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The Brotherhood of Dust

{ Jack London's Wolf House Replies to a Materialist)

By Weseey Duvron Gorpon

0 prumbling ruin,
Head-gtone of your awn fulility,
Tou mock ot my mortality!
1 eount the yonen tiil you shall be dissolvied
Intn the senseless night from which you came,
There is b0 hops that fate
Can disinter the fams
Of dreams which burned your recks into
the nky:
A fow brief days you lived expectantly,
But now It 18 too Iste to Hve,
Lilce him, you die.

L - ® &

Yes, yenrn are few Wl acld-winds shall blow
My unreaisting geains
Across these hilla,
Bul hills de not forget.
Thess hills shall abwnys knew
1 shadowed sunlight on thelr grasa;
That now I feed thelr solls without regret;
That dust enee touched with lght
Must ever glow.
Thay see without the ssnse of sight,
And fesl the certain joy
04 hilla that are to be,
Thers la in ma
Whit change connot destroy!

“Thase hills ahall not forgot,
Though future pens may thunder here,
And wwaying kelp replace these mwaying
pines:
When futiwre hills havo pushed those seas
apart,
To fecl, a8 Bow, the sentiont urgency of
ARTIOE.
The seas shall not forget.
In that far day somae youbhful heart
Wil stand where you stand now and sing,
And marvel that his soul is filled
With longing for & dream.

1 go to join the dust that cmee was THam,
To join the dust that schoed Helen's mirth,
That gunrded sighs which spole the birth

Of budding bove,
CH Iove which braved the Trojan swords,
And blossoms now throughout eternity.

I mhall be apg with Sappho's dust!
To fedl the dreams she felt,
To tremble with her tenderness.
Oh how can Time'n dull rust
Destroy such timeless ecatasy?
Todey her Inughter warms the Grecian hills,
And Grecian pools reflect amd hold her
farm,
As when Aurors was the down,
And Feus the god of storm.

My rocks, whose passing you lament,
Go sagerly to join
The lving dust of mortyrs’ hlcod,
Because Savonaroin knsw how impotient
Were fires of bigotry to burn
Higs attade] of hope,
Forever shall his splrit yeorn
To know the finnl truth.

Ah, follow mel I go whers Aztec dawns
Deploy the clonds like alabastar ships
Across the topas-tinted akies;
Whars love-soft lips
Of Aztes girls
Speak love infinity cannoet contakn,
Beacause thelr molecules of flesh
Are dust, you think the years enmesh
The Aztecs' thankfulness for riin’

Jack London's elements lie docp
Beneath the wasting rock
Which marks the place you coll hia grave—
Fou think he sleeps & drenmiess slesp,
A sloep you call oblivion, Obllvian!
These hills are pregoant with his dreama!
And kills do not forget.

Forever down the highways of the windn shill
oime
The ginging Brotherhood of Dust, 1o say
“Mo heart shall ses the day
Whaen all the dresnss that e o be, have
It
For dresms live on
When those who dreamed are but s
LT TR



Empty Arms

By Eatsenms BaxweLL

When God surveys his Heaven lomorrow morn

And finds my tiny curly-headed boy,

Whom somo poor blundaring angel death has
harae

Away; nod, in His wisdom, knows the joy

That Crusting baby eyes can tako AWBy

From sarth when Heaven sses their wistful piare]

And looling down st lonely grief, He'll Iay

His hrnds on me and soothe a henrt left baro,

But now my arms are empty, oight ia long,
And God hoe not dissoversd yet my need.

1 weep and blame, alone 1 can't be strong.
Perhaps T'll undoretand with Him to lead,
He'll ba with e, I know, with dewming day,
Bul morning is so far, so far away.

A Bard's Song of Deirdre

By Ermia Faxox

I wilked In & wood that Deirdre koew, and the
baugh

And the guiet strearm and the thom remems
berod how

She, walking with her love, peemed all alons,

Having no place of peace to call her own,

COwer the flelds and the bogs she wondered, the

yanrs

Bringlng no rest to her fest, to her eyes but
tears;

Her pyes shond brighter for kEnowing the gift
of griel,

And little flowars sprang in her footstepn aver
this Beath

Defedre, who scattered woe abroad im the land

And Invishoed ber beauty with ever a heediess
hand,

Lins with the roots and the seads, leaving nnught
behind

But o lonaly and wordless song droned Jow in
the wind

Er Poarar

Prima Donna’s Lost Seng

By Rura Szeksnns

My public waits for mo to loose the thril]

Of song, to give them some composer’s swing.
My child, your Litls song of Hife s still.

My throot is mute with pain, How can T sing?
Your buby fingers vurled sround my own,

Juat yesterday. Your happy eves wers wide
With love of Hfe—and now, T am alone,

And oivmoired voiced tear me from your glde.
But ah, my iitthe child, thoy cannot Jnow,

They who command me forth (o sing and smile,
‘That I bave lost my song, that T must go
Bareft of all the melodies worth while

How can they know, o8 now the curiains rise,
That I have lost my right to lnlinbies!

Admonition

By Enaa Paxon

World without pity, wilt thon plunge again
To weighty darkness and the thick, red stroam
Of human bood that spresds along the plain

‘Whare grapes onoe dropped thelr clusters, and the

gleam
Of water sprang in richness from the moin
Source o & mountain? Maudlin world, bewnre
Lest grood mod craft once more concesl thele
snATE,

Men have glroady borne emough of grief,

But careless of thelr penrcely covered sores

Now march anew to batble while the thief

Of time makes off with all their honrded stares
Of thought and song and beauty lald aside

To rust while slanghter rages far and wide,

Years hove revenled the mystery of fire,
And men have learned to bulld and weave and

Broy,
But atill they stumble weary through the mire
O hate nnd foar; they have not learned the way
To toleranee, bul Blunder on and tirs
8o soon of pence that they will rise and band,
Glowering and dallish, st & brute's command.
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“. . .Your Right To Say It”

("l do not agvee with what you say, but [ uill de-
fend to the death your night to say it."—Voltaive, )

By Buzanwrn Benrorn

T I8 Interesting to noto, na one grows up, how

things from the past reiate to thiogs io the
present, Ware 1 aa clever as Addison T would
bave nn apl loe or twoe from Virgll to support
thig platitode, bot sioce my Latin i9 meagre, sn
Ifantration may serve as woll, nnd will ined.
gontally Intreduce the thems of this essay.

The recent controversy in our excellent Daily,
ng to wikether or not gaearing shall besmirch the
newn sheet, cnlls Lo mind & system which was in
fores in my grommar schoo! days, afd Alss pre-
pents o guestod which goes [ar decper than the
present disonssion fn the paper. At ong pohool
which 1 attended, Lhe ruls was that any boy who
used profang language on the school Erounds
would sutomatically receive & I8 grade in Eng-
ks, | neeepted this propodteement without gues-
tion far severnl yonrs, but when 1 had renched
a&n aga suificiontly advanced (o wse & dictlonary,
I wiis greally surprised to find the word dimn
listed among the respectable words of the lan-
guage, MNor was this the worst, for the diction-
ArY upheid its definition by & gquotation from po
less 1 person than the same Shnkespeare whose
“Iulius Cmesar” was reguired reading in our
English book. The teachor solved the problem
temporarily by removing the dictionary, but
echo=s of the controversy reach me gven in
college. (O Iate wenrs, however, the problem
bian mssumed & wider acope. Not only swearlng,
bt misn sex in its less happy aspocts, inssnlty,
dirt, and disesse nre foreed opon the atudent in
the name of lilerators, untll many warthy indi-
viduals are roused to protest and urge a return
to what might be termed “the deconcy standard.”
Thay coptend that life for most of us doss not
consist of prostitutes and dementia progco, and
ae why Insist upon rending about such unpleasant
things, nmd why, above all, place such stuft befors
the impresskonabls mind of youth T

Tho sincerily of this protest cannol e doubted,
although It soema to ma thot the fdea of pro-
tecting youlh might belter have started in tha
aforementioned grammar schoal, When ench
morning thase of evefi more Lender yYears than
the college age walk past moguzine rucks lnden
with tha worst possible trash; end when such

uhbquitous volumes as The Waordd Almanas fiam-
boyantly advertise books guarmnteed to teach
ths purchmner "how (o altrect the other aox;
know how to enjoy the thrilling expericaces that
nre your birtheight': and when the “movies”
ploture Hfe on one gay liskson aftor another, ths
queatlon of protecting eoflege students from Im-
martl literature assumes an almoet pathetic air
of attempting b0 "sweep back the Atlantie with
a hroom."

All this, however, does nol justify the immorn]
ar the profsne in litersturs, nor does (0 explain
why writing of such n oature ls done by college
stisdenis themselves, That the question of wheller
or oot liternture should portray the sordid side
of life has been much discussed and oever col-
cluded camnot, I think, be doubled hy amyomo
who has rend Jeremy Collier on the ane hand, agd
pach prose 83 Fielding's brief essays incorporated
in The History of Tom Jones, on the other, The
lislta of the @lstusskon scem to be dofined
by the naturalistic or realistie group who insist
that they must portrey Hfe os & sctuslly is, as
opposedd bo the conservatlve sohool, Who amphii-
size good taste and propricty. The majorily of
the contemporary ouathors seem to prefor the
anturalistie pressntation, altthough it i at this
point that one of my conservallve friends invar-
iably remarks, with & tone of prim fimality, thst
“INilla Cother's works can eertaitly be afensive
o no one® And of course the obvious nod easy
golution 8 for those whe do not wish fo be
ahookead bo mvold dkcoidng books, But this: apio-
tiom, ke all compromisos, will really satisfy no
wan, for it ia ioevitable that the mors sctive con-
servatives will not be content uotl] the offending
nnd harmiul books are no longer available, whils
the oaturalistic school will condemn the conser-
vative nttitods, nnd being reatista will probably
acouse the opposite faction of locking “guits”

That thia discrussion of literary values (which
in n debated topic in intellectiinl circles) arolses
euch Interest on & college campuw, |8 an inter-
guting answer to those critics who ineist that
college life Is boo cloiatersd to prepare for actoal
ltving, Certmin it |s that members of the apposing
groupa may be found among faoulty and studonta
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nlike, and indeed it says much for free spesch
that bath attitudes are 50 vociferously dofended.

Perhnpe the natorallstic writer's most snnay-
img opponent 4 the one who objects to any
frunlcoess in litermture or student writing bécnuse
he shrinks from anything sordld or brotal, Ob-
viously the fuct that some Iodividusls dedilee
boing shaken from thelr comfortable lethargy
does ot justify restrictions on crealive writing
or nesignments In literature classes, bul for the
bensfit of thoss individusls who oonbobt bear to
read anything which lacks & happy ending, it may
be moggested that Looinn Moy Alcott's Liitle
Warsen hae & companion volume entitled Little
M,

Happily, the majarity of conservatives are mot
nf this timid varlety, and their objections to im-
minrallty amd vilgarity in literaturs are much
miors  formidahle. They agroe in genernl thot
the greal masterpleces of lternburs hnve already
been selectest, nod that while the fact that thess
ipe labeled great doe aot mesn that o stodent
musl Hke them or agres with the ddean they
express, nevertheless they coneede that the favor-
nhla oonsensus of critiom] oploion over o period
of years does pive them a positlon of unguoes-
Honed eminence, and they are quite willing that
guch authers as Flelding, Congreve, Chaucer, and
Blerng be rond by students.

However, the conservative group as a whaole
in oot so Hberml In regard to contemporary
literatire, Ad IL 18 on the subjéck of offshakve
frankness mod unnecessary vulgeeity in student
literature that the campus battle ia fought. Con-
cerning eontempornry 1iternturs, It may be aald
that whila iE L8 subject to greater controversy
than it predecessors, 1t has naturally developed
some writers whose nnmes have great aignif.
eancd, nnd the student of modern liternture s
guided by the opinions of publiskers, instroctors,
nod modern eritics.  Concerning the values of
student Hiteratiure, however, there in oo such ol
ume of criticlsm availahie, nnd it is Inrgely for
thie reaszon that many individonls object to the
presont policy of allowing the student writer an
unreslricted choice of theme, Nor onn the student
roalint dispose of this criticiam by accusing his
opponant of refusing bo face fnokts, for this group
of coaservatives s quite willing that the subjects
which they regard an offetnive o student writing
be dealt with frankly In peyehology, blalogy, or
hygléne courses. Cobcertilng their ohjections to
theas facts belng portrayed in student literaturs
thers s, it sesmw to me, mioch to be sald in de-
fenme of the consarvative stand, In the first
Place, dignily s an essentinl part of any collego,

and there I8 aflen Hitls dignity in the |nitial
nttempt of & young suthor trying to haodle some
profoutd heme concersing the significance of
which ke s only vaguely menre. In addition, the
creative bmpulse can often be egually well ex-
prossed on some more conventional theme, and
1t 8 also true thot some college writing depends
almost entirely upon sonsationaliem, If for the
moment the seemingly contradictory policy of
nllvwing wtudents to rowd ealackous literature but
ol Lo write IE @8 overlooked, ths canservatboe
stand seema to be one of not ohjecting to the
Inntesds of the Reatoratlon dramitists, for ex-
ample, becnuse thoss writers buve been definitely
placed in the histary of English liternture, ¢ And
they leave one with the Impression that the placs
la & none too fnltering one, as iodeed I b5 not)
Similarty, thay do not object to students of liter-
Alure rending Tristrom Shandy or to hislagy.
students studying the deswings of Geny's Anmt-
omy, because lhey realize that o stuwdent of
sufficlent maturity to master the greal mass of
datail In such boolis will not be harmed by them,
In fact, thelr objection in Dot so much to students
writing unconventionn] stores and easnys =8 1t
ia to the fact that other ptudents read the re-
sults And particularly do thoy object when sacl
materinl appesrs in the college paper, whoss wids
elreutation muat feelude semée tndividuals who
lnck wny bachground for & crities) evaluation of
literatire, whothor written by & student or a
prafessional, and whe may have alss esoapai
Peychology and Wology coursed. Tt ia this group
of Individualz whom the caomseryntives nee par-
tidulnrly anxious to proboct from the evil influ-
ences of yulgar or peychogathic Htemry attempts,
They are quite willing, for the most part, to trust
the faculty Judgpment an to whether o ploce of
wark is o sincere attempt (o pertray some phiss
of Nfe, or whether it in merely writbon in the
spirit described by the Duchesa when she told
Alies, "Ha only does it to wonoy, becaoes e
hopiws It teanen™ Titimatoly, therefore, the solu-
thon of the most Hbernl conservotives would be
to nliow students to write whatever they chooss,
but, for the =sake of n great number of easily
influpnced and immeture gtudents, not to publish
averything they welle. The gueatlon of what to
publish would presumably be left o o faculty
vommittes who would undoohtedly he capanje
of judging the roal merlt af the work. This would
of course mean faculty censorship of the “Spar-
tan Damily" and the “El Portal.” The conservative
sojutlon has, it seems to me, very dofinile ad-
vantages, Certainly it la true that & number of
the atudents at college fock both maturity and
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common seone, nod despite the fact thal more
mature ndividials should Dot be denled all wo-
phistiented litermry abtempts @6 ofder fo avold
ubdeateable influences on the less advaneed group,
st the college exinta for the henefit of the whole,
and perbops b more sophieticated soholars could
write for tholr own glensure and resd Tristrmm
Bhandy at their lelsure, In fnel, wers the publi-
rations of the college the only réading material
availnble to college students except that which ia
kopt 1w the lbrary stacks, I am inciined to be-
Heve that the polley of “the greatest good for
the grentest number” would dictate that the con-
pervalive supgeation would be followed, BHut it
Ehold be motieed thet the snma indbvidiasls whoss
lncls of lternry background makes theem lkabie to
he influsnced by unwholesomo storles in the oul-
lepe dotly are equally linble to Be injured by eug-
geative magneines and salacious bools.  Sines
munny of these tndividuals will never thlie courses
in Miterature, (heir abiity to ewmionte what they
read s necordingly Hmited. And It ls preclssly
for this reagcn Ehat T believe wo should have an

uncensored student paper, io which Lhe Insincers
senantionatist has the privilege of pubiishing what
o writes, for it therohy becomes the duby of the
mincere muthors imsmediabely to write io the
“Dally” and criticlso the erring scribe; and s
the papér atabds cesdy o priot any lettors from
members of the student body, provided that they
are periinent and obeerve A certain word Jimit,
theso protasts agsinst insincere Hierature must
rench the same group who wers undesieably in-
flupnced by an inferlor story the previows day,
Nothing will do more to suppress the sensational
suthor then the just reproof of his peers, mnd
the intelligenl Htecary criticlsm which ls applisd
to & medincre work o the paper will be o guide
by which the untoitisted may judge what they
read outabde of school, This, the policy of & liter-
nry moblesss oblige, will be far more effeotive
than faculty censorship, which would very prob-
ably mrouse united student antagonism, and it
will miwo develop n senss of critheal svaluatian,
which 18 the renl basie of liternry approcintion,

Plays

The editors of El Portal regret that the length of the prize-
wrirning pliys prevented their being published i this magnsine.

Tuz Foov-or Crraper, First Prize...
A RETURN 10 DosT, Secomd Prize

TiAGEDY, Third Prises - —— e

Wesley Diexter Gordon
i Barton Wood
i Chandler Tripp
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Ward Nine

By Ravuonn Warrace

JI\H:E look of Ward 9 clicked, and the door
opetied to admit sn orderly accompanied by
a thin, Hmid, bewildered-locking man of forby-
fve. The attendant reguinrly statloned o that
wanl enme forwnrd, “New man, Joe,” ssid the
first. “NMame's Henry Potte. He'® heen here o
manth, now, and he's lind of cooled down a hit;
s0 they're tnking him off the recelving wird,
Laok aftor him, will you? He's oot orugy.” The
two attendants grinned at each other, and the
first ane went out, brying the door to make sire
the speing lock had cpught,

YAl dght, Polts” said the ward attendant
"The main thing for you o do here ln to get
nlong. I don't know whether yoit're crizy or not,
you umderstand, ThHat lsn't my Job; If 1 be-
Heved nfl the stories told me here, oobe of them
nri ornzy. The doctors will talk to yon every
once o om while, amd theyl decide whetber
yoli'Fe 8afe o Bl

“Thiere won't be moything for you to do this
afternoon bt locl around and get acquainted,
In the morning youll have & title work to da,
sume o8 everybody else. Con yoo moke beds 7

"I—T gussd so. T never did”

"Well, you'll have o chance to leanrn; I need
A new bed-maker, The puy who's doing L now
would be better on thoe end of o polisher, where
be wounldn't have to thinle. It'a an essy job, mnd
If you do it okay yoo enn kesp It My mame's
Joe Carson; just call me Joe'

Wl llsten, Mr—uh—Jos, T can't stay here
I''m hot orazy, you hbow; even the obther orderly
sald =0. T was railroaded In here—"

“Spore i, spare " oot i the sttendont
wearly, “I told you T woulin't know whether
you're crafy or not. It im't my fob. I keep
order In the warnd, and as Jopg a2 you Jon't moke
mny trouble we'll got sloog all right. The doe-
tors will decldes whether you're cramy or nat,"

He went back to his seat ab the desk in the
corner, lemving the new patient standing be-
wilderedly by the door. A pleasant-appenring
young man in 8 nearby srmchaie 1aid down the
magazing he hnd been reading and eome forward,

"How dis you do, Mr. FPotte” he sald affably.
“T henrd your nume when you came in. They call
me Albert Loughline I uwsually taks 1L upon miy-
welf to show new pationts about, to help thom
got orlented, T you'd lle to walk around the

ward wilh me, Tl introduse you to the peopic
you m|ght. to koow, Some of them are mich more
inleresting than olhers, of oourse,”

*It's wory Lind of yoo, Mr, Laughlin This aort
of life ls still rather odd to me) I wme cwfully
upast whan thoy first brought me to the hospital,
Ouiside, you ses, things wers different. 1 had
money and powerful friends, If T eould just get
in touch with—"

"Tut, tuk, Mr. Poits. We don't speak of the
outnide here Many of us are in your Hx, yoo
agp, but omce wo're bere weo just try to forgel
the matter, In dus time you may get oot] yog
must just dechde to sty pomcefully untl you do.
And that brings up another litile poimt which I
hope yeull forglve me for mentloning. Ward 8
ig known o the hospital an the qulst wued, be-
onuse wa don't make trouble. We even gei forks
to ent with, and other little preivileges we valuo
rither highty, Any disturbance woild result in
the shifting of sume of us o other wanls where
these things would be dentod, T trust you may
be rolicd upen oot to cnuse any disorder!

*1 suppose B0,” sald the pewcomer o Jiktin
uneomiortably.

"Thul's fine, Mr. Potts. 1 lnew we oould
count upon you, Now we'll pist ook sbout a
Lt

‘The ward was & long, wide corridor with doors
opening nlong the sbdes, lsading o the amall
rooms which eerved the patients as living guar-
tors, nod although they hod kaobs very much az
any ordizary doors, they were for ornnment only,
for they tumoed no latch. & clbse observer wolld
lave seen that the keyhole was over the knob fn-
stend of under, indicating the relutive imporianee
of the twie

Dovn the center of tho wurd were inblea ok
which twenty or more men sat rending, playing
chackers or chess, or simply guzing into space.

*They're not all out bers fust now,” explained
Langhlin. “Some of them prefer to keeep to thelr
roomme after the moming worlk i over. T really
can't binma them, To anyooe who does not have
my heen Interest Im human naturd, the atmos-
phero sometimas does becomn almost unbearabie
By the way, I wanl you to meet Andrew Morten-
sem, Andy, this Is Mr. Potls, & newcomer hare
Morteasen's i poel,” he explained to Polls, “Ask
him to ghow you some of his work sometimae™
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“T should be glod to" =aid the man Introdoced
&l & poel, a tall, middle-nged man with sweeping
grey bhalr and & commanding presencs. Y1 am
al present engaged upon my greatest work, a
marrntive coocerning the development of - money.
I begin with ita ioventien, carry it oo up 1o
modern Hmes, and then append & funciful pro-
phecy of how It eveotunlly fails into disrepuls
and dipgse. We poets hove always bess oon-
temptucus of money, yovu know," he added with
& nmile

I8 he really & poetT whinpersd Potin as
they moved an.

“Ko, poor follow. He has never written a lne
which might be cnlled postry. He was o market
operator who lost everyibing 1o the crash. He
begun to tnlk about the worthlesooess of maoey,
and then he becames rathar violest aboat iE, apd
epded bere, Tlhere's not moch Hkelihood of his
ever lonving again, they say.™

They cnme to a table where four meh sab
playing wnrds; one chuehied happily a8 he raked
im the pile of chips in the center of the tnhle:

"These genlblsmen are Mr. Wilson, Mr. Brainard,
Mr, Jopcphs, mod Blr, Heodricks, Yoo'll jearn
to now Ehim by thair Nest names after a while
Boys, thin is Henry Poltis, & new man and a
good fellow, I think he's going to 6t right In
hera,'”

"Like 1o =it i on the next hand ™ queried
the man who had just taken the pot, “"We're just
dealing."

H1—1 dom't have any money with me,” sald
the recent arclival doubifully.

“Oh, that's quite all rlight., We'll take your
IOLL You're 8 man of some menos, 1 ssippose T
‘White chips are & million, reds;, five, and blues,
lwenty-five. We ants s white, and no bats or
rilpes lega than Ove millicn, I took o nearly
knlf & hLillion dollnrs on thot lnst pot™

U1 youll excasd me, let's make b some other
tme, T'd like to just look around todoy'

“Puits &l right, quits all Hght” aakd the
multimillionndre henrtily, ms e turned to the
tubie aguin. "Any timoe™

"No need to ngurive about them," remarksd the
fulide. Weor o can see for yoursell,” They came
lhen upon o airunge figure lonolog agniont the
wall, kle 1eft log drawn up so Lhat the lines
projecied stralght in front of him; his left arm
wag extended rigldly forenrd at the height of
hin shonlder, nod his head was turmnod so that
hin eyes stored almost unwinkingly to the lefi
He made no move nor aoy slgon of having seen
them a8 ihey came up

“This is Perry. Ho used t0 be an acrobat; pow
he‘s a catntonic. He doesn't really belong in this
ward, bechuse everyons here is guppased to have
soms pensp of responaibdlity and be abls to per-
form some duty, but they're trylog him nround
im the different wnrds to see f the chafige Wil
have any effect, He stands like that for hours
on gnd, without moving. He will sit ot the table
during meals, bdl has to be fed with o spooon,
Right ufter he's through enting he akes this
position ngain, and stsys 8o until time for bed.”

“What cooses this sort of thing "

“Mobody knows. It called ocatatonls, catn-
tonica often tnke some strained position which
they maintaln for wabellevable periods. Some-
times: they remain catatopic for life; often they
smap ot of 1L all al ofce. Never say anything
hefors Ferry you wooldn't wanok him (o remember.
He secms ubcobscious, but if he ever comes out
of it, you will find that he has a remaricably
good memory for everylhing Lhatl has Desn golng
on around him"

You apponr W loow o good deal about mental
ilipees, Mr, Laughiin'

"Why, yui, I have n smalbering. Educaled at
the best universities of Europe, you koow, and
then ons pleks up o lot Just Hslening to the
doctarn aod attendsnts,”

"Took hary, Albort—may 1 ooll you Alberl?—
you're abvlously ool insans, How do you happen
bo- be hera T

His guide smilef, "I must congratulate you on
your perspleacity, Henry, o, I'm oot insane,
It's 8 loog story; TH tell you somse Ume, not
now, T'm here for polltenl reasons.™

“It's s domned, outragecus, erying shame!
You've been rallroaded in hore the same as 1
wrn! Why, even thal orderily oughi fo be able
Lo see Osab you're just ae sane as I am, even if
it isn't his job, ns be seye®

Laughiin eyed him keenly, seamad in soms
hesitation, then made up his mind “Listem,
Herry, you're i man who can be trosted, or I
wonldn't tell you this Don't jook to Joe Carson
for any heip. He's just e crafy a8 anyone in
this ward.”

“What!™

"It's n fact He come to the bospital with &
mental breakdown several Vears ago, and after
n while be got to imagining he wae the suparin-
tendent. They found that by catecing to his
whim semewhat, he was much lesa difleult to
hondle, and when he proved his relinbility, they
1ot him be ward attendant. Haves the expense
of one employes, you know. But those keys b
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enrries fit only the doprs tn the ward, He can't
£el out any more than you or LY

"Wall, I'tl bi damned! This &8 the craziest
place on all Gods earth! Why, it's ahselutely
inhuman—it's the greaiest conspiracy in the
warld, when they can pul perfecily sane men into
such . madhouse ns this! Thers may be othars
Dere, too. Isn't there some Wy we con get to-
gothor to devise n plen for gotting away from
hasge 7™

“¥ou don't ontirely understand my pesition,
Heary, I dof't wanl to lsave; it wouldn't be
safe. 1 told you I was in hers for political res-
mans. As long as I stay here I am safe. The
minute | venture outslde these walls my life ts
in danger. I should bo assassineted within
twanty-four hoora™

“albert, I'm going to gef out of hers some
winy, nnd when I &0 I'll move heaven and earth
to help youo I'm o rich man; I heve & certain
nmaunt of infaence; something onn be done”

Albert smiled wanly, “Thanks for your good
intantions, st feast.” he sald, "but I'm Dot so
sure. How, for instance, are you going to get
oat T

The guestion came fke o biow to Henry Potls;
he sagged disconsolately. "I doo't know, Over
in the receiving ward I talked to doctor after
dector, bold them my story, snd thaey all just
nwidded politely and said they'd see. But look
here,” brighlening, "I heard tolk when I was fn
Lhe recedving ward of Dootor Lighiner, who wos
In charge of Werd 8 ‘They told me he would
lislen ressooably to any patient, and had helped
peveril & good denl How can I get an injer-
wiewt with him ™

Langhlin leoked at bim & Hitle oddiy, ahifted
hin welght from one foot to the other, “He will
talk to you all right™ he sald &t length, "but
thore's one thing I'd ke to cootion you about.
You may have notlced thut I haven't asked you to
Lell your bistory; T never do, for T fesl that if
pecple wank ms to know, they will sooner or
later toll me of thelr own aecord, Bo I don't
lmow just why you're here, bul don't be too
murprised if your story doesn't eound so cops
vinclng o Doctor Lightner se it does to you,”

“Ho you think T'm crasy, too;, after allT™

“1 didn't say thot. All T wanted to do waa to
save you A possible disappointment, You may be
perfectly sane, bul remember that theoy bhed to
malos gut ut least a falr cass against you to got
you in here, so that it mey turn out rather hard
Lo eanvincs others"

"Well, Tl chance It,” sald Poits shortly.
"Where I8 this Doclor Lightoer T

“Come, I'll show you, Ha has his office right
down here oear Carson's desic. Thot's the door:
just walle in. He recelves anyona during the
afterncon.”

Fotta opened the Indicated door and disop-
peard, wiille Laughiln moved ovéer b Lalk to
ihe attendnnt

“Another one complnining to Doctor Lightner,
Joo,” he sald. ""Poor fellow, he asema fuite nice,
tut cooty &8 B bedbug. Think's he's rich and
powerfol, He'll be playing poler with Wilsen
and the other billiimaires In two or three doys"”

“Is he going o be hard Lo handls, Aloert?"
naked the ordesly.

“f think nol. He seemas peacéftl enough, OF
course, T don't kpow how he'll be when he finds
ho lsn't golog to get oul; I trled to break ik o
him gently that ke tale I8 pretty thin stuff, but
he dide't talee It very well We'll just have o
willt and gee” He moved off down the ward to
the chatr be hed occupied when the new patient
was brought in.

Hehind the door on Carson’s right, Heonry Polts
oconfronbed & small, grey-halred, ploce-nessd gon-
themun, “Yes?" he maid, kooling up.

“My nams s Potts—Henry Potts; I'm new on
this ward, Albert Loughlin bells me yoa'll give
e n fair hearing 1 T tell you how I come to bo
here, If it's so, it's more than soy of the other
dootors wolild do,'"

“Why, yed, Mr. Potia, I think I have some
reputntion for square dealbsp with the pallents
Let mo see—Henry Potts—1 must have your case
hintary right here if you just coms "

"“That case history! That's just what I don't
wool you to read if you're going to hear me
falrfy! Ib's full of the lylng statementa of my
relatives snd the Incompetence of the sooity
commission; It's on & por with the slipabod
method of operating which gives a lunatic lile
Joo Carson the responsibility for preserving peace
io & ward!"

Lightner shot him & keen glance from under
bis brows; then leaned back In his chalr,

“AN right, Mr, Poits™ he suld scathingly.
"We'll dispense with the case history for the
time, apd suppose you just tell me the whole
story.™
r '8 what I wanted the others to do, but
they wouldn't Jisten. The diflcolty begnm about
alx months ago. 1 own a clothing store in the
city, nnd It has slwnye paid well, Buddenly I
notioed that the receipts nppearsd to be dropping
off, nithough 1 knew the daily sales were us lorge
a8 ever. The books begno to show o Joss, and T
couldn't imagine whers the money was going, At
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st T discoversd the lenkage, My nisce ls my
pecrotnry, nod my son s one of my clorks. They
were diverting the money from the anles, and
pocketing it themaslyes, alléring the paperwork
a0 that the books showod o foss,

“I was torribly mhooked and grieved, becanse T
luadl alwiyd treated them in the handsymest man-
mor, It did oot surprise me 80 much in my son;
he has alwaye been & no'er-doswell—inkes nfter
ltls mother. I put him to work 16 the store two
yeirs ago) then he begnn to tallk about goiog to
ooilege. Ho hod wasted encogh time- already.

