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1841 SENATOR JAMES T, PHELAN 1500

Qenaior James I, Phelan hequenthed to the San Jose State Tanch
erd College the sum of $10,000, the annual income of which was to be
awarded to students for excellence in poetry nnd for the Montulvo
Cantest s spommored by him. The exsh prives mnde possible through
the groernsity of Ssmmtor Phelin have stimuluted a keen intsrest in
rreative writing throughout the collegs, There were over fosr humdre
untriex in the contest this yesr, The spooker of the doy st the Phelan
literury program wus the famous nevelist, Mra. Charles G. Norris

In the judging of material the college wis fartunaile in securing
thi aervicss af premiment crition: Mr, Arthor Chamberlain, editor of
The Overfand Maenthiy; Mise Loverne Wilsm, aesosinte oilitor af West-
weerd; Dir. Arthur Hicks, head of the English deportmant, Rellingham
Normnl Behoal{ and De. Antheny F. Blankns, profesmor of publie
up:lhi.ng. University of California. The English departmmnt wishes to
thank tho jodgoes far thair kind assiatamee in the eontest, Ln this issue
nre found the contributions meriting awards and honorohle mention.
Tlels lgane of Kl Porial, eontnintng the third wovend literary owanis,
= dedicuted to the memory af the sponsor of the contest, Ssnator
dumea [v, Phefan,
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S$APPHO’'S IfLE

The winds do not elgh e'er thiz boeawtiful islond

Bt sing ns they pass an mebodious winge,

And each river that sallies down valley or high-
land,

With voleas of silver, more liguidly sings:

The hee at his task in the blossoming flowers,

The bird in his flight through the gathering hours,

The woves in the strength of thoir maritims
POWERE—

Each with its ceparate melody rings.

For & singer, whose peers are pa few ps the
leaver an

A winter-struck tree with ita ribbons of snow,

Omee breathed her soul o'er this island that
grleve: on

The brenst of the ocean for doys long ago—

Whan lfe was o thing one eould feol of wnd
fouter,

Apil sin was not Indexed in scheduls ond roster,

And souls were not sold ke the wores of o
coster,

But grew into beauty as rose hlossams grow,

Bhe died, bul her wvoloe echoed on sbrong and
teathless;

The anthem of nature, it lingera ag fresh

As |t sprong when her songs left her swont Wi
tere breathless

As birds who fight wildly the fowler's swift mesh,

Wi hoar it In meuntain and beach and in river,

lts straime in the bhresess go happily ever,

It rustles in grase—and s silent—oh, never]

It puless s blood dees in feverish fesh.

Hud ahe sung in the dorkness of Europe’s grim
nges

Her sang had been sadder—Dbut scarcely as wisag

Or, now, when decndency seribbles its pages,

Her pnssion were worthless—her love would Te
it

Bot she lived n tha dewn mnd her voleo is of
T T,

The oriele’s warhkle first heund without waming,

The bent of strong wings that arlse, the earth
searning,

The sudden smotion in love's startled epes,

Oh, she les, now, alona whare the ecean is bloer

Than the grey oorthern waters the Kroken ex-
plores,

Or the seas of the south where the borgs wro not
fewer

And albatross skirt the most desolate shores,

Ehe Hes in the sea the Phopnboiune suiled on,

Tha e that the winds of the Odyasey walled on,

The ==a that the wrecks of Kelouri worn halled on,

The sen to which Herculed opened the doers.

She liea, now, alone on & bed in the ecean

With eornl around ber and grown through her
bones:

The henrt that onee burmed with eestatle emotbon

Mow heods net the witer und heurs not its moans.

The breadts thot were firm are spparant ne
langer,

The eweet supple thighs are net smoother or
slronger,

Wo kizz has the power to win her or wrong her;—

Bhe lies all alone on the coralllne stones

And Phaon—where is he—the stony-lipped lover

From whom she turmed, weeping, to give lo the
e,

The beantiful body it hlise waters cover,

Tha lowe that but death had the power to froe?

He in dead in his bier, all slooe and ontemded—

To the dust whenes they sprung arm his featores
doseended ;

But the songs of hin lover, mot lowed, are not
mided—

Tha waords of her passlon are dinmonds te ea,

—Albert Jahnnsson



THE DOOR OF DEATH

Tmpregaable] Your amuranthine strength
THzzelves tha woven af time that crash athwart
Your stygian or elysian rocks, aa noon
Dissolves the misty vepors of the duwn;
Inserutable! Forgotten melodies

Of Egypt's sleeping sphinx are better known
Than mny slightest mystery you keap

Behind the baffling allence of your night.

All patha eonverge before this terminal

Of life, snd theugh each soul demunds to salve
The spell of death, whan time han coma te ond
Uncertalnty, it gasps, and screaming tries

Ta turn oway the fulore—thal is past:

Far fear iz grestor than desire to know.

o

The fwwning devotse of Ged whe buys

The Garden of Hesperides with prayer;

Tha: smiling atheist who uilde his trust

On faneled plessures of oblivion;

The shréwd ambiguous ene whose heart beats
tima

Ta hoaven's kope, or hell's despairing pit;

The alwve of fule, who seeks surcense from
thought

By spinslean shrug and mineing attitude—

Each quails when life commonds his poassoge
throngh

The open door! No platitude on death

Can take away the dream of immortality,

And e the drowning man attempts to climb

The visloped steps of steaw that hang In air,

‘I'he soul wttempls o force the Doar af Dweath.

nI

Here Modes wrote the history of God: *

Hers Sappha enrved her name with highest song,
Anid Seeratss wrote wisdom of the wise;

Here Christ inscribed the flaming sign of Love—
And Nero hnchod bis name with bloody sword;
Here Innte burned his plea with love’s hel torch,
And Shokespere gave to time the grestest hlow;
Here Shelley, Chepln, Rembrandt, Hardy, Li=st—

Bt ull is dust, snd all whall diszppear!
And Bupphe's desp-etohed chrenogram

Shull flake awny [ke scird of rast on stes],
Tao leaye this finn]l monument onmarked:
The polished shaft shall slse alone and bare
When time wml testiny shall b= Ao more,

—Wesley Lexter (Gorlon

In which the post begins to imagine what would
heppen should Napoleon, resurrected, take the
chlef place in France,

In notsy Paris he who died, alone

And mueh fu.r:a]mu, on nn jEland bome

By green Atluntie waves, lles eve and marn
In solemn sleep, unbroken by o moan:
Within n monument of gilt and stone,

Hiw peopter from his quiel fingers torn
And in his gard na herald's pridefal horn,
Ho alecpe—but eunnot call his bed his ewn,

The follen emblem of & sunken stute,

His mouldering body is of France n prrt—

His life, a tassel on her thread of fate,

0 mighty one, §f you should wake and starl
Again from death (new wrmies moareh and wait)
Ta clusp the harlot, Burops, o your heart]

—Alhert Johansson

After they oll hod gone, she wenl again

Inte the stifiing shadow of the reom

Whure he lay dead. The silent, pressing gloom
Mnde emndbelight seom eold and full of pain,
Bl dured not Lift the roogh sheel from his face,
O touch the hoddled figure on the floar,

But eply stood, unmoving, by tha doar

And looksl nt him far but a little space.

Thon sk anuffed out the candle aml knell low,
And crmased herself, us she had never done,

And did it row unmindfully ond slow,

Fale in the darkness like o hooded non.

Humbly =he kneolt, and did not moon, nor sigh,
In the still grief of wonsn when men die

—lemn Vera Bmith



REPETITION WITH ELAINE

HE LODEETD like n sweet kid, 1 thought whin

I came inte the clags room, Thare wos a veeant
sent noxt to herf oo I mat down Bhe was sorl of
holiding her binder aguinst her bressis, and 1
guesssd she wos s freshman and moybe o bit
mirvoud. [ didn't look ot her too much righl away,
but 1 hod the impreession thot sbe wos sweet wmd
eort of prefty, dnd it felt good to be sitting there
Twaide hor, The profeisor cnme in affer o couple
of minutes and honded owt the enrds for os ta
it i, wmd T pretended that I dide't have s pen
with me and asked hor if 1 might use hers 18
an old gag, of course, aml I realized that she'd
soan it before, but it's alwoys ok; moybe Just be-
cauze it ln po obl. Anyhow it was eary after that

The eloes was English Lit, and Owlsley told us
hi'lf love the sylinbus ready when the cluss mel
Weidnesdsy aml ot us go, Bhe'd laid her hinder
down when she made oul the registration cordj
b0 I pieked it up and she hod te walle with me.
Zhe hud her nume on the binder—Elaine. T told
ber mine was Jock, and pretty soon we wers wies-
eracking boek mnd forth in the way you do when
youl meet o il for the Orst time and don’t knowt
just what o sny to her, Bhe woi gulek, 1 fourml
out, gpd she npprecintod my gngs, amd I began to
feel warm oml heppy the way you wro when
you'ra with somebody you like o lot and haven't
eeeni for o couple of wenks,

1 naked her if she wanted & elgarette, amd sho
anld ghe did; 20 we found = bench outalde the
quodl and gat dewn and smoked for o while 1
Hlkmd the woy she held her cigarette, and her
hanids wors pood, Tt was one of those tnosrtalnly
lovely early-spring daye, nlen to look at bot sort
af rold, We sat pretsy close together on the bensh,
and T eould foal hor hedy o little when b moved,
W tiulksd bock and forth ard oghed n ot
partly beenuse we were both o bit mervous, but
misthy, T puess, boeouss wo Hked ench other rght
nwmy.

Iraris wont by, ond T woved a hand at her and
it her go, bocaase T wanted her to know that |
wan wbill kind of sove obowt the night before. Sk
loolmd st Finine and half shrogged s shoulder,
which T didn't like becanse it seenmsd rather ob-
visma, and I esuld fesl Elaine stiffon o little be-
aids ma, T knew that she wanted Lo sak who that
wie sl didn't quite dore; so I talked about samp-
thing si=s, wnd pretty goon she bogan to lough
ognin, und 1 goessed she'd forgotion about It

YWhan It was sleven, she snld sbe hod & eluss,
ond 1 said 1 hod one, teo: 2o we wilkel back i

JAMES LAWRENCE BILLWILLER

the Enghish bullding, and T gave her her bindor,
Bhe looked op ot me and hestitated a litke nnd
=id, “Will 1 see you uguin?™ snd I said, “H yoo
don't, Il b wvery much surprised,” and sho
laughed, and 1 went on to my psych class and sat
down begkde Doris.

She wan nasty all through the hour whils Wat
som went an ahout the neurons, but for some rea-
gon it didn's bothay mo me moch ps it usually did,
and 1 found mys=elf thinking sbeut Elains in-
Ftund, Her vyos wers blue and very wihle, 1 re-
membered, and ghe had & cwte trick of looking up
nt you even when her eyes ware on the ssme leval
ai yours And 1 thooght about hee hiivils snd the
lipetick an her clguratta and tried $o remember
what shit'd been wearing. [ couldn’t nt first, und
it sart of bothered me, but after n while I re-
membered ahe’d had on & pladd skict and o groen
suedn lenther jackel, and T felt very plonssd with
myzalf hoesnse I'd munngped to think of It

When Watson dismizsnd us it twelve, Doris liad
decided o be niee again, and she teok me up to
her opartment and made o couple of =andwiches
nnd some poffes for Tnnch, After wed enten, we
stuelmd the pintes and eups In the sink ond sst
around talling ond neching for w while. It was
nlways mice kissing Dorlz, but somebow there
wasn't mueh kick in it for elther of us that day,
and I figured magho wo were both still fesling a
hit wnemey nnd resentful about the might before;
po T puggeitnd thot we eut oor afternoon elaapes
and go to # show, It wasn't much good; o we
st bock nnd kidded it snd when we cume out
wis bath felt a lot hetter.

The next day wos Twesdny, and 1 got up about
nimg-thirty and shavesd] npd had g enpof eaffes at
the es-op unt walked over to the library whore 1
wrunlly zaw Derels in the mornings. She was sit-
ting over in a corner tulking to Ross Arvumbel, 1
decidad T wonldn’t cut in and went out mgwing
tefling miysell thit it wesn't ber foult, but foeling
i bit hurt, beenuss she knew thit T always found
har tharn in the morniogs.

Om tha steps T met Elnioe going In with a
coaple of books, mnd she smiled very nieely nd
started to go by I stopped her and said thot she
should pover Jot me ses her guing into the library,
beeaaiss | hnd & prejodics pgrinst nll women who
rtadied, und besides 1 was willing to bot thet she
kadn't hod any brogkfast, She loohed pleazed ond
snid ahe hadn't] ap 1 took her over ta the co-ap,
wnel owae Juid orange Juies dnd tos and noeouple
af dsaghnuts wphoce,



I wos surprised how much bettor T felt for ses
ing hor, or maybo It was just the food. Amyhow [
stapped werrying abeut Doris, snd when Eluins
unid she had to go homoe and cloan up her nport-
ment, T emid I'd walk that far with her, When we
ot 1o the house she stopped, mnd 1 could =ee that
ghe wus thinking about the Dean of Women's
rules; s0 T langhed snd lold her thot the Dezn
had glven wp trying to enforce the secthon that
read, "Unmorried undergraduste women msy un-
der mo circumstonces entertdin gentlomen other
than members of their tmmodiate families in thelr
roomd, apartmenty, or ether dwelling ploees,™
yeary hefore, Bhe looked relfiewd and asked mo to
coma in.

Hee roomemate wis thers, o pretty girl from
Elaine's home town—pretty but stupid, for when
1 zaid to Elaioe thot I wes o congpenital knight
arrnnt, nnd that i anyone tebed to hurt hes, I'd
protect bhor with her lfe, the room-moete ohviousty
didn't understand what we wors lsughing at
Elnine made s eouphe of passes st dosting the
room, but when the room-maie went out to an
wleyem o'clock eluss, whe tossed the dust rag beck
of a chair nnd snt down boside meon the chester-
field,

Wa talked for & while abont collage wnd courses
and books, forgetting about being clever, lscatse
we felt more wsod Lo each other, T puess. Some-
times wo woaldn't say anything for n while, nnd
she'd fuy her head buck almost touching wy arm,
nmdl T'd Book at her. She wns awfully pretty nnd
viry hles, 1 thoaght, and T wnnted to kiss lses,
but I decided that it wouldn't be fulr; she was
omly u frosh and might think T won boing serjous,
and after all thers was Deria

Elaine: anlnd me to sty for lunch, but T figored
T'd stayed leng enough and told her T had u date
with a fellow for tunch, 8he holi oot her hasl
winid mnid, "You're nles, Jack. Do come baek" Her
hand was flrm like o 1ttle giel's hond} T eeuld
feel the tingle of it along my mroe T eaid 19 see
ber thie mext doy, anyhow, and thought bow sweat
har Tips would be aml walked back ta my room
and got my own lunch

After my Shokespesre class al ong, [ went ower
to Dnris® place and found her with Arundal. 8he
was paiting her hair when she lot me in, and 1
lopked Arunde] over, and he was pretty plessed
with himself. 1 didn't feel sove; 1 didn't gvon
seam to ¢are very much; just kind of dizzy and
wick. 1 stayed nbout holf an hour, and we oll wise=
erneked and lnughed just o bit off key, and than
I loft. Doris walked bo the door with me, lua\'l‘h‘
Arutidel in the Hving room with hin selfsatinfoe-
tion, Whon we were in the hall 1 said, “What
nra you teving be do, kid, give me o broshing ofr?"
#he pat her hands on my shoalders and soid, “0f
vourse not, donr,” but she didn't leok ot me, and
wa both knew she didn't mean it I =add, “It's
ole, kid, 11l be all right,™ T tried to fesl the wwy

B

n oy fs suppossd to feel uk o time liko that, bul
It didn't worky T folt dry and tired, and that was
all. I slipped her high scheol ring T'd been wonr-
ing- off my finger and gave it to her ond kissed
ke and said ngmin, *Tt's ok, and went put.

It was sort of funny aot feeling all crncked up
s I'd plways thought 1'd feel if T ever lost Dords.
I went home and lay on my bed o while and trisd
to think mbont Dierls and how I'd wanted hee, bt
T thangght abeut Eimine and bow pwoot hoer lips
mlght be, instond, T¢ didn't seem eight (o be think-
ing about her, and wondercd i 1% ever loved
Diorls wmd knew thal 1 had,

I went down to Murphy's for dinner sl met
Bill Worren thore, and we talked for about un
lowp, I wont here and read “Troiles snd Cres-
gida”™ and took some notes on it for Grayson and
went fo bod and clept g0 well I wan kind of
wahnmesd of mysell the next momning.

1 was a couple of minutes lnto to my English
Lit. elngs and enmmn [n to find Owlsley senting us
l|'|1hl1.'|.let[1.'l.|J!}', which pil Elaine several rows
iway from me, T Jeoked over ut her and smiled,
und ghe smiled bock, and after clons she waited
for me at the deor. 1t wna beginning fo raln owt-
wide, and we ran most of the wuy to the libeary,
The place wos erowded, but T spotted o couple of
voeant chalrs af the other end, nod wa sat dewn,
Ehe openesd her antholegy nnd mead the seléctiona
from Hinke thst Owisley hud glven us for Friday,
unid T protomded to be reading my psyeh, ot most
of the time 1 wotehed her, Sho waz n bt fushed
becnuss of the rernbng, and there weee ting drops
of wator in her hale fsom the ruin, Her hair wns
wavy nnd cub very short, mnd T wanted to pull it
pmitly mnd feel it agalest my fingers. After a
while wo walhad out and wtood in & doorway
where |§ wies dey nnd had oo cigaratia,

It was moict thers, and we dida™t say moch;
Just Hstoned o the riln, Onos in o while she'd
look up nk me and wmile, and whon she did 1 fele
ol and happy inside, When the rain stopped, we
walloe] ever o the English building, and 1 patted
ber on the shoulder and snid good-bye. 1t wan nice
touching her; she dldn't move when I did it but
Just left ber aheulder there, and I eould foel how
witin and seft it was

I went inte my psyeh class and sat with Bill
Warmn and a couple of ather fellows ovar by the
windows. They looked kind of funny, und 1 eonid
mexy that they wers wondering about Doris, but
thoy ware all nice puys; so they didn’t ay any-
thing, After the cluss T hung wreound o while o
ket Doris get out first, because I didn't fecl o
running Inte her, Bill nnd T went over to the es-
opand kad lench, and T looked ground for Blaine,
bt she wun't thern; o T gunssed she was enting
ot home ngain.

After lunch I went owr to the Dean's offics,
where they kept the student direclory eares, and
lonked up Eladne's progeam and copbed it on the



back of my stadent body eard.

Hhe hul History of England at twap e 1 went
arouml and wnited outside the room when the
claez was due to break up. Bhe came out talking
to some blamd Inl, but when she saw me dhe said
gual-byve to him nnd enme ever to me. T took her
hooks from ber, und we wolked over towand the
linrary. 1 wsked i she'd mean the picture nt the
Porumount, and she ssid shis hadn®t; so we went
upbown.

Wa sat in the Toges el were pretty muoch by
ourselves. After n wlille abe put hor hand on the
wrm of the sent betwesn h.l,lndlhnklt.,lnd
wi snt there just holding hands, 1 thoaght nbout
whit nosweet kid ihe wasz, and wondered haw ald
she might be and goessed st eightesn, We talked
abowt the things we Hked and didn't like, and we
were happy when we sgresd, which wos most. of
the time. When the news reel came oo nguin 1
plebend up ke hand and kispod 1t and said, “Come
o, kid, let’s bent it,” and teok her home

Bhe gekad me in, bot 1 said T hod to go homs
wnd get my dinner, sod kel her f she was de-
fng arything that evening. Bhe anid no; se 1
pukod ker If it wombd be o]l right if 1 come over
te study, and she said she'd like it

1 went ever nbout elght and Elnle was there
plone—ibe ronm-mate had gone to o YW mecting
or something. We studied for o whils, and then
sut hack oo the chesterfield wmd talked wod
listensd to the radia, We donced for & couple of
nambors, bat the rug was thick and made it awk-
wnrd, and it was toe much treuble be rell the
thing up. 8he dapesd foirly well, and her body
wia warm il soft againgt me as T held her.

Aftor n while she pleked up her history boek
sl suld #he bad thiry pages more 1o vend, and
1 tooks the book away frem her and told her she
wiznt gaing to, ond she renchad over me for it,
pnd 1 beld [t away with my right hand nnd pot
my left nem around ber wnd kiosed her, just aa
wo'd both intended T chouold, T guess. Her lipa
wezs as 1% thoughl theyd be—sweet and slightly
moist—and [ kissed her gently enoagh =a that 1
falt them tremble agpainst mine T knew she wisn't
misch uesd to being kissed; s afwer a while T
touehed the lobe of ench of her ears with my
Tips amil ast there just holding hor, with my cheehk
spninst here. 1 eald, ®You're awiully swest,
Elzine." nnd sha didn't say nnything, bat pt‘ulﬂ]
my cheek with her hond and slipped her bhead
dvwn on my shoulder. Presently we heard the
poam=muis on ithie stalrs, snd 1 moved over o
the big ehalr hefors ghe enme in. 1 stayed abowt
five mnttes afier the rosm-mabe perived, awnd
Elpine wallesd idown to the door with me when 1
ket 1 klgsed her twice nnd ssid, “Good night,
denr,” und she seid it afler me, heaitnting a lttle
gk i zhe were ropenting o lesson

We spent most of our time togethor after that

T'd wait for her nfter hor afternoon classer, and
wa'd alt pround the cumpus, or go over o her
spariment, and most af the evenings we'd study
toguthar or walk or maybe go to u show. T tooi
her aver to my room for dinner ones, but I conld
see thot she wos nervous and oohappy about it}
g0 T didn't suggest it ngnin,

It was kind of funny, I soppass, that we never
did mny really heavy necking—IL4 fust pol an
arm wround her und hold her pgoinst me sl
kiz= ber now and then, 1 wanted her, of courze,
but I eouldn't seem o really bry te make her.
Munybs it wes just beenose she seemed so gwlully
young and sweet, or maybe It wae becmuse T wns
o happy just being with her that 1 was afraid of
epailing it

It was about thres weeks after thet first even-
ing, T guoss, that she told me that some fellow In
one of bor elassea had askoed bor to = frat donee
il asked if [ minded if she went. T did, of sourse,
but 1 knew that I'd be erusy if I objected; so 1
said, *Nej go ahead.” Elaine said, "I wen't i
you don't wont me be, Jack," and 1 eald;, *It's
all right, dear; T'm not supposed to be jenlous,
am 17T

The danes was Friday night, and 1 went homo
that wesk-end. 1 got bock fo the campus about
three, Buniday afterncon and left my soitcase in
my roam and weni over to see Elalne, The room-
mate come ta the door. She suid, 0k, hells, Juck
—Elaime"s not here, ek Boyd enme over nhout
an hour ago and toak ber out for & ride”™ T eaid,
“Who's he? and sho looked at me for a second
end then sald, “He's the fellow who took her to
the Alpha Chi denee the other night” 1 sald,
w1l sarve, Tell her I'll bo back this evening."

I went back aboul seven-thirty, und Elaine let
me in, Sha wus wearing her grey formal, eub
tight umiber ber breasts. | looked ot it, and she
smid, "Dick’s toking me to the Corey Club o=
nlght.”

I said, “Oh, 1 gee ., . well, T see you fo-
mnrraw;™ and sleried 1o e 1 haarl har sny,
“Jmch" mnd furned sround and sow she was orys
ing. 1 put my arms pround her, and she put her
head down on my shoolder and sald, “Joek, 1—"
I said, “Hure, dear, I know how it =" Bhe hall
me tight for o mement, and her bedy was very
gweet In my nrms. Then she said, “You've besn
awfolly nles, Jack . . . Good-bye.™

1 smid, “Good night, Blaine

I went down to Murphy's for & cup of eoffee.
When 1 gave the guy bock of the counter my
nicke|, he sald, *"What's the mitter, folla; you
dun't look so good.”

1 aakd, “Nothing; got o lousy headuclse, that's
il

Ha sabl, “It7 ho ak in the morning, I guess”

1 said, *Sure; maybe 117 be ok in tha morning,™
mhid went out inbd thie sbnbbl.



SHADOW ON THE ALTAR

By Charles Leang

Bhadow on the Altar, the sasny winnlng first place In the sontest
thiz year, has boon neceptod by Ame, Conpequently the editors of Ef
Pwrinl regrot that they will be upable to print the moterial here, bt
they wish to congratulate the authar, Mr. Charles Leong, upan this

anustial distinetian.
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PEGASLIS NEEDS A tHOE

By James Clancy

CHIMERA

By James Cluncy

Th editors of Bl Pertal regret thal Pegurse Noeds g Shee ol
Chimern, the two ploys of Mr, James Cliney winning first and second
ploses respectively, could not be published on account of their length.
Each iz 4 three-aet play of approximately sixip-five papes. Chfmora

was suecessfolly staged by the plonyers of the collegn.

[l



LIMES ON THE
DEATH OF A GREAT MAN

Ha anid

Tienth

Bespectn the grent and small—
Alike.

What can hin pesition offer now?
Hiy were an well o pasper's corpas
Testordny hie woz a high hill.
Taodoy he is o hill washed into the sea:
Tomorrow his nama will vanikh
Likn grave-flawern,

Fvan now it iz on tongues

That nre docaying,

Dunth treats presidents
And trampa
Liko hrothers

1 replind:

Wonld you

Prefer to be n Wil

That felt one kiss of dawn,

Then sunk boneath the sea,

Or o marsh-dnmp mound of moald?
Would you

Talber b o bod that died,

Or the dost

0f n ros that bloomed?

We nre the only ones to lnow
Thnt be |5 dend:

He only knows he sleepse

I ukould rather

TBulld

One paper house—

Than never to have hailt

—Wealey Gardon

When be cxme home his wife was always thers,
Btanding beslde the deorway, locking out.

Ant he remurked with heavy eyes her stout

Tt body, and the rogged, groying hair,

And when they nte hn watehad hee th disgust
Whils she, unheeding, toek the greasy food,
Bemsing alome that it was hot, and good,

And sntisfying to & cortuin lust.

T folt again the touch of esol, white skin

And smelled gandenin and fulnt, swest smells,
And heard n woloo made up of many bella . , .. .
And paw himeslf o prinoner, shackled in,
&:ﬂlmly wandering about the mass

Which life hud fushlored to confuse his dayn,

—Jean Vera Smith

RECAPITULATION

1 havy seon joy In the upturned faee

0 s wandering boggar,

His smile with the sun full upon it

I have seen oy in & henlsmin's tramping
Ax b trod toward the chilly down—
Whosn heart his been flung wide apen

To ull the anrenlness of daytime's awnloning,
I have soon Joy in the daneing lights
That cosise froin soma mountaks ¥illoge,
HMeatling betweon the ailent protection

0 forusted hillsides,

I have séen joy in the fool's open guzo—
And the wize mnn's silence—

In the proud, patient suffering

Of child-bearing mothsrs—

In hopeful eyes

OF trusting young=tors,

I hove seon Joy In the rich man's ploating—
And the poor man's freedom,

1 have seem joy—

~Hut 1 know It not,

—HRurton Waod

CATHEDRAL

T eould not pray;
My =oul was full of a tumult of questions,
Bt T wamt Into the empty chuwrch,

I henvd slow, soft organ musie,

ot the organ steod quite dark and still;

And the cholr that sang the glorious obhliguto
Wons not befors my eyea.

I went inte the empiy chureh,
And the eong was in mysslf,

Hy the altnr was the fgure of o womon,

T spw her kneel;

Her lewd was hold within ker hands,

Frail hunds like gossamer wings of same
Ethersil creatore fulntly sutlined in the light
OFf the dim and flickering candboa,

I anw bir kneel,
And T knelt, tooj
And the sahg baoret into a chorns.
—B8adie May Sanor



Tzaiah 21:6—Go set & wotchmun; led him declare
whnt be seeth,

“You et o walchman on the wall [ know—
Whnt did he sen, and how report the sight?™
“He could not see ot all for lnek of light,

And could not tell u sound—the wind blew so."
“But did not star amd meon from where they go
Hiumine slightly, yet enough, the night?™

“Wall, be retired confused In great affright
From where I sot him pacing to and fro"

“Then something must have ooused his fear, 1
pray

You tell me of the marvel thai he saw

To drive him from his post wpon the wall."

ST you must hear; he sow afar away

The striding shape of Hopslessness, in wwe,

Go trumpling down the workl, nnd that was all"”

—Albert Johanssnan

When time hos eame for me to quit this earth
Of glren melodies and elysinn oy,

Mo fear of blnck oblivion shall cloy

My final pulse of eonsclonsmess—that birth
Unwound & chiln of golden yeurs whose worth
Thl:hdﬂl.lﬂnﬂhnfl:lm canmol destroy,

Though duest are new the walls of conquered Troy,
Still Hves the foct of Helen's andent mirih,

The mystery of life fs wot that |

May sometime live again to see o dawn

Degloy the elonds 1ike alahsster ships

Across the near horigon of the sky.

The mystery in thie: that I have drawn

A pingle worm responese frem your sweet lips,

—Weeley Dextor Gerdon

MELODY IN CONTRAIT

Within ona heart, a Master’s molody;

Within ane mind, s kingdom's diccontent.

Why must one strain bo starved and eroelly speat
By foralgn notes thul know no harmony?

Why st this seng of Life, endangerad, fles
From nll the greody joye that Life has sent—
Amnil, like & Homan alove, whom lions bent

Upon kin denth pursue, seck land that's free?

But =i, all deeds that Nature knows are rosl,
And ever sterling in thelr usefulness,

Parbnpe the melody that grent men fieel,
Entombed beneath eonflieting chords that press
It down, resembles most the oyuter's pearl,
Whose very prizan forms its beauty beat.

—RBartan Wond

A woman shall comprzs a man. Jeremiah, 3112

For ten dark years opon the Trofan strud

Men nnd demi-gods mact high

Wiagced bitter war while Helen enst hor eye,

From Ilion, ucrosa the blsady sand.

Faor halr Hke metal, for o fragile hond,

Veor vinous lips, and for o porfomsd sigh

Men gnye that life which ne man ean deny,

When denth hais signed and sealed hie eurt de-
i,

Bl ant within ber brightly marhled hall

Amd gmiled on Parls while life's parple shean
Was clotiing on the sand outside the gute.

Bl faintly heard the steely rallying call

And toyed with love as war possed on arsesn—
Her heart, the tender noorisher of hate,

== Albort Johanzson



THE FIRIT MAN

What I life?—a fronzy.

What is lifo?—&llnsden;

A shadow wed o fletion.

And the greatest geod s smull;

For all of life i= dremming,

And the very dreams are dream,
—nlderon, Lo vide ea snons

And who has told you that the comedy

in mot e, nod troe, ond felt?

—Unnmung, Miekla

HE EARTH was young In jts minsmntic

mirshes and Tronded forests  ewnrmed the
luxurinnt life of the new craation. On the arid
punkn of granite mountaing stronge grent hivis
niwchinl. Grigantic beasts yrozed in the herbage of
fecund plains,

God the ereater slepl. His pillew was the even-
Ing star, wd the Milky Way his covering, and his
bedt was the illimitable smptiness of space. The
oasmde winad that blew bee-pold between the stars
ruffled his solemn benrd, made of the tuils of
wandering comets, and disturbed hiz troubled
gleap, torning it new and Again into nighbmore,

Uj.l the ulh]:e of o voleans elimhed with infinlie
pain n creatare in human form, naked, steoping,
hairy, with receding brow. At his side crawied a
srpenl And behold, the serpent poided ths mon,
guidell him inte o grotip in the slde of the wol-
conn, gulded him to the innermost part of the
Eratin, where was a erysinl globe ns large ws on
apple.

