone.

Seurching, I find no trace of her, for time has
buried her full decp,

And | can deep,

| whom the mni ance tortured  with  sharp
chaating like a witch.

And will it be like this,

The memary cabored rich

Crambling and fading,

Till nobody remembers—no, not even those who
-m.m;‘ the most;

And will it be like this when | am dead?

Will there mot even be of me a thin maginary

Life, then, H tmpotent, when all i said and done.

JED

By Evmaneri SHow

g

t of the yeans of amiling yes, and mying

soft limle graces that embroider speech,

of compamion’s incoherent praying

a frie sevlig, fingers across the breach
difficult wlence, out of this: given life
pothing come? Only the lonie repast
Where wai laid for mFI: the ingrate knife

RETE

i

Dreep in the back, only the pitt offcast.
Anguithed, yet has he not learned how mesn &

man,
Whe never tranwendi the motive of self-avail?
He trudges ever the trail that be began,
And, not unboping, each dawn withour fail
Richly lays the frun of aching labors
At the chill doors of his still slesping neighbors,

In the Garden on the Hillside

By Eureansri Swow

In the garden on the hillside where the patierned
blooms were i

I murned and ook the listke path 1 hesitate 1o take,

And, sure enough, you koelt there, bronze against
the arure, wwing

The sleeping sceds tiar somehow always manage
to awake

To meck my unbelicl with lite. Yoo turned your
face up, laughiag,

Knowing my comung was as of the river to the sea,

And your gr:r eves on my studied young wnrprisz
were clear and ehafing.

(1 weatched your fingers temder in the loam, in-
yidacnzsly. )

And the one word of your gresting was moe
potent a5 indictment

Than pglittering parades of any other's hlazoned
speoch,

Again stripped of recurrent hope, recwirenl mpe
excibement,

I foced the awhyl scruality that i our breach,

With Laughter and Resonant
Singing
By Eamnrn Snow

Let u nest speak aboun war in these nurbulent days

When the dread of the bomb pnd the hayonet
walks with w all,

Sis down like 8 spectre w warch wa sl supiper,
and wtays

Through the dark of the night, prewling vigitant
out in the hall

Let us pay it no heed, but with laughier and
resunant stging

Hald revel together wherever two gather, or three,

Warming our hands st the fame while the fume
i yet epringing,

Drinking the sweet crimson liquor while still it
fiows free.
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Mr. Jave and the Children
By Roweer Wiicnr
I mnﬂy how old I:;imt, fume had it thuLhr Tl
- noi nage of tinportance among the Asm-
Sat, Bvcl” o I.npel-'h': m:'l!:nh::P'I:rfnre the aoe jos pre.

“What in i, Milosd?™ sle asked, looking wp
from the pess she was shelling for supgper.

"What is whet?"™

"Why, what is it that you want of me, of
consrac!™

Adam remrded her thoughifully.
for the present, my dears why do you ask®™

“Well, | most say! Did you not just sst ar mef
And have we not decided that e i ot anly the
courtess  hut frequently the  expeditions—ah—
thing, to answer this drectly to s direet addnes?
Why, you said yoursell that—,”

“But, my dear, T didn't vner 4 sound]”™ The
cxpression. on his Fice wns halfsiseerely puined,
The spuriou pain was un hobitual defene mech:
anisry, for even st this point in his career he hod
learmed o look wnjured when apeaking o contes.
diction, tmplied or direet; the stneere pain o
from o true concern for his wife's hearing. Her
cart, being hardly a week old, should he piving
no treuble for sever] centurbes,

Eve snid, "Oh?* She might just ps well have
said, "I helieve in vour sinceritr sn you're Aot
u liar, hur you are ondstaken. You have my wm-

ehy.”

“Really | didn'i”. he replies! weakly, and sadly
returned Biv artention to weeding the Inwen,

Eve said mothing. smiled teinmphantly.

1§

PBast, Evel"

Eve war atantled, She wood ep suddenly and
laoked over the hedpe. Adam was at the other side
of the pastwre speaking 1o o docdo hird. She
stamped her foor peivlantly; be aever intmoduced
her to any af his friends,

Then she remembered she had heen spoken 10,
She twirled on the ball of her foor and, secing
nobody, concluded of course that it was Mr. Tave,
the Inndlord,

Mr. Jave was o handsome old man with fine
gray hair, glitering hlack eves mther prominent
nose, and when he sroiled, a0 be frequently did,
vou s that he had retzined all his nateral teeth,
And that was serange, for while nobody knew

mlmj; the advent of Adom and Eve. Mr [ave
bead discouraged thiv sumaer, for it o eounter ta
his ﬁ]nm for the Furure, which depended oo keeg
EE i twn proteges in fgnorsce of the Asorians

us far he had been succesiful and w far o
Adam ond Eve were concetned the twa il them
and Mr. Jove were all ehe peaple, which kept
things s g eomparatively simple footing for Mr.,
Tave.

He was an adepe st legerdemain and cven pre.
tended to proficieney in dairvogances his acmiable
appearancet and disappearances he attriboiod 10
anc of the wpermatuml form of thimatorgy,
Adam and Eve had their dovls But kept thelr
own coudsel, fnasrmuch as they eonile] ever dis
cover Mr Jave's mochinery of dlecepoion,

i

east, Ewel”
Eve fized her eyes on a poine in space beside
bedet and shomt six feet from the prodnd,
pretending she wan ool at all deceived, meanwhile
trying wery hard 1o discover how the imimony were
armanged: “Giood afternoon, M. Tave”

“Good afternoon, Eve, bot Pmonee up there,
P'm down here under the hedge, Amd please don't
call me Mr, Jave; my mome i Proteuc” A small
friendly-looking Wacksnake extended 5 shiny hesd
forvard in jreeting.

“Protes! And wha the devil miphe—*

"No, noe the devil”, replied the snnke hustilve
but-ton late; the damage was done aned the mistake
has continned in higory even o ihiv day. Nt
the devil, bue Proteus, o harmles dalbler in white
mngric, and ‘quite st yoirr seeviee, Madvm, ® Procesiy

an prveefully as he eaild- which 4 m "y,
he bowed yery coeclitably indeed, considering the
form e hod assamed for the intervew,

"Oh, that Ie very goad, alr™ erimd Ere, clapgrng
her hands, “"You'll bave o show that ane a0 M,
lave. He does o notable bush or o vers sonvincing
fame and even appears guite suecessfully as no-
thing at all, but T's¢ never seen him be o annke.”
Proseinn smniled ar her grammatical grimace, *Now
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1 think of it”, she continued, “T've never seen him
ux any animal except @ man, and that hardly
coanis.”

The reprile applanded, “You are very wise,
Madsm, considering your youth and beauty.”

“Adarn comtidens me very handsome.”

“Adam dos not do you justee, Affais :'EII:E
s they are, he :I!I.IEI'.I[ well use the l-l-l-P-'ll'l-Ili'l'-' wi
impmity.”

“And ar for my vouth, why I'm. jusc a week
ol i

“I know that, ton" Proteos howed again,

v

They had been standing by the bedge while they
were talking, Tt now Proweus smrted s alicher
throtgh the grass mward the orchard.  Eve, re-
lectanst b prt with her new ¢oopanion, eilled out
for him to woit and she would get Adam. Then
they could all go over and enjoy the cnal shide of
the trees together, Troteus looked ot her ahorply.

“Hove you explosed your gordes thoroughly,
Madam ™

“Oh ves, wir”, she ctied, “Adam and | ke o
#Hlk HET? E\.'fllil'lg |.|.F|.1.'J.' 151 !up x\"! hﬂl’!
senelied abl the hlossomu, climbed all e vrees, ond
caten all the different leinds of fruin that s all
exeept the npples an i beed.”

“l suspegted a% much”, aid the snalic. “Aod
kiv wrees wodd be the two wmall obes in the
centrl pd.l‘k?"

“Oh, Mr. Protews, you do get around, don’s

# Thoe are the vory ones, though how paw
can tell, 1 bl mever Know, They are hirrid,
uply listhe dleings, anvway, and whit be can see

in them, Mr. Jave T mean, i bevond me”

Pristeus eyed her quizzically for o moment, then
licked hiv fangs with one: metion of his forked
wngue. I can tell you what it s, my der. He
bad the shruls from Croms, his Ether, who i
his furn had the seeds from ofd Grea, Me, Jave's
g'umlmul]:u. Sa you see it's o family affoir, Od
sea, the wisest of the lot, endowed the seeds with
certain moagical propertics, and M, Jave wery
prabably prices them on o that acent; oo

Exe. waited, wide-eyed, b Proteus bhad igpar-
ently finished, for afier fooking sc her for =
moment, he temed away ond resomed his wrigg-
ling courwe towand the archard.

Eve looked over the hedge again, Adam was
gtill by with the dode bird.

v

She eatight up with Proteus jus as he' entered
the arbor. “Oh, =ir™, she cried breathlessly, “vos
muss el me whar sont of magic 18 i those e,
for | shan't rest a moment untl you do’

“Why, blesy you, my child, it is sething you

coneern  yoursell wi yei, pezha
yei, Tl tell you, COme tree taeiy, i worse
deadly poison. It b called the Teee of Life, and
wlhatcwver mvortal eats of its fruits lives fosever”
A tear sparkled in the reptile’s cye, and he was
silent for o morment. Then he resurned; “Sham it
Mudam, s you would an early death”

For the firs tme, Eve thought, And she nodded,

"This other™, he continued, pointay it out
her, “is culled the Tret of Rnowledge of Guod
and Evil, and from it you may gain & much more
'g'mluh]n divine dum'uriuﬁc."

“But | don't undersmand, s,
Good ond Evil?”

Proteos laughed, "Dan't be imgarienr. Mr. Jave,
| am sure, intends thiv ee for you. All that re-
maing is-to get his permission; then you and Adam
may find out for yourselves.”

“Oh, | shall never wait for Mr. Jove!” and
before he could stop her, she had strerched ot
lier band and plucked an wpple from the farbidden
tree.

The snake remonstrozed geotly. “You shouldn's
have done that, Eve,”

*And why not?™ she asked, aod bit inp ihe
apple, Proteus winced.

Wha are these

VI

A new Light shone in Eve's eves, She wan, iF
possible, more beautiful than before. | se She
zﬂu siowly; “You were nght, | shoaldo’t have

ne that, But [ am glad now that in myrlﬁ-
nornce of the ethies of the cae 1 aceed as 1 did”

“Eve, do you know whar you arc sying® You
are glad you did wrong!”

Eve laughed. *Silly srake, how could I do
wrong, not knowing wrong from rght. Evil can'’t
exist, you know, in itself and outade the mind,”

Procews seratched hin left ear thoughtfully on
the bole of the Tree of the Koowledge of Good
und Evil.

“Come along, Mr, Proreos, we'll go find Adam
and give him a bite of my apple.”

This was oo much foe poor Protews, He jsped
and spluttered and hissed, made several falee stargs,
and fnally managed w sy, “But this Madum;
thi thing you proposs now; wrely fir s evill™
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"OF couree 1% evil”, she replied. “But it is alse
pood, and the good is greater than the evil; come
L

"Just a imoment.” The sndke was alimost weep.
Ing pow, "You cm't go o Adam that wml,-."

“What wayr™

“Why, you're nnked!”

"So are you,"

“Yeu, but—, Fve, come here and st down,
Pleas:"

Reloctnntly she obeyed.  Proveos lay silent, gax-
ing up ima the evening kv, coflecting his sear
terend wiite

After a while: he began o apeak. He mld Eve
many things: things asbout the ways of the gods,
afd the wavs of i, and the wave of lh: FDI"I.
with men, He told her abowt old Gen, the wisest
of the lot, and about Cronms and his five brothess,
and phout Mr. Jave. Parocolady chout Mr Jave.
And when he |'|:|.| ﬁmlﬁrd, l":ﬂ_- sak u;i:t,

"Yesx, vou gre vight”, she mid ar b “To he
a hypacrite for our own selfish ends, o Tor oo
reason ot all, 0 wicked; but e do it i preserve
others from pain b pond, Bt vou are swre fhat
M. Jave fecls thar way shout these things?™

“Pozitive.”

"Very well, then, Il do it. And Adam must
wear them, too?™

"¥ex."

VI

She roue then and ealled oot as Adam s
roached the orchard frem scrose ihe fielils, “Over
ere, Milord, 1 have o sirprise for yoal™

“Oh, there you arep 1 was beginning w be
worried, What are you up =?”

*Here, bite™, holding  the apple: up to him,
Addam it

¥ :u|'|m.|.'||:|n't ||.l\-: L!rme r'|1a:f,H l'u.- nid quisrﬂh
“and yer; vou know, T'm rather glad you did.”

“And oh, Adam, whot do vou think? We ore
to wear ghoghes all the ilme! In the sumimer, oo™

“My dear, whatever are you talling about? The
tﬂm};emurr liere pever dtnfl helow sweventy.”

“Tell him, Mr. Protous,

Protews said, *Ahem!”

Adam seareed,

MOy 1 Forget”, ered Eve. “Darling, this is Mr.
Proteis,. He coppures, Me, Prm-:up, this w my
lausdwd ™

“"How do yon dof™

"Sir, I've juue been teliing your lady & loag soey,
nnd if she has the patience w it through it again,
I repeat it for your benefin.”

Adam glanced at his wife questioningly. “Olh,

ﬂl‘ight ahead”, she said, “and 171 be gathering
hnymbir::u,"_ Adam Jooked worried,

Protews n-to speak. He e [or a lo
hwhihmﬁfu _h;hchnd llmt.qu:m el

im ¥. sat milent in the twali

it ot Sl it
remarkable, particulasly the views Mr Jave holds.
Bur it it i wrie, and | don't dooht you, ﬂrr far
& moment, vur only decent cours is to comply with
VOUP suggestions.”

The snake nndﬂ:d.

Adam pwrned 1o his wife. “Ewve, darfing, don'e
try ma sew those things together in this dusk.”

Eve looked o Adam,

Proteus imsinopted  his sable length into the
shadowy underbrush and was gone.

‘?l:g old Ges;, who was the wisess of the lot,
smiled.

Prayer of a Homely Woman

By ]l.uf Hnu.nmww

This, then, = the substance of my dream—

That I'I.'lring known bﬂﬂl}'

In such commonplace things

As mark our Ivves,

I may in fancy wear these things sbout me—

Ay nr[af,w'il'rd,u.l:.lpui!hnf-hn:h,

A silver vesl of moonlight

That my soul may know the fragrance of beauty—

Lifacy wet in spring rains,

Rezes  droopang ily a2 rwilight,

Viodets hiding ‘their faces.

That 1 may walk with bean

Through the forests where ﬂ:;. dappled pools
are the only mirroes

And pine trees find freedom resching for the
stary—

Where the w2 ungs itself 16

Against the :Irﬁ:E K

Where cottage windows are glowing jewels

In the darkmness.

Since | may nat have beauty,

It my prayer 1o know beauty
[ntimately.
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De Debbil and Mose

By Frove Canvsox

When Mose heard the gong fram the sanch,
ke vnhitched his mules from the “foosburner™
he had been following all day, This was plowing
ime for the colored fodks on Little Hom plant.
tiom, andd everyome was busy,

The man who tang the "guitin’ gong’ was
Mehisto Johnson, the cump bess. & huge, swagger-
ing darky he was, too, and like most men who
fie that iption he was o coward and o bully.
Mose Kinkaid came tn for more than lis share of
harsh treatment at the hands of Mehao, Qnly
this moening, while he war hamessing his moles
in the barn, Moss wus accosted by the camp boss.

"Heah, yo' black boy", wled Mefistn, Yo'
all wik fastah if'n yo' wants keep v qah®,

in' fast 1 kin, Mistah Johnsan”, meckly
anvwered Mose.

Mehso's answer w this was 8 rnging slap 10
the side of Moscs head, which sent him reeling
bhackwards.

“Two scres not fast 'nough fo' me", be velled,
“Today yo© keep dem mules in sweat or yo© pwine
cotch hit fo’ swrn™.

“Yassah, Mig® Johmon”, wid the resignesd Mooe,

“Anothah thing," continued his wrmentor, et
teg to the root of his animesity toward the
smaller man, “de nex” time Ah seer yo' shinin”
round dat Mary gal, Ah gpwine beat yo© teeth our,
Diat gal, she gwine marry up wid me,

legdllrj: Tu'illlt:ﬁ: m|dTnnF anawer, bt silently
turned his team oot soward the felds, Al day long
he had his team mawvingg, trying b plow more
than o cscape Mehisto's wrath.

Mow, in the twilight, s he turned toward lwome,
he was g0 weary that he could not sppreciate (a he
wually did, when the day’s work was over) the
umell of the newly tuened earth, the willows in
the lane, and all the glores of the evening.

The banter af his fellow workers could be hesrd
from all pars of the feld. Owver hers Judson
Winters was telling Lige Thomas about hia new
“cah”. Beyond them “Shofflin® Joe wa: being
mzzed, ay usal, "When yo' gwine marry up wid
dat widow woman you [x co'tin’, Jee? She must
be pow'ful tired o cleanin® up her howse befo®
yo comes an arter yo' leaves, every nighs™.

To all this pudgy lirtle Mose was oblivious, He
had weman trouble of his own. As he fed and

watersd his team, e reflected thae he could gand
criticiom of his work, his looks and lis habits,
bt when he was told to say away trom Ma
Hoberes, tar was different, Mary was the Parsons
tllug'h’l:r, and far many wears Mose had envisianed
her as his wife, moking for him and helping him
in the fields, Mow, unless he did something about
it, hin dream would be over before he had cven
mustered the coursge to wk her o marry himl
For Medisto, big, powerful, (the kind women like,
thoughe Mose) with @ “position” us. boas of the
field worlkess, had seen buxom Mu.rtv(. Ever since,
he had publidy mistrested Mow Kinkold, who
was supposed o be Mary's “sreacly fella™.

All the men suw this and rescated it bug, like
Mese, were afraid 1o do anything about it There
were rumors shout Mehsto's past that cauied a lot
af ip. Someone heard from scmeone clie that
he hod ren away from o wife i St Loois Alse,
ane day four years ago {shortly after Mefino had
come to Ligle Hom) two men (who came in s
sedan car and wore hadges) anked if there
were s big nigger named Jackson on the planta-
o, anid 1t was soticed thar Mefisto wasn't around
and didn't show up for daysl These men claimed
thot Jackson was wiai for & New Orleans
murder, While 0o one was sure that Mefing was
the AT, EVETFOne guve him o wide berth and had
since been sfraid of him.

Tonight, ar the supper tahle, {all unmarried
men te topether) it was evident that the boss man
had something to say, With a scnipe of hin chair
and much loud, pomposs dearing of his throst
Mefisto Impﬂmu:r: ook the Aoor,

“Hat has always hin de costom to have a e-vent
on Liberatson Day,"” be began. “So Ab deckded dat
we-all it buesy girtin' ready som'p'n, kasen
nex’ Snﬁnf';puhcmiﬁn Day™, 4 #

“Last yeah we has o po’ event. Dey wan' too
diffrunt, kasen A4 gonna run things. Yasah, whue
comes off in din show dat Ah don” know all ecboue
min' gonma be wuth knowin®,

“Iis yeah weall ponna put en o play,” ‘con-
tinued the big black. “Dis play was writ by™—here
he glinced around—"by me".

Ar this, meaningful glinces went around the
room. Unabashed, Mefisto wenr on, “A fella by



EL PORTAL

de mame o Guottah, o somp'n, wrote = book
abour seen'p'n like dis onee, but dis play b de
eriginal fust one das was writ de way 18 got it
wriL,

“In dia play de mostesr one whut does de swkin®
an' doti’ 3 de debbil. ©F co'se he not redl b,
but be jes' ‘:r'mﬁr bk, Dt pabt jonna be per-trayed
by me, Cose Al gotta get me o unifowm with
hors on' a tail, an’ look g litle mean™ {at thia
hin andience exchanged more glances) “so's Al
looks mo' fike de debbil. —Ah gonna pick out
de ochah characters soom’s Al makes up my mind
who pood o' whut™,

The “meeting” apparently oves, the imen wander:
ed oavtside o falk, sleep, or attend to other vorious
evenings’ activities, Chver in frone of the mperin-
tendant's affice ol & “bran’ new” 19257 mj
Fard, It belonged to Panon Roberts, tle jovial.
when-happy hell-ontwo feee-when-uromed preacher
who wis Moses favorive wan becowse be v
Marv's fither.

Parson Roberts liked fitle Mose, 1ot sa when
be came our of the superintendan’s office anc
sw Mome stunding there, hin Fice cracked open in
an enormous smile,

"Why, evenin', Mox", he .

“Evenin’; parson.” was the momdor, “What
brings yo' leah?”

“Jes” amin' de bessman o' imsion to lald
il :ﬁm meetin® pex’ week ' dem whit has
confessbony,” said the preacher, T “wpectin’ 1o s
yo' dere, mah boy™,

“Ah don' know, parson,” salled Mo, “bin
wukking pow'ful lately an' needs mab rest”,

5 Mary be dere, sho” ‘nough”, sid the
wise Parson.

That was differene. "When ar is yo'ull gwine
EIHH dis meetin’, Pamont™ Mose asked, thinking

LA

AW rechon dat ain' decided on yin bue we
gonra Tev hit be known,” the minister answered,

“Spect Sat'day might de best night,” innosent.

Iy affered Mose. “Dhnt's de nhght most folles kin
eome,—an dere’s 0 powful Jot o dnnin’ on Sat'day
night. Folks could come right v o' s wp,”

"Dat's a henp o' logic, Mose®, said the
Beverend Roberte “[ar also put %em in E::dl
frame o mind fo' Sunday meetin. Won't be an
many biock hearts wittin' in de can ton f'n
dey bin saved de night belo”— We de meetin'
on Sar'day night!®

After the minister hod gone; Mose went m his
cobin and fairly beamed st hiv own  amarissis.
Mo biﬁ’;mm could make & monkey our of kim!
MNow the special mesting and the “debhil show"

would be on the sme night, ahed Mary Roberts,
the very person before whom Mefiso intended
to show off most of all, would be with bam, Mose
Konkaid, o1 the prayer meetin’l Maybe the old
world wasn't so. bad, after alll

The dayy passed quickly. Mo kept his 1
ta |11'IT||u'le o workied weadily and uncomplain:
ingly, though Mefitn didn't hather him  msch
hecamse e was busy learning hin *lines™ for his
play. His m]:j:rtl'n;_ cast had Gt ensy, because
under Mefista’s peculiar treatment af his story, he
l'ulr pructically the only ene who lad anything te
sy

When word resched the plastation that the
Parsan had' called o specinl mecting for Sar'day
night, Mefsto was indignan.

"Whut he mean, pullin' dat aufT?™ he growled.
“He know we gonna have o eclebration. Where
be grit off ot anyhow?™ Then he soloced Jimself
whth the Ih(!l.lﬂl'!t that h'iﬂj.-].!lt cveevone woiild
to the play and leave the preacher with his ol
prayer mestin’,

*Serve 'm right, to”, he dreamed, “He oughma
kmow bettal *nots try to moke folls confess some-
thin® whut dey ain' wmrry o' —especially when in
de sine town @ read actab is walkin® de planka,

On Saturday ol the men quit ot seon, This
wi something extrl special! Mose soiyed in his
shack all alernoon, avoiding Mefita, w
the time shining his shees, h'mhirlg and iuq
hix face; and heushing hiv checkered jpo-to-mestin
wnit. Townrd sundoswn e sresked out, went spound
the rear of the bofldings, throngh the Geld, then
camee hacle po the rond, and stasted sealling toward
the mesting honwe. Fven in search of love Maose
was not'm fist walker: w0 v was well after sune
dowen when he reached the ploce.

Alresdy people were arriving, and by meeting
tirme it looked ar if Mefisto was poing o be div
appainted in his sudience. He had nor connted
o the ormtorical powers of Paron Roberts. This
I-Hﬂﬂ man, v the words of hls own 'anh:, G
a "pood" dayy, war “a hall of fre, & whidwind
an fee, who could conviner a person thar hlack
was white, then. when he hadd him Delisvin® iy,
he'd o convinee him!*

Mose found Muary eaily. Theee were two
remomy why Maory war ey to fnd in o crowd.
In the fire place, she war an uncommonly pretey
darky, wha vwaald artrce anir t‘:ﬂ.":.! Secandly, she
wis wetning 3 presty purple and orange- poll
dor dress. Looking st her Mose found himoelf
wondering how he could be so Tucky. “Law, o'
sho' am purty ternight” be said, and 4 look that
almost’ apprasched amimation crept into his eves!
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Thf'-_r mar chawn together and waued for her futher
Lid]

‘comumence to begin the meetin’.

He opened b, s they all knew he woold, by

singing his Favorite hymin. He mounted his plat

fooked o over hiv eongrogation, opened

his eavernous mouth, sihted down his nose, and
ket fy. ,

“Ten thousand sinoers, 3 — —" his volee
cracked on a high note. Undannted be wied agsin,
aind apgacn e met with failure, By now the croud
was in tirters, and on the Parson's thind sweaty
umsuccesaful attemp to mise hiv veie inosang
ll1rlr broke into loud lawghter, i

“We apen de meetin® wid prayin’,” the miniser
mabd, shundoning his peoject. Neover was his pray-
g more wncere and dogquent than on thar mght
a8 he tried 1o restore respect and onder )

It veas the custom to poy asd peesch werhile,
then call for confession, then preacls seene mire,
then confess, and so-on, When the minister was
ﬁlﬁﬂ. the congrepation brake in with “Amens",
- wjaly®, and “you tell demi™—but when
anyone was confeing s evils, the place was quiet
a5 3 tomb] This was sne of the main wurces of
news for the peaple of Litle Hom.

When Shufin® Joo went up wnd confesed,

& craned their even more than sl

ust “here was 2 real sinnah”, ' foe sensed the
eursosity in the silence and voiced his burdena in
an almost fnasdible mumble, To the congregation
their seance sounded ke thie

"Whit v’ goi to confess, Joef"——"mumble,
mmble, mumble”—"gn on, Jocm—"mumble,
mrrmhle,  meumble®—"yes "' —"mumble, muinble,
mumble™ T8 dat o o’ "—"mumble, wmble,
mumbile”™—"Go long, wid yo', callud oy, you n
:.ﬂl:l‘F!lﬂll'l.... ',-ulj'l br:.,g'gjn‘1'

As the meeting , Paran Roberts
waxed more cloguent. Soon e had the whole
wudlence rocking and swaying, rolling their eyes,
and anywering him when he asked snamwesable
questions, A few more’ questions, o few more
tirades wrainst Satan and win. Gnd the mesting
was at ity pesl. Pacson Robests wan rod in the
e from shooting, men were yelling, women
were singing faatical soogs about mizery
of Hell mﬁ the Devil ond the soul-warning
righteovaness of God mad Jews Jwse abowt the
marment when 1 el bysander (haad there been
one) might have said, “If Saten's abroued ronighe,

be'd better smy awsy from here™—there was a
commation a  the r, heads turned, and —
THERE HE WAS!—THE DEVIL HIMSELF!
Standing there in the doorway, s big s everyone
wid he way, and bigier —shing Wack  borns,
painted chin, and long fork-like mil. He sood
there @ the midden, startled silence, eves darting
arcunid the room, seeking ssmeone——found herl
Eyes giqam'm; wickedly, tuil trailing behind ham
on the floer, in slow, mosured strides the Devil
started scram the room  to where, all alooe,
mp.nl.n! from her et stood !d.l.lrj' Roberps l—

S0 pow there e was, striding across the room |
Still everyone was parnlyeed| Then just i the
Diehbil reached Mary, M Kinkaid weni into
action| Across the room on 8 bound, leaving his
feer and launching himself =t the monsers’ mid-
rilfl Down they went in & maclirem of arms
and legy, the sirprised debbil and the tnfriated
Mose.  Suddenly the whole room agun becarne a
pack of "satnn-hmen”, They lesped opon the
npersonator and beat lim with thewr fe, kicked
himy, and it him ustl, when he frally foughs
free ol them and headed for the doar, he was a
soery looking sorcerer indeed!  Tasl half gooe,
hoem bemt, “ekin"” beoken  open, showing the
flesh, (hlack;, =mire enough), and a desperte,
frightened look had replaced the evil gleam in his
eyer When the men gave up the chase, e was far
urui] p.lu! ;p.ﬂ:rrlng [FE N

Hack a1 the mestung howse, Mary mok things
into her own honds; and inased thar her fater
Ty Teer up o] dat man owhit ain’ afeard
o' debbils, pohow". Mo, tuugh :Iuk:'m* with
f]::,; with H:”mli:m of the terrible IJ'lm“n:

i, n‘wu.#n Com pare . o
apree. So the Pamon marned them then and
re, and they hod & wedding pany with the
whole community present,

Mose's érowning viciory camie the next morning.
Shudllin® Joe stuck his bead in the Kinkaid eabin
and said, “Superimtendenn wants vo', Mose  Wants
yo! t" be new camp boss, stortin’ Mosdaey”.

“How's dar? Why? Where at's dat Mefigo?"
asked the startled Mose:

Shulfiin' shook his hessd, “Alnt nobody know:.
He jes’ gone, weme like, Nobody ain't seen him,
of nothin®., Mefimo jed gone back ver St Lowls,
Ah reclon,”
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My Enemy is Dead

By Jusn Heovvewsy

My encmy ir dead.

I sy my eocmy,

Watching the still form

With denched hands holding

Hiv bayonet,

Lying there he books almost
Like & neighbor we had once—
A plessant-faced fellow

With three childeen,

His wife and mine

Were quite friendly,

But these are meacherous thooghts,
For this it a foe of my country—

‘This is my enemy,

His mouth looks as if i 1'|:|1g|1: tave had
A nice way of smiling,

He looks like the kind of chap

To take on a fshing trip.

I wonder if all the EREETY

Are like him—

Clean-faced lads

Who eught to be on fiching trig;

My enemy b5 dead.

Perhaps 11l pet & medal for the buliet
I sent Blasing into him.

I wish he didn't leak 30 like

Spring Sorrow

By r..l.N‘ Hm.r_rmuu'

Spring I3 here, and you're not here w0 share i,
And r:ajnnz in April-misted ficlds,

Keep listening for & song o help me bear a—
The song of life stermal sprngtime yields , . . .,
Haw thes new grass was withered in Movember,
And these may bloams were bursed in the sarth,
Yet here they are—gay colored, | rermember
How onee said, “In aleep they And new hirth.™
Yes, [ . vou kneeled and touchee! 5 Aower
So stimly stemmed it trembled with your breath,
You said, “Tt has no fear for i darck hoog;

In spring thp wakes from aleep, nor calls sleep

Herein lien comfart—since thiz must be true,
Spring will surely be as kind to you.

Tha l'iﬂ%ﬂlll ;

Enemaes should lock ih

And cruel, noc like the decent feflows
Wearing University rings.

Likely he was just as full of fear

To go ouwt inte the mis w meer cold secl
As T myself,

His hair @ thick and bloade

And mamwed inte 2iff red cuds o top.

