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Fair Tomorrow

By EvzasetH SHow

Tomorrow will be falr again, and you and |
together
Shall run the sunny hills and drink of

April weather,

And we shall rest in silley grass and share a hit
of dreaming

Where all the world seema made of sky—of Hue-
nesa and of gleaming—

Where all the world seems mode of peace, wich
naughs of doubt or soeraw.

O, you' and T shall oam the lovely world again
tomorra!

Crumbled Treasure

By Jean Hobioway

Beyond the gray herizon

OFf my thought

A blue sea lulls the sretch

OF shifring sands and throws

Shards of rare treasure

I the crumbling bits

OFf other ages

Garnered from a thousand forogn lands,
Bevond the dull horizon

Clutched by the greedy fingens

Of the foam.

And rosanies and chalices once wrought

With tender akill

In ancient shops of Tyre

Mingie with harpoons, Damascene blades,
now mere crumbling ssnds

OFf dead desire.

Stay But a Little Longer

By Evzaneri Swow

Stay but a lirde longer from my sghe

And, ob my dear, my heart must surely learn
Ta lie ungrieving on the kill at night

Where the low stars like thy white kisses burn,
And where the little stream that knew our tryse
Singe vo itself sweet, shy songa ke a child,
Surely iy cyes, that now are dimmed with mis
Must learn to smile, serenely reconciled

To glimpees of some senny dimpled face
Heart-high to thee, my ears to words our own
Shared with the one who has wserped my place,
Surely this desolation | hove known

Must pass in time, that [ may bear thee near.
Seay but o licthe konger, oh my dear,

Chinese Scene

By Crances Leowo

The patient crescent of an

Taieled moon

Gazea might after pight—

On the eternal pursuit of s leaping lion
By an arrow poised for flight,

The chase end for bunter and moon,
Even arrow and lion;

When scon,

Reluctant stone absconds o dust,

You Will Return

By EvmzaserH SHow
You will return, they tell me, just as tawny und
us slender

As once in long-remembered sunny hiurs.
You will return, a3 sudden and surprisingly as
tender,

And: smiling, vos shall lecn aghi of mecosl sur-
And lose the weary years among the Bowers,
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Two Twos Though Four

By Pripir SHeminas

“And jus 2 the captive, who in slecp
enjoys an imaginary liberty, when he begins
to suspect that his liberty @ but o dream,
Fears o nwaken and conspires with those

liluwunl that the deception may be

E-nlun ~ Rzn-: Drmrm:. Lagical
and Moral Masi

HERE comes tlu: meat-wagon, [t whines like
a omeat—a bow-slung white cat with ears
back: “Jeer; whatsahell he mean—walkna' mid-
diaroad! Jees! Poor guy!” Put him under the
rubber hlanket; slide him in the mesr-wagon.
He's dr . People are craning their necks
like mmufm of 2 mn&g Btop everys
thing. "“Come on! Come on! Keep moving!” Pt
r,rmﬂmfmd-:ﬂndladgtmdwh]nﬁ
poole.  Flies make pmp]'c
Meat-wagon fs going back to the hospital. It's
no  different,  kid—Jeex, you're pwake—bat
whatahell, whatshell —things are just a litde flit-
tery, People are I'-a]'l:fng somewhere close——can't
mh out what they're saving. Jeex, you're aw-
right, kid—vou're awright.
* ® * .

“MNo chance” The doctor’s talking,
“Wo chance.” It's the white walls now.
“Poor busted bastard,” safd the smoath whir
of the electric clack,
“Tdentification?” asked the interme, “Rels-
™™
“Bum!™ Tt's ancther voice. “Bum! Knife—
pack o weeds—keys Letter from St Paul, -Ad-
dressed oy Reel Bills—general delivery. Just a
bum—use ‘m oue at the school for a cadaver if
hes not bunged up too bad”
“Feet are sure tired,” smid the night-nurse.
Watch the charts of lights oo the wall. Sure,
h-n where you are—but things just don'e
dnwn a0 you can get settled.
" . .

The princ 'Is office ha.d a worn carpet. Four-
teen years E—lm his and
hiting his Hp, Keep the urxpmmn out of your
face—don’t give him anything to work on

“Low marks, Roel. Pdor attenton. No effort
MNo—ah—cooperation. What's the mateer?™

“I don’t Jnow."

“Don't koow—don't know! Snap out of it
You're looking out of the window-—what do you
s

“Flies in the sun, sr.”

“Can’t hold a job with this—day-deenming.”

"Guess not, air”

“Listen, bey, you're trying to live in two
worlds, You can’t get away with it! Firse thin
you knew something's going to 11L|.mp Yol At
you'll never know what hit you

Plizs in the sunshine, Hail'ldmm. They
weren't daing anything—just being fies and fly-
inE;&Whm two met chey'd swoop into each
other, then up. Then they'd scparate, Fr-lntrp:]
was talking. Charscter—citizenship—
hility—nobleme oblige. He'd heard them all

He was thind wealthicst man in the United
Staten, Second and fint places carry w0 much
notoriety, MNever did care much for notoriety.
Third place is just right—lots of money but none
of this notoriety.

It's fun o sak up sun out by the sedmming
poal. It's fun to play polo, dance with movie
actreases nt Palm Springs, wear o white tie every
wight. [t's fun to see your name in the society
section hh‘rd S:ﬁsdﬂb}'{. Jeez, drid, mmmbuél:w
you used to read the =ocicty section every Sun-
day and wender—bur whatahell, whatahell!

Dinmond ring, limousine, “Fortune”™ on the
front whble—Ffur coat for de odd lady. Got o
e good to the old lady, kid—alse’s worked her
heart out. The kid brother is petting o swell
education. Gee, kid, you're doing everything you
wint. You're making an impression, kid—coun-
try house, greenbouses, terraces, white peacock
ont the lewm, rugs that take hold of your feer
You have o big radio that booms ke & cow moo-
ing, You're taking o trip to Capri in the spring.
Gee, whernahell's Capri—look it up in the maom-
ing,

- - L] -
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Take it easy, bid—you're awright! You're aw-
rnght! Monday morming is hard to take anyway,
Mo you're eating oatmeal with blue milk—
sugar s all crusted over. You'll feel awright when
yoii get your coffer, But you potta go ensy on
lunch money this week—buy yourself a new hat
Jeez, another week,  Pick up the paper, read the
firinies,  Gotts go, Mom, = long,

Bree is looking at you Heha.l:.fuhrrym
expremion like 4 piece of cold pie. “Want ta see
¥OU & minuie 1E]11:: work, Mr. Bills, H:m.- toy

Sorry ™ Whalk through the :lﬁcl:\-—-tg g'hh are
all etaring and booking the other way if you Took
their way, Jeez, somethings wrong.  “Thied
Wiealchiesz Man in the United Staces Laid O
Jees, funmier'n hell, But whatahelll Whatahell!

L - - L]

Cags are passing you up. The faces are look-
ﬁyguwul—ymiuyﬂwmmhmmdu&
vre looking at you like you were a bunch
celery they were buying: Like you were an object
Tﬂ::npem!ikedm Like wou were some-
t in a cage. Jeez, they aren't part of your
world, kid. They don't know how cold, and how
hungry and how—lonesome you ase. They don't
hnwhwmmhwumm:n:kmhmmﬁu

"'Tl'rrrn: they and you—swell, you're just you,™
you remember reading that—outa some
I':ldr'u hiuk Yeah. ‘I’ulJlltr:I:d a loe W]'I‘il:ll. yom -w:b::
etle. But you're not amymaore, kid, Ma
4 shave would help you get a ride—

“Hey, buddy! Gestahell outa dat rest-room
*Far Patrons Only'—aan't you read? Don’t want
no bums banging around anyway!™

Yoo shoulds had mere education, Sure, Cul-
mre, Shakespeare, Longfellow, psvchology, and
all thiwe clasical puys, Fellow needs an educa-
tion—then he's not o mug anymore, Fellkow needs
o ghave, fellow needs o job, fellow needs to get
in o the dmside of the pame. Fellow needs o
ride in this goddam rain. But whatahell—

Hey, cut it out, kid; kid, you're awright. But
you're talking to yourself' too much—you oughe
to talk to people more

But how you gemna talk to people when they
just go by youo in their nice warm ears looking

at you throwsh the glass ke you were a goldfish
in a bowl, Sure they're mot looking at you-—
they're looking at & goddom dirty bum that's just
cluttering up the landscape. Sure they're making
funny foces and laughing, You're just a joke,
kid—you hadn's ought to Hve Buat if you—oh
.Tmu.. taste of hlood in my mouth—Jeez, God let
it stop raining and moke some one give me a ride
in thedr nice warm car.
. . T

*Life! Life!™ said the red hollyhocks, standing
like pope’s guards along the pickets.
“Lifel™ said the scissor-snip wvoice of the ruby-
] =| llLd-M'i
“Sleepl Sleep!™ mid the wind in the Beanches
of the apricot tree. Now and then the piled green
folinge shook itself a little like a sleepy hound.
The children, Roel’s children, were calling each
ather on the sands, The waves made hittle hising
sourdds as the mother sen deew them back. Roel
conild see the lnwn, then the hollyhocks, then the
L B I e B B
stone Wil 3 EOTH the
clinging sastwertiums,
Beynnd the hung owver the cliff and
T s e i i St
#an q‘.\i-rtlmg snd, and finally
firm wet sand with the children mdrug the
white-swirled wavelets. The incoming bdn filled
thrﬂ]dnn s spade holes and erumbled the sand
cas

They all ran out into the sunset-—the gentle,

truut.ér:'ﬁ!]:mhymm creeping . at the children's

cold severe breakers, alive yet imper

rolbng advance. They were cast down and fled,
their pride broles,

Kelp gleamed in the sow swell beyond the
breakers—the slow e and fall of the curved
breast of the strong mother. “Come to me, home
to me, children dispirited.” Bewond was hlue,
Hue—and then one just dida't see anymare.

Roel was poing o sleep. He was going o
sleep in his garden, his own garden, on his ke
and under hu apricot tree beyond the hullyhmb:s.
Tt wasn’ here, and people weren't going
by in warm cars looking ot him like he waz a
head of celery, He must have dreamed thae some-
where—and he was going to sleep now. Tn slecp
one dreamed—one dreamed-—and he musc stay
awake
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“Seay awake, Roel™ sald the distant calls of
the children.

“Bleep!”™ said the litle breeze, “you're tired"

“Stay with me!" said the autumn afternoon,
fragrant and warm, now running forever out of
Tiim.

This was his—this was real, and if he went
to sleep he might lose ic Sure it was his—jees,
dan't let "em fool o, kid—they're trying to take
it wway from you, They can’t take o fragmnt
aytama aunshine gwny from the Third Bichest
Man in the United States.

Pight with them; fight, kid! But who are they,
anyway? Daon’t go to sleep; you haven't seen all
the day, yet. You want to watch the strong
mather enfold the sun and tuck him to rest e
where out on the hlue fringe of the sky, Then
the hills would be lighted up & little while, and
the frogs ind erickets wr:mjt] sing. Fight with
them, kid; you're not sleeping yet.

There's & car tuming in the driveway. It
fecling it way up now berween the low wall
and the lown, And a girl's getting out. Who's
ghe? Jees, kid, she Jooks like—bur she changes
80 fast. Now she's that nigger wench you had
down at Tin Jusma Now she's the hittle Susic
Rabhit girl that used to go with you in high
scheed. Mow she's the fresh waitress: with the
swell shape that wsed to work in the restaurant
where you ate your lunch, MNow she's some movie

sitress, now she's the pretty school-teacler you
had in the third grade; remember, kid? Now
she's just a precty face out of o cigarct ad, But
alie hasn't got any face, really, Shes like every
WINTIATY PO RE EVET SSEf

But—waitaminit, kid, she's pichmg you up,
You're just a baby Iﬁll‘l She's carrving you to
the car. You can’t do anything about it exther.
Don't go to deep, kid! Dom'e sleep! You want
to stay here under the apeicot tree and just watch
the aun set, Please let me see the sun set, Girl

Jeoz, kid, 4t's the meat-wagen. Sure shi's put-
ting you info the meat-wagon; there's a taste of
Bood in your mowth. Go back! Let me out. 1
want to stay in my gaeden! [ want to stay awake!
I dom’t want to aleep!

Jees, yonr're sick, kid, and you feel & h‘iﬁkjlggcd
pain somewhere!  And it's something W
and there's o shaded light in the comer and the
emell of rubber and chioroform and-—jees, but
you're tired, kid! Go to sleep! Sleep! Slecp!
Peace! And =all you're away off somewhero
watching yourself and the room's getting brighter
and brighter and—whatahell! Whatabell!
« % & &

“Use him?” asked the interne.

“Nao,™ said the interne, “he’s not worth the
trouble of embalming. Make out o burial corofi-
cate, He'd have made a bam cadaver. He's damn

near cut in twe"

“The editors of El Pareal regret that the length of the plays winning
first and third prizes prevented thetr being published in this magazine.

Durk Tide, First Prize

Girl from Tikva, Second Peize oo Mary Belick

You're An Itinerant, Third Prize

June Falcone
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Transition

By Gaktnope Derepy

YGU have been away from home for almest all
of theee yenrs. Bach returning & a livtle more
disguicting than the laat. The fist Christmaz you
were in an subtcmobile accident Christmas night,
and the ehock of that might is still vivid. Belore
the dance you had been madiant and self-confi-
dent, The sccident hod token place on the way
back from a supper party. You wesen't hurt
hadly—=your Tucky sreak. Nerves you did have;
and at three in the morming, the E.\.mrl! the top
of your epime becoming intolerable, you erept
from the bed and tlph:ltd derwn the staim ko
the huge front mom. Perhaps iF you had o eup
of hot milk, you would stop this absurd shaking
and sleep. There in the room, to your great wons
der, are your mother and father. They have buile
a fire and are sitting in front of it, silent, trovhled.
They look up, still slent, and your father’s glance
is- hefther soft tor sympathetic. Your mother calls
u “denr™ and asks you to @t down, Yoo it
doam and tell hier about the hot milk. She leaves
immeately {or the kitehen. You pass o shakmg
hand over the hurt of your neck. At lest doen
hl:mh?nu don't ficel the Tunge D‘Ti::m_ﬂ the
tHeeh enming ewery u e YOUF £yTS.
But yon continue to tr:niﬂru rocking yuur chair
with convilsive shudders ar recurrent, clocklke
intervals.
Your father’s wnce comes to your ear. Sweadily
it goes om and en until you I:I:H.Edﬂ'.l‘ﬂml'.l'lﬂll-"
i and annoyance. You admit later that he
R: been badly frightened and is merely relieving
hiz mind.  But to give you the benefit of his anger
and fright sectns, at such a time, the result of o
eruel, methodical parencry, relentless and unmer-
ciful, You don't hear all of the words, but his
wilce drives you very neardy mod. You cench
your fats until fingernails break the skin
of your palma, ';'w dare not apeak, for the first
words would be, "1 hate you—"., ¥om close your
eyes, the voice pounding in your car drums, and
nee clearly why and how you could commit cold-
hiooded murder
Your muther returns with the hot mile Your
hands shake a0 that the milk slops over the cup
and runs down your robe, drips into your slipper,
You mﬁplhtggtﬁquid.mdith:miu WAy

down your throat into your stomach where it
warme and comforts you, The voice subwides,
Your mother's eves meet your remorsefully, In
the back of your mind you are sorry for her—
but only Fantly sorry hecawde it i imy

to fecl much boesdes the throb of the jangled
nerve i rospine.

On :hr:ul:y up the sairs you wish, with sud-
den fury, that you could tell your father that the
date that had led to the sccident had boen wise—
that you had helped him by accepting it—that
there bad been no drnking at the part
there had been ao ice on the spot where they had
crashed when they went over it the first time—
that you hadn’t screaied or been hysterical, You
hadnt been frightened. He wouldn't
care about the st He had hﬁ%ﬂ:ﬂmﬂ!, and
if wou had been hurt, 16 was not his fault

In bed amin your hram whirls with vigons of
the last skid—aod the icy road on which it had
been so difficule o stand after you had been
pulled from the car, Ower and over your father’s
volee bents severe words into a fnging ear drum,
the hardness of his tone never to be forgotten,
Wainty you fight the hysteria which you had kept
controlled until m:AT-I The clock strikes a slow
four—sygur panents hive not coime
you swill iwf:m gotoa du]lmweddiug:wm_mmm
at high noon—sharp pains shoot up the bk of

ding—high time that cousin ot mactled anyaiy,
You laugh before you weep,

Memogies of the next sommer are  faint
shadows. The zky was 3 tortured blue—heat
waves climbed in spots by each fence when you,
in dirty hlue linen, descended from a dirty b
and kissed yoor mother, Almost immedintely
began the tresome work of cooking and doing
dishes and setting tables 1o dirty more dishes,
All summer there were or twenty people
Hvﬂumdmﬁngnwurhmm The one o'clock
stape marked the climax of each day. Chn this
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stage came the mail from your friends. Letters
beaught delightful moments of pleanine. A letter
les= gage meant another day of waiting. The
stack of them mounted higher and higher, but
the monotony of the days grew moee fitense.

Sometimes, in the afternoon, it was possible to
go swimming in 2 nenrly bottomdess deedper hole
about fve miles away, Mo one ewer went there
except at might or on Sunday afternoon. The
witter was cold and clear, surrounded on three
vides by high pilss of rock and brush. On the
fourth side the ground was flae and hard. On this
pide was a kow diving board,  Adone, unhampered
by o suit, you could poise on thin board before
youn left it o meet the softness of the water as i
cami up to meet the softness of your flesh,  Across
the-pond and back o the center with long even
strokes was the customary procedure. The water
held and socked your body. Here you were slfe
from loneliness—safe from confuston—safe from
HROtOnY.

Occasiomally, after supper, yoo mounted the
thormiihbred Boc and mde down the rver into
the aof the sunser. The Hitde horse raced
comimg back thro the late teilight, meeting
lightly the green of the pasture The mounitain
air was cool and caressing aguinst your face.

Toward late summer your face showed discon-
tent. You were dissati f

One ni driving home, you notice the -
niss of mean H:ﬂer,ﬂnlm-j;‘t;:u
of the willows al ﬂmm.thcfn_gmnf

mountsing of your home frighten ymi, as they
bave abwaya, with their silence, ther sturdiness.
When you were wery voung you had been afraid
that could newer get pest them ings ancther
world, Something of that fear still persists,

- L] * " "

The seeond Chnstmias should have been pleas-
ant, There was harmony between parents and
daughter. You had proved wou worthy of
their eforts and self dendal by being invited it
in henor society, Your father realized th a
Ereater extent than ever before that his day ps a
fuler wan pasing. Away from home the greater

part of exch year, you had grown accustomed to
making your own decisions—coming and g
as you chese. You, in tumn, tried desperately noe
to quarrel with this man who was your father,
Because yoai were 8o like bim, be feared for you.
He must pot keow that his fears had been well
founded. You both should be spared thar He
would be spared the patn; you, the reault of that
%ain. Lust Christmas you had tasted his anger,

rue, e hod been angry before, bue always:kind
when you were il or distesught. Now there was
nothing left but distrust and suspicion. He would
Dot spare you, no matter what 1t cost o And
you could never tell him the whale truth.

The lucky streak held. Through the tove weeks
:.luurﬁmincdqm.u,lt,ﬂiu!,mﬂmxﬂum
strain dnside you, You tried not to seem pre-
occupied or wornied. Christmas day dawned on a
white world Uncles, eousing, grandparents
fAooded the house. Dieenscd in black and garnet,
you mived Tom-and-Jermyn Tor countless: visitoes,
At that time you weore wearing your hair long,
It wad dome up neatly that day to please your
father.

The dinner done and the youngest of the ¢hil-
diren slecping peacelully on her fac listle stomach,
the women of the fnmily chattered over the dishes,
You meved gently, carefully—leaving any heavy
work to some ane el Your facher and two of
his brothers-in-law -smoked near the Christmas
tree. He wis so obiiously pleased with you.  Just
before the stage came by, you played Christmas
carols for them @ll. Their woices rose thin, full,
rich, tired, off-pitch, fute-like,

It came upon the midnight clear. ™ Yeour hands
Lrt:llmﬂh the ket You would have to sing

now,  They were wraitin —expeetant.
The chords of introduction liJ:lgv_l'n-cl.E Very safthy
wou sang of the Haly Night Tf you believed in
God, this would mtisfy you, The rich simplicey
aof the musde pulled tnnide—bringing no peace. If
there waz & God, you'd pray that your wvoice
wobdn't crack on the hich note. Tt didn', and
your breath came easily. The voice, dying away
from the full erescends, was softly resonant.
“Christ, the Savior, i born."

It waz in the silence that followed the song,
that someone handed you the letter. The stape
had been late. Quickly you excused yourself, keft
the room for your own.  There, sitt
crnss in the middle of the hed, you
the ketter. From now until the year vou died you
wonld have a Christmas and a birthday letter.
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Later they were ta mean more than the day iself,

This letter was shor-—almost terse. You re
member, painfully, the night that you had told
him, becouse it was only fadr to him oo let him
know, exactly how you felt. He had been kind,
Enafsied u o emile—annd left you sitting dn the
dark the fire, numb with grief and regret,
Hourni later a friend found you atill staring into
the fire, clenching in your fist the good luck charm
he had left you, You hadn't eried, bat your throat
wias tnut with unshed tenrs. IF you had met him

A few days later be had wmitten, thanking
;i:ll.] for your courage. He would remember you

o youir bands fnvoluntarily went to the blonde
curls he would . They were juns and
you yanked at hair pine untl your har fell o
youir shisilders—hlonde and curdy

The nexe smmmer, true [0 YOUT VOW, YOU Were
hate for five days in the spring and ten in Sep-
tember.  Bven days went gowly, Home
meant nothing any more but fear, Yoo were
afeadd that something happen so that you
could not leave and afraid thae you might quarrel
with your father. Fear that yoo might hurt your
mother lay hidden in your eves. It must have
been in June that you realized that if home means
the place where you had been born, you had no
home. Under the parental mof you vcre reste
léss and vapguely tred. YWou were young enough
o believe that it was time wasted in your life
Activities and friends aoay from home kept you
busy and happy.