Andl the serpent sald to the hairy, stooping
creature, nhowing him the erystol:

"Take kb, loak within, and toll me what you =ee.”

Al tha mun toak the erystnl bill within his
clumey hands, and, with dull eyes slmast hidden
bunsath Beavy arehes, peersd within the thing,
In whick ha suw mething but a murky cloudiness
Eimilnr te the dorkness of hin torpid breain, And
oo he mnewersd the serpent.

But ilw perpemt, transfiming the eye of the
savige with its penetrating regurd, said:

“"Look within, and tell me what you =00,

And the ogly erenture, stoopdng, with ltthe un-
dwrstunding, tarned again bin slow sves to the
erystal, anid Inoked within it long, long. And littla
by Hitle, ms he Jooked, the cloadiness of the crys-
tal elowred, apd he beman to peresive indistined
andl monfused forme, nnid things incaomprehensible.
And he aslosl the serpent;

“What & thi= that 1 see? What does iL mein ™

Amil the serpent made answert

WILBUR BAILEY

“Haow shoobd T koow? Look, and tall me what
yoo e,

And the creatire, savage, primitive, with his
halting speech, little fnmilisr, sml with infinile
pain for he lecked words, tried to tell the serpent
what he saw,

And nlways regnrding fizedly the lnmermest
part of the erystal, he saw unkmown bensts, tamed
by men erect, with smoeth skin, mounted upan
othor baonsts, And more curfous was that these
ertet men begun to tame the plunts, wed Gl the
earth, And that which even more fillsd him with
wonder was that these beings, mude sut of dust
to return onte dust, hangered for immortality aed
built vast pyramids and temples of marhle pnd
Imperishahle granite to lesve on the earth the
mark af thelr passing.

And all this he related to the serpent, with his
halting speech, little Tamiline, and with infinite
penin, Incking words with which to manifest that
which he had nover seen nor bmogined. And he
nsked 2

*Whal ix this? What does it meanT"

And the serpent made reply:

“How should | know? Look, for the eryeinl i=
the mirror of your mind, snd reflected in it you
sew the emhryes which are already germinnting in
your lorpid brain®™

“Hot what can thess strange things be? What
do they mean "

“How =shoukll I knew? Do you ses them In the
erystnl? Then they are to be. Look, and tell me
what you =ee”

And the oreature in human form, doll, mmeul-
fured, erouching over the erystal, turned ngain o
look within it, and he looked long, long. And little
By little the muddy clowliness of its translueonse
begun to elear, and he smw besrded men whe
walked together among the olives, seeking truth,
Amd he pnw & superh flowering of the intellect,
gl of the arts of benwty, Amd then lw began to
hopr romors, confused and vague—the tramp of
marching legtone, and the weeping of women.

Buddenly the eryetnl boenme elear and lomipos-:
cenit. Within it danesd the fgnils fatuus. Letters of
Hght appeared, paying:

1 Hory to Gad in the highest,
Amd on enrth peacs,
Good will toward nsen.

And there was n man of genthe mien, whe went
nbout doing good, And becanse he taught men
inve, thoy hung him from (wo crossed hars of



wood, But his mark remnined on the enrth Bo had
trod.

And the legions marched and marched again,
whilo the lnminescence of the crystal poled, wnd
In the darkness passed rongh borsemen scourging
the foee of the earth, And this endured long,
while sn the earth were hunger and pestilence aml
Ehndows.

But the erenture in human formn, savage, rade,
hairy, peoring within the erystal ball, behsld ris-
ing out of the choos nations, and pooples, and
nciences. And that which sesmed most strange to
him was that this natlons wsed the sei of the

and menneing gesture, the eronture demanded

“hAsid i thin all? Was ft for this you brought me
here, to sen In thie globe only the dorkness that
ig in my mind?

Hut the serpent answersl:

"Turn again, O mas of litde anderstanding,
The future lies within the shadows of your slug-
gizh broin. Regued the cryetal, and tell me what
,un mll

And the hairy, crouching flgnre tarned once
more his heavy oyes upon the ceyatal ball, wud
sullenly rogarded it murky shodows, Long he
lpaked, while he seemed to hear as from far awsg

peoples to destroy one another. For fn all that
time Lhere wns seon in the baekground a legeml,
writtan in lottars of Light:

Yizlory to God in the highest,
And on sarth peace,
Good will townrd men.

And the man, uncouth, halry, with his halting
speech, Hitlo famillar, and with infinite pain, for
he lncked not only words bot undorctanding of
that which ke reloted tricd to deseribs it oll fo
the ustote serpont.

But whon he turned his gaze again upan the
erystal, mirror of the embryce porminatiag ia the
mutrix of his mind, the Jdvas that wers one doy
to olothe themealves in mnterial form, b foand
it onee more full of o murky eloudiness, And ke
licked lomg, lomg, und saw mething mere than
Nickering glenme of lght smeong dork shadows,
whonee eould be henrd o confused rumor of frons,
and of legions trompling the earth.

And turning apen the ssrpent with hitter words

the clashing of irons and the tramp of booted feet,
ami the wailing ef ehlidren and mothere. And all
was darkmiss, save for o legead, handly visible in
the Innermost part of tho crystad, and beside it
unother, which he saw ns Tor the fiest time wnd
yat knew that iE had always beon there:

" Y shall know tho truth
Al the truth shall muke you frens

And as he looked tho fight grow slowly brightes,
prd the rumors censed, wd Little by fittle o groen
and heppy world appesced. A workl of pesce and
love and understanding, where esch man helped
the other, und oll wors free.

But while the first man looked in the erystal
globe, the wind of the worlds bew cold and strong
berween the sinrs, il plovesd, solder aml colder,
the lﬁ”{,‘ Wy, Amil with & rubbing of eyes and
a coamic yawn the sleoping God wwoke. And o,
there ywere noithor stars nor meon nor énrth, nar
dnrkness nor lght. As it was in the beginning of
thne, all was without form snd vald,

No pudiden eantselyamic deloge and no hreak;
Omly the slow erosion; and the mountnine shoke
To embryonic fragmontz Tide, wind, and sun
Waork eternally, relentlessly, as one,

Whese mianion, though acoomplished, wuits

The ultimate appreval of the futes,

Yet, stll] dissatinfied, crantes, taars down

Him fuilures, And thelr memories drown

To be reworked, reforged and built ap endlessly

Beneath the gquenching silencs of tha son,

Until their weight, pressing ngalnst the loing of
Enrth,

Forees them sutward, pours forth In polnful birth

The teurs of molten Tock, and sends them ligh

To stund as hreathliss prayers apninst the sky.

= Murgaret Delnns Rose

This relotes to one of the esrlier Viking dis-
eoveries of Americn—they sallod away,

Thet ses gave way to boy ahores ot lust,

All Httered with grey chunks of broken slone

Between which tiin] curronts made o moan

An though the =en were Injured or outenst:

The long dull const satretched, crode and boand-
le=z, past

The vigion of o min, and, with & bone

Of white betwesn thele teoth, the brenkers blown

By wintry winde crashed down it Tn the mast

A viking (where his hoaving wor-boat lay
A half-mile off the share) surveyed it all,
And gronted when he suw tho bitber shore:
He little thought, opon that wintry doy,
The mighty empire thal be left the thrall
OF mvagery five hundred winters more

—Albart Johansson



JUDGMENT

A PLAY IN ONE ACT

CHARACTERS

Jerr Baken

Harue BaxEm, his wife
CLINT Baker, thoie ofdeal son
Buon, their yeurpest som
BulL Sianr, the sheriff

A Bumimry's DervTy

SCENE: A eabin in the (toarks,
TIME: Early évening.

A rudely Jiermieked room in the Raker eabin.
Cender stnpe in w table, baee af cloth, aed etk
conrne dishen and the vromaing of o recentiy fine
iskied wenl, At the back of the stage in the sdmter
b o fireplece with o blockewed crome holding o
pets fver the mogtle 48 on ol onszle-looder ond
twu powiler horns. There wee theee atrnight ehaiva,
inpiinted wel rough, arowmd the foeble. Bpen
the woll bmege os odid aerortment of clofhas—
Jeami, mwsinters, ofd kote, ete. To the left of the
tobla 0 o hickorg-eplit-botioned ehaiv, Thers are
ey dporn, e Lhe exiveme right mad the extrame
laft of the einge. Curinin raee on JiIFr BAKER,
o gient of u waw eitting focing cadience, of the
nkle, picking lis teeth with the blode of a kmife,
He had v full beard, atern-lined foee, amd maleve-
[emt ol piereing cpes

HalLix BAKTR, 4 sallow, thinm wonens in e selicn
threaa, e atuffing leaf tobmeco frte o dirty, Maok-
enpdl poprmeoal gripe. She 2 sliting acrusd the table
Jrom Jer¥, Hehind her do their aon Bun, a lod of
wicleen, with o eleom siroug faee, vory muck un-
tikw fia father and mother, fw his oy in o Bibie,

dere (glnerng ol BUp), Take your nose out o
thet book and git on wp te the stlll, I've tald you
to 'topl te thet still, twice to-dny. Thot mash ls
ptinkin' ripe. [Bun does wot lool wp, JEFF bangs
i the fable gnd yelle ) D pe bear me? oo

Bup {loaks up guickiy), What?

JErF. 1 anid for ye to git on up to thet =til1]

Bui. Hut, Paw! Hit's Sundoy. The book bore
sayy you had ought to rest on the Lord's Day,
‘Bides, 1 been n-hoein’ earn-aince sanup, Whot's
the matter with Clint? You suld thel he wos goin®
o gtuy up thar tonight 'Bides, I don't Hke the
ldes of goin’ agnin the low. § want an eddication,
anil if I'm to be eddicated I can’t go "round broak-
" lnws,

durr, Lord A'mighty! Thet momshing's foodin’
us, pin't jit? Yer g0 smart! What would yoo sat on
off'n It wisn®t for the licker? I'm payin' fer yer

clathes out o' thet licker, so yo can go to schoal.
I don't know why I bred ye at all. Yer no good
around the shick. [ have to moke ye work =0 yu
can belp pay fér yer grub. Now, yo want an ed-
diention! {Very surpartically) Ye nin't one of s
Bakers, thet's sertin.

Harite, Thar warn't mo weoklin's nming the
Biurbucks, neither,

Bup. T'm =ick of n-goin' ngin the lnw., Hit
brings wothin' bul trouble. Joo got kilt last wesk
by one o them revenos men.

JEFF. Wa Kilt ham, didn't we? The gav'ment will
never know what happened to him, 1 been a-mak-
in' corn licker fer forty yoar, an' I'm a-goin' ta
keep on makin® hit. A man can't live withouot the
lnw a-eneakin® up on him

Bup, Bhere he con, effen b wants to live right.
Achrankin' the lew and wkillin® men, thet ain®
mo way to do, A lpw-lavin® fellow enin't Tive 1ioe
he want= bo, in thesn moonting=. I'm a-poln’ e
be somebody—git an edidleation—find out abouwt
things. Mise Edie, ahe sayn thor's somethin® het-
ter for me ool thor,

JeFP. Miss Edin! Thit lttle school-marm! Yer
w-stwyin' right hywr?! A-pultin® netions in yer
Toipad | (Eq'm'ml in lin ploir fo emphamize fis oie-
)

Ao She sy effen 1 study this summer, 1
mitight be able to pass the eoonty sxamination,
an” then I'm o-goin’ up te Birmey to high school

Jear {Jumpi:-.'ﬁl o ks fed cud rocring j. The
hell ys air! 1 told ye ance ye were a-goin' to stay
right hyar. Eddieation nover done nobody oo
Md. ‘eapt toe muike lhom dizaatisfied with their
lot. Look ot me Ain't 1 done oIl right? T never
had no book-larnin', Git that |dee oot of yer
haud, or I'll tike ve oul of schoal,

Havtme (slivs amd lakes her pipe out of her
menth ), Yoo ain't snt the world op five. (To Jeff )y

JeFr (tursing on Hattagd, Shet up, Hallie Dik
yo pver go Lo school?

Hatlie. Ye aint never hanrd me u-beaggin®
ohout hit, '

Jerr [ tuvne ferard BUD aed aloady site doarm),
What's good fer the both of us, |= good snough
fer him, (Jerks his thwmb ot Bl Ye don't see
Clint s-moonin’ round with his nose in u book.

Hiarrme 1 allus did sy Bud was differemt. He's
Jest like my Uncle Pinay, He waz a dreamin’ sort
of man. Lazt time | beerd of him, he wos a-lendin”
n cnmp meetin® down in Trooblesome Valley, Ho's
d pood pneson mnd 1 think Bud weuld moke a
prencher man,



Jerr (ewmphatioallyy. Thar ain't a-goln’ te be
no pursons in this hyar family,

Bun {loeks wp, hin foce eed with determination).
Why net? Ain't mothin' wreng with preschin’,

Jerp, Git thet oot o yer mind, do yo hear ma?
Yo do ns 1 tell yo

{The right door opens oud shutn with o bang
an CLINT BAKER, a boy of bosufy, flingn hifm-
aelf in, breathieg very hoed, They all jamp
to thelr feet,

JEPF. What's the matter with ye, Clint?

Crant, T got to git out o' here! (Leoas pun

wppinet toble)

Hatiik What's wrong? What have ye done?
{ Hartae svees touwmeen  food r:upbnurd'.]

O, I jest shot Bill Ssames. T hoerd be'd
heon lookin® fer me. 1 seen him first, and dropped
Tl with & lood of buskshot,

{HaLLE bogdoa fo atwff food into o flosr soek

mn JEFF gooe fo the wearntie.

Cust, Got any ehalla? (Wovisg toward mimilo)

Jerr. About holf & box. (Token shells aff
manife, peurs them dnfo CLINT'E cont packel)
You strike out over Granite Mountoing toke the
lower trail to Uncle Joe Calvert's, He'll hide ye
till this thing blows over,

{Haram takes o cont from the woll cad drapes
it gwer CLINT'E sheidlders; and thrunts floar
suek mele hin ?lnmll..]

Bun Why den't yo give yerself up® I Bill was

out to git ye. ye can prove it eain't yel

Ciisy, They nin't w-goin’ to shetl me up o na
Jmill (Meftoning coat)

Aok Aot effen you shot in self-defonse, won't
the law—

Crint, This aln't & matter fer the lnw lo setile
| Moming foward duer)

HaLisie 1 boen tollin® pe, ye'd better quit Toolin®
round Bl Bopmes's sletor, B was bound to gil
on o ye sooner ar laber, A Spamas 1y pizen; you
aln't got no buriness follin’ for ber. (Hanum and
JEFR follew slowely towerd Loft deor.)

CuinT. Ve keep yer noss oot o° my business, snl
heep yor mouth shet!

JeF¥. Betler git a-goin'; there ain’t no time for
argiment. {Hﬁ-m [.'1:.1:!'1‘.}

{Cueer ahmuldorn hia gun and runs ect fofie,)

oo More killin'! This mesns more trouble

Jere. Hit's Tikely the sherifll] be along purty
poan, ¥e Meep yor traps shet an' let me do the
tmllcin', Ye ain't eeen nothin'. Ye don't know
motlin',

{ HAtame bepiws fo p'.d'p aigy dinkds uﬂ the bubila,
JEFF wirss a clale seer weor the fireplass
npd witn down. Bup ails, storing  stroight
akend of ko Presemily theve 48 o Frock wl
the vight desr, JEFF exchanges glaneen with
HaLtie ped Bup, (fals wp, )

Je¥r. Wha's thar?

B Snanr, Hit's me— the shariff.

{TEFF gons slewly te the dedar, opens I, o

afepn bhack, §

Jerr. Hello, Hilly! Whit ale yo a-doin® oot this
time o' night?

Bnane [emters follawed by deputy, Buane is o
minilidn . He earedes o gun) I'moa-lookin'
for Clint, Joff. Mought ns well give hisself up.
I got the goods en him this time.

JEFF. What's he dope?

Buanr. 1 reclion yo know, He's heen hyar] we
sien Tresh tracks through the Lresh.

JEFF. We nain't seen Clint sinee mornin'. He
want aver to Little River to'do some fishin®,

Suarr. Ye're lyin Jeff, an' we know hit

Jorr  (mokes & omeme lowenl SHARF. SHAL®
lifta bin gwn n Bitle Mpher) Aln't nobody over
callesl me u line nnd gol away with hit Mow ye
gt put ' hyar afors 1 git med. T {edl ye I oin’t
semn Cling, an' 1 don' kmow what ye're leokin'
fer him fer,

Sname. Woll, he Jost killed Rill Sommes; shot
hiim In the bock while he was a-godn” threugh thi
wnedln.

Jurr, 1 don't bellewve hit. What'd he want ta
kill him fer?

BHARE. I‘lmtrr If ye're hiding him, .TLH, ye kin
git into trouble, It's agin' the law, harborin’ n
erintinal, even =ffen he @ your own son.

{Tha Faeo ween ok wreoeed fthe roow, wnider D

bt §

Dun, Buot effen o mon shootz in self<defenss,
won't the law proteet him? Eifen he hod fo do
RiL?

SnarP {furwes quiskly toword Bup and asks fs e
apagiicious woiee), Who ssiil he shok in sell e
fopae?

Hup, Why—nobody—hut effen ha dld—

Jnre. (srepping betwesn the sheriff med By
Don't pay me 'tention te him, Hilly. Bud's a-
bankerin® fer mn eddiention, He's it showin’
off. Bhouldn't wondar offon he'd be one of them
lnwyer men one o these days,

Himn, No, T'm s=guin’ to be i preacher, Pow.

Jerr, The ell—{meee threatewiaply foaan)
Bum}

{Sheriff fuwrmn fowded wight door.)

Znarr. Well, 1 ain’t got no time to waste "rourl
hyer while yo moke up yer mind what yer a-gain’
to bojp but it take a mighty slick lewyer to git
Clint's neck out of the noose; or maybe yo betoor
start prayin” fer him, {Looks ai Bup.)

Jur¥, You nin’t got nothin' on my bay, (Strides
affer SHanr.)

SHakr. 1 ain't, nin't 17 He's besn w-sparkin®
Mottty Senmes, and enorybody koews thet Hill
histes Clink

HaLLm H.l.'l.l.'y Boomies ain't no ,Fd_

Siranr. las night she un' Clint was weplannin®
to ran sway, an' DU esaght %em, He tel Matiy
op in the oalin. Ye kuow H'.u.{tfj ot f leniger



T p—

like o wild eat with Kittens. Well, she get loose
this evanln' und went to Clint a-bawlin® and w-
eavin', Olint [aid for Bill as be wia o-goin' homs
and let him hove kit in the bark. ROl neves
knowed what hit him,

Jerr. How ddo you know nll this?

BHARPE. Waoll, T might as well tel] yo, Joff, We
gob Matty In i colaboose. She's tohi everything.

Hitum. Bhe's a line, That woman would say
anythin' to pove hor own hide,

Brtanr, Bhe aln't n-goin® to sove e hide, She's
henn a-talkin' o Miss Hdle. the schoal-marm,
Hise's made hor confess. Miss Edie was sight fond
of Mally whin =he went ta pehool, an' she's tha
nnly one who eould git the gal to tell the brgth,

JeFF. Thet snoopin’ liktle polecat! Miss BEdie
hetter keep Tae cose out o other poople’s affaie,
offen sbe don't wont b le rods out o hyar onoa

Bro. Mise Hile never done nothin hat what waa
right.

Jurr. Ye shet yo're mouth. Ye've done enongh
tatkin',

Sitanr, Well, I give yo ono more chanes, Jaff,
1o el whar Clint's a-hidly', My hounds dan't miss
the bruil very often, (He walis seer b the' bock
& tha veowe and pradi o eoad from the well, storts
it wnith (L)

{HALLE mwd JEFF take ooads of ) the well omd
Fullow BHARP out of the wight door, Bup sits
aquieiy with kiz héad bent ovor the book, fae-
ing the lft door, The dooy opina oad Siine
wnonks in, ol comes peer te BUIE elivie,)

ExAmP. What do ye know obout thin killin,'
Bud? Effen you'll tell ma Il send ye to Birnoy
naxt wipter, to high school,

[Bvn pleaees arpind Hw room eervosaly, and

then s g tmlo thie fueg of Biaxe. His fose
i fhished and enger. Agnin he fnoks mroumd
the roou, mt each dear)

Fum He etroek out over Geanlte Mowntatn,
{The right door opras revenling Jeve. He atope
i murpriss whes ha eees the aherff falking to
Bun, #e steps bock o Ditdle as Ben contiine.)
He's s-goln' to Uncle Joo Calveri's by the lowar
trail. Keep yor mouth shet; Paw would kil e
ellin be Enow I %ald yee,

(Sherdf) pate Tvm on the bask, cad waibs ol
the_ left door, Bun slowly gets wp amd Jarr
Foltown, slowdy rateteg hie gun aa he welbe
Hup disappears sut the feft deor. JEPF alowly
guer oud Hthe foft deor vaining the gun wnd
siphting au he disoppeard, Just as JEFF div-
gt from wight theee i o ghiof,)

CURTATN

TWO BALLADS FOR FRAMNCE
*—drunk with their blood pa dronk with wine.”

Hitler

Ha: ahanils alomn on sollid feeb,

Hohind him gleams the gear of wur:
He raises up n hand to greet

The eaper peopls mnsssd before—
Aboyn, his dagles dip and sear,

And, in the distamnce, eannon sprok

Ahout thy vengeance they will weoglk,

In futire years, for what is pasi
Ay, in the Morth, no longer wealk,
The unchent gods nwoke ot (a1,

Envul

Yo Frank, bewnre what pelf yu sesl,
What tribute ye exact or eke,

From those ye hombled :—en the blust
1 lenr i volpe Lhat is nob maek,

“The ancient geds wwnkn ot last]™

—ible

Mu=salinl

The Cossars stir within the tomb

And reach for erowne of boaten gald,

Thair embloms ere the hand of doom

Hreoked hearl to bt nnd to cold.

As in the purple dnys of old

Tha streeta of Roma, tense with pride,

‘Watrh legions mareh whose sires dofisl

The Oaul within his native luni—

And, seeing, ean it e denied

The post hna pointed Rome n haed?
Envol

Yo Gauls, be wiser than deride

A mun who sits where, deified,

Awgustos sat—from wlere e stand

Your eyvs con see, your mind deciibe,

The past hos pointed Rome o hand,

—AThert Johansson



Each year his mind would wandesing g
When wind andl clonds wore blowing free,
Anid he'd forget his swestbeart’s face
In deeper longing for tho sew,

The ses was more thon love, or lsome,
Of fireslde Joys, or kith er kin,
Anil he was sick, when hressss blew,
For sean, and shipa to sail them in

Theep green-hloe water filled hin dreams,
Though he had never heard nor seen the sen,
Hut anty wheat-filled Eansas plolns,

Whim winds and cloods wore hiowing free

Yeb evory doy o deck he strods—

His plodding horses made thair farrowsd roumds,
And nll he saw was sea-born sights,

And nll bo heaml wos gen-horn soumils,

—Harold Deltinger

IN A WORLD WAR CEMETERY

The hrave that lis here do not sleep,
But wnhke, and watch us ps we go
‘The very path they grow to know,
And, worry for us, walk and weep.

It i mot that they much rogret

The life they geve in tears aml blood,
And, glving, proved their hardihaod
Ba well that we remember yot:

Tt iz mot that thiy much disprove

‘Ihe worlike spirit In our Lreast

That does not give o5 any rest,

And usks for mountsin ehaing to move:

But they remambar ail too well

The starved, pinched childron of ihe strect
Ths pregnant lasy who hod mo ment,
The widew with no gear to sell,

Yos; all things smnll znd innocent
That feel the eorcless hand of wor,
Hemembering, they serrow for—
And do not keep their tenoment

—Albert Johnnasom

You sek me what ia the shop 1 keep

That I wander the whole doy long,

That T've time to smile st the grant clowds
And weep for the desrth of song.

Why do 1 paas the thine sway

When 'tis now 1 should be plowing?
Why, to walk upon ths seenteil sarth
And henr the gresn trees soughing,

Ay 1 Enow your hervost will e great
And your ecoffers pvirflowing—

Rut Il bear the song that summer sings
Theugh wintry winds be Mowing.

—Margaret Doluno Rose

I'M TO MEET APRIL TODAY

T've Tost my kerchief aml cne of my shoes

But I've roced the wind down the hill

The rain's prying fingers have tongled my hair:

My mew gown is mud-stalned; T've nothing to
WishE,

Al T've u vendezvous st the mill,

Hut 1 shonld be emring what huvee's done

By #torms on the mendew way,

Or what my reflection in like in the weir . . .

For the wind’s hrought mn glmisess; my new
oy da lwre,

And Tm tn mest Apeil todsy!

—Oive Street

“"PRO PATRIA MORE"'

I who mm womnn may nesvnr koow
How u man's beart threills

When the bugles hlow,

Mor the song that they =ing
Meuth the lewering wheiE,

Guoing down to-the dark

With the sun In thelr eyea.

T wha wm woman may enly kmow

How my own heart breaks

Whem the hogies hlow,

For red Is the flesh thut the goda feed on
Ag they grind out smply years—

And empty my nrms that have ached =a long
And blinded my eyes with teara.

=—Hlorgnret Delono Rosp



KARL

N A cormer of the long, shadowy |lving-rosm

Kurl erouched on the floor, wtudying his
fingera. On the polmeside they wern pink; thot
wak heenuse he w8 young man ke Erie. They
wore hard, stralght fingers, foo , . . not stiff
anid bent like those of John, wha had worked muck
borger on the lund, When you spread the fingers,
thoy wure lke fence posts set elose together on
ungven ground, Or like trees an o hill, with that
tall one in the middle gathoring the shorter anes
aboot it Trees! Karl elosed his eves. Imogine
fall, plnk, fleah trees. They woold be smooth to
fhe touch, And worm! Karl put his honds over
his faee and ehuckled quistly, They woald broise
\F voll struek them. If you pot your arms arewsd
& trunk, it would be like holding & naked body, If
the troee In the orchard were pink, instend of
lnll‘]ng i Bk ring wt twilight, thore'd ba just
& kind of rosy clowl.

A door barked shot, Harl looked up from be-
tween his fingers, Eric hod come in; Erie was
going to town. Earl clumbored to his fest, re
membsTing,

“Erle,” he criel, "don't Torget]”

He stond over bis brothor, taller by Inches, ra-
diant. Why did Erie's eyes move so quickly fram
ome thing lo the next? Dad it hurl to rest them?

ad Iy L

“Wall, what do you want?

“Tron's forget my box , . . tool-hox."

“Tool-box? Oh, yes, first thing | get fo tewn,
You'll get it in the Tuesdoy mail”

Karl vontinued to smile as Eric tamned his
Buck. The door opensd snd chosed, Earl stepped
towirds iz mether. But she wan looking ot Erle.
Karl returned to his corner. In the Tuesday mail]
He tried to ses the tool-box by closing his eyes,
Mayke [ would have brass on the corners, And
bruss hinges! And in the box , , . shining ham-
mers, 0 eaw, B square| He wouldn't sse them at
Tlret, while they were so bright, He woold sit ond
hold them in the sunshing, the wny Emily hall
her balyy,

FOh, it no usel" Erie eried in a harsh voice

Eurl leoked wp, Hid brother stosd areet, one
Dinnd hedifing fust to the heavy, high-backed chair,
this otker hungivg limp ol his side. Korl watched
him dedightesdly, What was Erie going to do?

Enie's wolow wos thinmer now, "1 know whiat
sin'll eny, Bhe'll tell you she can't sacrifice her
self for me. Shell tell yog she docsn't love me.
Anl you won't be able ta change har by erving
ar bepming . . . or proying. | went to lser this
moening sgnin, 1 told her it waa the lust time T'd

HARRIET FELDMAMN

gal ber to marry me. T said T wae going wway
il =he didn's want me™

Karl stared st Eric's hand. 1t hod relasod,
ileopped, and the blood was running back Ints tha
white fingers,

“And she gat there, helding my child, and snid,
“Comlbye, then "

Horl closed his oyes. His mother's wolee, low
wnil continugan, was ke the murmuar of things mn
b osuvmmer noan. A stripe of sanshine fell on hi=
face. And what had been darkneas behind his
lils teok eolor, shaps, whitding life. Korl made
hiz body limp and oy dreinking in the heat
through hiz eyes, fealing b body ache with the
Mesrare

From another world, be henrd Erics desperatn,
"But how con T go nway? Tve got to be near ber."
Then . . . "Mother?! Bhe's here] Emily . . . "

Karl pulled himeelf to his fest slowly, blinking,
He wanted fo see Emily, And the baby! The
roam waz ompty, He could eee hils mother moving
I ilve sumshine on the lawn, Earl boonded oot of
the house and met the women on the stepe. Pink
aml gold Emily! Quickly he lifted the baby from
her arma,

In the living-room Kari took hia place in the
corner sEnin Now he jgnored the sun, He bold the
lhb‘,t"u beulir bolween hin hands, feefimg the best-
ing of the heari ander his thumb, He luld his
face ngninst the =aft body, breathing the warmth
of the child. He ran eonrse fingers aver the baby's
fmee. What smoathness, what softness! His ehost
suddenly glowod-with n strange woarmth, aml he
praased the child against the -hent, precssl him
closer nod elossr, until the ehild erfod ot

He maot the look of the twe women, Emily was
aitting in the chair Bric had held se tightly. Her
hoir e@ught the lsst bity of Karl®: suslight. Sho
bewved forwand, speaking slawly and evenly. I
krow you think kiz nome fer my child would be
compensation. Very generous compensation. Rot
I'm afrald 've lost my coneern for respectabllity.
He menne nothing te me any more. Why shodbil
1 devote the st of my life o him?"

Karl looked Into the baby's oyes. Ewch lerge,
Ilack pupll reflected hie faee. He benl closer,
watching his image grow, The haby reoched for
his nose. Karl grinned. And the baby smiled. Korl
chuckled; the baby's smile widemed, Korl burst
out lnughing; the baby gurgled. Karl siretched
his legs on the floor wnd roared. Throcgh his
toars, hie snw his mothar sitting with bent hand.
Emily wns poming towards him . . . holding out
thase soft arms for the haby. He followed her to



the autemobile, #izring at the shining halr wmld
the pinlk skin.

In tha house he found Eric pole, ill-lonking.

“Are you sich™ Karl agked,

e

“Don't forget my box . . . with bross, In the
Tues=day mail”

A lang, parpls bwitight ot last visdded to night.
Eurl stood in the still, silhousttod ynrd wnd
breathed desply. The sir wes s sweet, so coal,
you tasted it; you dronk it. Through his shoss
Enrl spread his toes 40 grusp the roundness of the
groumb, If you etood that way, still, straight,
looking ahead into the sky, it waa like being o
tree, Korl moved towards the archord, looming
Mnek before him, He wallked slowly, enressingly,
over the broken ground From time to time he
stoppod apd Inid his hands on a stoot trumle Trees
were llke dogy, They liked you to notice them.