It's the kind of hair

A woman hikes to rmun her Angen theongh.

Same woman will a telegram tomorrow,

And the warld will end.

She'll hate me with n blind hate

That will grope wntil it finds. me.

ilibr."‘:wtt_l't understand, a5 he does,
this—gume—we're playi

It won't comfort her 1o nuwnt died gallantly

O the bartlefield,

My emcmy 15 dead,

My enemy—this bronzed boy

With o warm mouth,

Tender from wmiling. He looks like 2 neighbor
We had once,

Bui no one i an enemy in death—

Let me salaee you,

Comeade!

You Came Without Banners

Br Jean Hovvowar
There ‘;ln a time | thought love came with
i R
Some: tall, fine lad with laughter in hiv eves

Could turn to me, with laughter growing tender,
And 1 would go 1o bim with gl:nf

In those old days 1 decamed he'd my hand
With gay abandon, follow where [ led

Until 1 said I'd seek o stranger lind

To walk forcver near that proud, dark head.

S0, peading books, | fancied [ would know
Hin presence by the trembling of my hear,
Wouild wear a cape af rl.l.r:HE & lﬂ BEIID'I'
Apaingg cold bours when we were RpArt.

I whited for 2 prince in raiment gay.
You came in dusty clother—and went away,
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Flight into Egypt

By Cunmrorrs Rt

Let this play mke place tn any couniry you
wish, 8 Enropesn country most likely, one with a
mewly selfappointed  dictator. Let these people
be any of thowands or more families. And let
their actiong and fate be hut an expression of the
fate and actions of these same other thossands,

SCENE

Typically woddle-clan fwmg reom, Window
down sfage lefr, Bedeaom dooy u,r-m!fe a file
i bhe J'.rlf.l, deor openipg  inio aRiaGE ﬁgﬂmwy
wptage ight, birchen door fn meddle of right
atrpr will,

CHARACTERS

Minws Bosescnawrs, The motker, middleaped,
semitmental, matermal fypr.

Iscow Rosmscmasre. The farber, famdy men end
starckeepier, a kimdly oo,

Herwmien Rossmenssre.  Twenty-one years, the
eralir and the rebel of the Jumily.

Mappcerse Rosewcnarere. Eiplrecn-pearaold doegh-
fer.

Cinannwarsen, Ofivtons o famdy,  Lives i his
refipion oriy.

Santsiy, )

Romi, ) The fwow yornpest childven, o the back-
pround always; pleymg by the grandfather, o
miltirpering af the window, picking fheir things,
i

ACT 1

{Mrwxa Bosgncaawte seated an chair next i
ofd gramdfather’s wheel chair, foitting.)

Muiwwa, Yes, Poppa, things arc coming beuer.
Yau were rl:ghl w tell us it would, We've done
everything the “Grear Man™ asked us, We have
the receipts for everytling. Things will be better
new, [ knowe. When T pot up rthis morning
T just felt a5 if everything was coming out fne
alter our troubles, I8 cont o e af money, but
wre ean get abong, and of course, when Madeleine
and Hans are married, things cn't help being
easter for . It good that Hans & 2 soldier
and friend of the “Grear Man™.

(She bearm:, Sassay, o small, pale linde boy
enrers qanetly,)

Well, Sammy, aren't you home early?
{He beging o ory.)

Well, what's the matter, eh?

Sammy. O Moimmi—,

Rum. (Comer fa from Kitchen, A small blond

ehild.)

Wan't they ler Inu go to-school either, Sammy?
(The bay shaker hes heod, and contimmer
erying.)

Miwsa,  (purting her arms aroumd Aim) Never
mind, Sammy, Grandpoppa's o betrer tzacher
anyway, Hell teach you with Ruthie, here ar
home,  Mayhe you can even ger ahead of rthe
boys at schol, [HA you bring your books home?

Sanrniy, They wouldn't lee me.

Wrrss, MNever mnd, Su.'rnm'll'. we'l et vou some
hooks. Play with Ruth. See, she doesn’t feed
hadd, and she couldn't go to-school either.

Saminiy. Bur why won't they let us?

Missen. T don’t know Sammy. T gmess the “hi

man” doem’t think yoo'd bester e L

with the ather boys: that's all,. New mn along

and play with Ruth. while T set the mble.
{Hr goei aver to cormer wohere grandfather
mstrnfles amd eends, and che dinle gied playr
Misisia serr phe toble. Flmwnice enters ad ihe
salbr. He in tall, i, rather sensitive looking
bay, He rtandr natching bis mather, )

Muwscs, Mo, should T st it for Poppa? T guess so.

(She peer Humswrcs, )
Well, san, (Gaes aver m him. ) Why dida’t von
sy something ?
Humwecy, Hello, Momma, (Seaes bimsedf.)
Mrsun, Where've you been?

Hemrca. | went for o walk; ot yery far
theugh—tos many people. Evervhedy's ont for
the parade. (Lphs.)
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Muiwwn, (childichly pleased) And o think, it's
ﬂhﬁpﬂﬂﬂﬂl d:rnurmnﬁnw Heungich!
be able the “Cirnat Man® right up

Husszscw. {gmies surcaim) Yes, a fine sight.
{(Vonices ki amall brother crypng.)
Whar's wrong with Sammy?
Mimwa They won't lot him or Ruth go to schoal
with the ather children.

Herwanen Tnk.:u,gumunnl-h:rhildrmmw, |
the man they're waiting for down there
;Mﬂl‘#ﬂi towrards windon. ) is proud of that, ch?

Minng, You mustn't be so bitter, Hemnch,
Sammy. docsn't care s muche—omly for the

Hutwepcan, You'll just have to reshze that you'ne
o Jew, Summy, that’s all. Youll have to make
some new plans. Schools are noe for us, -unlr
for the geonles, ‘We don't neod schoolu
the lines we will have to follow nmv.m‘fnu‘ll
hﬂmlmmhnwiurnlknlhuu, "l:m:rq
There's a profession for you 1o follow! Or maybe
you could earn to cdlean streets, eh? - You musin't
ever thing of becoming an amist, or o teacher,
or 4 banker, or a lawyer, Mo, Samiy, you must
not think of such things, Those are fifiles
But—there are lot of good jobs; ¥ e
could be o garbage man, ar a ditch dlgr,ur
mnybe even o jamitor or gardener, Sarmmy Whr
there are countless opportunities for
No need 10 go 1o school and train r.im.
Mo daubt, actual experiense will help you &
deal, Lock at Rusth, she doesn't care. You'd
better try to be like her,

Miwman, { Who haen's been paying much atleniion
fo what Be's beew saping.)
Ruthie dosin't minid; dhe's younger—ton Tittle
o carc about things ke that, that's why, Sammy
always liked hi mare than any of you
I'Iid. .I‘I"E T I'|.1.I|'IR'|.'JIJ w:ﬂ Ij,l'l'! BT !.ﬂl_lp
sont,

Humowsci, Where's Poppa? Saill ar the shop?

Miowna, Yes . . . always, always at the shop,
Hell be horme soon though.

Hummecn. 1 guess he's lucky to still have his shap,
They ook Max's this marning.
Mirmsea. Nn1 {he uﬂdu} Bur, what of his family?
{. handherchiel to her face)
Poar poor Max and their little ones?
What will become of them?

Hegsmiene [ Bitserly ) The new government doesn't
are u.bunl that.
(There i 0 pase ouegde the muadow,)
Wh.lt."l !upp:m'r:g down there? [pu: Rl et

Musrea. What iz itf Has the parsde come?

Hemmice, Nol Just somie boys fighting .. . . . .
There's Max down there waiting with the rest
of the shesp. They've taken his shop just as
theyll take ours, (faaghs ) and what's he doing?
He wanrs to see the parade _ . . . the “Cireat
Man”, Yes, your highnes Yes, yes, of course,
yaur rm.:l]m.r_y In tlere anything more | can
dn En: you? My com? Mom cermainly, et me

on with i, How about my, foot or my
h.nru‘l Yes, yeu, Your Excellency, Yes; | have
rﬂld Faur ;:rlll tax levy and your other txes and
evies o my  matisnslitg. ©OFf course, Your
Excellency, you can have my shop Would you
like my shop? Mo, no, of courss we don’
need it 1 don't need 1o ean My Gumily doesn't
need fo eat. Jews have no stomache Yoo are
the "Great Man”, Your Excellency. Ne, of
course he docen't need to o to schoal.  Our
children should have mo braina, '.I!'r:lr., oL, Yomr
En:dl:rlrr. of course. We are rul!!'l.ing_ We'll
just lie down and yoo may walk on us, ( Taras
angrily) Why don't we do something instead of
putting oor beads oo the bleck?

Minws. There's nothing we can do, son, They
have big armies. We are weak and they are
srong.  (reagwedly) Yes, they will take owr
shop and . . ., (swffler in koukie) and, maybe
eveni tho home of oore. Bor we are wruh, amd
all we can do s 1o abey the laws 5o they won't
BORICE 0.

OmavoraTHen. {from Ky coracr] Omee maore, Oh
Lord, thy people go under the heel of the
Pharaab. Yeu, and as before, we most subenits
but as before, thy chasen people shall go forth
intm the world free omee maore.

(He poci oo mumbling ard seading throwgh-
anr.)

HEessmen., (romsmg Aimoel]) Well, Jet's eat
(The chudren come from therr play, and ol
seat themeelves wronnd the able excepr the
grendfather. There are feo empiy ceate)

Where's Madeleine?

Miwna, In the other oom sewing.

Hessmion, 5he sill thinks she and Hame are
going to ger marricd?
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Mivun. Why of coure, {plensed) She's pot her
linen . almost ready, Poppa b haene the
material for her wedding dress this matnin
Y¥ou should see i, Heanrich . . . - beanify
] brocaided  satin,

{ Hetmrich ir sileni}
Wheat's the matier?

Hewnen. Mathing, Momms, nothing.

Misiwa. Well, srent yon plensed your siser is
pinﬁ iy matey And an Auvseian seldicr, toa
sy es s What's the matter, now, Helnrich, eh
Thoai't yoo like Hana?

Hummacss, Why, ves
Miusa, Well, then?

Hrreempens.,  You  know  how  tmes  are pows
Momma: espechlly with gur people. What
it the motter? What s wrong now?

Miwna. Aut what do vou mean, Heinrich? Whot?

Heoenicai. Dran't met excited, Momma: No . . .
Mo . . . oof course there dan't anvthing, (Eaoke
it H-ﬂ-'} Hias Hans been here 11Tt1'.l'? T, rl\;lﬂll-
fepnfy) T hoven't seen him for almost two
weeks naw.

Miusa. Na, he haan't, but vou know , . . with
all this Fuas latelv, T puess he's been pretiy by,
{ovoudfyy Why his troop 0 asigned 1o welcome
the “Great Man®™ today,

Hemsnpers T lemow,

Miea. T gpuess we'll see him in the parade preroy

Fleensmn, {Fl'rmrﬁ'ifuﬂv'ln He hasn't written to
her either, has hef?

Mivwa, (sneandy) Well, no, bat yoo ke e
thourhtless boys are. Why T remember onee,
o poj mever wrole 1o me for almost o Lo
{ Her wnece frauls n_l‘!. Sll.rp\.-'{"r'wﬂ'l.":l There is
snmeshing  wrong. . How  did you know he
wouldn't write? [ He does’s amwer.) Whar is
it? Tell me, Helnrich!

Hrpmicri. Oiier, Momzna! Do you want her 1o
hear you?

Mipea, Well, what s ir?

Humscaponr, | bigrerly) There is a new order of
things now; Momma, From this week we are
never to forget thae we are Jews. {dowly) Hons
it a pentile,

Mispen. (wivh realizesion) Oh oo, Heinrich, Those
twe, why they are . . . .

Hevnres, (gealy) Yes, Momma, there e no hope
naw that Hane could even thing of making her
hiz wife,

Miwma. (prandly But Flans i3 a-soldier,

Hasemcre. (radly] All the more reason, Momma.
{poes fo adndowr) The parade that they are
waiting for now signifies the complets iolation

of our people. (Hitterly) And we will stand
ie e, mnd veait]

Minws, But how . ... (Sraris poerp) Noo . ool
Oh, my poor habe! No wedding dress? Al thar
linen? Oh no! Fam is a good boy, Oh what
shall T da? How shall we tell her, Heinrich?

{Glances Aelplessly at her son)
Hurswecn, Let her find out later. There i enough
e now, Stop sniveling, Momma.

(He take: her Bawhkic and peatly dries her
r_m:' for her. Manevemae stk dowdy fr.)

Madeleine]

Minmn: (afl rolicetude) Come and ear vour wope
per, dear, Sit by me ., . . in vour noppa’s
place, He won't be here for a licdle wdhile.

Marnierne. (femaring herd T heard what vou said,
Haeinrich,

Huseman, Yes?
Maomierxe, Ts fa oroe?

Minwa, Mol No. of course ft fsn't crue. You keep
rquies, Heainrich]

Maperwiwe. Tl know sooner or Eater, Momma.
Is iz, Helnrich?
Hermniom, {worply) Yes. Ves i js.
Manerswe.  {etifffy, s denched ae she semer
Rerself,)

Thanks.

Minwa, {angrily) Close vour mouoth, Heinrich.
There wam't any peed for thar.
(Gaer o girl, who puskes ker guay.)
Hrrvemicw,  She might as well face it now., We all
might a3 well face ft, We were born Jews. Even
if Hans still wanrs 1o marry you, Madeleine, the
new |aw gays that none of our people may marry

with pgentiles.
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Moma.  (all trpeng to comiford che gl ke
ignoves her |

He doesn't know what he's saying, (Looks ar

Aisp.) Flim and afl hes half baked sbessl Whar's

wrong with you, Heinrich? You wefe oever
so birer before,

Hevewici, (Goes to avndow wod fooki o)
I'm warry.

Mapnensn. (Shakes mother :P‘.]
Don't baby me, Mommn, (fidly) | shoold have
bongwen {erying do coneesl herselfy 1'mglod be's
told me. It ends all this , . . this . - . ueerthingy.
Yes, | should have known,

{ Walks sy o ker room. Exi.)

Mixna, You shouldn't have told her so saddenly,
Heinrich, { Weepe) My poor littde girl!

Hrmssren. Yes, | should have, Momma, Look,
{Poings below, we of the wondow ) See thos
ol there, That's what's wrong with them,
Can't get it through their thick skulls that
if they take it now, theyTl be mking it torever?
{ﬁ‘rﬂi}'} ea’t I'I:wy know what’s cotming aff?
sarcasticaify) There are WRIEng, waitin
the “Great I..i.IJq:i':i"rlzl 1o grade {ryl Gmﬁ
Mommas, that's what's wrong with you and the
rest of them, 'ti'inu wo:;;hcﬁc'mrm:u
ha o you till it night on’ you ¥ ko you
think Poppa’s down ax the store opht oow?
He won't realize that they're going to take that
store from him and oot going tn give him &
thing for it. He just refoser to believe it He's
By dusting off the shelves now! Why 't
out there trying to organize thase sheep—io
save themaelves,

{Turns fram window. . Wearily )
What can one inan do?

(Maocher weeps andibdy, He soops and rssex
Poor linle momuma, you don't even koow what
I'm malking -hmu.lij!ndjl] Bur stog crying how.
Poppa's coming, mod bty Samimy, epen
the door for him, He's gor his arms full,

(Mupsiming eweers end stmads o0 deoraay.

Muxua aer Aerielf, and g revile flite acros

her foce ar ahe hewrs foogieps outnde the

door, Saniney rums fo apen deor,)

Miwna, Modelene, serve Poppa lis soup now.
{Crasses to meet her busband, sk Fari in.

He ds in rather @ dishrocled fate and carvies
a dorpe bolr of clowd gm bl arme)
Poppsa . ., Well | . . it down.

Jacom, {rusking dher ande, ) Ruined| My beutiful
dra .,.ynuuu_ghlmn:l:...mrrﬂ..--
ﬂnt:{. LH: e ﬁnmd'i’? ;pm*} Mj' windows
topl ... sma St e'r:rrﬂli.ll < a :'.':ﬂl'li‘l-lngt
v U'm mined Ll . I.mkfrhr anly thing
1 saved. (Helds wp the fodt of glock) Thial , . .
what 1 bought just dids week! Feel . . . the
texture . .. Look! . . . the color . .. and all the
athers, just Ble it . .. gonel . New . . Dget
them new from Lnghnd.’ « = . From Enginnd
| pot them . , . . I'm roined, soaned!
(Smmkr emio chawr. The boilt of clatd dipgs
the floor. The children pick 32 up Kurriedly,
Fhen de prand looking frighiened at their
fucher,)

What have | dooe o them? Tal me, what?

Minwa, | Sorowthi b hr, ] Now, now, Pappa
Muothing, nothing ot ol (recgeetiy) But o
i the wew arder of thinge 1 don't (nderscand
174 bt that™s whoi it . Lok, Fup].h.L. i
favorite =ap, Madelemne, serve some to hi

Jacon, Clur shop s roined, Minmal ., . Yoo oughs
to see. Thos new shefves . ., smashed] . ..
and the mirrors - . . . all gose! What shall
wie do for [ood now? What is i 1 have dope,
ch, to deserve this?

Munweming,  (bieeerly)  You are o Jew, Poppa:

thai's what counis now. (Exme)

Jacon, What's wrong with the girlf A new
brighe ounght 1o be luppy, (seasimensally.) My
be e uhnu]ll never have |.!!‘1:I| |!-n|'l'|, Minna.
[.gr:gw:ﬂly,} Whit's wrnng withy A, eh?  And
thae girly woof

Miusisia. {pearfedfy,) Huns hawn'’t pomne of written
for aimont twa weeks, Poppa.

Jacon: Now what's 0 week begween thine rwof

Hesoess,  Momma means that Hans won'’s be
coming back, Poppi,

Jacom. But why? My girl's o good girl.

Heanmecn, (bgedy.) Hans & a gemile, Poppa,

]u:\nl.. Bah! He will eome! 1eug\m'}|} Pug | am
ruined!  And she thinks only of herself, Where

will she get her bread now? What is to become
of =



EL.. PORTAL

2

Grawmrarinn. (reading) Oh Lerd, why hast theu
forgatien met Why go | mourming because of
the oppressinn of the enemy?

Jacon, Momma, has i old man been fed?
M, (areepinpd Mog | owould have forpotten,
Jaoow, Hush, Minna, Maybe things will get bemer,

Muoena, { Weepi) Oh Pogpa. { Sabeidei.} Sammy,
Runth, coirme get same sonip aawd leed youe grand-
PoFP:

[(The children ger vhe soup and retive whasper-
img ta Jeed the ald gmam.)

fwieom. 1 saw ull the people on the streer, Heinrich,
What are they there for?

Herrwion,  {(sereamieally)  Waiting for the grand
parade and entrance of the “Grear Man®™,

Mnza. (happy agarn) | wonld like 1o see Jom,
I have newer seen s “prest man'.

Hersmicn. A preat maon? Lonl, Momima, w|'|'p
den’t you join the rest ol the mob down there
then? s thae the only fecling you have?

Tacos. You're speaking o vou mother, Heinrich ?
It does no puud to he bitter, son.

Haorwmon.,  Well, why can't we do something?
You've just lom your shop. Dont you want
tn do anything abour it?

Jaom There in nothing that we can do, There
.I' ek LS. ﬂf&l UTE  RITIEM[T Il'll.'t we are wlﬂk.
We mwist submit,

Hremion. You moy just it for i, bot I'm pot!

Jacon What can youn o, son?  Some peojple may
it's all for the besi. 1 hove losi my shop, bt
I shall have my home, ch, Mommia®

Hummon.  (derpereialy) 'm poing o do sorme-
thing! 1 may not get far. bue U'm gidng 1w ey,
Why give in? God! I'd rather be our there
fighting-

Starts porvard door. Father grer fo desoin
im. )
Jaonw. Wait, Hetnoich! Think Tor a minute now.

Mmva. We are weak, and they are strong.
fw.rrp'.} Naw we have no shap, amd Madeleine
:!ﬂa no Hang to marry ber. What will become

us?

Hrsmsesr. 'm mot wabing around to see. I'm
getting ont of here, m:‘l#m dang nothing s
driving me crazy, (fo moker) You ssy what's
to become of us? You can guess. What bappened
to the family nest door?  Well, I'd rather die
orying o oo semething: than wait around o
die in mmes concentrution cump!

{ Croar oot doar, )
Minma, Heannch! Where are you gong? Poppa,

look on the window and see where he is going!
{ Weeps)
What has happened # This morning | was happy.

Tacon.  (shontisg oor the mirdon)  Heinrichl
fre ane you poing? Helnrich) Whers? . . .
Heinrich! { Fle fiens o wrfe.) He didn’t stop.

Minwa:. What direcoon, Pappa?

Jacos. Towarde where the parade o going w
come  [rom. .‘-{ummn.. th.n! ¥ 5 gaing' o dn
senething foolish. I'd beter go and stop him.

Mrwma, You can't leave ws, Poppa. He'l be all
right. | don’t think he'll do anyching rash.
He's o emart bay, He juse malks thar's all,

{Ske prees to derin facnb))
Everything has changed him so. Den't g,

Tacon, Just- the same, Momma, you heard him
tatking mow . .. . (f;oks ot wimdone, ) 1'd better
gu. Mothing will happen to you and the child
ren. | She weepr.) Now, Momima, don't cry like
that. Tlere are lots of penple autade warting for
the prrade. Il be M:rin a minute, { Erie.

Mvea, (Loakr omt af the window, weeping,

thew turni.)

Madeleine!
{Manrinmwn  emiers, foce drnin. The two
childeen timidly being the empty soup plue
i the table and thew exit to bedroom lking
in huched rorcer.)

Carne and sit with me, { Peralonsly ) Your father

and brother have deserted e

MavEimiRe  (wof imterected)  Where have they
pone?

Minma. T don't know, and it worries me. [ know
something in going o happen. { Weeps.)

Mangimse (wennly) Mather, don’t earry on do,
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Musna, That's right, (Ssbgder) You have your
worries. {Sniffler aparm, ) But 1 just know some-
thing is geing o happen, After all, my burden
is heavier than

(Looks gt her doughser.)
I'm sorry, dear, but why den’t you weep like
I da? Irselieves things so, You wouldn't believe.
That's why 1 cry all the time; I feel s much
better afterwards. You should try. IU's w0 muoch
harder keeping it all inside you.

Maperxenn, In's bester that way for me.

(Goer #o window, To herself) Why i a
woman & woman? Why can't she get ot there
and do something! If | wasn't a woman, 1'd
get out there and face Huns, {Lasphs fitiery.)
But | am ane, und U'm supposed o st in here
and cry. Well, maybe 1'll sit hese, but they can't
make me ey,

(She ihirts 1o sob, bard, dry obi—thraugh

clenched reerk. )

They . . . cant « . . make . . . me, , ey
(Congroly herself. There it u long panse. Her
mother smaffies, and the old man oo the corner

Massimine, (fookng oot sundow) These people
have been waiting a long time, haven't theyr?

Mupna, Since almost six this mosnig.
Maseiuwe, When s it coming by?
Mawna, [t ought to be coming pretty soon now,

Mapeierwe, You wouldn't think char they'd waae
for s long.
Mixw(. They want w sz the “Great Mon”
jpasa h‘_.'..
Mapeierwe, (digrerly) Yes, be's done a boe for el
Manna. Dm‘tpethkzl'ldnﬁ:hmw. Shall we
bring Grandpoppa’s chair aver wo he an sec?
(Maomwmn pods. They drag che ahesl charr
vier, The iwa children come i guicily and
atand by the window gosimg oul, the linle
doy mlently, ana ghe tsle girl volubly whisper-
g, pounbiny ol things to her brather. Theie
i @ sonnd wf distant shots)

Maswa, Wanr, children! (Stops the chrldren.)

Masgierne, What's the matter?
Muxria. | thought | heard some guns,
(They lisiew. Again distant shots are heard. )

Yes, | did. 1 wonder what it ie

Mapncurwn. Most likely s salute of some o,
Momma.

Mawwa.  Yes, that's what it is. It came from the
direction ol the parade. Thos peopic dewn
there don't scem so excited, {fearfuily) Yes, 0
miust be just & saluce.

Guasomarnnn,  (rending)  Why standest thou far
off, O Lord? Why hidest thou Thyself in time
of trouble?

Muxna, What id be say thas for? (fo reacniere
Feriwlf) He's just a slly old man, Look, Made-
betne; there's Berthe down there with thar bright
red shawl on, ¥ou wouldn't think she'd be so
gay toclay. They burnt ber hushand’s restaurant
last night, Rachel wld me. All those new ime
ported meats of iy, molen too. Movbe | should
show ber my new shawl? Ger it lor me, Mace-
lcine, please. 1 think I°d like to sec the parade
from ' down there. (a5 §f w0 juoify herelf)
Besides, | haven'i been our of the bhouse today,

(MiosLine exes, )
It's petting cloudy, children, You'dl better light
sove: then you'll be warm when you warch
the parade, I be gerting cold: pretey sean. 11
clear the mhie off.
(She busres heviel] av she nable; tikes some
dighes to the drichen, Maptupivg eniers and
watcher er,)

Maprrmne. | wouldn't gpo out there, Momma,
You can see much betrer froan here anyway,
and all these forcign saldiers will be poing by,

Migna. Nomsene, I'd like 10 we some of my
fricnds, Where's my shawl?

Mamccwing, | didn't bring it
Mimsia. Well, go and get it then, I finish here.
(Noise rr the strecr ar Mansiene goer nta
the Bedrosm agmin.)
Sammy, what's the notse bebow ?
Samwy.,  (excitedly)  Maybe ir's the parade,
Momma! There ate some soldicrs.
Mipra, Already?
Sanmmav. Mo, they're only three of them, and they're
stpping Aere, Momma|
Mixma, [ wonder what forl Madeleine! Come
here, quickly!
{MapELEnsE eafers hurriedly.)
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Mapsrewe. What 1o it?
Miwses. (erctedly] Some soldiers! Caming in
herel

Manereree Soldiers! Oh, Momma!
{Knock ar donr. They look of emch arker,
The ehildren rum into the bedroom. Mane-
temen paer dondy g fhe donr end oeenr f,
A voune, Mond, rather bondiome Awrteran
afficer rtands theve ovio He avpeidls ber epes
5|".\|!|-_'| WIME Fernn ﬂ'}.llfl f.*f" ﬁ".rh!lh

Muinprwrne, (She paes pa bieety Hans! 0 ar base!
I've been waiting . . .
{8k seer the ton maldiers fekind Bim gud
drarer Back aharked
h -« P sorrv. What i5 it?

Husce. [ Avoide her evee) T'mosoerv. Madeleine,
{Bradc il from paper held before Bim.}

"My order of the new eovernment. oo are
Vi=rely mpedered o wacare these ooareere, Yioon apre
nesimned to ouerters in the smeth paetion of this
citw. elesiornated farlawmedte Tor o . . o those
of vosit . . . raee” [ Fankine rirmieks Pefore
i Theee anartees are tn he peserverd for
wentiles anlv. We ate here to aid vou in moving
thinms,

Manor e, {ofepdinply, frofep fe Hm*r Rim mesr
fer eves) B Hang! Todav? (Fe sode) Pt
howe? Tt owill take ton long w0 pet everything
together.

Hass, fertfle) P osorrve bt that i what we
are hers far, m help youn,

Mrewa, Waie eill Poppa and Heinrich gex here,
Hane, You see (weepr) we are two women,
all alone, Wait tifl tamorrow moming. Hans.

Manrrerwe, Please, Hans. Can't yoo do dl'li_.'thing?
Ar Teane 1l Poppa and Helnrich gee here

{Hars poer do phe other fa mwldiers. They
confer while mother end dooghier ook der

perasely at each prher.)

Huss. | Wallks orer mod takes ont waseh. Snfffv)
rm Ty, hlr W can ﬂnl'\l I:i\l' i E"ﬂ mlrl'lutﬂ.
Then I'm afraid well have o proceed.

Manmeren. (Looks ot him gratefully] Thank
you, Hans,
(He aroids her ever, bows stiffly, and exits.
She iér pebuffed, Sarcosically)

Happy meeting.

{For the first time her eyer fill wieh pears—
she contrali hersell and in the ieme roecartic
wein.)
So [ wait around in hopes of sering Hang againl
(Langhs) Well, what are we going 1o do,
Muomma?

Muwwa, Oh, T don't koow, (eeepimp) Oh, why
im’t Poppa here?
{ Bhe pronders aimleccly gronnd, srcking thimer
wes and prtting themt dourn geatn, The child-
ren come tn aeare amd stare @t her pide-sied.
Rormmare starts fa prbroener, and Sapanry com-
fortr Ber.  Sentimentallv)
T1h, Prpna, oo ald home! We're lenvine your
only home, children. (owemng) Go o and ger
the thines yon want 1o take.
{Thew oo fnte rthe Bedrosm  Wiewa  rrertr
to gpadl. Manwisren aparer onr fhe aeandaw,
The old erendlaiher munablae in ﬁr'mn-.l’f.‘l-

What has happened? Whar has happened P

Mammmne.  [exeritedly)  Something 15 coming,
Meomma, T wonder what it i

Melrwnen, fm:.! h-nu'qr- oy Jﬂruﬁm} VWhat w=nll
happen tooom naw? (Weepn) Dur ald hame,

Mansnwe. What conld ir be? Evervhody's clear-
ing o path, Momma, {Panses s oke warcken)
Ii's Poppa.

Mirenia, O, ar laat]

Mannonewn, Fle%s with Max, and they're enrrving
samething hetween them.

Mrwws, [ Swrtled, che sterts to window.) What!
Whar is it ?

Mapmiriwe. Mommal It's o man they're carrying,
and he's hurt]

Missn. { Braishes Aer aridey Let me ses! { Framse)
Let me seel They're getting closer, (She wwils,)
Oh 1 kuew, T knew!

Maveieinwe. What i it, Momma?

Mmvwa, Heinrich, my sonl Oh [ knew! 1 knew!

Maveierwe, (nor Beliccanp) But you can’t e
yet, Momma. The crowd's in the way.

Munwa. (wriaging her Rands.) | s, Madeleine,
1 saw. Go open the door! { Weeps.) Oh my son . .
{She sitr in g chayr weeping. Vioicer are heard;
hurried footdepr. MaveLewe rusher orer o

the door ond tlpu.-n-s 1 Max and |J|.|:r|l come i
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hurriedly and deposit their Timp Burden an
the fmp cowch i center. Mapmimwn  gives
d foup miogn an she teed her brother, then turns
anry, Minwa ruches orer fo the cowcd and
denids ower Rev som, )

Oh, Poppal What has happened? My boy!

Bullets! Get o doctor! Cuickly]
{Looks ot thems, Max walke owt. |acos stoads
itk Aead.

Get o doctor] 'What do you sinnd there fog?

Jacom, It's no use, Mosmrma.
{Dintant trumpets aned woiser of the purade
are heard.)

Miwsa. Dead? You most be mistaken; | can hear
his heart besting, (Ske Kooy, bending Jonw—
wails} Mol Nol (So0és) | can't. Oh Poppal my
son!