My nléce bod alwoayw seemod such o sweet
Firl it wus pome time hefore T obild comprehetd
why she would do such & thing. 5he has been
my word mince her father died, ten Vears ago—
hr mother died when abe was born—and T have
nlwnys bern more thon m father to her. Then I
remembansd that & year of 50 ago I had refused
my congenl to her morringe to & young leafer who
will mever amount to anything, She was quite
mt op over it ot the time, but I thought she
hndl entirely forgotten it as young giris will

"HBut quitn the contrury! She and my soo had
jelned against me and were draining the rovenus
from the store. At first T would have said noth-
ing: During the course of a frugal life, T had
snved @ considerable pom, which by ecnubious
munipllation T had Incresssd to over & million
dollars, invested in various safe bonds. I pow
proposed to sell gome of these and make up the
duficit nod sny oothing, hoping they would come
Lo thelr setses anod cease thalr operaticns.

“BEut then I discovered that they hod ale pur-
lodped my sectirities, so that I oould nelther find
them nor sny record of them. I had then no re-
course bt o speak out, and I mecused them
baldiy. They loughed at me, sayiog thot I had
been working too hard and worrying too moch;
mnd that bosiness would soom plek up agin,
I =maw through Lheir plot then: they were gobng
to muke me appenr insane, so they could got rid
af me and squandsr the money I hod been mo
miny years kecimulating.

“1 mentioned theé maller to my frismds, only to
find that they had alrendy been polecned agninst
ms by my [nfamous son nod niece. Thea the
ungrateful wretches sww that T was golng to
fight the matter through, and feured the collupas
of thelr plan, 0 they made a desperste effort to
#iloaee ma for gosd. T came home to dinber obe
erening, nnd my niece inslsted upon pourlng my
eoffes herself, Usunlly it wos done by the maid.
An poon a8 T ralsed it to my Hpe 1 smalled the
tdor of hitter almonds. Prussic acid! They weore

trying to polson me!

“1 ran to the burenu and selsed my gun, Aring
ghot after shobt ot them as they ran from the
room! Unfortunately, I am not accustomed to
firenrms, and none of the bullets struck thelr
murk. In a few minutes the palice had come and
tnleen me fnto custody. Omn the basls of that, and
that alomée, T have besn judged fopnoe. Yoo pes
how nhaurd the cherge {5 1L hss besn m&an‘s
inalienable right sloce time begmn to protect his
own life, even ot the expefes of his ablacher's.
I mm no more fneepe than you are'

"Taur story inlersits me greafly” said Doclor
Lightper. *IL has i dégres of internal comalst-
engy which cne geldom finds in the raviogs of &
deranged man. Bafore I taks any sction, how-
evor, thore nre ompe or two misconceptions 1
ahould ke to clear up. Tou heard from Albert,
did you not, that Jo¢ Corson 15 & lonstle T

“Yen, that s trie”

“¥ou must be careful of nceopting as fact any
of the things teld you by patisnts in a mental
hospitnl. It happena to bo ope of Albert'a de-
lugfond Lhatl Curson is mentally dinsound ™

“Dielusionat Do you mean that Albert B In-
rans, boa "

“Just that, What reason did he give you for
his belng hare?

YHo—well, he didn't say, exacily, Me simply
gaid he wus here for political ressons, and that
ha would 1= asspasinated I he left"”

"He fancles that be i the deposed King of
Spain, and that the revolutioptsts will take his
lifm iff he steps outslds obr wolls"

“1 should pever have dreamed there was any-
thing wrang with him. He ssems 8o perfectly
poised, nnd he dispinyed so muoch courtesy in
showdng me about."

"Ah, yes, he wae & foorwallier before Ib be-
came neceasary to send him here. Now then, Mr.
Potta, If you'll try to be patient for a time, I will
&a what [ enn toward offecting your rolease. Yoo
will, of pecessity, be here for some me, you
loow, You were commitiod by law, and i€ you
are o be relaased, it will alss be by due process
of lwwr, which moves slowly, Try to acclimate
yourself o if you wers going to atay."

He rose from his chalr and opened the door
for hin visitor, who went down the wird tovward
the groups of roaders and chess-players. Dootor
Lightner stepped across to the orderly's desd.

"This man, Polts” he began, “he doesn't be-
lang fn this ward, Carson. He should never hove
beon sent here in the first place. Heé may onuse
trouble at any time; he's an advanced paranolac
of the most dangerous type. You should hove
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honrd tha tale lie jusl told me. I want wou to
miks oul & trnnsfer to Ward 0 Tor him st cone
By Jove, T'm going to tighlen up some of this
Inxzness around hers or Mmow the reason why!
He's the thind man in here this month who should
have been pent to the dangerous ward. Heads will
drop If this sart of thing aceurs agnin. T won't
hove I8 T won't hove 0, T gl you ™ He bonged
hin flat forcibly on the desk, his volos rising,

The orderly rose swiftly nod with o doft move-
ment gecured & haif-nelson and hammerlock on
Doctor Lightoer. “All dght, doctor, just cool off
oow or wi'll bave to send you over Lo the bath-
house for a Hitle hydrotherapy, You think it
over and you'll fesl better in the morning” He
propelled him geotly into his room.

“Hometimes T'm afrald TU go nuts moyseld”
he muttered, as he locked the door.

Blind Raftery

By Erma Paxon

Raftery thot wis s dark man long trovebed the
rode—

The small roads of Ireland he followed, and he
aver singing

To the brds, and the birds singing beek, and men
lnying thoir londa

o the ground o be hearing the muosie, and
Raftery flinging

Hig magleal sotigs bo the wind that thay scan
would be winging

AwWay inlo strunge abodes,

He walked to the enst nnd the west in the sun
and the rain

And It is that he passed through o wood whers
the Hittle lenves curled

Thelr edges the more to bo holding his songs, and
thie main

Eod staying its tide that no lyric be losi; then
ha hurlad

His Hnes to the wide-relling wave to be baroe to
this world

Forelgm tongues have lnken the girt of his words
for their own;

Ancient foes of his land chant hia verses, and

never i star

Borns whiters [han ooe over Raftery. He Hes
nlons

In hg grace; it wos Moys he praised where the
fogs nover mre,

EBut the heart of the world stands still to be
catching a for

Falot note from n bird that is Sewn,

Tahoe

(A somnet in terza rima)

By Bamtox Woon

The sun was lw; the air oy cold and still,

And in the wood the wind no longer spake,

Baut walked in silence past the snow-wrapped hifl
Like some sxpectant isber in o fowing cloale
Them, awed, I torned to see what flre-strock choud
Hid lighted up the west and down iovoled,

For with & bloxe of ftame the shy seamed plotghed
There stinfed, sirprised; 1 sow instesd o god
Reclining on the DL his shoulders Dowed,

AR though immersed in thoughf, Then at a nod
Ha suized n color—etreaked It up on high,

Then stood ndmirng. Meaowhile on the sod

I =enand & step go past, a call, & aigh;

And there, enthralled, a goddess watched the sky.

The Pipes No More

By Enms Faxon

The hunter has broken his staff and speor,
The women strow ashes around the door,
The barley is gone, the leaves are aero,
And the plpes an the mountain skl no more,

The days are too long, apd the nights are cold,
And even the hawls are lénving the lsnd,
For nothing can live where o grief so old
Is burled In every grain of sand.

Men would sing, bat their soog 18 gooa]
The women's tears are dried at the core,
Bul Erii's bare bones go aching on
While the pipes oa the mountinin skirl no more.
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Elanzer Pier

By Wesley Dexrer Gorpon

He leépt this inn for many a year,

Did the old skinflint, Elunzer Pler.

He linpt the place for himself alone;

To o sturving tramp he'd not ghve a bone,
If his guests were gnunt with poverty,

He nesured them quick that His Majestiy
Had drunk his wine mod proised his food,
Till bo got them all o soch o mood

That the filth he served was consumed in awe,
And without regret they coversd his claw,
If the guests wore rich, thelr Inces fpe,
He waonld ved his eves and starl to whine
Of hin spendthrift son nnd dying wife,
And g wall he detilled his dally strife
That the guests overlocked the miscr fare
And paid kls price Wit a pitylng air.

The good priest warned Hianser Pier

That his woyn were wrong, but he laughed to
hanr,

He retied, yoo sge, oo that onken door

Ta bar maen oul, and to guard his slore,

And then aone nlight, (oh, the windg was wiki!

1t moaned gnd pobbed like o dying child,

And, ab, it was oold, like an lceberp's breath,

And the nelphbors lenew that wind brought
deathy,

Omn the stroke of oop, hy this ancient ool

He was hurried from bed by a heavy knoch.

His scheming heart was pever bold

Whon men were abroid who might sten] kis gald

Bo he cried above the storm's feroe din,

“¥ou must 161l wha you gre, or you'll not get ot

The answer which cnme, In An angry shout,

Overathelmed old Pier and dispelled all dowbt.

"Unbar this door, you coweed's dog,

Anil bring vour best wines ond put on a log,

Far though | am lost, I am very eloh!™

And the Keeper's palm bepnn to tich,

Though the volee was hoesh, and the words wers
Ehark,

The stranger looked to have lived al eourt

Whin he whirled aside hin waolen clonk,

Cld Pier gaw a sight that made him chaka;

Hli eves glittered green at the jeweled sword

Which hong at the slde of the baughty Lord,

Thi gem held his eye Hie o witch's atnreo,

He forgot to give to bls guest a chair,

And his bent frama shook, while his pulses
throbbed ;

"0k, you'll be the thief and he'll bo the robbed!™

"Come, come,” sald the Lond, “and make me
Warm,

TI'vie boen Jost sipce dark in this winter gtorm.”

Then Pier stirred the fire; a8 1 do now,

And vowed In his heirl a gresdy vow

To rape his Lordship of his purss;

Hae know his part well! oo need to rehenrse,

‘The first of the wines should be the best,

A pElnsn or two wistld confuse the rost.

When he should observe the proper mood,

Ha watld ply the Lord with tainted food,

Eut long ere this, with tents In his eyes,

He would have the Lord with Wtter mighs,

Until be was drunk, and weeping too,

As only o drinking Lord can do.

“You sen,” said old Flor, 88 the clock strock five,

A wonder it in I nm now alive.

Tha robbors thought they left me dead,

I had luat mich bBiood and my breast was rod,

My aeighbors ay they are still sround,

Though o trace af them hon oot been fomd.'

Thug Plor lod on, intemes, but conl,

Till the Lard snored loud, ke any fool.

Yo you sleep T asked Pier, in a louder volos,

And the sioring made his heart rejoles.

Then he snatched up the sword with Hghtning
apeed,

And fikehed the purse to glut his greed.

Ch, his thoughts were as base as hie hapds wera
fquick

And he hid the wealth boopath this briok.

He had planoed it well, bad Einnzer Fler,

He knew he weas safe, and was full of cheer,

He opened the door and blew out the Jight

And returned to the gusst with vells of frght.

“The thicves sre come back, cne back bere to
rokl™

And to make more real an angry sob,

He had driven a linife-blade into hin arm.

Hait the guest heard not his false alarm,

He slept right on, not hearing, not knowing

That hin wealth wus gone and the wind blowlng.

A palsy of Fear shook the Kesper's frame,

But be ¢ried to the Lord, “Oh, T'm to blame!

They kmocked on the door, they sald they wora
loat,

And now we are robbed ot whot & coat!

He shrieked and curst st his Lordskip then,
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Hu curst wod kicked agnin and again,

The wind gocked tn and felghtoned him,

He'd oot noticed before, but it scunded grim-

He jumpsd to the dour to bar out the wind

And |ts spectral ory, “You've sinned, you've
pimaed |

“I'il light the candie and build up the fire

And drive out my erime and my green desice!

Tl put bock your wealth, yes, all I've Taken,

If you will but spenlt, if you will & i

Ehndows from Lhe Are on his Lordship's face

Seemed o crnwl Hiee worms in A rotting place;

Old Pler shreank back and oried, "I am mad*

Put the wind whispered ferse, “Yon'ra bad,
you're had!*

“1 know I am mod, but why do you gloat¥™

Hi managed to ask through o Hghlening throat,

As he crmabit to the hearth, hin coursge brolen,

And the wind howled on and no word wia gpolien,

For an hour bo lay om those very gloned,

And babbled his fear to the wikd wind's moans

When, muddenly, his Lordahip atirred,

And his Hps wers pirsed to form ooword!

And the tale he tobd, and ail in his sleep,

Waa of greed and death, nnd fears that creep

Across bhe night from deserted graves,

Where they long o chain all men lice sinves.

“It waa in this room long years ago

That & man was alnin by a aingte blow

Of n jewsled sword pushed home by greed,

Oh, the storm tonight Iments the deed!™

It ¢rR't be trea” sobbed Elanzer FPler,

Whose ayes rolled white and bulged in fear.

“Hello!™ sald the Lord, to the dead man's sprita,

“I'm glod you are hére, I'm alone tonight

You suy you are cold? Qislcl, host, sofie sack,

N bulld up a fire that will werm his back.™

The fire blazed up on o sudden draft

And the Heeper cried, "I'm lost, T'm daft?"

YO our tdeving host we muost omle An end—

I can see we'ee agread, my spirit friend.

Do you mean it was he who seabed your fate?

Then come, thlon my sword, and releass your
hata'

“Your supper = frea! I'm too ald to Jkill!

T'll put hack your wealth, T will, T wi0!"

TJust how, or why, 1T ennnol tell,

But with sword clasped Hght, somebhow e Dol

As the polot pherced his heart he gove a scream

Which awakened the Lord from o bitter dream.

Now, that 18 the way, sadd the ancient host,
That Elsnzer Pior gnve up the ghost,

O Take You a Part of My
Heart Along

By WrsLry DEXTERL GoRPON

An you follow the track of the sinking sun
To weird binck isles where white sens o,
FEocall some words of this burning nobg—
O take you & part of my heart slong!

0 white Cathay where dolphing play
In wind-whipped spray!

0 poptnay of omerabll sea

Wy far Capri!

When you see Dallowed shrines of the Orient land,

And your henrf beats with Time where the
Pyramide stand,

When you bargain your life with Jerusaléem's
throng,

0 take you n pari of my lheart along!

0 dusert wells wherse cimel hells
Weonve desert Bpelia’

0 sllver Hght of dapsert night
Too deep for fright!

When the dawn pulls the shades from the
Matterhomn,

And you shout to the day that your soul 1a reborn,

When the winds drive the hail with thelr whirling
thong,

0 take you o part of my hearl nlong?

O blue snow sheen and flelds of green
That saft winds presn?

0 ealm Lucérn whare deep loves yenrn
Whiln star-lights barn?

When the incense curls like & sllver vall

To enslave dancing lmbs in o moon-kinged dale,
As thoy swny to the boom of the Temple gong.
0 take you & part of my heart along!

0 high romance where brown feet dance
And oyes cotrance!

O beggars =sigh and practiced ery

That spiits the shy!

When you follow the brack of the sinking sun
To low white lles where green sens run,
Racall seome words of my burning song—

() tnlee you a part of my heart along!
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Estranged

By Manjomir Cariy

When company. visits her daoghter sod grand-

children,
The old Finnish woman setreats to the kitchen,
To it benide & warm wood-ringe;
With & huge grioy cat curled by her fest.
Neasrly forty-two years she bas lived b Americn,
Never lenrning the Innguage of its people.
Bpending months ond years in the confusicn
Cronted by steange sounding wonds.
Isolated nod nlone by kitchen cupbonrds,
Shunhsd by children and reldtives,
The family is now nahomed of her Fionish,
Binee the grandchilieen grow to sehool age
Where they learned of the Mongol invasion
That swept over the lond of the Finns:
They eall themeelves Swediah, to putils
The neighbors next door who wonder at Bwades
Who speak Finndsh., And so the old lsdy
Hits quistly wons away from all peopls.
Hor norrow blue eyas see foor dull walle
And deifting ¥oices blie in haf &irs,
Bome afternoons the youngest grandehild
Inviles in her Hitle gird friends o 88w,
I her deughter ia cut, the jonasoma ald lndy
Leaves the kitchen dior propped apen wide
To wateh from the doorway the happy girls,
Omoe in awkile she solerinine her freiemnds,
Hhe anawers sharp knocks at the back door
To great elderly women with chaitering Finnish,
Wamen, with tightly combed batr In emall knoots
Berpwed for back Lo reveal thelr hoed foces.
Thi doughter, entering, spesks. very briefly,
Ztopping the highly pitched words of the others.
An plen presence, bringing reminders of age,
And of children who refuse Lo speak Finnish,
Cold acting girls who gay to thelr mothers,
“Why won't you furget Finland that bore you,
Be American, snd lenrn o speal Engliah T
Why do yoo wear those funny g dresses ?
And men's shias LW Eizes 100 large T
Always, since a child you emborrassed ma,
Wnlking o town io the milddle of the street.”
All thosa things are unspoken but presant,
In the heavy silence of the winm roorm.,
Hut tho daughter leaves with her sharp glances,
And her air of tepid toleration.
Whon comes the time to enl, delighted old voices
Praine Lhe strong black coffee and freah white brend,
Then the women put on heavy binek coats,
Bhapelens, and faded by thme and negleet,
Aftor reponted goodbys the weary old lady
Bitn n tired moment by the wavering fire.

Ballyclare Love Song
”..Dndo.n.-liun}r Adr)

By Exma Faxox

The little ronda that fead across the morah and
maar
dore peating gpray mnd still befors the morn,
And yet 1 stop this moment at your cottage door
To leive 0wy horp with yoo e day i boro.
I must go on now, for the mist i rslng,
Aned moon the shipe will glide beyand {he bar,
Hut winds will blow song-filled, ami T, surmEsing
What strings you tooch, will bear your hlassing
fur.

Mo hearth c'er held 4 warmor weloome glowing
Than your two bhands that beckon as 1 pass;
No sun ls eweeter than your deep eyes lonowing
That you sustain ma as dew feads the grass.

1 sk no gilt exoept your dear heart's hoping
To hear my step when gleaming houra have

gobe,
And T come home, nwerry biind chikd groping
For knowh and changelean atooes to lenn upan.

To a Track Man

By Dosk CaATHERINE Gum

You, poised, breast throbbing agninst the Hne,
Who are you?
ApalloT—musoles dancing under transporent
bronze,
Btrides so feet they elip off mensured day,
Toee tipped with rochets, arms pawing sunshioe,
Pepnmus '=hesls springing io feathered ecsinsy,
Young charger, snorting with sun o your halr,
Bursting with blood that fuunches mnd lenps
AWAay,
Pan ?—siiredooled as the {bex, hard breath hut
melody;
Whee'sr you are—
Heavons doma themsaelves to give you hoondaries,
Witids strike lmpatienily the flag that sets you

All Feus” thundern pinch their lps Lo ailehce

Awnlting the goldon second that ticks you into
flight;

Your slender friet, agninst the dump sarth beating,

Flatter It as though each thiud wers bt a Joiss,

¥ou, breanthless boy, finishing the Inp, look up,

And see that vou, naked to the duy, are Jing!



22

Ei Postac

Bachelor Apartment

By Raspy Sarru

HERE are four of us o our bacholor apurt-

ment, and wa bave our share of study, paker,
and Bousn-clenning Lroubles, bat our chief saures
of nwnnoynses. s wimmen,

Take Jack for exampls, He's m cyoic when it
comes bo slilrta, And BEddle. He shies away for
a lime, snd then comes bach for more punish-
ment. And Ralph, He's solved his problem, or
believes ho hias, by getting morried while still
an underpraduste. And myseld, I fall in love,
or seem to think I do, with a different wren
mvory twio wWieslia.

Of, we have our troubles sl Tight,

Pime was thil when s young guy nbd & Young
gal ralt that old biotogical urge bofling: up, all
they had Lo do was to wnnounce the fact to pa
nnd mn, P would genstally boss & few chickens,
maybe a cow, and perbaps even a horse In the
direction of his prospective son-in-law, and call
it n dowry. Ma would shake the dust out of &
priceless oid luce tablecloll or some equally im-
procton]l thing, kisa her daughter goodbye, and
call 1t a duy. And the dumb voung fools would
senrch out the nearast preiris prescher and get
dpliced. Tima woa.

Hut those days sre gone forever, and 1 for one
nm satisfied, aithough things are & good donl
moro caomplicabed teday, Thers's the ever-presest
problem of finnnces iovolved In pressnt-day mar-
ringes betwesn the youthe and damsels of the
country. For the few, sich & prollem simply
doesn't extst, bul for the many it is ever present,
ptanding a8 an almost insurmountable hordle in
thi poths of thess who would talce the final leap.
As @ resull, the younger generation s geiting dis-
cournged. Try as he will, a young fellow cannot
hope to succesd in denwing down o aalary that
will eonvenlently support both & wife and him-
pelf, belove hie renches thirty, Not unless he has
hoth prreotal aid and infuence.

8o, m arder to combat this ohetacle of fnances,
the younger peneration tries to laugh off cone
ventions, and the Jiffereoce between marriage
and immornlity lies only in a few words spoken
aver those who-are legaily bound togetber, The
marnl youngater will slruggle alang for yesrs io
an gitempt to goln sufficient fnoaocial backiong
for his venture into the matrimonisl sen. Fiosily,

finding his struggles amounting to naught and jn-
flisenced by those who have lost ell regan] for the
mornl code, he, (oo, tries {o lBugh off conven-
toaa. TVs & sorry pUEht that the young men of
mnrringeahie nge find themselves in todny.

Eddie ts all right now, or at jeast exlernally
he appesrs so, but for o few monthe T thought
ha wan going to foss his hend. Oh, she was a
nlce enough girl. Too aice. And Eddis spent most
of hin evenings sl her apartnent, which is as
medl & WRY g any to fonk ool of college. Afer
mbout o month of Uds, he somehow got the jdes
that he waid In jove with her. And she gol the
pama idea—that she was in love with him, Now
if this hind been o short story, everything would
have been nifty, They could have osculated in the
approved manner, sod the rest ia left 10 the
imagination. Wnafortunately, this ien't a short
story, amd svan I 1t were, Lthe oscalation part
came much nearer the beginning than the end
I be convincing. Well, this necking, which is
an improper term for csculation but much more
expresslve, became more frequent and ns an in-
ovitalde result, mons hested, You know low
those things are,

Ho there they ore, two young college lokla
who think they are in love with ench other. But
this 4 1934, and Alice's po hasn'l Rny cows or
horaes or chickens to lend Hddie an a starter
Furthermars, Eddie has oo ideas of becoming 4
farmer. He's proparing bimeelf for o job as o
higtory prof, nod hers he s, in his third yewr
of n five.year course, He's In love, mnd be has
two yvenrs of schooling yel before he gets his
teaching credentials, and oven then he has oo
defllnite assurance of a position.

Now, Bddie is a guy with scruples, He is not
' bounder b0 the up with o gnl merely beoauss
ghi might possibly be had, No, sir. Bddie s an
honarable guy, So what does he do? He pubs the
proposition up to himssi, cold. Then e goes to
Allee with his concluslons

I am aot present when the showdown comes,
but T can imagine that Eddie's patier runs in
this manmer: "We're getling exactly nowhars”
he tells her, “IF 1 wore in a financicl posdtion
to do so, I'd morry you faster than Ske Malcolm
Cumpbell can 40 a mile. But 'm ook, and T koow
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It mnd you know it Personally, T'm outs about
your. In fact I'm so puis abont yoo that 1 cannot
tret my will powes any longer. Yours sn't
hoiding out so well thess duys elther, Huowve you
motived T Bo let's cnll it quits for oow, and
maybe, in o coupls of yoears, providing wa both
feel the way we do pow, we oanl toke that last
bE lonp”

MAlloe, while she hntes o admit it, renlizes that
Eddle has smacked the boail’s eye desd center.
Thin Eddie i n pretty logien]l goy. Moybs that's
why he's preparing himsel! for o hislory prof's
Job. 8o, very reluctanily, Alice agrees, nnd they
past friends,

Eddie moons arcumd the apartment ke & drunk
with & hangover for o month or =0, but he eventu-
ally recovera, In fact, he has recoversd so much
to date that he in now sguiring another oos-ed
pinges whonever he gots In & mood for necking.
If he cobbinues Lo progress, ha will oo doubt
reach the climax of hiz pew love atory within
st Wesks, And then he'll have to go through
thiy rencuncing business all cver again

Jagle never gels that woy over o flossie, He in
n mmart coclie. He stays out of allinoces thal
might entangla him. He has but litile falih in
this Institutlon ealled marrdage. Perhops that's
becniase he has but [itle fmith In the Oair sex,
You always need one member of the peotler pex
nnd ona ropresentative of the gruffer sex as in-
gredisnts of thiv coclitadl oulled morriage, Fven
nn mesceesstul one, although T grant that the
Isiter untally has two parts mole l.ndnuuyu-t
femnla or vice-versm,

Jack and I are trotbing to school the other
morning when I get an insight on how Juck
ntands on this bosioess of love sad marrdoge
A maon, looking rather forforn and bedraggpled, is
walling an the opposite side of the strest, car-
rying an Infant whils the wife clip-clops beside
iy, “Muorried 1ife!™ Juck saye laconlcally and
mesningfully, ibclining his Bead towsrd the
coupile, ‘Those two words sum op all the distrist
that Jack holds for the world's most popular
Institutinm,

While Jack B no Clark Oable, he hasn't a
nosn fike Jimmy Durnnte, nor & mouth like Joe
H. Brown, In short, he is o possably good ook
g od. He would have no diffieully, should the
diesire sirilte him, in staking a clulm on any
oo of & doxen damseks fAitting about our compus,
Bul in the six months that the four of us have
mtchad together, JTack has hod but one op-
campun date. He troks back te the old boms

town. freguently on wealk-onds, but T'm positive
it 't n doll that eserls the magnetc poll
Any homa town doll in jove with & guy would
write Lo him once o nwhlle, but Juck nover gets
any scented notes In the mall;, so It can't be
thikt which keepa him from beaming wp.

Thét culy anewer 18, theh, that Jack ls a eynie
i far as domes are conceroed, mnd o positive
revolutionnry ng regards love and morrlage The
upshot of it all is that Jeck will probably fumble
soma day for 4 &oll like a siz-ton truck golng
wyer o oolff, and he'l] wind up with & wife and
a0 offspring for another oymoic to gape ab and
#sborl disdainfully, “Sarriod Jifet™

I'm golng to forgel Ralph momentavily, and
atate my position, for T'm nel so sure but that
Ralph has solved the problem much more effoc-
tively thanm we other theee bunglers. I apend the
mijority of my time about the eampas senrch-
ing. out protty faces with tantolizing shapes to
matoh.

When 1 discover a particulardy effective com-
bination of the two, I Jose little time In gotting
aoquainted. You ean gel by with that sort of
thing in vollege, ond not be wreested for molest-
Ing. Once you briak ap o speaking acgunintonee,
the rest comes casy.

But, In the majurity of cases, the spoaking
nequaintunce seldom progresses pasl that stage.
Therd are so many obatructions that § foel aren't
warth the effort te overcome, For instance, wdoll
lives too far from the college distriet, possibly
ut homae, Or pomeone else moy have alrendy
oonvinoed her of hin manty virtugs, Torgetting
to tag her with A “hands off" sign. Or, she just
laa't |nterested in your line of pattee.

EUIL T auppose T have o batHng sverago oroumd
B0, which isn"t bod for & b Teaguer. One out
of fva, you kmow, The next step, them, after
nngling n spenking acquaintapes, ls fo put on
the pressute, Fiml out whers the damss] abides,
eall her on the telephone & few times, uod gvent-
unlly wangle n dute.

If T wore Eddie, then, T'd ba off to the races,
but I'm not Eddle. 1 lose intorest after e first
or second date, The chose, I suppase, I8 mors
thrilling than the capture, Never yet have I felt
that mge-ald deslrs o “go steady.” Parhaps
there's something wrong intafmally. Bul T just
ean’t ploture Ditching myself to one post when
there’s m million of "em, sll beckoning. Three or
four times I thought I was in jovee In each cans,
I lasted about two months and then (T have to
be honest) either my interost or the dofl's wansd,
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Two menths! An incredibly short time, when
you conmider that this institution of marrnge
ia suppesedly “until death do ws part ™

1 wender if I'm nn exeeption, or if all marriages
nre founded on A love-while-it-lnats hosis? If
they ar, nooe for me, thanks I preéfer to re-
muin a bachelor, even though it entails cooldng,
mending, and house-clenning for myself

My problem s pol one of lack of finsnces as
regards getting morried (nlthough I have my
financial broubles too) but o Anding o gal thot
sustaine a hoart interest between ua for a
period longer lhon two moithe. What do two
young poople find to talk about, anyhow, after
they've  traveled togeiher for twa or Thres
montha? I've always found that the cooversas
tionnl mupply has dried by that time. Wea'd bath
knewy  each other's life hlstorles, sspiretioos,
babits, abilfities, and mannerisms as well a8 W
diifn't know tomorrow's csxams. I oan imagine
no worse fobe thon knotbing mysell to & gal for
n lifetime after discovering evarything thers was
to digcover about her in two mootha, If T ever
mest 8 il whose quirks T ean't fnthom in tht
space of Hme, T'll marry her, flnnnces or #o
finmnces.

Ralph 18 the ablest in cur quartet, and ha pos-
sibily ham more brains than the rest of s for
that réesson alone, But T'm mot guits convinced of
thot. His romance is ooe of thess story book
wffairs, aod thus far it has all the sarmorks of a
“they Hved happlly ever after” fmble, bt it
won't 1ast forever. It can’t

His story 8 this: It seems that be had just
réceived i discharge from the medieal corps of
the navy, and having nothing bettsr to do, de-
cides to get & degree as a laborntory techodeisn,
Wall, thers he is, studving and doing very well
when THE GIEL walks into his life, It s ong
of thess things that Aouriah in the spring, while
the treen bud and the birdies sing. Thay are mar-
rigl secratly within & month after their fist
meeting, which technically tnkes him out of the
hachelor class, but harkoen!

Hhe is the daughter of o doctor, and has been
sent FEnst to study labaratory techodque io arder
to aid hor father, Thay get slong happily, if I
A (o balleve theam, unill she finishes har courne.
Matumily, there |a nothing elss for her to do but
go home. Ralph decldes that whers she goes,
hi goes ton

But ihere are complentions. Bhe koows that
maother will have two kinds of hemorrhags Hf ahe

announced that she's whispersd “1 do™ while
atudying in the Fast, Bo, it s decided that
Eanlph will follow hér, & month or s0 Intar, aftar
ahe’a prapared mother for the great shock. Bul
ahe can't bring herssif o break the pews o
eigthEr: 8 whon Ralph arrives bis statos bs that
of fAnnce.

From the start. thinge breal right for Rolph.
It spome that father, gpood aold Do, hos besn
frustrated In his yenrmings for n som &0 fellow
In hin footseps by the fact that esch puccesding
child (there are four) happena to be a4 girl
Hera, at lust, I8 o substitute—a prospective son-
in-low who migbt have leanings toward the medi-
cal profession, Doc puts hia proposition up to
Ralph—he'll glve his consent to an early mar-
ringn, any in o yenr or two, if Halph will study
medicine. Furlher, he'll finnnes Ralph through
calloge. Ralph jumps uf the chance—he'll only
hnve to study three years before entering Stan-
foed'e medical school, And four. maore after enter-
img. A shnp!

Ralph i= strogelng dlong on & mers 376 per
month allownnes from the old Doe, and pow
has only one more year before snfering Btans
fard. Incidentally, hin officlu] status fo still that
of fintios, 18 the old Doe femrm that o hoal-ip pow
might result in the sbepdonment of the med
oourne.