In September yon smng for the church, By Sep-
tember you felt secure and independent, You
had eamed enough money during the summer o
live on for some montha. So, in the church, you
stood erect and confident, singing unfomiliar
words to the lovely, familiar Londonderry Air,
The congregation was fond of you and mdulgent,
Clear und high wour woice soared, happier than
it had sounded for some time. Back in the church
your mother smiled gently, proudly.

MNevertheless, n qus of a kind came. Tt
seemed o be impossible to go home without up-
setting yourself and your parents—probing l§]‘1li£
hurt you bath fele. You vanted to make the trip
hack o wg a friend who waa driving
down. Conce e point, quietly, packed

the train. At the urntimq'lhu ﬂHIL:Nh tickes
was show and imy It wis impos-
hiove your heavy luggage checked. You

4

and your father grew drritable—the atmosphere
strnined. Ohstinately, you kept thinking that all
of this could have been pvosded. You couldn's
resist o sarcustic remack.  Your father’s heavy
brows knitted in displeasure, Your mother was
troubled. In a it of anger st vourself, you
mounted the train without kissing them ﬁﬁ"‘l‘y‘
In your berth you shook with sorroae, Sep-
tembers oo you had caught the same train, oo
flurey of goodbyes, thrilled to the bottom of your
toes. Your father had been grufl and prowd, your
mather sweet and anoous. The viston of them,
this year, standing by the train, your father hurt
und angry; your mether, cold in her light coat,
small, gray, sged years in two, pitifully huddled
chose to the hulk of your father's sternness—all
of tha troobled vour rest,

¥ & @ . ®

Christmaz again. You hadn’t scen your hrother
for 1 year. Tt was good 1o be back. You spent
mest of the time oumside. You rode, drove the
small brother's team, burned hrush along the miver
with your father, The walley wan secped in fog,
dark, and bivter cold. The shies elouded over and
tried hard to snow, EBinally the storm came, fit-
fully nasty. The whole family tried, rather des-
perately, to be one again. Your father cooked

steik for you himself the way youo like it
;:u'r"—m rare, You consumed actunl gallons
of milk, ate nnumerable egrs and luscions sices
of bacon, After you pla the 0y
and older brother played threechanded pinochle

with you.

The older bpother had been away from home
for six months, and his talk was full of his school
and of his new friends, Neither you nor he were
as much interested in the old circle of friends
as you had been. Some of them you eouldn’e
even remeniber. Your krew e of your
new friends and bittle abowt your life although
vk had written tn detafl of every day.

Loodly and gaily everpone laughed, wainly
playing upon memories. Discussions of the eur
rent situation were warm, Your father
i widely read, well informed, and o logical rlker,
You r]l'dn't'-:i:\:e on the sabiject of war and isola-
tian. You k femly that America should learn
to keep her nose out of foreign affairs and mind
her gom business, War s horrible and impossible.
Fatriotiem is ghastly foolishnes and consists of
hands and stirring speeches and emotionalism. My
God, if man eould be cool ohout patriotism and
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religion, he would at last be mature: Your father
believes that if the fleet withdrew from Asiaric
witers, the prestige of the United States would
be impaired. Let them lost prestige, you think.
Time enough to show their strensth when wi-
other nation becomes aggressive enough to attack
them.

But your father sees in your vigoroos denognce-
ment- your frightensd soul. He s quiet

Chrintmna- Dy was lonely with just the im-
mechiabe Faimely, Pathetically each tnied to express
o guizty be did not feel It war much like onery
other day. After the dinner was over and the
irods s, dremed mither in her best
g b il

and yeur fa away tooa
Thr dishes done; you dressed for the I'uﬂnlfm.

ufnlhg your gown wasn't too mndecent, Buf it
really matter—yun were 8o detached.

At the dance yoo saw many unfamilisr faces.
WVery fiow of your high school fricnds were left,
The few that were present wens friendly and in-
tevested,  Dancing with them, yvou felt = owinge
of pemorse because vou hadi't in eloser
toach with these people you had known since
childhood, Their parents had kmewn yours: as
children, and your grandparents and theirs had
cromsed the plains or come ar Horn st
ohout the same time to settle the walley. The
feeling passed a8 you eealized that they, oo, had
other interests,  You would always be friends no
matter how far apart you were or how seldom
YOLL T

The die wns cast. You were irrevocably cut
awiy from the old home—at your own bidding
There wan no point in recurning each vacition
expecting ewverything to be the same as it had
been. The only result of such an atorede would
be disappointment. You sigh, remembering the
first broken fllusion, When you were about six,
wmeone told you that there was no Sanm Claus,
Yo had eried, alome, for a lomg time,  New tears
were hidden.  Somewhere inside there was 2 sup-
ply that had been gathering for two years. There,
ma,l:yﬂuhmimmunl'm:mmm.thr
bitterness you forced down, the sorrow you e
fused to feel,

The aext night you lissed yoar pirents at the
station. You knew that wou 't be hack
afgain Tor a year or 1 . You couldn’t
t-dltham.laltrr!‘.'ﬁ!‘j.fjm-Ili Wrﬂﬂﬂdil.

Best not to come back umtil you were settled
and dndependent of them., When you did retum,
it would be with & desire (o please—a desire to
forget yourself for them, Until you could do thae

it wean best not to come. You were separated, no
longer father and daughter. Strungers to each
other, would be acquainted again in o few
; mﬁl then you can onky Lr:| each other's
tience amd wodestanding, It has beem your
?:Lﬂ:‘ dependent upon their faule, But the fact
is indisputable. The great love between vou s
dead or alecping, deadened by it own intensty
and violence. Each returning has made the time
of transition lengthen, You face the new year
with shoulders relaved, guistness in your heart,
reflection in your w:linr_,m:ldthzhlppfium:lm
of decimion and relief implicit i your step,

The Spanish Shawl

By Jeamw Hovvoway
The shawi is scarlet

And 1 t with the muted scent
Of oid

My grandmother wore it defantly
About her withered ahoulders

In those other days
When she uat, amall and erect,
Befoee the fire.

And mow it e mine | . . Grandmother's shawl
With the wicked red roses

Splashed across its seductive, rustling surface.
1 ueed to think it odd thar one so old
Would garh herself in this gay, Saunting bie,

Mow 1 found there s mystery in its folds,

A subtle grace in the way it settdes about one.

A Spanigh dancing girl might well have wors it
About tvory shoalder,

Ora twi miaddly

In anted fire ;

Some lovely princess perhaps twined it over an

arm,

Or 3 slim Oriental veiled her sleck hair coquet.
tishly,

Enowing somenne watched in the shadowes

Even as [ fold pircsaic tissue,

I sense un iridescent glamour

Transcending the common

Glamour which gave quiet; p\:rm lietle grand-
mother

The flaming soul of 5 Spanish dancer

When she smoothed it silken folds
About her shoulders.
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Girl From Tikva

By Many Brrice

CHARACTERS

ANICs. A peasamt girl wvisiting her rich asme in
the city, She decides to make her vacation a
paying proposition by saking o good marmiage.

Mitost. A row coumtry youth; rustic suiter of
Anica, who follows her to the big city.

STEFAN. Suitors to Anice; ambitious wniversity
students who are destitute, and determined to

marry
AuNT,
UnoLe,
Semving Map,

Action takes place i present day Belprade

BCENE

An old-fohioned parior, comfortable, but de-
cidedly lacking in toste. An effort has been made
to dmpress vimtors with the exsions of the
family, for photographs are [iberally distribured
throughout the room, embroidered handwark and
doilies have been placed on the large, round, ma-
hogany table, and on the two lirde tabler, Large
wates filled with gaudy paper flowers have been
placed upan the two small tables, while the large
one has been decorated with a bowl of areificial
frudt and 4 pair of candlesticks with Timp candles
in them, Two fai pillosws have been placed om
the aofa, while one hae been set om the floor
Four chaivs avound the table, a sofa, an old clock,
mmd three odd-sized rugs complete the furnish-
mgs: The vugs are old, and the color combina-
tions are inharmonions, Yellow, red ond blue ore
the predominating colora tn the voom,

Amica is in the room. She has placed her em-
broidery on the sofe, and i walkimg up ond
down, looking at the photographs.

Someone knockr on the door,  Anica stichs
her head out of the window, jerks it back in
aguin, snd sterts to teter. As the rerving maid
pogs ta the door, Anics vuns aut of the room, The
maid shous Milogh inta the room, and gives im

a chair, He sits down, pleces his greasy er
bag and hig pmbrella trf the ﬂmrsrmd nj-::su
his lege. This fellow needs a haircut badly, His
coat i3 feded and too lerge for kim; hin trouser
lega are very cight at the bottom, and his big
feee ave very comspicrious in the heavy working
shoes he swearn

Avmica's durit comes into the voom. Milash gets
up. He is pigeon-toed, ond places the frome of
one shoe atop the other while he sguashes hus
edp in hia hamds,

The aunt holds out her hand to him.

AuNT, Milosh, I'm a0 glad 1o see you.
{He: pumpa her hand wb and doum. |

Auvwrt, Sit dewn, Milogh. Did you come all
the way from Tikva to sse my niece?
{Milosh wods and looks at hiv feee )

J’l-'l.:hﬂ'l. Ch, Pm sorry, but Anica izn't home to-
y.
(Milosh Fooks at her uncomprehendingly, §

AunT, | smid Anica fan't home right nowe.

tlagh scratches kis head all over, until s

T is completely matted, places his cap atop
hiz. head, s umbrells on by orm, and
E'r:u'lgu: .rI'u.!..,l

fAnica peeks through the doormay, sees he
has gone, and joins her mune tn the perlor,
She looks oot through the window and gi

gles. Her aumt watchea her disapprevingly. )

Aunt. Milosh s a good, honest, hardworking
fellow, Anica

Awmca, T despise him—he's a0 stupid,
AUNT. He has one of the best farme in your
willage,

Axma, Heavens, Auntle! How could you ex-
pect me oo prefer a fool like him o all my
wealthy, educnted sweors? If T marry Milash
I'll have o spend my whole kife in Tikva, [
hate the country. T want to marry a rich man
and bive in this wonderful city.
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AUNT, Sull, Anics, 1 think Mileh would
miake 2 beteer malch for you than all those oty
fops wha ure courting you. You know Milosh's
family. You knew his futher and prandfather
and great-peandfather. What do you kmow
shout the families of these dandies from the
uruversiey?
 Pasite |
Did you ever tell them that you're from the
couUnEry?
Avica. Nao,

Aunt. Perhaps chat would make o big difference
with them. These fellows may fmagine you to
be o wealthy girl with a large dowry,

Amica. Bot they have money of their own,

Auwt, Mot all the students are rich—they may
be just a3 poor as you are yoursell,

Anieh. Mot by beaux. Mot Petar snd Stefan
and—

AunT, (internipting] Why not?

Arton. They're always so well dresed, and they
bring the nmicest presenss.
beggar can rent a suit of elothes,

AUNT.
and hon can be bought on credit. Mo,
Anica, you need some better proof than that,

Awica, If we coold only find our where they
ived, T coudd comvince you of their fortunes.
Petur told me they were renting & luxurdous
ma'_rmt in n handsome old building near the

Atiwt. Humph, the four bachelors are probably
Yiwinge in a garret

Anma, 1 won't believe they're trifling with me.
They aren’t afrer any money,

AunT. How can you be sure of that?

Amica. When they propese, T'1 tell them about
my snall dewry, T'm osure my lock of wealth
won't matter to at least ene of my suitors,

Auwnt. The trouble is—they nlways come in
fours, How will you find the worthwhile one
of four men?

Anica. Yes, | have to weed out three of them

They all seem to be equally attentive. If cnky
T comald talk to them alone.

AunT. Four wooen every evening!  Your uncle
iy beginning to complain, He won't stand for
it, He sys their bickering is driving him crazy.
Anica, you've gof to make a chosce soon,

Arnca. Please vell me what to do, Auntie, You've
had plenty of beaux vourself. What made you
choose Lingle?

AunT, Persistence won, The others got tired
af waiting.
{Thinks for a moment}
Yew, you can put your beaux fo a test. You
must try their paticnce until just the most per-
matent sustor remaing
Arncs, Yes—

AUNT, And then you must reveal chat you haee
g X

Anpea, All dght, But bow can T weed out the
less persistent ones?

AusT, Before your suitors arrive, I oant vou
hnguuﬂrmdmmtugﬂpﬂn' 5 howse. You
S your sewing and watch everything
from the window.

Axmca, Yes—

Aust, | shall tell each of your suitom that you

will be home son, but are not to come
hack here until you see ﬂﬁw&ﬂﬂm
house.

Ay, [looking at clock) Eight oclock. They

be here soon, Auntie,

AunT, Yes, hurry, Anica, and don’t let them
catch =ight of you.

{Amica taker her seiwing and Leaves the room,
The :unthmli-_:n;ﬂ:ut :Ih.r room, :hmfgﬁ tesi-
ing the photags and patting the far pil-
losws, Her hushand enters the room, He i
wearing dippers ond en old robe, and ke
halds o small bottle anmﬂ#wmqucr
in his hend, He settlex himzelf comforia
onl tlie sofa, and prepares for o long reat. |

Avunt. Heavens! You can't do that.
Usoir. Why noc?

AunTt. Anica’s friends will be here in o few
minutes.

Uncrir No they won't; T just ssw her go oue
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AuNT. That makes no diference—they're com-
ing anyway,
{She moves 1o the undow and loaks out, )
Here comes Franac. Quick! Get into the kit-
chen,

{The uncle tunﬂgl- his feet b0 the Hm:r
grashes bz teeth ond crushes the paper u
His wifr sticks the bottle imen hiz .IE:'LLI
pughes him out of the room, |

Aunt, Don't act up so. It will only last o few
days more.
{The servmgmaid shows Framac into the
room. He holds a box in his hand. }

Framac, Hello. Tell Anies I'm here

AUNT. Anica will be home in s few minutes,
She holds out her hends to tuke the hox,
Franac shakes one of them, holds oneo

his gift, and sits daum
The aunt walks out of the room, Franac
vewnaing seated for o few minutes; then he
beging fidgetimg., He gets up, walks around
the room, and looks ar the photographs, The
knocher is hesrd again. Frawoc jumps back
to the sofa, and plecea his gift on his kaes,
The servingmaid shows Stefan into the room,
He, too, holds a present, but it i o little
larger than Pramac's. The aumt comes into

the roam, )

Auxt, Hello,
Sreran. Hello,
Aunt, Did you come to see Anical? She'll be

here in & few minuted,

fShe holds our her hand for the box, but
}!ﬂl‘l- does viot velinguish it. He seats him-
on the opposite side of the room from

. The aunt leaves the room. )

Paawar  (hissingly) Thought you'd keep me
away, vou fool 1 saw you hiding my shocs

StEran, What of i£? Next time I'll bum them,

Pranac. Afraid I'll win Anica, aren’t you?

STE:MN. Huh! you haven't got a chance with
(Knocker sounds. Petar and  Jovan are
showm tngo the voom. They both carry pres-

enes, but Petar’s i3 the lavgest of all. The
aunt greets them from the doorway; fovan

calls @ loud "Hello," and gess himeelfl a
chair, but Petar walliy up to the auni and
haws. )

Peran. How charming you look, M, Cresa
{He bews agmim, while the other suitors gape
at him, )

Will you take this to your lovely nicce, and
tell her I am eager to see her?

AURT. Anica will be here in o few minutes,
{She reaches for the box, Petar holds it for
a aecond, reluctant to give it up; then he
relinguishes it
{The aunt closes the door, and the bovs have
the room to thewselves, )

Foamag, Tmchirsty. [ never ssw such stinginess
in o wealthy Family,

SreFAN. Thirsty already? You just emptied a
bottle before you came here.

Pramace It was just a emall hotele

Jovar. Hey, Franac, where did you ger it? At
Lugan's—when he wasn't looking?

Framac (stands up ond doubles his fiite, ) (An-
grily) I bought d¢ lke an honest man.

Jovan., Did you pay for & like an honest man?
PeTan, Leave the fellow alone, Jowan Turms
to Franac, |
Wan't that boetle a present to Binnca’s ol
man?

Fraxar Yes, but I took it back when he kicked
me out of the house,

Jovare, 1 hear she has 3 handsome suitor now,

Framac, To hell with hes! The old fellow's
going to be stingy with her dovwry. T need o
rich wife,

Sreran. Don't we alll

Prran, You're certainly a fool for letting Bianca
get away, Franac Sgemmmcdlutwnth
ind they sy the odd main gave her half his

estate as dowry,

Frasiac. What! The ofd, sly devil put one over
om me. [ thought he wouldn't give her o para

Peran, Hol That's an old trick wsed by gicls
with money. When they sy they won't get
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1 para, they're trying to find which you fove
best,—the girl or the gold,
Framae, Curses! (Mutters wader his breath, |
Prran, Well, that will be a lisson w you. Il
never mike that mi
Framac (Sadly) My hig opportunity—gome
like that, {Smaps his fngers) T shall go drown
my—
SreFan. (Interrupting) What!
(ANl three run toward Stefan to stop him
from lesving the howse, )
Peraps She isn't worth i, Franac! T won't let
you do it
Prawac Hold on there! Its jost my  sorrows
I'm poing to drown in another bottle of wine

{The three of them grab Stefan and push
Fim aiit af the door.

They sit down again, and Pecor wahes a shp
of paper out of his pocket. )

Peran. Hey, Jovan!

Jovarw, What do you want with me? T lavent
ot 3 para

Peran, All right T shot my moduth. 1 wus
just erying to help you anyway,

Jovax. I'm sorry. What i it?

PeEtan. I've got the address of o new one. She's
micher than any we've trailed so far, Want hee?

Bruraw. T do!
Jovar, Give i here?

Steran. That's not falr—vyou owe me an ad-
dress, I'm the one who told you about the
widow.

Potan. It's your turn next time, Stefan,
Jovas. I never forget this, Petar. T return

favor some day .

PeTan, Don’t waste any more time. Why don’t
you call on her now? Il write you o note &
give her,

Jovax. Do you think she’ll hike me?

Perar. She'll go crazy owver you,

P

Jowvan, Tl cafl on her right now. [Leaves the
o,
{Franac iv walking up ond doum the voom,
glowering at Petar. )

Peran. Don't be o jealous, This beauty is aixty-
five yoars old und walks with two sticks. 'm
just playing & trick on Jovan, I have to pec
rid of him so T eati propose to Amica tondight.

Sreran. What—!

Peran. And 1 want you to leave early tomight.
I have to bk to her alone,

Steran, The dewill T was going to propose to

her myself.

Perar. Oh ho! 1 should have played o trick on

E:;L.m Well, may the best man win,—as
gul"mtlubutm.m_

{The suitors sit quietly in their chair for a
few minutes, Seen they grow fmpa u!ﬂt and
fidget, Stefan gets up, locks .n clock,
mnd then e dowm again,

The curtaing are drawm to show puﬂ'ﬂE";f
time. When they are opened again, the

are sprawled om their chairs, half-asteep.
Stefan yaumns, gets and leaves the howse
with his box of candy wnder s arm,
Amice's aumt opens thr door and pecks
through. She nods to her niece stamding be-
side her, and Asica walks o the room: |

Amica foceetly) Hello, Petar; T'm s sorry 1
kept you waiting.

Peran.  {fawningly) 1 would wait forever foe
oL

Awcs, How charmingly vou sy that.

Prran, This is the first time we've been alone.

Anca, Ve

{There 1 a pawe. Anica looks ar the floor,
and then ot Petar, He i obviouily ready to
say something, but 40 undecided how to be-

gim.J

Peran. Anica.

Amics. Yes, Petar

Peran, (Has taken her hand, end holds it o hiz
hearr, ) 1 cannot live without you,

AUNT,  (Speaks to Petar from the doorway. )
Would wou like s glass of wine and some
cookics? Anicn made them herself.
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{Petar drops the girl's hand and tums to the
aunt. }

Peran. Huh? Oh not now—later. [Waits wntil
the awnt has lefs, then takes Anica's hand

agaim. |
Agiica.
Axica, Yea?
Parse You muost consent o marry me
Axca, (hestates) 1 would gladly marey you
Petar, only—

Peran.  fangrily) You've promised somehody
clsel

Armca; Mol Nol | was going to sy 1 have no
dowry to give vou,
(Petar breathes sigh of relief.)
{Anica continues | —A poor girl like me doesn't
deserve such o fine hushand as you

Peran. Anici, T am desply hort. How could you
think I wanted your money? Mol Never! It
only you | want—mosey i nothing to me
{ Pleadingly ] You'll marry me, won'e you?

Amica. Yes, if money doesn't matter to you.

Prrail (kisses her) We'll announce our engage:
ment tomarm

Arca. Oh Auntie! Uncle!
{The aunt and wncle enter. )

Peran,  Congratulate me, I've just won your
niigce!
{The aunt kisses Anico, while the wncle
thakes hands with Petar.)

Usscre. When will you tell your mother, Anica?

Anica, Petar, lets go visiv here tomorrow.

Perar. Pine. Where does she Hve?

Axca, About fifey miles from here—in Tikva.

Purar. (horrified ) In Tikva?

Avran, Yes What is the matter?

Perar In your mother old Mre Cresa?

Awten, Do you know her?

Peran. Know her! She worked in the ﬁlh‘nnri::t
b oo e i e

at alll You've tricked me!

Anmon, (wailing) 1 never did! Yo said it didn't
matter]

Perar. (yelling) You made me beliove it was
true!

{ Uncle mmeaks out)

Anica (hysterscally ) [ did not!. You bed to me
—pozing a8 o wealthy dandy. (Starts to cry)
Get away from here! Gaol 1 never want to
#ee You again!

{Petar stamps out angrily )
{The munt tries t0 put her arm ground the
sobbing girl, but she shakes her head ond
moves away. The aunt leaves the room, look-
ing sadly at her niece.
Amnica stands alone in the center of the room,
She sighs, dries her tears, and walks slowly
out of the parlor,
A few seconds' pause, end the knacker b
heard, The servingmaid apens the door, and
Milosh walks into the room aeith his wms
brelle ooer his arm, ond the greasy paper
bag in his arm, He stz down, crowes his
lege; and wwasts:)

CURTAIN

Concealment

By Jesn Horvoway

Mo poct write a song for her—
No{:‘u‘u played 3 rune,

Arnd soberly she went her way
From June to esch dull June.