He purr kei armas arosnd Rer. Maineiviws

dourn bearde Husnion and laoks mead-
ity at krm. The two children stand in ihe
dorairy, son frghiened o speak. They they
iewidle gver fo dhar prandfather's chair, The
fictle perl erver. The dinde boy i siiens. They
both heve & few of ther bundles in their

armii, )

Mapmtmsn.  (fooking wt Huswen) Why don'’t
1 have the courage to do that? | Defandy and
to Kerself) Why not? . . ., 11 it becavs |
doa't have thot kind of coumage? _ . .o, . b
it berause there's even a small chance that Hans
might {Her vatce franly off.)  No—rihere jan't
any chance ot oll, {fereelyd A coward | . . and
I can't even belp myscli.

(Ske wnrolls the bolr of cloth which ki Been
hyrmg an the conch and covers Husumon. She
remarss avhere ohe in)

Javow, (4 b cobbimg wnle) T afl righe,
Momma. Don't cry so muoch, He sd IEr’d
rather die than do nothing bt wait. Don't
ery, Momama! {despercicly) Soop!

Missia. My sanf Oh, Poppal | Weeps.)

(Dwring rrmainder of fme, parade noies
grow londer. Cres of " Hail, Hail, Bewrjacior”
are heard, at fiy dicanidy, Maoeisius ges
wp and pts her mother fnin @ chare.)

Maneverse.  Momma, you must contrel yourself,
There's a log w be done.

(Po ker fucker who mo wick bewd in Bands)

What happencd, Father! How did it happen?

Jacon. {wwakly) | tred o smop him, Momma,
b was too strong. | pieifnl ettemp ot cheer-
eng ker) He was awfully serong, thae boy, 'Why
he just pushed me out of his way, Momuma, just
like I wun mothing. | Voicee brecks) He was
very atrong, (geoadag aupry) Then they shat
hima down! He woulde't siop slking, and they
shot him down, They Alled him full of their
filthy bullets.

Mavernne, He wouldnt stop?

Tatom, No, not il they shot, He was just miking
to these people [ike he mlked wous wday . .,
apl they shot bim, apd there ian't anything
we cun do,

(Na mund crcept Missa’s weeping and the
parade, The file girl whimpers.)
Maothing we can dol

Guasorwrimn, (reading) Judge me, O God, and
ead my cause against an wnpodly natien, ©
defiver me from the deceitful and vnjust man,
Jacon. My shop gone, and sow my son! God
help me!
Minsn. | Weeps) Home tha, Poppa.
(He doesn’s fear her, There is @ knock at che
door, Mannriwe's and MiNsas foces fake on
i stricken Jook,  Maseien sguares her
shunlders ond walks rerolutely & she daor,
The soldiers enser.)
Marowe, (anfffy) Well be ready soon, Hans,
(ke dreakr.) Poppal
Incon, (Aead oo avme, He ses: wo one) What
b it, Mudeleine? 1 can see no ome now,

Mapveoy, Poppa!

Jacom,  (Looks wp amd iee soldiers, Alarmed)
What s it? What can they do to o poor brokm
man mowd ( Wiper dir eyes.)

Muswa, Ol Poppa. ( Weeps.) Our home, Poppal

Incon, What?

[t Sovnten, You must vacae these quarters: jm-
muediately,

Iacem, { Hunds to bewd. He is Bersildeéved.) Ohl
But this is o much. You muost give me time
to think, (Sees Hiss, who stores oud wvindou.)
Hans, you must help us,

Mankiwne, (fiwrerly) You must not expect any
help from Hans, Poppa. He is only a soldier,



EL FORTAL

15

(Hava flieshes, oeens srresoluse. Then he firng
Al po phe indoa opai)

P Socoen. Come, ket's hurry about the business.
The “Girest Man™ will be passing pretty soon
HEw,

(Manriwine fraplds Biterly and engers her
Dedrocm, Both soldievs begin o gather things
in the table ok on the table, throwang erery-
thing roughly ropether.)

Misma, (Aroused for fhe firs tome, rims o the
vubie, ieill weeping ) My best chinal Stop! Loak!
Lok what you are downg]

lst Sovmes,  (faghing.) Well, you do it then,
(Hans swrms around.)

Hang. [ewrdly) Serpeant, well have no unpeces-
wary roughness! Understand?

Isr Sovnies.  (orliy]  Yes, aer!
[Goer 1o the old man's wheel char.)
Come on, ofd man, (leagbe ) 'l take you down
where you can see the “Grear Man™ pass by,

Guasprarien, | Reads sl ) "Shall martal man be
more juat than Crod ™
{The soldier lavghs and wheeli kim out.)

Mwa. Be carcful now, ( Weeps.) Oh, Poppa, our
loerae !
(Exits to kischen, Children fullow fer,)

Jacon. {Srawes puth bowed head, them ipeiks
o Hang swho o aarinp ont the widon.)
(presfredlyy They hilled him, Han.

Hame. (pityingly) 1 saw:

Jacon. {(um ofd men new.) You were theref

Hame Yes

Jacos. ‘They just shot him, Hana.

Hans | know.

Jacos, He was a good boy,

Hams, 1 couldn't do anything, You know that

Jaton, T know, (pieifniy) You'll let us bury him,

won't youf

Hums, {anr.ﬂr: for @ mumr#l.} Yes . That ean

be arranged,

Jacon. {slens for o moment.) First my shop, then
my son, now my home. It's hard. This morn-
ing | was o man, tow I'm . ., ething. ( Langhr
weakly) A few . . Hans ., . (#reidly) Made-
leine, she's a good gid.

Hang { Aromsing bemaell, Soffiy) U'm ATy
"-‘i’t'ﬁ‘ have r.u‘}mz !LL: lmﬁ dumdmril: five
mintes.

Jacon, (Frokem) Ve

{ Firxe Soldier comes in apars ar Moass eniers
with bondle which she depants on floar, The
srwse chaldren follow wrh sheir bitle Gomaies. )

Isr Sovpmn. (80 Hass) He's passing, sirl

Haxs. (Sramds onffly ot artesfion; them wheels
nervouily.)
Sergeant Schultz| You mke charge here. Repore
o me in five minutes,
(He turng ai of to way somerhing fo Jaoung
then strides ot tie dvor, MapsLsive eeters
.pﬂ:ﬂ hnd.l'e. avid di ike dnﬂ—]

lsr Soiomn, {Sending af atewrion befare wine
dow.)
Hail, Hail our chief!

{Otker soldier jodns fem. Famiy fooks on.

He swrns aroiind. To family.)

Say it Lift your arme and salute your bene.
focroe! [ Lewgke) Old woman, what are vou
weeping for? These are happy days. Your new
ruler has just cotered the gates.

{ Threateningly, ar they shnd there doumb.)
Give thanks 1w the man who will do s mach
for youl [Langhe) O who das done a0 much
for you.

{Noiee antside i3 fowd, They all rase arms

dowty. Missa weeps fute der hondkerchie]

as she doer so. Juow, brokes, raies his hand
with kead bowed. Mspninsn stamds stomidy
and sulutes, with her orker dand lenched.

The fwo children, bundies m hand, vaire their

hands uncomprehendingly, the lisde girl fast

ready 1o cry, They all my;, “Hail” almost
imaudibly ar a Mare of trampess i heard.)
The curtain talls.
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Release

By Eumimwmy Suow

Inmo n‘im:rypﬁlﬂ ablivion

Goes the miricwlons immasdate

Coneeption of the Christ, the benison

Eendering 0 scant morsel adequate

To feed a multitode, the crucifed

Poor body swalking palpahle abroad

And offering o Thamas woonded side

And hands, that he might rouch them, and be
awed,

Inte ehlivion the rumbling tane

O terribde [ehovah from the flame

Giving the ten cosmmandments, and the lane
And nacient lepend linked with Tonah's name;
The polden-strested, milk-and-honey-hlest
Kingdom of heaven pictured in nur lore;

Let the mots grow on these, and all the rest,
For nelody believes them any more,

Look mow! The edifice built high for me
By pedagogues and preachers in my youth
Lies, dst and Frapmenrs, frretrievahl
Crumbled befare the heary gust of truth.
And T wha clume seeurely to the knows
Stand with the known o wreck abour my feer,
Seeing with vision long inured o stone

And marrow window, now the sunlighe. swees
On everything, and nor bevond the hills
More dissint hills 1 dreamed not of hefore
When all my universe was boond by sills;
And teeror trembled just beyand the door,

Paint the Women, Master

By Jean Movcoway

Maser, paint the wonien of oday.
Patnt the wvomen
With higory written scrom their fares &, .

Paiat the women of Germany in thelr hlack,
Serviceable aprons,

Their thick, callovsed fingers

Twisting them.

Ficture them guzing prowdly at the future,

Stem-browed conquenor’s lackies,

Paint the Crechodovak women,

Cheeks stained [rom erving,

Eyes Hurr with sadness and dark with Tk
Show them pazing wild-eved

Across the hilly,

A wind fo.l‘(‘h_n them hadk,

Tearing ar their halr, ar their bodis,
Forcing them back—back , | .

Paint the lewish women,

Their arms full of bundles,

Dark eves havnted buor resined,
Sumbling along an unendiog road
That teauls nowhess,

And point the litthe giels of Spain,
Heobbling aletg on rude wooden crutches,
Tagzed scars across their voune faces,
Craunt degths in their old, old eves

As they stumble n'h:mg

Towards tnmorraw,

Paint the wesmen, Master,
With history written across their faces,

Tomorrow Is Death

By oan Horvowsy

There was o time, looag ago. when lovers could
lock ahead—

In the faint past before the war drema ralled

And hlond I['ﬂﬂ'!ﬂd fram the skies and the dead

Bear of marching pounded ar our brains. There
was a day

When | might have held you close and dreamed

OF ncehing save you and o strange swees way

That we would walk regether, Bur what can 1 sy
10 you,

Sanding calm and Jovely in the moanlight?

What can T say that weuld be true

Beyond T love yoo—1 love you oday, and we have
ne EOr v,

Mathing to hold against the folure save this
mament,

Of respire before sormow,
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Shadow by Moonlight

By Hosest Whacer

1

Basz chewed pendvely on g barley  stable
watching the handi streaming in from the felds.
This was goad, he twld kimself, Thres more days
ind the harvest would be complete—with enough
gram o carry his howschold throngh the winter
and emouph mose to trade for stock and gold and
more lapd on which to rabe more barley.

Yes, this was good. Year by year he had builc
his farm from two small felds wste more than
he knew how o rechon. The lind was eovugh,
he decided. He would bay no more land unbess it
was in the valley o the south, Cousin Bl bad
gwned that souch valley, and years age, belore
the famine, Boaz had tried 1o persunde Eli mo
enter b partnership, That waa past now,  El
was dead, and his widow bad rermed from Maoab,
Pertiaps the old lady wouald =il If not, Hoox
shragped his big shoulders, be aill had plenty,

Yoo, this, was very good, Bor he knew it
warn't, He didnt know why, b Boar was un-
‘I:ﬂu. He had mose wealth, more servants, mope

 yes, and mote friends thaiy any sther farmer
for meles pround; but Boax was anhappy,

With a sigh he twrned his attention to the
fopers, lus aind joking as they made their

inkn ﬂmud. They were Iu._.upy. Fuertive-
Iy glanced at s foreman. The foreman was
leaking for his pwe sons among the waorkers, He
was happy. Hoaz leoked back rowand the fields,
wondering vaguely if the foremans sons made
him happy. Suddenly be stiffenod, “Jess’”, he sid,
“who's that wench?” He sguil liks bu.rlq sralke
in a general westerly dierction,

The foreman’s glance fellowed the fight of the
harley wulle ood come o et with it o the
Mlﬂ'i:'l.g !mugh. *What wench?™

“Over there, following thé men 0" Boaz

peinted.
“Foreigner™, sid Jews, “Told her she could have
what the TEApeErs lefi i she'd I:ezp out of the

Wi .‘"
'q.mkiﬂg for work?™

“Yes. We don't need any more help,” Jess looked
at Boar anxiously.

Beiz grumted nen-committally, “Where's she
fromP"

“Moab. The widow Naomi's doughier. A widow
herself, they tell me" 3

“Put her on, Jess. Send her out with the women
this afternecmn,”™

whut. Boar—'T. '

“Tell her to get somcthing to cur with the
others.”

Jess sighed resignedty. “Yes, sir”
1
“Mather, do know what has happened?®™

“Ma, m; du;fﬂ'hrm it lopks dike newi”
| have found employment with the reapers,

I worked all afiernoan, and they gave me o picce
of silver. Tomorrow | am 1o go early in the
and tomorrow night ©shall have two

more pieces; and cveryone b so kind, and | am
= happy, and—" : :

A are very tired, child, Rest yourself
while | m you o bowl of milk.,” Old Nadmi
smiled sadly. Her daughter-inlaw was asll a
child; her marriage with Mahlon had pot changel
thar. And now ele was o widow, hardly koowing
the meaning of the term. The gisl was hoppy
with her piece of sibver, but MNaomi koew tha
the barley harvest was almoat svery fuar more days,
at the most, Mine pieces of slver, she
wotild keep them three weeks; after thor, only God
knew bow they would Hve, Ln the spring perhap
she could sell part of the suuth valley, Mean-
WHL:_" o

“Desrest Mather, what ure you thinking?”

“Tust thinking, Huth, Who was the man who
hired you ™
“Oly, I forgot o tell you. Well, the foreman
hired me, but the owner's mame i Boaz, and he
came und spoke to me before all the others while
we were cating, I'm afraid thar 1 was just a
little vuin aboot it. He says he knew Mollon and
Mahlon's fathet snd—"" A tear in her mothes-
inlaw’s eye warned Ruth, and she stopped shor

“Yes, | koew Boax in the ald rime before—,
before—."

“Yeu, Mother, I know.”

Hd Nuomi smiled absently. She wasn’t thinkin
of the ald time before the Lord had called El
aned Mohlon.

Nine pieces of slver. And Boaw had offesed Eli
u partnesship. She regarded the girl thoughrhully.
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Barely rwenty-three vears obd, with a pretty face,
stout body, chony hafr, and unhlemished skin,
wwart from  the summer sun. It wae a crael,
fantstic nothon, and yer— “Let m po to bed,
Ruth. You will want 10 be fresh for your day in
the ficlds tomorrow”

I

Ruth hommed o song 1o berself an she trodged
it townrd the buildings. She kepe o lisde apart
from the other women: they hadn't accepted bee
as one of them. She had haped that they would,
but it didn’c make much diflerence; the men joked
and talked with her, and she liked that, Mot
of all she lked Reuben, who locked at his feet
whenever she spoke to him and regarded her
shyty when he thought she wasn't Iooking.

Reuben had ocked her thar sery morning if she
intended 10 be ot the party on the fi in
evening. “Tf you would ﬁh it,” she had rrphﬂr
He hod smiled his thanks and hacked away,
hlushime, And now she fele bester abant the party,
She had intended o po from the moment she
heard of i, when Boax hod made the formal
anpoincement ot mble the day before; and now
that Rewben had sdmired an imerent in her
preseoce. she knew she vl med be ﬂ:uﬂc:md.

She wondered varoely ahout the harvess party
and whether thess would b munic.  Boaz was
hoth rich and kind, and she had oo doube that
he wonld provide & generows feast: but she was nm
sare wbout the tsic. Troe, in Bethel-judah they
were mare (olerant about these matters than were
the stndpy Muabites. She would ak old Naomi;
MWaemi would know.

“Girr

Ruth searted onr of her daydream, looked wp.
Bear stood before her. "Yoor segvant, mzwer.”
Ehe bovwed ber head slightly.

Boaz laurhed, *We needn't be 3o formal, my
dear. You intend to be st the sisbles tomorrow
evening#"

"Why, ves, sir.” Buoth trembled inwardly, She
ool neit e sure whether his tone was patronizing
or farmiline. Tt was impossible that the grest man
'lhﬂl.'lti! |ukr seroin Aohce of & pl.-rluﬂm fnrri[:rwr,
and yet there was smething In the quality of his
vaice and hit words that frightened her, She
dared not lock wp into his face.

He wis spraking apain. What was_he saving?
“—ﬁhl" T‘Eﬂ! b arry thll measnare -I"E hdr'ﬂ' b ]
your mather, Macmi, Tell her 1 shafl be glad o
hawe her come with vou, Tomartow a3t sndown,”

Your command i my will, master,” she re-
p1ih:1. 'Iakihg the praffercd hasket, Boaz laughed
apain and torned oway.

Ruth stoce silent, watching the shadow of a
fence paet lengthen perceptibly on the hard groand
of the yard, When the shadow renched the bench
by the stable wall, she would shake lersclf, lif
the basket to her shoulder and ser oue for home.
Meanwhile she way not sure whether she was
relieved or dismppointed that Boaz looked on
her merely as the child of an ald acguaintance.
She knew she should not like him fer 2 husband;
he wiis twice her age and rough and stupid. The
girl shiddered; then amiled. There was no reason
o Friphten herself, Boae wouold cerainly not be
thinkang of taking a wife,

The shadow, barely discernible now,  sreiched
mearly o the ather side of the vard. In a
moment—, It dissolved i the dusk and never
sitained ity poal.

Ruth shrogged, shouldered  her  basker, and
stepped out into the road,

v

The hu-hl’u! Revben mit on one .mrl'., l|'||.| wen
hack resting againsw another. He wns very tired,
and the mocks were sl warm from the afiernoon
sun, It was plemant resting here after & hoed
'I‘ll!' in the .EI!MI; but Reuben was uncommforiable,
grew momentarily more s, Pefore many more
minutes, the lovely Ruth would come aroond rhe
great gray boulder and find him siing hete. Thar,
in fact, was why he was here, Then why did
he squirm and fdgit inside? Foolish. She was
fust & grrl.

Tust a girl! He quelled that Basphemy instantly,

g how he had been stirred when she
hasl spoken m him in the mordng, She would
be ae the party if he weuld like 87 Aot e mos
net spoil his rwn chances. Perhaps she  wnnld
think him bold if he accosted her here. Perhaps
he had Better pet away before—,

“Hella, Reuben(™

Hv: stood gquickly. *Hefla, I—yon—1 didn’ see

AL

She was standing hefore him, one hamd on her
hip. the ‘other halancing the heavy arain basker
on her shoulder, her dark eves smiling at him.
"You were :rmpim{,"

“1 mymst have been,” he sads then, a5 he mw
she was shout to move oo, “Would you— mean,
may [ earry voiir hasket?*

Yo ven walk this sy ghe asked, hnm:Hl:-p: it
i b,

"T live just bevond vour mother’s cotape,”
ke peplied, then blushed. She weuld certainly
think him very forward now,

“Oh, thar is perfeer!™ she cried, “Mother is 1o po
to the harvest feast tomorrow. 1F you like, we'll
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wait for you, and we can all po wmpether.”

I he would like! Theré it wai opain. T wonld
fike that very tomch®, he said. Sin fact, | interided
to make you if 1 maght call for yom, bae 1 dido’s
know how, I wos 3 lisle afmmid” He bnaghed
d!minu-ly‘.

“gilly, wiat's 1 be afsrid of

This was casier than Reuben had hoped for,
Perhaps bie was ot oumeacrive o her an all
Ar leust she scemed o be plad of his company,
and it was abie who had suggested that he four
her the next evening.

“How did vou loow sbout my mother's

:ll

He could tell her now without blwshing. "1 saw
you this morning when | passee oo my way o
thie fGelds"

“Slye's not really my mether, you lknow. She's
my mother-inlaw.”

“Then you—" he swpped an e realized the
imfu't al hee wiords.

Malslon died when | wab sixieen”, she reassured
fam guackly. "1 hardly kiew lsbpse, Bon old Maomd
has been o mother o me ever singe”

Kedben could think of nothing w asy, o they
wilked on In silence. He was happy, Happy ind
proud that the gird had confided m him. It she
tristed him that muoch, it was not impossible o
hope that someday, someday Eerhupl—bul whit
waa be thinking? He hanlly keew her.

“Waornd hps been very knd to me Reuben,
bt seametivnes 1 om lonesome. Lonosome for the
companionship of younges peaple.”

“|wl';p|qw," 1:i-u: el nmp|::: t—al.u, ton, lid thoe
lapesome 5. The men were all older than he,
snd he had always beenn afruid of the women.

His shyness left him, and be took her band
in his as they trudged an through the dodk.

v

The great barn hummed with the confuson of
the hnr\!u:m;ﬂ.ﬂ'y. Cireapy of men and women,
sreants tenants alike, stood about eatimg,
drinking, talling, jesting in the light of the great
tarches fustened ai. imervals about, the walls Jur
aniside the open doars the fire pits glowed, Hght
ing up the faces ol the kitchen bays as they torned
the giant spits laden with quarters of beef. To the
lefr of the pits was the wing which housed the
dibles, where the young folk were Bury with
their gumes and

Baaz ond Maomi were seated peor the door
where they coudd ek and where, ot the same
time, Boax could discharge bis duties o st

ing cach nowcomer with a word or o wave of

hand,

Nuomi was speaking. “Six hundred picees of
wlver i 0 geocrons poce, Cousing for my share,
which wai Chilion’s, Bat you know that Malilon's
share has passed by law into Ruth's posscssion, and
yeu must hargain with ber for thar

“Yeu | was coming to that” sid Hoan He
nedded ghsently 1o o lae arrival, ©0 b eoime-
thing ele in mind abour Hurh's share,” He looked
ar the old woman sharply, Could the know whit
bie was thinking? It dido't moch matter; be had
made up his mind, and she would know won in
any event, “101 were to take the girl for my wife,
her tamd would come o me”

MWonmi smiled. “She wonld make you a good
wife, Coosin.”

Yes, abe would mwke him a pood wife. She
wis voung, healthy, and plesung to the cye. Boaz
breathed a sigh of costeptment.  Thas, he was
sure, would be the happiness be had beca seeking.
Mo longer would he envy his own servants, no
longer b jealous of fres and his sons, He would
have sops of his own soon, sturdy farmer men
i Bll his last years with comfort and prede. Boaz
wis happy now; he was sure of it. “Find the gid
nnd hring her to me. There'll be 0 wedding here
this night."”

MNaomi mse and moved away wward the stables.

VI

Ruth and Meuben wit on a bench n ihe smhle
yard, watching o halfmoaon ride down the westsrm
iky. From the beilding bebend them carne noises
ol revelry, mured |y the thick eodar planks agninst
which they were leaning.

Rth vorned het :rngum the moon 10 loak ar
Reuben. He to her und smiling, slipped hid
arm between her hack and the wall w draw her
closer to him oo the beoch, Happy, she les her
lyencl rest on hus shoulder, Neither had apoken for
severul mlnut:l, and Ruth was g1u.d, gllﬂ of her
fecliing fow this strong: young feemer, ghad that they
had 30 soan found E’Ir: companionship that needs
e wpeech. She looked up into his face and waited
while he moved his head wward her. sudﬂﬂﬂl}’
he purned away.

Ghe I-ﬂlll.-me'ri'1 Emh;;gln;.tu w the shadow ulf n fence
post on the . slowly approaching their feet,
She wondered dlly whether ﬁf was h'fi i fof it
o reach them, She smuled sadly, uneasly; the
shadow was bosing itell in the darkness.

The stable door swinpg open, and old Naomi's
voice came through the night. “Ruth, dear, will
you ciene in oW

Beuben staned up, frustrored, By the lisz rays
of the weaming moon, Buth cw the Do in b eves

She stified @ sab,
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Sniper Lutzman

By Josw Warsmew

Ta his surprise it was dark when he regained
conscsounness, A sfim moon hang among sty
clowds, gpiving the backened tereain below an
unreal gE:n Dimly he begun to realize where he
was, Baiiing himself cautionsdy spon one elbow,
he could ook over hiv litde shelering pile of
dehris, The pl:h:nl.l before him was scarred here
und there with shell-holes, and noe so far away
was a long japped shadow which might be a
trench, A horse's exreass Loy half in oo hole, ita legs
sthcking op Hke the leps of an overmmed stool,

Sniper Lutzman wiped his nose on the back of
hin hand. There was o breeze, and the air was
]'lEl'l'!' 'N'i'!h I‘hl.' 1mc|! Bc[ death. Hhis hack and |lrg',:|
Felr sticky-wet. Moving his dght leg sent an
electric pain up his hack. Twisting onto b hip
he wmw thar hiv trouserleg nhove the boar was
Wack and :tH‘L and on one side of the oot there
was a neat slit in the leather.

He et o sease of something omineus.  The
French had attacked from the rear. and he had
bheen ane of those flesing before them, intn the
arms of the English. Why had they left him?
Did they think him worthy of death? He had
fallen, Forgotren. fnte this rubhle-heap.

The :"I'Il'ltiuth of lids sfamack incressed as he
attemypaed to rise. Slowly be mincd his knees, The
bew didn't seem o huirt =0 mouchs it pressed apaine
a long. hard abject. Reaching down, he found his
rifle. Buobbing off the mud, he traced his name
carved in the stock, “LUTZMAN", His own gun;
the rifle of Spiper Luteman, the man wha with
hie rifle In s hand could face hundredy onnfrajd,
The beeech was in order; he flled o fresh dip and
imeerted ir his Angers wocking stiffty with the
eateh.

With his gpun @3 o crotch he e 1o his feet.
Laoking down at his leq, he saw fresh bood about
the shit in the boot, plisening Wack in the moon-
Hght.

The trench acroas from him was an wnyielding
line of black. As his eves began 1o clear he conld
minke our scattered sandbans here and thers. Sud-
denly he stiffened. Vimhle over 3 break In the
parapet was a round Engfish helmer, and below
the helmer he conld make our o face. A sentrv—
the trench was ocrupied—watehing kim, laoghing
at his clumsy movements, They were enemies,
Surrender to them? Like an ofd pelican he had

ofce e, wniting to die, ot caring for the
mindles amall boys gimed at him, Yes, bur if he
had a gun . ., . if he shot the sentry, the whole
tretch would wake and become active 28 0 bee-
hive—: Raising hix riflc to huw shoulder, he felt
inside the g‘lurﬂ _ft.r thr tr'igqc:'. i hee hend not
reckoned with his leg, Tt collapsed like straw
heneath him. pitching him heavily into the muddy
ground amd smacking s rifle from his hond,
The gun went off, by dug Hiring o lidle fountain
of i in front of the paraper, Luteman hugged
the eround, He was nat afraid, just careful,

The sentry was swill there. Semewhere. dome
T A e e et
mecked him.  Cold moonlight  everywhere, bt
be smw on one. Tmaginings,  Bor—licher ot
the sewtry was still there] The sentry had Tanghed,
He strugpled to where his pun by, Bracing him-
self wpon one clhow, he sighted carefollyv. The
crowsing point of the hoirs of the wlesmonic: sight
Wi il‘Li't Telow the cenfer o{ ﬂ'le rirm of that helmet.
He Gred anee, The hebmet :|'||r|1-pHI froen its plar:
aver the sentry's faie, With o seoond shot ir jumped
again. Luremon was annoved Becanse it did nm
come aff, He emptied the i the belmer beeame
s talo in the meanfighe.

Tureman strugded forwand, beaning upen the
rfle, T rhe trench there would be fond. His
apmnch shook st the thourht, Ther mid the
Fnpelish ate Hke kinps, e passed the camcoss
of the horse. Tt sunke Luteman tomed hiw heod
LWAT,

The langh-—~Whas §if—came fram Ichind him,
fouker this time, but he did not turm, The trench
fov jos ahead ‘of him, Three more seps and down
inta it. He pushed the sentry aside as he pased.
Already it was decomposing—-had been dead
hones. Huot Lutzmon was wsed 1o death. He did
not stop o gee what effect his bullets had had upon
its Face.

Pushing aside the sack hung over the dugoar’s
entrance, he thrst in his head, inro the darkness,
Feeling in his pocket, he located his lietde match
unfe, Tt was made bn the form of a shell, engraved
“Gorr Mit Uns”. In the shaking light of the
match he saw the forms of two of his enemies
Thev were dead. A helmet loy at hiv feet. He
chisckled 60 himself, What 2 poor thing. His
bullets wene through trench helmets like a knife
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Blade through mush. He reached up and fele for
hiy own—Donnerwetter—it was ot there. How
could it have come afff He must have o helme—
but ot an English helmer, 560l . . . . He stooped
down and pi up the seel hat,

Leaving the frst dugout, he swon came to o
seeond, He almost stumbled over o foem in the
eotrunee. Lighting another match, be found ir 1o
be the hmwn-:]nE body of an offcer. And il
about the man's waist wad a thick belr, and hasped
1o the belt was a big patel in o holaer. A valuable
wwavenir, oot o be pased by, Lutzman buckled
the belt about himself. e poused long cnough
o remove carefully thres medals. This bad been
the afficer’s quarter——there must be food here,
Rummaging smeag the junk he found bere and
there, he came upor o halflaaf of bread and a
ganteen af water, 5o this was the food of kings,
gh? He bit into the bread. [t was suggy,

Hack in the moanlight again, be noticed that the
clouds hiad o, Seon it would be morning.
Would itF He thruost his lep over the lar side ol
the mench, the bread clutched between his ceeth.
Soan it would be mornlng, Scan he would find
his Iriends, They shouldnt be fr frum here,
prabably in the Enplish. second line trenches: Did
they have & second hine? Where were they? He
bad o pisal, A Webley from an English afficer,
He seen them before. An English sidearm.
iHa-ha, Hi. He waved it with his free arm.
Bullets weren't made thar could stap Luteman.

A low poar began 1o his rights Tt was in the sky,
Planes, They woild wake him home. To his
fricnde He could sigpal them, The rear becane
fouder, He could see them wow. Bed and black
Fikhees, Ome ven checkered, Traveling high and
fast, Haising his pastal he fired neo the air. He
shamited to them, his volee wan only . raucous
croak. He empricd his rile, But the planes sped
pnwand, leaving him. So they dudnt wanr him.
That was why no ooe had preked him up, The
pistel had kacked disgustingly. He couldn’t threw
i naw, even ﬁmugh he wanved 1o be rid
af-it. English helmet hanged againe his hip
as he swong ldmself along with E: nifle. He
seleased it from his belt and put ir on his head,
The lep pained him now, mare than belore, but
he didn’t sop.

The land before him wos empty and black,
bt ft was shiny hlack with mue, Onee he passed
1 shell-hele from which a machine-un protruded.
He overcame his impulse 1o go over to it and
onich e He was 2 pfleman, He seemed o be
walking throogh eternities, his leps moving up
und— only one leg moved ar the knce--the ather
pwn were still—a piston that Lacked sufficient steam

to drive it with any fArmnoes. Hi grip on the
rifle slipped pow and then, but he didn't want to
tisk geming mud in the barrel. His facher had
made that barrel. e was a Luteman,  And the
Lutzmans went down hghting. Bur be wasn’t
going down yet. Not yer

A light bieexe sprang wddenly from the earth,
It revived him. He sopped and sniffed 5t solemin-
Iy, ‘All &t once he saw thot he had come to s road,
It was pock-marked with shell-holes and puddies;
bt it was & soad, People would come dewn sooner
or Later, He would rest there for a while. Ar least
he would be pilkl‘:d. ap by some people. He would-
o't be all dlone any maore, Flis foends would see
him soain. He would have much tw el them
when he sw them, The beecze increased o s
colid wind, It made his nose run, He wished he
hal picked wp o coat in the Englich trench.