If that e married Ilfe, T pass. But that's ans
form of married life among the younger gensra-
tlon, and & common ope of that Talph and his
wife are foresd to live apart, and nre ovor fearful
that (helr marrage vwill be discoversd by her
familty, What that would meam I don't Hoow.
But one thing s certain—lhers'd be pleaty of
hall popping.

I have no idens for the solution of the problem
which confromts the present orop of colleglans,
The majfority sre of legel oge to marry. but
their economit stabie males marcings practieatly
impansible, Perhnps they want tos moch, con-
aldering 88 necessities those things which were
regarded as huxuries by our fathers and mothers.
A car, A radla. A fripgidaire. All other modern
copveniences of n like nofure

We four bachelors, striviog to get our A. B
degraes, are fairly representative of & Iarge
group. We uvernge twenty-two nod o haif years
in age. Legally we could marry, But it will
tnke flve years, perhaps longer, before any of
s are in & positlon to support o wile decently.

Ol, we have our troubles all fight!
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[seult

By Enma Faxow

1
IBEULTE ETERNTTY

A potion v dreonk and found death and deep
nighing,

For Tristram ks elaln, and forthwith T be dying;

Atd scon you shall follow at new lnmb's firat
erylng.

You'll Iy mae far down in the laland’s Tush
Erasaes

Angd botld & calrm o'er ma AmMong the morisses,

Lediving ma Lhere till the hoar-sannon passes.

I'll sfeep through the winter benonth n moss cover
Eut 1 shall pwnks when the swallows law hover,
For April and I come |n search of o Jover,

I'll 504 be the same an I wos when pou know ms;

The warmth of the tam will have gone through
and through me,

And (e mist on the moors will hove setiled
into me.

Bo I'll 'be nrising ns light ne o fenthar
And out TN be drifting above the sweet hanthar,
And Tl be na poft as the soll in March weather.

I'll come o eool morning before folk are staring.

My grave shift and gicdls of rope 1' be wearing,

And T'll ooly b glancing to Jearn how you'rs
faring.

My wolee you'll be hearing above the flerca
thimdor;

My face you will see in the lightning-fash
yomadar;

And you'll elose your own eyes, ond lEsten and
wonder,

Tl not bo expocting Gods glory to follow —

1 left you for Tristeam, for 1, Hka the swallow,

Enew more thon to rest on & reed thal woa
Bindlowr,

1 was queen at Tintagel, but now late or soon

Our minstrels shall mourn ua when earth in ot
B,

And we thres shall dence on the coree of the
M.

1
THIBTRAM WAITE

Lift me high from my Iying
That T may last aes
The mm ot it= dving;
No bargue brings o me
The breath of my boing;
The light T am seslng
In only n star where vast gleaming should be,

‘This s the fruit of my dreams and my revels—
To watch the fop thinned

Into groy shrads while the hoarse gale dlshevels
The sea. ailver-finped.

My apirit is flying

Like A gull erying
Wild nnd full-throated into the wind,

Mo man Is koowing
The woubd in my breast
I ahall be golng
Afar withool rest
Whare moeon-shadows quiver
Upon the Blaclk rivar
Gulding my sonl on s infnile qoest.

Weaklings epcumbsr the world nnd are filling
The places of kingns,

Courage and Inlth bave deported, umwilling
To lnger whers things

Onen lovely be broleen,

And by the same tokon
Foola crawl unaware of o beafing of wingas.

White child, cense thy weeplng
And whispering prayer;
I would be keeping
Thy shining hands where
Thay Mutter before me
And weave m spoll o'sF me
Brourging out serrow and heart-chilling care

My stalllon will champ ond nedgh long for a Flder
That he has borns

Swift o'er the heath and tho rooks where the wider
Gillies are worm

By waters that wonder

And endleasly squander
Largesss upon men that hold sweatnass to searn,
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What le that sobbing--
O da I hear
Omly the throbbing
0f blood i a0 eRr
Soan deal to ihe humming
OF Bees atd LDhe Ubrubaeing
Or harpe and ecrthemisic gnee carion clane?

Mark, my Uege lord, go swallow thy pordona’
Mine la the fire

OFf nrrognnt minhood that fuses, then hardenas
Emblazoned attire

Faor the Jove IL has cherished

When all #lse has perished—
And nearing st rapture, lenps up fo expire

Iagnztt, mrt thou coming?
Nay, child, T but called

To n dork guest. Yon grave, mumming
Prieats are enthralied

By seal in remiliing

A sol gladly quitting
The agoniged body whetaln 1t 12 walled,

Gadd Torgive men in their unwitting bilsdness;
I cannot wiit
Nowr for Iseult whoss immenmrable kindoess
Was fettered by fule.
Fakse ye the torch? Lot the trumpets be nounding
Mensure for marching while storm waves ame
pounding
The full boat of drms io toumphant estate,

I
THE DAMSBEL OF BRITTANY AT A WINDOW

That gueen out of Ireland who married Mock
And wont to Corowall came to Brittany
Holding in pride

Her mantle free,

Her dark head high, her groy eves wide,
Fearing 1o leave him sobbing in the dark
While ke disd.

1 wns with him—I who loved him well
And toid him bul one 1,

e word about the colar of A sail

Io its hroad swell—

Then saw him dia,

Mo ery—nat even one low will

Hecaped my lips becouse I saw that gquesn,
That other Issult, coming without fail

Tu keep tryst with Bor knight;

Hora he hnd ever besn,

He was mine boo, in pari—

Tha port thot wanied rest

And sought it in the ceol touch of my hends

2o gtill and gleaming white

And in the cleanly fragrmoce of my breast

That gheltered o lonely heart,

Sinee THstrim left me, thres ghl bands

Of molton steel neam: bound about my hend

What good are white long-fngered habds

If thay cannot coress the hair

Of o mati—dow dead T

I wag an young, amd 1 shall never car

For worldly gain;

I who batrayed my soul to Kesp my lknight,

Huye felt such paln

That even in remembrance plercing Hght

Binlm my poor eyed, When I hnve goo

To that far pince where glorious plety

Pervades the apirit, folk will chatter on

Of tithes, then say tn oll mbriety,

"Post thou remember Iseult, sha of the while
bamds

And poft comoids,

Who wag 80 calm and excellently good ?

Bo qulet wns she that even the solemn hush

Of the confessional scemed like the rush

¢ mom mnd horoe ab lournaesent of ings"

Here st this gaping window I once stood

To wateh a ship with white and flaring sail

Ride nobly into harbor, giving hadl

To wuiting Inndsmen, and the whir of wings

Over my burning head caused me to goae

Ekyward whore o gull

Bereamed its sheill warning. In the deandly Jull

That settled down upon the shifting maze

Of pundy pathd, Tseull of Trelnnd exme

Wor spoke & word

And glided to the bler where Tristram lay

Perhaps he hesrd

Her proyer. T could not hear nor think nor ser

MNor hreathe for the dall

Pounding in my hreast that made of me

A thing that could not pray,

An altar candle ravished of it flams,

My =aintliness 1z yet the whispored theme

o all the kingdom's foils. Nobhe understand

How all my 1ife wia cut to 6t & drecm—

How young [ won, nor how old I have grown

Within an heur,

Life has betrayed me, scornlng my demsnd;

I nm alobe—

But Tristram s o vallant goldsn bes

Bwoaplng nmd rising theough eternity

‘Whera Tsenlt of Ireland ia the open flower,
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MARE FACING SOLITUDE

Lonaly the ook with fta trunk lighthing-riven

Buries It8 rool in the water-lashed sofl;

Hitter the sorrow of man ever driven

Inte Lhe darkness of hatred and ssoll

Of battle's mod bondage—to pant ond to sall

His hands in the bood of his brother and cofl

The congueror's chain nbout limbs that have
striven

To climb the same hill a2 himsslf to reach henven,

Weary the king of his costle and Invd:

il with, the flegh-sancing griel that has tom

Ried welts on his honrt; yet tho stain on hin hand

He soorns to eleanse off —a blosd guerdon worn

That he moy remember o frenzy reborn

In the etillmess each nmight but to die at each
marn.

Weary the klng—but encugh of this keenlng!

I am mtil) Mark with my power in desp meaning

From Cornwall to . . . some kingdom, no matter
whare;

I s stil] Mark, and my name {9 koown thers,

I am a king, and my dark quesn has loft ma;

The strength of my soul and my nrm is bereft me.

Not for the womnan that fled am I grieving,

But for the flooed of my own streogth that died

Of knowing that Iseult cared naught for my pride

And less for my kingship—cared nought for
decelving

A bord nnd his poople, and went to atide

In the forest with Trstram. S0 well did they hide

That T found thermn at once and left token behind
ma.

Young Tristram, good lege man, knew whers he
might find me

But never once looked; =0 I took them by foros,

And Tristram escaped on o matter of cozrse.

T loved them oo well—my young gquesn and her
lover;

¥at I shonld have put them to death in the firs

And pever have keft them to live and recover

The trophies of pnssion and granted desire:

Or T should have starved them, not left them to
blaze

Thelr path fobo song wod romance where bios
hama

Fioala over the capnturies, weiling their =in

Bul masking my face with a hideous grin

I tore them mpart, stripped thelr love of its
fower—

And they mecked me by dying within the snme
bpur,

Lomely the oak with its trunk Mghining-riven:

I om still Mark and am standing along

In the bower at Tintagel where tempest has
striven

To wrest the firm lichen sway from the atons,

And mothing remnins ma my right and my owm

But two graves abnd ooe thorn, Who was 1 and
why prong

To challange their youlth ? In my age, snvy-driven,

I shnckled two stars in thelr mnrch aeross henven.

L
ISEULT GQIVEN WINGS

Truth hides in the visions of men, io the prayer
Of & priest—{for in gscret and namabess, 1 fnre
Ooamrd, oo esaesnee abiding in air,

What sirnogensas in here—aye, so radinnily
bright

The frea spirits glow, sod one great ray of Hght,

The rich #otede af all Ufs burms pellucid and
white.

Thiz lumloeis space where God needs no borizon

Was fearsome at first, for 1 fixed my oew eyes on

The distance and saw the parched earth that Man
diga om,

Thon vold-charging plansts lovmed huge to deride
ma,

And naver o saint offered shelter to hide me,

And I knged for the moor till T fell you baalds
me,

For ooy a Tristram could kmow the fleroo

yearning
‘That slept In my heart for the constant returning
0f m ginoee to a glance in pursult of fresh
learning.

Born but i woman and fogtered as queen,
Trapped in the glitter of srgent and sheen
0Or heraldic annmeld, T hastened o glean—

The Tetves In the gust, the wine In the pation,
The lapsing of waters, the pulsing emotion
OfF an ardent soul claimed by immorial devotion.

Tutared by fawns, we ron blithely defying
Mark in his wrath, on God's mercy relylng—
Rememberiig leods ma relief in my dying,
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Hennscent in wisdom, T wake to the Theill

Of etherval beauty: yet rain on o hill

And the bog fowers were sweet, and T choriah
Uhem atiil

Mark croeps on o mountain top searching for
pence

With a glow, sesking gesture; Christ, grant him
Tolenss

That his nbgulsh and mpetent ficy May coage;

And Jet the pale mokd find repose in the Sow
Of the cool tears of Mary, whoss pity bends low
Ta distresas that is destined to fourish and grow,

We bequealh o the world in its whicllng
ol o :

A quickening legend, for in the eeclusion

Of unfulfilled love, wo esenped disiiluslon.

Enrth, ba thou anhsolved! By thy passion
betrayed,

We fonred oor own souls; oow woe walle uosfrodd

And by holy compassion are gently remaide

Stunt Pilot

By Jean Hovvoway

TUNT pliot Arthur Jonss pulled on his hetmat

nnd strappsd it firmly uoder his ahin, Then
ha gurveyed himeslf grimly in the tiny erncked
mirror of B Oolkdale mirport. Again he ress-
#rred himaeld,

“This will be my last fight” be siid loudby and
firmly to convince himeself—"my last fight!”

Five minutes later he sat in his cockpil and
wns whetled onto the field, Ths walting erowd
roared apd applawded generously at hia appear-
ancie, Arthor waved pnyiy at them, thinking all
the while, “My last flight! My last flight!" The
mechanlc spun the huge propeller, the engine
roared, and the great plane taxied neross the fleld
nnd rose slowly.

A Arthur looked over the side, he cookd see
the patoh of white fores prowing falnter and
fainter until there was only & blur on the fyiog
fisld.  Sitly fools! he thought angeily. They
wanted o theill. What would any of them core
if he ghoold lose control and crash ¥ They would
caunt it all part of the show and spon forget it
What did they care nboot his facing death every
week T Mary was right. Ho should be down on
the ground dolog the safe, sane things that
ordlnary men dld. He shondd bo working fn-an
office and driving o onr fGstesd of & plana.

He made the plane do a doubls loop aod
chuckled mirthlessly as he visuslized the crowds
gaspa. A back loop next. There! That should
wconvinee the fools down Lhere [hat he wis & real
pllot and could talke a plane up with the bost of

them. Now the most dangeroun of all; the tall-
spin.  Down, doom, down—he looked aver the
side as he feoll nnd became suddenly giddy as he
gaW the ground rushing up at him, Frantically
he grabbed for the control sbiclo; it would fot
budge. He kniw then that death must come.
The wind ronred past his ears. In o few momentis
ha would be apattéred all over the fving fleld,
Oh well, no ooe would care—bo one but Mary.
“I dom't want to die’ be cried saeddenly. “God,
dom't let me die Hie this!” Then that cool, con-
pentrated merve that every good pilot possessen
in time of dangor came to his aid, and hea £t
earafully for the control etick. If he could jar it
loowe—. He wns so close to the ground now that
he could see teee tops. Cagefully, eteadiy he
pulled the stick. It come fres; he yanked back
and surged up just in time—,
L - L] - -

Filot Arthur Jones stood (h his dressing room
befare the cracked mirror taking off his helmeb

"That was great stuff, Jones," the manages of
the Calodnle nirport was saying. “That toll apin
of yours oven gave me a thell"

“Went maid Jones dryly. “¥eh e

“There's to be a blg fnir hers next weel, I
onn affer you o thousand doilars to Ay that day—"
Arthur thought fast. A thousand dolinrs! Enough
to got married and make the down paymest on
that MECle hoase Bary wanted. An office—a car?
Hell, ma! He was o pilot—!

“Thanks, Jim, T be glad to do it!™
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The Student Marries

By Bawron Woon

W‘FH la It that the young undergroduites
of our eolieges in thelr enrly twanties are
asmuming the responmitillities and restrictions of
marflage?’ Why le It that, although johs have
sildom been s Aficull to oblain aad the fulice
a8 uncertain 48 at fhe present time, young men
nnd women of oor American universities are
mirrying even before they have effecktively pre-
pared for the future? And too, whal has be-
comé of the so-callsl fresdom hetwesn the Bexas
that mo occupled the mind of the Great Amerloaf
Publlc of pre-depression days™

Thin answar i this. Today's youth is serfous.
I hes prematucely aged, It has heard the grest
god, Moachios, moaning out fim soul = snpping
chvthm; It has sein the hollow-oyed unemmployod
stallking silently throogh the stroets; it has seen
Imiknatry and theift swalownd up by the hungry
mow of the depression; and { has felt the sha-
dovws af wiir and natlonal Jdebt stretch thamealves
in iocreasing swifiness neross the futore.

Whnt does the fulure offer? Young men and
wamen have suddenly become concernsd with
thin question, Tt s & serious one, and ofne that
o only Be overcome by struggle and fighting.
Yot those of oollege age are too inexpecienosd,
toe casily discouraged, fo carry on this fight
almogs. They nesd suppori and falllh in their
ahbility. They have smuddenly found that the fu-
ture dnpends on theni, that they are Hviag mow,
just as much as they will be ten ymrs from
now, and they are n Hitle hil frightensd about
it all.

I recall the argument of a friend of mine, &
senifor in college, who had two years of study
to complobe before receiving his tenching creden-
tinls. He bad just been notifled of a job as
glerle fn o grocery slore, & position that padd
twenty dollara & wealk, He wns giving up schoal
for it I naked him why.

*T bave two yearn of stody before me” he re-
phed, “mnd at the end of {hat time the dhances
are still that T won't got n job. This one will
give me encuph lo lve on, Ruth's & brid, and
shi's willing to make it a twosome. With her
o help me I know that T'D maks & go of iE
somehow. [ don't feel now as thoogh I were
shut up o & box”

And it Is this "box'" that la aging youth. It
i the thought thot afier going through all the
bard worlt of four or more yanrs of college they
gtill may not even howe the good fortune to make
twenly dollars & week as & grocery eleclke. Ex-
plenation enough for the mitor key thatl pervades
even Lhe dance halle of our coliegen today,

It i ooe of the unfortunnte whims of fate that
the very machines that eonteibute to our uoem-
ploymant shoold, st the same time, comilition
youth into an early maturity. Science has been
directly responpible for the realistic attitude of
this eentury, It has stripped nwny suparatition,
romanticism, and =il the other ilusions of the
gilded nge. For this, we ows it & stocere role
of thanks; yot It is the same sclencs that has
stripped away our Jéhovehs, our arts of friend-
ahip and convorantion, and our idenls of & pionooer
Amierica.

¥outh felt this. It hos schoed ite cynlcbsm
nnd distrist of all that might fall into the de-
aplsed  category of the coovenlional. Tt has
weighed all lhe tmeworn principles of the
Prophets, and fomd many wanting: it has resd
the sex novels mnd peeudo-peychologieal mon-
aters of the presont centory, and interpreted
them mm ssemed fit: amd after all of this sos
callod gotting down to truths, 1 his shows only
that appesrnnce of hoving returmed from every-
where and everything.

Freedom between the sexes with it= genil, the
automokile, the sex novel, and the drug stors,
had been Eransmuted into Heemse, Tt was some-
thing new, something modern and smart.  Man,
with his choins of congérvatiam, had labored too
long In the guiley of convention. Now, with the
mugic balm of sclefice, he had conguersd the
physical world and sct forth the irrefutable Inws
of tha universe. Heé slood suprems on hia lHtkle
hill of dirt, & god o himself.

It was a logieal argument, in & time whon
logia was all. He who coogonered o the world
of oclence would naturally be better able to con-
guer in the world of humnn relntionahipa. But
wina it logical T

Min's relations with man, and the probloms
of the homen mind, are oldsr than sny record
extant. In ibe early dawn of clvilization while
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the antliropold apes wore stil walking the earth
with their hiood cousine, the Pithecanthropk, man
wah begloning to feel the influance of man on
hin reintioon. From these early beginmings in
the Pleistocene period of the Ceinozgie &ge,
through the Heldelbergy man, the Piidown man,
and the Meanderthal man, the stone and brooss
ngen, the beginning of true civilization in Mesopo=
tamis, the Hgypt of the FPharsohs, the Hittite
Hmpire, Phoenicin, Israel, Persin, Indls Chins
Greece, Fome, and a0 on through sl modern
elvilization, man was lenriing to cope with man.

Furthermors, miuch of this knowledge has been
presarved for us, Thae list of nuthors alone who
have treated of human relatioms woold A1 &
library., Yot America, in the twenbieth century,
not content with an almost unprecedented free-
dom, would be “modern” and substitute Jiecense
for freedom. HRome, 8 few yeard bafore the birth
of Christ, wnas nlse “modern,” Now Rome 8w
memary.

Todny's men nod women of college age nre no
longer trylng to get something for nothing,
They have hed the dopression to sober them.
Mol lobsetess #fad  econombe luwiucy go lo-
gother; nnd in some respects, the lessona shown
by the depression have almost compensated for
Its peonomilc lanses. Mow the intelligent amongst
oir dndergruduntes huve come down to earth,
They have found that resson and thecry by them-
selves do Dot make up hnpplnesd.  The great
god, Machine, with Ity bioodless efficlency, has
left behind mangied corpses nod psychoneomotics.
Our institutions for the Imsans are overcrowded.
The pattern of Hfe has been cot up ioto a series
of whedla and gears, amd the old values and
fdentn of the human being have been throwm o
me grist,

It is small wonder, then, that those who fecl
thia the most acotely — oor atdents — should
maks o real attempt to get beck to pomething
stable, spmething that won't go around every
times they lean on i, They want to find aguin
thelr arte of friendship and conversatbon, their
fdeals, and their Jehovahs, They are weary of
conquering the world and would be satiafied to
congjoer themankwes.

They have found the answer to this in mar-
rmge,  The grey bonrds of the conotry hmve con-
sequontly “viewed with alarm.” Youth ia going
sensual, Youth has linked itaelf tp with & puppy
love miTalr that It will scon think better of. Youth
ig sacrificing it fubure whils It in et boo poung
to renlizs what it |8 dolng. Youth is sentimental,

If the grey heads could coly trude piaces with
those young people for a day! They are not

sensual or sentimental, The younger people of
today are looking for & complels friendship that
can culy ba renlized in auch an intimate relation-
ship. They want to escape for awhile from a
too complox anvircnmaent, Thay waot to worship
thelr Jehovahs b pence; and in addition to this
they wial: to release themselves from tho mental
sirains that bave been complicabed by the reslism
of the centory.

Nelther are students in their lwettes ocof-
cerned with poppy love, The censoring geners-
tion ln judging by Il own standards and ex-
periences.  The sexum] oducation of modern
ndolescenta cannat be compared to that of thirty
yenrs or more agn, Tha boy or gisl today hos
had s muny puppy loves that by the time he
reachon his junior or senlor yoar in college he
hag 4 pretiy fair idea of what he ssolks in & wifs,
nnd why, We can thank the sutomobile for thet
el

An for the futures, how do they koow It will
he any moreé cobduckve to morriage than the
present?  After sovoral years of proparation In
school Will the futurs offer anything o them?

The chances nre that It will help. Yoi no-
where esn be found that golden optimism that
used ta he the heritage of college stodente.  Now,
thay a0 seriously prepariiy for Bhe fulure, yet
mwnre at the same time that all thelr eMort may
bave immediate results. They have found oot
that [ife begins today, and are mesting It se-

. The resull is undergrashinte mar-
ringe; nod ft is one of the best signe the age
has offered.

But how nre young studonts who have found
the perfect mate going fo mabage marminge,
when alrendy their financial burden may be as
henvy da they can carry? That s, of course,
nn individual problem; but 1t can be solved only
throwgh sscrifioe of all partiss concerned-—ond
It iz worth the sacrifice

The doubly standsrd is decrewning jfust an
purely na the pelf-sufficloncy of women i8 Increas.
Ing. There |8 fio lobger prevalent the fdem that
the wumnn belongs solely in the home;: although
her frst duty is there. With modern con-
veniences, the woman who hns no children asd
who may be Hving In & two-room apartment, has
& great denl of time on her honds; and there
bave beim many cases whers the young wife has
been willing to work nod send ber husband
through college, although it may mean the par-
tal sacrifice of her own education, Yet 1t has
hoon & sucoead, aAnd they hove been hoppy.

Then there is even the temporary solution of
mecrot mardinge: of living for the time with one
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of the purents; or of Lemporarily stopping. achoel
Lo dccept & position. All of these require sacri-
fiee, on the port of bolh the young man sand the
FULNE WOmAR.

Yooth has nccepled this challenge. Tt 8 mak-
Ing sserifices, and It i succeeding. It hos deter-
mined to face facts squurely and solve them, and

hing mot become lost ia the mazes of folse theory
and realism. It hoa acoeplted macriage, oot for
sonsunl mnd selfinh ressons, bot ne-on prop o
better fit it for facing its all too numerous prob-
lema. Lt us nol condemn than, bot rather Jet
us give all the praiee that detérmibatlon and
indtintive dessrve. Fouth will need iL

The Metamorphosis of Freddie Walton

By Framk Famr CantEr

B social strate of the Horsce Mann High

Behoo]l and their warloun divislans form a
caste syniem that in (te complexity rivals that of
India. Howwver, for the purpose of thin story
they cnn be divided into two sections: the oos-
mopalitan st mnd the reat of the schaal,

The commopolitan group consistn of the Meo-
pliytes, mostly fivst yenr atudents, who buy clgars
eltes in ting of Afty and vie for the honor of pre-
eenting them to the Aristecracy; the Pals who
buy cignretles accasionally, but do not dispense
them; the omnisclent Aristocracy, who Beithar
give nor buy, bul merely beg, Thess stodenis
grow magnificent pimples and ostentatiously
sport the emblems of Lhie vwarious sub-rosn fra-
ternities (o which they belong. The femalea of
this group mointain their social standing by the
usianl mathod of boing politely stupid. They have
ane tralt io common with the mals Aristocrasy:
they never buy tholr own elgareties, These divi-
slong exlzt oven within the classroom, The Neo-
phytes pass their courses by studying; ihe Pals
by copying what the Neophytes write; the
Aristoeracy by holding offices in & hypotheticnl
shelent government and by belng nles to the
teacher,

It was the misfortune of Freddie Wallon that
he fell within the most lowly of thess classifien-
tioma, Mever before hod he been so impressed by
the rank injustice of the social order. Tho seoda
of rebelllon wers sprooting within him. His
hitherto complacent acceptance of his position
wag on the verge of glving away to soul-harrow-
ing doubt. Freddie Walton, the Neophyte, was to
Yove, mnd She, Safly Pearl Demn, was of the
Aristocency.

Freddie pondored his difficultios ns he pushed
his way through the sfler-school mob towsrds
~The Barking Dog.” Harry Churehill, prop. “The
Barking Dog” in o comfectionary boasting a

migazine ok, & sod fountain, two takles, and
four booths, Bettor koown as “Horey's,™ “The
Barking Dog" li the rendezwous of the high
pchool arlstocercy. Here, the Aristocrmey, dis-
dalnful of the Neophytss and Pals, gather io
poteriatn the ffteon mnd sixteen-year-old jndies
af thelr chnice with sapient discussions of the Inst
donce and other worldly topica. Oconglanally the
recognized wit will cause great lnughier by e
peating a quip poinfully memorized from the
latest movie. After each sally the Meophytas
turn to sach other and say, "Ho Hal He's sure
& Elek!™

Aa Freddie appronched the establishmant he
sesumad an attitude of sephisticated ennul, it his
clgnretie o the wpproved manner, and slowed his
gait to & listless shuffle. Last year the Neophytes
had affected a righd, stroight-os-g-rameod car-
dage, but Bud Lewls had gradustod. This year
J. Lafnyette Valentine was the man to follow,
J. Lafayetto Valentine walkked with a listiess
shuifie.

When Freddie entersd “Harry's” he ginteed
aboot fo search of & likely group to jein. He at
anee eliminated foor yooths nesr the magneine
rock because they carrbed books, They wers
glssies, & alasy belng anyone who gtudied or ax-
hibited a tendency to have good manoers. Afler
misch thonght, Freddie chose a @ittls crowd near
the cormer beoth, where Dink Lambert, Fanny
Goodwin, and BEob Loopertz regaled a party of
Apelibound oalookers with their intest experietices.

Diok Lambert waa & lendor second anly to J.
Lafaystte Valenting, The reason for their differ-
snoee o popularity was very simple. J. Lafaysile
awned an automobile. Dink got his Old Man's car
only two nights & week on the conditions of good
behavior and on pleven o'clock cirfew. IL Wi
tacitly undersiood among the crowd that Diok's
Ol Man was & mean ol bugger.
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Freddie edged towand the attraction.

Hob Loopertz held the floor “—and then my
old man buitted in and asked me why it took teo
hours and o half to dreive three miles, I dida't
may 8 wond for & minute, T just stood up and
Iooked at him. Then I said ‘T gucss this is o fres
country,’ and then walked out. Boy! Waa he
sare!!

A grep of admiratlon rmss from the nasomblod
throng.

"That's what gete me,” chimed In Fanny
Goodwin. “They'rs so dam odriocus, ‘s if it wis
any of their Dusiness.”

Dink Lambert puffed lkis cigarstte judiciously
and olenred his throgt, He was about to speak,

“Ciourne, you kindm have o moke allowonoes.
Thefe old folks haven't been mrousd much, you
know, and they're apl to be sortn fumcy. Why,
heck, my oid man's almost farty,'”

“Yenh, but just the some, they give me o poin
pamotlmes, No sinse in belng eo old (abloned,”
Fanny Coodwin persisted,

AL thie moment Freddis's attention wss dis-
trocted by o eonvivinl whask between the
Ehouldsr blades.

"Hi, Walton! Howsn old rumdom ¥

Cheez! It was J. Lafaystts Valentine, spraling
to him, Freddip Walton, Freddie covertly peelied
il tha bystapders amd saw thal several waere
wnbehingr.

Lo, Vil How goes 187 Freddie affeciad a
famillar indliforence.

"Gotta stinker T the great ooe démotded.

“Bore! Sore! You bot, Val® Freddls held out
his pach of cigareties. “Ch, take another. Thres
won't last leng. Haero, lght It off mine, Val.”

Freddfie's spo sonred to a record height. Foe
gvtten wore hie heresios of five minutes earber
He made & mental nolation of the way Valentine
birw the smoke from hia nostrils,

“Whe ya dmggin” to our jig on the nine-
teenth T

By “our" Vilentine rederred ta Pl Pl P, his
“frat” Everybody who amounted to anything be-
Ionged to o “frat®

"1 don't know, Val, T guess T1 dig up a wench
somswhere' Ges, Vol really expocted him to go
Eo his frat dance,

"Golcher bid yet ™

"Er-wwll-no. Mot yet, Val”

“Well, pet it from me, Bueck and s hoil™

“Sure thing, Val T’ buy it from you"

“Good. Here's ooe now. Ghome a buck and &
haif.”

Froddie blushed, *“1 haven't got that much.
That |8, with ms, of course. D've gol a lot at

homme, Mo s packin’ & ot of dough around ail
the time, I alwnys say."

“Okay, kid Bring it tomerrow. Say, you don't
bappen to have two bits you onn lend me, do
you? TN pay you back™ Valentine  added
magnanimously,

Fredfle counted the remainder of lls weslt's
lunch money, He bad sixty cents, Ha held out &
twenty-fve cent piece, Valentine took the oain

“Thanks.” Then us an afterthought, “Come an.
Gab in the crap guome

Froddio's joy rose another ton degrees, A, the
exuisile satisfaction af such camarsderis with
the greai! With n gloating smirk st the envious
glanees of the other Neophytes, Freddie started
for the door with Valentine.

Joy, after all, 8 an ephemernl experience. There
Is alwnys some uRforeseen ocourrence Lsat digpels
it ai itm height, As Freddie nenred the door, he
waw Sally Pearl Dean enter, wolking indecentiy
clise Lo the protective bolk of Don Blummen-
Ieldt, who was approximately third In rank from
Valeatine., Preddle wos dombfounded by the
thought that come to him. Maybe Sally Pearl
wae going ateady with Don Blummenfoldt! Gosh,
that would ba Heil!

"Golng steady” s that stage of friendship
whare tho. girl, beepuse of the dictates of Trus
Lave, refrainn from brenking engngemonts with
the boy two hours before he s Lo call for her
In Lhe manber that “going steady™ 18 procticed
mi the Hormee Mann High Sechool, it invelves a
rectproon] oblgation, Where the girl deprives
herself of the pleasure of maling “dites” with
thres or four boys for the sume svening, the hoy
tn oxpocted to provide pufficent enterininment to
compensale for the lask of warlefy. “Going
steady™ uspally stops golng for either of two
reasona: (1) the boy cendes to provide s much
entertaiomant we could be had by accepting all
offers. (2) The girl weakens and breaks an en-
gagemant withoit warning. When elther of thens
iwo things oocurs, True Love censes to axist
And without True Love, of coirse, there con be
o “going steady,”

What was wipocially sickenlng to Freddie was
the person with whom Sally Pearl (never Sally
or Pearl, always Bally Peuarl) might be going
sieady. It was bad enough for her to love an-
othor, but to love Don Blummenfeldt! Aside from
his recent meditations on his way to “Harry'a"
the only renl spostasy of which Freddie had besn
EMilLty hiid besn o dislike for Blummenfeldi The
principnl reason for (his dislike wes Bhommen-
Teldt's participation in the recent performance of
“The Cobt Bquesled Twioce™ This had ben pre-
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sented by Lhe school's dramatic society. Blus-
menfekit's role hnd required that he embrace the
winsome Sally Pearl on severnl occasionn, With
thi forvor of o troe artlsl, he bad thrown him-
self dnko thess sconss and performed them with
& gusto quite repugnoont to Froddie.