She made her gowns of Quaker gray—
Her life a drab retreat,

And no ane puessed her sober shoes
Covered dancing feet!—

That every night her heart would danee
With heauty like a flame,
And in the guiet darkness
A lover breathe her name:

Bhe had o lovely, cherished dream
That no one ever knew;

80 no one came at any time

To make the dream come troe.
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Confiteor

By Comeer Horoise

Yes, once, my love, when the spring was new,

Home bound, for that nighe 1 had been with you,

As | strode alone down the lamp-lit street

Shaliow pools of dead min splashing up round
my feet

And my heart laden heavy with Jove's Hind care,

met:;iha.duw-f]ﬂamhh:lh:utuud facing me

f:ﬂm;nplhmghdmmmiginwwlm

Soft, and so yielding those folds, and s fade,
Pale as the mist that hung thick in the air,

Though she spoke not with words still her grey
eyes szid,

I.nu;na:‘limt whiers you find dt, come share my

Heated heart throbbing wildly at once thoughe
of thee,

Your cool lips on my lips. Then she spoke, “Come
with me.”

[ reeslled in the night as she stood there beside me

The lowve, freah and gentle, that vou had denied
ime,

I recalled your chaste pleading, our love wows—
and yet—

Her warm throat was like yours where iv tenderly
st

The innocent waves of her amber-light hair,

Flazen and fovely beyond all compare,

Az pale a8 the moon in the mist-laden air.

‘fuuu;g like you, sthrcely les, and T went, O my

v,

To her coom, up the stairs where the carpet was
WOITL
And the moments like music sweet spent, O

my- love,
And her laugh low and listhess like yours, Fd

Ve Fworm,
That the words we two spoke were 18- pure a3
i praver.
Oh, you lurked in her tresses soeeet, you lured
me there,
Lesiwing yout soul m:hewuﬁﬂ!'hnha.ﬁ‘,
Pale s your cheek i now, Thus my affair.

Sanctuary

By Many Bentoe Flanms

Ivy leaves are red on our clodser walls,
Red as the blood of the sons of Spain
Spilt in the war.

From cur cells we hear the rumble of cannon
Growling ‘afar their song of hate—
Voice of the war

Earth-shaking files of men march by,
Bhaking the saints in their niches—

Far from the war.

Shattered and broken they stumble bacl,
Back to the cloéster—a haven of peace,
Peace from the war.

Rebel or Loyalist—in His eyes the same—
Shattered and broken we take them in,
In from the war.

In the Arbor

By Evrzasers Seow

Serenely the growing hlue twilight is siftin
—n:l.l'Otﬁh air faintly sweet with a fragile

| the long sun-tinted day has been drifting
Prom clusters of silky wisteria Bloom.

A moment ago, hidden deep in the gramses,

I fomind a dead thing, once a blue-feathered bird,
Eu:,hﬂtinmrha.hﬁ[ Yes, T know beauty passes
Az love does, and life; that to grieve is abaurd.

The hot lust of summer will sheivel the fowers,
Their fragrance be epent, and the passonate word
Will cloy long before we have ended these hours:
Au:hhtﬁuredm'nl.hnwmrwhabmﬂ.

it sprimgs will be ing forever,

awumwmmuhigh
Th:wuri.dmll'bcﬁfc]murhmlm NEvEr;
Things die, but the heart need not break at the
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Trail Ends

By Wir Ryan

PERRYILDM he was going to die. He knew
it when he felt the root bracing snap, saw the
starboard wing fold back and cut into the fuselage.
The spars hod the strength their desipner had
claimed, and they held like steel, the force of the
four hundred mile-an-hour pull-out crushing the
wing into the tiny cockpit,

The shock and pain of twisted metal cutting
ke his fect and legs cansed him to beat on the
outer sides of the fuselige with gloved hands
Then suddenly he stopped beating, The lower
part of him was numb pow. That there was no
= ke
without a sccon t that he was tra
There was no use unfastening. hin Hfm-h:ﬁped.
could not get out to use his ‘chuge,

He felt the low-wing pursuit shudder, knew
that it was its stalling pednt.  Soon it
would fall off, go screaming down on the checker-
board that was Long laland. He pushed his
gogeles up, looked over the side. The icy wind
ﬂhﬁﬁmf!ﬂd when be owisted the pain came

The instrumenes staced at him and he wanted
lnmf}ﬂninddn things with his hands But in-
stead he sat there, feeling wet all over, and these
was a preat pounding in hs ears, New there
was no sensation of pain in aoy part of hds body,
and he wondered i it had ceased to function.
Only his mind seemed to keep pace with the air
speed.

His alitmeter pointed to ten. Two miles fo
fall—then oblivion, So this i it, he thought
Fifteen years of flying and this i it Ten thou-
mihmint}xdrlndﬂ:ﬂurbcm.d He had

it many times. He knew that every
:Iut must get used to the ide. Testing high
peﬂgmtathmiﬂulmmmduwwmk Ve,
I'tmmtlbdnguwﬂl':}u:hhipighadhmd

here. There was no screnming or praying: He
waEn't clawing at his throat and cursing. In fact,
he couldn’t feel his throat, or even his tongue,
There was no feeling in his body any more, not
even when he twisted. His mind seemed to be
the only part of him that was alive and working,

He put his hand to his face, found that his lips
were covering his teeth. Even the fesh and
miusches of hus face were dead and reluxed. Swifc-
lp: t eame to the fremt of his mind, May-

mnhedmuutungaaudw b was

shook his head, Quickly he knew the punsuit
had passed the salling point, 'mllpmrdng The
realizstion seared itsclt on his beain like hot feon.

gth tog
he thoughe, “T'm acting like a small boy, I'm not
heing hurt, Whyﬂu;ldlmm? I'm acting
like o small boy.
chwdmhuuz,udnm:gmni:mm
the lane, Through the dusk and snow be
stain of the two-story frame, the green
af the shutters. The wintdows stood out against
i and b:c.'lmlng
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up under the roof made s nnies, and
hltl wiondered ﬁw&s WM up"t%:r:.

Cld Roy crunched his food, and he patted the
welvety nose and smood wery sull In the duck-
nes=s the harn was mysterious and vast. Suddenly
he felt mory for the animale, and he turmed and

“Merry Christmas, to all of you”

H: brought the tree to the house, aml his
father and Uncle Dave helped him puor it op.
Boon the tree was standing in the long room with
the onk beams acrom the coling and the rock
fireplace. It fooked small standing in the comer,
but he knew that iE was twice his size. Then
Uncle Dave gadd, “Perry, by, T've got o real
present - for you. The lacest thing from
Andth:rilllaughndwbmh:bcggdtukuuh
what it was

After dinner they trimmed the tree with crisp
m—n and Bright red and green paper balls

his mother ploved the organ, and they sang
carels until it was time for him to go to bed.

The covers were warm about him and through
the frozen window he could zce the shadows of
the Bakes doatisg down, For what seemed hours
he tried to guess whae Uncle Daw‘idﬁm
might be, He felt very tired and he ghi,
Il pest awhile, ehen Il puess some more.

When he opened his eyes again it was morn-
ing: the sun was shining. He went down the
stuirs three at o Hme. E‘Ilmdtr_rmdl‘aﬂsu
and Uncle Dave were standing by the tree,

“Merry Christmas™ he called. And thers were
toys and candy and froie Then kis uncle sid,
“Here's the present from Chicago”™ He opened
it with shaking haonds, amd it lEluu i bundle af
sticks and red paper.

“It's a bexe-kite,” Uncle Dave said. “The latest
thing oue. We'll fiy it after breakfase”

He gulped his food and then watched the cne
seruction of the kite, Then they went out into
the white world, and the wind was cold agains
his face, and he was ghad. His uncde put the ke
on the mow, then mn away from i It lefe the
sparkiing crust, soaning skyward like a hird. Hiz
uncle linghed and said, “Here, you nl:: the
siring, Crive it a pull now and then, and she'll
elimb,”

Soon it was a speck in the blue gy, and sud-
Mlyhtlmedﬂmht:mmﬂunmﬂwuhc
had ever had before. The feel of the mrgigaw.
him a stranpge ure, and he imagined he
poo, like the kive, was clmbing inte the blue
above.

“Bomecay I'm goung o fy juse bke this kote,”™
he gaid. “I'm going to leave the ground and ssr
away and look dowmn on everything. Ul be free
and light, and Il be just as high.”

Hiz uncle zoghed . . . . .

The siren-like woice of the motor cur into
Verry's brain, and mstinctively he chsed the
wwitch. The great Wasp belched hlack smoke,
thin was quiet. He felt the apeed alacken, but the
spin el He fi with the atick. No control
lifelesa, He ]mk through the wmﬂuhuid,

tinguisher and the white-lettered instructions at
the top of the Fmet
“I'm erying, “Now I'm crying.
Hedl? ]I'umtcrlndm::ﬂt:di}'ﬂwyﬂw:
;[]:‘:mn Grace—since the day they shot down
FRER. . o ns 2
The field was thick, black mud, the five soub-
nesed Spacs sirting on the line. The rain had
stopped falling for the first time in four days;
the chkuds broken and the ceiling flyable,
}kwudwmngﬂmhltnihuaﬂez,ﬁmdn}u

ﬂ:ewa.rh:luuk\:dﬂ!.itda? There was some-
thing in his eyes and the way his lips tedtched
that brought silence inte the room.
and Martin pue dowm their bottle and
Pete brought Iis eigarette up, but it never reached
his mouth, Grace stood there by the door, hold-
ing a piece of paper, Suddenly he crumpled it
and et it fall.
“All nght" be =aid, “you can laugh now,
Laugh all you want; it doesn’t matter any meore,
You ean razx me about Yale end my rich oid
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shot up my rounds on the way back; you said
1 should have pulled the other planes away. Then
vou started 1o burn me about being careful, 1
wae careful, but T wasn't afrasd, like yoo thought.
T 'was careful becavse T had sooneone waiting at
bome for me. Someone 1 thought of everytime
I wap in that damned cockpit; someone 1 loved
in a way that sone of you eould undersand—"
Girace stopped and his eyes flooded, and he
with emotion. Tt doomn’t matter now,”
he said. *You can lnugh and think whae oo like
She's—she's dead now—dead ™

Franny auid, “Must be the girl he han the picture
of under his bedl | ran aceose it the other day,
and he pot mad ™

Pete stood up and pulled his helmet on, “We
take off in twenty minutes,” be said. “Murty, give
me that bottle. I'm godng o take Grace a drink.
Better gee your ships ready,™

He dovched in the cockpit of the Spad and
thought, “I'm Perry Tillet. T've misjudged s man
—torribly, ['ve soen that man's heart torn out
today, Forgive me, God.”

The preen cat, hanging above the wir speed,
marung from the motor’s vibration, He thought
again, “Give me good Tock today, cat. Let me
help Grace in some way. Let me show him that
I respect him, Be a good cat.”

Pete and Grace came out, and the signal was
grven for the take-off. The ground was soft, and
he kepe the tail low until he bounced out of the
mud, Then be brought the atick back and felt
his heaet mce, just ab it alwave raced when he
war first free of the u

He s ﬂlwmiﬁrr;g in a Inoe formation,
that Pete was leading them up, They leveled of
it ﬂtg’.hl! theusind, and there was nathing wisihle
below except the rolling pliin of douds, On his
left he gaw Gerace, leaning forward over the stick,
eyes straight ahead, He theughe, “I' help him
in sdme way.”

Then a shadow mvept over his wing und
he gw the fabric on his lower wing il with holes,
He rolled away and came back in 3 vertical, For
the first time he mw what had caused the rour.
He saw the black crosses, counted seven Fokkers,
Enemy planes from & higher altitude! The forma-
tion was shattered now and wichout hesstation
he opened the throttle and dived into the meery-

go-round,
Things bappened so fast afrer the dve thar

it was hard to remember much detail. A Ger
man crossed in front of himg he licked open his
guns, the Fokker bumt into flames. He made
hammer-head turn o keep from hitting the fall-
ing ehip, and when he swung around for another
attack, he saw only four enemy planes.

He locked to see what had happened w the
other Huns, The green cat flew into bits and
the glas over the ltimeter and fuel gauge fell
mie his lap. He swung to one side, the
e into his wing, Twisting in the cockpit,
ing flaming guns at him, Quickly he decsded that
his only chance was a power dive. He kept the

and the

pround was uncomfortably near. Then he pulled
out and went into a4 vertical apin.

When he fell from the salling point, the Ger-

mand held him in & crossfire, litzle Spad

He

with

3

shaking from the impact of the bulless,
thought, " This is it. I'm going to die.” And wi
his usual eool, detached manner, he looked back
to see the death thot wes after him,
Instead he mw Grace sreaking in for a
side at his two attackers. The kid held
until the last second, then pulled
ship fell away and went into &

58
£f
e

The Fokker on the right kepe hia guna cpen
and he sw the slugs tear past the fin and start
to come up the ‘s back, He thought, “Perry,
E;l:hull.ehwillmch!tmm&p&m mintte

cut you to pieces, But dom't squirm; you've
lived long enocugh.”

im @
I fele. T would have died for him, just as
died for me."
rain
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She eaid, “'If you test that damned plane to-
day, [ won't be here when you come home. Do
you understand? 1 won't be here'"

He tricd w0 lawgh, but his face felt numb and
he just starved.

She went on, "It's gone juse this far, Perry.
You've meglected me long enough. All you think
about is nirplanes, Flying! Flying! Thae's all
you think about, Well, there ire other men who
appreciate me, and one of them @ waiting Fight
now for my cafl”

He seood up and pushed back his chair. *You're
not being fair, Paula. You know domn well 1
appreciate you. You know how much [ love you.
I have to talk flying and test plancs to buy you
the things you want. How do you think I bought
this house om the hill? Where do you think I
get the money I give you for your clothes? It
all comes trom flying; it's my business,™

"You've said all those things before,” she
syttt briperhan
said you would guit your test pilog
for some airline. Do you remember that?™

He saw how and earnest she was,
and suddenly the realisation of how much he
lowed those lips and breasts and hips made a
direct hit, and the fear gripped his heart and
made his lips twitch,

“All right,” he said, “today will be my lase
frry ,HF"“

"It you test that plane this aftermoon, I'll be
in Boston tonight,” she cut in. “Tve heard you
make too many promises, Perry. Now | don'e be-
ligve you. You have to make your choice now;
the airplanss or your wife.”

“You know Tl take you any day,” be said,
and he went over o her, bue pushed him
Away.

“What about the test this afternoon?” she asked.

“Paula, you'll have w be fair shour that, T
can't out of it There will be government
aﬁcﬁhgﬂfmm Washington, dosens of Asmy men,
I have to put on thae show; | can't back oue, If
I did, I'd never be able 1o get a job anywhere "

"Iz that your finol decigion, Peery?”

He knew that it was coming, and like a clever
boxer, be tried to dodge: “Paula, do wyou re-
member the night [ proposed to vou? We were
daneing at the Rainbow Room, and you wanted
to go up to the observation roof. Do you re
member the snow? Well, I da. I remember how
it got In your hair and made it look like 3 Chelst-
mas tree. And New York looked like n fadry-
land. The red in the tower of the Empire State
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and far below the lights of Times Square and
Central Park. And everywhere great flakes of
mow and mufled noise. Remember the sounds
from the river? Pauls, you ean’t forpet that night
and all th: other nights we've had together and
go away with another man just because I“mnmng
to fy an airplane this afterneon, e 't human,™

I you !hr this ifmnucl.u. Perry, it's the end
of the truil for us”

She left the room, and be st there and tried
to clear his mind. Finally he decided to go w
her bedmoom. He was half way up the sairs

“I'll Larn Ya!”

By Evrmanern Benropp

AMDNG ather rights and dutics of one’s ma-
jarity, twenty-one bestows the privilege of
saying "l remember when." At twenty-one, one's
recollections are regarded as having the sound-
nmm muuntrmduumr.wnhﬁhnkmpm
“summon up remembrances ﬂimg; past,”
cure in the tradition that in its own
terious fashion, gives buﬂt ity and
to the muhx of these “semion of
this

B8

il

+f
?iﬁ

g
HIhE
Ei%%ﬁ E‘g‘%ﬁ

In my own experience, the most vivid con-
trast between past and present is in the marter of
elementary school education. | think my principal
reaction toward the present crop of grammar
school hopefuls & a feeling closely akin oo piry,
becuse it seems to me that my elemen schoal
truining taught so many fundamental facts of
]wmi CONCEITE wl:ud: the dlﬂd.fen of this

have no con by
one of underlying nl:-plnﬂ In both decades
children have acquired tool subjectes — reading,
writing, arithmetic, and spelling, together with
some knowledge of history, geography and civics

The school twday hns undertaken far more than

EEEE:E these ha-clklltln.howwq-, and
e theories serse {inpression,
ence and reabstic curmcolum are in

work conatantly to instill the
her lirtle charges, and that
have each child develop a well-rounded per-

“The teaching pliosophy which guidsd my saly
e teaching ¥ guided my ea
eifucational experiences was a far more simple
one; children went o school to larn.  This was



EL PORTAL

b no means elaborate, Yot every tme 1 discuss
educntion with my Friends who sre student teach:
ing, they remark on the progresiveness of my
early educacion. From my nceounts these enlight-
ened student tenchera assure me that we reached
pomme of the highest goals of the modern curricu:
lum, and they inquire mapgerly about the methods
und the teaching staff.

Asin all school syrtems, sume of the teachers
were excellent, amd some were poor; | was for
tunate encugh to have several good ones nlong
with the inevitsble mediverity. As @ group
they wnere not distinguished by amdemic degrees;
some of the best had passed county examinntions
at the comclusion of thedr own grammar school
coursen and h;:dacquircd I_-,;da.gqgv by prtwr.i‘.al
experience, aided perhaps by an occasional sum:
mier session 2t one of the teachers” dollegres, There
were a number of younger women teaching, but
most of my teachers were mther solid mi:ld:r

women who were commitied permanently
;ﬂfhlr% to matrimony or to s hood,  Their
liwee weere more or les settied, and they had, for
tle most part, a very gentine nterest in { i,
I dom't suppose any ong of them could have
peszed 2 costume and makeup course with honors,
although 1 remember one frail little Javender-

scented woman of sixty odd, whose Endnurﬂi
white hair and black velvet thm-l.l‘.lb“?n ATE Ene
graved in my mind as symbals of neatness. De-
spite u certain dowdiness in appearance, these
good women wers experts at mainmining disc
pline, and while we were not kg i
diop” wlence, there vwas a husinesslike air of
routine in our lesrning and reciting which in-
stilled In w8 4 subconscious feeling of the secusity
and orderliness of cur small universs.

Methods varied from teacher to teacher, but
we were zarly fmpressed with the fact, both at
school and at home, that education swas a’ serious
business, Most of our porents were Hterate if
ot literary, and they believed that reading and
arithmetic were important for the practical busi-
ness of living. The schools of the commumity re-
flected the tak-payers” attitude, and emphasis was
placed on the drill in demonstrable skills rther
than upon the somewhat less concrete considera-
tions of personality development, The school was
privided and the lessons were explained, and it
was our busines sto learn: we were not
on matters of curmcnlum, and it was apparent
that the tedious as well as the interesting
must be mastered if we cxpected to be promoted.
Thus we scquired an appreciation of hard wark

carly in our scidemic careers, and we did not
suffer from the delusion that life was an casy
matter, Ms we progressed in this somewhat rigor-
ous achool system we began to realize that intel-
lectual pleasares resulted from our hard work,
and a5 we learmned to concentrate, we began the
lifelang task of self disciplne. | am much
favor of many zs of ressive cducation,
buit no one !I'E. }-ﬂplmrﬂw{u my satisfaction
how o child learns self mastery if the whole cur-
riculum is bazed solely on the things in which he
is Intereated; it haa been my eaperience ﬂmﬁﬁlnm-
ing iz m largely through suifering
I:rﬁ mmmgj that there i3 much
mors intensity, {(and consequently more leamilng
value) ‘in forcing oneself to work a tedious
arithmetic problem than in following ooe's ine
clination to draw on the board or comstruct a
cardboard castle,

In apite of the vigoeous routine method of my
childhood, our classroom expericnce was by na
means dull, As do all , we had & st
curicaity concerning the workd about us, and be-
cause we were forced to st ntill, we acquired the
hahit of thinking, and from time o dme we
really developed some pood idess. 1 remember
that the school library wai o great incentive o
fearning to read; on rainy days we thumbed
through the few tattered wolumes and admired
the metures, When we finally mastered 4 reason-
able facility i reading, however, we were sd-
dened by the discovery that all the books were
of the sccharine "Sanford snd Merton” wiriety.
Then someone suggested bringing our favornte
bocks from home for the teacher to read aloud
to the cliss. Soon we hid an impressive stack
of bosks mnging from a complete series of “The
Rover Bows”™ to Browning's “Pied Piper,” and
as it was evident that the tescher cou

took such good care of their school books Mo
discuzsions motivated by excursions to city and
county offices eould have been more effective in
mnking us realize the responsibilities of the citi-
2en in respect to public property,
Ouaesigde of the classroom our time was pretty
1i Lefy
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and afternoon recess we played our games amd
fought our hattles withour benefit of guidince,
HNo doubt the teachers needed a brief vespite from
their twenty or thirty active pupils, and we were
quite eapable of amusing ourselves. REREVEr
I pass school playgrominds of this community,
abounding with sandboses and slides and swin
basketball standards und backstops, all caref
supervised by the teachers, | wonder whether
children today are really baving 2a much fun s
we- had in our small rocky schoolynrds, which
were adorned, if we were fortunate, with a single
outdoor fauwcet, where breathless. cowboys and
Indinns eplactered their clothes while gulping »
deink. Cerininly our own games were far more
spontancous : than those directed by o teacher
from & State Manual, and furthermore the real-
ism of our unsu loy zave us concrete
illustrations of a number of life's hard but un-
denialile truthe. How wividly I remember my in-
trodoction. to reality on my Arsi day of schoal!
I was a new soond grader, and at noon | was
permitted to ply my diffident ways

but by aftermoon recess miy young contemporarics
found me an wnhappy addition to gronep,
with the result that my hair ribbon was removed
from my eeck brown haie and hoisted aloft on
the flag pole, Some fundamental inatinet of self
preseryation kept me from reporting thes incident
tn the teacher, but after dinner my fathir handled
the situation by a brief review on the psentials of
the manly art of self defense. Next day my lead-
ing persecutor was rebulfed by a swift right jab
followeed by a devastating left hook. 1 don’t
know whether he or 1 was the more surprised
at thia salid impact, but from that time on T was
an accepted member of the group, and was in
fact a heroic leader unti] my overwhelming =elf-
confidence led to an unfortunate challenpge which
resulted in complete defeat. Mo doube the
teacher have interfered had she been in
the yard, but the abeence of intervention per-
mitted us to explore the concept of leadership to
its ultimate -implications. If you couldn’t be a
leader, you learned the valuable are of being 4
soecessful follower, and in our playground rela-
tionships we had & flexthle sociery with a leader-

lhE group who were comstantly subject to
Tﬁnc;i_:nthuwmmtlmimurrdlw

wuullikun in more virile team games

ut recess, Teams would be chosen on Monday,
and sometimes such civision would L for several
weeks, It was not until many years later thac
any of ws read Herrick’s “Gather roschuds
while ve moy,” but we learmed early !‘.E:i pleasure
was ‘o fleeting thing, 1w be enjoyed to the full
while it lasted. We never had time to complete
i project ot ooe play period, snd therefore we
WELE NEVEr bm'td.: we always had something

_ underway, and recess wan eagerly anticipated.