Lutznan ﬁurﬂ a cry rsmng om the wind,
He lified his head, strined hiv ear, bue the wand
distorred the sound inte o shore wail. He Laesed
carclully. Someote was coming slong the rmad.
He d beas the slosh ol feet in the mod, He st
down in the road, his rfle acoos his kness, Two
sha Immtwmnnﬁﬂgduwnd::md.i{t
waved his arm wenkly, called o them. The men
were choser now; they heand him. He could only
make & fechle nodes, but the sight of the men
cheered him. He wanted to talk to them. So much
he had 1o el them. He didn’t mind whether—
they wore German helmets . . . They were friendly.
Cinet was pointing at him, The other pointed too,
Lutzman tried to lift his rifle 1o wave to them.

Ope of them laughed, a ghasily laigh. The
stiiper rubbed his eyes. God wan playing
with him, Bur the laugh—something him
in the chest. Hin gun fell froen his Angers—uno,
mot that . . . . His oren was sifl; he raked the
ground beside lim for his gon, hut o was—he
couldn’t - . . . be coulda® . . . .

I Stand Before You, Penitent

By Evreanerin Seoow

I stumd before you, penitent, my wings,

The wings you gave me, tittered and bemired,
And the gay, golden halo, of all things
Hymﬁdurim.m:hﬂulmquimd

S0 nly upon our frsr hushed meeting,
Anid wore so proudly from that hou, s gone,
Lost soewhere in my heedleis play, As fleeting
As the fuir momem when you laid it an,

And 1 before you felt mysdli 1o be

All of the radianee you dreamed of me.
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On Being a Bird

By A, . Paew

Human beings have a very srong offection for
birch. Literature i full of references 1o lars and
brown throshes, and one can't open an anthol
without stumbling over an ede o 0 nightingale
“Rare av a dodo,” “graceful as & swan” “happy
oy o lark” “mx - ehi o8 o sparrow,"—thise
familiar similes, and o host of others, efer to binds
i & friendly, not an antagponistc, fashion, Shakes-
peare, incidentally, was complimenting the whale
bird family when tn that subtle way of lis e had
the witches sa 7 “Fuir 1n fowl™, The lows which
prahihit the shooting of sea-mulls, whe are very
often guilty of playing nasty tricks on ferrvbaar
pagsenzers, give evidence that even our lephilatoe
have a high regard for bird-ife.

Why i this 67 T believe it is merely o readt
of man's suppresed desire to be o bird. Subeon-
sciomly, man regands the hird s an ideal.. The
eanary 8 the wdeal of the simger; the hawk, of the
aviator; and s on. Mav T say here that anybady
whe trey B0 male a in[ce abowt “blind D& A [111!'
heing a fine stognn for oculists e an inoramos,
hecause bats aren’t hirde—they nre more like mice
with wings.

"Yex" you will sy, *1 admit thet T Tike and
sdrmire birds. Bue what advanmpe & there in
hetne onef™

Gad, you are stopid! Hovent vou ever heard
that expression “ss Tree a5 & hind?™ Jus fook
araund you and =e how hapoy and free they e
What a fine life they lead, Mieing around, eating
when they want. doing what they plesse. And
vorn ask what ndvantage there is in being a hind!
Manaider alwn the advantages they have in brans
nomation. All they have ta do s o v up fairly
high unml they get a milwind, Then they an
r=lax and let the wind carre them m Los Anpeles,
“Then they can climb up higher and et 8 il owind
to carry them back #n San Francisco, Men can’t
An that. WMon nesd alrplanes, which are top ex.
rensive for the avernge man: s we shall disesard
thern, The nearest that the oedinary man can
sooroach aueh ease of rrinspomation 8 eoasting
drwn g Bill on skates or In @ wason, Hills don’
nedinarily ron in the right direction to let & man
in a sed et anvwhere special o a hurry, Besides,
when he et o the botiom of the l|'||,|!'|.|. hml 'il l'u.-
going oo pei hack where he siarted? Climbing is

the anly sofurn, Swppose, too, that everybady in
San Froncieeo carned o pair of - skates: with hom,
and when he came 10 a bill, he would put them
o and wp down. Imagine the confusion and
danger that vamild arse st intersectiom with skates
whizeing this way and that, yning fter than
hell !

Arnather advantape that birds have ever us
human betnps o in the matter of eating. All they
have to do s teocruise around until they eatch
o worm or a Y, and they have their meal. ¥ou
may revalt agning such a deet, bar Jer's Jook at
this squrely and fidy: w o bind, o fiy makes 2
gomd-gived mouthil, i worm makes @ Fne meal,
You must admiz that there is an abundance of
flicy and worns, S0 that o lbed aced never go
hangry, Flies and worens are to him what bread
anad roasl beel zre o s The list of vareties
doen't end there! Far from Hll:qlll!n:s. “"'1
graxshoppers. caterpillars, spiders—all are conzxid-
ered cxcellent fare; wheat, grass, dandelions, cars-
wiy eeeds, and other vegeinbles furmish the
teing and vitaming pecessary for o baluneed jl.::
Ihfferemt parts  of ‘the world  have  ditferem
delicocier; i Africs it s the setse-flv, while the
Mediterranean fruii-ffiy s the corrent favorite of

Florila.

“Hut,” you ashe hoenfied, Ywhar pleasire can
u Yird gee our of eafing wich dirty tniects as fies?
Everybody  koows what unsasjieey hebita they
have. Ughf™

I sdmit that fies gren’t very particolor alsout
what they walk on, bt the 'Pnint is thae they walk
R Ih{ﬂ;p{. A PR which furnishes whar ma
people smard as fine mest, sinls down oe fl
and even rollh around inoie Besdes, vou can't
get trichinois from ffies,

Now that you are convineed that we all want 1o
be birds, [=t's congicler another }:;hu!.- of ‘the topkc,
What kind of hirs shall we be? Well, bow about
a duck? Heois a goed dobseantial type of fowl,
an cxcellent flicr and swimmer. Fie i, however,
e pody and oo aften the tarpst of hudter.
Sparrows are unrefined, pigeons are sentrmental,
owle are very sguizitive; soowe shall not conmder
them, Eagles are pood lands. Buyg, powerful, fear-
less. mighty, the eagle has the respect of all, ¥ou
might find i eerie, though, living in an acele
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Swallows are fine, cleanent, graceful birds, who
winter down South and escape tropical summer
hest by eoming north again, Most of them Hve
in muel hsts under the eaves of Mission San Jusn
Capastrano..

trust that thiv essay has made yon think. If it
has sicceeded in making you love birdlife one
whiz more than you did, my labor has been pro-
fitable. Bt to you disbelicvers, vou cynics whao
atill prefer motor cans, radios, and movees, 1 say,
“Toke your ‘worldly pleasuze, bur give me the
hird."

Fantasy by the Water

By Jean Hocvoway

I will think smdly of you
Some night wheo the wind sighs in the cypress,
.|'|.|'u:] the fre=s - ore lilack loce
Apzinst the moon.
T will wallk this loncly shore
Crying vour pame against the night,
your nome will be singing music
That will make an old scar throb again,
A dend pain quicken.

I will étamd here alone, dreaming of vou,

While the wind combs back miy hair, and 17
dream

Tt in yeour Brogers.,

The hill benearh my feet will be velvet blackness

Andl the wiispering waters

A cool sheet bencath whese silliness T can lose
rmyself

In sented Freshness,

I will walk to the water's edge,

Sighing your name,

Fagtening & erystal sar in mv hair

To light my dark way to meet you,

Then over the waves will come my guide,

Mot o dark heoded figure,

Bur s young girl with kibiscos fowers in her hair

And your mame on bee fips

Shell lay her swest fingers on my eves, and Il
sink

Tato conlmeds,

And when | awaken to the sound of your name,

You will be there beside me.

Song of One Woman

By Evrzaners Srow
I long for him, The opal air 1 frought
With this intense desire of all desires,
This hungering of woman, who i onught
Without her lover. Yes, I tend the fres
And knead light loaves of sustenance for thee,
Touching thy dull day, where T can, with grace,
For thou art kin. Bud it i ever he
For whom | labor with a smiling face.

This da | know. Love {5 @ coarme 'I.'|'|'|.HR,
A deiving hunger like the need for bread,
Synonymeas with man; my guestioning
Is anly why, thus leaving it unfed

Aq | must do, thy want exeelling mine,
My spirit dieth by such slow decline.

For a Dying Child

By Evrzanema Spow

Stumbled into the sudden trap of death,

Yo are ton young e meet | without fear,
What shall I say 1o you to still your bresth
Weeping rebellien? What pale crumb of cheer
Can comfort you this hoor? Here you are lying,
Your terror-darkened eves upon my faee,

Andd 1 muse teach them to reign vo dying,
Clos, and await the end with perfect grace.

1 know net what to speak. Oh, child, what woed
Out of my years of living withoue thoaghe
Beyond the next bright hour, what yellow bird
Dut of my own joy can sing blithely ought

OFf death? T am as ignorant as you

OF this strange thing, and quail before it too,
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Out of the Rain

By Many Traus

Tt was very cold, Trees that had been covered
with green leaves just a few short months agoe were
mow frosthatten and gray, Ran dowds were
mhcring in the darkened sky as Ann bondied

welf up closer in her fum and stepped into the
taxi, Her woice was lifeless as she answered the
driver's. “Wheee 107" with “Park Drive=—360"
Sereled back i the sext she dug her gloved hands
deeper in her te, The cocky festher on her
hat touched the window behind her.

"350 quk Dri'r:," she mused. That was h]’lﬂt
the pnﬂ;nn That was what the invitation had
said, remembered,  They had read & toe
gether—Fred and she. Two weeks ngo tonight
that had been. Two weeksl

Hm, Funny, Here she was afl decked out and
setting out 1o be goy, Cay! She knew she'd have
tnh:g.l Th:'_rr it. Why, she was the

“pood spart™, h:‘{:.:ghﬁﬁ silently, mirthlesly.
Dioes hunx a good sport menn gngmlm yiou
have feelings, emotions, desirea?

Fred hadn't come hack for the ress of his things.
Maybe be wouldn't. Maybe he didn't want w pack

them all up. There were 3o man od spread
all over the house. His tles, even the shirt where
he had thrown it an the night he had left, s

white gnd determined. She could see his face
now—through the window. His eyes wene sold,
Oh, how ﬁmlllh‘wgnlg the dnmml'*i: r:l-
u'_nng L] at was itf ke
rain, doesn't H?P
“Yeo it docs,” Rain? She rather haped it would
rain. Theme was ’m':ﬁn‘l comforting, reasunng
i it She felt somehow i ol bletnrm:l'
if it mined, that this awful, biting cold would be
doven away, vanguished by warm rain drops.
God, it wos cold| It was abways cold. | She re-
membered how cold she had been the At moming
she had awnkened with the awiul, centain realizs-
toon that Fred wasn't there, She remembered how
she had sunk back; an awful lump in ber hreast
had resised an impulse o laugh, o cry,
Instead, she had just lain there with the great pain
in her chest and the throb in her throat, Bug
fimally, sormehow, she had found the srength w
rise on and on every moming since, Maybe
that was because she was such o “good spart”,

Preel had said he loved her for it She remembered
the hrst time he had called her thas,
They were chidren; Ann ten, Fred eleven, when
it hoppened. They were playing house in the
arsh, she, Fred, Shirley and Tom. Ann
w-mm; to be the mather, and sa did Shirdey, Fred
wid they should draw strows. So they had, Tom
held out the different length bladies of gros for
them to choose. “The longea will be the mother,”
he ssid, Ann could see the rwo lmle gids manding
befare lim, How impostane it hud seemed o them
|JID{|I| Slu'wly Shl.rh.r made her dmﬁm then A
They compared; Ann's was the long. She wened
fcr)fl.lﬂy to Fred, sying, “T've got it Minc’s the
ngest,”  But Fread raa lewsking at Shirley's down-
cast, puuhng [oce and dida’i anwwer. She looked

“I dow't think | want to play nny more,” Shirey
win saying. She staried  walk away. But Fred
exught her elbow,

- T gty Shitley. We couldn’t Flay without
your.” Then he had locked ar Ann. “You can be
mather, can't she, Ann?”

Anni swallowed bard. She hesitated o minute,
then answered, "Why, all L, if she wants o

“Oh, Ann, thanks a lon u'ur_nnl)e my very
best daughtee, and Fred can be m"_r husband, Now
thus'll be the lwouwse here |

But the game had los lnr-nrc-'-‘t for Anm, Soon
her mother called for her and Tom 10 come in
to supper, Before she left Fred polled her aside
angl said with that gay, beosd smile of his, "You
were an awfully good sport, Ann. Thanks,”

She ran happy into the howse.

The wxi gave o lurch moving Ann to the side.
She locked out the window. A slight drizale had
sarted. It dropped & misty vedl over the senes
illumined by strect lampe. She made oot the dim
outlines ol trees Hning the avenve and the white
ribbons of sdewalks running in from of
lawns, Sl thought how Nature had been cut intn
lm*m:ypu] patterny, her normal grmvrh resiricted
!11 mai s wnwanied interference, |1¢ ncd a
listhe boy hurrying along, He wog Fnlluwud by

i 'lufl a nice g collie,

Why, he looked like Dunce. Same spats and ., .
Dear old Dunce. Fred never koew what it had
cost her to be a good spor sbowt thar, [c had
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weemed so unpeocssary,  Shidey had apalogized,
ilse had seesned rru]l!.l SOICY . - Mu.jlbc she wan.

Fred gave her Dunce iy B Ty hirthelay.
She rememberad ber exciternent when he brougha
the Little over, Fred had named him, “because
he docsn't have seie enouph to eat candy”, he
had szid. The animal became a part of Ann's
existence.  He was such o gentle creature . o 4 30
trusting. ‘When Shirley had ssked 1o harraw hvim
far a pight “to help eotertain my cousn® ' !h:
hod eried not to mind and had readily said “yes®.
The excited ebephone call the nexr day bad sent
Ann hurerying down the srest 1o Shidey's ouse,
Dunee loy sretched hefore the fireplace, eyes half
clised, hiv legs siff,

Shirley wan tearful, “T don’t know whar the
mater is, Ann. He wias like this when we came
in this morning, 1 can't fmagine what hoppened
to him. We jrave him some canted tang st might,
Maybe ;4 .

ﬁrn war halding the dog’s immaohile ead in her
armi when the dooor oreived. She kept bold of
it all the time he was there.  She wouldnt
believe the doctr when be said Dunce was
ded . . “Promoine paison.” “No, ke im't, He
can’t be” she kept insisting, When she finally
realized the trauth, she turned on Fhlrlr:r. “You
did it 1 vour faol. You kiled Fred's dog'”
Then, crving lvsterically, she rn bome.

It took Fred some time fe calm her when he
followed her from Slicley's house o few minutes
later. “1l get you another dow.” he had said.

"Bat voii don’t understand—be’s rl'nnn:r, i
Dunce,” she cried pathetically. Then, for the first
time he bad poc his arm arcund her shaking
whoolders, Under his: gentle words and patient
understanding she had wrown calm. Later she
:{!I:lﬂng:iml o Shirley for her onchreak. Fyery-

ing had run abong smoothly then for thern all,

Shirley and Tom, Fred and Ann, had gone
many ploces together that winter. Ann bod never
been sn hapoy, They went o all the schoal dances
and 1o all the class parties, Tom was elected senior
elann president, Ann treasueer, Both Tom and
Fred were on the team. The foor became known
wi the “inseparshies",

Then came the Prom; Ann had been Jooking
forwmed o it all year. Her mother had promissd
her 8 new dress—eoval blue taffete. Tom was
e have his Bret tux. The four mlked of nerhing
clw for a month ahead. Shifey was o have 5
deess too—peach orzandy, Ann could  visalize
hew beaotiful she wonld loek in Gt with her
narneally wavy lustrous black hair and deep brown
eyes. Shidey was lovely, And she had the vitality
and grace to moke her beauty perfect.

In the - Ann pulled out her mirror, She
ol r:ﬂu:!u:l u F.lBe, wifrinmse lulni:in‘ ;H with
deep blue eyes and medivm blond e, Mo, she
refected honesily, she wasn't preny, Yet Fred had
tobd ler she wos the most beaurifol woman in the
world, She knew he meant it. He always meant
what he i, That was why they were separated
mrw. He had o be honest. He couldn't live a Life
af ]ﬂkndang. And she loved him the more

S'hr mat the mirror back in her purse and leaned
against the cushione. The drizele was hecoming
a downpour.  She sat still listening to the rain
beating on the twp of the taxi.

“How much farher, driver?™ she called.

“He there in abowr five minotes,” was his answer,

Five minutes ane she would b-f dancing, smiling,
and looking as i she were the ha persin
on rarth. How cdlever is Nature, ﬁz!mhl.
teaches ws 1o senile, g0 lnwggh, to sparkle, while she
i Hn'r.'lhn uis xpart inside.

Bt Ann had heen honestly zav the day before
the: Prom, She was myving on her dress. Her
maother was pinning. op the hem. All the rest
was Anished, Pirovetting nrenmd before the long
mirror, she primped and preened and knew thar
she Fooked tovely., Her dnll hair had been freshly
shampooed amd had o soft gleam, The dress, with
s lone emeeful folds, made her look almost
ethereal. When the doorbell rang, she couldn't
rexist the femptation o answer it herself,

Assuming a mafestic pose, she opened the doar.
Fred sood there, pale. . “Ann, have you heand "
he msked hrearhiessly,

"N, Fred. For goodness mke, what's wrong?
You're ar pale az a ghom. Come in” Forgeming
her dress in her anzicry over Fred's worry, she
fed him imside.

“Shirlev's por the mump,”

“What?™ Ann felt a gueer sensation of nelicf
and snenrise, "Where on eirth did che o themn #*

“Nohedw kanows She just got sick ioday, Poar
kid. And ehe danee is romorcowe. She had 3 new
diem too"

The lump in Ann's throst became larger. She
Hmn;-ud to keep her woice steady, “Ic's wo bad, all

i

Then Fred noticed. “¥oour deess, Ann,  Te's
lowsle, Ts it new ™

“It's for mmornow,” she had answened.

She eould eill see Freds foce, warred and
nervoain, a5 he sid, "Yes, vh, Ann. About to
mnfrw Yhﬂ knowe we were afl ming together
and s

He dida’t have ta say more, Ann undersmond,
She agreed coldly, unemotionally, that they couldn'e
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think of going withour Shirley. She had seally
been wery mice about i, conmined and matter-od-
fact. She had even smiled when she said goodbye,
HBut she was glad be hadn't scen ber aftervands—
trampling her beautiful new dress on the foor,

Fred never knew what had caoeed Ann's sudden
coclness. He asked ber vme and again, but she
always svoaded the point, She let him go away to
college in the [l without elling him. He wroe
her a leter; she answered it Another, which she
didn't answer, andd another H]‘iﬂ&l he was coming
home for Christmas, During those o weeks
they ined, ko some measure, their lost focsting.
When Fred lefr, it was with Ann's promis 1o go
to hix next school dance with him. And she bad
come hack fram thar affsir with his frateenity
pin.

His pin! How she had weasured i Now it
meant about ad much g5 his ring. She pulled aff
her left glove and looked at the parrow gold band
with s, tiny diamond senings, It was a beaniul
ring: She wondered i Shirey would have as nice
4 one. Maoybe she shouldnt be wearing hers
mm'ght. Bhe Iﬂ:ﬂlr wain't Mrs. Eraang. That was
funny, She wasn't Mri. Erwing. She na right
to the name—no right, Shirley woold be Fred's
wile mow. That wai it. Then who would Anny be?
Ann? Why, she was pare of Fred, who else, what
eglse? The rain wos pow folling fast. She sroggled
1o kecp her mind clear, What was she thinkmng?
Yes-—about her eing, Should she wear it tomight?
The rng meant Fred, And who was Fred—her
huphnd[.‘ Mo, Shirley's husband. The rmin beat
faster. What was she thinking? Fred and Shirley?
Ma, Fred and Arn.

The beating of the mun grew terrific, It niled
on the mof as if it would beat feell into her soul.
But, she wouldn't et it -n. Mo, she woulda't.
But should she? Her thoughts became confused,
wichronized with the bear of the min saside,
Annl Shirles!

Sucldenly she =it up straight, Whar was the
matter with her?  Why, she was thinking insane
thoughts. It was all aver, if she eoalid only realize
that, If she could only say it Coald shef She
becarme tense, all her muscles steeled for the efon.,

v = = She could; thank God!

She had saisf it aloud. The deiver turoed anoand,
He ﬂwM!]'lil passnger n't:;:g hll:khinndﬂk :Ihlt.
cxpressionless, her eyes wide open, b tichtly
elenehed.

“Dhd you say something, lady ™
She looked at him umseeing, her eves seeming
separate parts of her expresion, Slowly, very slows

Iy, she moved. Something fell from between her
bare hngere

He spoke sjain, “We're almost there.”

Her eyei again became a part of her face. They
centered on him, Then she smiled calmly, She

’P"-‘"]J‘!f:ug]nd...‘fuuknuw...
ride.”

it's been a long

Songs of Solirude

By Juanw Hocuoway

I have known greas songs
In desp mlences.

[ have hesrd mumc

Li'loe A tower af desire

H:nd'rin.g, r:m:l'ung until it towches iJ'LE.IﬁI:[.

I have known songs in silence
More lovely

Than the musters plaped—
Greater than their dreams,

Asid 1, in my frst Ignomnee,
Tried m apmee them—
Tried 1o pin their fragile, soaring notes

To E:sit them 1o black characiers,
Bt reached for o pencil,

And they were pone,

Leaving only the fzint fragrance
Of a vanished dream,

In grear silemces | have known songs—
Perhaps they were lost tunes

OF the masiers—iunis they bad po ome
Ta write.

Perhaps they were the miic

Of my own longings—

1 neither know nor care.

Let it be enoitgh to know

That smmewhere in the great void of silence
We call eternity

[s music—grreat music

That we know only in silences . .

Music is the gote between

Here and hereafter,

A golden Rame guickening, soaring, shining
In dark stillness

Lending us ever on

To infinite beauty.
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Unfought

By Avinin Lassinn

“Is that yoat, Fred? Pve been waiting for you,
It's =0 late] Whese were you '

“Making out prade sheers, Macher, T old you it
was final =

{Those damned  grode  sheees,  Should  have
Minked themn all. Damned kics coming in. Is my
[imal -nm‘l‘nf[nd, Doctar?. When wall if be r=u|:|'y?‘
S-nu-]-. I can't mive oot apy informatinn.  Most of
them trying to show inberest, or just warried, |
guess. But that Cardton girl, pestering, hanger-on
o« o Thinks 1 can’t sce through her. Imbecile.
Or maybe | am. Well, poor young kids trying o
get abong, 'm glad T eaised all the grades a liude
Too hosd on them lately, Anna sy Pm gerting
hiard . . . Anma. She'll be glad 1 rodsed them:
I well her abowr it When T osee her, Tf | osee
ber .. . The ahecnees | . . gettiog heavier and
heavier. Blank spaces. All hlank. Think ahout
something else, Tmbecile! 'm the imbecile, She
wayy I'm getting hand. She'd he a better nrofessos
tham 1. She's patient. Patient! 1 should be by
this time, toa, T am, in 3 way. Only not waiting
o he)

“Fred, T asked you, please, help me with thess
curnina.’”

l'ldp me with thess curinins,  Be o mice
lad, Getting hard! Hal Fluhby, rather.)

“Mather, what are vou Axine these things for?”

D™ be such a bear, 8o hard.)

"Why Freerick ! Fler voice is. tearful. "I'm
tryingr ko make it a3 nice s T can for you T've
been working: all day—"

“For me, But you don't have oo you know
thar, Dan’t I give you enough?™

M)

"0 course, Fred, I know you have o support
e, Since yemit father died—1 know I'm a burden
1o won, bur—"

™o no; Maother, T never said vou were a bairden.
What I meant was—weell, thase curtaine, vou know,
Yoo don't have o fix them, yourself,. You can
hire some ooe. You have more than enough o
do it on.”

{Thar hust lock.)

“Put, Fred, of courss you know I don't want o
do thar. T want to helo vou all | oun, mvself, T weant
b renmy Vot @ Hittle."

“But that's just what T don't want you to dal”

{Ask me why; ask me why . ., )

“Please don't raise your voice like that, Al day
I've heen—. Oh, vou're vired. You've béen correot-
ing those beastly papers and recording all those
grades. Mo wonder you're tired and cross,”

(An eicape. She knove it oo, Alwavs beating
aroumd, In and ouw. Sguirrel cage. We never
ooene out and say it For twelve vears T haven't
siid it Coward! No, she won't lee me. Bur 1
don't want 10, Whar am T thinking of? Forclag
an issme dossn’t do anyone any good, Wair | .,
twelve more years? Moo Anna will win her over.
Anna’y right. T just ger fercher behind every time
Ity to jumn the bell, And 1 doa’t want to hairt
her ., Morher . . We're the same.)

“Were many of the stadents hothersame, today,
Fred? Ome of then called here—n Min—"

“Mammned studenss!”

SR ped 1

"hn‘

“You're tipedd, aren’t you?”

H?ﬂ-ﬂ

el|'~|“ F‘!F'I.'IFE'.’

“Well, T con manage these mysell. now, Go
fie dmwin on the chearerfield. and st

(She's wavinn it lightly, bt she's feightened,
T Lo e

“Fred, wou know von like weur wosk! Comel
You're as cronn m n bear, tonieht, You'd think you
viesen't the D, Hartwood, wniversity’ professor,
and Famom! Well, almaez. Az lenst, vou're known
eueteide this fimle town. ¥Yoo'd think von hada'e
written hooks and hoaks on yoor discovesics. You'd
think you were fuse—"

“Ourr of place™

Hrieriedle, "Moo, T wes polne a6 sy, just 8 voune
rrammar schoal teacher with a0 more on his rind
than. well the worry of semtine one mrades™

{Mavhe it's enlv that, Tuse Birtle worriee T e
b on v down evele. Gt hald nf vonrselF before
i's a perreanent depresion. Rest sed §r will
s, ., Thit i a mansived cheaeReld. Pine
worr can Ik down dn, not for lecks, Tase yooe
sell . . W its not enonghl What was thar
in rthe imenrance ad, “Can v relax? Don't he
warn ant before middle ase ™ Relax svery minacle
There. Tt wornelf deife. e e 2 stilf neck
again . . o Mow have a verichrn oot of my
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neck . . . Tt burns . . . Anna, where ae
youf . . . Have m sce n chiropractor semegime.
It feels all hor. Kelaxation helps it the mo ...
Anna and mether . . . Funny ceiling shadaws,
Weird, Where s Anna? Why can’t she be here
with me m she should be? Unread. Why am
I lying here when I could be tlking o her? . ..
Mauther, Asina, where s dhe® Getting supper
probably, Al alone, Always all alone, I'mo all
alape. Oh, Annal Or buying semething for me,
For my birthday. Mamy dav out. | she
didn't go our in the min just @ get something
for me. Silly thought! OF cotrse, she gor it weeks

. She alwow does Thoughelul, thar way.

her . . . Wheee 16 Anim? Why can't she be
here? 1 hope she didn't pay e imuch for it
Someday shell have maore. She wen't have to
warry, But why can't she be bere, now? T want
her. Monscise, Forget thot sufl. Adolescent, No;
mrm:]_ Matural, This is what's sinmatoral, What
am | daing heref)

“Fred, you're so tense. How cin you expect
1o ress that way?"

(Relax, Yet. Theee , . . . Lying down 't
enough, Whor's the use? My body i rosing
Ot Aot [t aoft and carnfortable, My head. For
God's ke, relax, It's working. My beod. 1-can
feel it. It won't let me forgee 1t tightening.
1 wonder if everyone can feel hin head workang,
¥ ta . .. | immgine i Oh, reax, fool!

Mot

P‘?ﬁt g h P E k
by men’t there anything to eat? Eaning taxes

Four m}lnd ol things. [r’-glat: enough . | O,
tomorrow. - She has to get ready. Binthday. . .

ery noble . . . 08 1 had nerve, 1'd et oiled & L.
Seems’ o work with ether people, Nopmnse . . .
Personal efficiency. Chnly nuake things worse. But
they sy you forper. Mother, whar woold she
think? And Anma ... Buk she'd understand: why,
Guarded exisgenee, Maother's apron strings. 1 owe
her a lot for it T 1] been ket ooy, like some, on
my own, what would | be now!? T nasty
undernenth as i e No doule abowt that ., . 5S¢
considernte, they say, so socrificing, wod so much
happéer that way than ' if everything'd gone the
way | wanted] | Unspoiled!  Hell! Mes. Apple.
1 heard her. “It's too bad his father had o die.
But he's s uncomptaining, so willing. He docsn't
mmimd. He's resigned higoelf and 5 content,

{ And another one, “His studies, biv work incin
w much more than a dufl bome with en kids
and a moron for 2 wife” Hell | . My work, my
wears of labor, over whar? A damnexd bonch of
ciphers, To forger. It wkes more and more o
forget. It's not enough ., . . What am 1 doing
here, wasting my time? [ could be working.)

“Pred! Can't you relax a gingle minute?”

“1 pught to work while T have the time,
hather,”

“You know you can work much more eficiently
in the long run, with a ligtle rest in between,
Fred, Anyway, yoo haven't your things at home
e work with."

“Oh, that's right”

{Go for o walk? It's mining , . . )

“Help me set the table, if you're going o get
up, then™

[

Please. help me set the mbde, ] o o this.

Willy, youTl have o stop that noise, Fred, be a
ba e

"Fted,rwhy are you o stubborn R

you i help me. 1 ask you to set the table, And
you deliberately stand there, glaring at me. 1f you
dan't want to do it, sy s | koow you're old
enotgh 1o decide for yourslf, bur 1 should
think—"

{That’s not che poine. I's . - . well, why s
that?}

"Sorry, 1 was thinking—cf wmething.”

Jukingly, *Absent-minded professoc? %rm‘l. whar
would become of you if 1 werent heref You
wooldn't remember yoar head if [ didn's remind

cvery morning!”

“1 guess Td have o learn o—"

{Hurt again.}

“You mean samedoy you will, I'm vonecessary,
I know—hait it won't be long—"

1 didn’t mean that, Not st all, You know that.
Yau ane a niwjli&—nmuqum. Eve
man’s mother s, and especially a considerate ane.