Bally Pearl, unswars of tho gall tn Freddie's
heart gave him her oumber two amile.

"La, Froddie” Her volce teovelled a range of
spvernl octnves, storting al a high fabsstto, aed
ending with an adolescent coniralio,

Froddie could not resist. Hin féce lost ita
agonited expression as his ears testered on the
brink of & covernous grin. COmee sgain his mood
changed. His loathing for Blummenfaldt crept
shamefully into some dusty coroer of his mind.
Ah, to be recognized and sgpoken (o in public by
the delectable Sally Penrl! Foaming with an
ebullitlon of good fecling, Freddle dashed of in
the wake of J, Lafayetie Yalentine and lost hia
hirty-five canta,

Bomeone passed the dice to Freddie “Your
dee™

"Mot ma. I'm finlshod.”

YHroke T

“Hall, no!~ Froddie laughed scornfully, "T'm
Junt tred of playiiag™

Froddle reentored the etore, The crowd had
thinmed conmidernbly. With a courngeois =forct,
he walked oveér to the booth where Sally FPearl
sod Doo Blummenfeldt sat, and also sat, unin-
vited except by Sally Pearls amlle. Thia lotro-
sion was by oo menns & brench of etigoette. IR
was the custom among the Aristrocacy to intrade
at will. While Freddie was Dot of tho Aristo-
oracy, he acted on the hypothesls that to hecome
a member of any group, one must first display o
witllg koowledge of {ts customs, This particu-
lar custom was encouraged by the young indies,
for repardless of how it dscomfiled the original
companion, it did make peoplo realize how popus
lar one renlly was

“La, Bally Pearl.”

'llIa. qulll

YHI, Dom."

' Hi, Froddie"

YO, Freddie, T'm a0 glad you oame along. Have
vou got o clgarette? T'm just dying for one. Your
Inst ome T Ol that's too bad, Wall, you oab have
a dmyg off it when I'm theough, I won't smalkos jt
all the way doen becnuse I have to be eareful
about my volee, anywny. 1 mast waich my voloe
You know, In “The Cat Bguenled Twioe '"—

“I saw you in that You were saell. You were
pretty good toa, Don.”

Befors Don could acknowledge the compliment,
Bally Peard resumed the discourss,

“Tm glad you Hked it Mr MeCarthy Hied my
performance, teo.” Sally Pearl paused for brenth.

“Ae, MoCarthy? Who's he ¥ Freddie inguired.

“Why, Mr, Hemingway Pugh MceCarthy, of
courms, He teaches deamatics a1 the college. He's
very mrtlstic™

“Good old Mac, He's a good egg,” Don added,
feeling thal he was being left out of the con-
versathon.

“Yios, he's o dear, Froddla, A ot of people don't
wniderntond Bim. Artists have o bhard time. He
anldl that when T smile T looked Hice Mona Lisa ™

"Yeah 7 Frodde wos spelibound,

it was gweet of him to say that, I really don't
know, though, whether my amile is like Bona
Lisa’s or not, I hoven't seen her In s picturs for
years mnd vears. Acting comes lkind of naturnl
to ma, T guess. My grent-great grund unele was
n famoun actor—3Sir Beerbottle Dean."”

“Cep! A venl Eaglish Lnight?" Don goaped

“idh, yes, Everybody's heard of him.™

A momont of reverent silence followed, as
though te do honor to the memory of the erst-
while Bir Beerbottle. Then Freddie took the
plunge.

“2ay, Sally Penrl, wanta go to the Pi P Fi jig
with me 1"

Hally Pearl smiled wistfully. "T'd just love to,
Freddie, but 1 sort of promised Don."

Freddis was stunned, He teok hie lesve sod
started home, deboting the most denmotic form
of suicide. When he entered his home, he was
trying to choose betwesn scaking his clothen in
guscline and igniting them outside af Sally
FPearl's window, or disemboweling himself in the
beck seat of Don Blummenfeldt's Oid Man's car.
As Freddie walked into the lving room, he
sniffed the alr, Frisd chicken, oh? Well, no usa
dolng mnything deaperafe fust vet, His mood
changed even mare 48 e ate his way through the
supper Mre. Walten had prepared. He meliowed.
Ho philosophized, He'd have to buy a bid to the
danes, anyway, he reasoned, or Val would get soro
nt him. Besides, Sally Pearl might go with him
another tima, Ha oould pes that sha had really
wanted to go with him. Well, he might an well
propoaition the 0ld Man

“Hay, pop, can T have a-fow bocka T

"'Nl)pd."'

“Aw, nuts, pop, T need i1

“Whatfor 7™

*I gotts go to a dance."

Ry
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"Well, 1 gotta. Everybody goes, Luavva Mike!™
Mira. Wallow's curlosity, masquerading as ma-
tornal soficitode, coulld be held in check no longer,

“Ia it & school danoe;, Frederick #°

Freddie Auttered his lips in & manner indicating
ocontempl. “Naw, not a school dasce, A frmt
dance, Fi Fi Pl Nobody goes to school dances
bt masies'

Mr. Walton interrupted. “Fras potatoss.”

“Fredericlk, what kind of boys belong to those
fraternitles T

Bwell guys. Take Val, now—that's what we
call J. Lafayette Valentine —bhe's presideat of
Fi Pi Pi, Boy, is be o kick when he's ti—whaen-
when he's in the mood"

After approximotely forty-flve minutes of
cross-examination, during which time Freddie in-
formaod bis mothar that yes, they had chaperones,
snd no, there wuso't noy drinking, nod yes, he
would take ooly & nice girl, Fregdis parents
Eave .

Qo hbis way to schoel the next morning, Freddis
gave wvoice o o soog bhe hod heard Voleotine
slnging.

"—dund f we catch o Delta Pl

‘Within our sacred walls,

We'll tokte the bugger out In the strest
And] Beal him 'til ke bawls,'

Gouh, it'd be great to bolong to Pi Pi PL. He
pletured himsell, arm in ormm with Valentine,
united by the saered bonds of fraternity member-
Ehip, singing the praises of Fi Pi Pl Froddie ar-
rived nt school fust in time to And his seat in his
slopution class and grin three times at Bally
Pear| before the last bell rang. This woa the ooly
hour of tha day that he nnd Sally Pear] were tn
the same cless. Freddie leaned back io his seat
wnd hoped that Miss Bacon would not call on kim.
Unfortunately, Miss Becon did call oo Freddie,
who, as usunl, had neglected his homeworis.

“Froderick, I am pshimed of you, Yoo are
hurting no ome but yoorself, Yoo may be surse
that Bally Pearl has not neglected her work™
Thus enlling upon Sally Prarl, Miss Bacon ssttled
down with the well-flled cat expression of o
Leacher listening to her favorite.

“YWnat have you chosen (o rend, Bally Poorl 7

A pudden pang of wit nesalled Sally Pearl

1 am golng to read ‘A Ddssertation on Roast
Pig.! with all respect to Miss Bacaon.™

Now this remark was certalnly (nnocent
enough. Mildly humorous, perhaps, butl Bo mors.
But like many dramatios tenchers, she was & very
nrtistlc soul who was glving her life to The
Drami. Her sense of humour sho had given away
long haefore. Freddle Gitered appreciatively.

What divine bumour! “—respeet ta Miss Bacon
—roust  plg—plg—bacon—"  reddie mulled it
over in kis mind, However, hla grin vanished on
he saw Miss Booon's countenancs,

Miss Bacon was apghast. The ominous portent
of thelr instructor's stare wae evident to the
clans. Miss Racon grew purple. Her lips trembled.
Bally Penrl's lips trembled. Tears came to Miss
Bacon's eyes. Tears came to Sally Poorl's eyos
And then, with a sudden torrent of moba from
both, Miss BHacan led Sally Penrl to the Prin-
cipnl’s office,

Mr, Bumpkin hastily doused & cignrotte; turned
on the alactric fan, and hid bis racing sheel in his
deslt as he heard the approaching lnchrymose
tempest. "Oh, hell, Hetty Bacon ot it again,” he
told himself, Mo scaner had he planted his feet
on the foor than the two weeping femnles burst
into the room. It was apparent to the well-prac-
ticed eye of Mr, Bumplkin that Hetty Bacon hnd
been insulted. This mode the third time in two
months, He succeeded in looking dignified as
Miss Bacon, shaking with sohe, pointed an se-
cusing fnger at Bally Pearl alse shaking with
wobe.

"Oh, Mr, Bumplin, thin girl deliberately in-
silted me for no remson at a1, And after Twe
tried so hard to help her, T simply won't stand
for it.”

Mr. Bompkin squirmed. “Now-now," he mur-
mured. “Well, Bally Penrl, suppose you tell me
what hnppened.”

Mr. Bumpkia Geally restored peace. Miss Bocan
mnd Hally Pearl oven resumed diplomatic rela-
tiona to the extent of using the sanme mirror to
powdor thoir respactive moses.

Needless o say, such o tid-bit of gossip was
not allowed to escaps the wagging tongues of
the popilace. When Freddie strolled over to
"Harry's” that afternoon, all the arthodex sub-
jects of conversation wers dispinced by what
Bally Pearl had tald Miss Bacon and what Mr.
Bumpitin had done to Sally Pearl. As Froddie
neared the store, he beand o call from o group of
the Aristocracy.

YHl, Freddls, old boy, old oy, Cm here” J.
Lafuyeite Valenting orderod,

Froddie coulil hardly belisve his ears.

"Hriag your buck mnd o halfT" Valentine
darnaindid,

"0, sure, Val. Here It i85 Freddis produced.

Wal thought hard This lid didn’t seem to have
musch trochle digging up dough. He'd be & good
Huy io have in the fral.

“Bay, ¢'m'ere o minute” Valentine drew Fred-
elie mRkide.
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‘Yoo belong to a frutermity 7

"Mo, Oh, no, oo Vel T dom't belong to asy,”
Fredidie protested expectantly.

“Howja like to come around to mesting next
sk T

“Goe whiz! T say. ThatTl be swell Val
Thadtulea,"

Freddle was shivering with dellght.

“Oiliay, kd. I'Il sen you abaot i€ Inter."

Valenting rejolned the group and Freddie tag-
#ed nlong.

Don Blummenfeldt was finlshing o specch ns
Freddie came up to the group, “Well, it served
her right for getting fresh with o teacher.”

Freddie felt important, Hia dislike for Don
Blummenfoldt cume out of hiding and wisspered
in hin enr, A fig for Don Blummenfeldt mow!

1t served who right 7 Freddis demnpdad.

“Serves Sally’ Pearl right. Who Jd'ya think?™
Don exjrlained.

The swine — Froddie's Blood galloped through
his velns, calling right nnd left upon his chivaley,

“You just bettor be careful what you say about
Bally Pearl,” Freddie spolee in bis most menscing
Lome.

Do wad taken shock. Thin wie unexpectoed
insobeoce from o mere Neophiyte — one of the
hok-poliak.

“Cih, yeah T

‘ranh,”

Freddiz no longer conslidered himself a Neo-
phiyte. Why, Val had ashed bimn to otme around
o meating,

80 whit ™

Wall, wou Just bebler be coreful®

Things wers beginning to slow down when J.
Lafayette Valentine stepped i and saved the day
for the apectntorn.

“Here, kmock this chip off his shoulder,” he
Baid &8 he placed m hurnt mateh on Freddie's
whouldnr.

With & wary sweep of hkis hand, Don brushed
the match from its perch. The two clroled sach
othir,

U whead, sock Mm-—poke him one—lst him
have it, Ton,” the spectators urged.

Drowing & deep breath, Froddle mmshed in
Don Towghl well, bat be Incked the spiritual
ferver of his opponent, Don wos marely fghting
1o protect himaelf. Freddie waa fighting for a
causy, After m birfef combat, the two drew spart
panting, glaring nt each other. A bloody noss
and & strangs pufiness about Don's eyen testifed
to ihe fervcily of Fraddle's onstaught.  Freddie
wan penmingly umscathed, with the exception of
kg disordered hair and & red spot upon one

cheek, Neither combatant seemed anxious to re-
new leostilithes.

“Well, I guess that'll teach you,” Freddie pro-
elmkmid.

With muttered threats, the two separated with
their reapective followemn. Freddie proudly noted
that ha had acguired m following. Then he re-
memberad, He was no longer ong of tha Jowly.
As ha prepared to axpound vpon s Sghtlng abi-
ity, he slopped shorl. Solly Pearl was appranch-
Ing, An inspiration ceme to Freddie. With no
trace of his former humble mien, he walked op
to Bally Pearl,

"L, Sally Pear].”

Lo, Froddle, Why, why Freddle Wallon, you
logk Hke you've beso fighting'™ H!-IIJ" Paonrl ra-
monatrbed,

"Lel'a go inside and have o soda,” Freddle sug-
gasted. SBafely esaled, be resimed the codveran-
tion. “T did bove kind of & Aght. I and Don
Blummenfaldt.”

Snlly Penrl was shoched.

“Don Blummenfeddt 7" she repeated.

“¥enh. ¥ou soe, he sald sometking about a
cartain Iady that T didn't think he oughta sy’

Snlly Pearl pricked up her ears,

RLAk Budy " mhe wrped.

Freddie fookod st her meaningly, *“Oh, just a
certaln young lady,”

Wiy, Freddie, T think that was simply brave
of v

Froddie's cheat swelled,

"Oh, that wammn't anyihing. It was a good thing
for him that I wasn't really mad,” he sald
modestly.

The rapikdly sasembled throng gasped ad-
miringly.

“Hay, Bally Pearl” Freddie conbinued, “1 don't
supposs you'd wont to go to 4 dance with a guy
like Don Blummenfeldt, would you? Ho's got
two black eyes, mnyway. Howjs Hke to go with
ma T

Zally Pear]l looked into his eves and searched
his acul.

“Why, Froddie, I'd just love to,” she cooed.

A ghort lime later, the guy who had loked
Don  Blummenfoldt, mnd was golng to gel intn
J. Lafayetbe Valautine's froternity, and who went
uround with Saity Pearl Dean, amse, and pushing
his way haughtily through o erowd af NE{IM:&
started homewnrd, Before be left Lhe stors he
Put hia hand In his pocket nod started to pull sut
his package of clignrettes. Then he remembered.
Shoving the package back in hia pocke®, he
turned to an eager Neophyte.

"Hay, you, gimme & cig—stinker!™
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Qur Feathered Friend

By Fuang Fam Canten

HARLES LAMB wrote an essay nbout roast
plg.  Hermuan Melville wrote a novel of a
whale, Keatsm wrole nn ode o the nightingnle,
nnd Gray wrote & Iyrio concerning o favorite cnb
But who, T wale, haa writlen a satlsfactory tenct
on the chlcken™ Mo ope, s receot times. This
i85 omjust, and is the more so when one consldars
the perfidy of authors who, gorging themselved
with chicken, derive stimulation for a gudhing
panegyric (o6 green linmet or soma other bird,
neviar pausing to pay homage o the source of
their inapiration,  Drlvens by the prssion for jus-
tice that is ths heritage of every Amerkean clti-
zon, sided by o deep jove for thoe chiclen and
nn understanding of its problems, I have st-
templed 8 short treatise on the sabject,

The chicken's chisf mission in Hfe i the pro-
duction of oggs, . 1t has been secertained by
the mosl careful obeervation that the sex of the
ohicken |a the domibent fector in determining
whether or not the chicken will lay eggs, the
females; g8 & ritle, being the egg producers. Onee
it was psinblished thal bens ny ogge, thero lm-
mediately sprang up o large group of profitedss
who essnyed to make a living from the tolle of
thase unpald workers. They would keep o lnrpe
finck of Lhe birds, they told themselves, and
when the sggs wero lnid, they would take them
from the uoedspecting kong and sell them, 2im-
ple! However, thip pinn did nol at first proceed
na the copltalistn hsd expected, There was no
revoll against this bondnge: that could have
been checked There wos no organized protest
from an outragoed citizeory, for thess pouliry-
mesi had representatives In Congress.  The
trouble was of a more subble origin, It lay i0
the artistic temperament of the birdd, Now, let
thore bo no mistake concerning this tempern-
menl atmong chickens, It most assuredly exists,
& thess exploitcrs discoversed., Some diys there
would be  great many oggs, and on othor days
there would be nane.

This uncertainty bocame s very serious, but
ghort-tived, problem. Realizing that they were
on the point of losing this source of unearned
ingroment, ths hen keepers sel to work in oa
pother of scientife corloaity. Huge Inboratories
were erected for experimeitation, and io ofe
relinhly reported instance o poultrymsn disgulsed

himnelf na a mémber of the Patriotio Legion and,
by making fierse foces, frightened Congress
into granotbiy bim a huge sum of money {of
his experiments.  Aftor peveral months of in-
tenaive resgarch, the nnswer to the problém was
found. A stocp-shouldered, bespoctreled pclential
slraighteted up fromm ks beach,  peered about
him for 4 moment, and creaked, “Turn on the
Hyghts"

There was the answor: turn oo the Hghts If
the hen could not lny eggs every day, malke the
days longer. Anyome knows that srtistie tan-
trums are of compammtively short durstlon;
therefore, by making the days longer, they would
provide the hons with time for a tanlnim or twa
mnd sUI leave them time enough to lsy oggs
Thin molution was emineoily successful in most
parts of the country. The eggers, as some peapls
refer to the hens, quickly ascquired the habit of
beginning to lay thelr egga as soon a8 the lghis
were tumsd on in the morping. One hen Godd
another that by laying one's egy early, one could
do ms ome ploased for the romainder of the duy,
This resulted in & greal cagerness among the
ehickens to Hd themeelves of thelr eggs with
the grentest possible dispatch,

There were certaln sectlons of the country,
howevar, where this method proved impractieable,
One prograsslve Kansss farmer fnetnlled lights,
and did wory well unti]l a thitder slofm oocurped.
Then hens did not comprehend the difference be-
tweon the frequent flashes of Hghtning and the
artificial Iight toe which they wore accustomed.
When tho surprised Kansan entered his en
houss the next morning, he found his flock o
an nppaliing state. After that the Kansan re-
verled to the ol method of squeesing the hoos
and, in extromely obstinate cases, rusning the
hen through a wringer.

You may ask, “0f whot value are all these
epEs?” Now, the mosl obvicus answer is that
uggs provide the hens with a convenlent méethod
of aequiring progeny. This use Deeds 1ttle
olnboration, ss It 15 fully understood by the hens.
Untll recenl wears the other peibeipal use of
JEE= wus as food. They mny be eaten in any
munner, 0f obirss, bul most eocidental pourmets
impose two restrictions on egg eating: (1) The
sihell shoold be removed before ealing. (23} The



B i ——

Et PDH_TM.

37

#gg should be enten o the enrlicr stoges of its
exislance. The first of these domands has ere-
aled n pation-wide interest in the development
of hooa that remove the shells from their eggs
before they lxy them  The pripable sdviantages
af guch n fowl ove oaused & Beree baitls among
the veslsd ioterestn for the patent rights when,
mnd If, the experiments succesd  No sooner has
one company, by the use of klghly mppealing
arguments, inspired & favornble sititode toward
e oW Interesis moong eortaln governmant oms-
ployess than another company golns the advao-
Bipe wilh even more appenling argumenta. After
Incronsing the appeal of their nrguments five or
mlx Hmes in the course of & vear, soveral eom-
panies ure on the verge of banlruptey. o much
for the removal of the shell, I have mentiomed
that mont ieckieatol expects prefer o vory young
Epg.  Among certaln oploninle the cottverse b8
true. The Chiness believe that on egg in not fit
Tor buman food ontil it W nearly senile. It
scoms, however, it there ls a period in the
#Ee'e lifs, or rather denth, bobween these two
extremas, during whick it i diligently avolded
Uy both vceldental and Chinese diners,

This st fact proves the old ndoge that this s
A nmell world after oll, for what the pourmels
uhbor, others domond. Perhaps the frst demnand
for rollen eggs was from some ooe of our many
nnil-snclal organizalions penericofly referred to
a8 Oreek-lolter Fraternities, The secrets of
thise societhus ure kept from the publle eye by
solemn and owial vows. But in spils of the fear-
ful punisbmedts awalilng the traftor thers have
te=ni pecasionnl renegades who ghave to the sarld
tales of initiation rites whore such BEEE Wers
msed in most ingenious ways Lo lesl the worthi-
nesd of new members.  Contenry to rumor, they
ure not used to mccustom the initistes to efffuvia
spprogimating those of certnio forms of frater-
nal enterininment known 88 emokers.  After the
fratornities demonstrated this new uss for the
g, IL wus neeorded (B8 deserved popubnelty,
There 18 no end Lo the humorous possibilities of
& properly putrifiod egg. Peiirymen, in their
effprd to maintain o sopply of these wares, at-
lemjpled (o find o broed of hen that wouid de-
liver Itself of ity fruit only when such frdt had
Achieved Lhe desired stink-producing guabities.
o ehlcken could e lound in Amerles or Fog-
land who would diseard her self-reapect to this
oxtent, The poultrymen hod nearly given up the
spiirch when a new hope Was nroused, A olear-
alghted New England Yasikes suggested that the
chichen keepers look to France for oo answer
to thls problem. “Get Freoch hens,” ke said

"They probably will not Iy eggs, but it thoy do,
they will certainly lny rotian ones”™ ‘This bt
of pdvice was pecepted, and the entire nation
I8 now waiting the mrrival of & shipment of heds
from France,

T have denit with tho product of the hee  Let
us pow copslder the hen herself ood hor mate.
Mo one who hos rend the forégoing con deny
the patience and industcy of these denr friends
of man. HNotwithstunding the abuses which they
have muffered from mankind, they continue to
lay cne égy after nnother, Oecsslonally a hen is
mo trapsported with zeal that she tries to pro-
dies two egpn 8l ones,  Most of these nbtempts
have not been entiredy successful.

Ooee apgoin 1 sghall bow to the stomach and
mention briefly the umes of the chiockon as faod.
A with egps, the chichen must be divested of
its outer covering. Lnliko most eggs, however,
lswre are certain internal appurlenances whisl
nboafd mlsn be removed before cooking and ests
Ing. This is on important e, und ite negloct
can  cAause much embormmssment. The Bews.
pipers have revently earcled the story of o ndy
who, i e excitement of preparing o large
feaat, forgot to remove Lhe entrails from one of
tho hans she wis golng to codl.,  The men] hod
progressed very well and the chicken woe brought
In to be carved. Hrown amd ecrisp, it atteacted
the attention of everyone ab the tmhie. Tt had
besai on the table but o Tew moments wheno, to
the unconcealed surprise of the diners who had
been ogling It it Inld sn egg.  While the -
tounded Indy mnd ber puesis were staring al
this phepomenon, the bird labd another egg. Ap-
pareatly in some way affected by the heat of
cooking, the ex-hen cootinned to by eggs mt an
astounding rate untll fourteon hnd been pro-
duced.  Thin was oo much for the distraught
hostoss, With s shrisk she sprupg from the
tahie, seiged the now cackiing carciss nod dnshed
from tho houge. Bbe has nof been beard from
alnee. Buch unfortunste |noldents, realiy dus to
carclugsness, shiild not dispourage the locipient
henophile, bowover, They are very rave

It Ia ubmeccsgsry Lo write here concernlng
wiays of eooldng the hird, but & few remarks on
mothods of procuring it might prove of inesti-
mable valde. Thera 5 alwkyas the prosale method
of buying, bt it 18 nol a very satisfectory ohe,
Insarmuch wn the chicken must be paid for. A
more axciting and fnr cheaper méthod ia stealbig,
Although prefernhla to buying, stenling als Has
certadn disndvantiges. In the frst place, the
Amerionn in 8 gregarous person nnd o large
company of one's friends {8 pot condusive to
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supcoanful pilfering. Secondly, there are certain
unglessantnesses atlendant upon & poorly men-
nged roid  Thess unpleasantnesses are wsanlly
perinds of enforced retirement within the ciols-
tored confines of & jsil, Thery is now o proposal
befors Congrass to exempl all war vatering from
punishmenl when caught stealing chickens. Con-
gress k8 expected to paas Lhe bill, after amending
it to provide the war veterans o small bounty
for eveary chlcken they siesl. This amendmont
bhes been wiclently oppossd by veternns them-
pelves, who patriotically declared Uit the matter
Ahould first be put befors tho citizeos,

Another disadvantape of stealing is the ten-
dency of the poultrymen to indulge n target
practice with thelr sbotguns, using the vanlsh-
ing posterior of the pilerer as the tnrget. Even
the poorest morksman will show an uncanny
mocurncy under asuch circumstonces,

There remains ong method that embodies the
sporting aspest of stenling and Its mest, withoul
the dangers, 'This meihod was popilarized when
someane made publie hle twin discoveries that
1) chickens ks to crosa rodds in front of aoto-
mobiles, ind (2) chlckons run over by automo-
bilea are not FHrely to molie ooised that would
notify the owner. These discoveries revalution-
imedl the motoriog habils of & mation.  Instesd
of going for long drives in the mountains, the
gltizenry begno to drive nlong roads in districts
where chickens were Known to be kept,  In order
to keep the greedier drivers from monopolizing
the chicleenn on both aides of the rond, a white
stripe wns peipted down the cenler. People were
compelled Lo run down their game om one side
of the highwsy ooly. To meke it even mors
diffieuit, the drvers wers forced fo go in ong
direction. The driver who missed his prey on
the first attempt was deprived of the opportumnity
to turn his automobile nround and ride back for
another try. Tf hé wished (o go back he must
croes over to the other side of the center line
and retorn.  Thess restrictions very nearly rulned
the sport until it wns found that for some rea-
pon or other a blast from AR sutomobile hom
inspired the chicken with an tmmediate deaira to
guin the opposite side of the road Desire 1=
evil, nnd the chicken ingurred hin just punishment
somewhere o his way aoross the road

Lest T ba n i of enbert E 0 purely
mercenury attitode towards the subject of this
paper, I now shall slsbornte the spiritun] gquali-
ties of the chicken, Thers are few animals that
make better pets, Ome of the happiest pericds
of my life was a three-year companioaship with
A Hrahma rooster that T had reised from o

alightly lopeided egg, with some. tovalunble ald
from a setting hen. 1 oarmed my pet Hacken-
schmidt nfter o once fameous wrestior, who was
noted for his prodigious strength. “Hack™ grow
rapldly and becmme a most falthful pet. 1t was
hin habit to Ay to my shoulder and perch Thers
until I fed him. Touching as was this display
of affection, I was soon compelled Lo diseourage
it, for Haclkenschmidt becams spodled. He would
not only perch on my shoulder, but if food was
not offered fmmedintely, he would atiack my ear
it o violent manoer. This was annoying In M-
gelf, but 1 moon found that it was sotting o bad
example for several horses that were kepl on
the ranch, In Inter life Hackenschmidi de-
veloped fote & rather dissolute charmcter. On
several occastons 1 surprised the old roue o
clandestine meetinge with a young white log-
horn hen, Thin was the ohly moral laxity of
which he had ever besn gullly. In all other
matters Hackenschmidl was the soul of il
getice, faithfulness and friendsbip, I shall never
forget the pathon of the meal when the Iump
thut wan the last of Hackenschmidt alid dewn
my brother's throat amd disappesred. I can go
no further: my grief overwholms me-

But wha, T ask, who can deny that the ohlcken
s deserving of cur love, admiration and gratl-
tode? Hal! I heve you therel

Theatre Party

By RAvMoND WALLACE

The play ki poor, and handly worth
The sagerness I brought.

With all the sarth for ssttibg,

The staging 18 fanlty still;

The sclory mre novices all,

And hardly lesrn to piay their partas
Hefore their exil;

The direction 8 most negligent of all
If the play'n o comady,

Its most amusing hicssoms

Flower from the soil of sorrow;

And if IUs Tragie,

The biiterest of {ts scenes

Are set In a background of hathos,
Since I must be both nodienes nod actor,
I hope I may deliver

Ome or twa good lines before my exit,
Then lefgve the theater when the show
Becomas ton great a bore.
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People

By Avpiry M, BarcrEion

OUTOR GRAYSTON Nlled his pipe LU &

and settled back comfortsbly in his leather
chair behind his by desk, A standing lamp at
s 1eft cast & soft glow over his cony hut bemo-
Lifully furnished stody, and over hia allver-grey
hsir mnd strong, well-defined fealures, A fire
biaged brisldy in the fireplace.

Dr. Grayston—doctor, writer, psychologist of
eminence—drew once or twice on his pipe and
Eazed thoughtfully for n maoment into the finmes.
Everyone foved and sdmired Dr. Grayston, To
meet him was a privilege. To know him was
an gxperience one d@id not forgel. From all walks
of life people loved, estoemod, and soughl him.
Wherever he went be Inspired hope, faith, cour-
age, confidence, nod power. He drew forth as
& magnet the finest and best in human nature,
Al the mention of hin name, tired eyes Hi up
mod set expressions soflened, Crude men io the
rongh lombér cnmpe ware proud to address him
ma “Doctor” and were sfll more prowd to be
able to chat for even o moment with him, Men
on the strést—down and out—were drawn to
him, After talking to him many a men squared
Bin shoulders, lifted hin chin higher, and started
ol ngain on the path that had locked: so futile;
¥oung people standing at the crossroads of 1ife,
frustrated, wounded, frightened, despondent,
bared their young souls to him., Alwavs they
left him with a finer, broader, mors stabilized
outiocl, and renewed faith and confidence in
Ihemselves and Tife.

There was something excepticnally fine shout
Dr: Grayston, and humon nature was guick to
realize this nod to respond to his inonte fneness.
This man of mediim stnture, broad showldered,
gilver-grey haired, with strong, well defined foa-
turen, and clad mastly in grey, prosented a figure
of qulet strengih and dignity. His was o rare
understanding. His keon blupe-gray eves read
character at & glance and penetrated with re-
murkabie Intensity loto the inpermost depths of
human natare. In o guiet, silent woy he under-
stood the heights and depths, the hopes, tha
yearnings, the strivings, the fears and the strug-
gies within the human heart and soul.  His heort
went out to humnnlty. He did not condemn nor
desping [ta wealiness, but pceepted i—somewhat
sudly perhaps— but with toleraoce and sym-

pathy, and nlvwnys he strove (o draw forth and
devalop the finest In men, His face bore deep
fines of chamecler. JE was o dace that exhibiied
the foree and power ol restraint, Tt was a face
vitally abve—witally intetiwe. The eyes keen,
nlert, deep, shone with s genulne warmth and
ridlance. A lender, sometimes whimsical smilo
played nbout the strong, clean-cut. firm mouth
He could lnugh merrily, oven heortily, bot al-
ways boneath the laughter remained a desp
onrnestness.  He wan quletly but glorioosly happy
In his life and worlk.

Turning towards me with that quist, kindly
Emile of his, he saked, "And what shall we dis-
cuan tomight?™

“Panple. sald I enthusiastivally.