Mot ling ago one of the college counseling
staff, after rading o series of freshman interest
questiontiatres, remarked im that “these
kids are completely neut ey don't seem
mberested i & th:r‘;g I womder whether all
their intersts wene destroped by 0 program con-
scientiously devoted to keeping them interested;
rti:munfth:;mmdmalh‘uﬂudntthmh
nothing so boring a8 unrelieved pleasure, and the
mere desperately it is sought the more elusive
it becomes  Pleasure is not o passive thing; it
requires the personal efort and enthusiasm of the
people concerned. Wowadays the schools do all
the mativating, but in my day the children pro
vided the initistive and visafity for their learmmg
situntion, and thus they enjoyed the fruds of
their own efforts in interesting lessons and ex-
clting games

In my grammar school days we worked hard
and we played hard, As we reached the higher
grades, most of the boys joined Scout troops,
and the extraordinary number of Bagle Scouts
in that sl town was an interesting  illustes-
oy of our ahility to entertain ourselves by crea-
tive amussment,

Esentially the difference between the “good
old days” of my childiwood and the present gram-
mar school educntion e the difference between
eenlism and peeudo-realism. Our lives hod the
intensity of constant -struggle; lessons, r:-‘?:jirhg
eoncentration and  self-dissipline, rewn
with o true intellectual satisfaction, while the
periods of unmpervised play furnished an oppor
Tunity for crestive imagination eninhibeed by
adult onlookers, and Bt left ws with indelibly
vivid lustrations of leadership, cooperation, and
eelf-protection. Ours was not an- education de-
sipried to train v for hife moan ddeal world; én
the contruey it was 4 practical system under
which we kearned about life from living,

Modern education attempes to obesin o similar
result by o lenmning program undes which the
child'n every thowrht and act are suhject to con-
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stant guidance, The system of integrating all
learning  into & unified whole i excellent in
theory, but in actual practice on the grammar
schonol level it 4a hindered by the fact that the
child must grasp a number of specific examples
before he has any I:uillmf;f |:~|:|cn|r.nm:!m:|:|J:I1'::|gE a
general concept. As range program for
education the integration is not without
merit i that the integration be done by
the child himself, but when the theary i applied
in the ar schoal, it results in & grest num-
ber of muﬂf planned propects mose of which
are simply an urtifical series of activitdes ::ﬁ-
imposed on the child's experiences, The 12
e is renlistic i that it requires bife fo
be adapted to the child, whereas o realistic edu-
cation teaches the child, sometimes quite ind-
denmily, to adape himself to hfe.
am

fow years be jolted abrupthy mte an milexible
and unsympathetic world which will force them
to accept lite s it stands. They have been denied
the disciphne of strugile, either physicil or men-
tal amd a8 a result o flawr in their education,
their initial contacts with world mertia will gend
0 ciscourage them from further effore rther
than challenge them to strive with the problem,
The older one grows the more diffieule adjuse-
mment becomes, and o child whose education has
proceeded entirely on the basis of the new theory
will be confromged with some major redjustments
when he leaves achoal.

Fortunately this is a case in which the prac-
tice in many inatances falls far wide of the theory,
and my anxiery about the youngest peneration’s
ahility to face life is somewhat relieved by the
invariable success of the small boy who newver
faila to sell me that Bvecent weckly which 1
have no desdre to read. Tt may be that ane learns
in apite of educacion.

The Old Philosopher

By Mary Mprmck

%
§
£
P
3
4
gES

ane of these querulous old gentlemen who think
only of their comfort and make existence a hell
for thoae who nre compelled to watch them slow-
Iy die, I have lived seventy-five years, and they
have been good ones, and 1 do not resent the fact
that [ am old now, Old age must come to every:
ane, and if more people accepted that fact grace-
fully, this would be a better world in which o
Hve. Tt @ peculiar hew men show their real
natures when they have to step out of the fast
moving cumrents of everyday life and waoch
younger people take their places.

“The most contented old person T have ever
knowen 8 your prandmother, She must be about
ninety now, and for many years has been unable
to keep up with the modern tempo. It has been
i tion to me to watch her calmly subside
into the chimney corner with her Bible and lnit-
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tingg andd wait for the coming of her new day, 1
know she expects a few day, too, Jim, She told
me not long apo that death meant Hete to her,
a8 death, T mean, She expects to close her eyes
just as if she were podng b al ind then wll
whke up in some other place. | she i rather
vague ahour the physical chamecteristics of tha
place, but there IEE will stast life anew, That's
contenement for you. Can you find any young
person today with the same rational belicfs? Her
idea 48 rather hike reimcamation .

“You know, T am mther hatf-inclined to bes
lieve in reincamation. Oh, I do not think 1 was
Napaleon or Mark Anthony, but T do aleeae
believe thae T did Hve and will live again, When
one thinks of all the millions and millions of yrars
that have gone by in this world, ooe cannot’ be-
lieve that 0 man is so carefully constructed and
then set down here for only sixty or seventy or
eighty years to tum to dust and be no more. 1
helieve that, cven though these conceited, young
college gradustes seem to think there can be no
hereafrer, Take that dog there,” he motioned to-
ward my police dog drowsing on the hearth, “He
# on a far higher seale of life than o yapping,
lietle Pekingese, He i almose as intelligens’ as
many men, T8 it not reasonable to suppose he
will grow in intelligence through his various re-
incarnations, f you want to call them that, until
he will equal us in brain capacity on some future
day? And I feel that ench of us wis perhaps a
dog or a horse or o mvage on some far fsland
hefore our eonsciousness expanded enough to en-
able 18 to be born as men.  Every peneration has
to know more to get along in the wedd We
know more facts than our fathers, and ALY
more than our grandfathers. We have learned
henw to-control electricity, how to develop natural
resources, and how to explin some of the mys
teries of the universe We must have 1 more
highly devednped brain to comprehend  these
things. As time goes on, people will leam more
and more abeut the curious world in which we
bive, Tt would not hurt lots of young men
know more about it now. T do not believe any-
thing is ever forgotten, We have to be able to de-
welop so that we can take in ol these new fncts and
sort them out so cach will fall into its allodtted
place with the older hits of knowledipe, Tt seems
reasonible to me that we will be bom again; 1
do not mean physically, but, perhaps, as entirely
different beings on an entirely different planct
with the accumulated knewledpe of the ages for

a backpround, And we will go on from there
to some future span of enlightenment,

“But | e you don't really follow me. You,
o, think T am just o carping old fanaric. Ah,
well, when you have run your race and are nearer
the stretch of tape at the finish, perhops you will
ke willing to agree with me that there must be
something more than o crumbling into dust,™

He lesmed back in his chair and closed his eyes
for a minuee: | reached for the poker and stirred
the comls as | pondered on what he had =id,

“A homey Fittle thing started me to thinking
today, Jim. Thi wife had just baked a pile and
wad chssatisfied with it. “Harold,® she sud, *T can't
imagine what i wrong with this pie. [ used the
same ingredients and made it just as usual; and
ot ook at it, That crust is soft, and the flling
i runny. | can'c imagine what 18 the martter.”
And do you know, that i just the way with
people. The Divine Creator uses the very same
ingredients, follows the same recipe, and we all
tierny out differently. You may say it da the en:
vironment, or that it all depends on heredity,
Who am I to quorrel with s deing young psy
chologise? But | do wizh there were mtqhtuer
explanation of the established fact that all men
are different. Some of these soecalled brillian:
young men could get to work on that ides with
profit instead of spending their Hves catering 1o
the God of Maoney,

“But there i3 nothing =0 unpredictble as
human nature. One young fellow may come
from the best of sock, sy 2 Methodise mindster
and o culured woman, He in carcfully reared
according to the best trditions, educated in o fine
university, and tums out to be o criminal [nweyer,
than which there is nothing lower. Another
young man is the son of a brothel-keeper and a
prostivate, has the slums for a backpround, and
develops into one of the most brillisnt products
of our age. Can you tell me what i= the rewson?
Mo, yoo cannot, and no ome else can, It is just
like the wifc's pic; they both have the mme
chemieal elements, combined in a similar pattem,
and yet are s totally dissimilse that one would
never guess they have the same Creator wasching
over them.”™

The Old Philosopher struck a match and held
it to the bowl of hin pipe, drew in a lungful of
smoke and expelled it earefully, and went on.

“I read in the paper yestesday thae Shick Ver-
non i8to be pa from the state penitentisry.
Now, [ call that a crime, Such things could never
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have happencd when T was a boy, Our public
officials were men of honor! The povernor of
our state ts committing & far worse crime towand
humanity by letting that criminal loose to prey
on decent folks than Slick will perpetrate in the
future, And he will have plenty more crimes on
his head before his end comes. [ locked up his
record, out of curiosicy, mdfmmdliu.th:h.id
been mm-lr:miqfu; major crimes in ﬁﬁnn

some fpconceivable chance, that he does go
straight, marries some unfortunste woman, pod
sestles down o rear a family, He may be able to
restruin his sexual passions or divert them into
:nhuﬂmmhﬂ:]hnhnwnbmﬂhndr
There's w heredity comes in
haﬁm:hddmﬂuﬂﬂhmuuz
:':illununﬂxr—h’:ur of them may be decent,
Lawsabidisg citizens, but it i almost 3 certuinty
that the will fallowr in his reformed father's
footsteps, And there will be another person fo
prey on licdle children and deferseless woomen,
It En't a pretty picture, is it? But suppose; as
in mont Hkely, Slick does not reform. He i still
capahle of begetting a family who will have their
daddy’s influence and their mother's, as Slick will
never take with o decent woman, That sl
be = big tuthzma[ut,gthrpaﬂlofun
:dghwmmm And that # an even ugll:r Eﬂr
ture! By the way, [ suppose you would
the result of environmental influences, G'.l: well,
words really don't mean very much, What [ am
:mmmdmumwh:mngmmr
Samethi

g
5

that is .ml:q‘.hr_r grave fault m human

God erred when he gave s all the fac-

k:ﬂrqmuznhedﬂdudutymi_
‘lrn:h

g‘;?i?;
|
i
:
i
FoL

EL FPORTAL

one much time to do-anything else, would it? And
‘duty’ 18 such an ugly word, It scems to fnply
unplessant things, Can't duties be pleasang L;EIZ
1 presume n sonp-box arator, ehouting about Com:
munizm, thinks he i doing his duty [i:w entighten-
ing the working clanses, That may be a case of
duty being pleasant; to the cmtor, | mean. But
most of the tme we think of dery us-being an
old harddan sticking her nose into our personal
affairs because she thinks it ie 2 moral ohligation,
Why does not someone enin o less repulsive word
to signify the doing of a less desiable deed?
Whemnever a new fad comes along there are
plenty of word-purveyors ready to rack their
bruins to create a term that will classify thas
fad. And they call that thinking,

“Iny the general sense of the word, few
think nowadays, They think they are thinkmg
when they are really only readjuating their preju-
dices, if you get what 1 mean. The abih
think is & fost art,” he mid mdly. “This thinking
we think is in the same class as New Yenr's reso-
lutions,. Most people wake up on Jameary first,
reach for o pad of paper, and jot down
they intend to do or smop doing in the coming
twelve months, And you know, Jim, that is the
greatest confession of foilere o man can make.
He i3 confessing to himself and o anyone who
will listen to his so-called resolvings that he has
fafled miseenbly i the past. He is not saying
that he will be a better man in the future. He
is just admitting failure. As if that woald do oy
good! When a man actually puts down on paper
the fict that he has failed, he is bewering his
own defenses to the extent that he {4 going to be
more vulnerable to falure in the future It is
a custos I owish somie authority would stare o
petition agninst. And there i3 an example of my
willingnes o let somebody el do his duty in
preference to my doing it Well, 1s T howe asid
eountles times, i 18 far easier to st back and
watch someone elve atruggle with the facta af
life than to take any in the combat. When
I was a boy e nian glored fn such a basile,
bur now—"" he & off abruptly,

The wind came down the chimney in o great

g and blew sparks around the hearth, Chicf
raized his head, yawned, and slowly pot up o

move aver by the Old Philosopher. He laid his
the animal i , und we st slently
watching the flying sparks and shootme flames
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Presently the ofd gentleman stirred restlessdy
and spoke compellingly, T cell vou, Jim, there
is a lot of infustice in this woeld, OF couwrse, you
know that withous tefling you, but a little
incident the other day brought the fuct startlingly
to my attenition. | met a working-man on First
Sereet. He had his lunch-box in one hand and o
paper bag in the other and was striding alons
unheeding of the passing throng and muttering
to himselt, "Cod damn the sons-of-bitching souls!
Tll get even with them!" 1 half-turned in my
teacka o watch him make his way up the street,
He bumped into a lady and strode on as if he
did not realize the sccident. Something had hap-
pened 1o that man; some great injustice had been
done to him. Maybe he had been dismissed with-
out reason. | have no way of knowing the reason
for his preaceupied and revenceful state, but [ am
sure it was due toan infustice. And so fife goes;
the weak are tram Iuduubjrthemnug,:nm
wgﬁuﬁam* Eﬂm;mi. (.‘i;hth: injustice
of 1t al it 18 ng worse with every r
I live! People in thin modemn day expect alr::ah
things and accept them pansdvely, [ wonder if
the Heaven the preachers mmnt sbout will be my
ideal of Paradise, where everyone is of equal
strenpth, morally, physically, and mentally, and
there are no injustices perpetrated in the name of
fuir play, We are told to be good sports and
take life's kmocks on the chin with a grin ond o
whistle af disdain, but when life continually
reaches for the “hutton,’ in the parlance of the
ringside, and finds it s0 often we are constantly in
a state of ‘punch-drunkenness,” then T realize how
much injustice there is. If | had my way, this
world wauld not be o place whese we are achvised
to turn the other cheek and pet another slap, but
i place where the frst slap would never be ad-
minfstered. Well, these are the ramblings of a
foolith ald man, It does no good o yearn cone
smantly for the unattainable. | suppose it s better
to take life as 4t comes and be thankful we are
biving in a so-called ‘enbightencd era’ instead of
in those riotous years before the brch of Cheist.”

The fire had burned low on the hearth, and
euddenly it seemed very late. The Old Philoso-
pher sensed the lateness of the hoor and mose
abruptly. "Fve let myself ramble on more than
1 intended, Jim. Tt it often I have such
an attentive listener,” (this & bit wi “hiat
1 must pot i

S = ]

I remained before the dying fire for a last
pipe. The Old Philcsopher had given me plenty
to think shout, if I really could think, [ chuckled
quectly, but | realized thac all he had sud was
underlain by a good deal of truth. The old man
was o fine stimulus for anyone, T shivered wn-
consciously and realized how cold the room had
become. Ie was time for me to retire, oo,

Character Sketch in Free Verse

By Hiiow Hanoners

e were all his friends.
least he let w st and listen
While he talked, and watch
sparkle of his face
wait wide-eyed through the pauses,
Enowing his next word would be
Warth e, If one of ue—
Bay, I—should catch his a
withipham. h:'dglmﬂ.cﬂtem
arm, iing mmile he gave
Tummg o

2 g

1

From time to time he missed
The high, strong tenor of his former life,
deﬂhﬂlmmm

Of his vodee which lingered in the mind
After knowing him.

Mow, when thers {s no lon
Uf!ﬁnmlhu'rium:hrgnwpm
To shock w with the force and beauty
Which were hia, atill—

Cadmly and without reprer—

We see for n moment hin face

A it was when the quick light

OFf his pleasure turned o us,

And we scem almost to Hsten
Waiting still for words he never suid
Though alwayn seemed as if he might.
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A Command Performance

By Many Menuog

'[-J'Nmml::hf last fall, T had had only the
usml hunter's encounters with gray eguir-
n,'.l.l. I I'u:ui E:Hﬂl i arEake up o thieni all-d ha,d
watched them cleverdy sudle nround the tree trunk
20 as always to keep it betwern them: and my
gun. I had watched them spring lightly and
gﬂl:r.fu]]].-frnmnm tree to another, using their

Fm-m:hmaml]uutm dlly to the
gmund should s tbtlﬁrn]j; om the
tree fmb. Ih.i.dmmughtuglunparnfm
basking i the sun in his favorite  posstion,
stretehed along the limb of the tree with lis tail
?‘fn_g out behind and his chin resting on the limb,
ar all the world ke a child lying at full length
before che fireplace with his chin on his clasped
hands, Bug on this marvelous autumn day, T had
what I believe and hope wais a unique experience.

It was a perfect autuma day, and T was hiki

i Alum Rock Park. The fallen leaves weee pil
ankle deep along the paths and made the mest
entrancing rustle when one waded through them.
The sky was crystal clear with a dim, smoky haze
alonp the hocizon, enhancing the desp, azure blue
of the arch overhead. 1 had been tramping for
a pumber of hours and was thinking of return-
ing home. As wual on these excursons, 1 had
seen numerous squirrels and other mmall animals;
L wnlntsp}'lng' wery much atteotion to them
any more. Soddenly one squirrel bounced icross
the path in front of me, instantly compelling my
atiention and admiration, He was the larpest and
most beawtiful gray squirrel | had ever seen. The
thick, glossy Fur of his pepper-and-slt coat uhmt:
ag if it had been groomed and groomed.  His
ashy, luxunant il was & fur masterpicce, for it
wis 50 lurge that it looked as if this huge eail were
bouncing along and pushing the hody in front of
it. I'm sure the animal had spent countless hours
cambing and Qulfing it, and was very vain of i
l.ppr.a.mw:.

g0 this wnumially handeome  squireel
lx:un:lnd ity down the pach ahead of m.c. soem-
ingly in g best of wpirits and vrufraid of man,
beast, or devil Suddenly a rustling in the wnder-
beush at cne side of the path stastled him. He
turmed and leaped in the oppesite direction, down
a somewhat steep slope, and toward a clump of

ank trees which greo st the bortom.  You under
stand, the squirrel wasn't really afraid, for he'd
just decided at the same time as he heard that
rusthing to go henting more acorne gave a
eopile of graceful bounds, and then leaped a

it higher 20 he could clesr the lowest wire of
the fence which ran along the slope

1 had been admiring his beauty and agility, and
perhaps he looked over his shoulder to see if T
were still watching: [ couldn’c say it fur o face,
but T had the impression that he was “strutting
his stuff™ for my benefit; so the squirzel and 1
were both surprised when he failed to clear the
mﬁu&'umuﬂwuuﬁuhyt}w:khnf
hie snow-white belly on a barb of thar ereacher-
ous

ftm'.t

He uttered one shrill, sharp cry of pain and
alarm, After that one piercing mote Wi
silence, The whale surrounding oniverse seemed
to quict |un:|d:n11.r ancl dmw near o watch the

wire, end over end, like a revalving ferris whiel
with the hit of skin as the hub,

I involuntarily started toward him, but ac my
movement he became frantic,. He clawed des-
perately at the wire and af himself with his senia-
colored paws, [ froze in my tracks for fenr I
wiould -cause him fo injure himself severely, and
stood  there watching, powerless to aid s
struggles.

Hiz antics: were marvelois o behold. He

around on the wire in a scries of master
ly somermulea that would have been the envy and
despair of any acrobat. He bit at the wire. He
elawed at it with all four feer, .‘Lmlh:munnund
his spinming on that small,
one way and then the other, Emmmmd
more alarmed as the sseonds pased and all his
rlgﬂlﬂlﬂ:ﬁﬂfﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂ:fﬂﬁ]hmfmmhuwmb[:

His beady black seemed to became
l:tm-iﬂlwilhl'nr Nu:hm{?}:ﬂ:uugluh:hnd
been caught in some trap of human devizsing, and
that T was only waiting for my opportunity to
pounce on him,

I have never felt so impotent. It seemed aa if
hours went by, and still 1 stood metionless, And
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atill the squirrel kept up hiz desperate effarts to
free himself,

Pl'ni-u'jl‘. I could stand my feeling of helpless-
ness oo Jonger and started forward, Any wound
he might inflict on himeelf would be preferable
to the agony of watching his mounting terror at
hiz plight. On seemg my approach, the squirrel
atopped his gyrations for & second and stnred at
me out of his wide, terror-cdouded eyes, He
mmdmhcimgtmﬁngmnmmmddmhis
misery, Then s I came nearer, he gathered all
his muscles and made one tremendous
mgtmrdme himself, That supreme effart
becughe sesulta. He fell to the ground with a
th

g,
He dazedly picked himself up and started to-
wird o elump of cak trees. His fag of identifica-
tiom no longer pushed his body ahead of it It
trailed fgnominously behind as if sharing in the
shame o pain of the squirrel  Plattesdng his body

e S B o Py P e P i P PP

to the ground, the animal ran lapringly toward
his destination. | stood and watched him climb
the nesrest cak tree, He was too ticed froam Tis
exertions to climb easily, He worked hard o pet
up that tree trunk, The last 1 saw of him was
his. tail dmgging along a limb as he dizappeared
into the upper reaches of the tree

I didn'e follow to see where the squirel
atopped to calm his nerves and still his trembling
beps. I like to think he pot safely inte his nese,
et the flapping eurtadn fall behind him, and was
comforted by o waiting mate. [ am sure fora Hme
he had lost some of his glorow self confidence.