Muallifiet, *'Well—"

I A necessary part, of cousse. But more than one
thing s necessary. In a normal, balanced world,
no one person should wsurp more of the stage
than another. Wha said that? Someooe |, . - My
miemary, My head ., . Us the stage. One
pushes in the front, one in the background. Cne
dominant, No compromise, If she looked at
things oosmally, she'd want to have Anna, too
Anna - . . Anna's pever burt her . ., They
along., When mother les it happen. Under ﬁ
same roof, help each ather, both have me , .. that's
whit she wants . . . A differeme kind of love,
mather und wite . . . OF course. Mo civaley - . 1t
an idea, She knows it, Knows vhe's sclfih. Won't
pive wp, Fvervthing unnotural | . o Brain's work-
ing too hard. Wonder why 1 con feel 5 Why can’t
we be like normal p:?:l:,

“Mapkins on the left, dear. How many times
have 1 tald vou? You menl”

(D, Josephaon . . . Napking on the lefr ., . De
Josephson's family. Happy., All of them. His
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mother never thinks for a minue thar she's los

him: Sabed, "T lave a daughter, now™ . . . Iy

ibde . . . Moy the only wap, She knows i

by does ih:nl:;g m‘t‘lﬁ-} e

“There, creamed peas! The way you 1i '
“Thank 4

M. O called. She wanted me to go hear
Tibbert with her,”

“Aml vou didn't go, | suppose?”

No—"

“Why moep”

{ Mo, you wouldn't go. Yoo don't wans o, You
like the rut ... )

*Oh, but Fred, | had so muoch to dol 1 just
couldn’t And the time”

“It's not pecessary for—"

“Oh, Fred, you're o guarrclome todayl 1
really don't know what's come over you."

{(What's the wsef  Blocked What's  that?
Ch

Sy

“Who let that dog in? Go on omt] Go anl”

“Why Fredl You always let him in."

“Go onl [ can't sand him in here any longer,
Mocher, Get out!”

Pred—"

¥l won't have "

Teacfully, “Fred™

“0h, may I have sene more peas, mother 7

{Dmmn.u!dnu. Hr]l 1 have somie mote . . . .“r_p
| open the window . . . Poor ald {ellow. So hure

dog. Hut Mother ., If she jnt looked at
things: normally, She has no right, no righs at all.
I must be selfish to want to chonge her scheme
of fife, the vy ¢he's planned i Mo, bur I'm
in the vight. Ic's logic, All af vs could be happy.
Wiy should two people be llnh.lpﬁgr for-ane person,
when she could be happy with the rest? Ti's only
right. Tt has to come out sometime. Tt has o
I've postpuned it, now, twelve yesrs. And it
only o pestponement, Deloyed banle. She’s o
1o listen. )

“Muother, look here—"'

(She sees it comi She's nding - o he
unaware, 0 be may. '%uu'k'mj': S:I:c::n pl:ugp-_'j

“Well, son, why s determined leokingf Good-

"

“No. We've got to talk something over. You
K 6"

“Why, Fred, what in the world do you mean?
What do [ know? Oh, 1 almest forget, 'mosop-
posed o call Anna on the phone”

*What do vou aay Awna, like thar for?™

T didn’t sy it pny particular way. You know
Tve always been Jovely to Anna, 1 should think—"

“Yes, bue—"

“I bave to phone hor. I’y your hirthday 1o
morrow, remember, and we bave o get ready foc
a linle party, 1 thought it would be nice o ask
Anoa.  Though—"

“Mly birthday. My God, T'll be thirty-six years
ald!”

Why, Prederck, thirtpsx years old! That's
young! Heavenal You act as though it were—why
thirty-ux mn't even middle oge yerl The way
Yo u.li.d 1t makes me :[H'.I ome hundred jind rl:f!}
yEAmS ald. Diqm'mring |hruug|'| the door,
“Heavens!™

{Thirtysix, Ope hundred fifty. No difference.
M'r U-l;ud! Twr!\r, ]nng B M. Mnrhnr'l |.1|15.-. [ asl
one said, Theowghe | :ﬁdn‘t hear him. Even the
studenti gy it Think ir. In their eyes, There
are Jots of things they think yon don't henr. Laots
of things they think you don't feel -, . Damped
peas. Gold, like mush, | jost |lke=d them ooce.
O . o But ['don't dore say &t . . . think i
Anma’s coming over. Think s thar. She's in
& rut. |'ve e her in a mt. JF it weren't for me.
Quick, hide, fool. Coming, She'll have 1o spend
ber time peming in with Mother, Twelve years
of it [ ean’t we her, really, for mysell, "l o
morrow, Tomorrow aight, pechaps. Always wait-
g . o o« Alvways been that way . . . Unlbearable.
Mo. Wheres that book?  That philosophy. All
ahaut  thime bloodiess, flesbless souls wha are

laappy.

F‘E:Im wants te ent? Mo one's cating . ., She
Ioegoa, wo , o, That book, whero isoatf Oy the
next shelf. Thumbomarked enou Eeny, meeny,
|'r1i|:|]-1 mos, paje .Eﬁ'_p-uvm. That's o i J'I:Iln'l]!:l‘r
fifry-scven, Better than thirtysx, [ 1 were fity-
soven, now, [ would have passed that - . that o ..
fear . .. of what T was-golng to do once . . . when
I was thistyasds . . .

{Page Bityseven, “Troe minguility can come
wily to himy who is-in harmony with the universe.”
Whe wants tranguility? Buog | wish ike would
read it She's as-nedrotec au 1 poor thing. There
she's been in a stare of suspense, out onoa limb,
for—I'll give it w her to read. “Here, you might
find this book int:ruring." Na. KT, “Hore,
I wish 'd wead this for me,  Jsst this part, and
then 'l explain what T war going 1o 1ell yoo"
Shie's planning the parry. Woa't want me o thene
newy, Ficape. There's always something, thoogh.
Mo T can’t do it Not w her, What would
happen? 1 can’t sand the sceme. Whar would
i P Blwe's pet o young, She might noy be
able 1o stand it Onoe hondeesd and Bity yeirs ald
did she say? Mo, of courne nat, Joking, Bt
really, one hfty, My head. She koows it, anyway.
'!‘l"]'l:r may it
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(Run away, like kids. Bur Anna won't. Then
we could defy her. Marge . . . Why doemn’t she
ruise hell® Bur, no. She won't, Never has. What
would she do? She might . , . Noy, no, What
am | thinking of?# There aren’t 5o many suicides
in the old age gproup. Just around . . . thirtysis
Fifiy-seven, f&-_p.::un.. not thirpsix! What am
I thinking of} My God, my head] Can peopls
ser it thinking? Oh, relax: Harmony, the book
WP - s

(Itd be cerrible en her. Even if she u wrong,
She seex it that way. Its parc of her mow. But
she'd evade it anyway. For cight yeors, gething
out of i, Through vt door. Or busy. 0;

hone, It's ¢, my chance, Gone throug
wdmr! Fmg. .- Moo Tuen around and
back. It'1l never be any different. Relax, Youo're
tense,  Just mke it os it comes  Might s well
be natural abouwt ir. Other people have their
wroubler. ['ll clear the table

(Mapkins on the lefr. On the right] There.
A wmbol of independencel Mapkine oo the
right , ., That's as [ar as it goes, or ever will , .,
What'd she put that carving set out foe?  There
wasn't any roast, Probably  thinking about -
marrow, We'll have reast tomarrow, Use the . . .
knife . , on it. Take it awuy. No, don't be afraid
to think of it] Lagic! The only logical thing.
What am [ afeaid aof? . . . Think ef somethi
else, This dinser plate of hers, for inaance, 1F
threw it agains the wall, it'd be splinters. They'd
bounce back. Cnly lagical. Ta break it up, 1 can
do it. 1 have the strength o do i Te's light . . .
against that wall . ., no, sec whal restraing
you have. You pur it back. How logically your
mind s working., Can you feel 2 Yes, 1 can
feel it. Restraint. What & waste it would have
been. People can use it this way, Bat there’s lats
of waite ., . Theres human waste , . . inwar ;. .
inlife . .«

ho's thar!!! My God, a mirroe!)
Thirtysix years ald, wath gray over your ears
and hags onder your eyes. Mot disipation either,
A wonderful specimen, Nice o dissect, To see
why you look so strong on the outssde.  But inside,
il wreckage, Mot an ounce of srength, Neot an
ounce of moral coarage to do the necessary. How
T must look 1o Anna! She can see inside, I the
mirroc cun, she ean: T am an imeedligens man
The papers say so. The mirror says so. Linrl
Anna . . . ['ve cheated you . . . You've heen foaled,
| don't lock like that, 1'm weak. Weak! I'm oo
to-you, Robert, or sencone, but not L. No
onger . . . once maybe . . but oot aow. That
chance is poae. I'm weak. In Spar they got

rid of the weaklings . . .

(Gok el it ‘themn! Why nat? | Tes, e logical,
the inevitable . ., Why J'Ldn'l I let myself think
of it before? | was afraid | . . But it's nat so bad,
oow that ['m up on it==right facng it It's the
fear that chafes . . . Mo, no. I'm siraid of that,
too, OH that, ool But which & worsef UOne of
them must be worse, Lord, the others worse.
I won't think of it. Juse do it They say it doesn't
hurt bong. Just do it. Before she comes. Quickly!
Hurry, belore she here.  Before Mother gets
back. It would he for her to ook ot Aldrer,
I won't know. Ha! Of course not. Just do il
Mw::p:. beenn able {147 stand nﬂ,l!'ninn:—v]ﬂ\:.lliu:.

vetns protrode . . . Neser noticed 1t mioch
Mever took time to , . . Never took time
for a lov of chings , . Maybe . . . before [ . . .
but po. Cuickly. Mot 3 minste to lose. The
bﬁm--dhc{'n blue and lumpy. Mever noticed
befors, [t make it ezsier, Ul count, one, 1w,
slash, Fosy. Clean. Tt was sharpensd last week.
For my birthday!

(1 wan't e fark. Fal Mot the fork, That's
for pigsl Chiick before they see my brain working!
They con el Just the carverl One, owo
dashl . . . )

“Motherl Someone] Anna, Annal So stupad . ..
Soch 'm wmste . .o Anna o .

By Jeaw Hotsowar

Often in other days

We tramped these hard white sands,

Our syes vague on faint hoeizons.
were fimes we paused langhing

Ta look ar the tracks behind us—

Two and two, they reached from the end of the
woeld

To iy heart.

But your eyes ever strayed w the seas

Amd gleamed alive

At of ships.

And so, in the old, old way of women,
I walk alone, ond the waves

Beat agains my heart.

Drerhendd the pu.“n siffen nnd “1'“]1
Anud looking hack, | see omly my own
Lonely  footste

Dinafting h!!l:“':.;]}' acrmss the sands
And swallowed greedily by o seawind
Even as | watch them.
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Utopia

By Luove A Warken

Chaly the green hills in the disance attroeted the
pirention of the lonely traveler. He had noticed
now and then the other travelers—some whom he
et and athers whom he overook in the drive to
the green hills, The hills, a place of rest and con-
tentment, 4 place whese the grass grew all the
1‘:': around—or w0 the storics in the papers went—

oot been abwent from hi thoughts since he
liad recently heard of them, for from lds youth he
had been. oppresed by the teerilde strife thay swas
paing an in the crowded valleys

“How far is i o the green hills?™ he asked
of an aped, brighteyad man who was slowly bm
drln:rl:inn'l:uy pﬂin\u the seittered blades af frass
alang the road side.

“The green hills? Ol yes; you mcan thise
direaly abead,” camie the surprised reply. “They
are farther away than you may think, my bug.
1 dowhe if you can reach them before the sun Eois
too low.”

"ﬂl!, but I:‘:ql look o e ulﬂr a few mi]u, and
the sun has mot yet reached the meridian, | am
mrre [ can reach them belore sunsee. By the way,
why don't you come along with me? You could
pic{ more gras in an hoor there than you can
pack here u!T day.”

“Have you ever been o the green hilli?" caine
the clid man's reply.

"Why no, but I've been 1old by many travelers,
amd | have read in the newspapers about the
rchness of the lands there™

“Those travelers who mald you these stories, lad
they been therei"

*“Well, | don't koow for sure; bur | assumed

hadl”

“I am inclined to think they didn't reich the
hills. [ bedicve they only saw thern from o distance
5 WL ape secing them now, You se=, | have been
1o the hills, bur my sy was shoet, for T wis pnalile
to fnd where the gras was supposed 1o grov fast
gnd thick Tr is o place thar looks good from
i distance, bat whed it s examined more chosely,
ane swees that the gras grows spaesely, and people
annot live there long, It W a svery loncly place.
Cf coarse [ am not surprizsd chat yoo want to go
there. Mo one, after he hos heand of ihe place,

aan rest until he has seen it 1o fazz, he wsunlly

pets the desirs to po much eardier than yoo have,
I am surprised that you are so late in going.”

“Well, you see, [ wis quite unformunate in that
1 was Hving on 4 faen and did oot bove the
advantage nlfthg early mnrnang editions. Therefore
I dicln't hear much about it wntil recently, We
bear so litle of the modern wordd op o &em
lnfuur."

"¥es, that i true. Ounly after we have seen the
news and exposed 1o the writings and
teachings of the men of the press, do we leam
about the hills. It b odd, however, that very few
of the men who hove actoally been there wall
write very much in praise about them, [t i
because they are so disappoimed. You sce, one
of their fondes hais been shattered h! the
realization of the barrenness of the hills They
find thar there s no langer anything, far aw:
to beckon thesn. Amnd they have oot tearned,
as | have, that the jross here is *l'ﬂm gresncr
than it is there”

*1 cannot believe that what you sy is tue. Why
should 1 change mL vicws abowr the hilly just
because you have been disppointed ! Perhaps
it iy vour Bl Perhaps you have a weak hesre
und are aleaid of high plices. For afier all, the
writings of the men af the press have been favor-
able. | would rather listen o thém.”

“All hears are weak when confronted by moun-
tains which arfe too @ All men will falter ar
too preat an obstacle, ?-':mm. I did nor falier
through fear. Bedson told me whit wos coming,
and | neened hack, Yoo are going on the gocsses
of the men af the press, and unless you
your reason, you will goon unl you are overcome
by the obl-lu.-:ﬁi which puessing always overfoake

“But it s so obvious thas hills are greener
than it is here. T can see them with my own eves)”

“Yes, ;::I can pee them with your own eves,
bat men have seen ships on the snads of the desert
or heard the trodeding of beass where there were
na bessts, You must not et your senses be your
only puide. Use your intelligencel Just stop w
think for a memeat. Here in the valley the sun
is always warm, the min doss ot canie croson,
the winters do mot strike so hard, becauss we are
protectesd. from the elemenss, In the monniaing,
on the ather hand, the uir is thinner, the sunshine
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is pot meardy so worm, and the min washes the
soil off the hillsades into the ereeks which carry
it down here inte the valley, “We are gradually
retring the best pare of the hilly without trying
E:L It wall all come 1o ws if we will bor wait
for it. The wsoil In distributed so qru.r':hgl'y in the
hills that it does not pay to work it there. You
should lower your eves 1o the ground under you,
ick the grasi umder your feet; ond i yoo will
ook closely, you will we mynads of small boe
very beauriful fowens mingled with the gram”
“Hut the hille ook o green and ferdles IF 1
g there and Bod it as you say, | ean returm again
and then be more satialicd with whar | haye
“Ma, there it a trap in thoae hills which are
appamently so . T had a linde Foresight,
which most of thme wha go thers do oot have.
My reasan told e o retdrn before T, 1o, fell
imter the trap. When wou pet to the G [oothills
angl find the s very thin, you will rame your
eyes, and meing more hills beyond, wall think,
‘Ah, there in the place T should go'. Then when
your arrive there only to find the 5 mtlll scarce,
vour will continue o soe greener hills in the dis
wnce. You won't woant to give up, and you will

Autumn Afternoon

By Exmmansmm Swow

Down the bright autumn strecs the leaves Tis
HEWN

Glarions in the e, and soddenly

The memory of pmother afternoon

Is heavy all abowt me—memury

Beloved, of two little langhing girls

Heaping wp leaves and burrewing decp ungil
Mo sign of flax bob or itk rasser curls
Showed theough the russet deifts upon the hill,

It hus been long, Once these bas come 3 beeach
There can be né n:puil:, aiad :imprm.'l!ll:

Are ull the shining passionals of speech.
The simple faith is gons, and with it wenr
The heautiful werene world thar we knew,
Our world, wherein was room for anly twe,

continue until you have lost your way. The valley
will have diappesred. ¥ou will not kenow which
way to burn. 1E will Erow darker znd darker. You
will contimse roaming armund fn the hills, which
will ston turm into unconquerable mountaing, wntil
wll hope s gone. sparse graes will torm o
shale, You will etunlde and fall. Yoo will long
for the warm sunshine, for o drink of waree, for
the sight of a few little bumercops—for the simple
bat grood things of the valley. Yes, those innocent
looking hills are treacherouws, and ome vou ase
loat, there 1 no hope af ceturn, For when you get
that far hack in them, there i oo one to help
or direct o, Yaou will ﬁnu!|:,- lie dewn o reat.
You will feel tired and lonely and ald, Death will
overtake you while you wre eroving for a chance
o live your fife again—ior a chanes to act upon
the advice of experence.”

“Well, perhaps you are right 1 will think over
what you hove tald me. And now [ it bid yoo
adien.”™

“Adicn, my bay. Where will youor travels take
wrma o £

i, P'm going on to pet o better view of the
hilts. T want to see for myself"”

Destruction

By Faanx Winson

One dbm strand

M blood blurs

The benson of death,
Twases in and tarns i
On a stem like a Guohx,

A crom of tapture,

It swerves

Beyvond white peaks,

The doom and splendor

Are lost in smoke and fame.

aneﬁﬂ ks Nnum m.ru:lunﬂ
That a raw-boned hag

And one more soulless man
May deny the destiny-—
The ageold signal.

Don't stop diggang.
Caves must be decper for the living.
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A Dream

By Mawy Mesnicx

1 had a frighteningly realistic dream last aight.
In my dream 1 was arduously cambering up the
gide of a high mounmin peak. Houolders, jagged
rocks, ind thick undergrowth impeded my rm-
gross. It semed as i somcthing were impellin
me onward despue the almost  insurmesaentable
obandes in the way. Some uskoown force pushed
me up n:nl:l g The loows ua.ild ali Trencnerones-
by beneath my fees, and | looked down and to my
astonishment saw that my feet were bare and
hleeding. Then 1 perceived that T was noked, my
ﬂ:lh Iml! bq:n torn h]l the dllll:l'l:il'l.ﬂ_ |'Ifi.:|'|, afnd
my limbs were covered with angry-locking wels
and ugly, purple bruises. | stood apart from mysel
aml w:.t.ulﬁ! w1 toiled wp the mountain wde
Ii was sun:'ling o realize 1o ri\-'ulhl,l that 1 f=lt nis
pain from the nasty wounds, My only sensation
was @ driving wrge w go on and on, Semething
was at the suminit tiat 1 moss see pegardles of the
eoat, 1 reied wo think what I owas stmving for, b
after 0 few maments of vainly racking my memory,
gave ap the effort and concenteated on the endies
joueney. It was interesting 1o be outssde of mysell
abd ‘watch o | tripped over a linde hummock ol
gruss to fall hesdlong, | casunlly picked avwscll

and then foated effordesdy up 8 steep il w
ﬁnr wearlly over a suddenly level place. These
was no sense i the difficulty of die obstacles. Why
shoudd | ni so mich effort on iy smooth
ground nﬁ::ki:m to the tops of msurmountable
cliffs as if by magsc? But the |:|:|:|:|,- that was toiling
lh:r: Li ! [h:‘ I‘Iﬂll1l:|¢r-\ltm\'|'| F'l'EE e WI'II.I'IIt oo
cerned about such inconsistencees. Up, up, the poal
wias at the summit! | wotched my tom, battered
figure stumble ond wmin oward that goal. B
face was contorted with effort, and my breath
eamne in aponizing gasps, but [ did por mop m
rest, The summit had o be reached.

Suddenly 1 rejoined my body and felr gladness
welling up inside of me. T sensed 1 was near the
aummit and broke into a saggering ron in order
to glimpse the plosy [ had laborsd o deperately
to reach, A linde bash reached owt s «tiff limbs

to trip me. | fell on my B into s blarkness:

deeper than the decpest well,
Then [ dreamed [ was sanding at the side of

a highway on a brosd level plateau. 1 was fully
clothed, and my body nhuwnFm blemishes. The

h,i.ghwl].- Wila 4 b-n.rg ane with exrs W|l|:z-$i.1'iﬂ past,
one alfiet the other in an ursru-nng flow. They
were all going in one direstion, and | locked up
the highway toward their destination, There,
gleaming in the brillant sum, stood 8 moders
service station, The cars plided tw a halt, were
serviced quickly, and’ sped en down the highway
1o clip oot of vght into the valley beyond.

Although 1 was far [rom the station, | could
see 1t wery dutinctly through the thin, clear wir,
I sensed that it was my destination, too, and hurried
toward (e 1 nenred it rapidly and soon stood a few
yards distant. My eye was caught by o large sign
which read, *] s Wheee You Got Your MNext
Step [n Life, Stop Here For Serviee. This Means
You" | read it again, aod then st seemed the
mest natural thing in the world, This wos the
turning paint in everyone's life. Here one recesved
i continuance of the old sory or else stared on
a elean pew page. | felt it o be right and normal
for one o deive up, demand o oew mode of
conddocr, and continue on by way.

I drew nearcr and watched the chief atendant
ot his work, As exch car drew up, he i'r:cﬂprd 0]
the driver, sid a fow words, spoke into a telephone
huhgmg car, lestened a momecil, ained rJ:im:md
the car toward the service o necded, Sime s
were sent o the pa-tanks, others o the oil-pit
and & few to the repair shop. The unusual thing
seemed to be that the attendant ratlier than the
driver knew just what each car needed, Soon 1 saw
that the telephone was the deciding voice in vl
matter, The anendant gave no osder witheut con-
sulting it

Curionty drew me doser untsl | could hear the
attenclant saying to the dovers, “Name, please,™
instead of “How many!" Fle apoke the name
l‘;tun:lan tefephone, listened 3 moment, llnd lh:&l

i o the per . "Hey, Hill, wen
Smoath Sailin,p;.‘;“;. “I—Err_r. give the lady a com-
plete grease job for Chiieter Evenings.” Protes
ar thanks were met with the sme imperturhable
amile and, “Next, plﬂu'." Mo arguments were
nflowed. Each must take the decision znd drive an
to make way for the next car.

The place was a veritable bechive of activity,
The attendants were scurrying m and fro obeying
orders, and car after ewr filed past the decivive
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telephone, | stood fascinated watching it and was
wartlod when 1 febt o hond an my arm aned saw
one of the amendants soanding by my mde. He
saicd, "Follow me, plexse.” | sbeyed unhesitntingly
and was led to the rear of the siation where my
guide. rupped at a heavy door, ned it and
sid, "Go in” 1 sepped into o small room, |:mp1tstI
except for o brightly polished desk covered wit
gadgets, and a couple of chain, A handsome,
eray-haired man, dressed tn o neat, quiet basiness
wnir saf behind the desk talking into a telephone.
He podded to me, motioned toward & charr, and
continwed talking, | st down and listened 1o his
seemingly inane conversation,

“Helen Arbright? Give her s full mank of Good
Health, No more, theumatism for her™ A el
walt and then, “[ohnny Elhs? 'H:E"|ri need some
new tires and 8 good poumdage of Oratory in
them., as he B to he the new Congressman.”
Another wait and, "Susle Bates? She's por maney,
looks and evervihing, Let’s try her with n couple
of gquars of extra-heavy Duties” And so it went

an.

The pentleman sat plackdly in his swivelchair
and gave one order after another, Responsibiting
Brand brake linings fer one, wen o gallons of Soper
Sueress for another, and the thind got a new wand-
shield for Clenr Vision. It was very amasinn. T
comld senrcely hreathe with the wonder of i 2.
Here waz 1, sitting and hearing Life, for the
l:'hquning decider of Fate could be no other. onder
T1H 'FI'IrI'l!f f:i“r’l’lrf ﬂF ml'lm h s IITI'IH (8]
marvelous to bear.

Lile suddenty pashed a lirdle hurton on his desk,
and the wall before me rolled back o reved! the
carn being serviced outabde, T ourioly warched
the faces of the patroms. As the cars glided woa
stop, the drivers. wt patiently, restletly, or non-
chalantly, as their custom might he. watting or
service, Some of the fuces were hopeard  and
limed; there was no hope or expectancy thers, And
then on hearing the attendant’s arder, their faced
wonld change av if by magic, Tiresd lines smaathied
o, lusreless eves glowed, and color surged - fnto
their pale checks ax they jubilantdy drove gway
down the long road with jov and gladness for
corppanions. . Other ears dached impatienthy up to
the place; their deivers blow the horms imperiousty
and dempnsded the best of everything immedioredy.
Thm_p Eﬂgcl:!r] while “:h'in[r fa seivice :l‘lﬂ [Fegred
and fumed st the slowness of the attendant. Ruos
their faces changed, too. They hecame downcast
and sullen or were twisted with sudden apmer
when they heard the ordess for their care And
they = recklessly away, impaticnt fo us up
the bad tankfull of gas a3 won as possible. A few

ans had contentedd, hoppy loaks on their faces
:;Fnrl'm'r deove up. They smiled jgaily at the ar-
tendant and were pleased to reocive the et of
amemtion from the energetic young men.  They
alsy were anuious to be off o mest mew ex-
perences on the long road abead of them,

Evening drew near, and the line of cars had
111.:1'rn--|,! ot unti'l i 1w.1.'t '[..lf: rose Froery Tals :|l:1k,
turned and pddressed his Ars words toome, “Lat’s
pov o dinnes, my dear, Tt i cloging fme.”

Then T dresrmed we were seated i o large,
comfartalde, mpboard-lined room, carpeted  with
soft, luxuroes rugs, The shades were deavwn, and
ennecaled lights cast a hazy glow over the decp
chiies and plizening mblec Life s in a low
armehalr across from me, o cigaretie In s hand
and o mall glas tinkling ar hix cdbow, Ant | was
myng. “But what i it all about? And are you
really Life?"

The man. chuckled quietly, and his eyes twinkled
aa he anowvered, “People always ask that when
they-pet here. Feow vasit ‘'me, althouply they are
abwavs welcome. The path op is hard,; and there
are pat many who have the coarape or desdire to
try it Wes. Tam Life, And T am not so farmidable,
wm 17 That scene you witnessed hefore we had
e dleliplons dinner— do have & sood oook, don’t
11 pecdided and he continued—"Thar scene
win a wal day with me. My capoble young men
were starting people oot on o new year. All the
custnmers who sbl;rp'ped fﬂthnuqh I|1|:1.- shodld mat
e called costomers: reluctane visitors would be
mire apt} ot my servies station were persans whose
hirthelaye were today, They are setting out on-n
new twelve months, Tt is necessary that 1 e
they nre prepored for whar 35 inosore for them.”

“Some seemed  very disgrontded ar whar they
recmiverd, Why den't you pive each one what Te
desfres?™

“My dear, T don't give anything to anyone. Each
one receives pus what be has earned, He gem
ma more and o less thon le deserves. Te B ime
possible to please and satislfy all of them.™

“hie gentleman,” T ventured to say, “Tooked o
if he were abont to hove apoplexy. You moust
have heen vers harsh with him."

Life laughed 2 bit erimly, “Oh, he o cxsctly
what was coming to him. That mst have been
Harald Harris. Wait & moment, and T will show
v soiething.”

Fe rose anad erossed over to ane of the cupboards
v right. Returning with o large ledper, be
opened i on the table before me. The docly
wrtiten puge was hesded Marodd Haeerde, and Life
mn his finger down the eolumn of debits and
read, © “Refused a bessar en conts, Gor drank amd
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wis rude to hs wife. Voted agminst o lifclong
friend in hopes of moaoetary gain, Eviced o
povestystricken family in the f:m;l of winter,'
And there are many more, Yes, Harald Harris got
what he dessrved| May his tankful of Hardships
serve him well!" Like's woice hardened, and his
pleasant face prew wermn and grim,

I felt & sedden elrafr and shiversd 2 bie Life
eoalsd be very unpleasant, oo, Then my st closed

boak with a snap and resumed his sext,

“Don't let me frighten you, young lady, | want
you o enjoy your visit with me, You have hod
& strenuous trip here, Few people have the neces-
aary courage ond perseversnce 1o make the jour-
ney, Many bolks stop on the wayside o res and
then turn back defeated.  Cithers  stuinble. wpon
opc of my imitstory and think they have found
the real Life, The world b full of hase scouindrels
who pretend to be me and who ry o dole ot
Happeness in return for basd coin. The
gullible fools who bisten to the soft words of |m-
eipostons sood Find Lo the everlistng sorrow that

have been duped. Others st how seep and

¥ the poth s They think, "Why bruise our-
selves clumbing up there? W ire happy enough
here” They see only the present siarface—pretey
baubles, bright lights, sang. There will come a day
when they shall regrer their shallowness, Then
they will grovel sat lere s from ol my mice shiny
pas-pamps and beg for Pence, They will suoffer
fir their inancness, Cwaly those who strive and
sacrehoe - and m, who are willing w wil u
uns e peaks and trar themielves to shm:f:
on jagued rocks shall gain the Good Life!™ As he
wits spraking, Lile had risen and was wwening
above me, lis eyes bluzing and chest swelling,
1 shinnk back in my chor and wondered i lwe or
i | were insane,

Suddenly he sat down quietly, and all was
gormal. As he ook o long drink and lie another
cigreste he said, “Any more questions, my dear

“¥es,~ [ said daringty, "how can you be sure
yau are giving cach one what be deserves? Aren’t
you alraid you will make an errori”

Life looked ar me, and | cowered wnder  that
fock. It showed me | had ventured too for. Hn
fnce grew cold and dmplscsble. His eyes narrowed
until they were mere slits, and his quiet voice
murmuered i o8 deadly monstone, “No ooe ever
asks me thae 1 am Lifel I am infailible!"

The room grew dark. An ominous rumbling
staned outside. My chair started slowly revolving
around and sround. 1 elutched the anms and
waited, panic-strickes, in the growing darknes,

After an intcrminable ome | I!Emnrl miyself

scated oo the back of a hive black bear, ooc of
many that formed o merrpgooround. They were
going roand and round and bobbing uwp and
dow, impaled on silver poles. The sigan played
a weird minture of hymms, and sated o lis deep
armchair o v of it was Life. In place of hus
L'ifunu: he held 4 snaky whip which he occasioo-
ally hcked carelessty ar the bears. 1 was the anly
rider, and my perspirtion-wes hands frantically
cluiched the shori, mane of my mount.
I desperately med to choke back the wild screama
I tele welling up inside of me, Then the smaky
whip lagily swirled toward me, Hicked my shoulder
pently, and the scremm was out, Life smiled grim.
ly and recoifed the lash for another srike ot me.
Each time the organ Bared, “Lead, Kindly Light,*
Life lazily fli the whip, aad | screamed oot
agonizingly, With my sumbed brain | heard him
say softly, | am infallible,” and my shoulders
shook with terror. Then, "No soe ever doubts
Life,” and T received another wound from the
tishe whip. The bears mared, the organ wheezed,
and | sexeamed again ancd again.