A warm smile spread over his fmce, I had
touched the toplc nearest hin heart

"What & vast subject,” ke aaid, just & wee Bl
amissed.

“T koow,” sald I guite carmestly, “bul do lebls
dimcuisy it

"Wery well, then ™ he sald. “Leb's discuss it ot
random and sirike upon & fow of the outstanding
traits in human nature.” He begont

“Ihe most fascinsiing and Interesting study in
the whole world in peaple. Human natare is aver
new—Ila ever old, Alike—unlike—all are moulded
nfter the anme fundnmental pattern; vet each la &
aeparate identity, totally unlike moy other fndi-
vidual in the entire unlverse.

“BMan learns 1o knew man from dicect contact
with human nature. (ood books are important,
certainly. Thay are ans of the first fondamental
sleps of educntion, They serve ad & basie guids
and bmokground ino living, Buk the process of
becoming truly educated i3 to be able to apply
ane's knowledge to life. HKnowledge iz power
only if properly directed, but if merely assimi-
latedd and unused, it remples 1 mers potentiality.
A man or womon moy have a remarckable and
Ausnt knowledge of history, literature, Greek,
ol cetorn, but if that inowksdge doss oot eonhle
him or hér Lo come cioser to humanity that indi-
vidunl's education is only partial, The heart and
golll mst  becomo educabed 88 well as the
Intellect. Bometimes this in where poople fall
They pride themselves on belng well eduonted
whan they are lacking in tolernnee, justice, sym-
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pathy, understanding, and in & brond universal
outlook, The system of edochotion today in our
mohoald and eolleges prepares one to meel Jifa
more randily, more eficiently, more broadly and
more hinanly then the sducstionsl training of
yestorday.”

He paused reflectively a moment or two and
then went om. "We understund the people best
whi mre of the same mental pline of thought as
ourselyes, Buch people wo regand as ldndred
gpirits and we sxperience in koowing them m
wonderful congontality, 1t gives ws ltile difi-
cualty to ubdersinnd them atd to be oderstood
by them. Thers nre other people, with whom wo
come i eootact, with whom, figuratively speak-
Ing, wu 0 pot speik the same langunge With
these poople we feel stronge ond oot of place.
Thiir inheritance, their background, and train-
Ing—their whole environment-—has been different
from ours; consequently their outlook on life s
iiffersnl too. To lmow ond onderstsnd peaple,
who spank m Ienguage other than our own, we
must try to visumlize things from their stand-
point—taking Into comalderation, of course, their
etivironment, ioheritones, wod upbringing, In
plainer worda, we must allow otirsslves o enler
mentnlly iobo their medinm of thought and to
look ot Iife through thelr eyves. When we nre
nhle to do this, wo find ogreslves becoming more
tolerant and lesa critieal. Mot only that, when
we leirn bo Jonow propis—when we learn to ki
somathing about the heart of homooity — e
becomes fuller and richer.

“Humih nature bn at heart friendly. FPeople
wary, of coorse, lo thelr deprees of friendliness.
Agnin heredity, eovironment, upbringing, educa-
Hon, mnd tompéerament determine the response
Inflviduals makes Lo other people, Thers b8 within
nll human nature the fundimental ceaving to be
understosd. " Whoat joor wo fool when we find that
aspmonns ety undersiands tis--thnl semeons
has confidence and faith in us and is able o
s mnd Bppreciate odr best and finest selves.
We no longer fesl slone—semeons understatds
and cares, Human beings need sympathy and
understanding. But of all periods in life youth
ln the ona that nesds the gresiest sympethy and
understanding. Youth s o period when obe es-
pecinlly needs m friend, Yooth e o pericd of
atruggle and ioner turmoll, o period of restless-
ness, self-dizsatinfaction, and indocision, & period
of contiminl senrching and seeking for trith, o
period of striving for ndjostment and solf-expres-
Alon. Youth is especinlly unsure of jl=elf, It is
ovar-epngitive and. self-conscions, 1L B often
afraid of being lnonghed at or of nppeariog odd

or different from others. Youth tales life, not
neceasnrily respongibilities, but life, so seriously.
Hverything looms large nnd Important—itts
things moaan much. Age locks bock on youlh
and smikes, for i kas learndd to take lifo ger-
tously, ves—but nol too seriously:

“Ia it not wonderful to realise that all homsan
heingrs mre bound together by an fmmutnblie hond
stronger sven than themaelves? A bomd that es-
tonds bevond time, space, race, creed, doctrine,
and ousbimn, to the every essence of Tife iteelf
All mre n part of the univorsnl scheme. Fach,
tr mitier bow lowly, b & plecs in the unl-
verss, It 8 the responsibliity of each individusl
1o abrive bo justify his existefics in ife bi e
veloping hie potentinlities to the highsst and by
giving to life and to bis fellow men hin besd
and Anist salf, this ooctriboting to the gErest
progreas of the humnn mee. When an individush
renlizes the full significance of hie place as
hirman being in thin prand oniverss! schems, e
tikas on & differont meaning.”

Dr, Grayston oceised spealdng, . clasped  hia
kamds together earnestly, and gagsd Into iho
dying embers.

Lament of a Woman on a
Long Road

By Eass Faxow

My love was rich hofey sedled 6 A Loo full
heart—

Frosh water dreipping from spread and pointed
flngors

Was nover so sweel. As b child remembers grisl

From the taste of salt on his lipe, se my love
Hngors,

Tho pun is over & tree, nod it conting no shade,

And the sea beats over a rotk where the winds
have inid

Their booty mangled and torn from potnls and
seods,

Dying a~told as the puise in o breast that blooda.

The road is twisted belors me now and ODE,

And my eyed have forgotten the face that T
aought by diy;

The rain is upsn my head and 4 thorn in my fool

And athl T follow n strange nod bitter wmy.
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Pioneer Picture

By Marjone Caney

Drifting blossoms eettlod on the newly painted
Wil

Of thres red wagons, shining where they stood,

Three jarring spots of color agninst the land-
BEADE'E ET0EN,

Three pabient means of conveyance to o goustry

yat unsesn,

But the Mew York wamen, gewing In thea houss
naarhy,

Loved them in their brightness, standing out
against the sky,

For they symbolized the journey, now so near st
‘hand,

When rumbling wheela would take them o the
Promised Land,

And brown heads bent devotedly to sew ench
Jong white foid

Of the wagon's canves covers Lo protest them
fram the eold.

OF the Indiana they chatted, holding nob a doubt,

But what & Urakh of wagons would be asfe from
battla shout,

The only thought that mede each woman's eye
Erow dim,

‘Wina the ioevitable knowledge of leaving friemd
and kin. :

Atd mothers loolked at chlldren, at thoir boy and
at their girl,

Wandering if the unknown future would be kind
o them or eruel,

Bul over all the busy planning and the other
things to do,

‘Was n happy reslization that a dream was
coming trie

This excitement filled the hearts of womnn, man
and maid,

And the boys were killlng Indinns, shooting wae
they played,

- - - - -

Thin there shone the dawnlng sun upon the part-
ing day,

That esw the many hopeful gladiy sturt upon
their way,

And for myonlhs the wagon train rolled over the
prairie oxprnse,

Till each day's journey soemed & vear's painfully
Alow nidvAnce.

The marks of wogon whels grew fastly fainter,

ns thoy ground

MNew ruls upon the grass with erealing, tiresomae
motnd.

The scouts Tode on to And an easler way to clrele
every hill,

While the traln encomped & freless nlght in
darkening chill,

And the coming menace of the Indian MNation
seasaned every dream,

Ba no happy Weatemn setting, bul torturs wis the
theme.

One by one the wearving cattic died beside the

rond,

And the: burdened coen stoggered ns they drew
tha heavy lond.

Bhests of rain descended on Lhe canvas-coversd
tops

Flooding bearts with sadmess in each dully
splashing drop.

Ban began to think of the peaceful orchards back
&t homae

And dropped their heads {n anguish ol the hope
that mads them roam.,

The store of food grew smaller and the truvellers
folt hunger

Gradunlly becoming wenler os tho doys inoreasad
thalr number.

They croased wide-running rivers, dongerous to
fard,

Losing men and preclous wagons In bravery's
rowanl

But most of all thelr hearts were saddened by
the frequent sigmn,

0Of tiny wooden crosses marking loved omes left
Tt

And the smouldering piies of ashes and broken
wagon spokes,

Telling of Indlan slaughter and death to white
men's hopes,

For when ihe Indisan country brondenced to the
view,

The train tool on great silence and wards of joy
were fow,

The victima of the fover were burled in the
darlest night,

‘Wagona rolling over thom to heep thelr grave o
secrat albe

Children wept for mothers whose @laries held the
tragic note
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By hindly hand in writing strange, “She dled
enroute,”

Six months dragged by and found the remaining
fow,

Discouraped by the struggle and the safering
that grow,

Despodled of cattle herds and valued himan Hves,

Sick of rutted ronds nod the racking doily drives,

Then upon their troubled soals, Hghteslng tkeeis
Way,

Dawmed the: splendid vision of the Promised
Land's array,

Green fertile valleya, rivers flowing to Lthe sea,

Tall growing timber shading many o twisting
FlFeam

Where Colifornla son cmught the nugget's golden

;]um..
So the train of tolling people rosted in the sight
OF all this graciows counbry, bathed In sunshine
Lright,

And the faithéul oxen munching, ate the waving

Puumu:l pointiess wagons, reaching home st
lagt,

But ns ench family gathered o the sunoy
Western alr,

They knew a bitter sorrow for the dend who
were hot there.

For thalr steady perssverance in human sacrifice,

Hnod bought them Weslern fréedoin at an un-
expeated price

And the misery and grief that stong gach ploneer
heurt

Made them men all powerful with a messnge to
impurt.

And they wrobe the message cloarly by ench deed
and every nok,

That i mAn must suler greatly to make his
dream o facl.

The Kid

By Frawci B MiTcHELL

FIRST saw the lkid one day whes I walked

inte & beer parlor, While prowling arcand
loolting for n story for the evening editihon, 1
decided I pesded a glass of beer; so T entered
ang of those joints that the soclalites visit when
they'rs slumming. When T had my twenty-six
ounce glass of beor In ope hand and & clgaretts
in the othér, I turned wad lesnesd my baclk against
the bor, It was then that T ooticed him,

He was aitting at & oorner fable, kisd of
brooding over his beer. Handsome lsn't & word
that wotld deperibe his looks, Pretty would be
& better term. Blonde, wavy hair—not ths kinky
kind, but just emoothly wavy-topped—a perfectly
shaped hend, His checln werp round and pink,
mnd his eyes woalld make a BEAULY guesh gresn
with envy. Those eyes were of the decpest bloe
nnd were velled by long, curly, black lashea, T'd
pueas thal he was fve fesl two and weighed
nbout one hundred aod ten pownds,

“Bay, whatl's the dea?™ I anid, turndng to the
bartomder, “1 thought you weren't allowed to

werve beer Go kids in these jointa.” T suppose the
bartender tried to warn me, for he wis making
soma funny, purgling ooses 1o his throat. Any-
way, T had hardly gotten the words out of my
mouth when 1 wns jerked around io face those
blue eyes, now filled with rage and hate,

"Was yuh referrin’ to me, fella?™ snared an
amazingly deep wolce.

“Well—er—I'm s0—"

*Well, if yuh was, T just want yuh to koow that
it aln"t mny of your damn business what I'm
doln® here, and besides, 1 ain’t mo lkid.” Here the
volog rose to almost 8 scream of rage amd the
boy flung himsel? oul af the door.

“Whow!" T gasped, renching for my beer; then
I began firing the why and wherefores ot the
bartender. After drinking enough besr 1o bloat
i German, I found out n Hitle bt about the kkid

It seemed that for no apparent reason ot all his
mather had nomed him Porcy, and that handie,
coupled with the kid's looks, was snouph to mnke
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him the brunt of all the tensing whd gihing pos-
oitile, when he started to school. That was why
he hated his name, kin foce, and anyons who
referred to them. Even when he grew to man-
Bood, he was constantly remioded of his hamd-
somenesa by some Dlubdering roba such as my-
gElf. That wis why he kdcked up such & fuss
when I called him a libd. You ges, I'd touched &
aops Bpot that mads him fghting mad st every-
thing and everybody,

T saw the kid povornl times after that. T even
falked to him o ltile, bat he wasn't moch of o
conversationalist, becanss he was always looking
for ‘somebody te malke m orack about his pan.
It mnds you ferl kind of funny lo see o fellow
a0 hard mnd eynical about éverything. Why, that
ki could probably have cashed in oo his Jooks
out in Hollywood. I always had a feeling that I'd
Hie o &0 something for him, and that's a funny
fecling for a newspaperman to have,

I got to tralling arcund some dizzy, divorce-
mad dame for the Sundiy scandal shest, and 1
didnt gee the kid for quite some time. One duy,
howovor, I wos sent down in his meighborhood
to covir pomme sort of o kifing. I busted in en
the police coptain down o that precinet and
found that the job had teken plaze in the beer
foint where the lid used to hang out Tt almost
knocked me off my pins to find out that they
worn holding the kid ns the muarderer,

Right away T amblad down to the beer parlor
nnd after tossing down several schooners of brow
I thought Td pught to be in good enoogh to get
poms: Information out of the bartender. The bear
wasn'l enougl, and T had to slip the mug five
buckn before ho'd say o word,

Well" he begen, packeting my dough, "the
ild wags in hers slppin' heer Yesterday aftermodn.
He was aliuched over thera at the pamas corner
table lookin® nn gloomy ns ever. I didn't pay
much altentlon to the bemo that came tn, except
o maties That he wme o tough lookin' fella. Well,
1 served the guy kis beer, and he turned arcund
and spled the id =ittin" over there. He made
some erock about the kid bein' a pretly boy, mnal
the Wd bounced wp ready to fight. Thin feila
poomedl to get an omwiol kick oul of the kid's
rampuge; S0 he kapt on toesin’ him. Jees, that
oy was mad. He cussed and stamped acound
nnel hiz eves was Kinda' blazin', like o mnd dog'a
Wall, this lug lept after him unlil the kid drew
back and henwed his beer mug st Mm. The mog
fanded sgunre betwesn him éyes and the puy
eriampled upon the Aoor. T thought he was ooly
knocked cold, but it turned out that the glnss
bad beoken and 8 plece of It went throogh his

aye into his brain. That's hiw It happened, Waot
another glass of suds?™"

I took another beer nnd thanked the barieep
for his story, and then I high-tailed it for the
police chiels office. T reminded the chiel that I
knew uw Hitle bit sboul the way he's pulled
wireh to got hisn appointment; so he lot me into
where the copa were givin® the kid the works.

Ho was slitting upon a litlle platform with
enaiigh Hyhts on him to make lim blind as a bat.
The cops were sitting ontside the ring of lights,
wo they could sée Uie kid but he couldn't ses them.
‘The kid didn't Jooked scared or anything—Just
sort of plum, He wasn't saying a word either,
when tha cops fired o guestion at him,

Thn cops knew he had done the job, bat they
wanted & confossion, 8o they'd have o cloar ciss
npninat him,

“What did you kit thnt guy forT™ fired ona
of the oops.

Bilemoe on the port of the lid,

“Come on, speak up, IV go ensier with you*

More gllence. Theo oon aof the cops lost his
Lemper.

“Damn yoo, you sssified jookin® little runt, 1ell
us why you hit that guy, or T11 bat your cars
dewn,” he ahouted,

At that, the kid ruised his head. The desp,
blae eyes biazed with emough hate to lkind of
make wou waot to wilt. The cops saw then the
way o get abt him; so they bognn enlling him
gleay and pretty boy and nll such names, Finally
the kid crocked and, standing up, he perenmed—
a scream that made you cbill 1E sounded Jike
all the hate nnd madness & man'e soul could hold
was tearing Its way out through his theoat, Then
he babbled out a disconnsctod confession. 1t was
casy to pes At be was out of his mind.

The cops lonked sl sach other with a entisfied
mmile, and I could have killed ench wod every
ane of thom.

"Let's see. This rube's name Is Percy, ain't 87"
one of thom sakd, The athers laoghed a nasty

"That's n good oame for him' eracked &6-
other, “When we got to worl on him, he just
couldn't take i, Perey! Hoh! He's just a panty-
wlnt,”

The kid just sat there bobbling-—not seeming
to natloe what they were saving. and I left to
get to & phone wnd get the story into the desl.
Funny thing about that, toa; when T got throogh
e the deak, T couldn't seom b0 remember the
kid's first name; so I gave 1L as Mike, and that
wis the way it came oot in the eveolog editlon.
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The Perfect Plotter

(Or Gyping the Gendus)

By Eorma Mag Stesce

HOOD00
1a your name & Jing T
Are You Trying To Suocesed In Life Tinder A
Name That Miolies Others Daaplse or
Dislike You?

The way Lhat your nams loolis In print oF
pounds whan apoken will posttively make people
likke or disdilce you, It moy oven couse them o
despiza you and prove & ssrlous hondicap or aaset
throughout 1ife,

A Christian nsme, two of them, or 8 name and
mn initial, will vibrato in harmony with one sir-
name or be complétely ol of tune—a sour nots—
with moothor. ‘The combinontion, sven If in tone,
may, on the other hand, supgest a hod earrler
when a milllonaire’s oame |3 mentioned — a
wanher-woman in place of o soclety belle, or &
pugilist instend of a0 actor or author.

When To Use Our Mugic Name Book

1. When you name the bakby.

L When you declds om a lifa mate.

3. When you give names to the charscters in

your story, sconnrks, ossay, of article,

4, Before you choose your firm or husiness

nama, pon ar professionnl name,

B To eliminnts the Jinx from the names of

yor friemddn,

Our book cootnining chort with full instroes
tlons sent postpald for only $10.00. Jusl Inclose
the bill, dheclk or money arder and yoar name and
Adidreas,

Men'n numes we clussify as Romsnotie, Vidle,
Efumiinate, Weilkdlings, Rube, Comics, Genteel,
Henvies, Villnina, Roughnecks, Qunint, Odd.

Wamon's named we classify aa Papular, Color-
ful, Qunint, Camie, Drab, or Unsympathetic,

ACKEEDCRAY COMPANY
131 Keystone Strent, Auburn, New York
{ President Foolmors)

Han Josg, Callfornis
Febrinry 18, 1088
hello tar. foolmore:
| mm an creative gendl, o most important part
of the dr. halliday's scribbling troap, the only
thing of iis kind this sighed eout of chi 3, in-

closed will find $loco pleass send by B.O.B &
copy of yor maghe names book, for i think my
name s o hoodoo. o non-dee-plum might heep
my short stories from bouncing back and me
from geltlng o pervous bustdown. and more
chatcer mamaes will give more leco eolor to my
crenled chiractbara®

goodly,

n genius

" " O W W

Anburn, New York
Fabruary 20, 1058
Digar Gemlus;

Your ten dollers graciously received, I am
more you will find the “Personality In Names®
boak most sabisfactory for you in gour work,

Because you mre n good customer of ours, we
nre golng Lo let you in on a bargain, “The Pee-
fect Flotter” can now be obtained for ooly
7000 plun tax: Ti f8 & marvebous ioventbon de-
dlgned to ald young writers ke yoursalf. It is
nol & loy, but o scienlific device which will help
¥ou construct parfect story plots.

This Flot Genle will lead you into rich, unee-
plored flelds of pricelass Atary materisl. It will
boost your miod out of the mut—tit your imagin-
aticn from the worn grooves—give your thoughts
wings with which to iy out of elrcomrcribed tor-
ritory: It 18 the b=st collaborator ywou could over
hove.

Daon't wail for that rare Aash of genius. With
the help of this Plot Robot you won't have to
walt for your Inspirstion—for that “fire fn your
eye’’ If you nee intorvsied In this bargain, you'd
better net fasl; we only have o few lefl

Hincarcly yours,
Mr. Foolmore, pres.

Han Jose, Californin
February 28, 1036
dear mr. foalmore:
nm fetehing this To.eod plua tax 1o you by air-
mall becatise | wont to be sure not to miss out
on your amaziog bargan I pever had an jdea
that there was any such thing as & perfect plotter
but | mm exceedingly happy lo keow it thers
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ore lots of good momes for charscters in your
mnat exeallont maglc numa boals, but 1"we thiught
and thought but § can't think of anything to have
tham do. 1 can't think of oy plots.

#6 plefise send me your perfect plotter by air-
plane mail, | wmot my oagination lifted from
Ilve worn grooves, as you say, even if It does cost
#To.00 plus tox,

Ever,
the gonlus

Ll @ & & Ll

Anbiurn, New York
Murch 3, 1838
Dty Gearrfinm:

Inclosed you will find the "Perfect Plotber”
With 1t pou will have no trouble rising to the
grenteat helghts of liternry Tame

We cantion you ta follow detailed Instroetions
curafislly. Don't pinch or buckie the dise. The
bent way bo hobd it in in the hollew of your 1eft
frm, grasplng the top of it in your left hoand
Bpin It closing your eyes —three times to the
right, back four to tho laft, Them, job down the
nimbers you oblnin from the plot sobol.  After
you kaye epun out nine, you may rofer to the
index book for your correaponding piot oumbers,
The first disc mumber supplieas the locale; tha
weeond given the priocipnl mals character; the
third the Beloyved; the fourth the aobstacle to hove,
oto.
Every combination ereated by our marvelous
imvention Is gunranteed to be worknhle, It will
breal; up old suggestions:. A eattle ranch dossn't
necesanrily smggest o cowboy any moere thon o
unpgle nlways suggesis 8 savige,

If you have any difficulty, just write nnd teil
us, Wi are aleays willing 1o belp young writers
Binceraly yours,

Mr. Foolmors, fires

Han Josa, Cnlifornin
March 10, 1838
dear mr. foclmore:
received the "perfect ploitec” with open arms,
but it makes me hall leery irying to figure oot
bow to whip into shape Lthe far-fetched siteations
1 #pin out oo my robok
my hero, for exumpls, i85 & tomed —a dutch
pomad and his locale ig & farm, this dutch nomad
in-in love with o feminine trmpefe performer. the
problem 8 & puce wur threatensd by oppression
—mna, 88 o rase you want to look it op duty 1o
enuntry stands In the way of their love according

to your perfoct plottor (which i mm beginning 1o
numpeet in oot &6 perfact).

the complication b that ao (et love afalr
threatenn bvem of relief af & Joved ooe, the orisls,
oo, 1%, 14 that thore &8 & threatened baycotl And
the climnx b “whersin the enemy masguernding
nd & friend to the hero, mesta the person he lm-
persoonben’” new, oo, foolmoers, If you could by
nmy means lell me how this plob goes, § would
npprecinte it immonsely.

vou might be interésted in koowing | have my
charpcters afl picked out from your priceless
maghe names book. | have written down all their
Idiotsnernzyn ne you tobd me, Individualising each
one. bul my dutch nomed, [ enn't seem to mike
im Ikwe. | thought o few duteh phrases would
help & lot o §f you would get me the following
tnfo. | would be very much surpoised and kesniy
delighted even though | am inclosing §looo for
pxtrn assintancs an you sogeested §odo,

1, a fancy nams of & not go fancy dutch cheese

% two hundeed dellnes 2. chislers 4. cussing

B, yes, you're right, No, you're not.

f “the statos"

Hver,
the genins

W & & @ Ll

Auturn, New York
Murch 15, 1036
Danr Genion:

T not be discournged. If a4 plot assignment
given by the Perfect Plotter looks difficult, do not
digeard IE, The mors impossible (L seema to you
now, the more refreshing and novel witl be your
campleted story. Wo have held p trustes's mest-
tng to figure oot the plot you are haviog troubls
with. Tt 18 un excesdingly stmpls and obvious
gtory, Dom't glve up hops, just keep on thinking
nbout it. Maybe you forgot to "sleep an 10 be-
fore you started (o string it Lopether. 'We prefer
nob to glve you the answer now;: but If you glve
up, wa are forced to do so.

It is with the greatest of pleasure thal we
umslst ¥ou in chorpelesizing your dutch nomad
by msking our translator of forelgn Innguage io
auppniy you - with the following information, It I=
na follows!

1. a fnocy nums of n oot po fanoy Duatch chease.

ans: Edammer Kass (workd renowned)

2, Two hundrod dollars

mon:  Terds hondert gldens
3. Chislers
mna:  Ewendelnirs
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i Yes, you're dight. No, you're mot.
ans: Ja je heb gelyk. Anos: MNee dat ben
jo miet

B Cussing ,...ans vioekon 6. “the states
iy voresnigd staten

Bincarely yours,
Mr. Foolmore, pres.
e oo
Ban Jose, Calfornis
March 21, 1938
mr. foaltmore:

{ appreciate your duteh help, but my story 8 o
such a tickilsh spot that { doo't koow pearcely
whirh way to turn. | kave finally made 1t plaws-
ible that the lady trapezs performer and the
duteh pomad go swimming together. it i really
extra-romantie. 1| haven't docided yet whether
they shall go bathing in the ses or the crick, but
that doesn’t bothar me as much as the problem
of the story does.

your perfect plotter says to make a race war
threatened by oppression be the obstacle. duty to
country, If you remembar, stands in the wny of
their jove, tf you will please give me o hint as
to how this part fits Into the plot and tell me
whether or not | nm getting warm when [ have
them go on & swimming party, | would approci-
ake it very muahly.

Pleags pend it by speclal dellvery because the
eouple are in such o romantic goene os they piand
that | am tempted to let them end there bapply,
whila

1 remain,
tho gemium

Auburn, Mew York
Mareh I35, 1038
Dear Genlus;

If you end your story there you will hreale the
spoll of ths Flot Geénle, ¥ou can’t, then, hold us
responaible for how successful you are with it
Do not beand our “Perfect Flotter” sz unsatis-
factory untl wou have really thought the plot
through, The story is obvlous If we told you
how bo eonnect yoor mine elements, mll the ins
eplentional foree hehind the Robot wiould be lost.

We suggest that you ask Dr. Holliday how he
thinks the clements should be woven together,
PFleass try to do some ressnrch on yoor own pirt
Romember we have other customers who DPay
much betier than you who are demanding our
tima,

Hastily,
Mr. Foolmore, pres,

Han Jose, Califoroia
March 31, 19348
denr mr, foohmore:
idr. holliday doean’t Know. Gon't Reep me in
suspense any longer, | will pay you well. just tell
me whal does the dulch nomod do after he talces
the lndy trapexe performer o his orma aod
whispers endearments in her sars. eome on, how
shadl § eod 1% tell me, or clue Vil pue you ond
get my seventy dollars back.
nincerely,
the penlis

Aibirn, New York
April 8, 1936

Grenius:
Htop postoring wa, I thought you wors & gonies
in the ooly class of Its Jdnd ihis side west of

Chicagn. T don't know who Dr. Helllday ks, but
you ean tell him for me that 1 Shinde *§' ° "8&--'1)
i SODTITTTE (k—grere g e

(& — ISTTRE(& — HH—""" . trdpdp gt
Mr. Foolmore, pres,

Han Jose, Callfornls
April 10, 1036
foolmore:

1wl
PYaT,
dr. hallidny

Abraham Lincoln

By EATHELNE SANFOED

When God's ire cooled ot sight of Connon's pain,
He took celestin] elay and made & man

With soul attuned to heaven, hesrt to strain

Of earthly sorrow eince the world begen;

And Liocaln saw the way nor spurned the path:
But wnlled barefooted over moss and thorn,
With fortitude trunscending joy and wrath,
Rejolclng in the journey, yet forlorn

His face wua trenched with inward batties fought,
Popsessive wistfulnesns his chiefest charm,

And whimaleal hia veins of wil unsought,

His moods profound, yet ne'er foroboding harm.
Ha was 4 threnody of mirth ond sighs,

Whom mortalising here, God robbed the akiss
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Qualifications for a Co-ed’s Husband

By R. Carserine Gunn

ESSTE and I wore sprawling on the campss

In w warm splotch of spring suntight this
aflernoan, ond our conversatlon wound around to
hustands:. Why? 1 don't know, becapse Bagabs
and I have both decldsd to be “bachaior girls™
&nd live io & Wow York sloyacrapsr. She winls 1o
compose, 4md I lean toward scribbling, so we
st have solitude for outpat,

“What do you think the averuge college girl
axpects before she'll marry the man?" T asked
her,

Besgle was quick to aoswer. “Yoo really can't
=y much on Lhal score,” she advised, “nntil
you've first considered n ov-ed's reguirements 16
& boy-friend,”

“1 confess I'm dumb, bot why ?"*

My friend was disgusted, “Becnuse, doeso't o
zephyr become a tempest T Here I bagged har
not to po poetic on me. “And doesn't an acorn
beeome na anle 77 1 couldn’t see the point. “Weil,
A bay-friend becomes a husband, doesn't he,
opw I 1 wan beginning to catch om, and sbhook
my moddie.

*1 guess that's right, but I could never fgure
Butch & husband,” It was so funny 1 had to
lnugh out loud. "Why, Butch, he just conldo't,
ihat's all, and yet e makes o divine boy-Lriend!™

Bessle gol analyticsl, “What makes him a
divine boy-friend, may I ask?"

T lpaikoed up quickly nnd would have boen ready
for & scrap i 1 hado't sgen thal Bessie really
wasn't slamming Butch but just inguiring. "Well,
the first thing 1 notlced about him when 1
was introduced to him at tho Juntor-Benlor han-
quet was that he was big and looked athletic.
1 hate to admit that his steture and atmosphere,
mirely both external characteristics, were his
primary attraction at first sight. He was well
dreased, too. Tve found out since that he hos
few clothes, but they're good"

"I know,” Bessie interrupted, “yoo weat for
the pleats in his coat and his wwhite shoas!™

I pullet off & daisy's head. “Well, yes, overy
gmirl likes o fellow who looks like he's got monay,
aven If your improssed girl-friends rnum ioto him
lnter working in a grocery store. A girl's nature
15 just such that she wiobs o man that other
pirls think is o nice kid and yet won't ever toll
hia ‘nbendy’ their sentiments,”

T pouldn't stafd ba have a boy-friend whio
cotlde'l danee, ceulsd youT” Bessle put in. “Col-
lege life these days B8 jusi one dabnce after an-
other, ond you're oot of everything if youre
dragging arcund with o wall-fiowar."

“¥es, dancing i essentinl, bul speniding ia just
& fmportant,” announced one who knows from
past experignee. “Even if you don’t care so nrich
about going somewhere after the dance, your
friends moon begin to make remarks if your friend
won't go a8 far a8 the next one with his moony.
i courss, a feliow doesn't have Lo always act
‘sl but At laast he has to e & good sport
nbout fnances' and to sound more profound 1
rolled over on my stomach,

Beanfe had ber ideas. “Don't think I'm ailly
now,” ghe wamed, *bot . .. . I think s oy is most
interesting who sesms bo be 4 woman-hater,”

“But...."”

“Mow just wait & mioote I mean, T Hke the
etrong, sllent typo, the lind that Hies to throw
littie slams At the womsn, not to be smart, but
gincerely sart of horried by anybody who fiddies
and fiiaseg,'"

1 promptiy ot her know that I didn't fiddle and
fuss.

"Oh, maybe I'm vagus sbout all this; but just
wiit until you meet coe of the type. Tou'll eay
something you think |2 smacking of gemuine in-
tellectontity, and he'll just =it sblll asd look at
your little pag nose, glving it the credit for your
childish mind And take it from me bell theill
youl®

“Yes, I know one of them, They ussally smoks
4 plpa and go off by themsalves to study in the
mhade."