Suddenly Karl cried oot in surprise. He hod
ulmost stepped an some one. Tt wos Erie, lying
full length on hie bock. Karl Inughed, “Erie]™ and
threw himself down bealde his brother. “Don't
farget tho teol-box . . . with brass, With bross)

Tealz , . . " Tt wag hard to =ay things; so he
luy quiet and watched the milky foee of the mom
caming townrds him through the trees, The or-
chard was bocoming Hghter; the trees separated,
anie from the other, boeume silver, then green.
Enrl glaneed st his brother, Erie still lay with
hie face towards the sky. Hut he held something
blnek, leosely, in the hond on the farther side
Knarl storted. A revolver, Guon wers dangervoos.
No ona over fof him handle them. Erle mustn's
hald thot so chose to his hewd. Karl leaned across
ki brother. Only one finger held the gun. Karl
touched the finger. 1t was eold and slightly damp.
That dampness was on everything in the orchard.
Evening dew. Bul why was Erie so esld? On the
side af the hend nearest the revolver, there was &
lnrge, black spot. Korl towched the spot. Somie
thing moist gnve wuy under his finger, Erie was
hurt or sick. He muost be tuken to the houze, Karl
struggled ta hiz feet with the weight of his
brother in his arme. And he plodded botween the
trees, snddensd by the thooght that Eres teip
was dulayed, There would be no tool-box in the
Tuesday mail,

SENILITY

Hu Innghed thet Time should coee enongh bs turn
His richly raven halr to wisps of white.

And when he realized that draughts of night
Had thinmed his blosd, end sot o fire to burn
His bones, he only smiled with unconeern:

Hie store of guarded memories would light

The final eilent heurs when speech and sight
Were gone, to bring him joyows yeuth's retarm.

Alpal Oid frame, where is the memory

That hald its precious figures to the sanT

0ld Time has splasht your mind upon the sand,

You sit and babhble incoherently,

For imagea the dovil sends eutrun

The gentle thooghis for which this hour was
phanmd.

—Wesley Dexter Gordan

REQUIESCAT

Twere better thus, perhaps; love's hour 8 brief
The Mower withers ere the roob deeny,

Mot all our sclence serves to holt the doys,

Give back the green to sere and yoellowing leaf.
It eould net be: in wondering unbelief

We senzed the fading frogrunce of the boys,
And that which onee we thooght to keep always
Was woniahed—is thant, then, & enuse for grinf?

For life goes on. We cannoot grasp the glenm
That flickered beckoning befare our eyes,

Nor, waking, turn again to drenm omo drenm:
ot seel Boyond tedsy temorrow lieal

o hlnl'd.ly forth to meet it—lenving one

Wha, atill rememboering, must walk alone,

—Wilbar Bailay



FROM ONE GOING BLIND

What hath the eurthworm for & ight,
And whas the mole to guide him byf—
Anid why should I deplore the sight
Which failsth in mine eye?

Feall erenture, thess, but somplicnte

With muscles, srguns, nerves, and yeins—
With powar to love and procreate,

With - senses nod with hreains—

Frail croature I and muoch nz ghiy—
Thi pirey nlike of mortal pot—

Then why should I bewnil the day
Thet they, umall things, have notf

If ilirkness hems me all about,
Anil night forever shuts me in,
And keapa the light of heoven out,
And turns my eyes within—

Bhowld I, like Cyelops, ruve and wall
At call apon the gods to sen

Their handiwork, and faint and fail—
And curss my destiny?

Or shoald T but consider these,

The shiny male, the enrthworm dink,
And praise the gods on humble knees—
Tia works of heaven thank?

If thus T did, It would be hasd
For T have had the gift of sight
And rond nnd written 83 & bard,
And ruveled in the light;

T've s2en the wina, the eolor thers,
The gurrwt und the golden, too,—

Anl In the sun I've thought it falr
Em drinking it to you;

I've peun the shining Hmbs of maids
(EBy bearen what in that to touch?)
Al mottled by the sheens aml shades
Of groves ve loved o0 mueh;

Twn cheered great nrmiss marching by,
The grim, groy dust of weoplng wur.
And, seuing this, T longed to ery,

Yot shouted as befare—

Aye, friond, when thess are past and gone,
Whan with & came I lap my way,

What in there that iz not withd raws—
What is there laft to say?

—Albert Johanssan

Thiit sudden strangeness came agnin lant night;
1 hnd not known It slnes you left.

I found it ln the frngruneo of o lomely blessom
That blvomed smong ths desd,

It seemod =0 odd thst my footsteps should
Load me to the ploce T dared not wisdt

A bright meon guided me,
And L stood again in the gardsn where we paid

gandbys,

T remiomber how the roses amd the naters seemed
to nequisece

Whan our Hpa were tightly pressed,

And bow & gentle breezs blew lghtly through the

troes
Ar we eald poodbye. And T falt & sudden atriange-
nEsR
Fill my soul.

Luat night T went Into that gurden:

All tha roses luy wilted on the ground,

And the nuters wore crumpled on their stalks,

Tho brosss wos dead. The gurden soomed o ren-
dezvous

Faor loat memoriae,

I walled quite slowly down the paths we ones
had wallked

Together, And I foand n ross

Quite new and lonssome bleoming an o long-dead
Bush,

The rose was new, and within itz leaves [ ssemed

To ses your face,

Awd T fult that sudden strangenoss that T flg

Lang years ago

I plucked the rose and laft the bush quite farlom

Btanding gloomy i the night.

T neod not tefl the resl. You know how T placed

The gose upon your grave and loy [t where 1
maw

Tt would reet upen your bosom.

1 ean bot walt now ;

T aball not be afraid.

Togother we will wallk within & garden

Whare sach blossom has a glory of its own.

And whin the garden fados snd the winds do oot
bilaw,

Wa'll walk tegother, hand in hand,

Anid never miss the roses,

—S8ndes Mae Sanor
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fONGY OF DISCONTENT

Year afinr year Samelimon (n U broken heart-boat of night
The little pale ghoat of her humds

Will twiteh nt me, horbing me.

The swift vearning music af hor

Have 1 watched the sensons
Muarch mysteriously to seme

Ultimate, consummated finality; T aine Frame thin sbittpaiog: arih
: Anid yet the white tragedy of her hands
T have s the spring Hemaing o haif-r bhered song to griegs me .,
Slip softly through the woeds, But then, parhagps this is the finad strength.
Like & shimmering green thrend PR s
bididi il oot o= 'I'h:::: o slicabl e
1 have seen all the sagernoss and quast A never-quite-onderstosd gain
Weary; all the green and speay sinks, AR Pk asr STaiory. Ian.
And I pwept back to the ungunssed Tanight 1 seribble wareds . . .
Depths from whenee they cmms, With shodowy fingurs

Chatehing at my heart;
I hnve peen the fragihe glory And onee—anee 1 fult her et
0 the clouds swing from the south, Beating under my hand,

Palgnant and perfect, and are gone
An minta fiee from the san of down.

Nightly have [ seen the stars
Whird dizzily in complicate design,
Bplining thelr misty trails

Tt in twilight mod T wen alone,
Along with the eoldness mmd loneliness
Of elowls and the ltte wind of dusi

To some fur fulfillment, In the dim ovchoard T wait in silenes
For T know that you still dwaell
T hwewe geen men mome wnd go, In the twilight you knew so well,
Each dreaming In o whldernoes alone— That you will walk snee aguln
A pundle fitting post n doose— Ta the strange dark music of the heart,
A fulling Teaf—ps lightly remembered Ta hen once mynin the ghowt of u Tute
Tuned to s besuty of sound past all enduring.
. * L In this alleres 1 will wait,
b, tha d of your FUIE! In the soft dusk, until I hear

Agnin tha fulnt ghoetly mitde of you;

AT oy geliamy: 6 penbnl ¥ will sl in Li::du.rkf-n of m:‘:ﬂ:

Through the great emply lours A little gate that jed to 5 geardin,

Was copped in your small hund: Amid the ol and seeret Filn of temgple
With ke el that makes no spund.

I buve no cheies but to follow

In the wabke of your pssing. SR e



PHANTASY

UNEREAL silence, tomb devaid of life; the
mumimy, stark, dead thing. waiting, walkting,
for some Tutankhomen ghest to set the fluid
flowing through your veins, waiting eentury after
oentury fer lfe's retorm-—that wnchent mystery,
Jdogged rocks, like the green dragon's jaw; dim
Hamn, flickering o'er o palette of tullow; stooping
wiard, sallow, bemrded skeléton with nunken,
Blosil-ahos eyes: vogue sutlines of test tubes, the
retart, watery solutions, erystals, melted metal
musses, and boyond, blnekneszs wilh its farmidable
hordes of bots—medleval mysiery.

Srrupilons cement floars, bulky machinery pre-
cisely nrranged, fash of ik brilliant, benotifal toreh
of Béassmer converter, pouring molten kron, sha
duwy men in gogzled helmots—modern mystery,

Or is it mystery? Ever wince that first dawn
the eloud of swporstition hue darkened the path
el seienee. Hut knowledgs vanquishes fear, wod
tho glow of elestrle incandescence oblltorates the
gloom emst by thot elowd, Man ponsss, amased
al the wark of his creatlon—ihe splender which
he hae wilded to the warkd

Here, where dinosaors once roved, where chits
tering monkeys ceolded, where the thundering
eluphant throve, bere stands London, Parls, Chi-
cage or Mew York. Man has tomed the wild, He
ol supreme.

The eeas onee raged with furlous tempest, the
wives lnshed high one upon the other, and &ha
wimils ronred with the challenge, “Conguer if vou
ranf" Man grinned, took the dare—and wen! The
suis bermme me gliss, und the winda sabsided—
man won |

The skies onez rent peawmder and poured forth
fiee, stone, and n delupe of weters—rumbling
with the zame chollenge—'"Conquer if you ‘can®
—inil man won! The henvens gave up the rain-
bow erown, mnd e shies were subdued, blue,
ealm—pyer pirene

Out of the text books on the talde before me
thuse soenes avose. The histary beok, the zclence
book, wnd o text on the appreciution of wrt all
ssgmed to unfold and pgree with unanimoos ne-
md, Yo, man s very, very wise."

I beafed through the pages of the book on nr
Apprecintion, nnd sought out the pictures I lovnd
‘best—Reynolds' “Apge of Innocencs”  Gaine
barsaghs YBlue Hoy,” Raphecls “Siskine Ma-
flinne,” Benheur's “Horse Fair,™ and finally |
paused anil gazes] inlo the swest foce of Whistler's
“Mother.” The sompessd fentures and ceal grey
uyes reminises over times long gooe by, She
dreama of her own childbood days and of the
littha noes who played about her kepe.

ESTHER HEMDRIKIEN

But I have studying to do and eannot fnger
thus. T seiep the chemistry and make & strenuoo
effart to concentrnte, but my poor benin = not
in & receptive mood. [ bang the book clased, wnd
sent myealf at the plane.

My fingera plungs inte the hlock and white keys
nnid wander wimlessly until they chanes upon an
E minor chord, which leads them inte s Grieg
SHonuti."

In the groy down I am corried to the summit
of a pgreal mountaln. The coforful surora borealis
dmnees in the north, the spow seintillates with ita
white purity, and the graceful pines sway rhyth-
micully, In the depths below, the waters of a blnek
essun wikh upan the recky shores and uop into the
vust fiorde, Soddenly the waters part, and & mon-
strong form protrwdes, Feom bohind o heovy
iy drift two trolls converss in mensy whispess,
The ses-monster erawls up the mountain side. An
wvalnnehe of snow and jew sbides down the preeis
piea behind him. The sea-monster appronche;
unenrer. T mm frantie, With terrible exertion I
lift my=ell to a =till grentor moontain. The mon-
ster gaing the top of the lower mountain, Ha
lookes down Inte the hollow fram whenes be eame

The snow s whiter, the waters a dark blun,
und the arenge sun beams calidly againes the les-
bordered harizon. Thers are mers trolls and more
eoarse whisperings. The sea-monster is crawling
up my mountain now. My heort thumps feight-
folly. He |2 upon me. The monster s eruel. His
tenicles eluteh at me violehtly. 1 gasp and
struggle ngain. For hourn the fight continues.
The menster is treless. T am worn and weuld #He,
Thitsands of trolls are sssembled arewnd as, wali-
ing to drug m to their realms onder the moun-
tain. The sight of them intensely nigers me, wnd
with nll tha strengll mian sver posseesed, | em-
velop the ses-manster in my brawny srme and
criizh hinu He is no mere, The trolls, too, vamish.
I am ulome. My worst ensmy, my basor, uglive
salf suffers defent. I nm triumphanti— The -
nitln i= fenished,

My hands tremble, They ore sold and medit
My face biirne. I am hot, Mo wonder | cunpot
stody, The houen l= much too warm. With o =l
den fmpulss | fling the doors open and throw up
the windows. The eriap morning air sushes tn ol
invigorates my soul. | esanet resist; 1 grab my
hooks and dash owtdde with the determinntion,
“IIL dtudy on the hilitop in the sunshine™ Aftar
all, thore nre reasons enough to justify my stody-
ing In the open, If T live in the country I moy as
well enjoy the ontdeors. Walking is u healthy
eport, and i 1 have cxeccies and plenty af frisk

i}



nir, of course I con complete my lessons vory
aaslly and rapidly,

Full of new splrit, 1 run over the old woodm
bridgn which erenks with pvery step. The water
ripples on down the sfream, and the fragrance of
s upiey omelilng brudh b8 axhilarating. The dogs,
wugmar for w hilke, romop abuut me. Ones seross
the obd country rond and under the barb wire
fence, 1 hesitnie io declds whether to go wround
und wp by owuy of the gentle sfope, or o elimls
the steep ineline which immedintely confronts me.
Tl sieep wiy ia the shovier, and up T go. T how
i stop on the gide of the hill to culeh my braiith.
Thi: dogs have sesn i rablit and are ehosing off
wnder the brosh,

Oh! Joy of oll joysi—See thorns, just o fittle
above me, Lserd blooms o poppy, the first T hove
seen, I pluck ity coresn itn golden cup, and pled
an up the hill mgwin.

From the hilltop | look out over the ranch—
eam pe where the Hitle stremm, with the willows
nenbibing ower it wends ite way through the green
fieldd, 1 ean sed the big ped barn, the twa tall
#lom, e harse barn, angd the bouss, almost llil-
den in that elump of lecust trees. To the oorth,
the south, the enst and the west, the misty blue
kills roll outward, on townnds the horizon.

The poppy 1& withering now, 1 pull off the vel.
wvety petals mnd feel of thelr softnoss. The yollow
pollon drifts from the stnmess on to my fingers
One by one 1 et the fiéngments of the pretiy
flower flant fo the ground

I lmy down my burdem of books, and agnin thay
=eem o agres among Lsmeeives—""Yus, mun ks
wery, very wise! “Wiee, wise" A big bomble
b buzmes with the refrain.

1 glanee down the slmost verileal ineline aguin,
Whet was it the books wmuid mbout civilizakion's
being n slow, stendy peogress? Bt must o some-
thing like try¥ing to elimb that hill, only thers
tnesn’t seem 1o be any ospes o the wwful nseent
which ecivilization strives to sarmount

From yonder valley the ssund of hammaring
mﬂlhm:ur,.ihmln\fm!uhnrlnpth:r
at same odd stemcture. Their volees mingle in
wtrnnge confusion as they werk, In the fields
rest mussive blocks of atone, and it {6 thésa with
whileh the laborers sowm fo b conesrnsl, A graop
af them are Faslening oxen to e henvy stones,
The meen move in o body, and the bonlder is Hfted
to the shouldurs of the ginnts. Bleck 18 placed
upan block, and o pyramid looing ever the val-
lew. The men ure finished, ond stund abeot Lo
almire the edifice.

“Hut it l& nat right!” Many tengues marmsee
the protest; ond the Egyptinne tum in sarprise
to the north,

A solltary eloud descends into the walley, A
throoyr of foreignors join the Egyptians, and
ufter much gpeaturing wnd wreangling, the Egyp-

tinms assent—"1t in not cight™

Thi hammers hegin thair pounding anew, smil
the Egvptinns work side by slde with the stran-
gery, The pyramid wazes into a Prarthenan hmp'!
and Egypt's Iapilary nrt i= obecared in o multe-
tude af alender Dorle exlumne,

Buddenly the hills nre ringing witls the wards,
“Faools, | all yoar tmilding done simply for ort's
sake " From between the lllls arrive more poopla.

e phey  ohmounies, "nre e E-n.g]fuhl'i ol
this warld, Why dld you oot sgmmoon ws?™

The Egyptinns wmd Greeks. dispute furioushys
with the newcomers, but within o hort tine thiy
are himmering pescefully together. Other for-
eignards come inon the clouds and from botween
the fair hille und beg to halp with the preject
The Fomons ifirect the uctivitien, and Assyriand,
Hubylonluns, Carthugininns, Hebeows, Sersions,
Egyptines pod Greeks ol msecciate in hilssful
hnemony to remodel the Greclan temple into a
rigldly eonstruetad “Coliseom,"

Hut mgein the hills vibrate with the teampling
of mumy feet mnd the noise of wild talking.
Swarmy of Huns flood the wvallvy and threwten,
“Wa nre the nvincibie Gotha Unless yon obey sur
commend, we shall destroy yoo and your *“Coli-
soam’.”

The Ramans surrender thelr forces and the
Goths plan and reckon with them far o long tme
Ewvairtunily the totu] populice temr dawn the
“Coliseum™ wid begin to ereet ithe monumant
anew, A emthedenl, most mognificent to behold,
npponrs on the site whore anes stood the "Culis
seum.” The people are awed with the rich murals,
ornemential enrviogs, and  perfeel n:l.llpl!.lr}n':..
They know that ut last they have created “Ark™
wid they theill ol the zight of thelr stupendeus-
mislerpieee,

“ManstorpleceT—Call Fon that o mosterpless?™
A singte man mocks thelr pride and relutes in ox-
apggerateed fashion of the splendors be hbis sesn
I tha Far East. He showi thean flne silkon robes,
aweet-seented peefumes, boliny spless, ard minin-
ture ivary corvings, the Ibks of which the peopis
havs never befare sen.

They question ameong thimseives, “Who s this
Haorvoo Pein? What in this spiondor of which hie
apomks? Can I bo that other nistions have art
greater thin sues?" The peogle hald counell anld
decide to invite e Far Eoot to trmde with Dhem.
A yellow yuoe with lorg slanting eyped and high
chesh-bapey acoapts e regoost and pours Into
the valley. The cuthedral in criticizad and shaged
again Inty unother architecture A hoge damn
erownd (L tep and & pool of deep wators mfiocts
ite gramdenr, The enthedrnl hos pesumed the ne
pects of B “Tnj Mahal.”

Muore of the yollow rhee entor the valley, and
the people follow their ndviee wmil Tulll o “Geeat
‘Wall" nround the “Taj Mohol™



In tha morth the white roece has heard of the
appaliing mmeual lebor with which the poar
people have raised m nution, and they bring them
muchines to lighton their werk, The Northmen
laugh st the fanclful *Toj Mahal” “Yoar whims
have blinded you and led you on into impractical
frivolity,” they jest.

Thi people nry bewildersd nnd Inqgieire, “Ts mot
irl the end of all living™

—"Ense before luxury,” respond the English.
"Lat uz help you to build with weanomy. We ean
desmolish your "Ta] Mohal’; sod in soven ilays
wi shall have roised » superior structurs, n use-
ful one, one which ehall tower proudly up to the
sky, up to the thrane of Ged®

The people wuver at the promise snd turn to
the English with fresh hope. They have tirsd
nlready of thelr elobernte *Taj Mahal,”

Agnin the valley surges with busy men. The
English bring in derricks, loddors, pulleys, bues
ewd mnd many other mechanicnl deviess. An
“Empire State Building® rises high inte the air,
and the people look up and marvel at the ingon-
lousness of man.

"This," the peaple declare, “is elvillzation, pro-
duet of mun's wisdom!”

They pull down the *“Great Wall," wmd with
the bricks thersof build themselves homses, fue-
torles, stores and other 0l bulldings whaut this
“Empire State Boilding,” and they eall their
place "The New Weorld,™

“Let un hove law," proposs the Romons,

Phnd Justice for all[" complement the English.

“And democracy!” the people shout.

"Demoeracy " The word resounds fram the
lips of Wack men, white men, yellow men, and
brewn men alike, and it echoss and reschoss
thruagh the hills

All the rmeen of “The Mew World" sssemble
Ints & mighty “League of Natlons"” to determing
who shnll head the demoreacy.

Tht Egyptinns nominute Phoroah, the Gresks
mominnte Pericles, and the Romams nominae
Caesur, und shertly the whole hall revorherates
with names—King Goorge, Gearge Washinglon,
Churlemagne, Shah Jehan, Dido, Stalin, Catherine
the Gireat, King Louis, Hismorck, Alexondor the
Grant, Herod, Nupoleon, Xerxes—all ta ba ln-
eluded on the primary bollsts,

Foliticiany stund on the street corners and blsh
anid statter nnd argoe with the people. Far days
the aireuts clumor with peliticnl Jargen—and then
the big duy draws nigh. The people throng to ths
Pl for the preliminaries. From the many names
vobed upon throe top the list—Roasevell, Hitler,
ained Mussalinl,

Agiin the people stir restlessly, The politi-
cisns atarm foronzically. The excitement (s keyod
1o & highor plteh an the finel day approsches—
nul them Gk Is all over, Pranklin I Boosovelt s

elected! He relgna from his palace, the “Empire
State Building.” Some of the poople exult vo
eciferously, but some shoke angry flsts ut the “Em-
plre Stute Building” and bolsterously complain,
“Durst you thrust oot our colture? Iz this dem-
oerucy T

The Egyptians demnnd, *Tesr down the ‘Ein-
pire Siate” Reboild the 'Pyromid'™

The. GGreeks lament, “Ahl the “Pirthenon® kas
It itn nrt I Ele muse of elvilization,™

The Romans wail, “Our ‘Colispum,” too, has
boen destroyed that thin ugly tower might stand
In lts ploee'™

The Germans bemoan, “Yes, the stalned gluss
windews and rvings of our cathedral nre shat-
tersd. Woe that art should so dls! Woe unto wat”

"Wharn," questions the yellow raco, “whers io
the murble white dome of our “Taj Mahal'?™

The Amoricans book down on the dishenrtensd
masass feom the king's palace. "Be still, ye foals!
Thia s your ‘Pyramid,” your ‘Parthenon,’ your
‘Caliseum,” your ‘Cathedral, wour *Taj Mabkal,
your calture, nnd ours. Thin Rocsevell is your
ruber, nnd ours. This ls your democracy, and oues,
Pence b unto you! Thus you have voted; your
desiroe mre fulfilled. You have domberacy, you
hawe law, und [nismuch a5 you have thess, you
hive justics, Go your ways, Disturk us not. Yaur
wisdom ks ours.’”

The peoplo continoe te ssothe and be mormur
aguinst their government, thelr ruler, their don-
eeracy, thedr lvw, thair justioe ond wisdom, They
conepine mgaingt the roter in the “Empire State
Bullding.” They revolt. They lnvent bombs e
nlrplanes with which te distribute the bombs.
They discover poisonous gases, and menulscturs
dynamite and nitroglycerin with which ts hlow
ep the “Empire State Building "

The Egyptinns rejoice, *Wao shall rebuild (he
‘Pyramid” agaip."

The Greshs remind them, "But the ‘Pyrumid’
W nob right Tet ye pebuild the ‘Parthenon’ ine
slenl.”

The Romans disngree. “No, we sholl make ane
nther "Colisewm."

Likewise, thn Goths insist on the srection of
nnother “Cathedral” wnl the Mengolinns will
have nothing but the *1's] Mahal™

The Egyptians hall Pharoah oz king, the Greeks
will have no other than Poricles as ruler, the Gor-
mans prociaim Hitlor thelr sovereign, the Mon-
glians support Shah Jehun, the Carthsginiang,
their Ivide, the. Persinns, Xerses, the Romuns,
Capsar; and thero [= strife among the revelting
pemples, They direct the newly-made cannoens agon
ench gther, they fire guns wpen ench other: and
soom the strests ure chouded with the smicks of
revelvers umidl  polsenous gasses, Spears  and
swords flush, Blood spills on the alilewalks, Black
min smite down white men, yellow men plunge
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ingger: into the backs of brown men. The havoo
of war incites eruel hate in the breasts of men.
They contand bitterly, Murder and sluughter pre-
wall in “The New Waorld"” The hooming cannon,
the reports of revalvers, exploding dynmmits,
bambs, sturvation, plogoe, misery, aod death all
cluim the red life bioed of the fighting nation-
nlities.

The Amerieans look out from thelr "Tower of
Thabei™ and loagh heartlessly. "“We only have wia-
dom! Poor devils! Ha! Ha! They defent their
own wisdom, Ho! Ho! Haol"

Suddenly the eurth shokes viclently. The “Em-
pim Stmte” sways from Eide to side over the
poor struggling peoples. Some of the Amaricans
stumble hurrledly 1o the battle-worn streits, some
full from the windows to the pavemonts helow.
The earth quokes with the chillenge, “Compuear
if you cun "™ The ' Fmpire State Building™ ernslng
to the ground. The fingars of devastation grasp
wroedily ot the Inbarioas efforts of man.

The killa srapt and the hot v of o Vesuvius
pours sut bo complite the destruction. From the
buwaole of the earth a deep valee rumbles, *Con-
nuer i you eanl™

A tislal wave rells ownr the hills and washes
away the dehris, The hills wee laft bare, the valley
dhesndnls,

The sky fiashes with strange comnts. Showers
of wtnrs hizn past. The eolil pllmahs quiver mmi
burn we mever before. The marth splis off somn-
where into spaoe, ‘The whole salar system jeers,
“Congueror! Ruoler of the sun and stars, of the
Inmil and séu, eonquer, conguer if you eanl®

A cold npose sniffs oy faoo. [ must bave been
dreaming, The dogs are panting over me, their
talle wagging happlly.

The misty hills roll outward, on towards Hhe
harkzon., Cottle graze gquietly in the geoen pos
tures, nnd the litthe stream flows grotly on.

The poppy lies seattersd whore 1 eanf ib—nawver
1o Blow in tha breezes again.

My books are still where I left them. I long for
the comforl of Whistler's “Mather,” but she
merely atares blankly out of the page She is just
u portralt—Iifeless, tired, expressionlesz. She enn
npithar speal net droan. Sha is only an illusien

From =ome hidden lair a mesdow lerk chunts
hign pluintive slegy. & Wue jay scolds with rowcous
mockery, “Concquerer, congoerar ™

From the house below the radie bares with a
bellowing temor wolos, 1 cannot make sut the
words, bot I konow the fupe—“Why Don't You
Practice What You Preach.”

Iin you remnombori—ah, can you forgei?—
That August nlght—Iit was so lg wge—
When hand in hand we watched the silver flow
0 breaking surf whers corth umil ocean met;
When down we atrolled, down where the sands
were wel
With mlt spray from the ebbing tide helow,
And dim stars cust their pole eelestinl . glow
Over the oeean's dorkensd =llhouetie.

We watched them break, brave tides that knew
iy howmd

Until et Inst before our feel they died.

Wa did ot know—as hand to hend we elung

And saw tha gllver gurf borse in and drowmned-—=

Hearts too can hreak, urgod by on anseen tide:

We could not know, we whi wers then so young.

—Wilbur Haitey

-

THE MISANTHROPE

Tha ehild's deflght is in & palnted toy

With which o pass away bis emreless hour—
There is ki sosence of his litthe joy;

A thors, his infant ecstacies cun Oower:
The youth’s delight i= in o badding maid:
Phe man's is in the knowledge of sucopss:
The dotard’s, ore hiz faillng foot nee stayed,
15 in the post and grows ench minute less

Hut my delight ia In tho bope of death

Where T can moolder and, In peace, decay;
Without this dull recurreni pain ealled breath,
Withewt this iteruted wur enlled day—

T give the world, and gladly, to the devil;

Its wer and serrow, anid Itz foversd reval

—ATbert Johansaon



laughter of the heart;

of =arrvw, nor chokes the soul,
rocks that wilt in silonce,

mor feel the sting
Of high keem winds and mist, and mist—

ibe restless soa;

passionless und patient and pale

wmall wistful hards of children;

lip inte the umessy pest,

of the heart?
Anil yet—agnin—the quielness of earth
Will pover Lhese yenrning syes

—Riehard Himtt

My brother is a eareful man;

He joves the new-turned sl

Ao thimks that golden-ripened gruin
15 truiy praise to God.

ok give me the sea wind,
The eerin wild gull's ery,
The seant of fur-fling pluces,
And green sean crashieg by,

1 know the sover's m recegade
And mever Inys up gold,
ﬂ:tﬂ'lhl! af all the memories
For when o mun iz old)

—Marguret Deinne Roze

Though joy iz sweet, sorrow s grenter than the
The quick torment of beauty is o climbing ving
But bhinds the heart with strength of teees and

Kot for oy do grent rocks stare blindly senward,

The bittor nostalgin of the small ruin from out
Not for joy do the high far stars glimmar, whas
For the durk hair of besutiful women nnd the
Mor far joy does the still shd vobce of homanlty
Dicivén forever fram ihe dosestep of the world,
Can they remember the ogeless, dew-drenched

sareophigus of o dréam they sanght?
Why must I seek this drenm, ransick the reom

COMING OF MARCH

1 spe Murch coming down the poud

To meet mp with twinkling eye;

He whisties a fune thot spenks of June
And echoes the wind's chill -zigh.

He brings me a banch of duffodils wild
With violets peeping botwesn:

The dew zun-misced, the roots sarth-kizsed
Where they tenderly eling to the gresn

T shake the snow from off my shoes:

Tt my bonnet of springtime mode;

My young bewrt slngs, my feet grow wings)
1 see March comirg down the rood,

—TMtnse Cutherine Gunn

THE ESOTIST

When fivet they met, his face alresndy lo

The stars wid turned, She thought him wondierfal

And hombly guve him oll sbhe had te glve:

Hersmslf—har handa, the werk that they eould de

To smoath his pathi her native wit, to Im'll.l

Him paszs the hours, whan, sgueezed dry,

Ha cauld not work: ber ripe, red mouth for his

To fasten on, the lovely woman flash

Of hor which clung aml flung her flame to his

When that was what ber fover eroved. All this

She gove, ol sommtimes slghed beeauze I wan

Mot more; all this he toek goite casually

As though it were his doe. The woman wae

Hiz wife, hiz writing waz hiz mistrese and

His love. He climbed the road to fume, and stoon

At last among the wind-ewept stars. A small

Apd gallant figure, she hnd humhly wulked

Beside nnd smoathed the rough stoep rosd as best

Bhe eoald. Hot when st list the height was
renched,

Hor work was done. Ghe guve & zigh and died.
He atood alome amang the wind-swept stnrs—

A lopely atom in the gusty void—

And wob tll (han did be well know his Jowe
Paln wracked him and he e, bk with his tenrs
e spun o web of gald and silver mesh;

Hiz grief was no less real because the web
Ensnared Tor him eternal, shining fams,

~—Hurold Betiinger

Erg



THE ENCHANTRES

UJ}'HH Teld coptive by Circe loments his fate

Wa turned our gilded figure-hend
Inte thati river of the dend

And ot our silken, purple eails

To cateh the lusty wind thot hails
Out of the duarkening west.

Till ealling silently we came

ijnn an onoiest withered dome

Who lifted kigh her soiled hand

Amd pointed back slong the send—

A none there weré ln my true band
Rut feared to stop ot her command ;
For she was sister Lo the three
Whaose evil honds hold desting.
Sy, torn, sall back!™ erfod she;
“Yet If youo sail on you will ses
That which ne'er uguin might be”
And emying 2o, sha vanished.