T woke to find myslf sitting, tense and drenched
with pefsprration, wpright i my bed. HBri
spring sunlight fooded the room, and birds weee
calling to their mates oubide the open window.
I alosd, “Life & mfallibde,” snd busied
mysell un.duc: the pmd:cung mr;fm 4 vain at-
tempt to shut gt mEmary that ghasal
mightmare. s

The Poet’s Room

By Juan Houowsy

Where i song found in this larren room—
How did o muse dwell in this narrow space
Wedting poverty’s funceal shroud of ploom—
Qutside the rmar of traffic's ceosless prce?
He wrote of gardens opening to the sky,
{Who never owned & garden i hix life)
And doping fields whereln he wed to be
Bryond the houses Alled with giref and sirife.
His verses sang of salt spray on his lips

And roguish trade winds mgging ot his haie
He spoke of gardens, hills and siling ships
A one who knew—who had been everywhere.

TR

Giod, give to me his cves to see this room
Aod And such beanty in the pregnant glosm.
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Tribute to Haste

By Many Mimmsck

Tt was tithing day in the Land of Refuss, Al
the people af the domain were pathenng before
the grear granary to pay. bomoge to the Godden
af Haste with an r:rir:u af a tenth of all their
debris. Haste sar enthroned in 8 maenifoent black
armchair and looked down grocoamly wpon her
slaves. It promised o be 3 good doy n} reckoning,
She had heard that the mortals moved more rapadly
than ever hefore; that meant a greater store of
residoe for her. She rubbed ber pudpy finpors
together avaricimasly and chuclded plecfully with
ber Frst assistant, TimeSaving, who precisly
entered all donations in a big, black ledger

Impetumity and his twin, Impatieoce, were the
first i present their tithe to the great s
They carried between them o large basker piled
high with discarded plam, returmed engngement
rings, and shavered mmareiages. [t was so heavy
that Tmpaticnce’s scowl was more notsceabile than
ever, amil they set it down Befare the Croddess: with
sighs of reliel. Tmpetomity spoke: “My twin and
T I-mw: !al‘lﬁrcd |u|1'q' Fix I:II.'q'Ill:I'E Liliig ﬁ'r!fune, [hr
Coddess, but we gladly give ane-renth of ir 10 yoo.
May you be plesicd with our gift, and moy you
continue to prosper.”

Haste amiled indulgently ar the frecful pafe and
neceped their tribune with o dignificd nod of her
head and a kind word of thanks. Time-Saving
nodded aporovingly omd roarked down their i
buire with her wellaharpened pencil.

Then Speeed dasled triumghantly up to the
Coddess with an exultant expression on s enld,
chrominm Face. ©On wheels behind him, he towed
# Terer which was heaped carclessly with broken
bnelies and wreclked mochines. Were an ir wm
a socketless eve; there a dismembered arm, and
arnvind abaut them were pales and piles of hurned.
out hrakes and treadlen ores. With 3 sweeping
Tsnere e Iniel b tighe 2t the feet of the Gaddess snid
snid rapldly, “Dear Goddess Hasts, mov | presens
wou with a partion of all ["ve collected during the
year? And now 1 must go. | hear s car driving
st only twenty miles an howur. and T mus d6é same-
thing ahout ™ He nuened with a swish and
mshed themerh the crowd, which parted to make
v for the hurrying demon.

Almast swept away |'|'|I the st af wind thai
followed Speed, bat maintsining his equilibruem

by quick, listhe hops, Wimbleness advanced  toward
the mversign. He stood in front of her with head
hanging and hands empry. Haste stared ot him
b mmarement. What could this be! Why 'did
Nimbleness not bring his tithe o offier 1o her?
She folded her benvy army and gared blackly ar
the little fellowe. MNimbleness dtllEl:d hix feet in
terror and said in hin shall voice, *Your Divine
Mujesy, | have no fithe 1o bring to you.™

Haste's look grew blacker, and she soowled for-
biddingly.

Mimbleness went an, Yoo se, Dear Goddess,
my partner, Fonlhardines, has deserved me, T am
ihle rrda methine withowt his asiqance. 1 went
all over the world making nimble, but
witheut Foallardiness | could obfain ne wreek-
nge” He temblingly kneeled ar the Goddess™s
fmt with head l'n'rwcr! lewr and waiked for hh’
wirath tn desend wpon him.

Huste mt omineunly quiet. Chnly ber dromming
Engn'u bdrlw-u‘l hcr d:[:'ufd. “ﬂ'l.ut if ethers wene
to do likewnie? She mustn’s sllow such a state
of affair. Should she have the fellow beheaced
immechiatele? [t mus be 8 pood example o the
wthers surging aroun] her throne and murmuring
sbout the unusual happening. Bur smir—maybe
he did need a :n—wnrﬁf:. She had an ddea. She
peremplorily  turned o TimeSaving and  said;
"Peech Bashnes o iwe,”

Rashness wasn ealled immediarely and  acrived
Withely whistling a meery tune. He sood, hands
in pockets and hat cocked merdly over one eve,
impudently awaiting the Goddess's orders.

“Rashness, foom mow on you shall be the partner
of Mimblenes" Hashness stareed o0 protest, bot
one glance at his Queen's face sopped his words
urmttered, “See you do well! 1f vou don’t bring
me A moodly heap of refuse on nest tithing day—
off with vour beads™ And she diomissed the
quaking Mimnbleness and still eocky Rashnes with
o grandioss wave of her hand.

An old, rattling Model T chogped op the d
foad., [F came :;Fl hale w-i!h Y Eeg:k m!::hr bnﬂ
eventmally ook hold, and disporzed Urgencies
from all mdee Fach one started togging ar the
groaning car and removing hesps of leawings,
FPather Urgency carried] & pile of scalded throats,
the results of the wrong medicine bordes, Mather
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Usgency was wei down with hammered fin-

rs, sawed thumbs, and chopped feet. Amnd the
three comely daughters staggered under the prize
offering, It was a grisly mass of burned and seared
lodies. Amd they proudly mld the adminng be-
biolders how they cleverly manipilated  electric
wires 1o acquire this tribute de luxe.

Ak said the Goddess o Thme-Saving, *this
ia more ik it And she smiled covetoaly, "I the
fest ol my children do s well, it will be a good

for me,”

‘-“?h: 5 ran for the family of Urgency; Inc,
toad slim and wll before the Goddess and spoke
laud  and ||.1an of the trovhles the frmlv had
undergane in reaping their produce, She fnished
off with a few wdﬁ:hrﬂrn words of homoge 1o
thedr roler. After patiently lieening to the speech,
the Graddess pl her hnnd on the minther's hesd
and sadd benignly, *You have donc well. Thank
voir, iy children®™,

And so the day passed. One after another the
alaves of Haste beought their offerings and [aid

Ten Thousand Skulls

By Ben Sweenny

Ten chowsand slant-cyed  shulls- where once the
yellow men

Grew yellow fiddds of wheat and praved their
frowning gods

To clear the backened sky of lecust douds—

And nowr

In shatteredd temples, starving waife 10 fnghtened
tones

Call out their pu:f.l :pnl'n ane =y lh:}' wrill niniq:

1E skies mny once sguin be dork with insa hordes,

In pace of man-made screaming beasos thar scarcer
fire

And =ain their golden felds with blood of yellow
mett;

And Rl thelr streets with more of broken, slamt.
:E)'l.‘-d Iktl“:

Where once a carcass pile of locust husks had lnin.

them ut her fest with a passionote epesch of de-
vatiog., Celerity and Hurry were there; Quickaess
and Precipitancy beought their gifts, and Imgpul-
sivencss and Dispatch came gaily bearing tributes,
The pile of Waste jrew higher and higher.
Seorched food, demelished trains, and unmailed
letters were added to the heap of hroken bodies,
torn clothing, and wi:rlFlnl sirplanes. Ar each new
tribite, Haste Einﬂl m vigos, her motions grow-
ing more forcible and her specch quicker. It was
the natural resction of a miser who soddenly
acquires an sbundance of thar which he boards:
Ag the sun sank bebind the rim of the borizan,
the Inst serf laid his gift ar the sunmic of the
mans of Waste and hurried away 1o st sow
his crop for the coming wear. Huste was elote
with her store as she ponderoisly surveyed the
heap of debrie ‘Onee more had come the end of
a periece tithing day in the Land of Refuse, and
with o heaving of her great sides, Haste rose from
her throne, ordering Tlme-".t'awng to store the
tritite away fn the grnary of Trretriesable Things,

Dark Victory

By [uam Howeowar

I was alene tn o dull warld of silence—
Of sarrow und rsin

When the sound of your singing came. sweetly
and lightly—
Then darkneds spain,

You passed far below me, musing and seeking
Somebody o hear

The chords of your music but wene away silent
SInce o One Was e,

And | was alone in my deep night of wainng,
A Hi;thl: datk and I-mg.,

Bux you taok my darkness and left me for comfor:
The ghost of & song,
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What’s Good For The Goose
By Many Broiex
Tren: Today, (He walks aboir the room nervously, Hhen

7200 In the eventng.

Serrnes; Simply furnished living rosm with a large
clock in the back of the roem,

Cenamacrrns: These modeins,
SuruLey and her hushand, Myan.
Resa, the maid

{ The rurtainy in the fivmg room ore droes, and
fhe Eg.h‘s are raiher Jr'm.]

(SHLEY hay just fornd owr Ber Anshand kad
Becn unfaichful fo her—and with her best fricnd,
tool The young wife har been browding ceer hir
mﬁﬁ'{uy far the pst ferw howrs, amd far beem
runming, ar they gy vn Hollywood, "theouph the
pamnt of emovions”™. Shock, fear, and fually anger
she kar Jowght wik  cececssfully—aell,  parviy,
apynary, the believes. And Like the trve siodern
that she ix, the i prepured to face her husband
calmly, the hoper, and discuns thic thing in an
intelligent sway. She Aar weowmed o spuriously
natral posinen wpon the sofa; che & mippreised
hyrterta wathin and deliberate podre without,

When the bell vings, she mintions to the mard
re open £, While BEna opens the door, SHmiey
mervoudy petr off the couch mod walks gcrass the
racm, Myan matks paly and inmocenily in. What
he roamis i phis mrfﬂm A kies from ki bride
and a farge beef steak, Swimvev's Back or sersed
to hims, He rmiles, runs up to her guietly and
kivees the buck of her meck. She frecs herself
quickly, faces ki, and clemchies her flind, then
sobi and rund to the sofi)

Swmeev. | want a divoree|
(Mvmie o0 Aelplesi; ke hain't bad 1o cope
with shit problem. befure.)

Mymie. 1 don't know what to say ar think, Shirkey.

What's gat into youf Whar have [ dene? Can't
you even tell me? I'm sure I con explain.

{ She wwarls fouder ar thie)

Myvmie, Oh hell! What can  guy do in a case like
this? Go ahead and cry in off—I can wait,

steps guickly 1o the iafa, tekes her hand end

pars g, sewing coaxingly—)

Come on, Honcy—tell your ofd man what's
eating you.

(She lifes ker head and pezer ar him n':rgm‘y—}
Diosn'’t you dare “honey™ me, you rotter! Keep
away from me, do you hear? Sty awayl

M. But whyf
(She Bops off the sojs umd plosvers o him.)
Sromeey. Sa that's the reason you wanted o send
me ofl onoa vacation, huh? S0 you could have
an affalr with that Spioler woman while her
hushand was an a bumness wrip in New York

{ Mimies Kim)

But Shirlew, darling, vou eught te have a few
weeks vacation at the beach. You a vRaEL your
sister for @ few weeks, 1l miss vou like the

dewil, bt 1 exnt ger away [ram the office this
wmmer——

{direrly)
You'd mis me! H k! You deliberately get
rid of me m make love to that owful Spinler
thing!

Mymie Why who ever told you that?

Semuny, Don't ever try e deny in Lenn Bum
W Yo,

Myar. ©hy thar diry scandal-monger!

(implaringly)
Shirbey, please lnten to me— [ can cxplan
everything if yonll et me. Il even call Jean
Spimder over—. She'll help me make things clesr
1 yoo.

Sumeey, O, she will, hum? She'll help you i
explain things, will she? You mke, you phil-
anderer—1've lost every sheed of faith in you,

Myvury, Shirley; let me start from the beginning,
[ was o lonesome for you, ond—

Sumiey. Oh, the devil you werel

Mrun, And T went over to the Lavrences, They
were hawing & little party, Jean was there, too,
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Bowmrny. Umm homm

My, And—

Simeer: | know ol aboor thas linde wild pary.
Lenn was there.

Mymie, Well For God's mke, Shidey, Mow that

you've beard her pam of the siery—won't you
listen to mine?

Semuey. Mo, you'd tell me lies, lics, all Ties,

(He tefer 1o compore fimrelf, and proceed:
more cwntiondy and . guictly, )

My We all had o litde too much ro drink.
Lared, the others went oot into the parden tn
see the fish pand. Well, Jesn and 1 didn't want
to go. We s down and rafked sbour how
lonesnme we were.

Suniter. How patheric]

Myn, Then fean bmagroed all the pood times
Hill was having with his friends in New York—
He knows o loc of hig shars there—and 1 rold
her abonr your cowin, and how she slvays gave
a ot of partes for your—

Sieeeenv, Pale excoses!

Mymi. Well. we took o conple more drinks. The
rviisc W p'|:|.1_.-i:r|j: real wfe and l|r.\|||.|.'I anil we
danced & hit—

Seomeey. How roemantic! And then?

Myvari. Well, then it happened,

(She wurns her dack oo biw and dobs oy Ker
£¥ei.)

Myar.  (alwsst chenting.) 1 el Vi, mrlql.
I musst hove been sair ol my mind. 1 wain' real

Myrl Hudson then: | owas certainly somebody
el

Swmewy. T owish vou had been

Mynn, That'y w}:r | didn't want you o kneow,
I mever would have acted that way if T hod been
in myv right mind.

{amprilfy}
Il ber Lena was looking through the windeow,

Samiry. Oh T well believe you wanted to keep

it 0 seceer from me. Quite noturally.  Every
man tries to hush his affzirs up,

Myni. Shirley, 1 wwoear its my Breat and last mis
take, IF you'll Fargive me this fime, [ promise
pever to deceive or bie to you agnin.

{S.Ir walks wway  from  bem, them  formr

aronmnd.

Swmmer, I forgive you, Myril, only when you
forgive me—which chance you will have ro-
NOCrow  EOring.

Myma. Whyt

Samiey. What's the use of forgiving you if |
can't he forgiven mysell? If 1 forgrve you so
easily, 'l only spoil yoo. Youll jus learn o
take advantage of my faith in you again and
igﬂll'l.

Myrrr. Moo WNever agaim|

Sumcry, We modern women muns have all oor
wits abowt us,

Mymz, [ don't understand what yon're driving at.

Sumniey, (lowdly end deliferarely) The point i,
Pyve mude an engagement with Jean's E:!f:um!
for tonight, T hope to be forgiven when T resirn
horme—. Then 111 forgive you, too,

Mym T doa’s belicve vou, You could never do
thin ta me.

Srmaeny, O enn't 17 Tl be so lonely. Soft music
ind 8 few diinks will help ine our

(58 calle for che maid.)
Renay, brng me v cost and pare.

(The mumsd helpe her with ker wrap, Spmuer
gaily wunves. fo Ber astomicked and speechiece
Anchand. )

Hye, bue, desr, Dea't wait up far me.
{As the elares the daor, Myan, bar a biter
and agonized expreciion oo kit face, He
riihies fo the door, then stmp fefove Jt and
M#\rf.'.r!}' d'mfr: hiv hands ro bis crdes,

Fe is felr alone in the wnant, He poesi up
wwd dorem, meutteriny to besell, He threatent
the fonr walls, clenches ki fiste and exporta-
lmter itk phe table lomp ae phe back o] the
roasn. Our of the incoberence we hear:)

Munsi. Faithless! T can’t stundd this! Shirley! Billl
Shanld 1 believe it? Mot Shirley|

(He sts down on the wfd, then roies i
head, He bat @ comfarsing idex, and Kt faee
referes, )

Mymr. Maybe she's kidding me! Mayhe it's all
sham.

(He calls to the said.)
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My Renal Call up Bill Spicder. If bis wife
poswers, =il her | want to speak to her hushund,
{The mard ealls @ rnmber, ond My, breath.
lexilfy stands by.)
Rena. Hello, Mri. Spinder? Mr. Hudson would
fike tm speak to Mr, Spittler.
He is pot at home?
Mor will be until the nest mornog?
He hos gome on a linle business trip.
All right. Thonk yon. Good bye
(A this news Myun, explodes.)
Mymi. Little business tip—the liar! 1 won’

standd for this, 1) make basth pay foe this
crued juke on me.

{0 maid )

Ger me my coat and hat!

I'll find them or pever s the sun rie again,
{He Awrries out, dammaag the dar.}

{The curtmin draps fing roough jor fomebody
to chaupe the hoar om the clack fo 630 fn the
morning, draw the Blipds and turm oo some
plaring liphts to coumterfell morming.

When e ourimn poei wp, the door el
rings, wnd Rera opens he doer. Mymit, Sred
anid depected, staggers inig the roam, Fle looks
bt Aim Hﬂmjﬂrub:& BEmiLny, fhen
' i fin ) oo of Ker roim, o
q‘mﬂrw . shakes bii head w’."ﬂ"—'

He pleses it coar and har oo o choir god
vty dawenr, dir ke bady lmp end sapging.

A few seconds laier phe door bell nngs
again, and Ruxa opems dhe door.  Sumiey
comes in, coly amd franguily,

Sy slemaly pekes of Aer eoot gnd ries
@ comif thramgh fer kadr, My sares i pid-
Iy at her.)

Symere. 11l forgive you now, Myrl if you'll
Forgive me.

|:H'f it by treeih and FEiT JME‘ML‘-‘—}

Myur Meverl Never! Even wnail the doy of my
death!

{He B hiz hewd.)

{She conbimmes fo mue, poied o few Hmed

defore kimn, then porades wp and dowa the

roomr with @ anperior, kroudag pmde ow ber
cavefully poinied lip:)

(Fimally he looks up and cpenks to ker—)
You've dealt me a bimer Wow. And mayhe
1 deserve it and mayhe | doa’t—FBut this is
certainty a hell of & for o pay for owo Kises,

(Seomuey a5 surpried erd Aappy ar shin She
rund #o him end privs to embrace Mm, bur e
pruckes her alde and & abour to el o
of the door wien ibe calls o him—

Seamewy, Bor Mynl, don't you want to hear where
T was bast night?
Mewie, Moo Huven't vou made me miserable
enmaghf
{They walk et of iepuraiz doors,

The phane rings, imd they boch stand before
ther doars ar REwa goes fo answer i, Saoosy
wathdirans wrhen dhe deer Mvm)

Mynn., o ahesd and apswer B, Rena
Rina. Hello, Yes. Just s minute
Myni. Who it isf

Ruws. Ie's your mether, She wants to gpeak to
Mrs, Hudson,

Mynr I mke 1,

Hello, Mam, What's upf

What? Huonestly

Shirley forpot ber ploves when she left yous

howse this morming?

Yippee!
(Mynl hampr wp and runi ont of the room
happedy thousing—)

Shirley! Shidley!

(CURTAIN)
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Reason at the Crossroads

By Josa Maniass

Today, as a Wesld War in ideas is disrupting
esablished institutions, mos of us, ignorant of the
derpeseuted cousst and equally s indifferent 1o
the enveloping trend, fearfully cling to the straws
af tradivion  and crngengly hiss the statcsman
whose palitical and economic | pransitions  have
over turmsl the whole of 3 worlil,

Tlds statesrnan is der Fuhrer, Adodf Hitler. He
W oot Jeader poroa symbol, but the | poisonous
threweafl of sur disrupted palitical and econome
sysizins,

True. mmt of i have been o reared i the
faith and in the reslities of a free Amérsss thae
mot one af 1wy [ seady 10 believe anything can
happen 1o destroy the libertdes that are oue own
heritage. We koow, however, that one after ane
other, the world's free governments are Ealling.

Wartoaes: ressons have been advanced for this
amazing, unbelivvoble  retreat from’ lardwon
libertive But facts, ever present. reveil the rend
to foreign docteines, We know thar they sre
turning to nising oew leaders; that adherents of
our free. institutions nre Tosing faith,

We are bﬂp,'i.hh'mg to renfree these tliil!l,'.‘l liave
happened amang a free people, too busy enjoying
the benefiti of their fresdom; oo intent upan
capitaliging their opporeunities 1 visualise the
Eﬂmuum] powar of this sysiem's economic

tisea,

fr was the philosophy of Kol Marx, the man
who todey wands candernned hoty by eapimlisic
ond fuscist proponents, whe unerdngly predicted
the fallacies of vor econoimte s¥aLeH,

Tndecd, the primary fusificarion of lnises faire,
our free: American =nterprice, las been thas if ench
individunl wese allowsd th prichiscee and sell freely
I the murkes in imterest of profit, the pet resuls
woald he n wymem iden] for the mosses of our
peopile: Elader lniser Faite there eould e neither
o¥ernroduction wor unemplovment.

We know, howewer, free competithon wus a
myth from ims very origin. Business enterprises’
muintenance ‘of an evonomy of surcite 0 face
of the eempaenic I'-II.'I'FIIIIH has [n'n-:fu::d anly Erow.
inz mumbers of permanently unemploved, We
know aur price swstem cannar fanction in fare
af falling prices and oonormie srplises. Further
mere, we know this eeonomy of seancley and the

pumbers af  permanently, unermployed
created our Hitler and oor Minsolini,

Precigcly, we are aware the philesophies of Kar
Marx were aimed a1 increased stanelards of Hyving.
Too, we arc aware of the deluge of utoman
monctary schemes theiving on the  masses’ desines
for & higher living stondsrd. Finally we are aware
thue the fanatical dictators who are destroving all
yeitiges of freedam are thriving. successfully on
their own-crested  aysems of compleiely  “em-
F]ﬂFE[“ nrnnclm;n. arttheial or ofherswese.

Proponents of our system have boasted of the
Gremt Amencan Way and of the highent andord
of |i.n'n[ mn ﬂ'l: !1:i'|l1:|rg of mankind. “r\- have
never admired. howeser, that in 1939, the heighe
of our grentest American prosperity, over ane-half
of the families of America reccived lessthan enough
for 3 minimum decent standard of Tiving. They
have mever offered an explanation for the great
Amerienn corporarion that destrors sutomatie wd-
fustenents, the lasie foundativns of Free enterpriae
and predection w the grest matses of pur people,
They have never explained the woystem of corparate
admaniseered prices that have revolved ghost w
wyibem of curtailed production: o price antem
ATy [ ey 'pr'lnri'rﬂr il lemeemt |i'|.'ir\||_lI sl
ards, therehy gmoring  themsebves increased  and
even doubled profins in depression years.

These prear mases that have so “mysterionsly®
deserted the foundations of liberty have watched
our system haild slume because they paid ‘hetier
than decent homes: They were innocent bystanders
10 the waste wrooght upon our great river basine
and foress and mineral resourees—heocanse it paid
in profics. The moses remnined poot beonie it
did ot pay to be rch. They lved in eottipes,
et becase they could not buaild pataces, bt e
cause they could nat afford o haee them,

Why then should we stand agape at the lon
strings of the masser clinging m the tails
“eracked” Uhtopinn schemes? Why then should we
ace asonivhed at the seppert of theie leaders offer.
i straws in churning watees to which the people
mav cling?

Of course blind proponents of the watus que
mny pass ofl these protesss as exagerrated trivial-
ities, Many have conformed to the traditional
practices: of waving the “red herring™.  They
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accuse communiss of wndermining sur economic
foundstions

and political h

Thes aents al the staius q;cl ]uu;zﬂ-ﬂ

to i the milliens of unem|

and the m.-u:u'?:’;mu of dole and relief, "rl:::
blzme an sdministration that come into office at
the depth of 3 depression—at a time when neasly
all banking institutions had clised their doors;
when business leaders were flecmag w0 mountain
fastnesses in fear of revolution. They wilfully
ignare mows sores of increasing crime rates) of
unemployed fathers dambering high above sreers
andd threatening death-leaps if offers of sulwisrcnce
seeurity were not forthcaming; of distraught par-
ents aflering of thelr eyes to the monetary
secure in trade for sequrity Fnr their wives and
childeemn.

Yet, nany people wonder st the rise and sucoesk
of Adaelf Hiter, Many times, to these
the strictest dictanosships are o wise alierpative o
threatening sarvation or menmi disntegration.,

Californiams jeer the “Flam ond Egpgess™. Bud
*Ham: and Eppers' have created o milbion follow.
ern. They laugh @t Townsend, hiss the sacialists,
and ure amueed bystanders 10 the pamionate metics
of an Amercan fascist leader.

We know America has a solotion. We sincerely
believe America can weécesfully combat the in-
roads of these destroyess of perwomal liberty. B
it will came nr1|.l|l mx sdon as Amenen [aces the
farts.

Many wonder why we are having trouble geting
out of this depression—and ita sesultant chavs and
unemnplovment and iopian dredme, [ assume that
most of s realiee depressions are purt of 2 cp-
italistic  sysgermn—and 0 grext many factors
aecaunted for our rise from the depthy of previous
depresszons.

We are aware that for previous prosperities, we
depended partiolly apen a growing population
{mmigration restrictiens and a decliniog baeh mie,
howewer, have remaved this factor ae o passibile aid,

Oinee, we recall, we could depend on new lands
uned mew afcas n the west, Today this hacloyard
is gone, Toa, pnce we had sast resunces, Now,
they stand wholly or prtially exploited; Finally
there was onr dependence upen new induostries
All realize the boost accorded our 1922-1929 pros
perity by the new automobile industry and s
resulting  construction of highways and supple
mentary endust A

We are, however, favored with two grest alter-
natives. The Arst i3 relianes vpon 3 growing
wandard of Hving, hassd on incressing production
and distribution of goods, Mooe can ignore the

fundamental face thor (ncreasss in wealth and
living standards come only through producing ever
maee and mare 1.]Ii]|u! o distribire,

The secongd alicrnative » the basic foundation
of our coonoemic theaey of "scarcity"—WAR, War
is the greatest knowi destrucor of worldly goods;
it b far superior 1 business o povernment restric-
vons.  The elementary principle of scarcity
ample. Scarcity ruises priccs; mung prices provide
the incentive w business expansicn.

Henee cconomisty, intellygent lesders, and even
the grest American enterpriser, aithough helpless
i the complex whared of oor dynamie system, have
hecome aware of the problems. Thes gentlemen
leave, unanawered, theee great questions: Can the
standard of living Be raised by desroying sxising
wealth?  Can the standan] of living be mised by
deeréadng production® Can the standard of living
be rised by doing useles waork?

Yer this philodophy of scarcity s widely seceped.
It is being put it laws by our leghlaturss. Clor
peresident lamented bumper crops, Even economists
were calling drowghts a notisnal Wessing, The
Mew Denl subsiclized destroction sf o tine whet
000000 persons were on pelist. This peinciple
of scurcity wos the bosis of the Natsonal Tadustrzal
Recovery . Act, whole-heartedly  suppested by
American enterprise.

Mighs 1 re y then, that today; a8 o ‘Waorld
War of ideay disrupts established inatitutions, mnae
of us prefer 1o remain ignorant aod mdiferent 1o
the l:rumh]mg echoey of pir hamdiezrmed libserties.
We are eontent o hiss the astoniching sicresses
of dictators walking opon the stones st into plice
across the churning waters by capitalistic enterprae.
We are aware pur ELOEHTIY of searcity has ereated
a clizg af permanently unermy . These unem:-
jioyed created Adolf Hiter,

?‘img anly, will prove Hitder i nat 3 leader
bar the poisanous throw-aff of our disrapred palin-
cal and economic syaems,

Thus, twday, reason wands at the crossroads.
The crumbling of our free inszitutions has creared
deep fissures of dishlicl in sur religions instin-
thons, Olur cconomic sysem bas Jefo grear masses
sranded,  Reason has nsen beyond comprehensian,
The complexities of our civilization have lef them
bewildered, mentally wftened, readily moldable
by ematinn.,

The mases behind Hitler cheer; the masses in
his: path cringe and resdily fall st bis feer inoex.
change for security.

Ir wis nat so many yeors agn when the woeld
laughed nt the “crazy German fnatic."” Today
they laugh at the [anaticul atics of an Aunerican
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Basexst Eeader: at "Ham and Egpers™, ut Townsend;
at Father Duvine: at Father Riker, Bur these
fanatics have their followers Cur diseepned econe
mic spstem s increasing their mumbers,

Of couirse, we muy stand back and erlticize these
arguments. What sensible man would follow the
fooisteps of these fanation?  Hwr may 1 ask, it
within the power of these people 1o resis this
trend?  Adolf Hitler may prove to be anly a dpple
in this threatening deluge of fanaticism,

me to show whot the instruments of oer
madern civilization, placed [n the hands of 3 leacer
elevated to the fare of destitiote, economic outensts,
can achieve. Orsan Wells® mdio dramatization of
“The Men From Man™ over 2 narional haok-up,
theew musses of people Inte hysterin. We lave
readd of puzeling accounts of peoples fram sections
af cur nation who have at Hmes nashed our of their
homes in fear of moises nover explained, An apers.

tor af an airfiner that crashed off the coast of
California blamed “ghost signals”, The crash of
the aieliter, Favalier, off Bermucda wan explabed
in termy of smric and @ strange mist thar cavsed
the motars 1o cease functioning, Corses and super-
atitions, exaggerated by econmmic eries, have heen
blamed for droaghts, erop detructions, earth-
quakes anid moving mooneaina,

Docs this show  diffienities in molding  mas-
thanght

Herein lies the challenge to modern dvilization.
World art, literature, science and thought are being
remolded by theie newlvrien leaders.  These
leaders reipn st the meecies of destitore mmsses,
But the ineises are mpidly being molded to the de-
dres of leadérs who have wtilized the pawerful
creations. of free peoples to amain their aelfish
desines.

Within The Gates

By Hecys Ranpsesss

Softalippered  centuries

pad down the eorridor of ages,
Cansfle-lnmined roomy

pive maocking cchoes of deathless werets
And shed faine glows iom the darkness

theough smallec-thaw-roeasurement  eracks,
Glaents i thousand robes of mist

guard well the strongerthanieon dones.

Within the city wales are mmpant
coneerning these doors and - roomi
Men and women stand on the strodta
stopping  passersly.
They el how they stoad in darknes
when mirscolously the miss moved,
The doors opened
and they were bathed in the seret of life,

"Leve i the key to perfection i one 1ife”,
they aaid.
Many liten and believe,
putting their nickels in the collection plare.

In another scction of the city

& man speaks inrospectively,
“How can s much be done

in = shorr a span?
It will tnke many lives

to gain entrance info the light
Much planting and owing,”

There are hteful glanees
nmong those

Who beush shoulders in the sreet, and
many damnations,

Other men tell how they have seen the moms,
[urnished in celestial glery.