As | eantinued pondering on ‘the
scene that seemingly had been enacted for my
epecial benefit, another squirrel cime hounding
along toward me. T sopped to watch his antics,
bue he, unlike his poor friend, calmly contimied
on his way, unperturbed by wire fences and mere
mortals.

The “Divine Discontent” in Koheleth

(Amthor of the Book of Feclesinates)

By Bona Mae STEeLp

W‘lﬂThdﬁumﬁnfﬂnu. this strange
miracle of living? Generations merge into
generationa, The sun, the wind, the rvers re-
wolve in & ceaseless cycle, Where do all pase
years go? s there o place where all Bdngs clipse
in one hour—uwhere the past and future move-
ments of moes can be seen as 2 whale and not
in mere fragments? Whar is reality?
Thus the soul which painfully gave hirth o
the ideas in Ecclesinstes strupgles to comprehend
the meaning of things. There i & burning desfre
mkmrbagm:.;jdrh ruling the natural uni-
verse, Definitely with great emotion is felt,
" osi. n o sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whise dwelling ie the light of setting auns,
And the round acean and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:
A moticn and o spirie, that impels

All thinking things, all chjects of all thought,
And rolls through all things . -

Carefully and unpoisoned by prefudice the cter-
nal veritics are weighed in Ecclesiastes. There is
n slkirting around the question, but 3 bald facing
of factn. Generations of doctrine are elbowed
lmr;fn mike mfmmmm in the con-
oept wikdain { everything is
vanity und ends with the grave,

Certainly it is not sacrilegions to start with an
opers  min dtart ot the wvery hottom with
:prdn‘m and slowly resson things out for your

. For no one can ever feel happy until he
bas grasped. in some measure, the meanfng of
life, even though certainty is never reached,

e WA attempting to grasp nhove
and beyond, 1 think he always felt,

“The Gods lsugh in their sleeve

To watch man doubt and fear,

Who knows not what to believe

Since he sees nothing clear,

And dares stamp nothing false where he

finds nothing sure.”



Pretesion at understanding the whole ds only
ical bra . Koheleth assumes o such
pose. Instead, the extreme insignificance of his
birth and death to the order of things—to the
entire plan of the world—is felt deeply. One soul
is certainly no more than a raindrop in the s,
but that one soul can be flled with weariness
enough to floed the universe—weariness of watch-
ing, listening, waiting for something wnknomwn
and undiscovered. “The eye = noc extished with
seeing, noe the ear flled with hearing,” Thia sme
eye and ear obeerve that “That which hath been
iz that which shall be; and that which hath been
dome 1 that which shall be done: and there is no
new thing under the sun,” Min shall find nothing
after him, Al are of the dust, and all turn ©
duse again”
Mot without sanity this epeneminded skeptic
i ence which arises
outside the mind. He clees “all that is dane
wnder heaven,” Enowledie of the world & in the
mind, but the world exis a8 & peality outside
the mind, He admits, then, (and mghtly so o
my way of thinking) that we are i the world
—this all-tocereal world—and the world is not
in ve. This i definitely opposed to Kant's theory
that we know caly appearances; and that if we
were to take awsy minds, the world would dissp-
pear, To this realise, Koheleth, the existence of
the world is proven by the infinite succession of
different things which grow out of action upon
hes sensex. This infinite succession of things &=
time, The world hes always been even though
we were not here to distinguish it a8 such. It
commen and gocs a8 far s owdreness s concerned,
but it is permanent,
But why were we placed here! Is not all
“vanity and a striving after wind?” wonders
Koheleth, Here he strikes the smime note so char-

Koheleth doesnt supoese this point of wiew,
however, Instead, he admondshes ane to retun

EL PORTAL

o e e e R P P P P ™,

to natural pleasures for comfort. Labor, & him,
in useless. All iz macde vanity by the change of
times and seasons, In the lght of death, work &=
hateful. Why work just to leave your posessions
to-a fool?

Such reasondng, [ think, is based upon selfish-
neas, According to s consistent fullower of this
point of view, no one should ever feel it his
duty to work for ancther. [ don't think eocial
obligntions can’ be cast aside in such wholessle
lote. Why work for imoney when money i
noching, when wealth is vanity? muses
He doesn't say do not work for money because
it'nwm'-;.h];iannt mdunu.hﬂlmt'bmmnﬂ ]
vanity. is part of his p - not, o
mmrdthhhhg.ﬂwndm

The ing idens, henansver, are not wdithout
truth. mp]\yuf “Timez and Seasons™ i

ted, Just as o knowledge of the rse and
all of ocean tides {5 an esentizl clement to a
uccesaful fisherman, s success in life can be
insured by a knowledge of the “season™ or op-
portunity, FPor is it not inevitible that,
“To every thing there 13 a season,
And o time 0 évery purpose under the heaven:

A time to be born,

And a time to dic;
A time to plant,

And a time to pluck up that which i planted
A tme to ki

i
kil
]
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ghllmmmm this was Napoleosn Boma-
phy of life. He b:]ln:?n:llu: um:rd
d:pmd-l clrcumstances, Btam,
‘H“-'E c[v_L'LI:lwrl the pages of history just
th:mghhlmllmdpumtumi,ehhm
clscumstances,

I cannot quite agree with Koheleth when he
vasillates to n kindred ?c.nn: of wview, but reaches
a different conclurion. [ recurned and s=w under
the sun, that the mee i not to the swift, nor the
hattle to the strong, noe vet bread to the wise,
but time and chance happencth to them all." Such
fatalimn @ entirely a too passive poiot of view—
1 too lstless and submissive outiook on life. True,
we don't know where we came from, or how
we got here, or where we are going; but we do
kmow we rule ourselves while we are here,

What place would God have in 2 wotld whese
all & vanity and nothingness? Certainly the con-
ception of the ariginal writer of Ecclesiastes is
not one of a civilization directed by o God sitting
on a throne, There i the fecling that the coumse
of civilization is directed by the hearts of men,

&Hﬂhmmdﬁgmbhumlymlbd&:f
in God in spite of what specolation tells him,
thu-un-atpmwthmu;(}od Acquinas be-
lieved that the “paths of reason™ lead to God,
'mene ‘paths of reason™ (or

I think EKoheleth felt, and justly o, that reason
is superfluons to faith. He clings to a belief in
God becavse he has experionced God, Experionce
it vezfity, Something @ knoem to be tree when
it is felt to be true. | nor anyone can prove there
hiGud but: n.ntd:ny::p:nmm If cne

God, there s no possdhle way of
:Dm}r:ngthatﬂcduum

It is not strange that Kohelech finds it impos-

sible to reach wisdom which is so distant and

deep, Complete  und has never been

and, perhaps, never shall be reached. Certainly

all a man can do s to make a few useless “Notes

by the Way.,” The last word has never been

]ﬁ:&m. and many of the few which have signify
le,

Eoholech concludes chas the highest good is
natural happines, We should enjoy life as it i,
things as they are Tlm:unutu.nun]’.ngtu
naicide an 4 meana of mpmﬁm nithingness—
the vanity of it all. Instead 2 is the ndmeni-
tion to enjoy the wealth given o us by God. "A
man hath no better thing usder the sun, than
eat and to denk and oo be merry™ * Bat thy
bread with joy, and drink thy wine with a merry
heart; for God hath already accepted thy weorks,
Let ¢hy gurments be always wiite; ond fet noc
thy hend lack céniment.  Live 'r;rﬁa with thy
wife whom thou lovest all the thy vanity
i ™ Live life with all wu.r uﬂght,[nath::
wonﬁ, e there is 65 work, nor device, nor
knowledge, nmor wisdom, in the grave whither
thou geese™
Would not such a life lack an honest enthusi-
asm? T think so, To follow this view consissently,
one would, of necessity, be forced to lead 3 sham
existence, Just to be choerful, just to be pleasant,
& certainly not enough,

Koheleth’s last essay holds a conclusion uni-
vermlly felt. He fnally conceives life to be 2 joy
shadvrved by wvanity, We must endure the bit-
ter o be able to appreciate the swest “Truly
the light & sweet, and a pleasant thing it s for
the eyes to sun, Yea, if 4 man live
many years, let him rejoice in them all; and re-
mmh&'md-tﬂﬂfduh:mfmthwdnlfhe
many.

I like Eoheleth's religion—a religion that makes
5 heaven on earth where em‘ﬂ‘:ooeu;n share it
Of ocourse it fsn't a comfortable or beawtiful
heaven. There are no angels amund plunking
on hneps of gold, but it i the beat posible heaven,

But T wouldn’t go o far as to say the sum-
mum bonum f matural bappines. Surely love i
the locus of the univesse. Only the love of any.

thing or that carries you beyond your-
oy Ry gy iy

..... all experience is an arch wheretheo
Gleams that untraveled world whoss margin fa
Porewer and forever when you move |
..... that which you are, you are:

Ore equal temper of heroic heares,
Made weal by time and fate, bue steong in will
Ta strive, to seek, to find, and noe to yield!™
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Koheleth felt this, too, But the resulis of his
thinking end with the same mournful note that
all = vanity, He sees the endless rewolution of
birth, life, death, Dead souls vanish before him:
yet the ‘seasons come again, and the “clouds e
turn after the rain,” He fnds reality tnsoluble,
and the mystery of tinse haunts him to the end

“#And the almond tree shall blossom,
And the grashopper shall be 3 burden,
And the caperberry shall barst:

Because man goeth to his long home,
And the mourners go about the streets:
Or ever the eilver cord be loosed,
Or the golden bowl be
Or the pitcher be broken at the fountain,
Or the wheel broken st the cistern:
And the dus retum to the carth,
As it v
And the spint return unto God
Who gave @

Balaam

{Partrait of & Gentile)

By Eowa Mar STEELE

ME word from Balak and 2 host of Moabite

warriors would clash wath the Terachites
camped on the pluins of Jericho. These Israelites
—these squatiers on the soll—were increasing in
number and strength. Hadn't they just defeated
the - Amorites? They were expandin
into the Mmbm:lim:l where they were licking
up all about them “as the ox licketh up the gras
of the field.”

Why the delay? Where was this word from
King Baluk? Certainly he feared this who
were growmg much too mighty for
was wwiiting the report from his embassy, He
must first have the Israclites cursed o insure his
victury over them, To perform thin function of
extreme impoetance, Balak had sene for a Gentile
wer of intemational fame, Balaam,
heard that Balaam was an expert in the feld
cursing and blessing, Whatsoever he cursed, was
cursed for all tme; whnm !:: b[:n:d. stayed

this deed of pational im rce bhe
formed as soon as
Eurﬁdlkwmﬁndmﬁah:.mnmwhn
ranked earthly orders far, far below divine man-
dates. Baliam was not a mere heathen magiclan

out for hire, but a man of stren
trality of mind—a man dominated
mination of the Divine.

Although Balaam, for the mos . 3ppears aa
clay in the hands of the potter, ilp;ﬂm difficult
o individualize him as a human being—a man
who actually lived, breathed, and was subject to
Imﬂ.ﬂmui[ml'mgammnmmaﬂ_ Omne can fedd
m magnetism of Balaam behind his

actiona, snd relations to others. From his
prophecy—his  self-expression—one can under
stand his dnner Hfe; from his fnner conllicting
tendencies, the motives for his decisions and judg-
ments are comprehensible.  With these facts in
mind, [ will attempt to depict Balaam, the man,
as he shines through the narmtive.

Balaam knew that the scurce of his
lay in Yahweh; therefore, he natmrally red
hiz God before undertaking such a proposition
as the princes of Moab presented before him. He
urged them o remain until mosning uneil he
prayecfully considered the matter.

God's answer settled the question for Balaam,
"Thou ehalt not go with them; thoo shale not
cure the people; for they are blessed ™

and een-
the deter-
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Qourﬁ:mnlfﬂitlia-mmrdtpmhwkm
could send with them no more than
e mm&tha.t as long as God counted
ites a8 hlesmed, he could not curse them.
child-like trust in Yahweeh, Here was
tnatances of the fact that a He-
could be the God of a Gentile
frank and open about his beliefs.
de no excuses or a és; he just pre-
sented Balak with his party orm on the issue,
Perhapa Balak concluded that this preedy Gen-
tile was holding out for a higher bid for his
icen, for he sent more princes this second
time, deiﬁnhmmmnﬁy

FETRERER
ygitdE

%

tinguished than the They offered him great
honoes in exchange for his curses,
But Balaam “If Balak would give

me hia house full of silver and gold, 1 cannot go
bc}m:d@l:mrdnfth:hr:[myﬂedmdnlau
OT MOTE.

Thin shows the great srength of Balaam, He
had the sheer force of will power to inhibit his
natural tendencies. He would not com inc
with any form averse to the will of

nignal o go had oot been given, Baluam had
jum;ndf‘l'hemﬂln duing 20, he shows his firm
spark of in ence of mind—his first k
of human noture <2

“This spark was scon ta be fanned ineg a flame.
God's anger was kindled against Balaam for leav-
ing prematurely. The angel of the Lord planted

himself in the pathway of the oocoming com:
iy, Tn his hand was a sparkbing sword. Balnam,
owever, could not see this angel, It was visible
only to the ass. The beast slowed down to a
'E:-E;J gallap: then detoured into & nearby field,
m, feeling his animal to be stubborm and
comtrary, gave her- o whack and pulled vigorowsly
at the reina This, if nothing else, humanized
Baliam; for he acted on naturl impulse—the

But this &n't all. When the angel of the Losd
stooed in the path of the vineyards, the ass thrust

&)
3
2
:

25
i
3
:

Monchalantly the ass opena
cstians, "Whit have | done unio thee,
u hast smitten me these three times?
Such a phenomensn aa o talking ass wo

&

world kil thee™
g g, iy S e
nam, He sw i i in
the air. Baluam immedintely bown da‘wumd
and falls flat on his face: He is humble again
Coemtact with the Divine brings out the softer
spiritual light in his charcter, His animal in-
stincts and peety failings are subdued in the pres-
ence of the magnetic will of his God,

Balaam i big enough to admit his missake. He
quietly -atatea, =" . ., . if it displease thee, 1
will get me back apain.” Balaam is repentant, and
will gladly retrace his steps homeward to Pethor
il Yaboeeh will bur give the word.

Buz Yahweh commanded, “CGio with the men:
but only the woed that T shall speak unta thee,
that thou shalt speak.”

closed, be dropped it ahrupely for all time,
Balaam never looked back to ponder or to regret;
instead, he was ever eagerly probing into future
life—Ffuture problems.
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Balaam greets the anwious Balak with the
frank, direct, and matter-of-fact statement o
chamacteristic of him, “Lo, I am come usitn thee:
have [ now pny power at all to say anything?
The word that God putteth in my meoath, that
shall T speak.”™ Thin sghows he was not one to
evade the main #sue. He i outspoken, and lets
Balak know just what to expect from him. There
fa nothing impatient about his greeting, Baloam
oblipingly agrees to consider the matter all ower
again if Balak so desires, Balaam will consider
the matter again even though be knows thae theee
will be no other answer than the one first given.

Balak, however, i1 not disheartened, He pre-

pared the usual lavish saerifice by which he and

the princes waited while Balaam went off alone

o peceive the mesage from the Lord, When

Baloam saw the hounts of the faraelites below,

s heart expandad with joy. His words came o

him with flow and fervar. Hulnml-pcﬂgnntin

mawkishly sentimental but with divine

hapdntﬁmh:lﬁ&up{hpmhkudnﬂ

“From Aram hath Balak heoughe me,

ﬂtlﬂl‘-ﬂnfhﬁnb fn:rmthrmum:lm of the
East:

Come, curse me Jacob,

And come, defy Tsrael,

How shall | curse, whom God hath not cursed?

And howe ghall 1 defy, whom the Lord hath
oot defied?

For from the top of the rocks 1 see him:

And from the hills I behold him:

Lo, it is o people that dwell alone,

And shall not be reckoned among the nations

VWho can count the dust of Jacoh,

Or number the fourth part of lerel?

Let we die the death of the vighteous,

And let my last end be like his!

There 15 8 certuin emotional swestness in these

hn:uuflma.n whumwuhnwhﬂmbe!'nﬂ
gt actieal, and matter of fact, Balaam

realizes be can go o further, The

mmmndfmﬂud.huhmglm To Balaam,

this command s changeless Nm&h:gﬂu:amm

human being can do will ever alter it

In harp comtrast to Balanm’s lyric comes the
grow] from the abashed Balak. “What bast thou
done unto me? [ took thee to curse mine enemies,
and, behold, thou hast blessed them altogether|™
Balak {8 concerned with the demands of the pres-
ent time, Balaam, on the other hand, is concerned
less with time and more with eternity, Hiz is the

mind of a prophet—a mind all-seeing and pene
trating.

FPoor old Balnk shows admimble persstency.
He will now bring Balaam to a choicer spot
Perhaps Balaam didn't get 8 good view of the
Iaraclites, he thought, Then, too, Yahweh might
change His plana; or perhaps Balsam might yet
yield to offered riches and honors in retum for
just & senall curse on the Iraelioes.

Mum]mﬂnu{:flfhlndmﬂ::ﬁddufﬁ

im, to the to ah, He its Bal
ol i bl b aperipses
God's commands are ess; but he lovingly
tolerates human failings which are, 1o be sure,
ot lncking in himself., Here, in thie high place,
the mme lavish sacrifcial arrangements were
made.  Balsam retorns from meeting the Lord
yonder and sys:

“Rise up Balak, and hear;

Hearken unto me, thoo son of Zippor:

God # not & man, that he should He;

'l:rl.eaud, :.ml I eanniot vevgrie it.
He hath not beheld fniquity in Jn{ub
Neither hath he scen

And az a liom deth he Hifs himself up:
He ahall not e down until ke et pf the prey,

..I"md drink the Mowd of the slain,”

either curse them at all, nor bles them st
all,” sighed Balnk m.u_pu:m]]y.

Buot Balaam, trae to his nature,  answesed
obediently. “THdn't I tell you that all that the
Loed speaketh T must dof™ Balak had pushed
him on thus far. The more curses Balik de-
ml::ﬁgd, the mote blesings weee bestowed upan
I

This: third time, Balaam sought not for em-
chantments, There 45 a certain trarial
taking place within him. His eyes are
opened. He sees more clearly into the

fil
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With face lifted toward the vildernes—toward
the tents of [erael—a wision of Yahweh comes
before him,

“How goodly are thy tents, O Jacob,
Thy tabernacles, O Inrnel!
Az the valleys are they spread forth,

Water shall flow from his buckets,

And kis seed shall be in many waters,
And his king shall be higher than Agag

And hiv kingdom shall be exalted,
God bringeth him forth out of Egypt:

He hath an it were the strength of an wnicorn:
He shall eat up the nations his adversries,

And shall break their bones in pieces,

And pierce them through with his arrows,
He couched, he lay down as a oo,

And an a loness; who shall rouse him up?
Blessed be everyone that blesseth thee,

And cumied be everyone that cumeth thee.”

By this time, Baldk was all but frothing at the
mouth, He slapped his hands together in con-
tempt for such a scer s Balaam who manifested
g lictle power over his Ced. “T eilled thee o
curse mine enemics, and behold, thou hase al
together hleased them three Hmes,”™ he exploded,

"Therefore flee thou to thy place: I thought to
En romote thee unio great honor; but, lo, the Lord

th kepe thee hack from homor,”

"l gt unto my people,” returned Balaam ealm-

Iy and without temper, “But, come therefore,
and I will advestise thee what this ppu]-uh-. whall
do to thy people in the latter days™

Balpam was not one to obey Balak, = ‘mere
man, 3z readily as he obeyed Yahweh He would
ned flee back to Pethor oo avoid being murdered
by the volcanic Balak and the princes of Monh,
Tnstead, Tie stood his ground and looked further
frato the future.
“T shall see him, but not mow:

I bebatd him, but not nichs
There shall come forth o Star out of Jacoh;

And a Scepire shall m-: aut of Teracl,
And shall emute throurh the eorners of Moak,

And break down all the sons of tumule.
And Edom shall be a possessicn,

Seir aleo shafl be o poasession, which were his
encmies;
While Israel doech walinntly.

Out of Jacob shall one have dominies,
and shall destroy the remmant from the city.”

After more prophecy, Baluam left for home.
Balak, alss, mntﬁum}- stunned by the utter
[mmnhﬂlr:r of the man from his aingle guiding

I would like to have the story end here, but
thera are shadowy hints that Baloam did not re
main as constant to his purpose as in his dealings
with Balak: In Deuteronomy he s charged with
the seduction of the lsraelites from Yalweh, In
Revelstion he = portrayed an being unable to re-
gist temptatinn, Etu'pmlng all these conflicting

reparts, however, & this worthy Balaam who
shines through the climax of Numbers:

To An Epicurean

By Erizaperi Sweow

When you are old, and carnal poy decayed,
When others who have loved the body less
Stroll hand in hand with Plato in the shade
Suill zn]m-:'nirlhe fruits of happiness,
Bull hnding life a4 rich experience,
lr.h.ﬂ:ltmt.piunng_, they may hesr 1 moan
Broken in anguish from a brain grosn dense,
A bitter retrospective human stope.

Hymn to the Elements

By KATHERINE JEAn SAnroRn

Softly in pity, ye winds, across the night

Bloow them o deeam of peace, and let them be,
Poor hearts that cannot break nor find delight,
Trinity in desp with sky and sea
Whimp'ring ke babes they lic when day is done,
Parin that finite town that blinks with pain,
Crushed with the emptiness from sun to sun,
And wond'ring why it mus repest agin.