War fonrod, and yot wore 50 aflnmasd

Wi nallesl und langhed, bot balf nshamed . . .
Until at length we enme

Opte & plase withowt o meme,

And there the river of the dend

Flungoed its dark nand foaming howd

Inte n allver siveam thal ran

With munic like the pipes of Pan

Played an ligh Olympus,

A magic porfama filled the wir

And towering mid sweel gardens fnir
We now & morvelons polsece buoilt
Upon the fertile river's all,

A Ftting place in which o hyma—
Bailecked with every proclogs gem—
The pods’ own hrightness,

And suddenly vur pars wore stilled;
The perfumed breeze no lofger filled
Orur zails, As mn by reison left
Wi dreifted, all our sense boreft,

A wlumber desp i denth may be
Baffell my nobis Greoks and me.

If years went by, I kmow i not—

28

Time here in ageless webas |5 eanght
And man in time,

Till Cires plucks them forth te ba
Wlenl for her passions endlessly.

Of witchernft she, & prisstesa fair,

With silver erescents in her hair,

A tangled dark and ebem sheln

Which no man Foves and muy remitin

An =ane a3 what o winz before—

For hrooding possionn leck that doer.

Yet for o glonce from those dark eyes

All olher plessures men desplso

A for n taste of Poradise, quofl desp
{Inet ne the drunken lout can sweotly sleep)
The eup of bizrning, flaming Hells,

Bha luughs, nnd ns the chime of nsocking belis
Tha leszer demons liugh.

Her lissome body glimmers hure
Throagh deaperies by far more Tafr
Than sny morts] hond might weave,
Hut she o lovely—to decalve,

A leopard plays about her fest

And rizes mockingly to greet
MNewromers; they buf other hrutes
Who ate too woll of pusslen fruits
And black swans on & tunquoise pood
Pisturh a jewalled fishes" schonl
And open thelr crimson hoaks to see
Hall"s mistreas play Diviity.

Yot, at the bidding of her lovely hand

Prouad enptains kneel, hers to communnd,

I beft my manhowd, and my sword T bhroke

To mzke n houble for her owan-like throat.

Blen harms mo not, i no horm thers b

Ln letting me live, so andlessly,

Gane = my ship and its shining =nil

Gann my men in their burnldlwd mail—

Arnd where my caginins plume adarned my oo
Are only withere] vine leaves now,

—Muargaret Dalona Haw




ARE YOU LONELY? LET US FIND YOU A
TRUE FRIEND
Twiverznl Lettor Cluk
Box 77, BN Fiixcsco

July T, 1038
. Universal Letter Clob
Box 77, Snn Francisco
Tionr Bir or Modam:

Lanw your wd in the paper which T sm Inclos-

g whern you say that you find True Friends far
ooy people, 1 am u vary lonely man beeanse 1
ding know hardly nobedy, snd T would like to
hatve yow find me o True Friend,

Your humble servent,

Mr. Jahn Barden

Genernl Delivery

Ban Joss, Cal.

r,'

-~ an Joee, Californin
 Deur Mr. Beriden:
~ Wa mre buppy to bo In receipt of your letter of
-’W 7. Hnclosnd you will find a copy of our
| miypisine, “Universnl Friends,” in which we foal
wure that you will find deseribed some lady whe
Ll ko an ldeal eorrespandent, The nams wnd
wddrees of any of the ladien mentionsd will be
o =it you upon the reesipt of ona (£1)
i . We make no further charge ot any tima.
It by any ehanes none of the ludies mentioned
iy tbe magnwine ssoms to you to be exactly the
- right Frinnd for you, we hove lists of very refined
“balling who do nat emre to huve their descriptions
published but wink us te solect w o gungleman
“friond for them. Hince we feel sure that you are

ol gaiitteronn, we will be plad o chooss n
-% far yon from sur lluts apon’ receipt of five
;z; dallars, Trusting that we shall hear from
- oan, wa

remwin
THE UNIVERSAL LETTER CLUR
by Raobert A. Nicholas

A July 1%, 1932

Dear Mr. Micholus:

~ Thank yeu very. much for your nice lstter and

the maguzing, I liwve cowd G very curefuol, but ull

*Hﬁﬂ e s mice that T mmmk&upw

- miled which sno te pick. Ho please Mr. Nicholsn
‘yon tale thie five (55) dollars which nre hers

r and pith & nice Indy for mo,

Lam & white man, fourty mine years old, and

TRUE FRIENDS

JAMES LAWRENCE BILLWILLER

am employed at o stesdy job =t which T am a
innitor, T showvid Hke o write to & nies lady about
fowrty five yoars old. 1 mm o Presbytecian myself
but 1 do not eare what she i= 5o long ns she in Do
Cathalic or Christtan Science for T conld never be
o Tros Friend with cow of thoss kind ef people,
Bhw mmet not smwke wmd deink elther beenuse T
think a lndy that dobs thet is ne lady, do yoo,
Mer. Wichalaz? T must chose now, Planse writs right
AWEY,
Your humble servent,
Mr. Jokn Borden

July 16, 1582
Diear Mr. Borden:

We are in rocoipt of your letier and money
order of July 18, and we are hoppy to tell you
that we kove found o lndy whom we think will be
sutiifuetory In every way, Hor name is Mree
Dovelia Feynolds, and her nddress 117 Orange
Stroot, Stirling, Iilinois. Mra, Reynobds tells s
thot ber hushond, o peinter by profession, foll
from the roof of o barn which be was painting
e wos killed in 1920, leaving Mr= Roynolda
alone n the world, Bhe is forty-four years of oge,
fivet feet twn inches In height, and hoo ved hair
nrl blae epes, We are enclosing n photograph.

Mru. Reynolds wos left fiftoon thousand dollurs
in Liberty Honds by kor late hushand, and owns
the house In which she lves. While she horself ks
a1 Congregationnlist, she tolls us that she has no
ohjection to n gentloman of any Profestant fajth.
Wa rocommend thit you enclose this letier ns
Idemtifieation when writing to her for the firut
fime

Although we sre parfecily confidont that Mrs.
HReynolds will be eongenial, If at any iime yoa
should find her in any way uneatisfictory, we
will be happy to furnish you with the nume wnd
idalréss of mnother lndy upon the receipt of the
udditionnl suim af five ($6) dollurs,

Plogso write us oceasionolly nnd tell us how
you mre progressing, for we are alwoys glad te
hewr from oue wombers, Wishing yoo ol the joys
of Troe Friepdship, we remain,

THE UNIVERSAL LETTER CLUR
By Robart A. Nicholas

Fuly 1, 1082

TDioar Mr. Micholns:
Thank you for the nice Jotter and the phato-
graph. How cun [ over thank yoo for finding me
sach a niew Indy te write to. 1 must close now he-

1%



razse [ am golng to write to Mre. Reynolds cight
oW,
Your humble servont,
Mr. John Borden

Beptember 17, 10452
Donr Mr. Wicholne:

You asked me to write and tell you how [ wis
gutting on, but [ hove been =0 busy writing Mrs
Raynolds that T hove forget it until now. We have
weltten back and forth very regular, Mr. Michalas,
sl b will surprise you to hear that 1 have found
love in my heart for this nies lady, 1 have not
tald her of it hecause our correspondance i3 very
proper becuuse I am & gentloman like you said
anid Thovey which is what 1 call Mra. Heynalds s
o real lady but T think she likes me too because
she ealls me Jehnny boy which is in fun of eourse
but 1 think it menns somsthing dont you Mr,
Nicholas,

Well, Mr. Nicholas, what do you think? Dovey
which Is what 1 enll Mry, Reynolds has a birth-
duy which 1z Septomber 22 and I am going o
toke the five hondred doliars which T have snpved
In tha bank nnd go back easl and surprise Dovey
which ls what T eall Mrs, Reynolds on her birth-
doy nmil o=k ber te marry me which T think she
will do bocouse she writes very regular. 1 must
cloae now, but T shall write you on the truin be-
couse I will not have anyihime to do anyway.

Your humble servent,
Mr. John Baordon

P. B. You did not mention nheout smaking and
drinking but Deavey, which {= what T enl]l Mrs,
Ieynalds ia the president of the Btirling W.C.T.U.
ko that [s nll right,

Beptember 1, 1032
Denr Mr. Nicholaa:

Well, Mr. Michalns, here 1 am on the traln
which s going eowst and is very empiy boooues
there ure Aot very many peaple on It [ have just
bl tuneh which is very expensive becaase 1 gpuuass
tha train poople think that everybody that traveln
in b rich millonair. 1 muet eloss now becanse tha
man neross the iSle has jost asked me wodild 1 Jiles
to play chockers of which ha has the beard smid
me,

Your humble servent,
Mr. John Borden
Beptember 20, 1002
Tiemr Mr. Nicholas:

Well, Mr. Nicholss, 1 bent the mon 1 told you
sbout two games and woanld hove done it Ehree
ilmes anly he knocked over the board and £ of tha
bilnek men gob losl Bo then we got to talking and
he snys hizs nome was Mr. Jerry Hemderson of
Morgan Hill and he says be is going back east to

perpose to oo widew nnd T says T was too and whit
was hor name and what do you think, Mr. Nichol-
as, it was Devey which |2 what we bath eall Mra
Reynolin. He met her t!u‘uh,g!l the Worldwhide Lat-
ter Club apd they have been writing ever sinpe
Augunt F beeause he showed me one af her botters.
Well, Mr. Micholas, we both st thers jost as
eurprisel. Then we got to thinking that it might
be too much for her if we both eame because sho
i# not expocting ws beenuse we hove ool fold her
we wers coming and she eould not marry both of
us anywny because there is o law. So Mr, Jerry
Henderson seys thot we will play checkern to ms
which of ws will go and sew Dovey which is what
we eall Mrs Heynolds and the ather one will ga
home. And becouse it costs so much S0 cume ensd
the ane that wing will give the eno thet loses
one hondred {Hl}ﬂj dollars to maks [ H] for Lhe
oxpenca which he will not mind very much any-
wiys beeause Dovey which iz what we enll Mex
Reynolds has fifteen thousand ($15000) dollnrs
which the winnar will got gome of when he mare
ries her. Bo tomorrow in the game which will be
two out of three becnuse Mr. Jerry Hendarson ia
golng to gt some more checkers the next time the
trmin stops which it is always deing becouss
poople want te get on and off. So I am going ta
bl novw fo get o good rest for the hig game which
I know T will win because I am n very powd
checker player.
Your humbie servent,
Mr. John Horden

Hotel Statler, Chicnge
Beplomber 21, 1082
Dear My, Nicholaa:

Well, Mr, Nicholos, T won the first two gnmes
ol [ most eay that Mr. Jerry Henderson 8 8
real gentlemmii beenuse he shoak hands ind &bl
T had won fair and square which T hod sl that
he was not ashamed o lose to n good chockar
player (ke me S0 1 gave him the one handred
{5100} dollars prd he got off the train ot Kansis
City =0 he could take another traim bock to Mor
gun Hill whieh is z very nice town he says al-
theugh I have never heen there.

1 jgtit off the traln st Chicage because the train
I was on does not go to Stirling but goes sbraight
on ta Now Yerk whore I do not want fo go be
camse Lo not Enew nobady who lives thire, Sa 1
came to this botel which is a very nice hotel big--
ger than any in San Jose and tomeorvew. I owill
toke the traln dewn te Stirling.

I nm very happy, Mr, Michalas, becanee 1 wen
80 T will elomn mow.

Your humble servent,
Mr. John Harden

Hated Satler, Chicagn.
Haptember 22, 1031




Seplember 22, 1952
Disnr Mr. Nichalaus:

Well, Mr. Nicholas, here T pm in a little old
hotel in Stirling nithough this paper sayn Hoted
Stutler bocnnse 1 ook samie whnn 1 inft this moen-
ing heenuse i wns soch nlee stationery and it
wis beft in the room, | am very tived becagse it
Inn benn u vory hird doy like I am going to el
you,

Well, 1 got hore about twelve oclock snd got aff
thi traln and got fn & tuxi wnd sald te the man
tako me 1o 117 Orange Street which be did, And
hie winnted o dollur which I gave him although it
wn ta much und got out snd went wp to the door
anil vung the bell but nobody woswersd which
thought wes funny and all the shudes wers pullsd
duwen, Anad 1 saw the peoply mext door Pﬂ'a'il'll' out
nid Wil of snickering o 1 went aver thare and

usked the mon if he knew where Mrs, Reynolda
was, Ancl he said shes gone on hor heneymoon to
Mingern Falls with o man beckuse she asked me
to tell the milk man te stop leving milk, And T
aays do yeu know what the mans nome wos Anld
he ways yes it was Henderson or something like
thut and ho must hove o lot of dough becsuss I
hoar him tell her he flew down hore from Eansas
Cley In m alreplans and it cost him one hundesd
(100 dollare Ha [ guess that iz all Me. Nicholus
0 1 will eloce naw.
Your humble servent,
Mr. John Rorden

P, B, 1 am coming back to San Jose because of
my job thers where 1 am o jasnlter which 1 have
not lost becmase this s my vacation, Tt will be
protty lenely, Mr. Nicholns, so will you plense
tuke the inclozed flve (86) dollors and send me
anather Trus Friend 1fe you sid you woold,

These are the joyous resarrectiom dioys

When from decay and death of wintes's pall

Al nature wikens to spring's magic eall

“Hnil gings bor giod symphonic roundslays
Through tree und leaf; theough bud ond potal-
ﬁiﬂ'ﬂ nasrent life fresh surging sver nll,—

A piwelling vibeunt cholr in modteignl

Thut Nfts sl tn ehapeody of praoe!

We, too, may alng the resurreetion sang!

From the dork tomb of our deid selves wrisa,

o up the strain, the antiphon prolong!
MM'IJ! stene that seals; look te the skies;
Jmmmnmﬂummdum;
knew gur oneness with the Infinitel

—Francis Moyes

Full quiet are these forms that throng the hrain
In wonderment al passion spent, for elings

Like morning mist this eold reflected pain

To enrth, thun deifts into the dawn sweh things
Az were reality, and with the suon,

The iqueer half knightly fEgures turn and wave
An almost longingful forewell, but nane

Will stuy to shaw the soul what living gave.

In jts bewilderment to knew & truce

With dewth, now childdike In It consequense,
The mind sesd only darkness from its loose
Regured of day that lghts & dream fled henee
And still ealm thoughts parsus thair bootless wuy
While in a scentless garden flowors Fwny.

—Jobn Brochar

e



PAPAGO LOVE SONG

Musie, what is [t that you seek?
Dip you seak in the dim stardit meadow
samme slim girl
Whe moves nol mersly o the lamentation
of old bells,
Beek dark, wind=wept hair enfalding
& hnlseen witch-like face?

Musie, oh music playing in the starlight]

1 ean son your bows moving together
heneath the frees,

In the shodows, like the phantem hands
of phantom quesna,

You, toa, seek in the fuint dreaming meadow
u eloeping sorrowful dream.

Musle, ot your floree desire stalk out
af oold tombe.
Tour open with your voluptusis hands
o woman's heurt,
Feed her on slow and secret lpughter,
eause her bo dbeam
Beneath u labyrinth of stars, drowned
in o world of moenlight . . .

Her white flower-fest whisper through the grass,

Hununting dewd sineyurds, ewimnringly to musie
from your Hips.

Violing, rench with your sweel and savage hands
and finger the stars

Musie, hush my heart with soft und dulect hands,
wweep L slean.—

That I might mot feal the grief of your
throbhing strings,

That wenves such slow mogie about me
in the frosty starlit airg

Your white arms aboul me deliclously—quivering
liguid Hps of a fTuke—

Cool lip: against my hoort, that 1

might sleep again,

Oh wait! Thi=z s ne musie that T hearl
It is the musie of my heart, the spear

OF longing etabbing st my dream, the wain
Ralief in benuty grieving me wgain,

“3h Christ? let not bath drewms and besuty dief"
My voire echoes humanity®s small ery.

—WRichand Mintt

11

AM EXHORTATION

Let's Iny the weary lyric muse anids,

And tnke her epio elder to our heart—

But, ere the lighter sister doth depart,

Ring ons more song to weleome a8 a bride
Tha stately song that ennnat be dented

A seble place In any natien's tale

Of history, for though a race may fuil

1tz songs live on 2a founts that are not dried.

Teo long have wa beem satisfied to sing
The passing possion of & moment's =pan;
And thoese who try to strike a deeper string
Arme only mortuls of the race of man—
Give, thin, & gpreater heart, O gods, to ring
An anthem for Beershebo a= for Tinmn,

—Albert Jahnnason

WHAT BITTER AUTUMHN

What bitter antumn bred such winter cold?
This henrth was browd and evar foll of Mome
Hers was hright warmth in plenty, ere you came
To cheek the lifted cup, the tale holf-told.
Whit need was yours, who had good food aml
firs,

That you should covet mine, when mine wax all
Of any guard | hod against the squall |
0 qoernlous wind] the bareon, fruitless hriae?

Buch greed s pot denied. Since you huve tikes,
In spite of me, my sustenance and laughter,

1 grant you master in this house. Hereaftor
Walk lightly, lest old, painful echoes woken;
Lest the hrand fall, igniting in o pyre

This domicile erected by desiva,

—Jenn Vera Bmith




"3 suimebimes think thot never blows anorod
The Tose ne where some buried Cassar bled—"

o TOC, wm sure that the reddest of rozes honor

ﬂm.r"u tmnth in distant Nishapur, med thot
lhli descenitants beskde Plisgerald's grave In
the sevgry [ittle Erghish ¥illnge are oqually ved,

AK you gnze on the westher-beaten tomb you
eam bt hope thol semewhers, thoagh be himsell
Al doube ft, Omar and his Sicger have, "wiih &
‘bt of brend benenth the bough, o buok af \'lu':w.
_i jug of wine", found u Wikdorness that

enow." It seems that thure was !uu_z

-lhlﬂuu: thesa thres things that Gmar wanted,
it sppeurs that he did get themi nnd that he
~wiistinl littde time wad fonr on seme dim tomerrow.
Bk, what of Owmar hinsecs.
ity bl name—Omar Thn Theahim al-Ehay-
:':'m—ﬂ'ﬂﬂh the tent maker] yot he appeirs to
¥ inherited the nume, as do sur Smiths, Areh-
i #nd Masone, from his family’s hereditary
nermpntion, He used the name of Khiyyam as
,’“Tlh‘.hu.]hn ur non-beplume and spoke of it (n
'{ whimaieal mapner;

Fmyynm, who stitehed the tonts of schanei

“Has failen in griof's fuesace, and been sud-
denly burned;

The shenirs of Fate hovo cut the tont repes
al hin tife,

Amil the broker of Hepe has wold him for
ninthing!"

M hals Iﬂ}']IWI] }'I:n.llll, mod adoeation, Omor
by barn in Nishnpur—probably Iesz than o hun-
il puees frony whers b (= buried, #in father,
Nt maker, wne nal poor, yet he wos not even
ol wenlthy, holding o =null governman-
bl pawiEion ne 0 tax-gathorer in the amnll come
. mad pinyed i the eose gurdons, saw
eister o che taverns, and, troubles forgat-
el lesghing cut, unil the age of ten whan
mtered schoal. To quote fram Nizam al Mulk,
friesd of the poot, anthor snd staissmen

~ “gnid s0 my father sent mn o Nizhagur,
there did residn 0 greal philosophir and
‘HH Tmnni Mawaffae, of whase pupils |t
gl that ull did prosper. Thero did T meet
men who were my mest dear frignds, Omar
Khayynm snd the [)-fated Hen Sabhoh—
e boyy, nnder the tatelage of the wise
 were quick of wit amd gained moch knowis

OMAR KHAYYAM

DAVID F. WALKINGTON

eslge of lotters, and the scienco of the day, Before
thaoie parting the thres youths swers i strange
sl solemn sath—aguln o quate Nisam sl Mulk:

“—and Hassnn eaid, 'let oo mako o vow, that
to whomseaver fortune fulls, be-ahall share 3t
equally with the sthur two, urd reserve po pre-
eminencs for himeelf "And be it over so, quoths
Omur and 1" Nizom wos Ehe first o gein emin-
ence in workily |ifo, and mmembering his goth
b shared Jt with them But s it not & strangs
calneidenes that oll three should be remembered,
on their own achievimeniz, nine centuries lates,
and In & different langunge? Twa were famons,
Omar and Nizam, And Hassan? His nime comes
down Lo uk ma o tereibie synonym of premoditntod
murder. Azzasln, “the Old Man of the Moun-
tuin™y terroe of the Best and the Orusader, wis
Ominr's boyhood friond—that alons ones  aayesi
Omar's Hie

Third, his fife us o man.

Omur, exeept for one short peciod at Mery unday
tht Bulton Malik Bhah, lived nnd diod in Nisha-
pur, working, drenming snd wondering, lnstead
of asking for & eourt pasition s hod Hoseen, he
maked oniy o smnll court pension to jrive hin the
zmill necessition of lfe whils bi worked an his
natronamy  andd solved hils problems n oigebrs,
For [t wan not o o poet that Omar was known
in hls duy, bot, eether, nz the grest mathems-
tieian und most leermed nslronomer of the time,
Tndesd, 4o greut an algehroaist was he that & great
motern Freneh oniversity etill usea his thesis
om higher nlgehrn af 8 tést-book. That he spent
many af his resting hours as devites af the wires
of the wine morchants is certaing but he lad
other unid mors Importest jdlessures, his pootry,
hi= singlng lover, nnd his fovorite flower—the
o Omar laved the sell aml most of his Life
was apent clace to (b his pleasures nnd his wanis
wehi a2 sfmple. He speaks lovingly of the stelp
between the desert and the tiith; half-wnlersd
land whare wild roses amd speing fowers floar-
iahod in senson. Physienl lubor he avelded ss lia
pension gnve bim suffieinl security to make
wirk, neadinag,

Ty the Pérdans his most important work wie
Lthe revision of tha Cplendar aed hls trestise on
wlgehrn and  geometry. Omar's Celemdar, the
present lalamic one, wos nenrly ps secorate a2 sor
Gragorian system, though b requived nearly seven
yuird of hiz lnbor to perfect L His appliestions
to higher algebra may be found in almest any
sehinol boy's text, wnd thoagh it B2 sot ereditid

Rk}



to. Omar, the Royal Mathematieal Soeisty has
proved the work te be his,

(muar, his postry,

His portry was s far more finished product ac-
earding 1o our western standards thon that of any
ether Persinn poet, However, his sdvanced thinks
ing, bitter mimiezy, ol sudacions spesch made
him unpopuler with his fellow countrymen wha
held him ns n targed for the epithet of “Infidel.”
e is snid 1o have been particolaety unpopuler
with the Sufite grovp whom bé cansistently hur-
ried with his laughing ridicale and joy meihery.
Tho Sufite leadsrs wero listhe more loyal io the
Mohamemedan teachings than he—but they tarnel
their work to propagands and to mysticlsm, thua
wiing the same ideas, many of thom *lifted” from
Oimur, to furthor thols own euds. (mar, too brave
mnel too honest te stammch :J;L:d.mkl-m thers-
fore, many times in thet doobiful poxition be-
iween the hammer and the mnvil, He had falled
o find any Providence but Destimy, or any warld
but This; and, failing, set out to muke the most
of it Again In Omar's words:

*'How swest iz mortal Soveanty'—think
(ETHITE ©
Others— "How blessed the Paradise to come”?
Ab, toke the Cash, snil ket the Credit go;
Nor hesd the rumble of the Distant Lirum.”

Aguln in telling what he knew, be flung the
challenge a= u stane at the Falth his brothers
held:

rh; comse with ol Khayynm, and leave the
Winn

To tnlk; one thing ls cértuin, that Life flies;

e thing is certain ond tho Best |z Lies:

The Flower thut snee his Wown for ewne
hes.™

Three of the world's grontest seekers after God
bove boon eallod eynics; warse, they hove besn
culbnd ohoptics, Compared o thi angry hévosien
of the Lsenelite, Job, or the bitter fulminating of
dirgust from the Latin poet, Lucretiuy, (Omar
peeins only mockingly ineveduloms,

Tha lines that dammed him mest to his fellow
Porsiang, will, perhaps, domn him most todoy:

""There wne & Door to which 1 found no Rey;:
There was o Vel past which I could not Ses:
Bome little talk awhile of Me and Thee
Thers seenmsed—iuinl then ne more of Thes ard

Me”

Ormur's philosaphy eontakned ne time for snd ro-
Erets or preparation for tomorrow's rewand) for
he fell thot to0 son ints dust we return, withoul
wine, singer, senjg, sr—end. Life was shart. Thers
was no guaranty of tomorrow, Bo if life be ghert,
let life boe sweet—and no  regreti—snch wos

d&

Ormar's moxim. Two quotraing hold his precept
like m toreh for all to see:

UAb, muke the nwel of whal we may yulb
Spend,
Before we too inta the [ust descend;
DTrast Inte Dust, and under Dot ta lle,
Hams Wine, suns Song, sans Binger, and sans—
Epd™

Hiz remson for this belief follows in one of his
clenrest pictorhymas &

*“Come fill the Cup, and in the Fire of Spring

The Winter garnwnt of Reépentanes fling:
The Binl of Time hos but n liithe way

To fly—and Lol the Binl-ia on the Wing™

You may eondamn hiz eredo—mony have—many
will, His philosophy of life is move sasy (o andee-
itand if one takes p peek into the post, and sees
the Porla of his duy. Fersis wasz pot the arid
countey thot it i today, the climole wap the
same, or nearly so; but they moade up for the
smnll rajn-fall by a good irrigetion avetem, Thid
this irrigntion system bong sines broke down was
the eauze of Parsin's econnmic downfall, Trn
{Persla) wan w land af plenty, The pienty wos
not only of food mnd wealth: bul of all thngs,
ween of religious sects. The country was under
the sway of 4 Moslern Sultan, whe, with his coort
nnd doneing girle, lod a dissolute ond essy 1ife
while many of his subjects suffered from his
greed, Omar coulil mot reconcile this with the
thoology he hod been thught. This resnlted in his
eynieleme—eynical, yei lovable, wrong, perhsjs,
bist mble to meut life with & brave and fearjes
Ernsturg:

“Whiln the rose blows nlang the River Brink
With ofd Khayyam the Huby Vintage deinki
And when the Angel with lils Darker
Lirnught
Nrawn gp W Thes—inke that, and do st
Shrink™

Omar, despurate and bitter, beemuse of kls |n-
ahtlity Lo understand and prove the “Is" and “Ta
Not” of humnn existence in hisz scientint's miml,
ezt mll falth In God and divinity nside with his
angry wml mocking finne:

“Inta this Unlverse, and shy not knowing,
Nor whenee, like Water willy-nilly flowing:

And out of it, ms Wird aleng the Wasle,
T know not whithsr, willyamilly Blowing.'™

"Whnt, without azking, hither hurried
whence?
And, without asking, whither hurried hensel
Apother and nnother Cup to deown
The Memory of this lmpertinence!*




.  Laber hie agnin recopgn beed o Goid, yet questiomed
~him i all his works—for lacking Fuith the post
' anil mitroniomer couldl find o eomfort b, to hisi,
I bmrren ereeds, His failure 1o anderstand—nsy,
mevaranicd, & Gl who created both good and evil;
\who oould ot ba proved by mathemstien] foe-
il e stucdy of the mieth und skyr who domned
| Before he blessed, was the stumbling Hlock of
| Uimar's life, for he found be eould mot *Drown

mory 0f thie Importinence.” S0 in pity ani
W il wnger bie penned the saddast lines (n
s ey i

‘—Ehall He thnt msde the vessol in Pure
Luve
“Aml Faney, in an nfter Ruge destroy 1

- “Mane anawered this; but affer aflenee spak
- A wessel of more unguinly Make:
| "They sheor at me for leaning all AWET;
“What! did the Fiund then of the Foter
shabn" 1"

uestion asded, but aever answersd: for Omar
#trild nob give the “Hlind understanding” that he
it Henven sk,
iho end be doubled; yor oo cannot help
i hin sturdy secoptanee—and willingness
ameed i fute; and (o take what it brought
n he Etepped through the veil through which
uld ot see, and his “Carsvan storts for the
if Nothieg™ For ull that may have failad
lifs he made some atonement when he gave
immortal Rubuiyat, Omars fume will st
&5 B poel than as on asteonomer or mstle-
He could not huve known thut, yet ho
¢ that gompared to the immensity of the
| piddle, hin rules of two-and-twe, asd el
of the stars wors neught, His learning, nmd
omn of the lest of his time, coold not an
hls guestion; wo b threw it inte the heap of
whire he emst nl] else that did net go with
e Thus Jirt him speak for himeslf;

Hibysedd when young did sagerly frequent
 Dector and Sulnt, and heard great Arguiment
~ Alout it and about; hat evermors

 Come ot by bhe same Deor a8 in T went"

b felt thal hin worldly knowledge, thoogh

Ahroagh panrs of toil, lad been juwet mn
No good eame to him from it; ne answer
fEeabion ; na promise of @ longer Life than
Aund how he reviled the mume) orduined,
gy of nfter-lifs ond faith. Ho sadd that
| dtrugpled to lonrm all that man may knoow,
and, having earnt, keew nothing, Foe: “And

many Koots anraveled by the Read; But not the
knot of Humun Death and Life.” Paor Omar! He
wis bttered that all his work éould glve him no
answer hiat this:

“With them the Seed of Wisdom did T sow,
And with my own hand labour'd it 1o graw:

And this wis all the Haorvest that T resp®d
T enme like Water, uad lika Wind 1 go'**

and no comfort, for, aaid Cmar,

“The Moving Finger writes; and having writ,
Maoves ant nor all thy Piety nor Wit

Ahall Ture it back to cancel lnlf o Line,
Nar all thy Tears wash out & Word of 18"

Toor Dmue, who streggled In the dark] For all
his hitterness, Omar's work wis more iconoelnatie
in Its eynlelsm than wos Luacrotins’ sonr melan-
choly, How deeply Omar felt his stotements we
con never know, for when he wai st his mes-
riest the under-tow of sadness was st ite strang-
ik, And ugoing, when wp find him ot his bitter-
est, his skeptlenl eynicisms may turn to n shoul-
der-shrugging, "Gather - yo - rosebuds - while -y e-
Muy,” Oviental ineredulity. Then you wonder—
Id ho really belipve?

Thus al Nishoper did live Omar Khayyam,
working, dreaming, and loving his Singing Lady;
Hiving ae his philtsophy deereed antil his death at
the nge of seventy-thres, He asked litle to bo
dape for him ot his death; his sole request was
to & pupil—that he might bo buried where the
north wind wouold seatter bloasems aver his tomh.
Onn othor request he pénned tn the weorld at
large, and more spesially to his mystic desert

Moon

“Ah, Moon of my Dalight who know'st no
Wans,
The Maon of Henv'n is rising once agnin:
Huw aft hereaftor rizing shall she look
Through thiz same Genlen sfter me—in
viinl

HAnd whon Thyself with shining Foot shall
piLes
Among the Gursta Stur-seaitered on the
flaa T
Ani in thy jeyous Erramd reach the Spat
Where | made one—Tum down an empty
[HPTEA

Tamim Bhod . . ..

Goodbye to Omar Ehayyam, horn in the Chris-

thun year of 1050 and dund In the yoar 1123 . . ,

Besurrected by Edward Pitegerald in the year
16068, re-disd—( 7).



BALLAD OF MANILA

Ere reaching Frisco they were friends
{0r po it seemed Lo ws, at least)

Tha mute and pecond maie—and wont
Ashore ss o o lovers" fenst;

But after all the lines were stawed,
Manila, our next port of eall,

We ziw & change—ns when the snows
Upon the fields of autumn fall

Thay cursed each other long and lomd,
And talked behind each other's buck—
When one would say, "As white se snow,™
The other ealled the ohject bluck

It seemed & curious enmity,

The reassn we knew not st all—

A growth of senseless poassion like

The umbrage held his heir by Saul

Wa lay one night (x mazy ene

Of stars and warmly gentle wirs)
In far Manilp—where the forl,
Corregidor, to senward stare=—
And all the wardroom mot en watch
Decided for the shore and beer—
Thae twe went with the rest of us,
But with a frown and with o leer.