Each swears by his own soul,

) the city is 0 ennglomerstion.
Let us walk snfily,
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And Then One Afternoon

By Pave Powen

It was not more than four o'cloeck, but the
threatening rain had made it already dork. Lydia,
sewing by the siting room windew, hod o strain
her eyes to see. She should have lic the lamp, but
the light hill was toe high as it was.

Her mster called shrilly from the sdjoining bed

o,

“Lydia, | wish you'd get me stmething to read,
You don't seem o realize that | have 1w lie here
day in and day out. You might try o be a linke
eonsiderate,”

“You'll have to wait, Emily. I'm trying to finish
thix dress for Muriel,” Lydin did not mke her eyes
from her sewing when she answered.

“Oh, that's the way it always is.” Emily com:
plained. “Well, tell that precious Muriel w ferch
me a magazine, or is she busy ton?”

“Murel's our”

“0h, she's out s she? With that Country Club
erowd again, | s i

She's at the L A

“Humﬁl:, you betrer wasch thar gird, Lydia,
You let her run around with any Tom, Dick or
Haery that she wants to, In at two and thres
o'clock in the moning . . . In my day we
didn't="

“Emily] Will you be quictf®

“] will not. You've always been a fool, Lydia.
You mareied another, and let him squander e
gent we had, Now you think that Muriel wil
marry somebody with money and—"

“Emily, if you don’t keep quiet, I'll walk out
of this bouse, and | won't come i

ily kept on talking as if nothing had been
il

L

“Yoiu think thot everything will be all righe
when she marries Broce Towniend, don't yoof
Well, it won't. Dun't think thet Muriel & going
to remember you, She's all for herself, Murel is
And I'm not sa sure Broce will mlrr-r-hn'. He
hasn't been near her for ewo months.”

“Emily, if—"

“That is all you've thought of for years, Lydia.
You're dying to have Muriel marry well, It wouald
be better if she got sut and got a job. And you
haid better well her poe to see so much of that Tony

Garcta. Any old time that she i helping him
with his work—"

“I think you have gone far enough.”

“Aned what is the matter with Muriel lately,
anyway? Den't think 1 haven't noticed her gosng
around like o sick car. 1 heard her crying the

o

The sharp clang of the rusty door bell silenced
lace. “Lipdia, shut oy door,” she hoarsely whispered.
“l don't want to sec anybody. I'm not going to
have ‘em hurying me

Lydia laid down her sewing, shut the door into
Emily's room, and went m answer the clanging
door hell, She opened the door.

“How do do, Mrs, Newhall” Lydia saiad
formally, “Won't you come in?” She led the way

o the sitting roem.

“Hella, Lydia. 1 thought ['d drop in and make
s el The woman talked very rapidly, and her
eyes glanced guickly about her, missing nothing.
My, your garden is all overgrown, 1 see that
you still bave that cas iron deer. [ dida't think
anybody had ooe any more. My, | can remember
when :ﬁn deer of wis the 1lk of the wwn.”

“Sit lere, Mrs. Newhsll" Lydin moved a chair
closer 1o the airtight heater. She seated herself
i o sl chair opposite,

Mrs. Wewhall took in the big, shabby room
at a glance, “My, you have all old furniture,
haven't you. You know this old stuff by valualde
nowadoys. Why, my sister bought an old horse-
Teair mﬁw set and paid neardy two hundred 2nd
fifty dellars for it. She collects antiques. You
ought oy and ger rid of seme of yours, You
might get a price.”

“I shouldn's [itke to pare with any of my things,”
Lydia said calmly. “The howse wouldn't seem the
mme withour them,”

“Why don't you sell the house, Lydia? Why,
| was mying to Hurry just the ather day, ‘Lydia
Carter ought to sell that old house of hers, She
coild pn{ off the mortgage and move into a beeter
neigh o=

“How is Harry?" Lydin asked sheopdy,

"Harry's just fine. He has been doing so well
lstely. We just moved into cur new home, you
know. Yool have 1o come and se it We've
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joined the Club, tos, Tt cost quite a hit,
bit we have to think of the children, It wall do
Betty and Richard so muoch pood. F.ru?buﬁy
important belongy—the Townsends, the Maxwells,
the Allens, and oh—jus everybody.”

“"How  nice.”

Wes, it s 1 Betry makes the most of her
chances. Too your Muriel can't join.  But,
of course, it is dreadfully expensive.”

"Escase me. Il put soime wood on the fire”

“0h, go right ahead. Oh, you're making a
dress—Ffor Muricl? Pretty . . . | never make any
of Betry’s clothes, though, T buy ﬂ:rg.rrhmg [
dan't Irrnt her clothes 1o look hurnm:.lk

“1 see” Lydia banged the stove lid down hard,

] suppose vou know that Broce Townsend was
marcied.”  Mra. Newhall wid, atempting to e
casual,

Lydia was ailent for & moment. Then she sicd
calmly, "Ts thue 0?" She was sware of the other
woman's intent stare.

“Yes, 1 th-nu-gi'bt wur] know, seeing that he and
Muriel were o fricodly,”

'"ﬂl'l, yex, 1 sememiber now. 1 think Muriel did
say something about it | really wasa’t interested
envugh to pay much amention.™

“My, for a while we all thought that he and

Muoriel were real sweet on each other” She
laughed,
*Muriel and Bruce were alwavi pood friends™
"Well, as 1 was sayingt to Harry, thos rich
fellows vsually marry @ rich it Mot that Murie!
couldn’t hald her own with Il'lr beat of them of
she gat him,”

"l wander If f& will mn " Lydia said stonily,
“It v quite :Iw-d'p

*1 shouldn't be :urpm:d 'W':H T must be pung.
1 don't want ta be out in it"" She got op reled-
antly, “Muriel's out, isa't she

“I think she went to the libmry

“Funny; [ saw her talking to Tony Ciarcia,”

"Pechaps. My daughter feels sorry fos Tony.
He is n hright young fellow. She has been !I:rldmg
him hooks.”

“Oi, T shouldn’t think you'd like 1o have her
out with him. His father wed 10 work for vou
+ v« Gardener , o wasn't he?”

"¥ea.”

“Well, I must be going. | just ran in to cheee
you up, Ts L_uw bettet? T don't supposs
anyone ean wist

“She i abour the same. ['m sorry, bot the
doctar deesn't want her 1o have allen, It tires
her”

“Poor Emily, It must be hard on hrr o be bed-
ridden. She was always so active.” She stared
toward the door, “Muoriel’s well, | hoge; 1 thought
she looked rather badly.”

“Mo, Murel 15 Ane”

With  last Jook at the shobby carper and dn?g
paper in the hall, Mrs. Newhall vanighed. L
dosed the door and sighed with relief,

The woman had Anally gone, she thought, She
had not missed a thing, either. Every one in town
would knew pow how shabby the hooss was
Some repairs would have 1o be made. Perhaps
after Muriel was married, she's be able 1o do a limle
Fiscifigg.

Muriel . . . bt she could not marry Brce
now, He was martied. How oould be hamilloe
Mirriel sof Mo wonder she had looked so weesched
these lust few weeks, Poor Muriel, Oh, she could
kill Bruce for treating her that way. Why, they
had been practically. engaged.

But it did net mater. Bruce's family were
rather ardinaty in spite of their money, Muricl
wionld mees some one che, Pechaps she could join
the Country Club, Tt would be expenaive. Snll,
there were a few antiques that could be sold, Even
those Sheffield conddlesticks. ©h, & wonld be ter.
rilile to part with those things. But if Muriel conld
have some really mice elothes and a fur cost . . . .
Murlel had to marry well. Tt would be her only
chance of happiness.

Her sisters sheill voice interrapred ber thanghts,
“Lodia . . . Lydia . . . when are you poing o
hring my tea? Was that that Newhall womanf
T thaughe she would pever go.”

Lydia went o the kitchen, Suddealy she haed
this house, She hated F:nﬂ'lv. 1 it were noe for
Emily, she could leave here. She anid Muriel could
have o nice limle cottape. Tt would be o merey if
Emily died, She wished she vanld. Oh, chat was
& terrible thing to think! OF couree, she did not
mean i, Why, she would feel rerrible if anything
|u|1|1n1u! o Emi‘ly. She must be more kind 1o

hser.

Oh, if only Muriel married well, Then people
in this town would not be so ready to think thar
the Carters were dovwn and ont. Onee M, Mew.
hall and those sther women had heen only too
glad to be noticed by her.

Muriel was o [m.lep. She was far prettier than
any of these other pirls. Cermainly she was from
berer stock, How unfortunare i@ was that Mrs,
Mewhall had seen ber mlkine to Tony. She must
speak o ber about it Muriel had been secing oo
much of him,
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She wondered if Emily was right. Perhaps
Murtel did run around fo0 much and sy o
tog late, But of course not. She and Emily wene
pust old-lashinned.

Wag that the tront door cdoing? She had ao
henrd anyone. She went through the siting room
and looked ineo the halll  Murel was jus comin
downstxite. Why, she had & swicose in her hand!

"Murel," she sald (n |.||r|;|ri\|-.. “Wlai are v
daing with your suitase ™

Muriel sopped.  She went a lade pale. “Why,
Mather, [ thoujht vou were guing to Mrs, How-
ard’s todey."

“ didn't go. Lizzy couldn't core and sy with
Emily, ' Muricl, whar are you dotng with  thag
wibtease? "

Muriel's jaw tightened.

“I'm going o be married,” she said fady,

“Married] What are you talking about? Wha
ol But L]'l]ia. ek {.‘ll:l'ltl}' sick Fromy fenr.

“V'm going o marry. Toany,™

“Marry Tony . . . Murid . . . youcre joking.
You st e ledji. ]nuh:] it hier duuj.hlzr du—
Fﬂ“’lf' "Wlly. okl can't ATy him. Yiow can't
marry thor tgnosant nobody,”

“Why cun't [F7

“Muriel, I won't let you, You're jost anpry st
Hruee, You'sp dotng this besause he—"

Muricl fooked at her mother. “Tifed me? He
did more than thae™

“Murel, please don't do this, You'll regees it all
your life.”

“No, I'l regret & all my Life if | don't. Tony
bn't a0 bud, Mother. He bay o good job prosoised
to him in Seattle.”

“Muriel, you're mot going o marry him. '
have it annulied.”

Munel losghed hystercally, “Youll have oy
marriage annalled! L, po you won't”

“Listen 1o me. You can’t marry that low—"

Muriel calered sbdenly. “You lsten, Mother,
Tony v all rif.t. He noa bt betier than mvost,
Why, you ought 0 be giad he wants to morey me.
Anyivay | Kave o marry him—now.”

Lydin clutched the star rail with both hands
and looked op at Mosiel, *What do you mean?”
she whispersd.

Murisl looked at her withour speaking. They
looked at ewch other for s long ome, Finally
Murie] picked wp her bagp, She stooped to ki
her ml'gtl"l forchead, “Good bye, Mother,”™ she
whispered. "Il weite” She waited o imisment.
Lydin continued m stare ahead dumbly, her

shoulders du:npcd. bier hands atill ;Iu.t;hiug the
stair rafling.

Then Muried ran down the few remaining stairs
and opened the front dear. The heavy door
sbammed hehind her. A Few seconds later Lydia
el hear @ car start and drive away, Then évery-
thing wan guct.

It was too quier. Even the dock had stopped.
She bad forgottien 1o wind i,

it had begun to rin now. She hopod it would
ot ruin hard. The ool kad not been fived. S,
what difierence did that make , _ . pow?

She stood & the darkening bafl for & long time.
Then Emily's voice cut the soillness. “Lydia, where
are you?  Are you ever going to being my tea?
It seems o me that pou could be a liele con-
stderane.”

Lydin stood there 3 little Jooger. Finally she
stirreed and bejan to dag heesell through the
shadowy hall thar ended in blackness

My Lady Gives Her Heart

By Jiaw Holiowasy

The port strcws hin: pensive notes

Like H‘:gmﬁ! 5 G the l:nwu

And from their Auted, silver throats
The birde give back his reveries.

And [, who have no words 1o aing
Stand salent an whe passss i

I'd give my soud (f 1 could bring

Thae smile half tender, fond yer shy.

My lacky Tists her tender plea

And poauses, intcigued, where he sunds,
He wins her with his melody;

She doecs rf:u Bo0 Ih.'il. empry lands,

A s fancy changes witl the sprin
I ug‘:ti':t & much more constint i.u:ll_

Ruin

By Evezapers Hesesay

I raised a wooden god before my soul,

And wet to burn

My adorstion—tike an ineensed ceal,

Unzil ane beheld

My waoeship there, and with & brilliant faals
f hery words,

H.tdl.lﬁhl iy lull:w]l ond alfar o am uh

O grayish dus
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Babes in the World

By Jows Wevexew

SCENE

The stage degices w vovm in @ fifrh-rate rooming
dhawee i S Francioca, There fooan ol brass bed,
sagpiny Reody, af the lefr, A mackabnred door
-ﬁ‘#l'lf dearh o forid enlewder fo a right. In the
eeder of rhe beck ol 3 en opeming owie on
wir-thafr. felow the opeming i @ fow deeser with
dvavers, on tap of whick reUE 8 Fypeariter of
antical pintape. Neaby & o biph soed with a
stack af booki awd pewspopers upon it A cheap
miifeatr  (gams  upwing  dresger,  Ohme pichor
(oot Jomes') hangs fo right of air-chift.

Fagsmost Wiens Jowes, about hiventy, i fprauited
W the bed, one miked foor pititde oeer the

irti, wnd ope por Of panti hung o the bed,
Apparennly be 35 reading da drpel].

Josns { rewdmg) “—the passion-distorted  face ol
Heinmich Wesssldart appeared in the window.
The Hide Jew d. His palms  were
clammy. He wanted to ran away, bot the hasilisk
cye al=". Say, tho sl G all rght. f=the
basflisk eve of the bukchor guaned ldm gt
the chair—" "—pinned im against the clair—"
Gieer, | know. what that's Dke— Thin pay's
pretty good—wraley wme s of stuff 1 dao,

(He climbs ong of the bed; atteed 1w fong
woalem snderaear amd e BrONTers, dr.
panper the soat, dnieris a prece of paper i the
I PCTINET,

(He types o Jout limes, graemey hiv aiiafae
HoN, CORGRYET,

(Hir bunk-mate, Aceex, comer Shrongh
door. ALCE 8 areaing e old batfirodr, wio
fnnr wnderrecar. He o deying hit hare om
a ol Appenrs fo be wlunt thirty, pler
than Jomes, dur much mare worldly,)

Avecr. You better be eareful i you're
wash before you o out tomorea. That ﬁnmn'
landlady opened the door on me to see 1 wasn't
doing nothmng.

Jomes. | hang i seck over the keyhole and wedge

sader the door, The other puys hathe
in the sink, 've sen them. That's how | gat
the ides. Fifteen conts for @ bath, hob!

ALpek, 'fn:.]l, that's what 1 . She nug!ll o bie
citexd s an example of apirullistic lreenshush-
pess. Whatchu writing  now

(He ir applving o o s hor and fooking
over Jomes’ thewlder,}

Juses Got-onather idea for o swory, Myl [ can
well it to S.I'dry. 1 heard l|§|:'_l were ki 1o be
Einners,

Adwex, Whattay gotta waste all yeur time on thit
stolf for? Why doncha write sencthing for
New Masroi? —Or trv something for s rudical
magarine?

Jomes. My teschers all sid 1 had wmbenr for it—
(Avmoe sy “Sewreme! and opens one o)
drmvers, tnker o 4 poie o sacks)

Al grear authors gee therr sars vhis. way.

Avscx. Yeoh?
[fmaperting soicks. )
Ain'tcha any without hobes? 1 potia lock
desunt i:FT}:'I. Ernna np[ﬂy Ior a |ul:

Jones, Where wimi goin® today !

Ao U]i, the usual. Over w the iron works,
pnd then to the headquamers. Why don’t you
come down 1o 3 mesting some time? We have
lots of fun., Everybody thit wanta to kin inake

a speech,

(1alea)
Say, Jopes—why don't you wy m get on wriling
propaganci for wif - Ab less you're ligerut,

Jowme B-luwt—isn't it ogainse the law !

Avzom, (funghogly ) Lbses, Fremant, 1 people
ek a wefarm, they got to have ity see. And dub
end justifies the mean—There aint no Law
igainst it anyway,

Janus. How we going to et if you don't pet s
job?  Hendguarters hasn't done anything  for
yoi yet,

Aiser, | Taker fromers Jrom bed, wirss back,

dore.)
[’ el wuna'nhnht that—We been caring
regular enongh lor what we pre.



58

EL PORTAL

{Taker off barkrode and begins selection of
e

Jowes, Yeah—I guess suflering i necessary to an
artist’s life, —I've only got twa dollars lcft
thaugh—and we ought to have something in

case of @ crsis

Avmew. [ puring o chirt)
You been swell to me, Fremvont, helping with
the caise and all, We ain’t gonts forget it Say,
Fremone, how abour lending me a dime, [or
earfare? My feet hurt awiul bad in these shoes,

{Jasems Teawer Wiy moed wnder the warchfol
eve ol Avves, thrusts hand fmin phe mrtivesi
throwgk @ Ahote. He feelc arownd jn the
seuffing, beronres fransic, ripe the whole corner
from the mativesi.

Trwes, Aleck—it's pone,

Asox,  Whaddynmean?  Sumbuddy take yoar
dmzph?

fowws. 1—I guess sa,
[ 8ise domepm am bed disconsalately.)
That's all we pot. Aleck, Only one of w haa
clothes enaugh to wear,

Avees. ['s a direy shame, Fremont. This goddam
capitllistic system—Ever sinee man staked off
s bunk of grovnd and called it his—there's been
direy work with money.

{ miore imtimatelv)
Tell you whit—you come down to headquarnen
with me. Mayhe vou can get n job writing down
there.

foses, {wloros erving)
1 wish T was back in Dallas ar my uncle’s place.

Aisew. Aw, gowan, You don't mean thar. He'd
heat pour ears aff, Bestdes you tald him you was
gonna be a great author—Yuoh can g hack en
him like that, Here—handkerchief.

]'unn. Thanks. Alecl. E-:-!h—!.'ml'r: wisch & man
of the world——1 wish T could be like you.
Facing life fearlesdy the way you do.

Avpce. {mirh amsharirv) Tt just takes experivnee,
Fremont, The schoal af hird koocks makes o
man,

Jowes. Yeah. | gwes o,

Aveck. You better come down with me. [ guess
| can walk it okoy—Bener bring along some
papee. [ Taker some) When they ark you what
yoit Inilm. you just sy “Salidarty forever™.
That's. the tickey

Towes, Whar does it mean?

Arxex, My God, Fremont, what do you think 1
been telling yoo aboot all this time?

James, Oh, [ see.

(Gieti to ke feed and walks oeer to dreiier,
Openi drawer and faber awur te.)
But—heow we gonnn go out. We only have ane
pair of pants,

Aveck, That's right. 1 forgot, Tell you whar—I'T
write them a letter, You can go down with ir—
tell “em wou think the government stinks. and
you want to tell people sbout it Take some of
those essays along too.

{Puts o bochrobe—lipe off pamts, hands
them prer, Sitr mad writes)

Jomes, ¥You think theyTl take me?
Avrek. [F they know. gemius, theyT take yons
Jowps T don't like going deown thers by moyself,
bat il you may so—
{Purs on pantr.)
— ez, bt I'm hun#!f\——-[ wasn't ;mi:n’; o,
pust i weedla had that maney, we oould ear now,
{ Pritr as tre.y
Saay —I bet thar tightwad landlady found it
and took it

Arvc. Yoo just gor that fAggered out? Here—
here's the letier. 've sealed &t 3o you won't lose
the lewer out, And here’s the address. [us go
that way (pormer) on Market until you come
to the sirest, and then up it to your lefi
(Joses in droopieg ragher dubionly.)

Hey, stick out your chest, guy, you're o voccess
{Arsce slapr him on the back, helps him oar
doar.)

oz, (i dasraary) 10 sure awell of yoo o give
me & start like this, Abeck. Bye.
{ Exir.)

{Aveck watcker him go, then cloies door,
Takes two silver dollars from do pocket.}
Avsen, Two bocks, Precry sofe. {Lawphs) 1I'd ke

to see him explain himeclf out of that investign-
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tion commines when e gers o thar address.
{Sitr on bed.)
Poor Simp, Hell find all dub experience he
wanzs there.
{rumming feer in follivay)
onzs.  (burnmng e roem)  Aleck! 1 B
4 betier Emm my e, ! =
Avsce. (srpried) Yeahi—
{ Rires and loaks ar J.m.rr.}
Followed you all over—dida’t it?

]'-mltl. Sure did.
{Erﬁ.h:d‘f[v ke opens :'l'.}
Arvex, How did the old coot koow whut state
you was inf
Jowee. | sent him o postcard s he wouldn't
think I'd been killed or snything. Hey, look—
I got o check in in
[ Holds & ot Alees.)
Avees. A check? My God—let's see lt. Criminy
—a hundred bucks—w-we can ear now | guess,
{ Placer check reverently on drerier.)
Josee Sure thing—Let's go right pow. | mever
thought Unde Pere wuﬁ? do o thing like that.
Now | can go lack to Texas,

Acecw, That's right—Buz you aint geing w give
up your career are you? Say—If I'm gonna
eat with yuh, yuh bemer wash that face. 171
make a losk around and see if I can borrow
somebuwddy’s pants.

{T&e, harh e tIIL.J

(A4 moment lager, Avsck emiers  siedlthily,
Goer 1o dreiser, picks wp check, kuses i,
pockets it. He has ewvdently obtuined o pair
of irowsers, )

(voice at door.}

Laxveany. This 1 the room, officer. Do your
dhuty,

(Avsce sarts at sound of che wower, ationds
fromen.}
{Officer eaters, folldwed by Lasueaoy. )

Lawprany, That's one of them. At paid no
rent for o month. Throw im . ouot,
Crrricen, Okay, lady, C'mon you, get some life
in yuh, Whaddyah got in your pockee?
Goer tomard ALECK. )
Jomzs comer o quuickly, darts to call Aveck;

b sees the officer and the Lawpaoy, They
do mot tee him, Orvtcen faher fvo slver
dollers from  Avzok's ket.  Joses paspi.
They turn and ser .h'msw

Jowrs. Wewhy that's my money, my two dollars
I lose

(Officer produces check from ane af ALBCR'S
pockets, studier i)

Orrrcen, Tryiing to pull o fas one on your young

friend here, huht
(o Jones.)
wh‘.ll ’H I'_I'I'!?

JoxEs. Fremont Wilde Jones, Thar check came
this morming.

Lanpeavy, That's right, officer. 1 seen the better
and puessed whar it was, He's a nice young
fellow—l have no complaint abowt him, Buo
this orher—humph!

Crmemn, Okay then. Il just take this gay along
with me.

(To Aveck)
You ought to be ashamed of pounelf, Good
thing you dido’t try to losge thar check

{Exit Aveck and Oowosn,)

Joies, {Sighs and ity heavily on bed.)
| never thought that of Aleck.

{]"ir Lawmvaoy cionds By the door walching
him.)

Larmtany. {spmparketically) Takes all kinds of
peaple o make a wurld, Mr. Jones,

Jones. (sadly) It certainty does.

Lawniasy, Human nature i3 & funny thing,
win’t i?

Jowngs, Sure is.

Laxotany., You don't need 1o hurry ahout the rene,
Me, Joaes, Adn't mo hurey at

[imspired )
And you can have a bath en the hoose wonight,
Mo hurry at all.
[ Leaves guiety,)
Jowes. (Geing pe dresrer. Stopy and fakes doun
picture.)
I don't know whether to take you to Texay and
cat, or whether | should sty %’Il.‘f!
(Leans on dresier.)
Gosh——1 don't koow what to do without
Aleck.

CURTAIMN
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You're Telﬁng Us

By Hioa Hascuerr

Cie heans o grear deal of disoussion, especially
in’u teschertrmmng  matitution, of the Aght be-
tween the essentialisn and the progressivists in
education, | say @ jgreat denl of disomson, boe
1 movwree 3adid shar i@ not enough. This is @ question
of prifary fmpartance which mudt be answered by
each prospective teachet o his or her satisfaction,

The diference, ns we hear it explaimed  {nb,
explained by esentialiss principally) i briefly this.
In i esentialist scheal as musch a8 passble af the
garnered knovdedge of our predecessors, including
certaif eacemtials, i presemted to the deamees by the
teacher, throuigh adberonce to 2 fixed and snndard
eurrivulom which varies anly dightly in different
localities und for diffcrent age groups. The teacher
tells the pupils what they are swpposed to Tearn
and directs them EI‘I.TII.', in the urEwETving -|u||||
aditlined 10 the carncalum.

In w provresstve schial, on the  contenry, the
dunimant ez ure thase of the studens them-
selves. The teacher's funcuion, - radically diffiereni,
iz tn help the stodenms sleet subjects for sy,
stimilute in them the desire foe learning, and help
thetn to uncover the relevant tnfonmaion md the
Implicatiom of what are: stodying.

There are, however, differences af proater g
mitade and significance which the essmtinlise ex-
plaines invasiahly nejlects to mengion, The prinei-
pal difference v this, The esentialin sechool tirms
ot foe the most part, blueprint dhameters amd
persaralitics, equipped with a bady of information
which may be oseful, but which s stereosvped,
anel theseupon eonsiders its task completed. Cin
the other land, the opertion af progresive prin-
ciphes i the school results’ in' o turnous of sudi-
pigdnuls. No progressivint ever claiins thar all these
dre peefect, e all are individuals, with diferent
ideas, principles, and skills. The jmphications of
these poine of varsance crry w furiber, even to
i esnclusion which blasts forever the fillacma
ided: thar it is poable (o recondile the vweo prin.
ciples and build a school which represents @ pracn:
cal compreomnise between esseneinlist und progressive
educational philesophics. This conclusion i that
ihe hasic purpeses ol the two types of education
are irreconcitable.  The purposs of  ewentialist
schoals s education for the maintepance of the

statos quey, in peditical, econonic; and oo Tife,
This implics training in lellowing ruther than n
leading; in accepeing without guestion the dicta-
ton af the perssng and classes i power at s given
tme, 6 is impossible to confuse or compromise
thae aim with the aim and purpose of the pragres-
wives, namely: education for feaderbop, for demo
cracy o all things for siideermimtion in
matters boch great ond dlight, Mo wondor the
projgressives are looked at adkance. Such g philoso-
phy means education [or chanpge. a force wath
whoae intenziry the essentialists never reclon,

It s chamvterinic of afl srugglesn, speciall
idcalogical strupgles, that the: propotents. of r.m:ﬁ
view criticize anel ridicole the other, It i ale
characteristic that eich side selects fos oniticam the
eateeme examples of l:]:r aperation ol the I:Irlltl:;i
princrples. T will not be o dogmante as to sy that
all emsentialist-dominared whools {and that menms
all the public shoals of wxlayd are faithiotly
rejresciied by the picture of the w honed, severe-
Iy coiffed cﬂ:{ mwid who st at the front of the
room with u atick, éramming ioto the [wbellechunl
giillets of her charges the esential doses of three
s, OF coome there are homest liberal edoearors
within the existing educational systern who emper
the esential levoms with subect matier of Lreader
interest and we, Codtrariwise, it o oot faie o
portry the progrenive schoolroom os o mud, mill-
ing ervwd of prospective penii, relentlessly Follow-
ing their ewn bents, o the consternation of the
helplesa  schoolma'am,  Flowever, we mum oot
allaw the meparficial overapping chservable i the
functiening of the two schoals o blisd s w0 the
octual fact that there ia no :umprnmix between
the two cdoctional principles.

As one who believes In onending  change,
progress, and  amelioration on all the fronts of
mankind’s strigple for existence, | belisve in pro-
gressive eeldcation and  maintiin i impertance.
Call 'me an identist, if you will. The great and
sigmificant ncvances have dsued Fram “impractical
idealit™ gather than from the oynics whoe maine
tuin that there js “"change but no peogress”, and
who complacently refuse 1o spend their onergics

in affecting needlew chanpe,
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The fumire teacher may seem indignificant eom-
pared 0 some ol our bemer known cynbes: yet
when we consider each one's formative influence,
for good or bad, on hoodreds of young people
whe will pass through his schoolfoon, we ein see
bhow impacant bs his direction, bow vial & ds
that he should have o clear understanding of hia
own principles, ond tha his swand, either for o
aguinst progres, should be conscions,

Tao many teachers af teachers accept, despite
the contrary evidence of history, the viewpaint that
Life B8 smtdey chat econotmie svstema, culuwres, pov-
erivments, educational systems, ete. have reached
a poing beyondd which they will not change. Or if
they do nm wheily accepe this view, they say rhus
the possble changes will pot be efcoizd  within
thewr lifetimes, that they have no respomadhili-
ty i cffecting woch changes, and that, anyway,
nobody can do anvthing—we most wair ond bope
and lor things take their corde, As dneividiuls
these penple have a right to their opinion. The
unfartunate thing is that consciously or oncomn.
schously they are teaching their students, wha will
in turn teach thele sucdents, 1o old the same jdens.
The net result will be 10 retacd or mterropt pros
gress for many yeare

Let me give you seme examples, The paychology
teacher selecti and presents to his students only
thowe fAndings of peychalogy which tend o prove
the rightness and permanence of the situs quo,
The instructor in creative weiting feaches his au-
denty o write to please the publishing racketeers,
and to write in no other way. The musician
adwvocates composition anly in the prevailing con-
veational modes In all the felds of education the
policy 1 pegative. This i, in effect, the essentialin’s
practke In educition, positively to malntein the
status quer in all things, or e 10 pretend dhat
the prublem of progress or stagoation i oot im-

portant in his particular field, whaever it may be.

Duwes this seem i far ery from the topie ander
discussion? | think not; All we are able (o ob-
serve in the edocation of adults who are o be
meschers leads ws w one terrilying conclushon,
Education, as an art and 4 science, & In a state
of almost complete stagnation, and as @ force for
socinl chonge it is reactionory eather than progres-
sive. Ts this to be remedicd by steen amd seriet
podagogy in the “essential” subjects?  Obviously
not, Theoretenlly educstion bas one chief function;
the training of individuals for the accomplishiseat
of the conthnuwisus amclioraton af the stote of
mankind. This function can be restored o the
swhools only theough the we of thar body of
methods and techmgues kbown as "progresive
eeduicatson’”,

“Let us then be upand domg.” The corposations
which pay tmses with our money have not yer
robbed s of the pawer 1o liberalize and progres-
wvize our cducatonal sysem,  Ler students de-
mand in the casiroom the right to selea their own
material from an unrestricted body of knowledye:
ample time for discision and ton; and valid
proaf for everything their o e ask them to
accept. Let teachers vemember thar they aee ia
n0 way the supérion al the learme remem
ber alsa that thar rnt'munhilily i to equip sudents
to make their own interpresationg of facrs rather
than to hand them ready-made ones, Let adminis
tmtors hire progressive teachens and observe with
care what they often Forget, namely thet their
function st adminiger wifairs, not to dictate
curricnlum, policy, or anything el

I these things can be accomplihed, and there
m no reamon thar they cannog, we will very shomly
have an alert, revitlized pencrstlon which will
be capable of sccomplishing with a minimum of
aguny the great tasky which liz before it
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What Can I Do?