Barth, fll the awful measure of their days
With the eternal whi that e you
Im the sens of cntal ways:
Tell them that Time itself 48 born anew!
And point within the crux its own release:
Life is s good; so ultimate is peace.
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Octavia

By ELrzamirii SHow
1. Octavia to Her Childeen

Belicve not what the little Mentius rells,
He prattles ke a nill that takes s notes
From wind-tunes in the vellow nsphaodels,
From wild fantastas surping [rom the throats
OF song-birds, from the great warm pulse of

Frosm every sound it hears, without a thought,
And chaunts them blithely, careless of their

warth.
He known not what e says, believe him not.

If i his talk were words of Antony

That leave you thus bewildered, smooth again
Your two unquict brows. Some men there be
Wha slander him, some turhid-spoken men
Whom Mentiug i@ echoing i this

Be reassured, s bur the snake's vile his.

2. Octavin to Antony

Thee blame lies noe with you; I should have known
Your exquisite pale-lowering love for me

With eomstientions, trembling fingers sown

And nurtured, of mecessity must be

A brief thing, gathered by an early death
Howe could it have been ought e

Poor product of the sultry hothouse breath,

To droop and perish prematurely thus?

It is forgotten; you are free o
Whither you will, and T shall never follow
As once T did, to tremble in the s

OF vour disfavor like some misled swallow
Lost in & wanrd of winter, In my life

Are other robes than this prim part of wife.

3, Octavin to Heraelf

Pale mirrored woman, you whe have been called
Unnumbered times, most beauriful of all,

More beautiful than she who holds enthmlled
Thie heart ance in your power to entheal,
What 15 this change i you? Your face i thinned,
Your great cyes dark and empty oo the glass

Iz this the first chill breath of winter's wind
Omingus in the bright September gras?

Time was when Antony was all your own,
When his allegiance brushed your hife with sun,
And Cleopatra seemed o name unksown,

Mow that the shining intertude is done

Take not the hitter bread of grief to ar,

For that of service still continues sweet.

Smoke Dreams

By Jeaw HoLpoway

A smoky blue curl

%ﬂgﬁ Inng solitude of thoughe
my i

Like a long dtTLEn‘ hand

Reaching—reaching,

I watch it ruminatively,

Letting its misty fingers

Twine themselves about my soul,

Filling me with the peice that is evening,

Lulling my consciousness

Untl my soul

Loses itself Iike a blue wraith

And mingles with the shadowy presence—

Drifting up—up

Until my far-Bung visions

Become vague and indistinct

And lost in the pungent haze

OF ghoss

Rising from the smoulders of my fire,

Held in thrall by long blue fingers

That ¢oice were pine trees

And I, who weuld imprison this moment forever,
Emift up and up,

Lot in an etermnl anguish

For ane young star

Fallvwdng a cressent meoon

Across the spaces of illusien,

And at last, when 1 can almeost fouch

Tisell free in a velvet vastness
To follow a young star

Acroms the vistas of the world—
Beyond the wista

Of my dream,
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June Tradition

By Evmzaperst Broromn

IT WAS e:rE:.r and th: w:]:mm was almost
empty; nevertheles old Heinnch Scholtz se-
lected an adsle seat Eﬂsk under the balcony and
gat down gquietly, removing his hat and holding
it respectfully in his hands. Directly in fromt of
him were empty rows which would be filled,
hinlf an hour Iuter, by adminng friends and adore-
ing relativen. The footlights had not been turned
on, but the curtaln swayed back and forth oc-
cazionally as prople crossed backstage. The audi-
torfutti fteelf was decorated with preat sproys of
yellow climbing toses, intermized with jusmine
and festooned along the walls. There were boxes
of flowers on the edpe of the stage.

It was a balmy June rd £, right for gradu-
ation, Heinrich though : Eh ng o E
mtufuumuumdutbank:mtmmdlymhu
seat. Ewerything ahout the scene bore it familiar

arrived 'I'hmwunpq.uae.nfzw
of instroction and then they wal denen :h:
aigles,  Heinrch nodded to himeelf at the

ness of the scene. It was an eld l‘.l‘:lil.l.umlhl
the girls of the unior class should usher ot the
praduation ceremony, this ‘year as always
they wore long full skirts which swayed
fully s they walked Hdrmﬁmdthcﬁ:&
cager faces with pleasure; they looked like the
ballet dancers whom Hemrich had seen when he
was o little boy. The auditarium flled rapidly,
and as they went by, a number of
and smiled o old Scholtz.  The
shoemaker was almost & part of the ntﬁlh! high
schoal commensement; cach _Tun: he was pointed
out to the new fn.cullj.*

"Yes, there's old Schole= h.!l:.ﬂﬂn:.h:ﬂ-hgt:m
town and as as they come—iine old chap,
Alwaye shows up ot gradmtion. 1 vpose he was
graduated way back when; probably goe his di-
loma in the old music building. That wsed o

the anly structure on the caompos, you keow,”

Heinrich holf rose 28 Mr, Milton and his wife
spoke to him. Mr. Milton was smie senator now,
huthtwu ust 34 Friendly as ever. Heinrich re-

e day when he and Henry Milton
hid started school. They had been in the same
grade and were great frends Henry'd gone on

=
=4

A

to the university and studied law and then got
married, Tomight E:mmh knew that Richaed,
their youngest child, wan graduating from ha

schiool. As be warched ﬁc%ﬂyﬁ&uuﬂ
and the passing audience, Heinrich mw in his
mind’s eye the red slate poof en the old Washing-
ton school, Reading and spelling had been his
favorites; Henry Milton was guod at arithmetic,

H:rtmgmbu‘udﬂmgxm layed: “run
sheep un” and “Andy Ower™ if they could get
a ball. Those were great days.

Hia reverie was interra by the orchestra,

which filed in and zoon filled the auditorium with
sounds of tuning instruments, The conductor
rapped sharply on his stand, the audience was
suckdenly gquiet and then the deep rich choreds
of “Pilgrim's Chorus™ rolled ot over the rows
of seats, Tears filled Heinrich's eyes; Tannhauser
wan dear o his heart.

“Oince more, dear home,

I with mapture behold thee,”

an experiencel Rich and wonderful the land
which offered =0 much to its children.

The speaker rose and began; gradully the
warm sweet air made people drowsy. Somewhere
in the audience a ﬂuw -:huld whimpered, and &
violin bowr d:uppni with Iy muted clatter
down in the orchestra pit. .'n.: last the diplomas,
Heinrich d;ﬂ:ed when young Richard Milon's
rame was called. He was a good boy; Hetnrich
had mended his boots ever since he'd been walk-
mg.and aften Bicherd came down to the shop

get help with his German leasons. The or-
chmn struck up o gay march, and it was over.
The aisles were filled with happy parents and
proud yousg graduates, and Heinrich made his
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way through the crowd wnith dificuity. He met
the Miltons at the doar, and they walked out into
the cool night together.

“Give you . ride, Heinde?™

Mo, thank you, | guess Il just walk on across
the park.”

“It was & nice ceremesy, didn't you think so,

Mr. Schole?™ inguired Mrs. Milton.
"Yes, M'am, it was mice.”
“ell, goodadght, Heinie”

The old shoemaker walked home . bl
ways he wished it, but this year more v than
tmbew&hﬁdﬂuthchadbmnhkmgum
high school,

Remonstrance After Death

By Mamy MoNToOMERY

Back in the cold might air

Chut of that bright clear room
Where lay my . dead.
Where my body, crushed and broken,

Lay dead, And its soul
Or some steange thin essence of brain
Went guisthy out mto the streets
d, and il
With heawy, lurching tread.

Why do they sy
That the soul on passing
Floats sleyward a8 o trailing wisp of smoke?

Oh, 1 had come so quickly to you

With such a you U-Qﬂ\mmj’ﬂ'ﬂﬂ!

And poung confi Hdmu.:hha,nd

And & sweet cssence of you sceping through my
rscles

And with a laugh [ went toward you
Emhmﬁﬂupuharp.m ped and hurt.
a.tau.-:llqi:jgt:;:new:ﬂ i

Id lave been in that brightly | oo,
ﬁuﬂlmﬂdmuﬂnlnmgﬁrﬂ;&
Nor tzar #t down, though Godl 1 tried|
Bust there it was, all cold and solid
And T misst baeter at it and again,
And throw myself at it
Until my hexd was bruised and Heeding
And my two Gats broken
And stall must
gaap and in fury
Till I lsy senseless

E

And even then, up and h
“Twas more than that drove me to it

And suddenly, as the ghost deserted,
Left reluctant its battered shell,
1 understood who piled that wall.

In death 1 bearned what you so cleardy meant
And understanding, sdowly, passed from the

Back to the dark, the bottomless dark
That was before the womb,

Back through the hostile bittermess
Back through the night of frustratson,
Blinded by the brillinnee of 8 moment.

I kmew it well before. Tt was dull and grey
And 1, drifting within, stolid and hebetuous,
Yet never having lived

I knew not 1 lived net

And was but wgwi'y malcontent.

8o shall it be again, in time,

Some day my soul will cease to coer

And eringe and tremble ot remembermg.
Nﬂﬂi:mdwﬂlhmmﬂlmwi

Yiet you could have sved this, had you deigned
Buot no matter, You gave your favor

Your smile, dmmhuff&nnbmdm;&—

Wiy should you give, or I expect it alwaya?
Only becanse we love

Gives no right to ask consideration.

You gave more [ife than | had known there was,

Led me through the door to some strange sweet
waorld

Where desire & sometimes answered,

You gave that brief sojourn freely. T ask no more.

Yet some wayward woice within rebels
At the anguish of knowing what might have been.
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The Creative Process

By My Mgk

'I‘O THE uninitiated, the warking of a creative
mind is 1 mysterious process. When reading
i masterpiece, onc marvels at e beauty and
grace of the lines and usually shrugs off the m-
plications of mystery with a, "Well, that fellow
has & creative mind, whatever that 8" But the
Ereitive s not a8 incomprehensible as one
wirild believe. It can be analyzed, and it iz found
to have three stages in its action, The firse stage
we can call the gathering of information. Then
there iz the period when these facts lie dormant,
widting to be called to consciousness. And the
Inst period, when a novel or o play or o poem
is the result, consisee of the comacinus recalling
aof those facts and of the shaping of them fnem
the finished product. Tt den’t possible to create
a work of words without taking into considera:
tion all of theze processes, The great majordty of
readers believe that what they are reading was
causually put down on paper witheut any dra
tioin. Thyduh&m!imﬂthmmudn!fy?mtd
even years spent in accumuliting facts and i
storing them in the innermoss recesses of the mind
before they emerge cn the printed piagre,
Every result of the imagination it

:qumm 'h:l;fu.. hutigﬂmnmrﬁa:tl. m

timse et printed esny to the nt
en, of multitudineus works, each wﬁwmfﬁy
merit has carried with him his Hitde black note
book. These notebocks are the repositories of
wiifs and strays of poems, essays, and cheerved
actions. They are conglomeratinng of Facts which
struck n respongive note in the mind of the
author. Besides the visitle diea each writer has
his mental sotebook upon which vivid phrses
are stamped 02 indelible impresions. This men-
tal note is the most potent factor in the
creation of o new work, Tt is crowded with wide-
ly divergent impressions which swarm in all direc-
tions in what haz been called “the deep well of
unconseions cereheration.” Onpe after another
graphic bits of what an author reads or observes
drop into that well, There they lzad an intimare
life. A wision of ethereal beauty may rub shoul-
ders with memories of the pustatory delights of
a plate of beans, These images and impressions
He to all intents and purposes in utter non-ex-

istence.  But chey awnke at the often involuntary
summons of o definite supgestion, When they
emerge ngain inbh consciousness, they are linked
in new and sometimes astonishing combinations.

Flashes of amociation are matters of general
experience, Ideas caught up have a cunous trick
of blending, Tn this way one may recall dn inei-
dent that happened yesterday, and 20 start o
whale train ufmu'::iunl wiich reach back into
childheod, return to the present, and then po hack
agnin into the past. The sudden leap of widely
sundered recallections, through some flash of as-
sociation, oftentimes Fm a new snd stantling
unity o unoheerved fncte. The images and ime
presions of every day existence converge and
blend in the deep well of unconsciousness. We
miy liken them to gasecus molecules which enl-
ide to produce new combinations.

Every wark of are s ot Gest only o confused
mass of thoughts tumbling ever one another in
the dark., Then fancy begine to work and moves
the sleeping images toward the light where they
are either chosen or eejected by the amist. And
this choosing or refecting of foating images of
reverie constitutes the workings of imaging-
tion, [ts work B wsually unconscious.  Seldom
choes an artint sit down and command the well to
give up its secrets ao that he may compoie 3 work
of are, But the more {ncongruoes and chaotic
the welter in the well, the freer play it offers o
these darting threads of associntion which reach
out in all di through the mas, Imagina-
tion dissolves, diffoses, dissipates, in order 1o re-
create. It is an assimilating energy. Tt pierces
through the dissimilnrity to some underlying one-
ness in which qualities of the most remote nature
eohere. Bug the d:ﬂdn,g apirit of the tmagination
must have materials upon which o work Tt
never operates in A vacuam. [t suff s always
fact of sme onder, experienced; its
product is that fact transmuted. 8o 3 real creator
pemsenses at omce the instincts of the scholar and
the instincts of the artist. He reads everything
with an eye which habitually pierces to the secret
spring of beauty benenth the crust of fact. Every
great imapinative conception is 4 vortex into
which everything under the sun may be swept.
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A new creation is the result of all and of none
of these raw materials. A fash of vision may
leap, unheralded, cut of the blue, to carry in it
train the gradusl enfoldings of an imapisative
design, Or there may be no initial flash at all,
but only a persistent groping of the imagination
townrds o point where the mapical synthesis is
reachied. Every expressiom of an artist &s merely
a focal point of the surging chaos of the un:

ugmmd.

t 15 the control of these images which surge
from the deep well to the comscinus mind which
is the deciding of a geniue We all hove flashes
of recollections which are nssociated with former
unpressionn, but, unless these recollections are
mﬂ'ﬂhﬂﬂ!ﬂmtﬂm‘dﬂ'bfth:miuv{fmuhyrt
aelf, one i never able to com, 4 great poem
or write a truly living novel. And that is one rea-
son why we are not all geniuses. Creative genius
works through processes which sre commen to
our kind, but w are superiatively enhanced.
The creative forces may operate without refers
ence ta the bidding of ewﬂLhctthen:p.ldqr

u poem and not the maunderings of a
feable. biain

Flmdruz images hower in the mind and are cape
tured by the imamination and sesolved into
permanence of union. These images achicve ex
presson in the finished prodect as fact takes
form before the eves of man alone on an endlew
stretch of desere. As the conscious fmagination
maulds the clamoring images, the links of associa-
tion are obliterated or ohecured, and 20 & smooth

umutufﬁﬁl]u:{dumntm] which the ereative
faculty exerts, To that—and to the potency
And so the ereative proces may be summed-
t there @ a long, slow searing of
the well, o flash of amazing vision, and the ex-

acting task of translating the wvision imto actu
rfﬂ:tr In the world of the shaping spirie, sve
ar
not
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pattgrna, there # nothing new that was

work of the crestan is the mastery

and transmutation and re-ordering of known
facts into new and beautiful shapes,

frightened pup running under the furniture and
whimpering at the sound of 3 volce, At fimst
1 had not been allowed to do any mere than loak
at him, for my father was strict regurding his

of the human brain o think through chaos makes
Dog
By Ravrna WaoHT
Tﬂﬂyhyupm#mnmminmpﬁdmm
leg in a trap, and when we found him, he was
dead. W:mﬂdmw,lmmuﬁm k,
Erw'hﬂ.dre ﬂidmvdﬂ'l wondering, and a fi
plﬂmﬂ. wft-:r. luy the
had so hriefly touched .mdﬂc?;n:h e apei
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trarinin? he did not want any counter-dnfluence

back at me from under the chuirs that helped o
understanding on the meuntain top.
T realized that my father, who had reason to
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of & eleek-shinned, swift-footed animal at his side,
eager for the command to “fetch,” and passionate
for the feel of yet warm feathersd bockies between,
his jaws. This dog was to be a mighty hunter,
a staunch companion, and a loyal and courngeous
slave to hds ome master. Such were my futher's
dreama, but the pup that hid beneath the chairs
had somehow missed his ealling,

The older the dog grew the less remarckable
wan his appenrance, His body did not grew, and
his legs took on dnches. His ears, too, were over-
lari:nnd flapped disconsolately from side o gide
of his drooping head. Tiny fecks of hlack hair,
which my f:tger had hoped would spread, re-
mained to dot his face and shoulders, and the res
of -hia: bedy was simply white. His walk, which
seldom increased to anything faster, was unsteady
and awkward, and it was a long time before he
ceased worrving over each step. He was dread-
fully wnsure of everything, and would stand
whimpering and trembling at our feet; vet not
once could we suspect bim of heing cowardly,

My Father was still ful, for the dop was
only a pup, and he wai month before
he decided to test him in practice, If the dog
bad any instinct, er had inherited any of the
qualities of his breed ar all, they should be aroused
on the hunt, and e we took him to sur mountain
cabin. My father was delighted when it beeime
evident that the animal enjoyed the change of
atmosphere. He seemed possessed by some inner
excitement, and he would cord one front foot
under him while he snifed the air. Tt was a
chamacteristic position of the English setter, and
it thrlled my father no end. He took out Fis
gun and ealled the dog to him, and then he patred
the dog unti] he felt that the relationship had
been firmly established in the dog’s mind. A
robin lighted on s nearby fence post, and my
father aimed his gun and pulled the trigger. At
the noise the dog sturted, and then soad quits
atill, quictly waithg—as be lster muse have
waited on the top of the mountain. “Go fetch,™
gaid my father, and he led the dop to the dying
robin. He patted the dog and patted the rohin
with murmurs of “Fetch—fetch™ The dog was
wary, He miffed the robin and pushed it gently
with his nose, his legn trembling, and he whim-
pered dightly, Suddenly he settled dowen, and
taking the obin between hin paws, he bemn o
aaftly steoke dts fenthers with .i:. mngue. There
was o long silence, in which the dog continued
to lick the dead bird, and in which my father
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guzed hopelessly at the animal, Finally Pather
picked up his gpun and strode silestly back
the cahin,

I underseood the pesture and knew that the
dog's traiming was at on end, But more chan this,
it meant that the animal could be mine, and as
sorry s | fele for my father, 1 could not help
being thrilled at the prospects of having a pet
of my own. My first thousht was to give the
dog o name, but of all names that came to my
missd, mome seemed sted to dds particalar and
mal. MNare Urtl‘:ul‘?:j‘ullmrrmﬁm of the family
ATy IMONE Beee my father even refusing to
discum the matter. And =0 we continued to re
fer to him ns “the dig,” and in time we dropped
the article and called lim merely “Dog” Ta
establish an undemstanding between Dog and my-
self waz even more difficult. Whereas T had once
beent eager to caress the animal, [ now found i
difficult to appeoach him. Patting hiz hesd eme
barrassed me, nor eould I speak to him in an
easy, casual manner. | made the bitrer
that the dog was no more mine than he had been

father's: we could net understand somehowr,
Eﬁat lay between us and this strange and lonely
creatine,

Therefore, | found #t simpler not to attempt
to approach him with open affection. [ anly asked
of him hhﬂminmhip, and I believe that ia
all he ever of me. We took long treks into
the woods, and decp in the pines we would rest
and Haten to the breezes in the tree tops and to
the faint bird caflls. On these necasions there grew
in me a wondering, and 1 would stody the animal
that lny st my feer. Unlike my father, 1 wns
not content to lay the cause of his freakichness
o bad breeding, Nor did it seem just to describe
him as 0 moron dog. There were vitality and a
mental alertness in this animsl, Even as he lay
peacefully at my feet, his earn would pick up at
a2 bird call, or at a rustle in the underbrush; and
often on our walks he would stop in his tracks
to curd a fronk foot wnder him and to mniff the
;irld:l; other than this, all instiscts seemed to

During the last few days of our two wecks
vacation, the suddenly began to wander off
into the woods by himself, Tt was not unusual
for him to be gone an entire day, to return weary
and with a multtude of mysterious cuts and
bruises. As I wntched him slowly ascend the hill-
side in the early - mornings, T would be filled with
a strong and helpless pity; for T belioved that
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he felt the Mtterness of his failure and that he
wran seeking hiz oam comfort in the solitede of
the mountains, But there came an evenming when
I had a foreboding, and 1 anxiously
watched the hillside where he would firse appear.
As the shadiws grew deeper und the mist of
evening had settled in the lowlands, T set out
to meet him. Deep in the woods | mlled his
name, and my ery echoed and reqechoed Torlommly
against the great mountains, Far away came the
ery of o hird calling o it mate, and it, too,
sounded bost and lonely, 1 tumed homeward,
and now the forchoding was replaced by convic-
tien—the dog would never recurn,

despairing dog the lanely in
search of rest and :-'cl'ghndmmhnm
My memory was plerced bard calls, deep in

time
Tast, thorough search. We left the cabin early in

the morning, and by noon had reached the second
ridge. My father was walking ahead, prodding
the bushes and undergrovth with o large suich
Suddenly there was a sapping sound, and when
my father withdrew his stick from among a
cluster of leaves and todigs, o glivtesing steel teap
was dangling from dts end. Silently we gazed at
gach other, and in our hearts was sickness.

The next trap was on the mountain top, up
where 1 knew the wind whispers one to skeep, and
where the stars dare one to reach out and pick
them from the skiss: Even as we moved &
that other trmp, T saw how golden were the shafts
of sunlight that fell between the trees, and how
tall were che pines that towered into the sky, I

zed across at father, and his eyes were

urred with 2 realizaion, | felt the cold
fingers of understanding envelop my heart, and
then the heauey about us became tragic to me,
for 1 knew it had never been seen by the animal
that had died alone, He that lay with hin ey
in a trup had been lulled to geep by 8 comforting
hreexe, and other than chat he had mot caced.
For him, the stars, the pines, and the sunlight
weere only o part of o great blackness; being Blind,
hiovwr could he care?