Tha "Philadelphia Bar" was fall,

Dut there we stayed to drink our glassese—
A riotously Inughing group

{1 mome one sold o growp of asses)-—
And there the one in Eipsy lears

Deew ol o tattered pholograph

Te show o chanes-found friend— aml turnel

A wodden round to hear a Isugh.

ad

Wo Ilnughod, For, there, his shipboard foe,
The veins distended on his brow,

Wan staring like a demon—alse

I emnnat tell you helber how.

Ha fixed the picture like o man

Who seea the object of his hate

Before him on the Moody ground
Twitching still bul insensmte,

Wo thought it fanny—but we heard
The watcher's volce as hard as stone,
T theupkt you spent your minofes well;
1 kwes 1 lefi you two wlape,

Whess iz the picture ™" With a aneer,
Grown bald en Filipino drink,

Tha ether pnowered, "You hove not
Tha bunest wife yoo think."

“Far that 1 brooght you to my homsa

In Frisea!"™ With a sudden gwoep

He selzed m bottle from the bhar

And threw 1t Red, and whie, and deep,
A lne upon the sther's head
Appeared—he staggered, stood, and fell
To lie, quite &till, upon the flopr—

The blow had served him all too woll.

Temarrow (#0 the measnge Euys)

A mun will hong ot Bilibid,

And so erase o sodden erime,

And so revoke the wrong he did:

T sit upon the aftesdeck,

And, muybe, talk to you while he

Iz dying from o gihbet with

Hin frionds four-thousnnd miles at sen.

—Alhert Johnnsson




The Saxen shore in long nnd stoep,
Tts waters wild and greey,

Hut #'er neross that hodling deep
The raiders maks their way.

Tlhiey do not reel for gule or siorm,
They do oot reef for me,

And do not seeli for fire te wirm
When mew ix on the sen,

Ii_,rh:iunl gunrd in thorpe and tower—
Thilr emeons flash in air

To signnl us the faieful hour

Al whnt the hour doth bere;

A it doth Yeax the: keels of bladk,
With dragen sterns und prows;

That throw the hisslng oesan back

And husi it from their bows.

M{hﬂlm,cuhnrh munies in

The helm and belght enlrase—

Qur trumpets closh pmid the. din
_,{H_h_:huuﬂ:n rings on braas.

Tl Ahips eome through the roaring har
M;ﬂ.u upen ithe beach,

Anil men, more fierse than demons are,
Came pouring out of each,

hmmmmﬂnﬂdmm flows
rﬁmﬂm cold, wet sand;

; omoe agnin, the crimeon shows
Tpon the Binky i

-And, ance ugain, & soldier les
Where ouee o subdior stosd—

The glare of denth within his eyes

THE COLINT OF THE SAXON SHORE

A Lyrical Tale

The battle pooth wall for them?

Then bo it so~They =poed,

As s ta evary flower stom,

To glut them of thalr gread,

And heve they rob and thers they rape,
And hers, again, thoy kill—

But, thes, I enll more legions wp

Ta slay them at my will,

The batthe goath il for them?

With eurses md 'n'll.htl.'lﬂ,

They eeek the denpon-ships agnin—

Mot ormven men, bub wise

Then, onee upon the sens they know,
Their second hume aml bed,

Thity care not what the winds that hlow—
The sleled above thalr hosd

Hut, soon aguln, as fies are deown

To ment, their ships ure seen

As gpecks of black agninst the dawn—
As gulla wpon the green.

Apd, anee again, thelr war is made
And, onee agnin, the lala—

And, onoe apain, the nerthern roid
And blondy northern =ail.

The Sexon shore is steep to sen—
Its watard, deep and eold—

But does not serve to keep from me
The croel and the bokd:

%o, heee, whern Rome haa gel her seal
Upon an alien lnnd,

T koop her watch and wilch her weal
Along the stormy strand.

==Albert Johanseon



TO A LITTLE TOWM
IN SOLUTHERHN FRAMCE

All dny Tong from dawn to durl
Across the litthe town,

‘The shadow of o mighty post
Murchod wp the rond—then dawn,

Murehed op to moest tho splondor whers
The sun sank from the aky,

Hut who was there to ever see

That sitent host go by?

And who was thers to ever know

That Casanr's legione bled,

Al Tought and died and made theie ronds
And buried here thoir desd?

And wha wae there to ever drenm
Thut such things still coali be?
Thit men within the murket-plies
Hnal lost their sight to =ee,

The women in e moclet plame

Had worled since duy'd begun,

And when they fouml o moment’s tines
They gossipad in the sun.

They epoke of this—ibey spoke af that,
{As men wal waomen o)

Hut of the giories of the paet

They neither cured nor knew.

A ghoally saldler erowded alose—
“Heor yv, haar ye,” he snid,
“Twas here upan thiz wery spot
Thut Caesar's legions hled 1™

His whisper reiched the ears of ons—

A wtalwart bl mnd ebrong,

Whi rose, helf-amiled, then turmesd his back
Upon the eerie Lthrong,

“A flg for fame! Whet's fame?"—1 sk
“& bubble when nll's dong—

Do sa you wish, but aa for me,

I'll lie bere in ibe san'

The soldier fled, o ssdidaned wralth:
“knem joon weree men,” be said,
“Oh, better for to be o shode
Among the storied dend ™

Hi néver paused mgln to enll
Thosa in the little town,

But with the reet in stern sreay
Murched up the rwad—then down.

—Leonn Bpltzer

ECHO OF THE PAST

Tnkifur, you wen minel

This mumont, seated ol your feet,

Hringn to fulfillment a goest of cenburies.
1t will pass, thiz sestnsy, az Ur and Babylon,
Bist in the unwritten seroll of Mon

Tt will vemnin ms fmmutahle oy thase,

Surely you havo not Jorgotten me,

Yeur lover, Tammaoz, of the golden dutes?
The Tigris lapped sroumd your feet

When first we mot; and to its

Bapld rise and full we lent & mystery,
Half mocking, hnlf dHvine,

Chabitea kmew our power and sur bot desire;

The Fartile Craseent {lowereel benepsih oor aniom

Our temple then wis bedded deop in passion,

And from {td incenss rode a progd and Justy
mation

Almost eliildlike, yet saperh.

But now your breasts avs covered from my sight,

Your body hides itself o modest, swkwarid
swathings|

Aml I, changed Hhewlss, most respect (e
things,

For Time's sharp edge has smoothed us to a mone

Uvunfnrm:ing shpe.

But when 1 eull you—

Ishinr, Tektar!l—

Thes look deep inte my eyes;

Beige tho wative oifering Lhern.
Thirow hack the cenfury-atmides] yeil;
lecogmize oor primal mennlig

—dimmn Claney

CMAR'S LONMET

It may bet 1 huve sold my Soul uway.

Ersluves] i1 o the Bpirit of the Yine,

And for the mirry Pleasurs of & Day

Have given up an Hur.ita,ge aof Mine:

It may ba, toe, that for the Lips of Love

T've troded off whut Chanee T had of Fame.
And lost & ¢oshioned Throne with Those Above
The motley Masee: and the Common Name:

Havesyare this wmny be, T do pot core,

Far 1 ame sutisfled with what ['ve done—
And all ane knows af Boels Lo wlmd and alr,
And Famo ts faded are its fame is won:

To lsve my Hour ln peace ia all I pray,
Forguiting Morn—forgiving Yesterday,

—Albert Johansson



SHELLEY <LIMBS PARNASSLIS

T I8 CHARGED by eartain lovers of “sheer

beauty"” that Bhalley allowed the prophet to de-
siroy the peet. They say that he allowed vulgar
rmotions to cheapen his arl. Let them define npt.
The musie of certain orientnl eountries souwnds
hursh to most occidental oars. Theso eritics really
menn thot nrt has nething to do with the urge
s prophesy. They compnre Shalley to Keats, und
unfavorably, basing their compurizon on the ps-
sumption thet Keats" works are better than Shol-
Joy’s bocamse he bad no desire to “save® asyone
They refer us to Bappho as being an example of
ene who wrote purely for the parpese of ereating
benuty. She was interested in the Greel sky, not
I Greek institutions. Must we conclude from this
that the poetry of Yachel Lindsmy is inferior, as
poedry, to that of Edwin Arlington Hobinson?
Bheliey and Lindsay have much in common. They
both tried to save people. And, Instead of enlling
Robinson the grentor pont becouse of his apparent
Mindness not only to human misery, bot to the
jesaibillty of the allevintion of this mizery, we
think future gemerations will consider the
prophet's works superior. The world of tomarraw
will refuse to take cognizance of posiry writien
i Liinn's beams or to Pun's plpes written within
sound of mochine-gun fire and the screams af
dyinge men,

“Tefusing to fag ot Eton, he was troated with
rovolting eruelty by masters nnd boyser this rowsed
Instend of taming his spirit, and he rejectnd the
I‘I‘Iﬂ'f of ohodiones when 18 was enforesd by -
aneed and punishment,” Mary Shallay wrote these
words shout her hushand soom after his death,
Future generations will love Zhelloy for not en-
tering o momnastery of self-pity; they will love
him for passionately Identifying hin own prin
with the pain of mankind; they will love him be
eniise his protesintions were not for himself alone,
nor evon primorily for himeelf, but for others, He
enald not play his melanchaly musie, "heautiful®
though it might he, whila o world wag I eonfla-
Eration. Hiz wans the voice which shooted peross
the eurve of the centuries,

¥, + + Tho universe,
In nature's =llent eloquence decluses
That oll fulfill the workn of love and I-ngr—
All but the outeast man. He fabricstes
The swerd which stabs his peace; be

cherishath
The enakes thut gnaw his heart | he roiseth ap
The tyrunt, whose delight is in his won
Whosr sport is In his ageny . . "

WEILEY SGORDON

From the same pooni, “Quesn Mab,™ be sheuts,

Miings, priests, ond stateamen, blost the
haman flawar

Even In its tender bud; their Influsnee darts

Like subtle poison through the bloodless
veins r

Of desolate soclety, The child,

Ere he con lisp his mother's sacred name,

Swalls with the unnatural pride of erime, and
lifts

s baby-sword even in o hero's mood.”

Wao hove honrd muny minlsters say that never
agnin could they blaspheme aguinst the tenchings
of the Mun of Goliles, using the New Testnment
from which 1o choose taxts to support aribed oon-
flict, as Lhey did in the Workl War, How the
poet’s spirit shoold suffor if ha knew what Mus-
solind i= dalng to the ltalinn bobies! Bhelley saw
what the Ltalinn stutesmon fails 1o see, and whni
the Spartans failed to understand, that right by
forea 2 tho most ephemeral power |n the world.
Higlil disclpling did not prevent Bparts from going
down to destruction; nor did it prevent Sparts’s
conguerors from following ber o dissolution a
few years |ater,
Timebess s this chullengs fo us, coming from

Bheliey'a pon in 180z

“Power, ke & desolnting postilonce,

Poblutes what'er it touches; omd obedience,

Bane of sll genius, virtns, freedom, truth,

Makes sloves of men, and, of the human

Trams,

A mechanized sutomaton . . 7
Man in more of o “mechanized sutematon' today
thon ke wos whon these lines were writden. Aghin,
we paml,

"Mature rejects the monareh, not the mon}
This subject, not the eitizeni for Kings
And enbjects, miutusl foss, forever play
A losing gunme fnta ench other's handas,
Whiss stakes are vies and misery , . "

Imagine telling that o Btally, or Hitlor, or Mus-
solimk, or to the British House of Lordd, ar to the
Ruling Clese of Jupan, or to the presidents of
Balivig nad Paraguay, or te sny Chinese bendit!

After the war (which was foughi for demoe-
racy) waos won, the gullible =at back to rest from
their virtuous Inbors, prayer won. But the ruless
of the world saw &n unparalleled oppariunity to
secure for themeselves thing= leng coveted, and
now, nearly two decodes pfter open hostilities

an



ounsedd, we find the world's great leaders playing
“A lozing game into each othor's hands" Shelley
gous deepeér than platitude. We koew from the
m:mh; quuotntion that were be to retom io s
and hear of the war new In progress in South
America, he would encuire nn o the aatural re-
soirens of ibw tarritory in dispute. |(We often
wonder what would happen shoald Admiral HByrd
tfiimover huge ofl fields in Litthe Americe.)

“Commerce! bopepth whess polson-hresthing

nhade

No sofitwry wirtae dores to apring,

But peverty and weslth with equal hund

Bentier théir withering curses, and enfold

The doors of premature and violent death,

To pining famine and full-fed dizeass,

To all thot share the lot of humen 1ife,

Which poisond, hody nwml soul, searce drags

the chnln,

That lengthens ms it gues i elnnks behimb,=
Burveying the danger spots in the world teday,
where do we find them!? In Bouth Amerien, white
there & oil; in Chine where there {% odl and fron;
in Abyasinis, where thars is oil. The potential
ipismntinn of digpoie betwees the Unived States
and Moxico snd the South Amerionn republics s
the curtailment of bueivess acthvity finaneed by
Wall Stevet, Tha snd fact is thot Unels Sam hae
never sent his unifermed nephews Ints a Seulh
American  country except Lo protect property
whieh was being exploited by North Americans
We cun never knew how muoch truth there is in
the statement thit the words *Made in Germuny"
catsad the World War, but we reenll having hesrd
u elbizen of Bouth Afrlem say, “De you want me
te tall you whoi coused the Warld War? 1 eunn.
1t was you Christian nations fighting ovor my
hemtben Afrien]™

When has there been o time when ihe follow-
imgr wards could apply to mere foir citles and
palnees?

“Baobold & gorgeoms polnes, that, smid

Yon populous city, reéars ite thousand towors

Anil spema il o eity. Gloomy LeGgs

OF gentimels, In stern and silent ronks,

Encompisss it around; the dweller thero

Canmot be (roe ond hoppy; hearesl thoo not

The eursed of the Intherless, the groans

Of thoss who have mo frlend ™
Are the falr eities of Italy free? Do the slrests
af Berlin recall the noble Goelhe, exeept in eon-
trusts? Is London todoy more free from the ferrer
of enemy Zeppeling then she was in 19187 Shelley
wWarns:

“There needeth not the heil that bigots frame

To punish these who ere; sarth in itself

Contains ot mmes the evil and Lhe cuee;

An all-safficlng nature can chastise

Thase who tranggress her law . .

L=

Empires are erented bemuse of the selfishness of
onw man, or & dmall groap of men. When the
rilers die, the empires soon crumble. History nf-
fords as muny exnmples—ol grest looders who
had their brief ltile day and possed swddenly
down the road fo destroction, Cossar aheothes]
Brutus' sward in his heart; Anthony met Fulse
Pride and died by his own hand; Hannibal met
u like fain; Nopobeon idied on 81 Helens, o miser-
able, broken man; Nicholas II of Lussls, and
countless athers of the world's “grent,” were ns-
snaginnted. “An all-sufficing natore can chastise
Those whe transgreds her low . . °

1s there no way to build wn empire which nesd
nat frew inevitable destruction? Bholley thought
there wus, He did not [ight political sysiens as
such, He fought the instifution of seifishness in
tha buanan beart, believing it could be dostroyed.
We in Americn have only recently become wlarmed
by the knowlodge that a demoerney cnn be Jupt us
vile an & monnrely.

" o Those gilded MNies

That, basking In the sunshine of o eourt,
Falten on [ts eorruptionl—what are they?
—The drones of the commuanity; they feod
On the mochinle's Inbor: the starved hind
Faor them compels the stubborn glebe ta vield
Ita unshared horvests; and yon equalid form,
Leamer thon feshloss misery, that wastes
A ginlens life in the unwholesmme mise,
Dieage aut in labor & proteacted denth,
T ghat their grandedr ; many faint with voil,
That few may know the cores nnd woe of

glath."

Il is painful for un not to forget how the “gilded
fMes™ andl “the dropes of the eopEoosity™ we
filling the streams of our natlonsd 1ife with chelr
palliution, The seandal af graft in car Community
COhest drives und in Fedoral Relied work 8 o
terribie indictment of cur civilization. Again the
poel speuks to os with penetmting insight:=
“These toe the tyrant serve, who, skilled to
Enmhe
The feet of justiee in the toils of lnw,
Btoand, rondy to opprass the weaker stlliz
And right or wrong will vindieate for gold,
Smeering ot poblie virtoe, which beseath
Thelr pitiless tread fles tern and trampled,
whene
Honor mits smiling &t tha =ale of troth,”

Bhetley says what wae all know. Mo natien cam
long exisl whan ler citigéns becoms so corrupt
ne to say, “Everyone clse greafis, why sholdn't
waT" Our natlonal graft ks not limited to the vast
il fialds af the weet and southwest. Thare iz an
Albert Fall in every American sommunity. A
few years ago the world was thrilled when an
inmocent man, sentemesil to o terrible exile by &



Frenegh court of Justiee, wnz restored o citlzon-
ghlp nml freedom, The impression & growing in
Americn Lhat there ore many Droyfos eneps,
which may never ba discovered, sccurring bn our
courts, As Shelley wrote, however,

“Falsebood domunds but gold to pay the

anga
Of putraged conscienee;™
und
“Without m shudder, the slave-saldier lenda
Hiz iirm e murdérods e, nod  steels his
henrt,
When the dread elequence of dying men,
Low mingling on the lonely field of fama,
Assnils that nature, whese spplause he sells
Far jgross blessings of o patriot mob,
For the vile gratitule of henrtless kings,
And for a cold world's good word—wiler
sl ™

These words nre vindicated by the videus e
tivities of munition eancerns in every lmportant
fmtion on earth. The dogs of wor must hoave
etrnimed ut their lenshes in esger amticipation
when mn hireling of certain war-goods manu-
facturers was sent from this couniry to represont
s |n o disnrmement conferonce. Gold was the
price,

It bhas boon sald thut “Raeligion need not fear
ihe sheptics, but she does need to fenr thut great-

et ennmy—the refusal to pssume her moral obli-
gations.” This s troe of nrt Had Shelley's spirit
broken under the aitmcks which nzsniled him st
sehoal, our language would ba Impoverished ir-
retriovably, There wonld be no “To the Skylark,”
or “The Cloud,” or "Ta Might” or “Odc to the
West Wind,” or "Adeonuls" ar "Quesn Mah" and
many other besutifol expressions of noble emo-
tionz. Hin nrt shall live so long as there are apleits
wha mre wishers-of-things-as-they-ought-lo-be. The
urt of the future must recognize more than it
does todny the humanity of huomanity. Not in
splte of, but bocase of a heart which bled for
mankind, the peel will be loved ten-thoussnd
generationn hence, In the following words e ex-
presees his faith in the oltimate destiny of man,
when man has nelfishness mod quenched
the gold-thirst by drimking of the waters of com-
paasion,

*Through the wide rent in Time's eternal
vall,

Hope wos seen beaming ﬂu-r.rm'h the mists of
fenr:

Earth was no longer hell;

Lave, fresbom, heu.H.Il, had given

Their ripenass to the msnhend of its prime,

And all its pulsss beat

Bymphonious to the plonotary spheroar

Then dulest musle pwelled

Cancordant with the life-sirings of the soul.”

THE POOR WE HAVE
ALWAYS WITH Us

T'vw geen mnn eell their Weod that they muy eat,

And pawn the clothes thut keep them from the
cold

Thiit they may chew aghin o piece of meat

fie drink w bowl of soup, both sparssly doled—

Bueh ls our vast desire for life; & force

That runnels un throughout as wters do

An aven thle-land whore the sa-wsves course

At mensured Limes:—HBuol yet o few

Desuples the bhreath thot keeps the body warin,
And carse the heart that keeps the blood aflow,
And seck their shelter from the gusty storm

In narmow beds which armor them from wos—
There na man buys his bread, and none regret
The savar of n meal Lhey did mot met.

—Alhert Johanason

Pealms 100:3—1 found trouble and sorrow.

In Paris, when the winter nights nre Tong.

The ghart of ¥Villon passes in the strests,

And, ns a moon-cast shodew, subtly fleets
Through allays lined by merchantes wise in wrong.
The ghoot sings snntches of macabre song

That smnck of longings nmd of deep defeats,
And with the whistling wind & note competes

In mmdmness, thongh the wind ba cold anil strong.

Tipes it, the ghost, remember attic hours,

And suwdden deatl, and churehly goll, and wins,
And Katherine with lips of Tokay red?

Cir, &t the mercy of pale grisly pow're,

Diees it vepent of zin, and grently pine

Ta over-write the things ance coolly anld?

—ATbart Johniibsonm

el



HERO AND LEANDER

A Lyriesl Tale

L
Tha body washed up on the changing sands
To lie contorted on the yellow beach
With shining limbs, and eold and tight-clenched

hands

That sesmed definnl whers mosl would besesch
The hurd-sot face seemed reconciled to bleach,
When rolted, finally, to shining white—
A ineering wkull pbhorrent to the sight

: X
The storm wind ran in harrid, shouting gles
To where the flocks were shivering in the hills
From where the torment of the writhing sen
Made Heuid thunder. As the seured herd mills,
When the elinking welf contagions fear inetills
In thom, the waves ran every way nnd tore
With fonmy, grasping fingers at the shora.

.
And Hero stooped In nwiul mdness o'er
The seas colil prey upon ite sandy hier,
Her tressts she bosk; hor Jocks sho seiced snd
tore;
She woe like ono demented by great fear:
And horror shese In kor blue ayes, as elenr
As tidepools in the sand. Bhe eriel apon
The stormy powers, a vickim of their brawmn.
s
*Here he liee whe mested In my nrms,
Apent with the waves anl wonry with the sea,
The lowvely regent of my swestest charma,
Thie king whase sz preclaimed his smpiry
imr all T have, now |=ft olons o me,
The husk of boauty and n useless toy
Married to sorrow sincs divoreed from Jey.

i
“The golden hair whose curls T onen enreszod
Are wel with waters of the Durdenelles
And damply cling to that brow, white us dressed
Empyrann marble from the sky's sool dells
Of eloudls. That volee as genthe as the bells
That ring in pewce, when war has gone to hide,
Bpaaks [n cold whispers fa o final beide,

.
“ ley lips, whose color hos been chunged
To blue from red, lob mo press these on you
Who trembled once to me, but, now, sstranged
From passion, anewer notl O waters hlue,
(keeunus, whom river velns renew
Peranninlly, what have yoo done to. this
Cald corpas anee lyving onky for my lkiss?

a3

T

“Thess elesnly limbe; how stiffly straight they

are

{

Thoss shining eyes; how glaringly they staral
Thut vital sool=—0h, =1l me what swift siar,
Al whit the elimate, what the permeant air;
Huz it now found amd beft this plunet beire
Of life and love: Lowve that is sire o life
And moderater of (ta madman strife.

E

“{Hive mo agaln the arma, the lps, the fire,—
The stormy passion of o moment's span-—
The kindling heart that rises from the mire
0OF selfish creeds and cruditics of mun

To taste divinity! Denth's mead o ban
Apninst my wishes and against our love,
Blny, ah, slay him, Fens, from fields abovel!

¥,
“From Abydos to Seates and my lamp
Leander, dead in nll young manhood’s pride,
Was wont to nightly swim the waves that eramp
The Inmt o limits. Blowly side by side
Wa'll pacm the beaeh, the lnughing waves deride
As wenlt, but find no atrengih of theirs ean wear
Tha eliffs to powder or the benches hare,

1

“Sen whers the lovin clraves the cloudy west
And Dlan shroods her in & targid mist

And how the stors, the outlines of the hlest,
Are hliddlen, To the thundar's challenge, let
Leander, better had it been you mivsed

Crur nightly parley than to kesp it an,

The denr, dend victim of 0 storm-wave's hlow.

1L
“{Ih, there's & aphers, broad green Elysiam,
Where Homer wanders, sunk in revery,
Where lovers linger, searching those who come
‘Aeross with Charon to the threnody.
OfF Btyglan waters, hoplpg thoy may see
Immortal love outliving mortul fromes
And from their lipe to soond bealeved aumes,

A
=20 | will elimb wp en my towar whers
I burned the bencon evecy night for him,
Who lies here st my fest, and through the air
HFunge Into death sed ere my alght grows dio
Hee visions daring mnd in dying limmn
Face, eyos, and halr, eharms physieal wwl not,
Before I join them in Jove's purden plot ™



18
She elimbed the wteps, her bressss fiying free
Like winps of elond areund the eold moon's face
While winds blew up her garments to her knee
And ruin fell on hee, When she reached the plase
Whera the Hght was on the reof, her nutural

Erace
Muode her seem Venus 1it by Fhoebas" fires,
Alene and stnluesqoe in grent desires.

14

Ay, benutiful in trngic sadness sho
Btood 1ike n enrven Venus in her dress
Of white that blew sround her, and the ses
Cried for her teary oyes, whose ealt enress
Diripged on its bosom eold, whose tumalt less,
By for, was than the unrest in her heart,
That throagh her wine-hued lips was prons to

wkart

16,
Divwn, down! In this the foce? These parted lips
‘With red bloed trickling from their corners and
With starting éyea filled op with gore that drips
Benenth a pleading, slender hund
That rests, back down, sbove them: This halr

funmed

Oy hurrying windz all matied o'er the stones
With bape and fiuid life whers woter moans?

—ATbort Johaneson

THE PLODDER

Pleglding harses—salowly plodding men—
Another furrow—plodding back sguin-—

A single thooght—a single, dendened thought—
Deadaned braln—men's snd horses' headn

Do these men feel? Can thoss men over knew

The raising, Hfting, sarging, God-like glow

That comes to thoss who see, and plan, and
bizild—

To those who form thelr dremms, then mako them
'l

e do they plod—thess men with listless eyes?

Must dend men drag themselves throughoot the
dwyn,

And follow sepsonn ouk like broken aloves,

Thair sarth by dey—and then st night thelr styn?

Far thair long tusk is bot to tail again,
Aceepting drabaese, poverty, and pain
With blnekenmd shells of minds that biind ta them
The thought: this deed ls effspring of my brain,

Ok GQnd, what eroel Jost i this you've done?
What fs thin soddy eurtaln that you'we hung
Hefore the lights thnt brighten up thelr souls—
This making men and beaste-of-burden ane?

—Burton Wood

A gray-haired woman walked about
With trembiing lipe,

Her eyes downenst.

She neithor looked to left nor right,
But walked an unfamiliar path
Argund familisr furnilure.

Her toble glowed with the radinnee

Of & table sot with love,

Bhe gove it not o glance

For femr of ranlizing the empty ehairs,

She walked about with eyes downeast

And (mnginsd she saw ber children thers . . .

Her stalwarl soms, long sines gome away,
Carrled on their sifly but so serious

Talks on patithes;

Har daoghters, grown so gay and fres,
Brought in the Inst few delicacies

Axnd ealled that dinner was ready:

A Christmas dinner fit for kings and qieens,
For her children wers 1o lar

Tha royulty of hor heari . . .

Bhe passel an sged and wrinklad hand
Across her coreeworn beow, mnd ealled . . .
Hut got no answer,

The empty roeom resounded emptiness . . . .

—Haitee Mas Sanor



Ambassndors from the Othmool are sent to
treat with Timuar. They swear thay will keep bla
poace slways if he marches oway.

I will sttain though Hell itself should bar
My way with burning mountaine foll of smnke
And thunder! | am not a child bo quail
Befors the threat of mrms; oay, nature's seli
{Should she nlly ber force with thine agninst
My iron legions) ennnot change my course
O thwirt my afim. Out upon ypoud all
If you think empiy =pesch, bombastle phrases,
Can frighten one who suw the Delhl streets
Ag rod with Blood u= are the posses of
The Hindu Eush while with snow in winter,
Diliver ma from prating and array
Your fores against me, nod poir words, and et
The lssus of the war rest not with mouths
But weapons. Let the field we see before us
Ba tha tnble whereon we may thoow
Tha diee of war—the stake, nsn empioe,
Do yom think I come across u balf of Asis
Ta hu:u[y words, io have an hour's chat?
M fuch yu think, go homs, ye squailing labes,
And goarrel with your nurses, lewving me
The deed to all yo now poseess—not fit
Faor such ax ye to hald.
Then ye will fight?
Ho let it be—it is my clemenl
Wharein I revel u= the fishes do
In mountain lnkes or bivds opon the air.
It = my food, my deink, the wife with whom 1
sleep
And wake, the bloody mistress of my Moty life,
Warl it s n toal T use, the axe I wield
To shape out empires from a shapeless chies,

e=dibert Johonesan

He lout his sight the day they planned to wed,
Hur purents puver let them mest agnin
Though muny years have past, no =ign of pals
Detrays hin suffering on Borrow's bed,

Far b hls spicit-eye her lips are rol,

Hin fingers weigh her goldan halr; the rain
Comes down In sllver strips along the lone

T kias the cheek on which hin Jowe iz fed—

Her hoir ol ruby lips have turned to chalk.
The sylph be soés n memory bs bent

Beneath the winds of age; her shuffling gait—
A, silenee now, of thi= we do not talk,

For he must never know—her epes ure spent
By tme, as his, lang yenrs before, by Tate,

Wisley Thextor Gamlon

JAMES CLAREMCE MANGAN
An Irish Poot, Unfortunate |n Life

W, L. uiterly enst down " —Eibie

Omee, sitting on the sand the watars wors

From eliffe whoee erests were crowned with seni-
lered pine,

1 henrd an eerin melody,—ae fine

The wind that made it died, and sung no more:

A single ale, glong that pleasint zhore,
Bang in the trees but once.—yet still [ dine
Upon those notes as on fing food and wine,
In guiet wnd behlnd a shublered door,

Thees notes were Chine, dend Mangun, thin and
chonr

And filled with Foerie'a crystal bella of joy

Yot ahuding off in grnomish smunds of woe

T heard thy love in them, and anw kher snenr;
1 beinrdd thy pleasure there, andd foll (2 cloy;
I heard thy sorrow,—greater none miy know,

—Albort Fohinsson



‘“ROUND

RE OUR colleges losing thelr long-cherished
ability to function n= liberslizing institutionsT
Heretlofore, they have boon gcknowbedged an tho
rightful homes of thut somewhat indefinite entity
known pe an dden, 18 was pdmitied that the idoas
producsd there wers oot all fessibde anss; that
muny woukd bo disenrdsd when the originator
lnter cume inte conteet with the semewhas disil-
hsioning but - snlotory actoolities of what was
perhops fnewtivosly tormeed “lifa” But still, it wes
ndmitted that our eolbeges had thelr place; there
thes younger gencratien coull sow their intellec:
tunl "wildd oats;" there this sme younger gonors-
tiom eould fully satisfy their natural buk seem-
ingly wseless vogue of erltielsing nll the varioas
lnwyi, habits and custems that might be tn fashion
at the tima that the aforementioned generation of
ypungers” were of the colloge ngn

The colleges of the poast, it mest slso be ad-
mitted, ompreised that right of enbidam to its
fallest extent. They eriticlesd God; they, ut less
{roquent intorvals, it must be admitted, even eriti-
ele] the Devil, Unforsunitely; it seoms that only
& few ol our henlihier educational institutions
have retained this happy faculty of criticism. Ged
in o lchoo subjecl, and the Devil l= enimly ne-
copited s 0 comewhat sbmple riflex metlon. No
longer do our stwlent bedles eriticiee the actions
of the Inrger groupn oulsilde of the cellege proper;
nor, & more lomonitshle fact, do I:h!g' eriticise
each other.