“Uh-hub, that's the kind; only you never hear
him talk aboiut profs or grades; yet he managos
to deow down & B nvernge overy Hme, 1 think
probably the silent varety 8 the most elighible i
my classificutionn for making good hishands o
a oa-ed"

By this time I knew our discussion was getting
somewhers, T would put Buteh under Bessie's
micremcope and ssg what he looked lke. “Wall,
when a girl atarte thinking mors seriouly abaout
this boy-friend, what do you think she looks for,
BessT'" T venturad,
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Three varnity men strolied by o the rear just
then; mo Hess dlan't answer fight sway. “Tve
dane guite a bit of rosearch wark on thin™ she
told me, and T undaratoosd, baving been 1L in on
her most secret heart for more than foor yenrs,
“I find that when you start fecling & Uttle per-
sonal about him, your views alter ton, mod I don't
il whok s pupnlu.rl:.r thouglit, wanting & mof
who cin eools and make beds, I bhes boen u doen
oo spender ever sineo you've koeown him, you
hegin to wish he wouldn'l be quite so rondy with
his money, ¥ou even try to talk him oul of go-
Ing dewntown after the donee, oow don't on ™
and she turned on me, T shook my kead.

“¥You're sl glad that the girls think he's o
nles kid, but you wish many a time he wouldn't
retaliate a0 glibiy. If you've n ploturs of him as
yaur hushand tn the back of your mind, you don't
enry @0 much sbout his pleated coat or his white
shoes; you get Hille electric shocks of joy when
you see blm ddwn under & car all gressy nod his
ahirt torn tl] his brown fiest shows throogh

‘The green grass rippled under my vision and
theres was Butch all over mud, like the day I
drove out and found him coming up from works
Ing in tee frrigntion dtch. His back had been
brown, tao,

The voice wenl on. YA givl that bes etudied for
four or five yoors to it herself for ssmething
better In Hie cnn't be satizsfiod at this stage of the
gnma with mers outelde appearances. Bhe's for-
fotten thitt he ance had to pass on the color of
hia shoes or the breadith of hin shoulders, Now
#he iA cobcertied Lhat this man she is going to
live with be more intalligent than the next fellow,
that he will be able to comverss with men on a
man's level. She dosm't core half so much now
whother he 8 & good dancer as ghe does that e
ls o good worker with initlative and ambition for
uttnining an executive position. A cobege girl
can't appreciate o mon who |Bn't educated. He
has to prove that he's edocated by hin beiog un-
satinfied with himseif until be has reached o
gual”

I brke in. "Ho should want security for hin
wife and family, T belisve, and his education
ahotild sland good for m ponltion which san ine
surn "

“A orllege-tred girl bop gaioed Indspendence
and u wide acope of usdesstandiie. Even though
love may kesp her from (e ghe fesls it her right
in u medern world to have gentlemen frionds
without belng chastised for (8%

I mgreed with Bessle thal no  brond-minded
woman eould be happy in this day and age with
n jealous husband, T pletured a wll boy whom I

nsed to know. He bad been pwest, but imponsible,
ulways aaking, "Who wis thal 7" when T'd speal
to boys on the street. Jealousy was so abhorrent

Beasie wna jooking vory seriols Bow, &fd #o
waE 1. Mo one would ever have guessed ot that
moment that wo were two of the future's gay
“bashelor girs,” husbandless and cnreless,

“A husband just has to be thoughtfol, tos! I
i girl glves up her cwn enreer to e hls parioer,
this shoukd werrant her recelviog nll the Mitle
nttentions & glrl desires in life. Birthdays, an-
niverdaries, nod hobldeys mean =6 much to the
nensitlve femining nature. T'd soon grow to hate
4 min who considersd cords anpd Aowers and
candy somathing “we can’l afford, even 1§ the
wilfe hacaelf volces sach an opinton,”

T certninly think you're rlght The litte things
nre what count! T remembersd how Buoteh had
brought mo o eako on Valantine's Day wilh some-
thing sweet in bright icing on the top, und then
thal sweel compoot oo my hirthday, dod, oh yes,
how could 1 forget the lamp and manicure pet
for Christmas. The darfing!

Beszie looked at hor wateh, *“Ges, I almosl
Torgot that I've gol 4 class this hour, an ‘ex' in
Fhilosophy too, Whew!" Apd she jumped up
from the fat place she'd made in the green. As
we brushed of cur skirts and packoed our hooks
into the curve of our nrme, Bessie said, "T'm st
wondering why you sulkd Butch wouolde't make
s good husband," is though she'd been thinking
mboul it for a yewr or more.

The motes T'd taken in Boteny Lab fell out aof
my bimdér. I few after the popor ao that Bessls
wouldn't have to hear me say that T'd sort of
changed my mind about Butch.

Let Us Go Forth

Lo

By Ensis Faxom

Lel us go forth, for the white gulla are whirling
Ovar the rocks whers the tdewnters Face.

The pipes of the mountalny peopls are skivling,
And I would be feeling the wind on my face.

Lat us go wading through broom snd sweet clover
Now while wo're young and the aky e still
clenr,

l'm'thl-tld; must go out, and the moon will roll
TVET,

And men must sesk rest when the desp night

in near.
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Woaterfront

By J. Wanren Bowens

Tﬂ!lnﬂ.rty green bay water alapped maonobo-
nounly agatnst the moss and bornscles on the
il of the rusty old square-rigger—rusly beeanse
she wasn made of atesl, The “Star of Creenlannd™
uprmt-d. the npex of salling cargo earTiers
with n stesl hull, hollow steel spars and mnasts,
Among the ships of the snlmon trade in the
arctic, she had held her own against all comers,
Bath in ppeed mnd tonnage, until stesm wrested
her usefiilness from her. Wow, As a ship, she wos
it nonentity, She won destined to spend the rest
af her days rusting and rotting wwiy unti] pome
hepeful junk man might think ke oould get
enough fron o pay for the trouble of junking
her. However, fust ab pressnt, her ot was
alightly differont from that of her sisters on the
mud-flatn wp the river.

The “Blar,” her rigging creaking slightly in
the light brecse, was tied dap, ool to & roiting,
dilapidated, deserted wharf, bat to & modern pler
In the buslest part of the waterfronl

An twilight dropped down over the ships aod
warnliouses of the waterfront, aod & cloud paesed
aver Lhe "Star™ lighls came on along har well-
deck, reveniing tho scrry siate of ber rigging,
nol culy neglected, bul dissembled, hanging de-
Jectadly mext to the mast, instend of stooding
taut to the rails. The steel belaying ping to
which the rigging wes usoaily  secured hsd
evidently disapjpeared.

Down In the well-deck of the ship o fow
fgiires moved about, bal a Aumber of men were
gathored Im groups speatted on the weather-
beaten deck; intsnt on greenbncks nid dice. Btick.
Ing ot from onder cont talls, and bulging from
bl pockets, indicatinns of a belaying pin might
bo peen heore and there. At one of the games,
whare the stmken were slightly higher than the
average, the unkempt cutensts wore o fittle more
intent oo the game A giganlic negro. a mip in
hie dirty shirt revealing the play of sloewy
mitse]es, shook the dice deliberstely as he gloneed
monncingly from face to face i the dim light
Giving the cubes n finnl blow of hot breath, ha
fung them defiantly on the deck with a hronthy
“Hah™ They molled n seven, Eyes glowmed, and
thors was A general uneasy movement of heavy
badien 5 the darkiess. The black mai, cons
siantly on the alert, nob even &0 much as lelsr-

ing an eyelash, slowly and carefully reached ouf
and gnthorod in the piles of bills and stafed them
in his pockets. His luck soon changed, however,
and the dice passed to o aborter, bub stochier
man-—a mun with a wids, blunt jaw, a bopaiesaly
bmttared mosa, and pmndl, vicious cyes,

‘When this man recelved the dice, he opened
hkim brgn maw to emit o grrgoobuns lnugh B &
desp, ubplessant volce, and to expose & fow
seattered teeth, Then, In n oDoanl tenng pe-
mindneent of backwoods districts, hBe bemgged,
“Haw?! Wal, uh rechkon as how youse fellers kin
lay dacwn spme big money, naow. AND wips
ut aff th' deck.”

Hoss of this gatg of strikebreakors, Jos Nash
hod n upigue position in all dice gumen. Although
knowing that mopey gravitabed his way whon
he rolled the dice, the men ususlly bet heavy
In order to curry kis faver. The “Rat,” g0 pamed
becauss Lie was o professionn] atrike orgonizer,
and hod deserfed the picket fine for the ranks
of the “scabs," fAashed his beady, narrow-sot oyen
at the menscing fgure of Joe Npsh, lioked his
lips, and hesitantly dropped a five spot,

Noxt to the "Hat" was oo ex-footbell player,
birgpe and woll-builf, ons Jines on the deck and
hin elbow on the other. He had been Jaughing
al an indecent jole when Mash spohe. He stoppad
Inughing, the smile disapponred, and he droppad
a bill an the deck.

The marrator of the checooe joke cnrried o
bioody bandage over one eye, an eye Lthat would
naver sed agnin. A cargo hosk hnd raked scrans
his face from the left lemple, mcross the sy,
slashing through the nose, to peter oot low oo
hin right chesli. A babd of striliers had cadght
him the provions Sunday when he had gooe
wshore to spend some of hin mooey. He had
been Jeft for dead Ina gutter of Chinatown,

Theee experieoces, however, hod been relegated
to the realm of mere memories in the pledsurs
of relating his “juley" story to the big youth by
his slde. When Nash spoke, be was inwardly
Eloating over the effect of the joke. Withoot a
word or lock of remorse, be dropped scme bills
of the deck.

There was one player, however, who placed
ofily & dellor agninst Nosh's dice. That man was
“Blg Jack,” the negro. He played no favorites
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The other players glonced beiligerently in his
direction, wod then punrdediy hooked to their
leader, Mush leered contemptucusly at the negro,
and rolled, keeping his cyes on him rather thao
the dice, They rolled a seven, He scooped In the
money, walching the begro. He kept rolling,
and winning, untll the men begun to leave tho
game, cleaned oul. Motiving thal the ranlm wers
thinning, MNash looked sround for oew vietioms
whom he might invite inta the game,

In n position of uttor repose, except for the
fart that hin head was propped up se he might
camalty witeh the game through haif-shut ayes,
& white boy in his teeos atiracted the oyve of
Nash na he pennmed the fdlers disperssd here
iwnd thers oo the dirty cnoves of Muymbar two
hintets,

Frecile-faced mnd pog-nosad, this yooth wasn't
besutifol, it to the waterfront gang he was
good-looking; s be went by the mooller of
“Hapdsmns Charlke.” He halled from the wide
whedl fields of o wvast ioland walley whero o
lahorer wis fortunate to get na much for a duy's
work as Charlic wis now getting per hour.
Rrised frogaily In a poverty-striekon laborer's
hut, he was early taught to pince m grent pre-
mium on money—the etandard of wvalue, the
gauge of worth, and the fonndation af swocess.

SART et you dn this heah game, i vou wast,
young feller” Before the ndvent of his present
suecess on the waterfront, Wakh had spent his
fife in comporntive isclation in & remote moun-
tnin district of the Bouth, and his new-found
authority augmented nn egotism which gaw all
things in the light of “I" and “me”

Blowly, mad deliberntely, Charfle answered, “T
don't think I care to gel loto your game, Mosh*
with o Hitle emphosis on “your,"” sod o note of
contempt, which MNash luckily missed, an the
[rroper name,

“Ba yousa won't play wil' me, eh 7" Mash koew
that Chorlle enrried closs to o hundred dollams,
the provious weel's pay, in his hip pocket, zenl-
ously gimrding it, entering no games of chanes,
and spanding never a penny neediessly.

Interest wan diverted from this tableau by
Hig Jack. “Dat dexh goes Lo any man that] jump
over Lthe alde o' dis ship wid hia clothes on,' he
pald, Az o dollar i foated to the deck. Tm-
medintely n buzx of discussion of the novel pro-
posal went around, bul for a moment no dis-
linguishable answer was made, por any move o
necopt the psoudo-challenge, partly becauwss of
Nash'a glowering presence, and partly because
the dryness of clothes was worth more than &
dallar in this gethering of isolated men, most

of whom had but one change of clothes, and all
of whom would go to work at dawn, swesting
snd hurrylng on one of the most exncting, and
nt the same timo most remunerative, of laboring
Joba In tha world

For a moment oo ong mude & move to aceipt
the proposal of Big Jack, Presently, however,
Handsome Charlle stood up on the hateh,
siratched, yvowned, and then reckoned that he
might jump over if ho wers allowed o remove
his clothing, A few cheers, Big Jork'n mssent,
nnd Charlie was stripping off his conrse garmemnts,

Handing his clethes to the negro, he adman-
ished, "You'll tnke care of "om for me, won't you,
Jaek T

Renssured by the smile In Big Jack's eyss ag
e poBwered “Tonsnh, ALl fake co’ o' dem,
boss,” he clambered onto the rall, and caredully
stood up o full helrht, the deck on ong side and
the murky waters of the bay on the other, The
erowid of stevedores moved ns one mon to tha
Tall, bringing & stray length of rigging which
they dangled over Lhe side for Charile to clumbor
up oo,

The erowd cheered as Charlie lenped inie the
blnckness, and vied for poeitlons om the Mne to
help pull him ek,

Jack handed him the dobar Bl YNow Tl
shoot some dlee” sadd Charlle, “but on ope con-
dition,”

"Wha's dat, boss?"' anked the binck man

“Om the condition tleat, shold T lose the dollar,
I get anothér chance. For instance, two dollacs
for jumping from that spar” Hebdsomg Charils
extetaded hin arm toward the baraly discernible
mnlnmast gpar in the gloom far above the hends
of the men an deck. As they locled wup, an
nodibkle expression of mingled surprise and fn-
teresl weni through the crowd, Wispa of fog.
flentingly wislble from the deck lighis, occasion-
aHy paased through the rigging, driven by a
mild broeze which also caussd the spars to sway
alightly back and forth, creaking slowly and
weriely.

Realizing that ha would share somewhnt the
limelight of sach on sdventore, Blg Jack se-
quladced, iownrdly smiling thal the boy should
gunnd go jealoudly his ioterest in the relatively
amall amount of money fnvolved,

In two polis of the dice, Big Jack had His doflar
back, and Charlie was climbing the rigging for
the gpar high above the hends of hig conirides;

‘When he rénched the big apar. thick as n telo-
phons pole whers L crossed the malnmast, Charlie
carefully stood up, hugging the mant. The cold
waE more apparent up hees, where the ware-
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honges did not shelter ooe from the wind, He
[lanced acroes Al the metropolitan city, Ut up for
theater-goers and night clob patrons, He did nol
grvy them, however, They were speniling money,
and hn wos moking it

Turning his syen from the city which he had
not seen for so many dsys, ba glanced down at
the decl, and almost lost his hold aon the mast
from the shock when he realized how high he
wiad, In the uncertaln lighl, men on the dedk
werg tiny biotches of darimess, with & shiny foce
pallecting the Ukt here and tThere,

Slowly Charlle crawled out to the end of the
mynviing spoar, extending far béyond the ship's
Hik

Grasping the wery tip of the spar, he peered
avar the ond, down at the gently moving water
far helow, It was so dork by oow, however, thal
the only slgn that he was not suspended over &
bottomless covern wis oo inslontnpeoos refep-
tion directly bebow him, which might have been
& bottly bobbing arcund in the woter, Hin koees,
gragping e spar, shook.

Coarcfully be hrowght himeelf o an upright
positiom on the end of the spar. He almost Jost
hin balmonce unbl be accoptomed himself to the
movement of the spar. A slghl murmur went
through the crowd. There wna pomething classic
In the nids BEurs, barely vidble, far out in the
nigist, sithoustted against the sky, something
ihat appeaked to even these rude laburers.

“Hay, Jack!™ drifted down cut of the might,
“How about five dollars? This is too far."”

“No sah. Yo' jumps, o' yo' pays ma two
dolinhs."

Chariio leaped Into the night, one hand to his
node, the olher pointed stralght above hin head,
The cold alr whipped by, the side of the ship
went by in a flash: an impact against the poles
af the feot, and bubbles wore golng by, upward,
alway= upwared, Finally they stopped, and staried
down, Charlie shot out of the water ke a leap-
iny fsh; he pvam to the dangling rope amid the
chonrs of the gang on deck, esgerly walting to
bl him up.

He had no sooner got o good hold on the
rupe than the men simrted noroas the decls at a
run, jerking him out of the waier. He managed
o gek his feel ngninst the mide of the ship, and
wulkod np Dilie & My on o wall, the rope burning
over the roil. An he reached the top, to swvodd
bruksitg 18 Angers betwesn the rope and the rall,
be released his hold, end allowed the momentom
to plve him the extra few ioches for a grasp
om Lhe eadl.

With a smile the size of his nome, Big Jock
handed Charlle two slver dollars and & towel,
noting the almost fanstical light i the young-
aler's oyes ga he felt the Mg colns,

Btnnding in & pool of waler, shivering, and
Lripkly wiping himsell with the thin tawel, Charte
bernme nwars that everyiling had soddenly be-
come quiel. Chirclle ginnced scross the deck to
where Jog Nonh was wiill sguatied st the scene
af hig game, soowling &t his men. “You-all betta
get ta bed. Ab reckon nh has wu'lc fof yo' to do
termorrn,"”

Thay quistly went below. Joe slowly ross from
his sguutting positicn, lesred delibsrately st the
binck man and the white boy, and swnggered off
devwts the déck, his shoulders swaying From side
to gide, his blg feet taking loog steps, slightly
suggestive of the mountaineer who waa the real
Jor Mash,

“Joe doesn't ke us, doea he, JoackT"

“Mo saly, Us's gob to stick tugethal, an' watch
oul ' dal den white trash.™

Descending the companionwny into the fope-
chatle, Rig Jack and Handsome Charibe found
the men in mo mood to retire. In the wenlk Lght
from the single globe in the cetber of Lhe room,
the men were vistble, sitting in groups oo the
efgen of the narrew beérths, some fouttering,
othars meraly listeoing,

“Dammit," protested the man with the bandage,
“I'd glve ten bucks for o good blg shot o
whiskey.”

“Me, too,” piped up the footboll player.

Hundsome Chorlle stepped to the ceniler of the
room aod commanded the attention of the men.
“Haow many of you will chip in if T go sahors and
buy n litkle whiskey 7' The snswer wos inston-
lapeous and nolsy. Billa flashed befors Charlie's
oyes, waved frantically by the thirely men. Ohb=
violsly, be woild be well compedssted for hls
time and offort.

Jack whispered in Charlie's onr, “'Dem unbon
men gonna kil you, bogs

"T'll take care of myself, No bunch of yellow-
bellied Communists I8 going to scars me'” The
“Rat” overheard the remork, and oose corner of
his mouth coried up cymically.

Handsome Charlle Jeft Big Jack in charge of
his interests on bonrd, took money to buy the
whiskeéy und a big-pocketed overcoat in which o
enrcy it, and disuppearsd down the gangpiank
late tie wirsholse. Al Lhe front doar, whera the
warehouss faced tha waterfront sireet, Cherlie
met the watchman, “Goin' ashore. Tnlock the
door, will ywi?™
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A product of the alums of the city, the grim-
facad old feilow nelther showed oor felt emotion
or interest in the danger which the youth from
the country was about o fnoe. He did nol remove
the cigaretle from his mouth to speak oor did
his lips move nppreciably. *Buare, T'H et ya oul"
He unlocked the door, swung It open, and con-
tinoed In m subdoed tone, “Comin’ back T

"Mlaybe—in about am hour."

The door closed behind Choriie and cliched.
He remained fn the shadow of the deor-jumb
and looked up and down the sireel, his meulh
epety na IF forgotten, the lps forming o letter O,
hils  oyelids wide, na if to Rt in every clue of

BT

About two blocks wany two pollcemen marched
back and forth in front of & warchouse., Across
the streat from the policemen, o few lurking fg-
ures might be seén heps and there. Otherwise
tha pirect scemed deserbed. Presently, Charlie
pulled the coat ciossr about him and sterted onugs
tiously mcrosn the street, avery ss=one alert. No
omne noticed him, and be disappaared nto the
norrow alleys of the gremt city.

Ko ssdner hod Charlle wolked of the “Btar”
than the "Hat" sppeared on deck and slunk off
through the shadows to Nask's cabin,

Omly & fow moments glnpasd bofore he returnesd
to the forecastie and Nash crossed the deck, went
towm the gungplank, sotered the worchouse and
headed for the battored pay phom

Mash's dinl rang a phone o a bosement gamb-
Hng dive pot far away, In skirt aleeves aod vests,
ave men, expressionless and motionless except
for the asbeolute requirements of the pame,
clothed o an aromn of cignrette smole, wulched
the cards, clips, amd esch other’s Tsces,

When the phone mng, oie ployer, withoul
taking his mind or eyee off the game, picked up
tha phome ond muttercd something into it. Hows
ever, he B3an ool on Rome samiblance of fnberost,
talking the cigareite out of his mouth, aod ks
eved off the gama, “TEsE oRime &ehore, & T—
‘Courae, there's no ose having him oo your pang
If he won't play—ER'—Naw, ya don't wentl &
bunch ¢ druoks workin' for yu--TYeah, we'll get
“lm—Joe’s place—0, K." Replacing the phone,
lnying down hin cards and renching for his coat,
he spoke to the other players. “Come on, gong.
Gottn job Without chenging expressions, they
eollected oo their chips, and filed out.

At Joe's, o freckle-faced, pug-oosed youth
wearlng & blg overcont attracted only =light at-
tention. He sauntered up (o the bor, boaght
twn quirte of hundred-proof whiskey, put them
in the big pocicets nnd wenf out

Slinking off down the strest, keeping to Uha
shadows, Hde wide, ayes roving, he caught the
impressdon of fve shadows emerging from the
dirkoess of & dogrway snoross the stroet, and
brode iobo i run, The shadown reselved into men,
kg,

Thinking fast, Chartle rounded o corner, &l-
maoat slipping on the fog-wet puvement, his lege
Tittdng ihe henvy bottles in his overosal pocliets.
An object, about walst bigh, at the edgo of the
ourh, loomed np, and he crashed nbo t—an ash
cun with o swinging cover. Cuickly he dropped
the hottles of whishey into the onti snd ran ob,
pleleing up his coat talls and bobding them woist-
high to give hin legs free play.

The five men enme pounding around the cornor,
Ong mun slipped, slid into the nsh-onn, ralled
o atand, and Kepl on, only & few stopd behind
his comrada,

Racifng on, around corners, up alleys, and
ngross falrly busy strests, a vivld but ubpleasant
vislon Hept dancing before Clarlle’s ayes, ming-
ling itself with the fog-obscored boildings— the
viglon of & bloody bandage umd & huge, bone-
dorp ganh ninoing dingonally ncross o mon's face.
The plobure of the face beckime very large, at
times extending from sidewalk to sidewalk. Ew-
erything else was pushed feom Charlie’s mind
mave ths pounding of feet, bocoming loudor overy
time be ran ok long an one strest, and diminksh-
ing whenever he turmed o corner, Mingling with
the pounding of feet was the poumiing of his
hanrt. He wos gasping, It woulde't last much
longer.

Rushing nround o coroer so fust that he wenl
off the sldewalk ol the desorted -strest To
avold slipping from too sharp o turn, he spotied
a high boned fence covering the front of & vasant
lok. He raced toward it, nod, lespiog, croshed tobo
the hurd boards, hls extendsd fngecd  barsly
ocntching the top edge of the fence. Pulling him-
sall up, he theew up & log, cought the sdge with
his fool, rolled over the top sod dropped to the
ground on the othar side, running as he anded,

At the far end of the lot, o door stood ajar,
Ruonning through It e Mocked over a tabls,
heard & Ohinoman sgueak “Wisnmatia 7" mo
through anofher door, glimpesd the counters of
same gort of retnll store and raced out onto the
sidewalk and up the strest.

When the five men reached the street with the
basrd fence, they loat teack of their quaccy, and,
after a frantie search of adjacent doorways,
went inbo on little Chinese candy store and used
the phone to enll IMansh, The dock watchman
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rotsed Che pang boss from his berth lo answer
the phoma.

"We ol "lm, MNash, De dom' H'] cass ran Jike
n scured rabhit,

Bwearing ma he oconmidered the unfavornble
fumn of ovents, Nodh foslly answered. “C'mon
ducwn to de wes'houne, Do “Sto’m Queen,” on da
yoddn mlde o O dook, leaves In two houn's fof
‘Bhanghai. Bhe's a o' conl stonmn' and needs
stolon's, D oeap'n’s offerin’ twenly-f' dolla's fo'
o oman. AW split wid souse an' d° 'Watchdog.™
AE he spolie the nlckbame, his eye wad on the
watchmnan, who, leaning aganinst the gulvanized
frem wall of the warshouse, o cigaretie drooping
from his mouth, a bored look in his oves, maoraly
naidded mesenk

"Youse guys git deown hea' on 4 double guick,
an' hide inside & do'. When & Watchdog leis
Cha'le in, youss kin ciout "Im on & bean. I he's
cirrying Bgua, put 'im aboa™d & Sto'm Quesn”

“How we gonpn get across de dom® strest?
e cope’l] Cink we're sirikers sinrtin® o riot"™

"D copn ein't closs € dis wea'hooss, It's da'l,
&0 youse kin sk’ lnk ' wis juis’ comin® £ wu'le
Git duown heah quicl, naow,” He put the receiver
back and refurned to his bk nbosrd ahip, o
matisfled smirk playing ahout ki Tips.

After g few biooks, Charlie realized that oo
lenger was unyone alfter him, and slowed down,
trylng Lo arient himaelf,

Heonring & fomiliar sound, e turned in the
dAifection from which tt ceme. "Choo,” & mitie,
ms of 0 long line of freight cars tnking wup the
#lack, “Choo,"

Handsoma Chirle oime Lo sight of the frelght
yaris, saw the bong freight tenln just gutting
under way, the little flagman's booth and the fAng-
mun himaelf, wuving tho rod lootern. “Whare's
it goln’, chisrt™

“Dwn to the big walley, Al ompties, Good
ehanes for you to @et out of this cily, son. This
Ia & ilntgerous ploce for n young fellow ks you,
Strilke goin' on here, y' lonow.”

“Yeah." Charlie startod for the teain, It was
Enining  moren tum.

Thinking of the nondescript shack that was
pome, Be suddenly atopped. He hod beagged
sbout the mooey be would bring bach from the
big city, The money he had Isfl with Big Jock
would beé encugh to malie him look plenty im-
porinnt in the syes of less dering workers that
hid simyed home, And he would have more
Than that Ha would have more when ho de-
Hvered the whiskey aboard ship. The long frelght
pullad oot withoul him.

Circling around through side-streets and alleys,
Charlie found the ssb-can whers he had dropped
the two gquaris. The esn having been partly filled
with pupers, the botiles wers nob hroken, Hs
picked them up and sturted off, o fanatical light
in Bls aves, grocnbacks fng b mind

The “Sinr of Greenland” hor spars creaking
Allghtly in the Ught breese, had for o oonaiderc-
nhle time been clothed in darkness and quiet,
the gloom ascentusted by & fog that had sprend
over Ehe bay hotirs before.

On the opposite mide of the doclis, lghis
showed, and nomerous sounds comn from s dirty
Hitla wealher-beaten Lramp sbeamer,  Tusty
strenks runokng down her sides from discharge
hisles, and nondescript seamen moving aboul on
the lust minute preporntions for sea.

The warshouse betwesn the two shipsn wos
gizlet and duel.

A fgure In an overcoal loamed up throogh
the fop and hended for the warehouse door, A
slight knock and the deor opened, snough for kim
to enter. 1L clossd, and for o fraction of a eeoond
no fgound could be heard. Then there wan a
sharp erack like the nodse when o batter bunts
n-grounder to third Quiet for a moment Then
the sound of straining bodics, and footstepe mov-
ing away from the door.

Within ffteen minutes, amid the shouts of a
bos'n's mate, the “Blorm Quesn” moved ints the
buy, leaving the windjammer to stand vigil alone.

Sonnet on the Traditional Theme

By Ensan Faxom

Life has become the grave and simple tnak
Of walking in o rushing drenm where dork
Uncertain fguras never paise Lo hark

To song ar genile words but sver aeic

For costly gifta. I homtred you too long,
Thinking o find you careful of my soul,
Hut comedy has piayed ita mawhish role,
Mdmmlk&um!dwtnmm.

Some day this verse will reach you, aod the
e

Wil sound familiar to your sated anrs;

Yat In your bitter refuge, hold no feors

For my relief from wou. I choose bo seem

Alool amd pace with wavering step apart,

Bearing your poiscned arrow in my heart
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Ogier Became a Knight

By Bona BraprErn

In days long famed when Charlemagne held awny,
There came, by forve, unto his court, a lad

To whom the fairies of foir Avalon

Hud brought rure gifla. They hsd bleased the boy
With bravery, with will and strength o mstch
The finreest foes His's fortunes would bring forth;
And, gven mors, to Ogler they had given

A it of peotleneas aod courtesy

8o rare, that even Charlemagne the Creat

Was moved to Jove the lad who al bis court
Stead surety for the homage of his sire-
Godfrey, King of Denmarle.

When, in time,
The father's love turned codd, snd Godircy broloe
Hia falth with Charlemagne, stern custom willed
Thet Opier should die, With naught of fear,
For confidence i youth's prerogative—
The lnd spoke forth: “MNot mine the blame for that
T maost abbor, & broleen faith, bat mine
The chonee to maks atonement. Daod, rovenge
Aloma 18 served] allve, yourself, my lord,
Wil be the served, And with such zeal shail 1
Your servant be, all men shall say, e'en Thoss,
Taouir envoyn whom T grant my father wronged,
‘A Dane can Weep his falth uoto the end’,”

Before reply ool comea, 4 Messnger,

In haste, {1 Hdinga brought: the Church at Fome
Was sore besleged by Baracens and Turks

Up sprang Duke Noymes. “Pray lel me, my loed,
Be fArel to go in ald; and let me take

This lad to be my sguire,”

“And what if he
Should fep te Denmark ™ asied the Hmperor,

inty lnnds and lberty Lo you T pledge”
Duks Maymas sald; and forth with Ogler went,

Upea o Wil o'erlocking Rome they pauwsed.
The Sarncenn most ploinly oould be ssen
Advancing to attaclc. The din of arms
Called to the youth, and Ogler begged the right
To ride to battle at Duke Naymes's slde.
The duke, nll mindful of hin tender yanrs,
Bade him to stay behind among the tents.

Dbediently the boy remaioed but gazed

With longiog eyes upon the plain below,
Where now with pride he saw th Oriflemme-
The golden standard of King Charlemagne—
Borne by Bir Alory inte the thickest fight,
Dailee Naymes he suw nmong Lhe bravest Jonds
Encircling Charlemagne and dealing denth
To Turk or Sarncen who vettured Deor
Their BEmperor, Ogler's heart baat high,
His master mnd hin lng triomphant rode.

Bat, no . . . confusion ceignsd; the ciccle brokeg
The Oriflamme wis wavering; it was down.
Chprdier rubibed his eyes in doubt. . . TE could

Not ba the golden stnoderd of the king

Waa down. Sir Alory, where waa hoT

Thare! But surely that horse’s head wos turned
In fHght.

Opter seiged a batlle-axe
And rushed sdown to mest the coming man.
Seiving the bridls of the frightensd horss,

He stopped the fiight and selzed the Crifnmma,
“Go, sownrd, go and hide yourself at home
Among the women and the monks, but leave
Thin banmer af the valinnt Fronks with me"

Blr Alory could pot reply, so goent
Hiz fear of denth, but unresisting gave

Tnto the lad his armoear and s hores.