The Conduct of Fancy

By PHILF SHERDAN

AH AFFATR, of the heart can be carried on
&

perfectly  rational Hnes, -Alfeed
h:-lf:d afled was ot the fault

&
g
=R

A human problem was merely ancther alge:
braic expression with a varying number of un-
knowns To salve it, one simply fsolated the un-
knowns and hammered away at them wntdl they
hmply surrendered.

Alfred Ronald knew two We will call
them Vivian and Virginia.  Alfred Bonald would
have called them Al and AZ. He had read Ber-
nard Shaw., Alfred Ronald thoughe a lot of
Vivian, but he liked Virginia too

Let vwo equally preety girls appear, and all
eyer go to one. Soch was Vivian, Perhapas it
waa the way she walked, the way zhe wore her
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clothes, the way she armnged her ex ion, The
other might turn into a pink-anday erocndile
and go up in violet amoke, and so one wepuld
notice: Such waz Vieginia

Vivian was red-headed—epectacularly 8o, Vie-
ginia was a rather dubious blond. Vivian played
ol games competently—none expertly.  Virgmin
played some pames expertly and some not st all,

For example, when one played tennis with
Wirginin, one worked hard to break even, In
contrast, when one plaved tennis with Vivien,
one displayed at once s athletic ahbil
and magnanimity, Boys like to play tennia
Vivian,

With Vivian life was whipped cream and high
adventure; with Virginia it was “give us this day
our daily bread,” and an assignment dus Wednes-
'Ifll?. irginla nourshed, Vivian dedllated the

AT

One trusted Virginia. Boys told hee all their
trochles in the dutime and took out Vivian in
the evening, Virginin listenesd patiently and from
seven to ten stuchied her French.

Alfred Ronald talked with Wirginia in the
bbmary, He told her about enthnuer and

increa and relativity and nesthetics. He told her

T. 8 Elioe and about Havelock Ellis and
the binomial theorem. She knew . something of
euch, It was Fun but not very exciting.

Alfred Romald went over to 'u"'w{an_u b
in the evening. He mlked the sheerest kind of
tomddle and on eccision imapined himself in love
It wiis casy to imagine cpesell in love with
;\'"ﬂ'lm. She wan like o moth perpetunlly looking

or u

What vas Alfred Ronald to do? Why, push
the matter o ita conclugion, of coumse.
Alfred Bonold detested locee ends, IT he imagined
himself in love with Vivian, he should determine
if she were in love with him. 1§ she were—alors,
it was Romance, the loote end tied up. IF ahe
weren't, he would have more time for his studies,
He was doubtful but adaptable. She waa either
plus or minus or e She was an unknown. He
must solve her, How was be to do #7

“I am homan, Vivian,” he mid one evening,
“You muse really belisve me—I am human,”

Alfred Ronold was fond of Virginia, too. That
u!mnmtlseuhniwmmadmdm She knew
mere of his state of mind than he lknew himeslF,
If ore Tikes, she had the run of his mental ward-
robe. Alfred Bonald was fond of her and some-
times bought her o cup of coffer when they had
been studying rogether.
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Alfred Ronald really koew letle of Wirginin,
but she knew all about him, aod abowt Wivian,
and about Kant and about the inductive method.
It hnd been an camotic process—the full into the
less full

Alfred Bonald one day asked Virginin how a
pan (& hypothetical man) could win a woman
{a hypothetical woman), Whae was the effective
attitude?

My lad,” smid Virginia, in a conddering tane,
"lum ing 1o tell you u story, Take heed. ln

yiesiang or Melanesiang, or the South
Sﬂ]mm:m:hphn:mmrmnl atolle
These are tiny and doughnut-shaped, A white
trader once bribed. sume natives to maroon the
village belle on one of these for a nighe. He him-
sclf landed on the other side and sent his boat
away.

“It was a clear night, and the belle, used to a
healthy outdoor career, conld, he found, run jus
about s fast as he could, I mive you the picture
of the teo sprinting around that atoll under a
tropical moon.

*In the morning he was ::l;luu.utrd bat the belle
remained diametrically opposed o him, in posi-
tion and intention. | ne, Alfred F.mu]:l. thi
result, feminine naru:.:ﬁ;ng what it s, had he
qtﬂtﬂyutdnwnmd ded to be fishing,
Go thou, Alfred . and do likewise, ‘or
atherwise go not thou and do not otherwise”

Alfred Romnld believed in consulting all avails
able sources of {nformation, He had ted the
E;nptram‘ud:m the “x" or Virginia axia, Now

would try the "y or Vivian axts, He spoke
to Vivian that evening. *Wivian, what is the
proper manner? How does o man secceed with
& woman? [ mean a hetical man with o

ical wnoaman, other being
b -

Viwinn wan flattered, Most boyn wed only
werds of one syllable in addressing her, And be
gides the sentence was phrased tn quite an aca-
demic manner,

But there the o ended. Vivian had
been in the workd for many yeams and in college
for meveral, Eh!mtnpnp-.ﬂzrpuhme“uh:rp
chick.™ She thought not in terms of theory but
af the example, the problem,

All women are o little sadistic. *“Who i the
gjﬁﬁ.uﬂdfrdﬂmlﬂ?“uhruknd,Mmﬂu
Tadm,

Alfred Ronald lit o cigaret, “WVirginis," he
said with unscrupulous éoolness and aplomb. It
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wits quite convincing. But it wad also quite un-
like Alfred Bonald,

Vivian chose to dmaw an analapy, This was
quite unhike Vivian. For this simple-henrted girl
disclaimed all dealings with pretense, atademic
sophistry, deceit, double-living, false witness, amd
misteading profundity—at least werbally. Had
he known what she was daing, she would have
dinclaimed it. Put perhaps she believed it hersclf.

Wivian's mechod was to compare a boy and a
girl to opponents in o tenmis match, The boy
often gives the girl little advantages. This s
quite proper. She appreciates them, But more
often than that ke, s to sy, discards his racquoet
::dpl:wm&npmgmpdﬂ]: That is when
he is in that happy conditiom known as Enfatua-
tion. - Waturally in diarusted and quits the
game. Take heed, Alfred Ronald.

“Be indifferent, Alfred Ronald"™ said Wivian:
That she believed either Alfred Bonald or her
own adwice is a different mateer, But & was a
purely academic answer to 4 purely academic
quesestion.

Now Alfred Ronald thought. Women are no-
toriously contrary—contrary and unstable.  Al-
mnq-ym-ir.trwhj had ever treated the sub-

ject, had been severs with women. T‘]’I:I'E“:il
Isaiah, Shakespeare, Homer, Plato, Pope, il

cer, Maliere, uer, Dr, Johnson, Ars
tuphanm King Beott, Descartes, Am-
bircse Bierce, H. L. Mm&;-_-n, :hr.! Franels Bacomn.
“0Oh Woman! In our hour of case,
Uncertain, coy, and hard $o please,
When pain and anguish wring the brow,
A miristering angel, thou™

Alfred Ronald felt no pain or angudsh, but
he did feel that life owed him a ministesing
angel. An anpel would be useful o pick up his
papers, see that ke had a clean handkerchief, and
owerses the emall bothersome detaile of lreing, All
he had to do would be to make an angel of
Vivian, That was the problem. But, logically,
what was correct procedure?

Virginia and Vivian had counselfed dneiffer-
ence. But one never believed women. They were
contrary. They were also wery acute, but of
course not as acwte an Alfred Roocald, Wamen
are acute in o low, underhand, instinctive way.

They are acute enough to see through the hy-
pocrisy of any such silly pose a2 indifference. OF
course—now Alfred Ronald saw the, answer.

They are running troe to form and actually be-
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ing contrary to their very sincere adwice. The
proper answer i not indifference—but attention,

Alfred Ronald charged, horse and foot, heavy
artillery and hand gremades, againat the Hinden-
burg lne of Vivian's affections, Alfred Romald

was attentive o Vivian.

He asked her to dances, He anked her to fooe-
ball pames, to boxing matches, to symphonies, 10
track mects, He did her chemistry for her, her
French, her art appreciation, her music nppres
ciation and her comparutive anatomy. He played
tennis with her. He her to and from
clasen, Wivian wens quite gay and congratulated
him wpon hiz addres, Virginia didn't seem o
notice,

Vivian soon found this tedious. She had a
vagahondish fancy and any form of regularity
irked her. She found Alfred Ronald juet useful
enough, and jost obliging enough, and jus simple
mwuggh mﬁn!‘mamnfbm:nfnpcnnm But
she didn't want the base to become a Bastile. 3o
one day she told Alfred Ronald to take off and
ﬂ!.r awny, ar .t take his affections clewhere, Hi

in her hair.” 8o the moth sent the
:ITame abaut

buginess.

The referee counted eight, and smeone rang
the bell. Alfred Ronald somehow found his wa
back to his own comer, But it had been a
round, amd be wasn't 8o keen sbhour going an-
wother.

been Virginia. Te ins an B some English hercine
gid in a modern novel, “But Lord Gordon, there
nre abways the crocuses” {or the roses, or
delphinfums—the flower didn’t mutter),
Ronald felt chat he could count on Virgini
was durable—she wore well, She was
long-time investment, and she would lock a
ilwdlntﬂﬁrt:.rm'fmﬂnittwmtﬁr
nﬁl enourh, was  distin
rﬂ:gmu::almn'dmdﬂm . It was
she considered him now a cot-mte article,
nsked her to lunch, She was sorry, but there
a group of girls with whom she always ate,
slu:mut:lntdﬂnkufd mappointing them,
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Alfred Raonald tn1d;-'ﬂjrgimhd:ﬂhm:thch‘:!m
comming up over the cliffs in Mogave, Virginia
mldnm!'rj;d Fonald about mump.dnhn:d Boen
ene night over the Pacific at Capitola,
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“And do you know what it reminded me of,
Alfred - Bonald™ she asked. “A big piece of
cheese["

Someane invited Alfred Ronald to a party,
On the invitation was the nstruction to sscort
Virginda. He called her up. “Thke someone else,
Alfred Ronald,™ she mE. aver the telephone,
“I've pot o headache,™

Alfred Ronald fele that he conld be indifferent
until the second coming of the Cogeigroes and
o one would care, Alfred Ronald felt that no
ane loved him. What did anyone care for a
broken heart? He recited lines from Byron, from
Kipling, from Tennyson and from Shakespeare
to prove the poine and then started working on
his mathematics like all the fiends in hell.

He pow wears o long black beard, has his
Ph. D, and the reputation for brlliance and
cyniciam,  (The two seem to go in the
undergradunte  estimotion) . iz classes
that mathemstical reasming cannot be applied
to human conduct—especially to affairs of the
heart, “Love is a great deal like a belly-ache,™
b says, “you feel 8o pood when you're over it

Or again, misquoting Bernard Shaw, he sy,
“Young men commenly fall into the error of
imagining 4 diference exists between any twa
young ladies,™

The girls in his classes speculate among them:
selves a8 to an unhappy love affair dn his pase
But he could correct fm—irmmhum
take in unknown,

Ah, Sweet Mystery

By Peooy GeEgsHorr

T}[E:mulhtgﬁhmfmthnﬁﬂﬂ:hd
clam because they were backpround for the
tstle Jew. Durothy had never been background for
anybody before, and she didn’t know if she'd
hike it 8o pood, just walking down a mess of stairs
in an outht that dHdn't leave any g showing
for the front row boys and flowers over her srm
and all. But it felt sort of nice after you got
wsed to ie. The gicls looked pretey good in thoss
big skirts all different colom. There were even
candles burning against a Blue back drop, and the
#zirs were wide and i

be in the big time. Pirst it was radio and then
the movies and now personal appearances.  And
it wasn't as if he plaved hot licks or jam stoff,

And thene was something about this business of
coming down stairs that reminded her of some-
thing, The first couple of perfommances Dorothy
couldn't remember what it was, Ton
mhﬂ?juuauabzmnnunjugmm the curve
it the statrs trylng to keep from stepping on

ie's alirt. Margie was always in front of
her in line, and she walked too damn slow, Al

wis a long time ago, before she'd started out in
thee chorus at the Orpheum, and that was six
years. She couldn’t remember the story =0 good,
bt it was something aboue o war. A hlonde had
come dowm some long white. stairs in the same
kind of an outfit almeat, onty better, White lice
or something over a hoop skirt. And she
rosca: over her anm too, only they were the rea
. Punny how it was all coming back
her, Dorothy thought. You sure gor to thinking
the damdest things, just standing there on
smuirs trying to look like o asint. Daorothy
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down at her dresa. It wasn't white lace
by & long shot: it was green rayon on account
af her red hair, Why in hell did they alwayd
k green on her? OF all the lowsy colors. The
roses she carried were paper, They looked O, K,
from out Front, the stage manager sabd  Dorothy
didn’t see how they could look O K.zrﬁ‘ place,
becanse, God, they were a mess. But still it had
its points, coming down the stairs slow and easy
mﬂni‘d'l. all the trimmings, Amyway it waa dif-
ferent and easier than shooting out of the wings
kicking like mad

The blonde in the movie had come down real
slowe too, with a sort of dreamy loock on her pus,
and there'd been & good looking young joe at
the bottom of the stairs; Dorothy remembersd—
a saldier, That was the best part.
face had gone all soft and gooey, and the soldier
boy had ldssed her. Dorothy's face never went
soft and gooey. The girls called ber Dead-Pan:
Carlyle. That was her Inst name—Carlyle. Or
it had been ever since she’d pot & out of a phone
book six vears apa. And there wasn't any soldier
witl at the bottom of the stairs. After the
shirr there'd be Eddie waiting for her at the fire
escape like he always did, ever since they goe
acquainted at the firet rehearsal. Bddic was one
of the Harvard boys—the tenor, Show business
was an wwfel big lwogh. Paper roses and the
Harvard boys Eddie had told her once when he
ot confidential like he olways did over beer, that
¢ never went past the cighth grade. Bur what
the hell, he was big-hearted and he mng 7 good
tenor even if his pose was too bg and his hair
Ei mlrﬂhnmd. she “l:hguﬁng Hntnl h“ the devil
shondng AWAY a e time, But he was good
for & spaghetti dinner at Angelo’s after the show.

The little Jew wad finally petting his fddie
tuiied, and they were tuming the lighs down.
This part always bored Dorothy. Wiclin music
gave her the firers, bt she didn't Jooo why
exzctly. She wondered how the rest of the girls
were taking it She coubd fust see the comer of
Margie's face. Margie could sure put on 2 good
act; you'd think she was enjoving it Dorsthy
bet she didn't know her eychrow pencil was
perewry, Dosothy wondered about her own eye:
brow pencil. Faces were a heck of a bore. You
warked f into & frazsle over them, and
what did it get you? By the time wou got to be
twenty-five, they started to burn owt. Well, what
the hell, hers was still keeping her in the front
row. Mo matter what they said, a faoce helped

£
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gome, And she had thres more years. Dorothy
Inoked down at the orchestra on the i

always she wondered about the second sz, He
sure wan cifferent than the sest of the boys He
looked sort of like Jimmy Stewart, young and
tall and serious, with o Hetle bie of hade aloaya

back, but then he never locked ower any of the
line girls; not even, she'd noticed, in the South
Sen island get-up they'd wed in the second num-
ber. Margic mid be was saving his money to go
to eollege, Marpie was always shooting off—just
as if he'd wld her all about it himself,

the orchestra. She could just see his profile. He
was sure soaking it up with the rest of them.
Well, it was sort of peaceful and nice with all
the lights down, and l.{:ihnuurul !

little Jew making that fiddle sing
sure would be funmy as hell if &t started o get
under her skin ot this late date, and when she'd
never been able to listen to violin musie. withéut
getting the squirms, Then all of a sudden just
&8 ehe was gitting there thinking about i, Dorothy
sw 3 picture of the blonde in the movie Only
it wasa't the blonde; it was herself. Her hair
wak that eoft henna shade that she was always
hoping it would come out, and her dress wasn't
green myon, but white lace, She could see her
self real plain with white roses over her arm—
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ot op off the was the end.
R o ol Ak % Gost-aton st toriod
ider. The orchestra came in boud at the end,

w
and the little Jew's violin rose a-'bwl.'. it, l'ﬂfhﬂ
and higher and real sweer. Dorothy felt awtully
funny—hke her face was going fo fold up and

go soft under ber makeup. But she didn't care
mich; it fele swell. She tumed away from the
audience and looked 2t the orchestra.  Just be-
fore her face got all out of comtrol, she smiled
real wide at the second sax. He didn'e see her.
Eddic was waiting at the fire escape like abways.

Strangers That We Are

By PHILIP SHERIDAM

Smmdhndeth:ubkmdwﬁlﬂnl

wanting attention would wggle. He
Mdupfmhhbﬂnk,mdﬂ\eg:uhuma
hnh-gwlmlzlﬂcmllﬂtmbnuuxh:

of a digurbing fragrance. o behind her
left ear. She had lost all her notes, and she
wondered—. Her smile was now like that of an
angler when the sirike i made. But be paid no
attention to this.

a big help to her i

smile now had something in it of a cow fondly
contemplating & turnip, But he dido’t think of
it in that way.

The next year tcok math together, The
instructor rctyu?nzdﬂ‘:rh first papers wuigr.h oral com-
ment on the identical nnankﬂufmrna!' thiem.
He was emla

problems for her. Her amile was just a Hetle bit
forced and worried. But he didn’t notice ghis,

into her in the hall by accident the mext wesk,
l]gakhmca.rdba&_ It wean torn half-way acros
wrinkled, but he was thinking of ather things,
Sometimes she would et him walk over o the
Coop for coffee with her. "You ought to gt
away from your studies—don’t you ever go cut?™
she would sy, And he would get red and sy
tlutu]]dutmsautod’huﬁr_ld_ Eh:mn'\rm"r
h;h?;;ﬂhzﬁéhﬂ bat of course not very in-
t £ Wil POung-—s0 und
naive, Whole flocks of ligtle Hﬂh’!?um.:gg it
song in his breast when she spoke to him, A.nd
other times ul‘lz would smile



knew, and she wanted to know how
w propery impresmed at the
anlm:q,- he gave her, and she masped
ihtﬂrh&bﬂuhuphmmdbﬂwhchﬂ]gﬂcdhl

Inmmdgh:]d}umhwuhrwgmgm
only ence a week from now on. She was going
to the Fairmont this week, and the next weck to
Brookdale Lodie, and the week after that wan the
Junioe Prom. She hadn't been asked to that yet,
Then she showed her pood intentions by sitti
beside him in the library for 2 whole hour an
& half with a bock before her. Finally she re-
marked that the chairs were mighty hard, weren't
they? It was time fm-htrmguduwum'rl. and
her wedce had a bored undertone. But he missed
ﬂmtmr]‘,r

They graduated and began preparation for the
Great Play., He went to law school, and she be-
gan FII'EPIHDDIT studies for matrimony, They
stuclied with equal -di]:’g:nc.: and met with dr.!'
ferent success, When he came home, she would
ﬁnhy]-m'umnd.u'rrmgluwd ;rwuhrﬂi

leather cushions, snd if she saw would
taot & eu hworm, E‘Juhl:lndin nted
lock, tur he thought it wan something

Her parents announced her engagement in the
papers soon after this, and he sent a manly litthe
nete af congratulation. He received an invitition
to the wedding. He turned out for a sali-
tary walk, came home, drank teo of
beer and went to bed.

He was part of the wedding decorations at the
reception. He threw a handful of dignified rice
and later a shoe at the departing taxd. She looked

ive and 2 little dubious as they drove away,
he didn't netice it

MWow it would be only natuml o that
thereafter he rose and fell, =0 that he hnd the
opportunity of dmpgring her up from the gutter
o of helping her to save her honor in some way
or other, But it terned out to be just the op-
posite,

I-H|hdur£ni,1ndhahldh'$mbml. Her
f;xh:rdﬁ:d.mdu]rlndhrx

kept books for a liet
instead of
jobs and stood, not in the
Municipal Soup Kitchen. She ]mr. her wisp of a
Ambas

sador when he weited the city.
One morning he was reading yesterday’s news:
paper in the park made the sparrows
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around his feet jump up and away. She looked
down on him scated in much the manner that
she had wsed to in school, She still had her little-
rirl amile, and she was wery trig in her tr-
enenered Int anﬂ tadlored puide

And she sald, “I'm. w0 glul I s you, How
amymgrtungn]nﬂg? She needn't have asked
becauss she saw the frays on his ankle-cuffs,

He was numb lke a silly, stunned mbbit, and

vaguely, His chops were grizzled be-
enuse he hadn't shaved.

She said, “I'm a0 worried, 1 think our chauf-
feur drinks and it's 5o hard to find & reliakle man,
1 wonder if you—1"

But he was leoking very intently at a
sunning iteckf on the lawm, “"No," he said, "1

She mw the bapz at his trouwsers’ knees, and he
saw the way her foot bulged over the straps of
her maberdine pumps. She sid, "Well—" alow-
Ly, T'J'rmubcs.pdqtdmrﬂsﬂtrfully, *] hope 1 run
into you again sometime.”

8he went, and his eyes went to his newspaper
but all the devils in hell were yelling in his heart.
Her chauffeur helped her into the car, and they
drove up Prst Street. And she wnz crying a
little, but then he couldn't have been expected
to have noticed that-

A Wife's Prayer

On the Tenth Anniversary of her Wedding

By ELIzABETH SHOW

Guod, let it be forever just Tike thie

We have shared moments; he and | together,
When all the world was sweet with sudden bliss,
Moments of beauty in the sheer spring weather
When hearts ached, full to bursting with the thrill
OF loveliness new-wakened in the world,

But spring socn ages. Mow our hearts ane ssill,
An&mm sweet with promise, have un-

And wiclded freely all their fairest atore.