This unhuppy truth is brovght foretbly to our
mind when we recognize the etate of whal is
gratly t=rmed “dramatie eelticlzm™ in the eollege.
It I# troe thet dramatic eriticism iz merely one
method by which the critienl faeulties enn be put
to ume; it is wlse true that 1t e perhaps ono of
the miner and more selective paths, bt it i an
nge-old |nstitution, ant spo that may be beld ns
falely roprosecintive. When dramathe erlthelsm
1 empsculated snd fochle, you may feel sure thal
the sorciety which weoepts such eriticlem is ftzelf
feahbe umd nmnsenlabel

Many of our vollegas, espoeinlly those that nre
stitg=run; mnd therefore more obvlonsly dema-
eritle, not only permit, bot demand, dremstic
eriticism that I so innoenoud wnd maipid that it
reads outwardly like the effusion of an Uher
Tiekonsoninn Littde Nell, while inwardly the acute
our moy euteh the poverberations of & crumbling
wnl disiniegrating marale, The studonts do not
segm to reallse the nbewvdity of cotaloguing such
pup o eriticient) they fondly eot oot the sugar-

ABOUT"

JAMES CLAMCY

potikinl mriicles and duoly flle them | thelr col-
beetions of “College Memories” He who atlempts
to ghiako thems out of thelr state of paresia by
stradghtforward, ir poorly stated, truths, s
brumiéed ns aitempting only to startle; he is clas-
eified wa that most sbominable thing, an egotist,
who hos no other desire but to display hia (1-
coneenleg] prejudiees in the public eye.

Now it may well be that the self-appotnted
critic of the nnahgr drnmi 14 led o lils Judemants
by un linposing arrmy of prejodiess, his eritical
furulty may be as peorly developed ma the mver-
mge, his knowiedge of the dmmo muy be of the
seanllest, but thess pointz nre ootside the renlm
of this discussion—"bot only becsuse the students
#0 eritlelsed place them thers, Those who are
eriticized never delve into the qualifieations of
the critie—seemingiy they nre pot interested, In
fact, their opinien: wpon the motter, althongh
mightily vocifernud, are corespondingly vngue
und chastic, When foreed to farm intelligible
wpeech, (admittedly n tedious proeess), their an-
Ewer to the goestion of whal they ehjeet to in
the mare open type of eriticism is omsaingly ean-
tradictive and indefinite, Uniformly they will say,
HpitieinmT=0h, 1 like critiei=m,” And then they
will pdid, with 4 deproestory Inak in thair alraight-
forwnrd, harsst eyed, “Hut it most e constriuctive
eriticism."”

Tha eritle & silont bafore on indictment of
wuch ::I:upenliulu dluplicaty. If he folt that they ae-
tually knew what they were saying, if, Indeed, o
bod the slightest pesurance that even, mob Knows
ing what they were saying, thoy wors sincers in
thelr ignoranes, he might set aboal to point sut
whint he- felt to be thelr srrors; to offer them that
for which, in their evazive way, thoy ssemsd to
b asking, If be could feel that thelr svmalons
woere of the comparatively simple (fymbicne Eype,
that they were merely following the injunetion of
the Boyg to po “Houmd about' then he would
regard their afgwer with plessare, he woald huil
thom to hin bosom mod pdmit that he, oo, was
puzzled i to the straightest way, bul had they
trind this puth—ar this—or the one that lends
through the ohscure morass -over thore? “Shatl
wa," ho would esgerly ery, "try the way to-
gether?™ And haond In hind they woald floander,
ar suceesd,

Bt such sentimentnl hoand-clusping, Lthe young
eritic soon dizcovers, ls not to be the program of
the day. He moy, in his youthful eptimism, think
that the first rebuff he receives from such A



concillntery gesture on his part, is merely & mis-
tuke. His intentons hwd perhape bosn misean-
trimnl. But tho noxt tinw be would surely be un-
derstoed. Agaln be would write, again bhe woald
await results. The irritatingly eomdessending
amsiles were nothing to him; he cant them easily,
He would ge direcily lo the persuns most con-
cerned; this time all woold be right. Smilingly le
in received, Smilingly and veiledly he is enlled o
memsithon seeker, n mountebank of words, In des-
pecution the puzzled eritie throws all cantion, all
subterfuge, to the winds, “Bul what," he acks, “do
il abjact 86 in criticism?™™ An pstounded look
oyersprends the fnee af the Intercogated, o sog-
gestion of the misnndersiood creeps into his oyes,
“Oritlelem?™—0h, 1 like eriticism.” And then he
will mdd, with » deprecntory look in his stenight-
forward, bonest eyen, “But it must bo constractive
eriticism.”

And then the young eritie, [ he Is not too
young, if he i not too optimistie, knowe He
milingly ncknowledges hiz thonks for this inter«
culing information and withdraws. Outside, he
muy pauss to think, and he will renlize how he
wan deceived the first time he heard that am-
biguous yet simple-sounding statemsnt. If he looks
doep enough nte Liz own mind he realizes that
nodwdy Hkes eritielem, pad that thoee he hns ques-
tioned have no jdea of the difference thnt really
oxiets betwoen conabructive and destructive erlll-
clem; that, to them, the only distinction lies in
being criticieed or I being complimented. He
roabizes thia, and he wonders ot his own stupldity.

To stale that one “likes" eriticlsm i as anach-
ronistic 84 to say that one likes & medicine that
ong takes ta chvinte o dizease. It ls not & mabier
of [iken and dislikes; bere the intellect is at pliy.
We tulio the ofl that makes up for our deficiency
in Vitemin A, we do the exerclizes that remedy
our tendency to flat chesl, not besnuse wu like
efl ner bechuse we have a penshant for thut par-
ticnlar form of exercisa, but because our intels
lest telln ni thot that ia the oil we should taio,
that that s the specinl form of physien] gymnas-
thes through which we should go. To “like™ eriti-
cism of oar dramatic efforts woold be as paths-
loglenl a2 bo insist wpon desing ourselves for
disenses that we did nol poseesa.

15 s equally absurd fo sny that oo will necept
eonzstruetive criticizm, when ons has oo ldew of
the difference that exists between that type of
eritleipm and the type that in bath labelled and
libeded nz “destructive"

It has become the vogue of late to smile know-
ingly whan the nome of Moncken eor Nathan is

mentioned—just we it was the vegue a few yeam
past to have thelr latest beok in o prominent plaes
on the |lbrary table, and thelr smartest phrade in
readiness on tha tip of the tengue, Their kindest
commentators pdmit that they had their places,
but Bow, they suy, their work s dons. Even the
extremely gentle A, A, Milne is forced to une
fumillar heights of sarcasm in condomming tha
vitriokie saremam of Mr, Nathan's pesn.

Now, the orities of the erities all sgres, is tha
time for comstructive criticieme And the dramas-
lcally beleagoersd minde peem o have sefzed
upom this phrass as o sort of hoven, “Give us
canptrustive eriticism,” they. cry, “and we will
listen.” Unfortunately, thess amatesr followers
af tho drama sosept no eriticiem ns being of that
very apecial type known as constructive. To say
to them that their gestures aco awlownnd and
main Ingless, thal their specch is nol se nrtici-
Inted ns to enrey to the farthest recesses of the
nuditorium, I8 ot enough. They condemn aven
such explivit sinterwnts us destroctive. Shauld it
be necessary for the eritic lo supply the informa-
tion that there is a very instructive book en Pan-
tomime by Lotz and that many articulnbory ex
evcimes will be found in Awery, Dorsey, and
Birkles' Elementury Prinsples of Speech? Are
they not confusing pedugogy with eriticism? Ara
thoy not sware that nny eriticiom that iz bazed
upen o renson s constructive, that the enly de-
strictive eriticiem |8 that which is bnsed upon na
reaeon at nll?

Té state thut n person (s o poor aclor may be
termed destructive eritbeism—if, indeed, it moy bae
tarmed eriticism ot all—for it gives ne hint of the
regsons which led to such a stolement Huot to
say that & person I8 a poor actor becnuse his ges-
tures nre awkward is dofinitely eonstructive eriti-
cinm, fumdnmentin]l and slementary though it may
be. In the college, il is not of primary Impertance
thut the eritic, in moking the statement about the
v kwnrdness of the actor’s geatures, has hit upan
thi fundimental weikness of the sctor, 1t bs true
that the eriticlsm would be doubly effective if 1§
were both truth-seeking and troth-finding: But
In the eollepe it is better that evlticlem dhould be
n thwmrted troth-seeking than an entire disrogued
of the yaluen that are incident to such o search.

If the colleges are to rotain the esteom in whish
they huwe boon hold, the students must strike out,
must contlnee In the path that has been thelr his-
toric heritage. Theirs should be the youthful skep-
tigism, which, mtumbling and awkwerd though |t
may be, ls the first requisite for him who would
diseover the end ot which wll knowledge nims,




ARRAS

RREAE wspat into the Hellespont. Tha turbid

witers ewirlesd and writhed in protest, These
watern troahled Arraa. For seven days now they
hadl been muddy and restless, tugging st the sup-
ports of this mighty bridge ihat he, Arras, hod
eomstructed in five short wesks out of the skill
of his brain and the power of hia driving auw-
tharity; nnd now that the greai span was com-
pleted, the water-gods ssemed meore than ever de
terminnd o tear it oot befors its gsefulness conbd
b domenstrated by Xerxes, by whose order it had
eme imfo being. Arras was not proud of hia
beldgn, It was o faulty structore and be knew it;
but by all the gods, how eould they expect even
the grentest engineer in all Perain to build &
beldigs of papyros!

He looked with envy st Dylon's structore, hall
& mile away. Bylon had fluxen cables for his
beldge, Thi flaxen eables were fwice s sirong aa
the papyris, and less than o talent henvier in five
eubits’ lemgth; but, as the court emls=ary had in-
tormed Arrns, “Hylon in by far the inferior en-
ineer, O warthy loed, aml this compensation has
soomel justifisble In the syss of our monarch's
couneil.”

He had replied, *Canneot the feols in our mon-
arch'e eouneil mee that one usahle b.rl.dga I8 muara
to b sdeslred than two weok chains of flanta? Far
know thou, couriier, that Bylen canmot build so
strong s brddge ns 1, even with the id'ﬂ.ﬂt&]ﬁ of
materiuls, Glve me the preeious flax and T build
thes @ struclure that even the temperamental
Hellespont will hawe to respaol"

Thi nmbassnder hnd been courteous but unsmt-
infactory, “Yen, worlhy Arrse, [ kmew nll Ehat,
amil T would T eould help thee, bul I have mersly
been commlnsloned to infarm thee that the coimnell
has sppointed Arras to everses the constroetion
af the papyrug bridge, or—hut surely thon know-
el the waya of the Ruler of Rulers” Yes, Arras
knew anly too well the ways of the Buber of Rul-
era He would build Xerxes” bridge for him, but—

An ominous rumbling broke in en the engineer's
bitter meditntion, It was thunder on the Apngnan,
far aff % the west, Arras's brow furrowed, He
didn't like the looks of things horo, Tf that growls
ling grew nny louder, it woald mean raln) wml
ruin an the Hellespont at thut time of year meant
kel cut Ingse, Well, be was glad the lust lashings
bindl besn made, the last pege deiven. IT the gods
were gond, his bridge would stand an even chines
with the slomenta.

He turped to give an order to & forempn pass
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img by, then stood and watched the glistening,
Wack Ethiopian stoves na they worked clearing
bp the debieia, They chattered to ench other in-
pezsnpily  tn thelr oublundish dialeet, growing
mare. and mors oxcited, wntil finally, as of sne
necard, they dropped thelr teola and buskets and
wnch slave drepped bo his hounchea and waited,
uitting on his heels and toetering hack and forth,
npperently listening for soma sigmal, The fore-
memn ruskod up nnd down bekind the blasks, bont-
ing them with cudgels wnd jerking them foreibly
to their fest, bul to ne avall; the slaves offered
ne pofistames, and they permitted the foremen
to treat them in any way they saw fit, but each
hlock, ns soon aa he wis physically able, returnsd
to his former position and reassumed hls walting,
listening sttitude,

Although na soand had heached Arrns's enrs,
the Ethlopinns seemed to gel thelr signal, for
there broke simulteboonsly from o thousand
thronts & long, piercing wall which drew itself
out and resolved if=elf imte & low, pounding
rumhle, The rumble in turn guve way to a chust,
low and eerie and awful. Dooe-sh, oooo-ah, boom,
aoe-ah, sopo-ah, boom, The hair on the naps of
Arrns's neck steod eut, and n enld tingling shiv-
ered ovar his shouldecs and down his spine; his
muacles turmed o water mnd seemned unable te
mupport the weight of his bedy.

Spat! A drop of woter struck Arras's forehend,
bringing him bs iz sensea. Ashomed of hls ma
mientnry wenkness, be shook his head mnd bawled
ardera to his foremen, “Leave the blocks snd get
to your boreicks before the wrath of the thun-
der-god breaks upon vou!"

Az If to punetunte his spdér, n penell of Light-
ning split the hesvens above thelr heads, followed
by an carth-shaking thander-lap, The men needed
no further urging. Throwing their codgelz from
them us they wont, they hroke nway keross tho
aboll-strewn beach up the slope to the rows af
emall, snog enbing two forlongs nway, Arree re-
mained on ke brldge, fascinoted by the blacks
and their fungie ritual. Again snd agein the thins
dergod slashod the bottom of the rain-basket with
hin Hghining-swerid, and with ench stroke 1he rain
doubdod Its wigor. Belew, the growling ffood of
the Hellespont ran foster and faster, resching
higher and higler In its attempt Lo carcy Arras
and his bridge off to the west. Through it all the
biacks enveipd on their weird chant—ova-nh, ooe-
nh, boom——now drowned out by the thander, now

By



making themsalves hesrd above the rour of the
waters, bt always chanting an, rocking back and
forth in timo o their coo-ph, ceo-ah, boom,

Arras was a litthe frightened at thess Ethio
peans; ke woold never quite understand them.
Drdinnrily they paid no sttention te rain, they
had not the white man's regard for the elementa;
yet here they wers, working themeelves into &
frenzy over o thunder-storm

Then, suddenly—ailence. Load, deafening si-
lenee. The chant broke off. The thuneder Htoppied,
The wind and the rain stoppead. The erenking of
the papyru= eables, sirining agninst the tugging
eurrent, wus felt rather thun honed, The muddy
strenm wie smeoth amd onruffled, its ferocions
current nttested anly by the lang wakes eut in its
surfoce by the supporting floats under the bridge.

Terror-stricken, the blacks stired toward the
enst and the Muornmar, For ten seconds they sat
maotionless an their heslz: then with & wild howl
they rose und fled toward the bank, motioning
Arras to follow them; but he would not, he
wanted to see what it wes that had frightened
them. But straln as he might, e conld see nsthing
but the hrond expunee of gray water spreading
far off to the north and eact. As the last of the
Eihlopinn band passed him, twe gigantic alaves
stapped leng enough to heist Arrus bodily to theie
shoulders and eprry him slong with them. He
protested In waln ot being thus igneminiousiy
snepl op o the eorremi of his human basts of
burden. Aguinst hiz will he was carrded o the
ahere and deposited on e top of o huge boualder,
whence he watchod o see what wonld Iup'pan
next,

The clonds hnd cleared away and the sun wns
dipising its lower rim into the cold Aogonn, The
wrent bridge, eurving mway toward the Gresk
whare in o hoge are, ateninsd ngninst the current,
It reminded Arrns of o hoge bow, and—by the
gedsl—it was pointed townrd the west, abtmed
directly at the heart of Atfica! A favorable omen
fmdeed,

Boddonly he bethought himself of Hylon's
bridge, He looked; it was gone. The carrent had
enrridd it wway complotoly, Arras reeled mnd felt
weank agmin, A wague fear, n presentiment he couid
oot justify waos toking posession of his mind. As
long ms Bylen's bridge romained, Arres knew his
wis aafe, for his woan the stronger, but with
Byton's washed oul—he furped his eyes back to
hi= own strocture, anid even a8 he looked the cen-
ter of the greal bow lunged forwand, split in
twiin. Three seconds Imter the sound renched iz
enrs, the sound of tortured timber sel free, af
strotched papyrus snapping ander tecrifie stress,

Stowly at first, then more rupidly s they
guinel momentum, the twe halves of Arrns’s
hridge swung westward with the current, the sun-
deresl endls drawing farthor ond farther apact

ue

untll flnally, each hall being constrained at the
shorewarnd end; they describod gigantic ares, com-
Ing up with & series of shatterlng ernshes en
aither shore, Hui the ﬂdhlp:mi was not yet done
with Arress hridge Tt tore ut the planks and bat-
tered st the feats, bammering them an the rocks
and wrenching them free by the sheer strength
of {t= mighty current. By the time the sun had
sunk compietely val of sighl heéneath the waves,
there was nothing left of the great stroclore bat
the lengths of cable trulllng » mile to the west in
ihe muddy Hellesponot.

Arras wept, dry-eyad. The slaves, sitting about
o the bench, took up thelr chant again, softly
Lhinm Eime; an if from far away it came to Arrea's
nambed enrs—ooop-ak, ooso-ah, beom, sood-nh,
spoeiily, boom—over oml over agnin, &l he felb
his own lips forming the soands—onog-ah, oo
ah;, beam—he could wet help himzel{—sooo-oh,
ooao-ch, hoom.

The wimi froshened amnd tossed up the swiftiy
moving flood inta billows. The thunder prowled
ngnin and the riin begnn to foll. St Arras stosd
an the rock, chained there by an beelsible, Jere
giatible force. Day had resolved ilself into biock
night. The chunt off the slnves grew lodder, and
Avens sleonted with them, trying to make himeslf
henrd above the howl of the elemenis—onoo-ah,
oooo-aly, boom-—

A finsh of lghtning showed him a group of
soldiers approaching his roek. Hﬂn'hnniriully he
greeted them, “Hall, soldiers of the king and
eeaurgea of the wicked,™

"HuJ.'l,, Perslan, kmowest thoo where we shall
find Avras the anginesr?™ eame the reply,

“Evan pow dost thou address him, saldier"

#art thou then realty Arres?"

Ay, though It be no cradit 10 me”

*Know then thot Xerses would hold eooneil
with thes.™

Arrns alld down off the rock and approachesd
the groap. 1 am for thes {0 commund, O Roker
of All Men"

“Art thoo Arras, the englneer, constructor of
the bridge of popyrus™ the imperisl woles ques
tioned out of the darkness.

“Ayn, Master.”

“EKnow then that this might morky l;hg dlagth,
unit may all men profit by the example of thy
wenknezs and [le reward”™ There wns o low,
vehistling sound, and o blunt, vough object sinshed
Arras’s choek, laying 1t open so that the hiood
flewed. The whip! Arras hod seen Xerxes” mighty
whip of rhinoceroshide npplied many times to
some dog of u sluve, but never had he theught to
taste Ita eting himsslf]

The ghtning flnshed aguin, and Areas aaw the
king. Tall and gwont, his bluek hole ol besrd
matted by the ruin, he towered slmost sevon foet,
& full hend wbove Arras, Hiz foee wos terrible




amal contortml with n fury that his voles bhelbed,
Than that vales, calm and clear, come ones more
from the dorkoess, “Hut beforn thoo diest, thouo
shalt ssa how & man can tame this brook, if he
e wurthy of the name of man' With that the
waldiern peizred Arres wnd bound his wrists be-
kind him. Frodded and beaten by his guard, he
minde his way o the waler's edge and oot onis
the pler that had onco been the approach to his
Trilipe. Az in a dream he heard Xerxes commanil-
ing the saldiers to distribote themeeives along tha
shore. Froguent flushas of lightning showed him
the leng ling of men, equipped with whips, form-
ing-along the bank of the Hellaspont, At Xerxes's
orler, relnyml from man to man, they begnn to
scourge Lhe angry water, and while they sconrged,
they shouted words sutiundish und presumpiuous,
“Theu bitter water, our mastor thus punishes

thee, bornzsy thou didst him wreong, albelt he hod
done thee none. Yen, Xerxes the king will pass
over thee whether thoo wilk or no; it is bat just that
ne man offors thee saeriflon, for thon arl o turbid
waid hﬂﬂy‘ river;,” Merxed himsclf threw o pair
of iron fotters inte the water, to chain lts fury,
But the Hellespont raged om, and the thunder
ronred loudsr,

“The engincer,” shouted Xorses, “the waters
ghull taste his flesh io appesse thelr hunger]™ A
hitge guard stepped ip and, grasping Arrus by
the neck, foroed him to by neos, His hend was
forees down =0 that his throst reasted on the end
of one of lhe piles that le himsel! hod ordorsd
drivean here a few weoks bafore, From the shore
the alaves ware stil] waillng out their weird chunt
==pooo=nly, ooo-ih, boom, oooo=ah, oop—

Arras's honl dropped Inte the Hellespont

THE YOIHIVARA

1 st e now, us down she goes
{The tiny buss, Tumako San,
With flowersd ohl, Mowered fam)
To where the stenmers lis in rowe.

Her eyen sre slanted prettily,

And blacker lham the midaight sky—
Her Litthe Hips nre red with dye,

And smils for everyone to ses

Hers comve the sesmen all ashare—
And some for flesh, and oll for beer:
I see it now—and ne mors moar

Thun twlen thres thousamd miles ar mare!

—Albert Johamsson

GREEK EPITAPH

L

Doy ok weep for me at all,
Do not bother hore to pray—
I have had ne grievous fall
Aml om happy n my way.

5

When the wine of life wae done
And the cake was eaten, boo,
What was there benonth the sun
For n weury goul to de?

3

Ho T fled nwway to lis

fhuist in thia lonely placs—
Hilemtly, without n asigh,
Hought & bed to hide my face,

&

Lin not drop = single tear,
Boat remember i you will

Thst I lived & merry year
And 1 am contentod still.

—Albart Johnnason
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THE fASSENACH

Arthoer goeth fa Merlin, ho who wos
o magicien, cnd speaketh pleadingiy:
Ghostly confeasar,

T ke thes my sorrow—
Sirike my oppressor,

Ere duwn and tomerrow,
With fever and chill,
With agues that kill,
With slelmess and denrth,
Wipa from tho earth

The Saxon.

Hiy shipe—they are muny,

Hig men are o hest;

He s mighty as any

And stronger than most—

He lknows not of fear,

And shuns not his bler;

Fless not the biade;

Wil net he stayed—
The Brxon.

Merdin, good master,
.Wun ma & spall—
Fast wenve and faster,
Weaving It well,
Blust thou my foa
That wa nny know
Pewce in the land—
Yo can withetand

Tho Snxon.

Lyrieal Tale

Mortin maksth Aethur answer sudly:
Whe fears not the biads
Will he fiy st & word?
Or will he be stayed
By n magic anheard?
Goy, gather man,
A thousund timea fen,
Blarch to the strand—
Succor your land
From the Saxon.

Awd berpeth minmy, mautlering:

Ah, my muggic 1= old,
And my power l= gone
As the easterly pold
Is perizhed with dawn
Men hove grown wise,—
And have opemed thelr eyve
Bteel, and oot I,
Must spenk amd defy

The Baxom,

Arthur erieth to his Ewights there wiih ki

Call up my legions,—
Arme let them bring—
From all of the rogions
That call me o king—
If Merlin stoops,
Amil Merlin droaps,
Then we, today,
Must drive away

The Bnxon |

—Albert Johansson



IN JUST A LITTLE WHILE

AE CAME slowly and earefolly down the rain-
s waihed strest, her high-heetmd shoes tupping
mlung uneertninly. At first she waa only u fnint,
faltering sound in the eold gresness of the rain,
nnd then, ns the sound of her enme gloser, she
grwlually emarged lke s frall ghost. Thare wns
n little stumble tn her wally, the halting step of
wne who losews fatigue,

From both sides of the norrow stroed come the
manotenauns cinging of the drain-pipes, ona ome-
ending depresaing note that best fts way Into the
lirnin until it becarme n mulicions thund=es, Hain
in Detober's ehilll Rain in April i happy and
frollesome, lke o child pluying with fowers;
joyous, pregnant with promise; but the cold rdin
of aotymn promizes nothing . . . it s an ald
man lefl to die In an uncesl allowy, forgotien,
friemlless, 1t was eariy moming and the strest
wits desartod, beft to the spiritless full of rain
and the thunderons fugal drose of the deaine
Not n breath of nir stirred.

Tha girl leoked ferlorn and frightencd, You
knew of what ehe was thinking ln o vague pitiless
ilrenm, an if the lethargie trenshory of some
mightmure ehung In her bealn Hie the litle whita
mnggoeln of a drug . . . four borren wills closing
In, tha bureh bareness of n room that was naver
ity & reality |, . . people sitting, staring awl-
lonly o o« 0 mon slamped oo the cdge of & bed,
o redwyed silent mas, ber father, his arms weeo
strong, bis fints mode thamplng sounds that be-
eame blagk hiotches o . . her mother was there, o
womsan whoao lusds wers tired and restlesz and
mncdle twitching motions st things . . . small e
pronchful eyes stared oot of thin small faees,
these faces made sounds, high piping soumds,
pitifol fittle nnimals thol begged fand . . . peaple
that wese never quite i reality, the ghostiy figures
in dreams, sceepted belngs that entered only inte
the souscionenscs of poin, o swallowed woh thot
stuck In the cheat onad hurt . . . There wire &
fevy reallitiis, There was the heartipss monolas
of the droin cotside the rooms ome window, And
sbi wan atornally fatipued, And thare was an in-
satiabile longing . . .

A spnsm of coughing shook her slight body tor-
ellly; =ha paused at m corner and pulled nt the
wheed corsnge over ber heart, The faded fowers
had been found the night before; sho hod theught
Lben pretty, Her hands wore hlive and a3 uselass
i bhird-clawn. The Himsy, In.n.r].uq“l.t dreas |Ilu.11g
amply agninet hor body ;- It was so thin you conll
aloost see her hesrtbents, A look of fixed con-
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fusion spread over her thin fnos when she took
away tho erimson-stoined hondkerchisf. Some of
the mrierinl red got on her hand wnd sz she fron
tienlly wiped ai I o faselnated susphelon cume
it her enlorged eyes. Suididenly she whirled in
this raln wed brought up her palma ta her tomples
sharply.

Sesus," she suisd. “0b Jexus|"

The giel was no more than protty, in a cheap,
un olmont childfike way. Her mmogp of blonde hair
was showed into n ridicolously smoll hat; wispa
af & hung s wet strings. Her wide  tormented
oyes were g bright glistening blue, Her amall Toee,
avan to the fips, was white and pinched, She gave
the nppearance of & tiny, faded white flower, You
knew, na she stood there, that her body was small
and white. t

Ehe peersd nervouzly down the deseried stroet.
Evory morning ol thia time she stopped 1o wateh
L young mun na he shuffled his bip body toward
the faciories. He always walked with his eyes
dhown, head thrust forward, his hands shoyed
doep Inte his froymi jenns. 1t hod been lkis wild
vellow hale that she led firel notiesd, Omee he
had stopped and stored ol her from weross the
gtroet) he had startoed to cross over to her, had
wtapped  halfwiay, wnd on  instsnt  Inter  had
stumbled off. She disl ool keow hls name, but
phe hnd seen his oyesr, hurt puzled eyes that hoed
stared nt ber hungrily,

"] don'l dure,"” she sabld, Y1 potia walt"

This marning the girl was more lonely aned
tired than ever before. She sliivered and stepped
hack into a recessed dosrway. I be ddn’t coms
pomn che wooli] be lote ot the fedtory, anil the
thought made her & lttle frightoned. She wos
terribly lonely, fonely nnil frightened: she waited.

An ol man, bent nlmoat donbile, wallked l.ly in
the ealn, his thumbs lackad behind his bhacl, Lis
paluisdl hands - shaliing  chythmically. He: was
mnamhiing and i esemed from his words that ha
was seolding a Uttle boy, If ghe hod nol boes o
tived she might have el sorey for him. But she
was miwnys tired The draln by the doorwny gpat-
tered wml papg fitfally,

Then ucrosn Lhe street she maw him coming. She
twistml bor fingers wretchedly. He healbated,
stopped, 1hon esme direetly across o stand be-
fore her, eyes dumb with misery. Her Bomrt
pomnded go henvily that it seemed to £ill her whals
body, she was lying on o sandy beach and the
surd was pounding on ber chest and fts thumler
wis in her ooaps, dramosming . . . couldn’t hear

|



o« - noil el be was talldng . . .

.« Now he'll be all the worse. He come home
Inst night and knocked Mo down. Drunk! T bea
him wp, 1 wanted to kil him, but Mn . . . 1 den't
enrel Tt's no use, 1 know him. Ta won't stop . . .
I knew you'd be hevs, 1 had to s you, T den't
know why. I had to see you.”

He needod herl She folt wrenched with sym-
pathy, Bhe foughl bock the ever-imminent songh
und reached owut o fartve bird-like hand to him
He starod down, dumbly, into the (rightencd
wmallnesz of her white face. He lookod shoclosd
o oo e peeded her! She felt o glow of hnppiness
thit s one should need her, After cno flesting
theought of the factory zhe teok his big fist in
both her tiny elaws.

"Let's walk,” gha eaid. “Lot's walk up on the
T A

Thrg turned from: the doorway v walleod
Rlowly Inte the ealn, and they could find ho words
L =ny, When the strest became sbeep they slopped
ot every corney to Wt her rest. It had almost
stoppeil eaining, but the shy was still everenst,
the morning still & grey twilight. A fof, red-foced
mun turned o corner walking rapidly amd bumped
intn the girl, snd when bhe Ufted his bat with &
mumbled apalogy, <he clung proudly to ber com-
pamnion, rubbing hor shouldér agsinst his slepve.
Adrain tinkled aml whispared drowsily.

In fevnt of o buge ehureh they stopped to Tisten
to the deep throbbing tares of the organ. They did
not know that the orgunist wes procticing the
Prolude 1o Lh'I:.Ehgrlm; they arly knew that they
wers filled with Jenging and that they elung to
each other's hands, When the music finished they
alocd mabionless and breathless for o Tt
then like enger eurvions children they walked wp
the preps, throogh the imposing doocs, and so
into Lhe vast elillness and grondeur of the churdh.
Thay snt in ene of the hack pows nnd walched
ihe organlst arrunge his musie. The girl took off
hep lmit and shooic oot her hair.

The =llence boat ne lood as musle agalnst them,
Tha youth went Lo his knses wnd bowed his head
on the buck of the pew in front of them. She fol-
Inwed his petlon out of tha slmpliclty of her heart
Bhe allel mot know what te pray for--she just folt
v oo Pemling the strength of thin youth, and hia
lonelipess. Yery eoftly and tenderly the argan
begnn o little sang - . .

Tin anly you moy ever know
Hew 1 have yonen'd alone,
May ever know my sorcow , . .

She looked oot of the corner of her syes at the
bowed head, feellng husbed reverence for his
prayer. The quivering thread of melody wesving
over thelr hends—seeking . . .

.« « Never ngain to ses
The pme for whom I yearn'd
"Tls gone, can never be . . .

LF ]

How eonld he need ber, e who was s strong?
And who was she? She looked wwrny,; ber Hils hot
il throbhing with the stinging suppression of
RATS,

T"ha sim suddenly cume throogh one of the lofty
windows to cover the two, and it wos worm and
comforting, She Telt him stir, She knew he was
holding his breath.

“Your hair {s pretty,” he sald, “Your hair i
soft and pretty.”