A squire ot hond sesistance gonve to Gt

Tha armour 80 the youthful form. Tp leaped
The lad inta the saddle. The sword he grasped
With Ma right hand; the bamnar of the Franks
He held within the other. Straight into

Tha thickest of the fray ke plunged and found
His manter prinooer with other lords.

Thelr bonds he Joosed and hewed & way for them
Through ranks of Seracemnss that closed around
Thelr mobls prize. With visor down he rode
In Alory's armour &nd on Ajory's horse;

And everywhere the fos fell back dsmayesd,

A horror shook the Frankish host: Uhe lkng
Waa dawn; hils horse was slain, ¥outh needed now
The streogth of age. The guandians of his life
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Drew near. High woved the banner; gubck the
charge;

And Charfemagne beheld kis princely foe

Siain by his standard-bearer who, at bay,

Now hield & host to ot his motarch mount

Another Borse Lo joln his anxioos men,

Thrice that day did Charlemagne fnce donth;
And thrice did Ogier save his Hfe AL last
The Frankish host in victory drove the fon
Buork from the gate of Roma. The valiant fipht
Was aver,

"Call my etondord-boarer hore*
The king commanded, Vieored, Ogler came.
Ugir Alory.” the King bogan, “though you
A cownrd ployed at that firsk onset, oo
Maost mobly hive redecmed youurself. Most brave
And gemerous Alery, to vou T owe
My honot and my life. State mow, 1 pray,
¥our wish; for bo rewarnd can I count pey
Fur this day's work for me nod Franee. Speak up!
Which provisce of my kingdom do you want 7

Mo angwer came. The king and courtiers stared,
A pquirs made bold to speak: “Dear, my lord,
And this ia set Sir Alery you nddress;

But ona, 1 know oot whom, who ordered ma

Ta clothe him In that coward's armour while

He roised the Orifinmme from sul the dust

And he it ls who brought us victory,'”

Mot now tho eagemess to mct, iostend

A trembling seiged the valorous Ogier as
The helmet ha remeved and loell before
King Charlemagne, “Have pity, sire, upon
My father, King of Denmark, and Jel me,
His son, atote for his il desd; and lot

M2 be your falthful vaasal in hip slead ™

The king wes moved mnd hkissed the youthiol
Lrow

Of Ogler. “Anger han dissolved in love,

My noble boy. I grant you your roguost.

The sword of Charlemagne lenps to towch

Your shoubder, FRise thow mow, Bir Dgler

The Dang. Henceforth art thou a champlon

For Frabnee and Charlemagne,”

The Three Gift-Makers

—_—

By Enss Faxow

Between the wind before and the wind belind—

Halfway betweesn the stars and the deepest pit

Where the Anclent Sleepers guard the hemrt of
earth

Thred women st

One |5 robed in bright and brotdered sille,

And one has fragrant breasts and shioing halr,
And ome ig guunt and wrinkded, and her breath
Chills the sweel alr.

The first lays down her challenge—T shall glve
Gold to the women of enrth who covel power.
The second lnughe—I touch her barren stem
And it shall fower.

The third iz gentls, and her kootted hands

Hunp open unte wormen.—1T give beat

What all will need when colns and youth are
etk

I offar reat.

Tomas

e —

By Ensaa Faxow

When Tomes wos young, and his arms were stout,
He knaw where the outs and berries wers ripe;
He followed the roads, doy in, day out;
He loved his beer, and he Joved his pipe—
Of, Tomas wid & frolicking lout
As over the top of the day he went rollicking O!

He took blm o wife, and they astiled down,
And Tomas let his beard grow long,
Amnd he tilled his patch at the edge of the town,
And he loved his wife, snd hin sons grew
strong—
Oh, Tomus was 8 frollcking clown
As over the top of the day be went rollicking OF

When Tomns was old, and his knees were lame,
He ainlled for five hot drinks & day,

Bot he ute and souffed and lnughad the same
As ever before his balr turied gray—

Faith, the poul of him rose Hhe & frolicking finme
As pvar the Lop of the day it went rolllcking O
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Side-Door Pullman

By Ravmonn Warrace

IDING the freights ls ne Jonger Che hazsrd-
als performance It ence was, but e st
tnvalves risle enough to make i no pastime
for o alssy, Focmerly, obe “rode the rods” that
ks, oo the beake beams underneath the ear. The
general practice was to place o board scrods the
medhantam from ong #de to the other and lle
an it In thin position, all the dust and pravel
stirred up from the road-bed by the wind of the
truin's passing struck the cliodestise passenger
with stinging foree, ami unless hi had spme sbout
nadls through each eod of his board, or some
othar devics to keop It from slipping, it wns
linble =t any time to drop off and cast him
under tha wheala

This typa of perll I8 now past. Now ona ridan
un the top, In oo empty onr, oo the platform at
elther end of & tank-car, or anywhoers élsg that
suits hin fancy, except the engine, the cabooss,
or nside A laded cnr, The chisf dangers bo, be
denlt with now are the rallrond police nod the
difffcuities of getting on snd of,

Frefght Lraina do not, e pesenger Lrains,
truvel long disthnces aa one onit; they are usu-
ally brokes up apd re-formed ab every division
paint. As pearly as k2 feasihle, towns nboot
abe hundred miles apart along & stretch of mdl-
road nre gelectod e division pointa, and at ench is
loonted n police unil, oonsisting of one or mors
man, sccording to the size and importanes of the
town, The policemen yary widely o their atti-
tudes townrd hoboes; or Einerants, s the moro
madern word in HSome officers have oo objection
whatever to thelr riding the frolght trains, eo
long an they do oot breal foto seoled com; othern
are sadista who severely beat anvone they oateh
oo the train, talke his money, If he has any, and
throw him into gail, Thers i no very relinbls
way of finding oul just what lype of officer one
hse to deal with at the next diviston point, al-
though ftinernnts are very gencrous among them-
selvea with [nformation on this subjest, ‘The
troible with reporis from thisn sooree in that
they aro totally untrustworthy, being hesed on
nothing more factual than romor, imagination,
and wishful thinking, T have always found the
rullrond men themsslves—excluding the police—
f0 gilve the most nearly anthentio information.

Because of this uncertainty, it is inudvisabie to
get nboard the train right in the railrood yards.
The men who wish to ride wmit ot sems polsil not
too close—perhage a mile or so—from the part of
the yards whers the tealns arg made up, abd
climb nboord as IL goes by, Freight traims traval
rather ulowly for the frst mile or so, and ace
ustmlly oot difficult to boord. However;, AR arror
In judgment & to o train's speed 38 Hkely to
prove fatsl and besides, Chers o always the
danger of getting in the way of aomething tray-
eling on nn adfacent track

Late ong might o Kenrpey, MNebraska, 1 was
catching & Lrain In company with anothor fellow,
Ho atood bohind me, and swung on first.  Hia
bag, hanging from ooe shaulder by o short leogth
of rope, flew out wnd sbruck me oo the head,
knoeliing off my plasses and eatapulting me al=
maont inta the path of & backing swilch-sngins
o the next track. The crew of the engine apw
my miskap, and ealled, asking & 1 wers all
rAght. When T replied that T hod lost my glasses,
they backed the engine Afty feet or mors until
the headlight flumined the soens, and T found
them agaim. The train had by now pleked up
canpidernbie ppeed, but with the ald of the head-
Hght T had po dificulty in getiing on.

There are o few excoptional cltles where o
guch diffionltles are met with. In ope middls
western city, whers T was falrly well acquainbod
with conditions, 1 simply sat in the pissefijger
depod until the frelght came alomg, then walked
out and boarded it In apother town, a lumber
company which happens lo be looated at the
most favornble swpot, has put oot a bench for
the men to lounge oo until their train comes,
One amall city In New Mexioo is the prize of the
lot, When A train n belng made up, & eall boy
18 pent up to the salcon and pool-room whers
the rallroad men congregate, to gather up o
trutn crow. Whon he has collected o crew, he
wititen up such of the |Unersnts as may have
gune to sieep, nnd enifs, “Any of you guys goin'
easi T or, "Any of you puys goln’ wostT"

The best pince o ride on o freight troin is in
nn emply box-car, the doors of whith have been
loft open. Bomotlmes there nre no empty box-
cur, and the next beat thing is an empty gan-
doln, which 18 the type of car used for hauling
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conl or gravel, Even if one has to ait on top
thers is some cholee af position. Riding {00 near
the engine I8 unplessant beosuss of the amoke
aund rinders; too far bock is ne bad, becnuse of
the dust. The genepal opinion seems bo be fhal
abont twenty enrn back of the mogine 1= the
best spot.

It in inexpedient, when comiog into a town,
to stay oo the trafn ontil it setually stops,
Freights must begin slowing down soveral miles
before they coms into the yards snd the last
mile is uwsunlly onvernd ot a rather slow spoed,
Sometime during that lust mile 48 the time to
nlight, nlways taking care, of course. not to
Jump In Pront of anyihiog comlie along the next
track, I have seem, on mors than one cocaason,
& Tull Afty men clinging to the ladders on tho

sides of the cars, walting until the moment is
favorable for dismounting,

The last, and it moy be the beast, of the -
ulties one may encounter in riding freight traios,
proceeds from the others who are riding, bub It
iz & contingency Impossible to goerd against.
Itineruots a8 I have found them are not o class
who are looking Tor trouble; but they are men
who do nit ghrink from it and ih order to maln-
tain o plage pmong them, one mizet ba willing and
able to uphold hin own fnterest in aoy dispute
which may ariss,

Tulten all in all, riding freight truins is hardly
ithe ldeal modoe of travel; it is dirty, dangoros,
and dinrepulsble, bul it furkishes interestiog ex-
parfence, and & view of things which cannot
be had from aoy other anghe.

: Sermon for Sophomores

By Lots B, Wartneg

'OW T wait to talk obout women, Yea 1
know you decided mll about women o long
time ago, But that’s one of the things T want to
tall about. Had thing, decisions about women.
It'e oo Mand o moke the woman Ot the declsion,
Of oourse, right at the outsst we have to
recognize that women are & strange, unnscount-
ablp race of crenlires whose ancestors moust hove
all boen fomalos. They are valushle in thelr placa,
0f cotrse, Fot (U's senssless bo expect them to
do things like vote when they haven't beon al-
lowed bo vote for gensrailons

Strange an they are, and with sl thelr lmi-
tations, however, you onn get a lot of fun oot
of them if you can handle them, You've got to
have techmigue. Then It i&8 simple.

HNatorally, the firat thing is caboh youur woman,
The thing to do in 0 go alfter & girl who's al-
wayn gob o binch of fellowa talking to her all
tha time. Even If you con't sen it, there must bo
sametling the matter with o gifl who in alone
n dot af the tima.

When you've declded which ane you're golng
to flatter with your attentions, you mnaonge to bo
senn often by her But you aet monchaiamt, Tf

you haven't much mopey you talk of that frocly
mnd cestally withodt ssemitr to afttach any fme-
portnnes to the mattor, At the suma time, though,
wou must appesr alwads Lo be doing inberesting
things.

Then some aftarnoon when you aee pratty
sure shit his nothing to do, you chance o meet
her,

*“Hiynh, colery tips" woo sony. “How come so
Ewest and pensive ™

“Ho whnt?" she wnnts to hoow,

“8b what, ywoursslf,™ you coms right baok at
har. Thers Ien’t any answer to thal; g0 you
follow wp:

“You konow,” you toll her, “thinking fsn't good
for mirls, Males them ook like school teachers.

“Ihings belng like that™ yoo go on, “can you
think of any remson we shouldn't go down nod
mail Ehe mhow Gt the Cal. T Of course, It probably
isn't nmy good. But everyone clee hna sesm i
Wiy abouldn't waT

“Hesldes," you add just to show her that yoo're
really not Interested in her, “T haver't got a thing
to do besides work, And T oever do that™
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“Wall—" sha begins,

"We just left” you Anpounce That glves you
the first shirmilsh.

After that it ls mostly & matter of Impreasing
her with how much you know. The principle 1o
follow here in cafy, obee ¥ou get on to Ik

Tha fret thing to remember s never o let
yournelf get entangled In & serious argumant
Guerrilla tactics §8 the thing. A snipe sholb and
a quick relredl.

Homoone pays, “Womeon really have as much
ahilty an men'"

“Quite true,” you agree, “The number of men
o womin hns is the best possible measire of har
abiity.”

If you ean prevent ii, sever lef & woman éex-
preea an lden, If she does, you are at a disad-
vantage, You oither have to spres with her or
digagres with her. If you agree with her it gives
her self-ponfidence, thereby making  you that
mugh lers Important to her, IT you disagree with
her, she Ehinks vou giarrelseme, and at the
suma tima she thinks you less fmportant than
befare beonuse you Lale the time to dispate
with her.

The thing to da, of course, is nol to let her
hknow what you think about hor ideas. Keep her
puessing. Bul this tales finsass,

You must oot give the impression that you
did not undersiond her. If you do abe will doubt
your ability. On the other hand, you must not
lek her think you are broshing it aside jusl be-
cange it & here. You must counter with a quick
retort which secoma to give friendly npprobation
yet guggests that thers are countless phases of
the gquestion which sha could not grosp.

“Political aclence should e taught in ol the
mchonls,” perhonps she will sy

“Thit would surely be o greal idea” you ap-
plnud; "and the frst thing oo the progrom soubd
be to End something scientific about pelitica.’

Notice you say, “And the first thing—" To
say, “But the first thing—" would be to start
nn argument, with the disnstroos rosolts ol-
ready mentioned.

At thin polot the real danger of the situation
cregpy In. Now ia the tme you hove to kesp a
eaol head, or contrel of the situntion glips from
your hands.

Up to now yoo have bean matching wits with
the woman, Now the battle shifts to another
front,  You've got yourself to fight.

Litlle by lttle you begin to fall under the
delusion thet some of the things the woman saya
muy hivve a hit of truth in them. Bometimen youw
will get Ehe twisted notion that soma of the things

she wants to do are more important thas your
own ambitions. Timoe and agnin you will be
tempted bo disenrd lunce and Bucklsr, o any @
thing as though it were really mportent to youw.

Buch feeHnpgs are insidious. They creep up on
you, You have ta put them down resolutely. Hes-
itate and you are Josb

Kevin

By Eeuea Faxow

Kevin wan lilks the wind and the rain that paver
ASK tha Wiy

But go withoub the sign of & thought for any
way they go;

8o it was with Kevin that he never meant to stay

Longer tham & month or two in the place of
Ballinasioe.

From the fest of the yonr to Morymons he
dithered away hin tims

Bmoking his plpe among peacenble men who
cursed the price of meat,

But in the middle of Tueadny morn when the
mitrlcet wan at itn prime,

A bousled girl with & sidelong glanos miundersd
along the stroet.

A Hitle throsh in the berry bush suddenly flew
mwny,

And he that wes ap wild s the alr that noever
needs o roof

Took to himeelf o eaggedy Inas, and in the single
duy

Bought him & patoh and s white-walled hut and
n gont with an evi] hoot.

Boon every crenturs that flew or crept or swam
aroiund the world

Pitied Kovin straining his gyves for wanting the
fog and sen,

But o yenr [rom Tuesday he Kigsed the Inss and
sold the goat ind hurled

The hearthstons into the bog; sre now, thi
cloudn and Kevin go free.
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The Great Squeeze

By Epma Mae Strvee

APITALIRTS, communists, and Christiana

are & port of this wordd, but o capitalist,

a communist, and & Christion in one family s &

bit of hell. This T discovered Inst summer, after

T had beon guest nt the Lalgne estate for oniy
two hotirs.

e dinnar was hot; the diners were cold—
cold and unaware of each olher 08 only the mem-
bers of guch o household can be. Each was Jost
b thoughts of his own world, When this frigid
truth dawned on me, I censed my patite jabber-
g and parmitted my feelings to Hend Into the
ntmosphera. I shiveresd with the green gelatine
salad Tsfore me. The orlap, Il linen, which was
s0 ool to touch, woas reflecting o dozaling light
from e orystal chandeller ioto the faces of
Mr. and Mrs, Lalgne and their only son, Barry,
It wia almost petrifactive.

0Of n sudden, T imagined I could hear the scrabich
af Tolstoy's pan as he wrote the key seolence of
his masterplece, “Anna Kareninn”: “Happy fam-
ies nre all alike; every unhappy fomily 1s une
happy h Its own way."

To hide o took of pity, I took another gulp of
fee waler and sguirmed info & more comfortable
pasitlon. on my stiff-backed dinger chair. Just
then the mald minced jmis the dining room;
Guiltity 1 started; for she had aroused these
beings befors me from thelr trance, and I felt
that they were reading my thoughts,

Mra Lajgne's gharp glance followed my jaw
to my snrs. “Yes, you belong to this Hnesge il
rijghe.”

1 blushed with confusion, With an empty
chuelile she addod:

“Oh, don't take me wrong, my dear; I only
meant you have the family ears”

“0f ull tha childish remarks!" sospped Barry
impatiently. “Have you no tact, mother? Can't
¥ou s0e you're embarrassing the girl 7"

Antomationlly, the father thumdered in & busl-
ness-1ke toma;

*Mow, Barry, doat—"

Hut ho stopped short ns be met those snopping,
slesl-blue eyea of his son. They warned kim of
danger. Ho way sterting his “don’t’s" again.

Silence once more, Slence there was alwaye
when the three wers together. A stranger would
never guess thal here wns o mother, & father, &
son. Bot T was no stranger; and before my siay

wins nt pn gnd, I knew each individieally. Barry
became one of my beet friends. Tha thres have
had o strange infinende over my His,

The mother would take me driving, 8She was
living only for the future world. ahe told mo. Not
a Bunday of church bad she missnd for ten years.
Not unlike Theen's Brond, she thooght ahe s
making ber sntire 1fe a prayer, To God she
woold give “nll or nothing." Never hefore had T
sl A person bost o completely in religion. Amd
on ls charncteristic of old peapie, she conlinonsally
repaabed little phrases about her good deeds and
miintiy life.

Mra. Lalgne could not, however, speak of her
Godieas son in o tearless voice,

“Barry's mind ia twisted" ' she choked, “He
Isn’t like other people. He seems Lo think back-
wards. God knows T did my beat to gulde him
1 think thoms oollegs professors wiere responsibde
They beat eyvery ounce of robigion out of him.
He's o mondy nod rodical I doo't koow whit
‘will become of him!"

I discovered that Barry hated his father be-
uvilse he was & capitalist—one of the “fat boys."
Then, too, Mr. Laigne would oot permit him to
gu to BEurcpe to study. Barry knew that his
Inthar did pot trust him, ‘This mads their relu-
thomahip even more distant.

For dnys Harry wonld gilic in his room. Al
the while the sharp cllck, click of hif typewriter
could be heard far iofo the morning Barry
woull burfi his fealify dols artlobés—vory o
anes, too— for commmunistie papers. Poebry he
write; not Uis white 1ily bripe, bul lines for the
elass strugglo-— lines in rod fAame

Somelimes he would grow redbless, Cut of his
ro0m he would stamp ke a caged boar striking
oul for the woodd. His mothsr, svidenkly aocus-
tomed to these spells, would wring her hands
amd sfare out of the window afler him until the
Inst wisp of kis tousled red hair diEspppomred
drotined the corner. Two or three days-liter he
waould come bock quite himself again,

Barry relurned from ome of these rampages
the night bafore 1 lefl for college. His mother
had gone to the weekly priyer meetitip fo alfer
up Bpecial prayers for hor son. I'm afrnid she
woldld have had stmethibg else (o pray about H
sho could have overheurd Barry's parting sdvice
tiv me,
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He told me to teach myself how to write, then
barn for communism, “To have & foundation is
the makn thing." be stated, “And there is mome
mare tonerets thain thoss four black volumes of
Karl Mars, You will want to join eur orgunizn-
tion, too. Thase other college units are just over-
gEeown high school cluba®

On nnd om hie reved. He poloted scenes of
bimckest tyranny, Each word was the bittorest.
Ench thought was cleir-cut and sipoers. Ceald
Huoh conditbions actusally exist?

“Like Marx, you will find thal yeuar curtain
Wil fall, yeir holy of holieg will be shatbered,
nad you will have to And new gods for the vacant
flirine,” Barry continued, “Muoke commumnism thit
God. There ta nothilng else worth living for. Lend
your pen to the great movemenl to Bqueess out
the copltabists, nod your futire in writiog =
made,"

With his words resh in my eors, 1 entered
#chool lovlkdlng for m chanee to lend o pen to
trmp the wiwardry of capitalism--to follow the
footprintn of remction

Now, the college year is mine; and what dk 1
fMnd? T witnessed m Hitle strike for peace hy
students wise itched for o Julcy war. Instigators
of the movement wers 5 handful of adalescents
with o #keppy philossphy of life. They woren't
even old enough to rub s stubble of whislers
A potty warfare against absurd absiractions, I
witnessed. Thers was nothing on God's earth to
fight for, Thease lttle rebels wers sutosomens;
but they wouldn't ndmit it—they ddn't want to.
The worse conditions were, the better they IHiked
It I immeraed my burning forehead tn Mars's
big, black voluntes; bot my head drosoped; T fell
anlesp,

1 looked in wain for the force that was to
squesse out the “Mother of all Demontion™—
eapltailzm,

There Is that Marxinn axiom: “Religion s the
opinte of the people’ In only two or thres T
found that rommuniem was really thedr religion;
it kad drugged them.-deluded them with dreason
of lendership in the great cause, the Tinited Fromt.

And here wan the kind of journalism they
demnnded:

CHILDREN DOING WORK OF ADIILTS
E¥ b young workoer

Asm umuni, T woas picked up in the
“mbuve markel" with a group of other
workers and wad taken out to plek figs,

Of Lhe job thorg ware thres young
kKds amopg the wdulls. Two of them

ware pleking fgs and the other one was
varrying the full boxes over to the bonch
wisitre the women were packing them for
shipment.

Thesse kide were picked up &t their
bome nod wers supposed to haye been
Urolatives” who wers Just coming owt
to “help."

i T HEAR ROOBEVELT BAY HE
ABOLISHED CHILD LABORT

Ah! What dire tnfusties. This story ripped the
keary ouf of my bressl fee you oon imagioe).
What n couse to fight for!

“Thank yot, b, 1 tald myself. “None of such
stulf for me” 1 ecould mot fight & phantom.
Thire WA B Freal sgueste at college. There wan
nothing to fight for; and everything to lve for
Mo opg oould wanl more freedom of thought
ar spesrh.

Bummer will come aguin when the green glne-
ciers of vegetation on the mountaing diRappear
In: By bluzing =i, Summer, and I shall bs em-
burriased; for perhaps I shall ees Barry once
motd, He will expeclt io see me waving o red
Mg bl 1 nem ofil just myeelf,

Celt in Exile

By Erua Fawown

Ciouds lean on the mountain, and oold rain is
slnnting
Hard to the sarth wherson hrulsed fesl have
wurn
(1 patha to & hearthkatone, and my henrt is
panting
With & griel long berne.

Wind Wraods n the birches, and slest s onreening
COrver the ronfiree where quistness lies,

And L in & far land, must give wiy o keening
For o grief that ne'er dies,

Long gone from the glon amd the wee houss
within It,
1 nod the sons of my flesh end my bone
Bunt end 1ifs ‘mbd strangers as all men begin it—
mr]}l.rzr!lnd..nhnm,
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But Bettles, Old Fellow

By BarTon Wionn

"I MPHATICALLY no, slr”

“Nor onB you afford Lo pass up the excep-
timmal opportunitics that Gertbe Gulch Goid Alioe
offers you."”

*One woild think sBob. ale'

"I'm glad to ses you nee such a wide awake
person, My, Barbrook. In my business, one gets
to know all sorts of people, but 1 regrel to pay
fow of them realize the importance of thking ad-
vantnge of mn opportonity in its enrliesi siages'

“Om# ghould striks while the ron remains hot,
mir,"

“HEEactly, my dear man, Ono can not overs
emphasigs the imporiance of siriking while the
irom I8 hot. Tn fact & hob Iron §s essemtial ino sll
soris of busl 1 onpe F bar my brother,
who tsed bo be n blackamith, esying—"'

“Youl, slr.

“0h, yem, yes. | am sbraying o bil from the
sutect, but one should advance all the detolls
af an important bosisess venlire stch ns T'm
outlinitg to yo, Mr Barbrook. Now, as 1 was
mying, fow poople bove hod the foresight and
mentnl alertieds Lo take Aadvantage of the ipon-
chudd, fool-proof tovestment that Gertie Guolch
Guobd offers you. In fect if T were to be expliclt;
T wonld say that pou mre thes first gentlsman T
haye mel this morming who has the intelligencs
to see whot an opportunity thin really ia. 8o, io
view of this facl—"

This buainess hnd gone far enough. As o mattor
of fact, it hnd gone definitely foo far. Pesldes,
my back was cramped, Thess Amerlcans pot
thoir koyholes in such impossible jlices.

1 coifess that when I Arst took this opportu-
nity of finding out just what wns going on, the
shock of finding my own butler sitting in my
favorite reading chair and tallting in such o
munner Lo & complele stranger ahook me up & bit.
However, don't got the impression that o mere
pucceasion of facls stich a8 1hess woull chites a
Bartrook to twm g hair. At ooy rate, not Guoy
tleorgu Albert Barbrook, IL was really n misch
mira complex sifuntion thun firet mot the oye

Another impression that 1 wish lo correct is
that ordinarily I am npot eddicted to peoring
through kevholes, even in my dwn home How-
ever, one must keep himsell acgusinted with

the facte, and sometimes o BiL of secrel aervice
worle an tha sl helps to keop ong on his toes,
Ho Lo spesk

The moat disturbing fects In the cage were
thase. Tty the first plase, Beitles, whom I referred
to before me occupying my best onsy chalr, was
oot only doeing that, but wes helping himself
frealy from & box of my own Guucen Annes that
I hid purchased only the day before. One does
oot ordinardly object when he fOnds some oD
occupyving his easy chair, even o botler, but o
box of chgars 18 & box of clgars, and an emply
box bn quits worthless. 1 would have to be a bit
firm with him in this matter.

The other dimMurbing faol in the chso wis
that Bettles wod alowing himsclf to Do ad-
dreased g Mr. Harbroole. Now, I wish bo make L
quite clear that, although T do nat sy any great
clotms to the nttrctiveness of my festures, there
l& n certaln manlinsss o ms Lhat Attracls the
ladies nnd to be guite frank, it hos often jed to a
dedl of envy on the part of ofber men of my
neguiintance, 8o you fes that when the dedimitely
whpalatable cruntenunoe of Betllea hod besn mis-
takan for my owm, It would bave boen nt Jeast
decenl of him io set the mntter straizht.

I was fecling definitely pigued. The mtuntion
cilled for o bit of tactful taclicasness on my part.
I drow myself erect and relsed my left eychrow
ever go Jittle One must uss finesse in the matter
of eyebrow ralsing. A Friend of mine onoe fe-
murked that o gentlemon could be clther mads
or rulned socially by the wiy he performed that
operstion, and 1 bolieve he was guoite right in
the matter, 1 took n firm grip on the door koob
and poshed the deor open in o very dignified
mnnneT.

"Good morning, Bettlea,” T remarked casenlly,
and then bowed siightly to the visitor,

Battlen' binok sture turned out te be most dis-
oonpeerting. He scemed to be attempting to put
i bt of reproash in b Decldedly. it was not
the proper type of glance for a butler to be
Elving his master.

“Good morning, Pantwworthy,” he replied. =1t
redilly seems that you are forgetting something,
my denr fellow.  Tou kmow I told wou It wWas
cugtomary to sy ‘sbr when addressing me io
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front of companmy. Flense remember it in the
future."

And then s though thet were oot purprising
enongh, he tormesl to e strange - gentleman
sittng noeross from him,

“Paptsworthy is really o good egg, Mr. Smith,
He merely [orgets ocensioondiy,’ Hetiles re-
mirkod ppologetically,

It was o decidedly difficult sltuntion to mest.
T eould eee Mr, Smith, the stringer across the
room, pesring al me o a very questionabile porl
of waY, Boing mther quick on the uplike, I scon
dingnosed thin s being due to the fact that
the oxpression an my face was o Lrifs viacant.
1t wus pob that T had fMmilsd to take o every bit
of the sltustion, however, bot merely that T aften
took recourse to o mask of vacaney In arder
te Hide my true feckhings, 1 guiekly changed my
ginnce to ono of complete indiferoncy, Ome must
takie onea that one's talmt in not misconetried.

"Yea, alr, I remarked without thinking. Mr.
Bmith had quite taken my atieotion, and my an-
swer mulfered. 18 T had been able, T showld have
done s complete job of fleldng mysslf then
nmmd thers,

*1 shall have my bath in o hoor, Paotsworthy.
Tohank o' Bebiles dismisssd me by turning
bnck to Mr. Smith.

A Barbroolc ts never down. T mallied, sgpEaed
my shoulders and marched from the room,

Ths Interview had been most snfortunnie. Tin-
deed, 1t had been almest painful. Mot only hed 1
bean dismissed by my e buller, but I had besn
addressed ns Pantsworthy, 1 coulin't help but
rather admire Betiles' nonchalonce in handling
the situntion, buat Panteworthy—!

The |nference was obvious, In my younger
days, 1 hnd beon micknamed "Pants” by the mors
doring. This was malnly due to an unfortonate
exparlonce that had occurred Lo me one dsy dur-
ing school hours, but which would be botter
paased over now, Suffice it to say that 1 abber
the name 1L was gokye Lo go haed with Botties

T applied oy aye to the keybole once more
1 winced, Betlles hxd just Hghted anolher Quioen
Anmne,

“lh, yes, Mr. Bmith, As soon ss T get the
money you moy be sure of my finnocial support.”

“You'll never regret your investment in Gertls
Gulch Gold, Mr. Barbrook, And now I must be
going.” Afr. Smith held out hin hand. “Don't
forget to look me up when you'rs in towm
Gondbye

T coitld see they were making for the door, and
s 1 boat i hasty eetrent. Peaple seem to have
mich prejudices pgainst being Jooked ut through

wevholes, 1 woold keep my eye on Beitles,

“Good dny,” I beard Betlles comclude ae BT,
Emith's uutomohile drove aff.

For the second time 1 drew mysell up majes-
ticnlly. Drespite the hectic afternoon, my pakse
wag Still 1o gosd form, The obd smelf control bad
never deserted 0. G, A. Barbrook im times of
nepd, T dire sy T appeared a bit like s hungry
cal ready to spring on his prey, In fock when
1 had confronted myself with the large mirror
In the hatlway 1 did appesnr ddistinetly fellne.
There nré Umes when a command of ons'n ap-
penrnncs comad in decidedly cofivenient, I con-
fese my eye hid 8 glonm in it that wna, to putb
It milfly, foreboading, even to such & man of the
world ns Bellles.

The front dosr opened cautionsly and Betlles
nppeared, To aay that be appearsd is perhaps
putting Just o dash of the wrong interpretation
on thiogm. AL any rale, the door opened and o
few Beconds later Bottles was apparently inside,
He wna distinetly sbinidng. What T mean to soy
I8 that if he had besn o greyhound, or even an
ovarly nervous poblce dog, his tail woukd have
besn babween hia loge.

“0h, cheerio, Beotiles

“Yea, g

“Ho hum. Decent out, what?™

“Quite mo, pir™

“Your tath s ready, Beitles"

“!.r-ulI -1 A

1 sald your bath B8 ready,” 1 romioded bio.

“C¥n, or, ah, thank you, sir, however—"

“Well T

1P |t's quite all right, sir, T thiok T shan't take
it after all.™

1 maw that 1 bod pverything well in hond, &nd
st 1 decided to tench Betties & bit of a Joason.
I hauin't quite forgotten Pantsworthy, Then oo,
it wia anly on rare occhalons that such & good
opportunity as this happened nlong. Hetlles was
4 good marf, the kind that can whesdle anything
out of you he wants and then malce you think
he hos done you o fovor by sceepting it. There
weire timen, though, whemn be hed to be put in Jis
ploce m bit, if you koow whal T mean.