By Mapy Teavs

He was o tfl, erect fipure 85 he walked firmly
along the road. His carelage reflected confidence
and pledsure 1o every breath he took, | watched
him from the roodvide pa he suddenly eopped
shiort and, nuinE off his ktapiack, theew his lanky
by doven on the dried ground. He Iny stretched
oty hin every muscle tingling with the pressure
of the mugh wind thar swept mver his sunhurmt
body. His breath came in Lo draughes a¢ he lay
there, enprying hife

I thought then how grand It would be 16 be
like him, easy, carefree, free Emjery r'.IErjrrh.Ing
thar life migﬁ! have to offer, His was pet the
job 1o warry, to fret ever things which dida
concern him. His job, and he did bt well, was w
receive with an open mind and full heart what
ever of Nature he chose.

I stew amd et over whether it takes more %
than #'s to get enoayth pineapples for litde Johnny's
wipper; his grestese daily decision is whether he

rest in this Reld or the next.

I pever hove seen nor ever will see thag Tirde
Jahnny for whom 1 have solved s many pressing
problems, MNor will any of the other hundreds of
thossands of people who for civilizations past have
wasted their lives im endless drodgery.

Yet they and | will continoe to waste years of
our lives mh'inﬁ his |:|n:||.1|=|'|:|p- m that some ﬁnf
we will meet and be unable o contend with our
own, We have wasted our energy and  wouth:
wothing of individuality remains in nor make-up.
Wi become ped patterms ranning a3 aun-
:-Enm. afraid, yes, unable 1o steer from the beaten

Men of the mad are not afrmd to live; They
koow how o caich life from every leaf, from
every stray hlade of grass that lies along their
path, They steal life from the sheep bleating on
the hillsides, from the cool spring water they sip
from running sreams. They fisien to the wind
howling in the tree tops and stand seill, with chests
expanded, enger, ready to crch it vigor and
strength.

Why must T craw] when [ o long tw By? Why
must [ be confined to grammars, arithmetics, pens,
pencils, and other fnstruments designed te quell

and destrey Mature. [ livel Why eannot 1 enjoy
my [‘i:'mg.i

h yes, T think T do. I think of happinew in
tetms of insignificant trumphs, peity  latberics,
r\rld, WhIJT 1 gmin these, T think T live, T am s
iy with eontemplating supy pleasures thot
I have no dme 1o look amunm reeoprize how
nl:u:h T1muld gain from udng my eves for some
thing clse besides telescoping @ page of pring, The
film on my eyes b s nmmdplwith impring af
pages and popey of reading that my wision' i clowdy
when | ‘might eee other rhings in hille beyond.

Why can | not escape? What power i= there
capable of forcing me to reamin innate passians,
desires; purpmes? Is it education that hay minde
of me a rotating machine?

Mo, | do nor think so. To some, a privileged
fow, education has opencd up endless havens and
vistss, These are the people whe, like the hoba,
know how to live. They know rhemselves and
have dragged from the deptha of their beings the
ossence. of cxistence. Why cannot | do likeewise?

Why?  Hecanse | am & cresture of convemtion.
I have been taught, wmined, and shooled 1o do
alveays what is expected of me, Pean not, | dare
nist, be different, Tt is not my faolr, Ir i the faule
of the civilization that reared me, Tt destroved
me. It i destroving the saili af children. 8o vETY
t'.ll‘h' div ehildren learn that Il'lq- massen’t el shii
becnse ot just isn't done, and they mume abways
do rhar Pecavie evervone else does it They like
something becanse they are suppesed 0, They
dislike something eles becowse they have heard
that diliking it was the thing to do. Ar the very
first, in their hesst ol heans, they might retnin
a dauht a8 o the ACTUTACY af their beliefs, bt how
soan, how patifully soon, do the very lasr vestipes
of the t{;ﬂu disappear Teaving shollow pite
where souls might have grown w hald sy aver
minds, Convention s the watch dog of civilization,
binding its servants o ite will. A Fercer tyrant
could be found in ao mytholoiy or books of histary
0 auidwously read By its aposies. Convention
alope contrals speech, actions, our very thoughes,
Oh, we become quite willing servants, | admit,
but does that alleviate the gross fact that we are
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bomudinen, [ree not o serve ouwrssdves, but an
untangrhle, indefeatable mode of conduct

I cannot be uny difierent. 1 recognize the need
for change but om ineapable of accomplivhing
ie. Maybe some day a future civilization will be
able and courageaus enough o degart, revolt, from
the habity of eras past and find in o pew order

the true menning of living. But for today [ must
sit: by ihe roadside—waich another, o freer soul,
walk confidenly along—dwell for o few minutes
an the heaven of an unhampered being, and then
return. unhappily bur resignad o W CEEFY
out iy duty in the routine order of existence,

Fog

By Prans, Pesrinoron

This moening 1 walked oo a vanishing ribban

of silver

In a cold white world,

My fooisieps, cchoing strangely loud,
Were the only sound thar broke the wisearthly

atill mess,

I weemed far removed from all living things,
Perhaps in Persia or Afghanisan
Dark-skinned natives lounged in the heat

Of u rudiznt sun.
But here,

The misy hingers of the fog
Had wrapped all things in silem chill

And had left me alome

In a deserted land.

On the frigge of my solitary world
A pepper tree hovered, wriith-like,
Almost concented by a slver mist.
The tembling line of grey hooses: seemed o

vamish befare m

Shadowy outlines of

my path,
And the rosd before me extended into bleak

whitenes.

The lonely silence pressed close.

I walked i the fog.
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Cathedral Scene

By Evwamon MeCanrsner

A2 T made my Art entrance into that chonch
of God, Saint Jaweph's Cathedral, the words of
fobn Ervine fashed through my thaughts—"Few
sights are so reasmiring and so pleasnt to the
tired eye m the spectacle of the cathedmal, firm in
its preen setting, gray with vears, yet vigorous
within with reoewals of youth.” lwrtead of being
calmed, | foond mysel excited by the whirling
voriex of armament. ln the guality of the lighe
s, which entered ingeniondy thmuagh a Iri'p!ln
lantern; there was somiething almest ultrm-mundane,
Ax my eves caught the dazzling and intrcate
lp1t‘hdﬂf. T noticed gnhf was nwrl sverrwhere—an
yestments of scuptore, in palychrome, on frames
of endless sevies of paintines, on corviegs omd
elaborate  decorations of all kinds. The whale
atmasphere was of multitndinons richnese of prog-
mentatinn.  The arches within the powerful dpoc
wayd were scapltiired inch by inch. Some of the
statues of the mints were formed o interesting
clodsters of the various niches, while others stond
farh separsiely. The sun pliseened chrooeh the
coloped gr:n which shone i .I'HTH!|1|'H Filies,
and dinmands, A thousand lintle sellow candles
and a thossand linde pravers feoen unhnppy hearrs
o the :nl‘lp;n:;'ul:iur: bimrned before the ql:li-rt,. Ernm-
quil altar, and 1. too, koelt before it with my
ACCTED  PERYeT,

I wis Fnscinated by the magnificent crrving of
the rotundn with fte polden pelicfs and el
decorations,  Also, T olserved the material wed
beficred wbstantial, rather than Bimsy contruction,
The J'I'I.:llli"-'!‘., thek wpﬂn e Jluppnri oo gﬂll]ru
cesling, which was topped wirh 2 tmll, conspicmms,

gildsd crose. When T saw the moulding of ex.
aquisite, low relief and  the maerow frescoss of
Eibdical seenes, my fiest reflections, that had scemed
dramatic and almaost theatrical, pave way to 8 spirit
like the church itself—a profoundly refiginge and
Baly atmosphere.

Evcryonc's cyes, with exception of my. own,
prece] uncensingly upom the earnest face of the
pricst. He raised his lang, t:pering Engrﬂ in the
Papal form of Wessing, while s the mme rime
vonces chanted melodically from o hidden chnir.

Before the secind mam, | climbed the w=ps
to the south tower and saw a very flar ancel below
patiently extending his sein dinl.  Bearded mints
ﬂTI-I'i nmnncd‘ bﬂl‘h stned  dawm [Lalele] th-rh nc-
customed view, A very dender, polilen angel from
over the apse shone trinmphantly, The bell-ringer,

ieed ahave hin bell swunge it oot whil= he held
st the hlack tron rodl ahove, The incesant reesr-
beratinne echoed throngh the owes, and T could
feel the antique walls sremble.

I wad about #9 descend when [ osaw the linile
Sunelay whaol gitls holding tightlty to the ol
thot was worn smooth us alabaster by clinging
huemdan bonds, 1 watched then enter the ervpe
chapel a5 they follawed black robes aml large
white opifs. The building was very cold and
damp. T neaticed the yold was” beginning o0 pesl
frams the celling, and the hely waier hasin liad
mass B it The finde girls erouped themselves
shour the pizantic orvan and risd their voicey
in hvmas afl praise, while the virgin, who wai
surrounded by plowing red lights and flickering
tapers, reganded the sene with solemn eyver.

SURVIVAL, Second Prize =

The Editors of E! Porsal regret that the length ol the plays winning second
prize and third place prevenred their being published in this magazine.

FLIGHT [NTO EGYPT, Firn 'Prize
- Aupdrie Lassere
THE DESTINY OF GARTH HOUSE, Thrd Place

_ Charlone Rideaur

Jean - Flolloway
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The Afternoon of a Faun

Br Wintaam Mclaan

It was warm bt ot teo warm, and the large
crowded  wtore was suffused with o plessant after
nooit glow, The shoppers sa ihickly over
the floor, moved i an endiesly inter-wesving
bt wnresolved stir, and the thousand romgoes, afl
Eomg at once and each intent on making itself

eooperaterl 1o produce o anstained  and
wortlless drone,

For an instant 0 yoong man looked over the
railing which mn arovmd the bwide of the circilar
second smory sestilmile. Flis glanee quickly sanned
the by ¢ below him, Abrupily he dissp

penred, to reappenr agmin a moment later i s
;br:l':d coming owt of an clevator ente the main

Arounad the book counter had  coagulared a
circle of the literary-minded, for the most part
womet, A plumpish lady of abous thiry-five fxed
a pessenive ey on o single copy of Raddiffe Hall's
“The Well of Loneliness", After on immane af
hesitmtion she reached Tor it bt before she toached
the book, the perion smnding ncxy o her matched
it mway., She torned, affronted, with aporopriae
EETITS mdy on her |1p1\ te Ik imte i blund face
startlingly closc 1o her owen,

Retorating a :fr.l;fL the lady gathered ogether her
abused feelings, ich hod been strangedy scatiered
by the odd way the voung man was ing at

ingenwously, almost childishly, his large
gray cyes wide ond unwinking,

"“"1:.- e what de Fou meRn . . - 7 Bhe
began. She was interropeed insantly by 8 sun-
rise wnibe, The young man semoved his has oon-
spicuously, and after loking arousd and Gndiog
several people waiching the proceedings, achieved
a tremendaus bow,

“Lady,” he said, and stopped 1o brush o bair
nﬂ' the 1:pe] af his u.m.l.. "L.:l:h'." he repm'bﬁd e
u definirely losd voice, “am | in your

A mﬂr voice inaide the brl-:gl.mc:iw[zrmg af
M. Dalman was miying, "Now don't blwsh, yoo
idsoe, with all these people locking!™ Mrs. Dalman
blhushed brighsiy.

“You're £es you're very impolite!™ she fumbled,
stiring &t his exan mgizumrj-ummgm

"fmnnrmmiz;rrﬂ g o that” he repli=d
erisply, = frown crosing !'.ll ila:]ih: a puff of

wind over a glassy lake. *1 have done nothing-
And even ot that | condescended, for the ske of
gentle manners, to be cooperative with your ap-
parent delusion by asking 61 was in the way ., .
when, mturally™ he grinned  sardomclly,
wash't"

Mrs. Dralnran was taken abock.  She had never
heen in guite wuch o situation as thin before, Bt
feeling that right wis on her side, although the
issiar wos now seenewhat confused in her mind,
she decided] th wse merics which are known to be
invarially sscoessful agninst men.  She began
mlk in o rather ahrill wne with 5 sharp edge of
anger, the speed and foree with which the wonds
came moking interruption more or less insig
nificait.

“Noung man, If you want to make o seene . . .
weldl, all right! You can have your ecene, and no
linde one cither, and sec how von like &1 Her
F!mﬂﬁh tose th wvelurme as she pu’ﬂm'ﬂﬁd. I
4 woman ean't gooout alone these days withour
heing molesied by vour type of man, well things
are preety had, Aned at o book counter toal Why,
I should think the cops would have caught up
with you loog ago, You wanted m moke a scene,
huh? Well, you can have vour linle scenel™ Here
h:r fone Tsare traoes of o rather w!la'h!jl AAfcRs.
*I know your kind. Don’y think T don't. Fine
sport! Going arcund molesting women! Why
don't you mind your own affaie! But mavbe thoe
& vour affairl™

The yeuung man, daring this tnade, ficked some-
thing off lix hot, wood guiee wmll nnce
when he looked wround st the people who had
been drawn fo the apoe abaut fnnoeently
and contentedly, av i he had at that moment
attzived complete peace within  hirmelf e with
the world.

Taking advanuge of a hreel pavse in M
Melman's rather repetttive invective, he
aver and grasped her arm. Fer the first time she
naticed how darkly tanned his face was

“I'm getting o ke yoir,” he said. Tr was a
halanced statement gemtiy spoken.  Bur  Mrs
Ddrnln was nat in the mood for negntiating peace.

anether step from ki, she cried, "Dan’t
touch mel” “She, oo, had noticed the fve or ux
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people watching, and her dramatic instina had
sepped up and token charge of her personalicy,
She mw "The Well of Loneliness™, which was
seill in the oty jman’s brown and rnﬂ.un.ﬂ:r hn‘i.rr
hand.

“Give me hack my book.™

He im!..l:nl:p Em&ud at the velume as if sue

cised to find it b his haned, “Ts this your book?"

e bold ‘:J:a E'rfﬂh with finger and thumb,
“This1" He he book o the people stand.
ing near und exploded unespectedly with s load
langh, mymng, "Can anybody rell me why this
mice lacly shoudd b mﬂLmd 0 rrxd thyis :h:lmun!l!y
unpleasnnt book?™ Mo ope volumesred o i
The young man.smiled, "No one? Then | o uf
read it myvaclf, Good day.”

He starred togo. Ar thot moment one of the
officiala of the store came up to sce what the
trouhle wan about. He was immediately  over
whelmed by M. Dolman,

“Stop hirn] Catch him|® abe exelaimod, point-
ing after the disappearing fgure of the young man,
“He’s genig away with one of your books with:
out paying for . Amd he's been mobsting me
far ten minuwies |

This woesome intelligenee galvanized the sore
official imo action, Spying the searot derk he
shouted], “After him, Travers!" and to another
elerk, “Ho kinson, get o palicermnan!™

By this lﬂnrl boole-pilferer hud neardy |.1:|.|.t1'u'J|l
the door, althoogh ho was not horrying porticl
by. He did not rexch i, bowever, for hr s0an fwnd
Travers hereely upon him, He sllowed |lmscll
1o be caprueed withovt resisance,

"What a veerihle hubbub!” he was heard to-sigh
us he \;:; lnhrnhyhn;oan lh; mm“nm‘ -
companiod now by a etz © nson
had come with o large policeman Eﬂhﬂm&
mcnunngl? heside the store-man 9

“Whar's the ides, yoong man?” the lutter be-
gan. “Taking books, ch! Borhering wamtn, ch!*
He looked his victim frmly in the eye, “What's
your pamer’

“Silvanurs,” was the cool r rﬁ:

Here the manager seermed the frst e 1o
nobce what atteation they were abtracting.

"Oih, we eon't have this sort of & mow in the
store, Offficer, you take charge of him, Take charge
of t".n'yl'lb:l!lm

Suddenty the culprit freed himuelf From 'rm-m
grasp, beaped ontn the ook covered fable,
a1 srangely inhuman scream, and threw the rJ!
of Lonelines™ at the policeman, wha docked just
in time to excape being banged on the bead.

“Take vour book!" the young man sbowed,
and making a hoge gesture with bath arme and
clamping hin ot oo Jhis head, bhe cred, "Tee

read @l
Then, befors anyone had time 1o think, he had
hartled off the and was booming toward the

vr!ﬁul'. A sscand |nl.:r the Pﬁ!h:u'n:h. 'I'EI.T n:rl. and
nine ather pecple, in various shades of exctiement,
were in ﬁlrnry after: i,

He phunged ino Market Street. Walking faat,
he maxed  mie the thickest m'nw'th, fr:q'u:rltl'r
glancing  back: He was smiling glechully. He
crosyed the steeet, letting himosell be carriod forward
by the surge of the people ad the light chanped.
Shifring |ul i ay b saw s strectear sHpping
neartey, he spnnted over and boarded ik As he
saf  down, hruﬂjh\ﬂg hard, he mid to Iimmself,
"Masket Strvet Railway Compuny, Toc, 1 adure

“What did youw any?" The man next o him
on the set had apparently thought he had been
spuken 1o,

"1 wmid, "1 mﬂﬂ!ﬁ bove ony company, i i
wasin't for yl:lu ' Sihvatis opened lis eyes wide
andl looked at bis com as i he were a three-
yenreald baby 'lmh Eoiden bair.

The man looked startled. “ObI™ he said, and
relapsed it @ troubled silence, Afcr the sam
stopestart jourpey had progressed o linfe disance,
the car began o Rkl Presenily there were thiee
women standing Inlrrll'.: aisle, ng with several
men, Hefore long two of them bad st down o
sty selinguished by men who were now sanding
in the sile. The remaining woman ' sood by
Silvanus’ seat, frequently loaking down a i ex-
rillig him o stimd up and leave hin place [or

I‘nl.' o “'hl!! hE L} I'I{,IE!J I|Cf ﬂl'“l rhﬂﬂ Imktd
up suddenly, caoght hes eye and sared v hes,
inzense and unblinking. His Hipy were drawn hack
alightly, reveling white, sharp tecth,

“Well," he mid, fmally. She looked  awy,
1ossing hl:r head a 1Jl.1:lr. with o grimuce of distiate.

YWl he cabd, mnee sharply than befose, “IF
you want to ot down, then st r:l'i:wnr" And with
a wwift motiom he geabbed ber sround the wamt
from behind and pulled ber down ont his lap
She sereamed. Thiee men ros @z one from their
weaty and wid, “Heyl™ The lody sroggled hard,
and in n moment with an ewsperated |osk
Sylvanos let her go, in face, pushed her from him,

“All right, sand up again, stupid,” he said, and

compressing his lips he looked oot the window,
“I never cared much for you, anyhow.” .
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The lpdy screamed aguing this rime putting her
mind to it The car jerked o a stop wod the
matorman tiined around with o charoeteristieally
sour r:lll'r!l.:h:u on his face,

“This man attacked me,” the Indy gasped, Her
distracted gaze swept arownd the ear. “Are you
men goang Lo st theee und not do anyihing?
You aw sverything . . "

One mun stepped o T wake care of him,”
he sl "Lisen here, fellow. What do vou
mean . . g
Silvanus hod ot appeared w o notice the monbie
he had eaussd and comtinued te stare mosoely
out the window. Fecling his shoulder being shaken
ronigghly, he looked up inte @ broad, hlond foce.
“Say; liten here] What do yoo mean . . 7 the
i Wi sying. |

HWHI da you kup I-'I}'i.l'll thap " m:pped Sil-
vanus  “¥You certainly sound ailly™ e sormed
w get up bor was puoshed back by a big hond
on lis shoulder.

“You'ne pretty free with pner tongoe, aren’t
yout" said the blond wun. “You think you're
precry smaet, don’t you!” He pushed Silvanos
again. This time Silvanus poshed hack, neatly
hooking hir foot behind the other's ankle as he
did so. The blond man sprawled in the side.
Everybosly got up and began io make o mobse,
The mobarman was coming hack into the car,
Silvanus thought it best 1o legve, which he did,
impetuoualy, ot the back entrance.

He did not look back until he was i block away;
then, thinking be was pot being . purmeed b slowed
down, But o glance back psured him tear the
chase was pot over, lor be saw the blond man
qeaticulating with a reemiit of the cormer amd
painting m hiv diection, Theny the pair took out
after lim.

Withour hesitation Slvanud rounded 8 comer
and walked heickly into @ stiore. [t was a clothing
store. He walked sraight theongh fram the front
out the back door dnto an alley. Oun the way
deftly r::l.d'u.nw::] hin rather banered hay for o new
one thot wos displaysd on @ rmeks Thiv turned
out to be highly dupleasing o certain people in
the store, and two of them tan afier him, shouting.

Cince in the alley he followed 6 devigan turne
ings swiftly, fnally coming oot in o rather quiet
sireet.  He stopped and listened,  The smnid of
footsteps were audille and grew dower, Juse e
that moment i strectoar come ground the corner
andd rumbled up the sreet. Before it could stog
Silvanus was on it As the car went on, e aw

from his window the bleod man, the policeman,

and the two derks from the sore appear at the
cxit of the alley miher disheveled, Then be rode
on out to the beach.

Across the anle sat o pretry giel with yellow hair,
After booking ot her twice Silvanus feancd over
and whispered, My, you look pretty tobay!”

The .i.l.'i sand nﬂ'!hinF—Pﬂ:d no attenton, When
ﬁ got off at the beach, Silvanus was right behind

"M! nabe Si’]\‘lmu," e was m:.li:np;, St
| suppose thar means nothing o you. However,
it would be nice i you could come w ke me;
eyen love ime, in time . ., in tine, you kbew,”

The [i.l.'l maintained lser stubborn silbence wnul
sucdenly as if coming t the end of ber endarnce
she stopped and m.ﬁ Will you please go away!”
Her voice wai a lile auiry. But the real reason

stopped was o see what the young man was
like, for she was aot altoguther overss to having
samenne reasonahly nice o wlk w for awhile.
She was rmiher lonely,

“Alus, | would rather stay. And | always do
what 1 like—always” Hin white teeth  fashed
iy 4 smile, The girl almest smilsd back, She
found she had taken a sudden liking for this
fellow, He had such a naive fice; his smile wun
such o happy one,

L l:l{u i, "I you promise o be u o per-
fear gentlenan, you may talk to me for awhile.”

It was oot long befors: Silvanw had guined the
confidence of the girl, And ix we ot moch longes
before b bl her the things that hael hap.
pened o him durisg the coore of the aftervoon..

“1 arm o lanted mun,” |se onvounced solemnty,

"It sourndy like the adventures of Harpo Marg,”
saidd the girl.

Silvanus |oaked nrrn.el'jr ol b sed, for they
hand reached the beach, ®I am one of his moss
admiring fan,” he said.

The gid looked ot him, *| like you, Yeu're
ditferent. But you really should be carcful abeut
sealing things § - and you ought o mestrain
yoursell with women. You can get into s lo of
trauble.”

“I do whor T like,” sid Sibanuoy, “because it's
iy Aabire"”

The sea was warm and hrighr, with hazdly o
bresth of wind in the air. The young mon pot
lais arm around the wiise of che Eirr.uu they wallel
along the mnd,

i you ever consicler,” b began, i how
many ways the animal kingdom |5 superior 1w the
haman , . " The girl interrupied him,
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0k, there's my aunt. | didn'e tell you ahe was
going to meet me here”

A woman was waving to them from scross the
wall separating the beach and the read.

A moment later the gifl was intreducing the
pair. Hur when she saw her aunt Jocking at Si
vars she stapped short,

“Why, Auntic, what's the mat . . "

Stlvanus held op his hand as if w quies all
siormis,

"Well, if i #sn’t my bookdoving fricnd!” he
wid, sddresuing Mre Delman. 1 s you arc
ahaut to bring troubls into my life ance more.
Here | was, striking op & remarkable freendship
with Miss Lungar, you tuen out e be her
oumt, | don't se how [ can forjgive you for that

White Iris

By Poase Pesniworos

With u pentle ery the evening breeae

Moaned softly throngh the fiowers and ‘trees

Of an ancient garden that lushly prew

Mesr & quier pond; the waters: blue

Darkly mirmored the velvet

And in opagque shadows reflected the lighe

And fading glorv of o waning moon.

Along Th.:Ln.h af that deep lagoon,

Like white moths, translocently winged,

The iris Blosmed with o scens that clung

In the hesitant air, but those frogile Bowers,

So palely white, weee to spend Tew hours

By thar lonely lake, for they wold die

I the Faina moendight, wauld, withered, lie

in the oppresive heat af the moming sun.

Though their beauty fudes, though their life i
done,

And again in that gorden will they never be seen

Over other waters those Aowers will lean;

They will five and Bosom o another shore

Far eountless apes, for evermare,

You wee, Miss Langar, the trbulations | st
besr—more than o hurmin con endure, | dare sy,
Bui nof more than | can”

Mre. Dolman was looking around for o police
man, but none was in vght. She grew red.

Silvanus turned Eo go.

"He's & best!" she whispered 1o her ncice, but
the young man heard and swung wroind.

He asdjused his neckoes 1 e no pesson for
dienying thoe" he said, snd bawed slightly. Then
he strode off.

Mias Langar looked thoughtfully afer him.

*T like him," she said stmply,

He semed o have heand this wo, lor lie murned
again, lifted his hat m the yellowshared jprl, blew
her o solenin ki, and went on

ch]zﬂ:ment

Hy Jeanw Hovioway

by, seas 1 have loved, recede fram’ my heart now;

I've taken u wile from o gey inland wown

And made her 3 vow thut we pever will pam now

(O, ber eyes ure deep wioles, her hoir o warm
beoren, )

Senad out oo vagrant winds w recall me,

I will be happy m bive with her here

Sale wun the E'm:l where no caims can befall me,
Mo sorma 1o hestie me, no typhoon e fear.

And, ol, | am sade in my cilm ialand vitlage

From the sting of the sl spray; the lure of the
sk

I've o haven heee safe from the sen’s angry
piflage—

As Jong an I'm far from it, | can resis,
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Webster Rides in the Moonlight

By Jeaw Hovvoway

There's o clater on the cobblestones
On cold, dark nights

And the housewives draw the shutrers
And dim the lights

That none may see the horse,
The shining, wildeyed hores
That none may s the horses
Dun Webster rides 10 his grave,

You can hear the chip of the horses” foct

Far down the {rozen resd,

And where i the man who would dare e mest
The horses or ther load?

Far they carry old Dxin Webater,
Ghostly cdd Dan Welster,
They carry ofd Dan Webstes
Down o a hiner grave.

Three abreast they ride the midight,
Their sleek cosrs shining block,

And the wvillagers sy the middle beast
Bears o skeleton on his back.

Oh, Wehster loved his horses,
His shining, coalblack horscs,
Wehster loved his borses
And sode them 1o hin grave.

Lisen! The clop an the cohblesanes—
Hear with bated breath, I

For Webster rides in the moanligh,
He and the staeds of death | - - . |

Three steeds blacker than midnight—
More teerible ever than midnigh,
Carrying old Dan Welster

Back o a lonely grave.

The Bee

By Jese Howoway

He is the most daring of adventurers,
MNature's own small Ulysses,

Wha each morming charts hin way
Aeross new worlds of fowers.

He is welcome at all the palaces
O summer . - - .

The - stately mansions of the filies,
Galden castles of ||mq|.|l||-

And shy, hidden cottages
Inlsabited by wioless,

Each might he sails hae galleon
Home [no the sumset,

Laden wirth treasure—

Far his queeen in one peiceless drop
Is the parnered sweetnes

OF an entire day.

Galatea

By Furzanyrn Heseser

You were a marble staroe, hard amd pure,

A perfect form carved by the Master’s hand,

Placed in s niche where all the warld mmhf e,

And thronging pass might powse o gaze tn awe

Upon your face. lo the brightness of the day

You shooe supreme, n cold snd Rewless gem.

In perfect loveliness you s, nor amiled

Mor frowned, surveying all with light disdain,

] I'u.ﬂrd. yur in the twil'lghl ol one d.ag-

And thought o e yon yet serene and calm,

Bue in the hadows of o light half-pone

Your foce seemed worn. Your head wae dightly
buwed

To shicld you from the coming black of night.
Bust in that moement of despair you livesd,
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Sonata at Midnight

By Jeaw Hocvowsy

This is the swoul of Rudslf,

This, his desire and sorrew,

This, his peace and his anguishi—
Hu thought of yesterday,
His dream of mmermow.

Lay the wiolin hack in it caze.

Tuck the worn satin tenderty about 1.

Lock the case and put it far away in some dark
cormer,

Far Rudalf s dead,

And his soul is dend and his singing srings

Stilled forever.

Time was, yeare ugo, when Rudoll was young,
And the wiolin waas young,

When the great pile of music wa erlsp and new,
Hudal s fingers were long and slender and nervous,
Then the instrument glistened richly

I the candlelighe,

There was ga and sureness in the way
Rodalf tucked it wnder his chin and coaxed
Litung tunes fram g,

Lawely ladies nodded their heads in time,
And pomerimes their bright plances

Stole 1o the faee of the musician,

Their eyes were liguid in the candlefame,
Therr lips o sofr invitation,

Hr Ruodolf loved only the violing

Its strings wore tight around his heart,

He pursued the vielin an his mistress:
He wooed her shamelessh

Before grest halls of people,

And just as shamelessly

In quisi dmwing roems.

There was passion in his music;
Fierce, compelling, soul-shnking.

He drew o seal from the violin
Besisting, stoving against him,

But in fh: endl sorrendering—

A wul thar ke called She,

Who 1o lbm was besuty, gricl and woman,

Desire, fulfillment, repentance.
There was all of this tn his music,

Rudolf used to lough ond sy that he never

Captured |er,

That she was an fickle and hesrtlow o jade an ever
daneced

Oy o man's heart,

She would be as dose to him ag his fingor-tips

And then whid quickly away,

Mocking him, throwing him a wisp of exguisite
miclody,

AR @ woman toses a ros

To o rejecied lover,

They grew old tagether,

R and hix violin,

His faly bair whitened, lengrhened,
His hngers. grew less aure,

And the voice of b mistres

Less soeaily.

Their sangs together never [
But had a de<p note of potrnancy
That was muted with old memario
Hl'ld ald vrl!'mml.

As thaee who have ms fwture turm 1o the pas,
Bo Hudelf lived in the past,
Direamed in the past

And died In the past,

Lay the violin back in in cose,

There & no life, no soul within e

HRudalf was the soul,

And Rudolf is dead.

Tuck the satin carefully abour it

Laock the case and put e o some dark carner
Where he muay find it

If there i returning,

For this is the soul of Rudolf,
Eil. his desire n;ddlmmw.
i, hiv peace and his b
His theught of ?!“’m
His deesin of teanorrow,