Bhe turned her emall enger face to him, but
she eouldmt’ see; ahe diln't even know her mouth

wiE Wit wilth her lears. AfSer oné little sob sha

ilisln’t movesr whimper; she coolin't brenthe. As
in n half-remembored dream ehe heard him gosp,
ind then, still kpeeling, she was in his orms. She
wept then, gilently, liks o amall banrtheoken ikl

“Why can't we be happy—Ilike other people? We
eovald be marvied afier n while. Yes I'll malmw
enough . . . somohow . . "

==« 'Tis only you may: ovor know
My sorrow; T yenrn alone . . .

Y oo You're mo little . . . o watched you
every morning. You're so litle and pretty.”

The jassion of happiness was more than she
cauld bold back; it becnme hot fingers that tore st
lor chest. She throw her nrms acound his neel,
hier alender body torn tercibly with the relessd
ks,

“lmn't ery. Gee, you're so little, Doe't ery
Don't cry,”

Ohediontly she dried bor eyes on his shirt while
the heaving sobs alowly wubsided . . . As they
went throogh the dearweny tnto thi sunny warmih
af ik street, the srgnni=t plunged into the hearts
hroken nnguish of fesldew’s Liobestod. Thoy turned
dawn the strest and the hungry exolted muosie
Followd them a littls way.

Bhe Jpaked ouf over the eity, at tho countlsss
wranthi of smioke that curled lazlly apword, lean-
Inge oblupeely tike siripeas in an awning, at the
patches of chood-shadows drifting Sily over (e
glistening hmgths of streets . . .

“Gee, you - . . I'm happy . . 'l work hasd
Al wo can b married (noa e while®

His henal wis high, and he swong his froe orm
She struggled aguinst the recking . cough that
throataned 1o comsume hér, The effort mode b
dizzy and & liitle sick, When it passed she Tooked
up ot him and nedded, not daring to aftempt
spoech, har eyes hrelmming.

"You're so fittle . . .~
Bhe clung tightly to him, Llinking her sy=s
againet the s

eeo It weomt be long . .. In Just a Lile
while . . "




BLESSED ARE THE MEEK

"Hlessed nre the mesk, for they sholl inherlt the
rurth,” —ifueaint (0 Soying

NI MY duys on the earth hod besn fwenty-

one years when the Lord ealled me unte Him
in n manner most remarkable to tell. T stood at
i busy Interseetion of the ways, and & stranges
approached, begging alms. Too late 1 realized my
errar, for 1 hod just besm egurting over my
manéy in Lhe palm of my hand, and the slranger
l:ullem,.u.rvd:fml.nrlltgml..ﬁnd I wns ashamed
amil guve him of my small stock, cursing myself
the while far o spineless fool. And the beggar
departel, saying, ""T'anks, Boddy."

Mow it cama to pass that aboot u week luter 1
slood, late ot night, at the same interseetion, wait-
ing for the same rved light to turn green. It was
u slappy nlght, ralning stendily, with the suky
reflections of réd neon trying to guin b permanent
foatheld in the unstesdy mirror of brown paves
ment, The thentor erowds thronged the aldewnlks
und made much inconvenience with their dripping
umhreling. And T aepiod my punhandler, hatless,
nmil with his eloth eoat collar turned up under his
chim, sipuching beneath o store-front wwning.
Evon sz | nvertod my face to address an Impa-
tient remmrck to the red teaffic signal ncrons the
street, 1 suw the flash of recognition In his eyes,
It was too lnte; he lud seem, He shdled up to me
soddenly, und with an artistic little cough de
manded to know whether or not T eould spore him
w dime for something to eat. My weskness was
upon me nnd once more | parted with money,

With rather bud griee 1 wawsd away his thanks
and staried to eross the streel. Bul at the momant
of my stepping down from the curb n mommath
motar-cur pouneed ot me from avoond the cormor.
Aa | wheeled, half falling, to guze horror-siroek
into o glaring hendlamp barely twelve inches from
my eyes, 1 folt strong fingers grasping my baft
arm and jecking me back to the sidewalk. 1
tairmed lhlkil?’ to fimd my panhandler grioming
broadly. “Good God —" T breathed,

=8h-h," he whispered, laying u finger wpon his
|.'||:|l. "Wolt n minute” 1 woited while he slithored
out of his cont like o butterfly out of & cocoon, 1
waited while he reached inside his ahirt and pro-
dueed o fuminoun hoop of what looked like ¥laan
tubing und wdjusted it st o pert angle on his bawd,
I waited whils his hair mirsculonsly changed
color from binek to silvery groy, and hin eom-
ploxion from pasty white tn swarthy brown, 1

wilted while be puffed himself out and expanded
in all direetions until e wos I'l.LLI;r elght feal Ludl
and built in pleasing proportions in the other di-
mensions. Then I walted no longer, T scrommel,
loodly nnd long; but the glant mevely seiled.
Grasping me liks & boby in his long strong nrms,
he leaped strafght up into tha air, Up, ap, up we
sonred; "Lored,” 1 thoaght, "will we never reach
the top?* Then suddenly I renlized that the en-
ergy thut wae bearing us olofi was no lenger
of o kinetic nature, nnd thal my compinion Was
copable of sxtonding his prodigious leap indefin-
itely. "What the hall?" 1 nehed, eyeing him eolilly.
Thers wis something strange here, something
vary, vary sirange sbost the whole procedure,
That unusual giass tube, cocked rakizhly ever hia
right eye, lighted up his foee und showed him to
be an old oriental, well preserved, bot withol ex
cendingly ancient,

He grinned a toothless but nenetheless disarm-
ing grin. “Look,” he said, tilking me over his ars
mo Lhat my gasd was perforos directod downward,
1 Inaked, We wers polsed, appacently motionless,
about u hundred yords nbove the streel. ln spite
of the fog and the rain I eould sce clearly what
wis happening below. There was o chunky yollow
eal, with its 1eft hind wheel up on the curb, tili-
tig at an ueusual sogle against an from lomp-
past, like o huge fontastie balldog. An ambulance
pkidded foolishly wround the corner nmd stopped
beabde a crowd of black nmbrollas. The wmbreling
dispersed, ond there, lying In the gutter—bat
hald sn m second, T wos up here. And yel thers
could be ne mistalen, T wes down there, too, Then,
suddenly, truth dawned. 1 squirmed around to get
nnothar look nt my bewver. He was galte defin-
Iely Hindu,

"Who in hell are youT" | eried, panic-strock,

His Inrge black eyes were umﬁcl.l.n‘ wistfal,
anid ns | gosed desply into them, T felt that their
owner was infinitely wise. He spoke in n shrill
pipimg voden that somehow cneried with it o son-
victian that it had net alwoys been thus, that anoe
thut voice had been melodiously thundorews; and
the language was on ancient Hindu disleet the
knowledge of which I had marvelously sequired
during the pmst few minutes, “In Hell" he be-
gan, “1 was, until o very few decades ngo, tho
most respected and st tho swme Hme modt hited
being in existence. Mow I'm po Jonger even o
stunding joke in thot provises. I'm an anschron-
hmll



I began to maspect him of evadlon, *Wha nee
you?" I scked, more calmly than before,

“1 mm Lave,”™ he rophied,

I inspected hls wrinkled features again and
shook my head, deubting. Let's ses, there wore
Venos de Miles, Liebestraum, L'amoeur, Toujours
Lumour, Love in 8 Wood, Love's O0d Sweet Bang,
Tave for Love, Love Comguers All, Ged s Love—
I Jooked up, stnrtied. *Good Lord!™ 1 gasped.

He looked dewn banignly. *VesT" he queriod.
“What |= i7"

“Ara you, then, really Jehoval, Lord God of
hosta, and wll the rest of 67" 1 woe incredulons,

“Yayeh," he eorrected quistly,

“And you wro teking me to—tio—I7

"“Yeu, to Lian,"™ he smiled; then, secing that 1
wns geill more thon a Httle nervons, ke comfarted
me; saying, “Thou hast carned thy poesage, for
pven ot the moment of thy death thon west en=
guged In shuring of thy world's goods with thy
God™ This Fellow certninly tulked like the Laord,
wnid there was the hnlo, and above oll He had me
it i decldod dizsdvnntoge 1 resolved to belipve in
Him, for the thme belng snywuy.

“How for is (07" 1 ashel

“Wa're lwen," ho snid, mnd sure enough, wa
wore, A granl polr of white-enameled iron gites
stood alightly ajor, “G'wan in and enjoy thyselt,”
pmid my Companion, giving me a ployful little
shove, 1 looked back over my aboulder doubtfully,
but He marely metioned for me to procesd,

1 entered Heaven cnubionsly nmi looked mrount,
Thors was not misel 20 be =0an from just inside
the gates; geeen flelds to the right and to the left
and = broad path leading over the hill § Entely

were gane, a1 would hardly hove believed they
haid been fherd ut nll but for the white fenther-
wispk eettling slowly to the green-sward. T hodn’t
even had u pood leok at them, "Fell,” I mimibled
vaguely., At that there wuu u glight tremor e
nenth my feet, and & sound suspicioualy ke thun-
der; 1 snt down an the gress to think Ll one
aver, Burthqunkes? Henvenguakes? Then I knew.
I grinned and dug my fingers inte the ground,
and quite louwdly and distinetly pronounced the
word “damn™ Thot one shook we up consider
ably, but it was worth it, for i€ sarprissd some
frightened little squeals from = group of angels
hiding in o biveh tree harcd by, 1 eprung op and
made n dazh for the tree, bot they Tapped Wiy
indignantly: not, however, bofore T got & goul
loak. 1 waes disappointed. They were mll fini-
chested femabe angels, most of tsem  wenring
epectaelos,

1 retusned to my experimentation. “Wonder if
fdurn' will do smyeling,' | mused. 1 tried it Heat
lightning in the distance. 1 had & wondecfal
weapon hero, if 1 could bot learn to conteol |5
and this | set abeut to do. I dobbied avoocd in
this new sclence for & half heur ar se without
any serious mishop, Once, though, when 1 hod
tentutively whispensd “Ged domn, 1 bod the un-
comfartuhbe feeling that the rooultant balt of
lightning enmi unnoacessarily close,

1 soon got tired of thizs (sinec one must, in ting,
tire of mny diversion, hewever nesel) wnd seb
pbout to explore way  environmenl ot greaier
bomgth, Henven, apparently, wes ona vast aheop
raneh. Ralling country, with few troes und nn

siamiil stream of eloar colid waler, and peophsl

ahead, Lookingback oul through thegates I saw thot
the Big Fellow had pone I shrogped my shook-
dors pml get ot to flnd out what was on the
uther gide of the hill, walking in the grazs along-
side the path, for the air was dry and the poth
wits dusty, As 1 swung oleng 1 hommed o httle
ditty ebout o bonr whe hod once set out on o mis-
pinn much like my own: axeopt thol attaining the
olher side of his partioulor emipenes, that bear
had heen alngularly disappoinbed, wherens | was
sure that from the top of thin hill T should be able
Lo pee many stronge wmd wondeful things, Nor
woil I o be disappoinbed. As 1 approached the top
of the hill, T began to hear yoices raised in song.
As 1 drow nomrer, they dzowned oot sy humming,
= that bruln was desarted in the middls of his
mrventeenth trip, nnd finally, an T topped the rios,
I got the foll benefit of the wngelic chorus, far
siach my eyes verified it to be. Immediately upan
my appearancs, however, thers wis & great whir-
ring of wings and flying of feathers and the an-
them brake off In & sovies of andignified squeaks.

Tn an fneredibly shart space of time the l-l'lﬂ!ll-

£

entively by angels and Sioap, with here snd thess
a sieay poat or two. The nngels gave me o wids
berth, aml the sheep werp not much compiny.
and had it not been tor ane odd billy-gont 1 shookl
have become fed op with the plaes mueh seoner
thon 1 did. Tha ofd billy I spproprinted o= & sork
af familiar. He followed me about with n sympu-
thetie Light in hin eyes anid looked an philasopiis
enlly whenever | experimented with my amadl
stock of profonity. | knew net how long e
windered, this gont and I, for it was always noon
in Henven, just after lunch opporestly, (ar
though | was never hungry [ was contirmally an-
noyed by the desire for o smoke. 1L may hive
‘been hours or it moy have besn weeks, but | de
know that I beeome quite borsd with the whole
situntlan,

One dsy sbout noen, just after lunch as deual,
I iy talking to my goal. “What ean [ do, BillT™
1 esked, “The whale gaw.— that is, the whale
darned mess & telling on me™ Heat lightning In
the distance, Bill looked ns if he wae about to
spail, but theught better of it and went on nibs




bling st hiz loft hind hoof. 1 ought to be able &
figure some way out,” 1 suid after a while. Bill
uuried contemptucusly. Somwching in his snort
euussl mo to look up. His spen wers shining, “04f
comrss,” I pried. I blast my way out. Why
iidn't we think of that before?™ Kill went om
nibbling.

I stood up and wddressed the stmosphere,
“Pabvw!” T suid. Thunder on the left. “George
Beepard Shaw!" The thunder was much eloser,
Then 1 tried blasphemy: gossip shout the saints
el that sart of thing; snd the ground trembied
benenth my foet, | starded the verse of an old
fruternity song. nnd i begnn te rain, By the
tme 1 reached the second chotus the Tightning
was hlaging away ot a great rate, nnd Bl and
1 hadl to keep bopping abeut from place te plase
Lo w¥oid being struck. Eventually the greem-svwmrd,
In tho course of it agonized writhings, split itzelf
In twain, forming n giunt crevaaes, dewn into
which 1T sernmblod, still singing bustily.

Diown, down, down I roahed, lonping from rocky
palnt fo rocky point; aml the lghtning followed.
Down, until the sky wns o strip of geay light for
above me, Down, until the black rain-clowls clossd
me in entively and my path was lghted onky by
the electrieal discharges nipping at my hesls,

Buddenly 1 realized that I had resched the bot-
tam, I found myself wading o & cushing toreest
of lee-wnter about two fest desp and not more
than u fathom in bresdth; meresver, the walls
on either wide of me, while ewsy enoough of descent,
wers (qulte unsealeable. My song had spent (s
foree and I resorted ngoin to prose profunity, buk
in wain. The rocky beid of this tumuliuons stream
wae Invialeerable. Lightning, aurthquake, veleanic
explosion were equnlly Ineffeclusl. The water
wwirled higher and higher, lashing nbout my hips,
reaching wpward toward my chost, 1 tefed all the
major expletives, singly and In lushl combinntion.
Mothing avalled. My shoulders were nwash, Fin-
ally, in & mod moment of inspiration [ theew busk
my kond and sereamed, “SEXT Followed n soul-
rending crush =nd the waters foll away from
araund me, leaving me straddling o rapidly widen-
enlng crevice into which the ley strenm hod dis-
appeared. My colossn] position, wstride this ex
punding  fissure, was  uncomforinble, and mo=
mently beooming more s,

Well, there k= 0 Umit to practienlly everything
andl In doe course of time I found mysell fullimg
through blnck nothingmess. At the bottom of black
oathingoess wis o deep body of water that theted
of fquinine and salphur. As 1 sputtersd to the
surfore, I deseried s red light low upan the wiles,
dewil aheaid. 1 struck vut anmd in o few mimutes
wiii cliumbering over the gunwals of & leaky obd
barje. The evew of this vessel, an sdorous gentle-

man of wneertain antbqulty, locks] st me with
some surprise and muembled inconsoquent plosives
inte his dirty benrd.

I wpprosched him with fear in my heart and
courage In my eye. He didn't offor to greet me;
#0 by way of opening the interview 1 said, “Who
are yoo

‘Me? I'm Charen,” he snorled sncouragingly.
“lro awny,™

“Bot just n minwte, frivnd, this won't do &t all,”
Ianld. You're in the wrong theology, you know "

“That wasn't no thoslogy, thit wos a theocency
—hnw, hawl"

I lnughed politely and retrested to the other
end of the barge, If be wanted to be Charon it
was all right with ms; o long ns we remained
nfloalk,

In & fow minuiee we drew up beside m Jong
binck pler, and my pilot indieatod that this was
the end of our voyuge. T climbed oul and staried
for the shora, As I trudged nlong 1 wns consclons
of o pecullar slapping moand in the water bemeath
the pler, and looking over the edge | saw o
Tumiline pair of horns and o bedraggled ald beard,
It was Bill. 1 ronched down and, tnking & firm
held on the horns, helpod him 68 hi serambled
up cut of the water, He nodded his thanls, wwd
wi wullked on in silence.

Az wn approsched the shoreward end of the
pher, 4 bevy of Hitle bluck demann come flying
out of the Hlackness Beyond. They were cipable
looking little devils, eanch equipped with n nasty
Mack pitehfork. They mmde ns if to impale e
when suddenly one of them pointed to my goat
and gibbered rapidly te bher componions for sov-
eral minutes, The upshot wos thet thew all Jefe
off hostilities and effered to escort we whither we
wars bound, It would hnve been difficult to refuse
mich i bodygunrd; so we suffored ourselvas ta be
lesd imto the Blnclmwss Beyoml

It iz u long and tortuous route, bat well warth
the trouble, for scnctiy in the conter of the Hiack-
neAd Boyond stands the Pleasare doame of the
Iumned, whese lost sools mre panished for their
sing. It Is n horribie fate, lndeed, to be confined
to wternnl hahitation in this den of iniquity. There
are dance floars and excellent archestras for thoss
wha hove [ndulged in that pastime while on earth.
Thire are gaming tables and a first-rote dining
salon. Off n one cormoy le the moest complete
likeary ever sssembled, There is thespinn enter-
talnmont, both cinematie wnd legitimata, Thare
nre art gulleries and tonnie courts, bowling alleys
nrdd hridge tablea; In faet, there in erquipment for
wvery vichows mnd near-vicious form of eslfn-
dulgenes ever invented by the wilmd of man. And
In the eemter is the Complete Bar, presided over
by nn sgeless Jew who never touches a drop



himsalf, by cholos, of course, and not porforce

Inte this Pleasure Dome Bill oml T wers led,
after weary mikos of stumbling throagh the Black-
ness Beyend. Stralght up to the Complete Bar
wii? sacorl flew, and we fallowed The Jow smiled
affably and rubbed the palma of his hands to-
gather, “How do you doT" he asked in nn perfect
Euglish as I know how to write. "My some s
Butan,”

*] susipected as much,” 1 replied, “but there's
somathing not quite right. I can't seom to place
it now, but—" 1 was penuinely possied. This man
lopked ploasantly satanic in most respects, but
womathing seemed to ke locking. Oh yes. Horns,
He hod no horne *Shonidn't you hve borns T
I agked. T don't menn to b impertinent, bu you
sew 1 had always besn taught o think of you as
with horns""

Hatan's face wis snd, wnd o fer-swny look was
in hin eyes “No,” he anid, “thaot was all an an-
pleasant mistnke, 1 never murried. But enough of
thul™ He waved away his reminlscences, “Thire
in u lotter Bere for you, At least, it's addressed
The Man With the Geat' and you seem fo bo
be™ He reached bensnth the bar and produced
an mpertant looking legnl envelope. I opened ik,
wandering. In it wers 8 gheepskin, covered with
witrange writing, wnl i lel.'l.-m', mairked with simi-
lnr churactera,

“What do you make of these?" T ashed, hand-
Ing tham to Batan.

He glaneed over thy shoets and burst Into
merry laughter, “This,” be wid, hunding me the
nheepekin, “is the deed to the Eurth. And this is
o letter which informa us of the death of one
Johovah, aml which alsp tells s that e hos be-
quesathed ol his domaine to yow, One moment,
plense;™ ha lsoked puzzled. “There's s postseript
Twre whieh docsm'i mnke senoe. Tt wmyE, YHieamsil
e the Bloek.” What do you suppose that could
man "

1 knew wvery well whal it mennt. It weant that
unless 1 dil somie very raphl and very securate
thinking T would be burdened with nn extromely
ceimbarsame white elephant for the remolndes of
my immortal Tife. “Your Royal Lowness™ 1 be
giny “I, here, in the presence of wll these wit-
messes, do make you o present of —"

0k no, you den't,” he sild quickly, *1t is yours,
und you miet keep it until you find someonn whis
will meeept it wvoluntrily ond with hiz apes wide
EIHH."

Crestfallen, T stuffed the deod snd letter buck
inta their onvalope. Turning te my goat 1 mid,
“Eill, whare, In all the Binckness Heyond, shall 1
ever find wn individunl whe b5 mesker than ey
=elf 1™ Bill lookod wp philosophically and stampod
hiz foot. Then he began to nibble at ane corner
af dke envelope He nibblod and sibbled, unti
finally thore was nothlng more to nibhle. And
during the whole process his eyes hod besn wids
open.

THE PANAMA CANAL

“8tand nside, moontaing!™

Andd they stood,

"River, run here; not there!™

The river rmn not whers (b would.
“Lake, thange yuor hed!™

The lake moved, as the Syrian did corrying his

bl

“And, you, brother peonna long-partod, join

hamds)™

Ferocious Atlantic
And amiable Pacifie

Inined handa in peace.

Al =u wers they established In thalr houwe,
The wall sundersd that parted them—

And by & man,




EL MUERTO SPRINGS

Tiend men tell no tales, but blood leaves lnsting

Signa, snd bones bleached white by desert suns,

Washed clenn by wintor®s rains, mark teolls whore
Jguld

Has passed, and desperate men, and sudden death,

El Muerte Springs is journey’s end of come

Such trails The blood ran dsep when desperato
mea

Had traffic there so many years ago.

El Muerto Spring=! The droning bees still east

A drewsing spell about the spot, and rise

Al golden-legged from the erimeon phlox

Whaose swoets they raid. The snma old kree

Of juniper atill stands, and mocking hirds

BLill guurrel nolsily among the boughs,

Hut gone alike wee killers and those sinin,

Thaugh still their blosdy, bleached-bono trall is
maried

Acrose the land . . ... ... ..

The sun wes like & white hot ball of fire,

The heat wns hesvy, like o blanket laid

Acrosy the shoulders. And the sand theew back

The hest in shimmerlng woves, so that the e

And sand snd distant hilts rocked slowly n

A erazy, dendly dance, The four who rode

Agminst the sun on wenry horses sabd

No word. Gray with dust of muny miles,

They slovched nt oase in creaking snddles. Hats

Pulled Jow and shoulders bowed, they seemed
naleep,

But not o liewed moved or dust clond stirred,

They did not see. They rode keen-eyed, alert,

Not wizhing to be takes unawmre

Hard men] Zwing Hunt and Sandy King, Jim
Hughes,

And Doctor Neal. These nomes men know and
feared

Them. by, The cream of Tombstone bad men, they

Had ridden in the Lineeln county ware,

And later, with Jobn Ringo, ruided estile aff

Somora ranches and gwum them nesth aceoss

The Hio Grande. Herd men, waolf-moan,

A purt and product of the time and place.

Steadily they rode. The miles aml hours

Dropped alowly back Into the past. The sun

Slid down the western sky, a momont zat

Upon the world's rim, then alid from sight

And drepped into the sea which lies boyond

Color splushed wp amd stained the canvas af

The sky. A breese in whispors spelee of night;

With wandering stops it rustled throogh the ER e,

Amid with cool hands caressed the outlaws’ chesks,

Brown poper erinkled in strong hunds, and
mutehes

Flared & moment in the deepening dusk

As cigarottes were made and 1t and smoks

Dragged detp to dopths of grateful lungs, Soft
tulk

And ehuckling lnughs now mingled with the erenk

Of soddle leather and the tnkle of

Their spurs. Still they rode. The evening star

Locked ealmly down upan the madness of

Mankind. The eolors In the west grew Wurrod

And disappesred as darkness spread across

The sky. A night howk mwoopsd on silent wings.

Bomwwhers o robbit soreamed, nnd wailing down

The wind enme clear o and eoyoto's seng.

Tlee wenry horses seented witer and hroks

Into & shuffling trot The oullaws sased

Guna closer to their hunds und rods abort

Faor trouhle. The troil led up & winding draw,

Civakod [ shadows. Every rock and ehump

Of sage might hide s watehing form poised tomee

To eteike. Senging trouble, Doctor Nenl

Held buck, uneasy as a welf who aights

A trap.
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“Aw hell, Do, coms on,” Jim Moghes
Growled. And guns in hand the foor rodo up
Tha draw, A hores's steel-shod hoof rang loud
On stone; o rider cursed bepeath his breath—
Bot nothing happened. Fifty yurds they rode
A hundred yards; the guleh's walls loomed close
On gither hond, the shadows deepenod, black
And dense they lay. Around & turn, and then—
“Quien esta?™ & soft voioe called bobind
A sheltering rock. A rifle barrel elinkod
On stone. Rough bands puolled horses Lo & step,
T knew how this would end,” rasped
Doctor Neal, and tited up his gun.

“Easy, boye,” Jim Hughes warned, and to

That hidden voice cried,

""He, amigo mbo,

Wa loak for Juan Estends and his men"

HAnd why? And who nre you?™ the soft voies
elurred,

“That we tell to Junn Estrada, not

To peon bondit dogs 1lke you,"” The words

Hung henvy in the gulch. For fifty hosrt-

Deats death stood polssd ta strike. Then, “50,"
replied

The guard, “Ride on, you grings peeg. T coms

Behind."

The four continwed op the draw,

Precoded by the sentry’s whistle, gheill

And warning, cutting through the darkness like

A hari-flung knife. Aroond smother turn;

A fire gleamed golden, Momes elimbing high

Frmn tindrous suge thrown on to light the trail

Of those who cnme and make of them s clear-

Seen mork, The flickering light glenmed dully
hara

And thers beyond the fire where rifles resled

In the hands of coutions man. Alona

Bafore the biaze, ealmiy pulflsg on

A corn-husk cignrrille, gorgesus in

A wilver-braided welyet jacket, tull

50

Zambrero, hond-made boois, woited ane whe
pearned

To seck the safety of the shadows.

Whara
Is Junn Estrada? Jim Hughes enlled

‘*Jenor,
I am Junn Estrada"

“Goad, 1 thought
We'd find you kore," pod Jim Hughes guve their
their numes,

Jduan Estrnda flung his cigarilio
Imto the flre, swopt off his high-crowned luo)
And bowed with old Castilian grace

“Zanores,”
He cried, "Your names hove made o thunder ps
This border lund, Thon Jusn Estrada, and
His mem, wod all be has, ls yours, Dismoust
My friends, and sit hore by the fire, owd we
Will talk of what has brought yeu to thie spod,
And why you seck poor Juun,

*Joee,"
He enlitel, A muan stepped farwnsd to fhe firr,
“Take you thess horsss to the waterhole,
Then stake them out™

He spoke then to his gunests

And bade them welcome onoe agmin, bot atill
Thet flickering light gloomed dully bere wnd thers
Bayond the fire whern: wotched his men. The five
Beside the fire talked out the night and when
Tha gray dawn broks the darkness of the emit,
[on Juan Estruda called hin men, In shart,
Hard words, he told them of the plan which in
The nlght they five had hatehed, nnd of the wealth
Of glittering gold which thoy might win.

"“Who dares
To ride with Jusn Estrads and these four
On such & rald, for such & wealth of gald,
As no man bere has dored dream of before,”
Ho eripd. *Awe,” the voleas of his men rode high
In gavage exuliation. None held bock




Winck troops of the United States, & corps
Of ninety-nine black negroes and o white
Lieutomant, rode from ald Fort Davia in
The month of Junn te cub tobosko grass
And moke it inte hay for winter wse;
The troops staked out thelr mules and mode thaly

camp

At Lobe in the penceful Yan Hern Valley,
Laughing, gy, the negroes made s guine
Of haying and aroond the fires ai night
Sung =ongs, and bozsted af their doeds and days,
Amused themselves with dance and stories gy
And wid, as ix the way of people of
Their raes, and all in afl, enjoyped themselvos.
But the leatenant longel for action, for a brush
With bandit= or with Indiane, droamed of the
Eeportz that he would sond, “Defeated strong
Attacking farce today when bandits made
Burprise assnult,” Then no mors huging jobs
For him, but o promotlon and, some day
Perlups, be'd be u general, Parhaps
He would! If anty he eould have & brush
With bunadits! So e dreamed and hoped, while nt
El Muerto Bprings a plon was hitched ta make
A Twarce attack wpon the Lebo camp—
The bomtit gung had nesd of mules, and thees
At Labg comp were strong, fast mules,

The flaming sun=et faded ami o cooling breess
Began to breathe swuy the hoat ns night

And dorkness sealed the enstern wall of hills

Andl took possessien of the warld Laughter, talk
And corses sounded, clink of bits and spurs,
Horses grunting us the ssddle cinches

Tightened, cenak of leathor, thud and ring

Of hooves, us Funn Eatruda's bandit gang

With Sandy King, Jim Hughes, Zwing Hunt
And Doctor Neal sot out 4o roid amd loot

The Lebe camp . . .

Thi summer stars shons Lheough the gathar-
ing dusk
Like camdles lig to guide tho stops af man
Upon his way. The rising of the moon
Inta the sky sot all the coyotes yupping.
Presently they coased their somg snd went
About thelr nightly hunts, The moan, o ball
OF gold upthrown, areed slow scross the eky,
Ardd fell bahind the distant sim of sarth,
The sturs begin to pale. The kint of day
Showed in the sust 45 in & deaw the gung
FPulled uwp, They tied their horses fest and hung
Their jingling spurs wpen their saddle borns,
Two men were beft to walch the mounts, the rest
Mude eauthous way o where the soldiers’ hay
Camp was, nod hid thamzelves behind a thrust
Of rock, Silently, unmoving, there, they lay
With rifles In their arms. The gy day duwned;
Wool smoke plumsd up from mess tent fires, The
=mell
Of coffee gt the bail nnd bueon, hat
And sizzling in it= grease, came drifting on
The breese to where the outlows waited, cold
And h'hrlm.
Zoring Hunt sniffed the hreess mnd growled,
“The dirty busturds, sntin® o]l that chusk.
Let's take 'em now, There ain't no need to wait
Until those sons o' bitches eat. And surn,
A brenkfast ain't s-gonna help ‘em any.”
“What's the matter, Bwing? Can't you forget
That gut of yours for onceT” sneered Dostor Neal
Ewing Hunt flusked, and would hove flung
himaetd
Upon the sther bat before the thought
Conld turm to wetion Jim Hughes smapped,
“Enough
Of that, you twe. Fight Ister if you want,
But you sin't s-gonnn spail this plan
By fightin® mow ™
They it the mottor drop,
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Eut Newl's eves were ugly no they flickod
Awny.

"My friend, wotch out for Henor Nenl"
Iom Junn Estrnda whispered to Jim Hughes,
And Hughes podded slow nssent.

A bogle's notea
Han rippling through the camp, jerked soldiers
out
Of bed nnd changed the tension of the men
Hehind the thrust of rocks. Them whistles shrilled,

The tents spewed men still fombling sleepy-eyed
With buttons. Lining op before their bonts
They stiffened to nitention and presented arma.