"0, come, coma, Hettles. I'm guite sure you
wunt your bath now. T've talien paiis f6 ses that
the water ia warm, Bettles, and I'm ready to
nttend to you personnlly.”™

“Thank vou, sir, but, ér, that 18, ah, yes, sr”

“Exnactly, Beitles, And youd may dispense with
the ‘gir." Just call me Pantsworthy, or hotter yot,
just Paots'"

“"Quite =3, ="
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“Hottles!™ 1 remindod him again.

“Hr, yes. Pantsworihy™

Mo noed ko bo so maticuloos, my dear Betiles.
Just emll me Tants,

“En, right-o, Frots.”

I sload up wery stralght, There was o ploture
of my great aunt Myrn hanging in the Jiving
room, What T menn to say, of course, is Lhe
picturs. was hanging, not my grest aunt, sl-
though she should hnve been from the beoks of 1.
At moy mate, what T am teying to get Across
il Ehnl the pietire left n very definite impression
implunted n those whe viewed It T remenber
st when 1 wans a litte child T used to drenm my
Ereat aunt Myra was sitting up on the throne
an Jjudgmenl day metiong oot pundshment. A bit
gruesame, to be sare, bal quite descriptive of the
old girl. Ehe wan m bit of oo sutoomt, or possibly
revornl bits.

I ifid my best to imitate the old desr, angd if T
o say It 1 din't do ball beadly.

"Thin Way, my good fellow,"™

Wa entered the hathioom in & silenl procession
of iwe, In my best soup and fish manner, 1 be-
gra to drawr the water, then pecled off my comt
whl begnn to roll op the sloeves on my sBlrt.
1 belkove the poor fellow had become quile humil-
inted by oow, but I was detormined te do &
tharough job of iL

After he hod been divesied of his chothing,
I mAt himself down in the middle of the tuh
It did seem a hit shocking to sée & man of his
dlgnity [n such » completely human setting.
However, it's things Tke that that do one good
after he's passed the forty mork. It sort of
shinlees old father time out of your bones, §if you
know whal T mean,

"Are you quite comfortable, Beitlss?" I in-
quired pleasantly,

“Yen, Puots, sir,”

“T afn #ure ol ore, my dear Bettien: It peoms
only foir thet T should give you a hilidey once
in & while, Sort of tnlce care of you, if you sen
what I mean. Chme should 46 it more often, eh,
Battlen T

“Ome might think s0.”

", yed, yes, Beliles, o be mure, However, I
doo't think yoo are guite comPfortaliles, Fmm,
Oh, of course, my good fellow, I'm s forgotful.”
T drew & Quesn Anne Trom my pocket. “Here,
Do try oneg of my ciganm. They're remiiy guits
decent.” I bit off tho end of ope and placed it
hetwean Iia teeth. T applied n mateh and stood
off & litke dirtonce to view the generil effect

It wad remlly good. The effect, I mean. 1 con-
fess 1 tiitered o little. In fact, if one must be

really truthful, T might even go sp far as to say
I gave & bit of o ronr; ¥From the ¢ffect it hod on
Betiles, T believe It must bave been quile a rosr
Bettles wns ahways such n peositive porsom, It
must have given his oomplexes something of o
shake up.

One shouldn't Jisdge me tos harshiy, thoogh,
You see, it's so seldom that one gets entertain-
mont Swch as this was T'm sure Diago Jos's
would give n great deal of monry for o feature
act 1ke It T must moke o nole and tel]l Joo the
next time I poe him. Bettles did ook so much
liks o guldfish In & glass bowl—Lhat is i obe
onn imagioe o goldfish with o cigar in his mouth,

YMow, look here, Bettlea”™ 1 assumed the hig
hrather tone, One has to use tact when Jdealing
with Bettles. “Jusi what was all thin foolishs
nens about? 1'm reforring to s certain Mr, Smith
il hie presence here”

Hettles was distinelly sl a disadvantuge. Obe
eannot be dignified in u bathtub, Especially when
one Laa a cigar in hin mouth and is being bathed
by his master.

“The pentieman i question, sir, came to see,
er, you sbout a cortaln investment known as
Gartie Guleh Gold Mine, Incorporated.”

“Yeu, Botlles, I know that. Ispecially the fact
that ha came fo see me, Also, T wish Lo remind
you that ordinarily one's butler does not enter-
tain in the best easy chalr in the room, smoking
hin master's best cigmrs*

I waa quite pléased with mysell. T am dure he
miist hnve beeo Etaken back m bit, especially in
the cass of the cigare. I'm quile s0rs bhe wasn't
awnre of my koowledge of the cigar spisode.
Howwver, T had underrated Battles. His answsar
kndcked my ego over o trifte.

“¥our cbaorvance |a moet admirable, sir.'

Flainky he wia referring to the business of the
ashole,

“Betiles!™ 1 admonished kim, at the same thne
serubhing him unmereifully bebind one ear,

“Y, mr

“Mow tell me, Bettles, Just whol was your
reason for iodulging in such desplenbhly proctics T

"Well you see, alr, 1 was awere of your Bvie-
sioh townrd this type of investment It woold
have been & definite waste of time for him fo
have interviewsd you, pe™

Yoy nee quite richt, my desr fellow, Bul that
dopan't explain why you allowed him to ses you,
thinking you were 1™ 1 observeéd his homely
featires more eloaely. Tt wopuld most certaindy
haye been decent of kim to have set Uds matter
strulght with Mr. Smith,
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“1 was quite canvineed of the merit of the
investment, sl

b, plsh”

"Yeod, sir™

T snid ‘piah, Bettles. Ono must oot bellova
evieryihilbng one henrs from everybody. That, I'm
sorry Lo smy, I8 ooe of your faolts, You hove
allowed this Bmith person to influence you inte
conabdering thaot worthiess Gertle Chuleh bubineas
A u soand investment, Think twice, Betlles, ald
thing, mod listen o the ndvice of one who has
bullt up 8 comalderable forfuns theeagh fpvest-
meois of & more sound nad Lis

1 was & bit winded, Howeyver, I had made &
rnther gpood mpeech of §f ot thot T was gisd
I hid comvinesd Betlles of bhls folly.

“Quite so, sir," Hettles remorked,

"So you see, It woull be very foolish to throw
your motiey awny o Lthat manner!

"Yea, sr"

“Eh, Beltles T I wion begintiog to smell a mmt.

I aald, 'Yes #ir”

1 bhdked off & ille and eyed him coldly, “Just
what &0 you mean, Haven't T abown you that
Gertie Gulch b worthless 7

I|Nq' -Il-l'."

I dare say it come to me ns semething of &
blow to hear him roply In this manner, How-
ever, a8 I have ntimaled before, o Boarbrook has
never heen defeated In his purpsss by such
triflen: I would have to prove my point through
mare drastic measures. An lden was beginning
o form o the back of my head, 1 belivvg I
muid befors somawhers that Guy George Albert
lig dilwaye dofie crédit to the family name and
upheld {ts troditions, I now had hold of § scheme
that definitely proved the fact

"Bettlen, I remarked as I held hia other ear
back 8o that T could cosntimue operations um-
humpered, “1 am golng to give you an object
leason.”

Bettles eringed noticenbiy.

"1 have beon planning to put a little money tn
Aimon Bone Stecl. As soon pe yan kove desssed
1 wish you would go to the bank amd drw oot
ten thouaand dolinrs, You will then see Hirrison,
my lwwyer, wnd bBave bim lovest it in Bimon
Bona,"

Bettles Jooked o trifle blank. It was oot un-
weunl, though: an T thought oothing of 1L T prio-
eaeded to expluin furthor,

“Now the resson I am haviog you do this (=
Lhnt you may bo put in close ocontact with the
metual basiness of handling a legitimate venture
In the world of fioance, Bo you see, Bettles, it
wiil do you & great desl of good. ¥You should be

thankiful to te in & position to receive such good
tutorshlp from an odd master of e game”

"Oine should, indecd, sirt

T ogled him & gecomdl, “Well, are you?™

“Yox gir®

I looked at bim gquite shirply. He ssemed
to be entirely werious, though, and so I come-
gldered the matber clogad. T did hops he hadn't
remembered the (Mdfield Ol venture which had
turnad out most unastisfactorily o few yoars kgo,
One gnnmoot go completely throough & successfol
business oirser without o littls mistake here and
thers, you lknow.

Thiz budalness of scrubbing one’s buller  wis
losthg s fescination for me. D'moguile sire
Bottles wie foeling the sume way about it =0 I
docided to borminate my ootivities o thin direc-
tion, A porting word of advlos was In order.

"Well, Bettles I began: "Wedl, Bettles. I
lopsr you have learned semething of 4 lesson
todny, Thers in still such o thing in the world as
respeoting  the vights of one's employer™ 1
bacled off ngnin to get o last minwts impression
of Bettles, I balieve I sald before hls pose wie
mont amusing. 1f wes If 1 ooly knew whene obe
could get seeh o pioture developed, T should hove
gons after my cumern then and there In oy
mind's e¥e 1 could see the fAnished pleture hang-
ing in its foame owver the kichen window with
the title, “Butler in Bathtub™ insoribed he-
n=ath it

In fact, T believe T mentioned something to
that effeet, but Beitles seemod to bs entirely
unontlhugiastic about the whils bosinass,

“Well; cheerio, Bebtlea,” 1 remarked as I backed
oot threeugh the bathroom doer. “Don't forget—
Slmon Bans—38 as in spinach, T o o™

Thi door closad most rudely in my face and the
lntch clinked sbot. There are people who fall to
approciats whot's bolng done for them,

& & ® @® &§ & @

“Your coffes, sir'” remarked n familiar voice
at my elbow. 1 polled mysell togetber nnd
apetied my syes Nine o'clock &d rell arcisd
BO BOOO cVErY morning.

“Thank you, Hetilea'™ T pulled myself inle i
aitting position, Then 1 noticed something that
shooli me & bit, Bettles was stonding with his
Ieft hamd in his poclet. To thass wha dd nok
Enow Bettles Intimately, this fact may seem o
bit odd, but nolhing to become ainrmod about.
Burh I8 defnitely pot the caes, T was alarmed.

“Yes, ven, Bettles?"

“T regret o inform yoo, sir, thatl a very uo-
fortunonte mffmir has ocoureed,”
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"Well, come, come, Betilas, What is IET™

“The newspupor informa us—"*

gl

“The newapaper Informs Ul that Bimon Sons
hag, er, us It says, erashed, sir'

"What? What & you mean T

“Your investment was fnsnelally  ansound,
Hir"

I lab thin little &g go for the prasent. Ten
thousand  dollars was condldernbly  more fm-
portant. than little digs one gets from  one'a
butlar. AR & matter of fact, 1 might sy that
thir subject of the teno thousand dollacs wias
decidedly uppermost In my mind.

“0h, 1 nuy, Bettles” My mind wos bn some-
thing of & turmoll, “Ghk, really, Betiles, Wo must
do pomething, Bettles ™

Tt seamss & trife Iate, sl

*You menn to sny that T have Jont len thiou-
mand dolinrs and there's nothing te be duono
about g™

"Na, mir."

I peered intently at Heltles. Thers speemed to
b2 no circles under s eyes, In fact, o seomad
o be guite in possession of hin faculties

“han you mesn we can do somothing about
T

“It nppears entirsly unnecessary, i

I groaned. [ bad n Seeting impression that
thesn mights at Diogo Joo's were proving too
much for & man of my yonrs. “Whers om I,
Bebties ¥

: ¥our room. sir, You see, it woa this WY,

P

mire

“1 say, Bettles, Tell me. Tell me anything,
bt ph Bottlos, pl stop  contradieting
yourssie,”

“Yed, sir. But 1'was nol conteadicling myseld,
hegging your pardon, alr. You see, yesterdmy,
nfter I hod gong to the bank, T committed n most
unforglvalle sin, sir"

My mnaturally alert brain was beginning o
Fumction agnin.

“0h," 1 remarked,

Batthes looked al me suspiciously,

"1 said, 'Ok, Heitles,"

“1 wae under that impression, sir. You pes,
ar—I hopo you will forgive me, sir—the ten Lhou-
sand dollers that 1 oblained st the bank was nat
investled in Bimon Sone”™

O 1 replied,

‘Mo, mlr. You see, 1 cafme doross Mr Smith

an my way [rom the baok. He wis most in-
EEbent-—"

I waved my hond to show thal 1 hed under-
atood eVerything perfectly. It wns & gestore I
sometimes used to show that T was entlrely on
ek, s to spenl

IIHEttI-“-"

Tied, mlrrT

"What does (Gertle Gulch Gold lEst at today T

CIL s up seven polnts, s

“Yen, Bettles, 1t would b I paused o con-
aktor the altsistlon. Mot that I hado't everything
ni my figer Hpa, but one must be oomposed Bt
all thmen,

"We shall guite forget the “Builer in Bathtub'
business, Betbles"

“Thank you, sir”

“1 Bhall see thot your solary i8 incroased
twenty dolinrs per month.”

“Yoil are mioal generoun, s

“But, Betiies™

“Yea, #ir"

I lowersd my volcs to o rich Basss Profondo.
Dot ever lel me enich you mcting in such &
contemptiblo manner agnin. I wish fo be most
emphatic In this stntement, Battles, and I wars
Yol Bt owill go hard vith you If vou do, That in-
chden the emsy chalr and the Quesn Annes,
Eettles. Don't ever 1ot me cateh yoo—"

1 won't, akr

Thoughts

By Banrox Woon

I would forgot the drenms of yesterday,

The brulsed and shattersd thoughts that go thelr
Wy

Are anly mocking aheaths; the sword s gone.

The shy is dend where yesterdsy the down

Rovealed the soorlet rhnpesdy of song,

And night has made s melancholy gong

Tha curfew of my soul. Now sl is black.

Bark still relenfless, memories drive me bock

AR even In the dorkest night the stics

Appoar to apy the wretch escoped from bars,

Wha, trembling lest his vory heartbeals sound,

Sinka down In cur-Hke fesir upon the ground,

Thus T would hide my mind from memories:

And lock the door to thought, nod hreak the
Kuyn;

And tuste the changelsss blackness of 4 void—

If only thus my mind eould be employed!
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MNinita

By Bagron Woon

Mesiean girl of the szn-tanned Aouth,

What are your thooghlis ns you greet the sun?
Mexican girl with plum-stalned morth,
Wil ls this dresm you are thinking on?

Lo it m wish for those sunny lands
Charsbed by you kb your doy of dawn?
You that ware young with astin bonids—
In this the dream you are thiokdog oof

Mexionn girl with Rashing smils,

Why do you gose at the sun sn ]up"!'

HBad nre your eyes. yet they laugh the while;
Ladghter amt mighs make wondrons song.

Tall, Hitle Mexican girl so sad,

What wre theso tenrs that dim your eyeaT
Gpeak, littke Mexican girl a0 glad,

What ks this langh thet gayly flies?

Al—RIL & Hght In your face now ploys
There where n blush surprised your cheek!
Those wiee bo thoughts of childhood dnys—
Mewionn girl with eyes so meek!

The Flowers

By WesLey DexTeR Goppox

The flowers you bairied with me
Wers fragranl and beauntiful.
You koew [ lilked Howers—
And of course one usually does
Flaco flowers on his dead,

Thie beauty of the Aowers
Huh perished,
Hven the fragrance...

1 wigh you had given me in life
A many beantiful things

To remmber you by as you did
Flowera when you burie] me here.

Wonild it have bean

THiTerent

Hnd you lnowm thal memaories
Are the anly things

That Hye in graves T

Dawning

By Evmanuti Snow

It is 86 dark, so maddeningly stil!
There I8 no sound, Bo tiny fringe of lght

To bring relief to this monotony,

To break the dreiry Wankness of the might
Alone, 1 cannot stop the fears that coms,
They glip in through the bWack air stenlthily:
I thinle: O, is death merely nothingness,
And does 11 end Kife with Soalty?

But dawning brushes up aoross the sky

With radinnee that fills my heart with laughtor,
JAond puddenly T know death is nod all,

That night is dark, but downing follows after!

Young Violinist
By Eanda Faxom

The birds have Mdden thelr songs mway
Fearing your gentls tvaley;
Young lad, so rare o meledy

Is youra that mever & man onn say

Where you hove fenrned i, or what day
First hesrd it sung. In jealouwsy

The birds have hidden thelr songs away
Fearing your aubile alchemy,

Young lod, Ift up your vial and play
And set the voloe within it free,
For all yotuth's love of life most be
Imprisoned thore. In ecataay

The birds have hidden their songs nwoy.

Road ta Athlone
By Enmes Faxow

T cannot eat wihille my chilil goes a-bepging,
Stretehifig Bla hands o the strange posserhy;

The whils that my Mabkbe (8 cold in tem breeches,
Tl not e warm though the henrtbfire be high.

Toung blood 18 hot from the sun of far places,
Yaoung «ves misl follow the birds on the wing—

But my lnddie has never o farthing to bless him,
And T oin scares bear for the kotUe to sing.

Christ, that the walls of my cottage were amaller:
Yot T mist wail Ll the sarth tnkes its own
Before I'll stop hearing my tad's wenry foolsteps

Trudging the highmoad that leads to Athlons,
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Clear Board

By Dhox Warporon

" LEAR BOARD,” called Bob Bentfleld to his

firemnmn wa they wwepl past the last main
line block signal nod hurtied oo towaeds Las
Vegas

Wumber 18, oxten fare from Chicmgo to Lon
Angeles, three minutes ahead of time, with Bent-
field at tho throtile, begun to sincken its fnst pace
a8 the traln entersd the yard Hmits. Tnder his
oxpert booch the giant engios responded Hke o
docile beast, obeying his slightest sommand. He
reached up and closed the throttle and cut io
the aip as the attia fAve “Chiel" orosssd over &
mage 0f switches leading to the stotion platform.
The engine, lke o beodbound, slewly picked ita
way aver the mnoy trocks and finsfly to the
atutlon Iteell. The clomar of the bell and the
Eleady whine of Llhe air brakes anoounced The
train's arrival to the town. Slowiy, yet stendily,
the traln moved onward; slower and slower ustll
it finally stopped with p shuddoring gasp.

Las Vegna, i blistering hol bown, perched on
the parched moontuing of Mew Mexico, Wil en-
joving a Lypical summer doy, whose simmoeering
hent thromtened to stifte all those who ehowed
too mich ebecgy, This emall, swellering clusier
of buildings wnn nlso a division point om the
Hanta Fe Systemn, and here e runsing orews
were changed on ofl emst ond westbound trakna.
Lias Vegae wid o product of the railroad, snd
the mojority of people living there were rails
eoad men. The Bentfields had Hved there ever
slace Bob hid worked on the Hoo, Thelr som,
Fete, wad born amd ralsed there, and now he was
ooming bome. He had leff four yenrs before,
detormined to bo un expert in diessl snginearing.

In thia respectk he had folfilled his highest
hopes. His grim determination had carried lim
through school, nnd be hod praduated with high
honare from an engineering echool in Chicago.
Hia high honors had gained him & positlon on
the Snnts Fe enginecring staff, He wos to be
wtathoned AL Laa Vepas In charge of the mew
iliesel equipment. Father and son bad como home
together [rom La Jusnta, next division point sast
of Las Vegas. Neow thot Bentfieid's run won over,
Bath deacended feomm the eab of his enging and
started home.

UWall, Dad, it won't be 8o long befors thil new
diesel job will be handling The Chisf. I'm

telling you, that engine's o honey. They'll be
able to step wp the schedule & good bit and save
& ot of monoy ton

"Thal diesel may Ge good on the fat conntry,
bt it will meot ita match on the graden beiween
hers and La Junta. Two hundred nod fifteen
miles of atiff grode in more than anything bt
sleam can stand, We gtill make pretty good time;
forty-scven miles per hour peoimkd hers will al-
ways be good time”

"Forty-seven miles per hour! Why dad, they'll
e running slow fralght nt that spoed sooo. When
I may lime, I mean real progresz Fifty-five or
Hixty's sabout what I hod in micd; that ought
to bo n fnfr average for that dissel.”

“Hon, steam |5 stlll plenty fast; fb wil be-a
long time before anything can run it off the
raile.”

*“Mot when you compare iL with diedel; take it
from me that baty's s honey, and ik sure ean
mtep! Why, coming down to Kansas City we hit
A hundred, roliing as smooth as & clock What
all railronds need in speed, speed al any cost—
and diesels the answor.™

“Steam can match that Why, on the run over
the grode Mve frequently bit ssventy-five without
Any effort at afl. 1t wouldn's be hard to keap up
no avernge like that®

“Dad, you make me laugh. Stenm  doasn't
stand o chanoe against diesel. Economy combined
with dependability and esess of operation will apall
the doam for all steom eogines. Why, any dumb-
head can ses where & saving of two cants per mils
on fusl along is tremendous.

“Your saving of two cents a mile menns Httle
when It s compared with other detalls. The
initial oost ie much greater and repairs are
bound to be more expensivie when there are no
tocls amid ahops bullt s yet, The only gosd that
dizse] can do is to force the locomobive warks
to build better engines.”

“The trouble with you, Dad, is you're leled,
but you won't admic it

And =0 1t would go morning, noon, and might.
Alwnyn the same argument, both of them falling
o glve 0 on any ohe point

Twao days Inter Henlfield was worlking The
Chbel up the Raton Pasa west of the long tunnel
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The sharp bork of the exbnist beal & atesdy
rhythm an the giant locomotive labored up the
stiff grode ‘The wailing whistle echosd amd
re-eihoed many times up the valloy as Beotfeld
cilled for s clear board through Wooton, He
pulled the throttle hack snothor noteh and alowlhy
the gnake-like truin gathered speed for the last
st climb. The drawhars creabood and atroined,
flanges shrilled loudly as they swiuhy fomss &
abort breidge to the other bank of a oow dried
up miream. They thumdersd through Wooton
ioing about forty. The tunnel loomed abesd Hioe
# ginnt draogon and soon stedlfed the whole train
in It8 Inky blackoess. From bers on the grude
wis all dowd hill o La Justa.

The Chdel shot theough Trinkdad, and all the
buildimgs wers o bidrred moss. Beventy, and juis=t
rolling nlong. Bantield's thoughts wondered n bit,
Btenm wam, is, nod nlvays would be supreme;
there was no other soswer, Moo oreal radlroad
man could see the day when anyiling but steam
oould b used, To toll the truth, Beatficld loved
hiz efgine a0 mich that any thooght of giving
it oop gave him a bit of o senree.

Number 10 poared down on the dingy depot of
Timpos. An operntor pesred from the dissly win-
dow aa the apeoding  juggermaut swished pasi.
‘The blinking lghts of Cthe miky ciAfs Wabe
immed by the choling dust.

“Hot domn!™ exclaimed the op. “somber 10
sure’s traveling.” He reported the troin through,
and the time,

Bentfteld eased an the nir o glow hor down
i hit. Thi Chief pmoahed inio o curve and
pame nesling off the tangent with o staggering
lurch, Away in the distance wan the town of La
Junta gleaming like a jowel in the lote twilight.
He poiled out hin watech—5:03. He was dos 1o
L Juntn, twenily milen asmy, in seventeen min-
oten. That wis ensy; he melsased the alr and
opened up the throtile, The trmio leaped nhead
nnd cnreened across the wiide plain, esting ap
the miles.

Al La Junta the division superintendent awaited
Impatlentiy the nrrival of the creck trads, In the
dlapatcher’s offios he sagerly watchod the swift
npproack of The Chisf. The blinking Lghls
cn the chart showed cleardy the train's rapid
nppreoach mod final eotennee into the yard limits
ond the station. He atepped out on the platform
and hurrtodly walked wp to the engine. There he
mirt his Ionge-limes friend, Bolb Bonthedd.

“Hay, Boh, I've gobt greal news for you aboul
thn new diesel, The hress hats have offored you

the run over the hump with the new diesol, and
on yem, 1 nimost forgot, ond an (noresse s pay.
How'a that strike yoo T

“The oew diessl” he mused slowly, *Ba,
they're poing to put her on maln Hne service
after ooe test muin. Yubh koow, Horry, I hate
to Eay Bo, DOl somehow T don't Teel right sbout
thot gas buggy. No, I doo't think I'Il teke 4R
thanks Just the =ame"

"Yob whut? My God! Have ye pooe mad?
Tt must be the hant, Hob, Do you know what
you're saying, nnd doing? Tou're turning deow
the bggest chance you'll ever gel."

“INo, T etarted on steam ond Il finieh that
wiy. It wan good enough to see me through
thirty wears of esrvice, and Il brest 1t the Fow
more years [ hawe left. Why don’t you give the
run to Haddock T He'd 1ike 1t

“Well, Bob, 1 thought you'd take that job for
wure; but you know your own mind, HEven so,
why don't you think it over for awhile T Moybe
you'll ehange your mind."”

"My mind'n sel. Thanks, But T'll take pome
other run, if yoo've goi It to offar.'”

"Bure Bob, T'Il give you that freight thres days
o woel, Mot ons much opey, but navertheless
you'll still be making something. Yoo may
chamgs your mind nter on; lot me knew i you do,
Twe got to run now; ses you laker™

A mwinh, A mimble, and a clatter, aod number 18
slvot paat the siding, kicking up o wild wike of
ihat.  The ohservation cor guickly disappesred
arpund o cut and ones again it was qulst. The
aignnl slowly fckered from yellow to o bright
oroan, indleating that the next ten  bocks
were clear.

An the slgnsl Mght faded to gresm, hogger
Hentfisld guve the whisile five short hinsts call-
ing In hig brakemen. Noxt the sngineer put the
reverse bar Lo full forward posibion aod cut in
the booster. The engine started suslly as he gave
the throttle n genble tug. The firemnn openod
the all regulator anothor potch, to inepenss the
jreadure,  The slack slipped from car bo car as
the 6if-var freight train began to maks headwry,
Bontfield pulled the throtlle back o fow notohes s
the engine jerked acrass the switch onto the
main Hne The drivers began bo feel the strain
of the muoy cars nnd spun furioosly. He eased
the throtils down & bit and opened the sand cocle.
The annd gave the drivers firmer footing, and once
sgaln the looomotive continned the task. Shewly
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nnd surely the apeed Incressed s the cabooss
slipped sordaes the ol baffer oot the main drag,
Bontfield opened the throttle wide, The air was
rent with the rhythm of the barking exhbaust and
nocented on every fodrlh beal. Eight., nine,
eliven, thirtesn, and flnaliy wp to S@fteen miles
per hour Lhe mammoth eogine led the pack, The
booster sutomntieally cut out st fifteen, nod the
engine gaspsid harder as 11 fought against thae
AT grade.

The next threp miles they covered in tweniy
minutes, gnd they slowly rumbled through Arriba
doing & bore twenly, He thought of how thees
days ago he had passed through this cluster of
shorks so fust that they were a mere blur, No
lomger was he at the throttle of The Chief.
No mir, oot any more; langer hourd aod kess pay
ware his reward for belng loyal to atenm. Yet,
he wan sHll hoppy, aod Ukat's whal countad
with him

Pete met his father at the rowndbowese and
startod to walk home with him up the dusty
aldewnlh. He notleed that his fnther looked tired
nnd worn from his long day's wirk,

"Dad, wou're & fool to take that damn reight
rup. Your sendority ought to mite better than
that, nod you Know it 1T you'd taken that dinge
that wonld have been gaft! no hard work, just sit
bagls mnd el ‘er rall"

L know, 1 konowd bot I'm heppy aod that's
whil counts with me. T want (o enjoy my work;
ne ong gobts any kick out of running that diese]
can. Say, she's due here some day this week,
i=n't sho?"

“Baturday, Dad; what say T mest you &t the
station and show you the works? Maybe you'll
changs your stubborn mind then™

"I bo gind (o look ‘ér over, sap. It's o dafe”

Baturdsy wis well on its way when Bob and
Pete wandersd down to the station, A neoall
groip of cliizens wers clustersd aboul the eall
beard rending the reporis on the new diesel's
run as far a5 La Junts. Pete and Bob maade their
wiy to the board and studied the information
thersen,

"Wall, Dad, who's right now ? Bix hours nhend
of saohediile and breaking afl records; that's whak
1 call ronl proof, The only use for stenm on
Lthat baby in Lo heat the cars™

"Six hours ahond of schedule; well, T must
admit that that's stepping. They could run
stenm that fast too, if they wanted to." He

seemed to be talking more to himeelf than to s
Aom, M1 ean’t pee why thoy don't do it

The argument fionnlly bailed down to an agroe=
munt (o mest dewn ot the stabion ab 7:30 ie
see the new diesel. Hob Bentfield arrived at the
roundlouss early in order to ses thot his engine
wis olay for the night fn to La Junta ot
KoM p,om. Ha crossed the repalr yord and torned
phruptly around the coal bunkers, and thore on
the turn tabie ho saw his odd engine, Number
GG was A renl beauly; o long sbesk boller that
fitted clogely to the ceb, A short, smug smoke
Wimcle thed pent forth n lagy, steady etream of
amoke, that climbod into the listless sky. The
gtant set of driving wheels dwarled Bentflald
@ e strode past, He locked up to the cab where
he bad sal for twelve years running The Olidef.

"Huy, Hentfisld, You're just the guy I'm look-
ing for* Tom Drake, foreman of the roundbouse,
wis shouting at Bol, “Toke 3406 down to Arriba;
they noed her down there Tton on the main
track] you've got piemty of time”

Pete Benbileld, arriving st the slation at 7:30.
prompily began Iocking for his father. A small
orowid hind aasembled, making the taalc m hit more
difficult. At 745 be gave up hope and begon o
wiondder what was keeping the oew diessl. Two
tragedias fnoone] e couldn’t show hig father the
mew Lradn, and most of pll, the traln wos lale
He watchsd the algnal toand il It changed from
yeilow to red, telling him the train was io the Jest
block, Finaly he heard the claron beil and he
witehed engerly an the train rounded the last
cirve; That couldn't be the new frnin; that was
n stenm engine. Maybe it win oo extm pection;
mo, that waan't I either

Now the rumhble nnd hisa of the panting man-
Ater was clearly sudible. It glided past Pete, whe
lnokod up into the cab. There, seated at the
threattle, was nhls father, Bob Benthall, with a
very lorge samlle on his foce. Behind the ginnt
atoam  emging wms the smoke-smodged diesal
being towed to toan. A smell of bomt oil ond
rubber tobd the tale of fullure to Pete. The diesel
hind birned it oo the grade to Arriba.

“The mdﬂ wWhRE oo much for 'er, son. She
Just upped nod burned clean up, and made n good
fire, 20 1 hear”

4 & & ¥ @

“Claar board,” called Boeb Bentfiald to his fire-
man s they hortled post Arribe doing sizty-
Gve  Wumber 20, easthound "Chie™ was three
minutes ahasd of tima,
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The Pipes Sull Are Sounding

By Emma Faxon

Thé plpes #till are sounding, the norih wind &8
Hlowing,
And follk nre for having a fair in Che town,
Bl I cannat dance to the plpes while I'm looowing
That you'll mever sece my niw russcty gowm.

1I'lf ot be forgetting the tuns that vou tanght me,
Tyor ahall T sing,
For the song in my throal has een choked sincg
you sought me
L coming of apring.

Far down the long road you are Fding and riding,

And you'll not return from the gay tindel town;

o I'll flee from the sound of the pipes And be
hiding

The hisrt in my hearl undernenth & new Fown.
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