A straggier slipped into the fine but not
Until the rall had passed his name.
. “Bam Jones,"
The carporal culled, "Twe dnys K. .Y
His warda
Hung clear and renched the men behind the rocks.
i Well now,” drawled Sandy King. “0ld Ssmbo
Jones
Won't have te pesl no apudi, I guess, when we
Get through with this here comp." His mocking
Inngh
Was echowsd by the others. Even dour,
{irim Doctor Nenl wis forced to grein a hit
Rall eolled, the soldiers dropped back to their
tants,
And shaved, and Inid their guns seide. No guns
Were peoded by o work erew anyway, hers
In pesceful Van Horm Valley, though a brush
With bandits atill wos dreamid and hoped for by
The young Heutennnt, Whistles shrilied ngnin.
This time, Sam Jones was In the lead sa they
Lined wp and filed inte the mess temt for
Their moming’s ratlons, The llesutennnt witched
them go;
Then turned o stride bock 1o hls quarters.
“Now,"
Breathed Hoghes, Ho drew a bead and squweezed
the trigger.

o

The rifle ronred, the young leatenant fell

Straight back, n riflo boll embedded in

His broin. From eightéen sther guns s hall

Of lend ripped through the tent. A man crashed
aul,

Ran throe steps, and feil. Its guy ropes cut,

The tent collapzed. Testh bared, lps anorled baek,

Mool fired with sevage plensure, Jim Hughes sang

A sang bennath his breath, mnd Snndy King

Grinned amiably, and plossd ench shot inte

The tenter of the squirming moss, The rest

Fired with wild nbandon, and thelr war

Whoops shrilled in savage exultntbon, save

Fwing Hant, who fired methodicnlly snd dropged

Whal ones esenped the meas tent teap. He gpat

Esach timo he scored o hit A& yeliow mouih

(H flame began lo gulp the canvaz, Bmoke

Billowed gp, grew thick and gremsy bluck as fire

Fed o flegh, The sereams of wounded men

Sobbes! eleriller, higher, till at last thoy senk

To broken, moaning sobs. A few more shots

Stilled those, “Let's pet some grub,” suggesbed
Hunt.

Only aps tecaped the Lobo Mosocre
He got oway bui later dled insane.

With ninety-nine men dead, thelr mmid for gold
Was now hcm'l‘hrrlmkkh:htntmulu
And what they wanied from the store of things
The comp rontnined, then strock for Mexico.
They eploshed the waters of the Tie Grande ot
The crossing of the Fortress of the Marth

A day's ride south they loaded up their mules
With gunnoe from the hat caves of that plaes
And drove them deeper south o Monterey,
There they posed s traders, sold their lond,

And sel the stage whereon to act the play
They hoped would bring into thefr hands the gold




Which they hod come so far to gel
They made thelr camp upon the town's ontskirts
And drowsed the days away, the while thalr mules
Were resting from the south-bound trip. The
nights
They spent in drinking snd In playing mants
Groupsd sround a blanket spread upon
The ground te serve no table in the atyls
OF cumpfire gamblers, Tuys elid by, amd nights,
Tham, when the mules were fresh pguin, the
men
Of JTuan Estrada’s gung whispered o
The peon soliliers =et to guard the mint,
The gmelter and the town, the tale that st
The monto gume toquila, free, wos to
Ba had, and that the dealer's luck was poor,
Thil he was losing posos by the theusands,
The ruse worked well—the night was cold,
TG IOy
Was in the sky, the stary were half ohecursd
By M'n.drliu; elomla, Then Lasin, there never wos
A pesin woldier could resist the lurs
Of monte and tequiln. One by ons
They cams to woo their fartunes and to warm
Themselves with free toquila, One by one
They came, in company with the friend to whom
They owed so mich for the alluring news,
Twelve thers wern in nll who hop.d
To tip a flagon by the fire and flip
A fortune-bearing. card that night, None did
Mool spouting, throats slushed from enr to enr,
they fell
And kicked convalsively and died, lay
Unearing in & blecdy wallow with
A htoody froth of foam upon thelr mouthas,
Before the finpl peon seldbec's corpss
Was sold, before the hlsod was senresly more
Than dry upon their hands, the bandits had
The mules in motlon, Through the sleaping strosts
0f Monterey they plodded at the glow
And pusun| pree of traders with o long

Day's march ahend, starting in the night
Teo mis the day's fierce heat. A erew,
Pieked men, had gono akead to look the mint,
The mmelier and the vast sathadral where
The church had, placed opon display,
T stores of treapare, sanctified, to thrill
The pious. Bafore the mint the pack train paused.
Men grunted with the waight of meks of gold
And silver coing, whose elinking, mufiled musie
Bet their pulses pounding hard and fnst.
No womin In the world conld aver stir
A man se much a8 gold, for love is fit
Faor lighter moments, but it's lust for gold
Which drives mankind to greatest heights of mad
Endeavor, drives till God himself looks down
It mild sarprise, They put the leavy poands
OF brightly-minted colns upon the first
Ton muled, whe flapped their eors in prelesi at
The tood, Ears flattensd, one of two gave thaught
'To backing, but: thalr packers kicked them in
Tha bellies beartlly and droye that notlen from
Their minds. They moved on to the meiter. There,
Thay pncked twalve mules with all the welght of
gold

And gilvor ingota that they doved to lond
Them with ln view of what the north-bound trip
Wonld be. Influmnd by sight of so much gold,
Storn Doctor Neal fargot his dignity,
And sweated with the peen bandits who
Were lashing on the londs. With feverish Just,
Blind to all save gold, he staggered ot
A run between the gmelter and the muoles
With ingota

“Hare," b orderad horshly of
An ingot-burdened bandit. “Pat it en
Thin mude*

His back was turned. The mube reached aud,
And with a vielous snap of teeth it ripped
The shoulder from his cont and threw him down
Upon the stones, then siruck with both front feck
But Neal was quicker than the besst. Ha rolled



Aml eame up on his feet with eat-like ease.

“You damn’ whare bastard you,” he hissed He
Jorkod

The pistal from his bolt and erashed the hrute

Between the pars, knocked it to jts lmees,

Then kieked it ap sgaln, 1t would have k=l

A horse, but mules are tough. 1t guined it= foot

And ztoed quile guietly, The ingots loadet,

The: pack train shuffled on, to paass nt the

Cathodreal's earven doors, Esirado's men

Devoutly erossed ihemselves, but lust for wealth

Praved stronger than thelr hopes for hesven's
Joya,

Within their simple, child-like minds, they felt

That now, at lnst, they slgned their sools owoy,

All things might be forgiven, seve thiv lust

And final gin of desecration. Bui

Their eyes shone bright at sight of the riech leat

Which here nwaited them. Great repes and hags

Of panrls from Lo Paz, and rre targooise

0OF blwe, wnd bluish-green, snd green|=h-bluoe;

Bage of opals—Tfire amd horleguin,

And eachalong ond geyserite—it seemad

That all the live and flaming colaru of

The wniverse were caaght and held within

Their dupthe; wnd tapar, yellow ronging down

To despest orange hwe; and jade, and all

The jowels pricsts had guthered in o bost

OF waye and ndded ta the giory of

The Chuorch of Monterey. Rich altar cloths

OF clath of gald, and silver enndelobra and

A prieeless jewel-eyod {mage of the virgin,

And ull the ather trensures of the ehurch

Wers bunifled up, und weont to awell (he Joad

The pack mules bare,

The night was nearly gome,
Andl with its pussing enmw (et storm. There was
Mo dawn. Tha rain fell down, the wind bit through

The warmest wraps, and drove the raln antil

&

To mwn and bonsts uwlike it seemed the mareh

‘Was through & wall of water, and Jim Hoghes,

Whe as a bey hod read the Bible at

His mother's knee, wae led to mise apon

The trikes for whom the Lord hod enuss] the ses

To part on either hand that they might pass,

And =0 escape the wrath of that fierce foree

Of mem who sosght their lives, You had te hond

It to the Larid, he thought, for knmowing what

To do. You eouldn®t work the trick like that

In burnt-ont Mexico; =0 He hod turned

The trick around, and this time drenched the trihe

To save their lives. A domn good thing it was,

This storm, ke muped. Thelr teacks would be
washed out

Pursuit would knve to go it Blind, and that

Might mean they'd get wway untooched, Waell,

They'd need m =might of luck to got neross

The Rio Grande with thews damn mubss and such

A load. Buf what the hell—He grinned, and
funged

A corner off his plag of black tobaces,

And glouched a little deeper in his old,

Raln-smaked sneddle.

All that day the storm

Held e, but blew awny when dirkness enme;

The stars shona I:Hgtur‘thmngt the rin-wishel
nir,

The bomdits halted, lossensd cinches on

The horsns and the mules, and strode stiff-limbed

Aboul. They rested holf an hour, and ote

A little jerky; than pushed on again.

At dawn they stopped beside n spring, mod Jot

The mules nml horses browsee a bit, and did

Not resi the mules by toking off their loads;

Nor anywhere in that four hindred miles

OFf hell from Monterey to Dead Man's Springs

IMd they loosen by o pound these packs.

Horses would have foundersd, and po mules

Save ones hand-picked Hke these could have en-
duiwl




That trip. Bot the mules were tough, and foar
Hoat upon the backs af all the outlaw gang.
Gowd hersemen all, they nover lost their hends
To point of killing off the brutes upon the trall,
Eut drove them fo the limit of their stoangth.
Jim Hughea and Juan Estrada had, for Lours,
Debated on the course of flight thut they
Shouldl take, wnd chosa the shortest trail which cut
Acroda the berder. But the sterm which wipsd
Out nll their trneks, suggested to Estrada
That steategy might be rolied upon,
"By friend,” he suld to Hughes, “the cawmlry
3 Monclovn may even now be hard
pon the ride for we, I bat you what,
They think that we will cross the Rio Grande
Just whare we ceosa him once bofore, right thers
At El Presidio del Marte eroesing. But,
Hl}llle s we fool hesm, naT"
“Sare now,

I snvvy what you're deiving at, but 1
Don't guess [ know just whal yeo're figgerin® on,™
Huoghes growled. He rolled o cigaretio and ayed
Thie Mexiean susplelously.

"“There ia
Another ford for south whers we can cross
These longenced ones,” explained Estrade, So
They did, They crossed the Rio Grande just whers
It mests the mouth of Heagan ereele. Aeross
Tha wide wnil fonesome milea of Big Bend sago
And sund the peck train forged towerd ft= goal
Four hundved weary, killlng miles had left
Thelr murk. Thelr shoss worn through, their

hooves rmaped down,
The mules left blood at every stop. Thair flanks

Warn sunken In, o mun eould hang hia hat

Upon the hip bones; rib seemed on the point

0f enttimg through the hides; their heads hung
dewn;

They ol hod wn Ly wloddad. ony SR Ewayed

With half elesod oyes frem gide to side, Gone far

ﬂuﬂnllmpmmhj}mh,‘bﬂﬂlhﬂh!ﬂbﬂ

The Wlvws of Tope or club their drivers firsi
Haod plied them with, they crowled an now
Becansa their deivers jabbed them in the sides
With sotol stalks, which still brought pain enough
To muke them stumble on—

They neared aguin the winding draw which led
Up to El Muerio Springs. Upan pretext
Of seouting out the Springs to nscartain
TFleat thers was on one there to give them canse
Fuor trauble, Sandy King, Jim Hughes, Zwing
Hunt,
And Doetar Meal with Juan Estradn poshed
Alonid, They spurred their weary horses to
A trot and so cema out pon the flat
Befove the Springs, drew rein, and gneed nbout,
Their horses stending elose together,
=T pal,”
Jim Hughes cried io Joan Estrads, and
Ha pointed to the west, The bandit turned
1z head nnd guzed intently where Hughes' hand
Was waved.
“What 57" ha naked.
‘Without n sign
Or sound, with eat-like quickness, Doctor Neal
flenched and ripped Estrnda's throat, then drowe
The foot-long blade of razorish whetted stesl
Hilt deep into his victim's basl, wiho novar felf
The second Wow, but only knew the het,
Hharp flame which slached weross his throat and
ook
His jugular veln. Ho falt the pain for but
A bout of time before nll things went bisck
For evermore, and hright bleod gusked, snd
stuined
His swent ond dast-eaksd shirt. Ha ﬂ'l.l.l‘lild O
Then went all Hmp and slumped, an emply bag
Of fesh.
“MNice work,” Hughes proised, They threw
the corpee
Behind a clump of sage, Menl wiped his knife

(.5



Upon the dead mon's coat amd shoved it boek
Inte it sheath, They loft the horses thers,
Ran back; and hid themsslves above the druw.
They walted till the weary pock train eame
Abreast, the plodding mmales spurred anward by
The Mexleans who knew that now, ot lnst,
Thut nightmure trip wos noarly done, And so
It wos for them, The leading bandit cume
Abreast, want on for half u dozen strides.
Anid then all hell broke fooss, Guns flumed
And roured abeove the draw, the train was rakod
By lead, the club-like blows of heavy slugs
Knocked men resling from their mounts and beul
Them cruelly down, The bandits fought os best
Thety could, ssve ane, whe turned and flod, o wos
The enly one who lived to tell of that
i 111 e (A

L - -

This finnl murder done, the four outinws
Toak aff the golden pneks, and Freed what mules
Were still alive, to wander off livts
The desert wostes and live or die. The truil
Had ronchod fta end o o 0 o oo v uas

- - -
Thoy eached the loot of Monterey there st
The Springs, and with their saddie hogs foll-
g
With colns, went on n sprés In Tambetone gad
The ather, Inrgeat, frontior towne, But fun
Like that eould not now £lil their lives. Thoy
ralhed
A train, & bank or two, snd with the swag,
Strueck qut for Dead Man's Springs. And on
The way, they come upan o father and
Hig som, n boy just in his early teens,
Theae two were riding in o wagen, ald,
Dirawn by a team of bony mules,
“Well now,"
Snld Bandy King, “Why dmn't we ride In sEyle ]t
And saying this, he shet the father and
The son, and threw thelr bedles sut wpon
The romd,

And an the sullnws eame agnin to
El Muerte Bprings with loot, and there
They found four minars, Mexicans, sagsgped
In driving bock Into the hill o shoft
In ssareh of puying ore. Jim Hughes, who had
More broins than the three others, said, "Now
thers
Are just the men we want, T roeken that
Mo man can dig n botter hole, thaon these ™
They hired the luckless minors by the day
To sink o shaft straight down In living rock
Ta depth of eighty feet, then Lunnel bock
And molke & roem whersin to stors the gald,
Tha ailver, and the woealth of epoil, blood-stained,
That they hod now umazssd, Five monthe it toeok
To gopher eut that hele in fving rock
Baside El Muerto Springs. The eutlaws whiled
Awny the hours with paker in the shuds
Of that lone juniper which grows thore vet,
The miners dug, and round thelr fire ot night,
Thoy tulked of how thoy'd spend the gold thase
il
Americanos paid. They draamed of all
The things that they woald buy, and thanked their
Amlirts
Ench night that thess gringoes had come alamg.
At st the work was done) and then Lhe
wanlth
OFf Monterey, and of their other raids,
Was lowersid to the mck:boond roam, then sealod
Away forsvermors with eement of hlood.
Those doys, the anteloge by teng of thousands
Watered a1 Kl Muerto Springs. Shot down,
Thalr blocd was mived with granite dust 1o maks
Such eoncrein a8 could rival living reck
For strongth. Thess months of toll resulted iy
A rvache sueh as ne men hod mode bafore,
Nor ever will again. The miners dreamd
Thelr drenms, and whin the work wae done,
Rafoiced. Put not for long. The wark all done,
The outlnws slew their alaved, toak bock the
wanlth



Thoy hnd bestowed upon the miners, thraw
Their bedies In & guleh, and gaily went
Upon their way, well cheerad by thought of &
Hurd job well done,

Bai when thoy cached
Thalr loot nway, they sealed i fram their own
As well as othar konds. And s they hod
To ply their trade until they died. That wos
Mot long. After snother robbery,
Lwing Hunl was captured by the law. No jail
Could hold him loag. He hrake away, but soch
1= Tate, that the Apnches found his trail,
And following, ruked off his scalp. The next
16 die was Doctor Neal, He killed a man
Whese ways e didn’t lke, bot did not fee
Quite fast enough, The posses rede him down,
He died, propped up agoinst a juniper,
A pmoking gun in eliher hond, The thind
Was Bandy King. He stole a horse, and canght,
Wan hanged ke any ordinary thief,
Was hanged guite dead, slthough be swore
Thul he was innocent. Jim Hughes alone
Eseaped yuick death. He drifted down nleng
The bardor. Hard und ruthless, bad men ealled
Him king for many years, until one doy
A wiripling youth, o glory-seekor ealled
Him out into the street and shot him down,
Thut broke his pride. He slid from stage
To stage, and ended up at last, & bum,
A muacker ln a honky-tonke His job
Was to elean out spittoond, snd sweep the floor.
He begged his drinks; he slept opon n pile
Of smcke and rags within the stable of
Thut place. His meals were from the free lunch
The bioalky-tank maistained. “0ld Bar-fly Jim,”
Meen ealind tho man who looted Monterey,

And licked him from thelr path. And then he’d
whina,

And beg for just one drink, for just a “snert™

Faor old times" sole, and if they kicked his holk

Ay, wonld grovel buck again, snd begp

For "just s little drink.” Whatever cama

To hnnd, he =mokod—cignry or cignrelbes—

The butis, of courss, alihough he now and then

Had luck mmough to find one whole. One day

(4 Bar-fly Jim"™ did not sppoar at work.

Thay found him desd among his rags “0ld bom,"

They sald, and buried him, and fow men knew,

And mo man earsd .y s e nieens

Thend men tell no tales, but blood leavos losting

Signs, and bones blenshed white by dasert suns,

Washed clenn by wintor's rnira, mark troils where
ald

Hag passed, and despernte men, and sudden death,

El Muerte Springs s jourmey's end of pome

Such trails, The blved ran deep when desperate
men

Huod traffic thers 50 maRy years mgo.

El Muerto Springs| The droning bees still caat

A drowaing spell about the spot, and rise

All golden-legged from the erlmson phlox

Whose swoots they raid. The sume old tres

Of juniper still stands, and mocking birds

Etill quarrel noisily among the boughe,

But gone alike are killars snd those slain,

Though still thele boody, bleschod-bone trail ls



THE ROMANTICIIT ON THE CAMPLUS

HY I8 IT that “yeung intellsetunls" should
Inverinkly be “young radienls?* So fre-
yuently ks this the ense, that it seems almost to be
a tow. Not rodicals in the finest cense of the
term, thoee who go to the root of matters, are
they, bat in the mare loass conception of those
who set themeulver against the estublished order.
Naor are they liberals, for they elose thalr minds
o the arguments of the trop liberals wnd neesse
them of hide-hound coneervatizm and dogmatism,
The youth that goss to this extreme 3 free
quently the very finest and most Intelligent ; Jook
un uny college campus and you will find them
forming the political clabs, sditing the papers, and
winning the Htorarvy prizes. They nember many
of the most brilllant minds, most determined wills,
and oven, aside from their radical epinions, often
Lhe highest idenls. Why (e it that they shoold =o
unfortunatoly exaggerate Lheir position and go to
sk wxtremes? Unfortunately, because these nre
the youths who will set our standurds in the dee-
ndes to come, whe trily deserva thut frequently
mirnpplled tecm, “future leaders of Amerfea,”
und who even now axercise o vast formotive offoct
on Jess briltlunt persons. IS their philosaphy is
a6 faull, then, it is worth peroslving what is the
true ome and why se many intelligent yourng
peajala should go natray.

Do not doubt, thot thess outstanding wouths
ure o tremendous oplding foree en oor jdeals.
Those who sel our standords ame thoee wha hove
power, wha ean Tores us to acknowledge sur jn-
feriavity. Whaothar this power comes from sochul
paaltion, wenlth or imtellect, it dominates in the
same muiner. Greodunlly we wre prowing oway
from the dietutorshlp of the first twa—into the
sole domindtion of the latter, Ho long hos the
worid looked forward to the sapremecy of reason,
that it is peons to view this ascension with o pe-
Jaleing thut consideration does net show to b
merited, There can bo litile doubt that logle ami
intefligenee  chould  prevail  and  should  set
oiar stundards; et merely thal lntellect §s to
reign dees oot guarpnies Uit the best intollects
will bo the judges The problem in movernment
has wlways lbetn to select the best man to role;
siv here. Here nd more than lo politics, It 5 o
that tha most fit will rise to tha tep) those whe
grasp the instrunwnts of power are fok alwnys
Lhase who will wield them to the grentest good of
mll;

For the qualities, ootslde of & kigh intelligenen
fuetient, that lend to predominaney ave amhbition

hh

and will, self-assurnnon wnd contempt for others,
all of which are sssentinlly selfish, The so-called
intolligemtain are neted rather for the loosenass
than the integrity of their maenls] yet they set
the standnnts of pur tnste, In the colloges as well
as in the whele state, the man of pronounced
apinkons, elever tongue, and facile pon, wha |z can-
cerned more with vietory than truth, susessds fn
plunting his views flemly In the minds of the
susceptible, 1o the detriment of more enduring
principles. In the long ran, thére ls o moin enir-
rent that sweops through these eddies and riffles
of opinien, that often by their conspleususness
senm to be the stveuwm itsalf] yet with their tur-
bulénce they tos eften caplivate the public's at-
tamtion and wssume p temporary primsey.

It seems apparent thet in ltersture, whicl
youth takes =o seriously, muy be found the key
to this trivmph of the saperficlal, of the glitter-
ing, which throntens & desiceolion of true wrtis-
tie endenver and makes = greatest appeal o
youtl, which loves display and eleverness, Nab
wlone [n the colloges oppesing theories are found,
which ombedy thess conflicting olements, wswally
summed op in thn two torms, “elassicism™
“ramantlelEm’” It is abviousdy fotlle to attempe
any inclusive definition of the two, but the dif-
ferenes will perhaps be sufficiently clonr if slas-
sielem be enlled the theory of ebjoctivity bh art,
und romanticism the theory of subjectivity,

Classleism hms been hondled rather roaghly by
Its opponents wnd even doprecabed by s sup-
poriers; unforfupately so, becouse this resulted
from u misapplication of the nome. For u few
genimitions n English jitersture, clussicism de-
noted the school whe stuviohly followesd thelr mis-
eoneaptions of the Greek ond Homan nuthoritien,
who sel op rigid and wrtificlal teneds of nrt, and
whi boliwved that urt consisted in  reprassion
mather than in expression. Ther influence has
bewn mostly pernicious, for they were not only
rusponsible for o resclion which wis equally rep-
rahensible, but they oven furnished & with n
ground for its existonce, The artificinlity und
ealdness of the scheal, iln nffectations and foreed
riyle, were ample justificntion for o mild revalt,
but not for a mad rush to the othsr extrome of
nh=olute fromiom from any forms or standasde

It s most snd that the clnssielsts in fiterature
shotld sa long hove permitted themselves ta be
grouped with thess men without protest; it s o
ranlk alandér on truth o soy that Lhis pssude-
elassicnl theory wis the theary of either the au



clents or of evon such confirmed moderin elas-
mirists ns Matthew Arnold, 1t & thime that the mis-
mapprabonsion: st Joast be pointed ouk, if met
clearsd nway, for they are deop-reoted through
centuries of reiteration by romantle erltles

Muost eollege studentz nre romuntivits; natuac-
nlly s6, becanse yauth j= impatlent of any tram-
mel, Inherently tndividenlistie, ool easily swoyed
by emetions and passions o tho prevailing con-
eopt of classicism in the callege clasees k2 that it
L thie sehool af dogma, that its posts write anly in
the heroic coupled, that |t wothors slbeays hy-
phenate “N—n1", and in general |8 the essonco
of conservatiem, pradery, nnd repeesston, 18 this
were trioe, we would deubtloss all rush bo the
romantic hapmer and sing merrily of imdividual-
i=rm, abolitlen of all eriterin of merit, and nmoc
ulity; luckily, it i= but another error arising from
ton much hoste and lock of judgment, Claadleism
is more noble than that; its foundntions are built
on trisths which have beas teated In the eroeibie
af application throngh theosands of years. It
the theory that motivates almost all great act;
gimost all, for romantleiam has peoduced much
thit 1s unguestionnbly enduring.

The fundamontal principle of classicism is the
superiority of reason o emotion, it grester worth
amil morn  lasting I.'PFH.EL Conteartly, romanti-
ci=m cantends that the pussions are of premier
impertance, that & pure expression of the desires
and reactions thot well continwously In the human
heart ls the ultimite perfection of nrt. The re-
manticist wriles sa the spirit moves him; words
Mow direet from the soul te the pen, In an sestatic
bt confused rhapzody. Feeling but not thinking,
enperiencing but not [nlerpreting, uttering bot
nat clarlfying, the romunticist can hope in his
greabest Inzpiration only for more senzitive per-
cuption of moods and & more feliciteus pattern of
expression, Mor shoubd thisn be deprecated; the
plucs of the pazsions in life is beyond cavil. Tha
sntisfnction of sur eravings occuples o mnjority
of wur time, whether they be for food, sleep, sex,
or aesthetic exprossion, Were they removed fram
our existence, the colop mnd beawty would disap-
peiir wWikh thom

But these same desires are found with bat few
xeaptions in the very beasts which we despisa;
man excels them, mot o mach in the variety of
Iis dexives, an in higseleeting, curbing, and sating
them, Man has thal organ resson which posses-
ses o potentlal dominonce over the lusts of the
body; throtgh it |s be enobied o choose and re-
pres hle longings

Binee Lhln |2 the attribote that sets man opart
fram lesser forms, s ft not right that we shauld
celebrate it ond not ita inferiors? So it has ap-
ponred to the proat clussicists] so have thoy writ-

tan. Mot nlone of the lurta of man srd of the
images which tortured him, of the moads which
yacillatod in him, hot of the Inward mental
struggle, of the conflict within his mind, whether
hiz peason should mssert |t wooted sway, is he
the medium. The dassicist doss not divorss hine
solf Trom passion; it = a8 truly hi=z subjeet as ]
somnnticists, Moither does fie subjugste hin will
ard Intullect to itz eall, but rather views ila cravs
inge through them o= his eritera. Man is 1o his
eyes not o chaos of uncontrollod lusts amd im-
pressions so long 65 the mind remin clogr and
unhnmpered; let it resign itactl to the hlindness
and incaberenes of the emotlons, wnd man s not
msh, but o will-o-the-wisp, with no purpoese nor
sulf-cantrol, Impotent In the foee of ovents und
mugter not even of himself.

¥l what more {5 man when tesson ia remavoed T
His Justs lead to nothing but satiety, his satis-
fuctions nre dependent on mere chance, he (s the
erenture of unnidedl (natinet, 1f this s what oar
art woulld portray, if this i= the obfect which in-
spires ms, whose econtemplation engendery  Lhe
highest oestmsy in us, the romuntieist ls right;
the subject of nrt is paseion unruled by e
el Tt mstrument man unealod by reason. Then
would tho greatest masterpheces come from i bame
parury trange ond not from the exercise of &
mwilghty intellest throughout a life; then would the
flesting presence of sensual oty outweigh the
atornnl lustre of trubh, It is not =a; mean is greater
{hin the brate in him; his espacities ora laegee
anil his mind sccaslonally fulfills its potentialities.
This s the troth of clnssieism, that mmn is not
elrenmerribed iy hin paasions, but, when using to
the fullest hin endewments, looms ever them and
bemids them to the ends of his resson,

Classical theory differs from Tomantic in the
vory mochanivs of compoxition, and there it skirs
up even geanter opposition. Mony are the ae-
cxgations thut elassienl lteruture (s ton restrained,
ton polizhed, toa lifoloss—ihe classicist throws
the sceusstion in the pomanticlst's teeth and
damme him #s discursive, formiess, and overiy
rhapasdic. Certainly the truth les between the
fweo, but |wst na certainty, the charscteristics
given nhove are mot those of classiciom but of
paeudo-classicism. Troe elnssiclsm believen In re-
struint, Just beenuse art |z mare than imitation,
bt lmplies selection mnd interpretution. To he
beautiful, literaturs must be attractive; boo -
travagant reslism nousentos and repels  mbEt
rogders. Buggestian conveys more Lhan eXaggorti-
tioni unnecessary dweolling an dotails often hin-
dern the symmetry of the whole

Clussicism sims st perfoction, nol a8 possible,
but s Wewl To schicve the wtmost within the
fimits of the workmun's expabifities in his goul;

&7



to dhnt end be fles wmd palishes. Brevity, slurity,
und pymmetry wre eardingl principles of the clas
mieiat; yot he does mot feel obliged to sucrifice
beauty to attain them. Beauty is in order as wall
ag in luxuriance, in olarity se well ss in confused
improssion. In the last analysis, beauty is in the
thoight fur more than in the style or lmagery
of the mothor, the chief purposs of which is to
convey and nob to astound. Few would question
this of prose or droma; yob what is poetey fteelf,
but the production, by means af metriesl and ar-
tiflelal language, of a mood conducive to the re
ception of the thought containedT Art should ap-
penl fundaomentally to the |ntelligence as the
raling element in man; since the mind in swnyad
Ly the senses and passions, it uiilizes these subtly
us monnd to its final purpose. The clossicint does
nob seorn beauty, noture, and buman paseion as
his subjects, for what else |= there? That they
should b= expressed only in vague effusions, how-
ever, he doss deny; renson und order sheuld be
inherent im grent art,

Ineplration sways him as sorely as it doos the
rommanticist; it is the inspiration that comes from
the pereeption of beanty and truth and the medi.
tatlon em them, It is the whetting of the fneolties
to that high point where the mind is nearest per-
fection; it |z the attninment of the fullest anpa-
bitity of mon. Yet the mind is always refleetive;
hence is classicism obfective, Alwnys the mind
mmnsures the objects of its contemplntion agninst
il standards, slways it Is conselonz of its own
sepnrate existones. How different fs the inspiva-
thon of the remanticist] The senses ntiuned to
highest pitch, he yialds himself op to the domina-
tion of his emotion sand loses his ewn entiiy in m
trunce af subjective experience, Hiz mind fane-
tions not me ruler but as sn instruoment; his will
Is overpowersd ard neglestad.

Thus objective classicism and subjective roman-
beismi divide essentially on the guestlon of the
relative walos of ressen sl emotion, Bot not
thers along, for clossicism in confident of an ob-

=1

Jective truth, whils romenticism maintains that
there s no stundard aave ope's own opinion, Ob-
viously, teates differ; what one man praises mn-
other damns,—yel almost invariobly works soe-
ceed or fall regardless of contemparary ériticism.
It is on the universal appoal of the great moster.
pleses that elassicism bases its stumderds, It
ix on the divergent receptlon of recent produc-
tiome that romnanticism divorces criticism from
eriterin, The difference muy never ba dockded, bit
as long as Homer and Shakespeare plenss virto-
ally all men the clansien] position will he onas-
pnilahle.

The bottar youth of our eolleges can be divided
Inte clasaieists amd romanticists guite onsily, Re
gretinbly, the Inrper group (= the batter) regrei-
tnhly, boeause clasalelsm ls the ereed of the nobler,
stronger mind. It is the philosophy thot does not
despamir of senrching out an ultimate order and
truth in life, that believes, I]'L'rnng]t intmition wnel
eonviction, in the aseendancy of renson, that ae-
merts that while beauty ennnot contsin truth,
truth does embroce nll beaoty, Te be o elassicist In
hanl, for aftem the world does not seem to benr
out it= principles; the enticements of romanticism
are difficull of avoidones, How mueh simplor te
diselaim uny restraint on the Individual, to give
frese poin to the emotionk] How atbractive it in to
be able to write what one would, to think what
one would, without the teammels of any natural
low] That ls the lure of romanticism, the Ensy
wiy of succumbing to instinet and passion and
disenrding will and Intelfect.

Yel how barren of hope of progress iz sueh in-
dividuatism when compured to the conselowsness
of responsthility and duty that motivates the elus-
shelat! It ln o sign of moral wenkening and loss
of courage, that se masy young posple are turn-
ing to romanticlam, Classiclam looks to nll time
und all msen; its antagonist views only the narrew
present and the confines of itz own self, It ia the
clnegicist who promises a nebler fulure; may our
colleges gupplant thaiv present produoet with fol-
lowern of his ereed.
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