Where spring once sanr £ drowsay, sillent peace.
The strange, hat w that we felt before
Has orased with time as such things alwnys cease,
And nomw we linger, quieted, content

Ta love each ather, passion belng dépent.
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No Dividend:s

By WLt Byvan

GOR]IJN MATESON mopped the watch
and pulled up in front of the cement grand-
tand.  The early spring dusk had pegnn-ur.r
the field, and he had to hold the watch close o
Iis face ta read the figures: %:36, He looked at
the hands & second time to make sure that he
had read them ecrrectly. At last he shook his
head and started walking down the track to keep
his muscles from tying up.
Alvays too slow, A whole minute slower than
Fred Remald. Ten seconds slower than Keats and
Miller, Slow for the amount of training be had
put in.

Mow he took air into his lungs dn great quan-
tties, and soon he was breathing pormally. He
walked over t the breadjump pat and pulled on

his sereat clothes and ncross the infield for
the club-house,
The night air was warm abous him, and the
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e showwered, i
firmi and tight. When he dried himeelf, he
front of the mirror in the locker room
at the man that stared out at him,
w the faint ripple of the muscles in his
and momach: the well-built, long, tapering
“I'm built like the rest of them,™ he thought,
. And T train as much. And sl [
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His eyes travelled oo the top of the mirror, and
he locked into a mther boyish face He saw the
smooth mold of the features, the wideset, clear,
brown eyes; the crew-cropped hair that was very
black.

Then he met the: eyes, and they seomed to @y
to him, “There's something holding you back. Ie
isn't physical, It's inside you. Its mental. You've
got to bick it or it will hold you back the rest
of your life™

He heard someone coming down the hall, and
he started to dry himself again, Tippy Hodgesan,
the trainer, came into the room and smiled at

him.
“Well, how did you do tonight?” he inguired.
“You must have done a lot G{Frum\iﬂg. ‘;"—::lu"u

late™

“Just 3 twn mile, TH be on my way in
minute,™

Tippy scratched the bald spot on the back of
his Jend.

“How fast?™

“You'll get there” he ed, Then he
laughed, “Just show plenty of interest and hard
work. night.™

that al gince he had been here
They all booked at him and Faaghed.

He heard the clock in the lounge strike =x
and he hurried to the door. But firse he

Frederick Ronald—Two Mile—&:58
University Record—American Record
World's Record
Class of "37

Gordon walkeed out into the night, but he had
forgotten about spring and the track fever, He
was thinking of the words on the plague, “There
are no dividends there for any runner,” he
thoughe., "It’s like ronning insto 2 stone wall when
you read those worda ien't much left to
shisot at. Everything's Ronald around here. He
had graduated lase year, but they soll worshiped
him. His nume was in front of the track record,
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thee university record, the American recard, and
the worlds record. Ronald Runs 8:38. He had
read that headline o hundred times. And 2 hus-
dred thousand times he bad dreamed of being just
much a star as Frederick Ronald. And tonight he
kad run 9:58."

Business was unuseally slow at The Pountam
that night, and Gordon helped Jone with the
dizhes between orders.  He handed her three koke
glaser, and she smiled up at him, I he bad not
been thinking about Fredesick Ronald, he would
hawe noticed her smile and pleasant face. He
would hove noticed the pink glow of her skin
wnd hair thot was blacker than his

She saw that he was not looking at ber, and
ghe asked, seriously, “Dd yoo run two mibes to-
right! She realized that track was o srios
husiness with this boy,

He looked at her now. “Yeah. A $:38 two
mile. Some speed, eh?™

She gawe him o handful of spoona to take out
front. When he returned, she asked, "When's
your frst meeti™

"We run Chicapo this Saturday,
"You'll do E:err " he said amﬁ:lmﬂ'f
11 be § 1prIau:“btu|d|:umud‘r i

can’t heat Miller ar Keats, and if Chicago has
anything, I'Tl probably run lase™

Then he was smiling at her. Sly.iwmhl
hid the confidence in tne that you have

Ehtmuimdr}urlgthtgluahzwulmiﬁrq‘
and without [ooking up she sid, T think that's
what you need moat

Ten o'clock came, und they closed the store
Gordon walked acros the campos-to the lLitde
roomming house where Jane stayed Since his first
night at The Pountain, he had always satked
with her. He had noticed that there were never
any boy friends waiting for hee. He guessed that
her work and studies didn’t allow her much time
for boys.

Several tmes he had started to ask her for a
date, Onee when he was going to take her o
n show, Ancther time he thought about taking
her to o sbodent dance: But their work had al-
ways interfered, and he had never taken her our
yet, He realived thae there was nothing between
them. He had never touched her or tried to kiss
her. Cth, there had heesi times when he wondered
if her lips were as soft a8 they looked. Bus he
had gone eight on wondering.  And now that the
track season was here, he nearly forgotten
ahoue asking her out, He had pearly forgotten
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yhout everything, except Fred Ronald and the
two mile.

Thcrmﬂm&inimtnf&rhm#.md
GCordon as ‘Did you know Fred Ronald?™

Jane looked ar him with a puzzled expression,

"He wms in one of my classes luuﬂi: He
used to speak to me onee in A w
| th:pnmadmt:dura miment. 'Ir'l:‘mnha aid slow-
y, "But, Gonlon, you'te surely nob worrying
about Pred Ronald. He g:u.dnamd lnss wear

"Ronald will never graduste,” he sa.u:l qm[y
“His name and pictures ase afl over this place,
You can't get rid of him.”

“That's use he was a great runner,” she

ok,
“Is a great runner,” he corrected, “He's aull
nmnmgml‘{zw Yerk.”
mzthmgtulunkurtn, she weni on,
He's something to work for,”
lrhmk‘nu;mmulhu.m!, Gordan said
“¥our know, when | went out there and
t;mtﬁn‘l‘-ﬂ-lhnmnﬂnmmﬂ:tb:r
pﬂ::tlca]lgr lnughed in my face. They took me
around and showed me the club-house and all
the pictures of Fred Ronald and told me how
&ﬂaddeh‘hadbm B].rthau.met}re].r
e Mﬂ:h!:h[&“ ulflmidntru;':hp
“1 don'’t think you're locking at it
my."ﬂwnid.andh.crlm-:mjm'tlﬂhﬁ:

Gutd'-m started to sy something and then
mpped-mln\luhlhtwmﬂdbtmua:mm
mthl:'lmgl:fl She jusr dida't understand,

He said, *Gm:hlﬁm Jane. Tl == you in
daaun:nnrmw .....

The Chicags meet came and passed [nto print.
Miller won in 935, ind Feats followsd him 1o
the tape. Gordon ran third

After the opener, the season hit o fast pace, gnd
before long it was June and there was tlk of
graduation oo the campus.

It was two days before the Norchwestern meet,
and Cordon was walking home with Jane after
they had closed The Fountain when he said, “I
think Tl qoit track”

She didn’t say uy*hh:guntﬂduru%pped in
front of her house, Then zhe took hold of his

arm,
'ou were joking, weren't you, Gordon?™
He shoolk his “Wo, Wiy should I? T've
run seven races for o total of four thirds and
three fourths, And Tm still ten seconds slower
than our fastest two miler,™
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She stood looking ar lum for some time before
shie opened her mouth. The lghts from a i
car revealed her face I'nraucnﬂd,-m.dE:nw
that her cyes were Blazing,

She madd, “Gordon, 're not going toqult,
You're not going o un?:meaqufmdgn‘t I;!;ml'.
you to. I've learmed to like and respect you. |
don't want our feiendship to cease, Tlaow you're
too fine a man to be a quitter, You see, 1—1—"

She faltered pain and frally sad, "Well, Mr.

teson, il you're as slow on 248 o ire
at other times, I really don't see how you get
afound &t all. MEE]‘L

Gordon ran the fastest two mile of his life
and placed second inthe Northwestern meet. He
chpped eght full seconds from his best time, but
he was twelve yards behind Miller when the race
ended.

He showered with the sest of the fellows that
might, and Tippy was piving him a rob-doen
when Kents burst into the room and yelled, “Hot
news! Coach Crawford just told me that Fred
Ronald s coming here for the Jubdlee Home-
coming next Friday, He's gedng to run an un-
attached two mile in our dual meet with Purdue.
How do you like that, Miller?™

Miller groaned and rubbed 3 towel over his
head, “There goms my winning streak,” he
laughed,

Gordon beoked at Tippy.

"In he really gning to run here™ he asked

Tippy nodded his hesd.  “Sure thing,” he
grunted, "It will gve you 2 good chance to see
how 0 wrceld’s champiom two miler works, OF
course; you'll only see the back of him, bt F
your watch cloely, you might Jeam something.”

Thursday night, Mr. MNebbel, the owner of The
Fountain, sdd to Jane, "You and Gordon can go
home gt nine tondght  IF we're going to beat
those Purdue boye, Gordon'a: gt to get some
aleep,”
When they left the store, Gordon msid, “Let's
wilk over by Fraternity Rew. They're all haw-
ing 3 Mg time tondght,”

A full moon had just topped the university
tower, and the campus was all moonhight and
shadows. The air was soft and halmy, and from
somewhere acrom the Tows the glee club was
practicing.

They walked uptg:.c the Student Union, and
it was casy o see that the Jubilee spirit had ar-
rived. There wers cars going ™ every direc-

tion, and the square was Alfed with serolling
cengplen,

Along the River Drive they stopped to see the
moonbight on the water.  From up the river
could hear 3 guitar and the wft splagh of a
paddle.

Gordon locked at the shimmering silver on
the water and then at Jane. He said, "T'm sure
anxiong: to-see Fred Ronald tomorrow,”

Jane sid, “Fred Remald and meonlight. How
romantic.”

Gordon gave ber a funny lock.

“What did you say?”

“MWever mind.  Let's walk, Gordon,”™

There was an orchestra playing in Fraternity
Rmandthzhmummghuvdmﬂghum
street was lned with cam, and the moonlight
danced along the chromium trimmings,

E:mml:hwhr:cuu:u.dgﬂ:m:hhuﬂm
formals and orchids were wa acroes the
lworng, and others were sitting smoking on
the porch steps. The crooner with the orchestra
was singing, t}lﬂnm}rnlgh:tu dream:
don't mind how bold 1 seem . e

Mow and then 3 white head coold be seen, and
the hoarse laugh of an old grad would ring out
on the night ar,

“Ew.:i—jtbeo]dbnumhamlha:iunm
night,” June

Gordon nodded. “The idle rich, They don't
have to worry about much, du-rh:y?“

Jane laughed, “Chinly about money, They must
warry a great deal 3 uth:pwdr?re going o

lwni:mingufd:um: For the first
Jane's laughrer, the sownd of :
E;;_u”::rm& mﬂmnflﬂ,ﬂsg&ﬂvuf}wr

“thtrrhdﬁdhﬂhmu:hc anked, "Can't

we sit gn the steps for worhile?™

H:mnc:drhltﬂumrdpimmdmudmrr
prized. He continued to hold her hand, and he
wanted to talk nl:nur a great many things, bue
his threae Mttu'xmddrrandhnﬂyhr,nﬂ
“Do you like working your way through?™
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*Anything for an education.™

“Sure. Anything for an eduction and rus-
ning.”

He noticed the moonlight an ber hair, and he
found it hard to keep hiz eyes from her face, The
feeling that he had bad a Few minuted age came
over him again and he stood up and said, © Jane,
T ko T 't-ask you this, but—hbut may 1
kiss you goodnight!™

She answered him with her lips hard 2gninse
Tk, and the warm softness nfﬂhmr;jialulnv wenk
samething nunming throwgh his £ even
track fever could not produce.

He went home and wene to bed, but §t was
n lomg time after he put his head on his pillow
before he could pet toosleep . . . . .

Gordon arrived at the track just after the fest
call for the mile, Aa he cut aceoss the green in-
field, he felt the warm June sun on his back, and
the pleasant odor of fresh cut grss came to his
niwe, There was no wind, n.nd it was a perfect
day for the Homecoming mee

The grandstands were & maze of color,
and he wondered where Jane was stting. The
gun reflected from the instruments in the band
section, and the muflled undertone of conversa
tion carried acros: the ficld,

There were officials with black conts and white
pants fn front of the jodges’ stand, and pole
vaulters and burly weight men, in bright sweat
clothes, were warming up

H:\tm]iudintuth:c]d\rhmm and Couch
Crwford and Miller and Keats were falking to
2 man in a brown ploid suit

The coach called him over and sid, “Gordon,
this is Fred Ronald. He's gnﬂa%yﬂlm
to- mun the two mile this-a
Mateson, Fred.”

Gmi‘m frund himseli shaking hands with &

voung man that was about his own height and

burild, and looking into o smiling face that was
pleasant. if not handscme.

“Glad to know you, Mateson,” he said, and
Geordon liked ka quiet wvoice. Andwh:nthw
went in to dress, he liked the s in his stride
as he watched him walk dnto irg oo,

Gardan waited for the others to dress and take
their rub-downs before he started to take off his
dothes. As he alipped ingo hiz track suit, his
mﬁ\dumbacktuFdemaM. He locked like
an ordinary person, he thought. He didn’t seem
te be superhuman. Then he thought aboat facing
him on the track within the next few minutes,

and his heart began to beat fast and he felt that
excitement that always came over him before a
TACE,

By the time he was reacy for hiz rub-down,
the half-milers came in, and Tippy was busy

in, Gordon stretched out on the rub-down
table by the door and cafled over and told Tippy
e weould wait for him there.

The warm sunshing came through the door,
and Gordon kept thinking about Fred Fonald.
He wondered what kind of senstion it would
be e pass him in the home stretch. He smiled
ti himself, "What a dream!

Bafe air and the smell of wintergreen and al-
eohnl made him drowsy, and he forgot about the
world's champion two miler for 3 while He
heard the droning of flies in the room and the

crack of the outside and the roar of the
u:rmdﬂmtmdrrfn:h:vmtﬂitwnmui
Runners came in amd went out, and their spikes
made a geating sound on the cement. The erowd
quicted down, and from somewhere far off, he
heard o train whistle,

Then & man came in and said, “Purdue’s
mﬁinfmmhfﬁminu It too bad that Fred
Ronald's boro mile won't count anything for we™

Gardon rolled over on his stomach, and when
be thousht about Fred Ronald, there was a hol-
lowe Feeling in i The cmwd-wa.i-mw.ﬂnu afratn,
and he kepe thinking about Ronald in
the home stretch and the crowd rushing out to
earry him around the feld,

Ar last Tippy came over and put his
hands on his The rub-down felt cool

slap nfT'lpEyi hands bmught the drowsiness on

a
ﬂmluurbgcindhwalum “I think he's got
the atulf, and this race will tell me how wight I

o
aﬁmﬁnwmduuiwmu}tm ahout.
Miller came through the door and ecalled,

“Hurry wp, Mateson, The first call just went
out,™
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He stepped out on the teack, and the drowsi-
ness dropped from hime He felt hard and cold
insice, but his legs were light and loose. He
up and down the back stretch, and al-
most before he knew it, he was shaking hands
at the starting ]luem.dﬂnmmg to the starter’s
instructions, and then the gun sounded.

‘Uﬂmr]u:ycmnutnftb:ﬁntmm.h:hmd
himeelf running in fifth place. Ronald was oat
in front and t:r;n:lx.ul'.umnghthddn.d

%

i He pushed his legs on the
mmh:ndrnﬂlﬂiﬁpmhnhuflﬂh From

card with the number Six printed on it
He drew air into his longs, and hia legs siill
felt light and loose. He pased Keats oo the
straight-away, and then someons fired a pistol,
and they were coming around that frst turn for
the last time. And raddenly Gordon was afraid;
that he wouldn't get to see Ronald run,
prep achool he had dreamed about running
against Fred Ronald, Now he was petting his
n:gtz, lrheunlrune he would probably ever get,
g to fail 18 unless he hurried,
thut?htymnuﬂiﬂh&ﬂntdj

ik
His!
3

.
mouth and throat fele as if they were
fammed with hot tor. His legs no longer Felt
wing them out in front. Now

Gordon felt someone take his arme and help
hald him up. The crowd whia milling asound him,
and shove the pounding in his ears, he heard bits
of “=—a new champion in the making—"und
Y—the kids & sensation—"

And all at once he knew why the light feeling
wag b longer in his bege. Tt had gone up to his

The Flowering Peach

By ELrZaBETH SHOW

This ia the rich fulfillment of 4 dream.

The.?rthhuulumhtmdinuu.hﬂthmugjlhﬂ
eep

She has held hope of beauty. When no gleam

Ciould penetrute the dark peace Iying deep

Upon her heavy eyes, yet in her heart

Has been 1 vision of just such 2 thing,

OF loveliness beyond the ken of art—

A picture from the magic brash of Spring.

‘This # the wakening she has foreseen

On eloping meadows cool mnd thickly green,
And clouds of rose bloom Mown against the aky,

To a Statue of Washington

By Jeanw Hovroway

Valiant he rides here

Etched against the gray

OFf winter sines. One great hand lifted
Az if, in mnging tones,

He meant to sy,

“This is my own=—",

Now the anow bhas detfeed in a thin Blanket
About his stalwart shoulder;

Rain and storm have bufeted

And feft & teace

Of something n&. et proud

And growing older

Men of this era lock into that face

To dream a bie—,

Ser stands his eountry,

Flag sill proudly furled,
Battered, unbeaten, rimng stall
Tao fling ita 1‘]1&|.|.EI'.|E|2 forth
To a tired word.
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Chuck Miller, Stunt Man

By WiLrarp Doce Braoioy

ESIDEEbungthtyuunwﬂmhth:M
Sé]] wsidron, Chock Miller was generally

¢ best. He could ger more out of

nm:]:ﬂ:rg.r little combar ship than anyone else; and
when ¢ came to practice dog-fights, Chuck was
mﬁmmﬂmhlﬁ:mﬂdmwﬁu
claimed that if Chuck had been in the World
War, he wonld haive whipped the German air

aggeration that Chuck recognized as another
form of ragring, bot it plosed hia ego no end.

Chuck wae a long-legped, skinny individual
with flaming red hair and blue eyes. His face
was freckled and homely and practically divided
into twao halves Ty a most generoos . His
cars bore o marked resemblance o wings and
were the source of much pleasure to his fellow
pilots, But, despite the continual mgging and
erude jokes that he suffered, Chuck remained
pocd-natured, self-satished, and very well liked
by all the other dyers

Chuck's greatest fault, in the opinion of his
friends, was his passion for old planes. He spent
mest of his spare time o with an old
American Eagle that he hod salva and, al-
thm-ghlllir a geod desl of fabric and was
badly in need of & majoring, he would defend
rmthhut in]r d'lupanﬁg remark about it qualic
Hes, had no person-
:L.tyuntﬂl:ha.dbcm td up ot least once.

“When you crawl into a new job, you know
juee about what to expect,”™ he would sy, “Now
take those new Boeings we got. If you want to
dive, just dive and forget about the wings; you
know they won't come off. You know you can't
break ‘em up. But it's different with that old
Faghe of mine, Theres s ship that's almose
human; it will stand only s much roogh treat-
ment before 7t begine to kick back, You have o
know how to handle it e it might leave vou se-
ting out an & clond™

Jeers and derisive lnughter usually followed
Chuck’s outbursts in defense of his pet, but every
one knew that Chuck was right There was a
vast difference between the Bocings and the
Engle, and it did eake a lot of nerve to fiy the
ald crace.

Chuck'n rEign ai erack pllntj:l'lﬂ:l: 9dth had
ORE U w0 long that his fellow pilots
Jiﬁ:—aum:l:l he wonld becume unbearably tﬂ'mdlﬂ:‘
anid g0 it was with pleasure that they welcomed
inta their midst 3 transfer from Pensacola whe
had a reputation for being one of the best flyers
in the service.

Soon after Al Gordon came into the squadron,
Ghur_'ha prestige began to wane, Gordon's frats

af pil and his uneanny accuracy in machine
genn the main topics of converstion
nt the-feld. It was Gordon this and Gordon that.

To hear the fellowa well i, Al Gordon could do
just about anything.

Chuck, ae first, believed that the men were
st spreading it on thick for his hm:ﬁt. ['mt 1:f
he had hid any false impressions about
dea's ability, they were ib ted in hu
clash with Gordon's fying sk

The transfer from Pensacala mmld-blmdad
in his Ayving. He apparently considercd it a seri-
ous business. Tn Hght formation stunting he was
steady as o rock; and when it cume to gunnery, it
geemed that he could not miss. He would come
down out of the sky like a thunderholt, guns

. streams of =mmoking tracers boring into
the targets; then he would send his shrieking ship

wooming back up fnto the blue sky, calmly await-
ing his turn o dive at the targets and mddle them
with lead,

Tt wai zn unpbeasant awabkening for Chuele.
Om every hand it was Al Gorden who got the
Tomor and the glory, and deservedly, Gordon
was the best fiver Chuck had ever seen, but he
could not believe that Gordon was unbeatable.
True, Gorden had taken high place in punnery
practice, and had mare than proved his excellence
in routine fiying, but Chuck told himself stub-
bomly that he would prove, somehow, that Al
Gordon was no¢ another Chuck Miller,

The solution to Chock’s problém came one
evening after mesa when he went to the hangar
to check owver his ship in preparation for the
following morning’s formation drll  Charley,
the grease monkey, was there tuning up one of
the new jobs, and when Chuck came in, Charley
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lefe his work and limped over to where Chuck
stood gazing crrtically at hie plane,

“Can 1 help you, Chuck? he asked, hopefully,
gsrlug flyer with wide, curious eyves.

harley had been a fiyer too, but a ¢rack-up had
lefe him with a and, iL\.'.alHHLanaﬂF
mind. They had kept Charley in the service and
made a2 grease menkey out of him, snce taking
him away from planes al would  have
broken his heart,

Charley had always liked Chuck better than
anyone else. Perhaps it wus hero worship; but
then, Chuck never treated Charey as though he
E?e]nﬂf a ﬂlv:;r Bometimes Chuck would lﬂH::It

arley's opinion on matn:nécr:n.mml
and § and this alwayn left the
!‘.‘I.dll.l':;l;'g}l.lp % sy

" Hi, Cl'lirk}r mid Chuck gquictly. *Just

rd mmdg‘umrduuldrub.
Mavbe you can help. We'll aee.

Charley dogped Chuck’s footsteps around the
plane, admiring the thoroughness with which the
]:Iﬂul‘ checked every inch of his plane.

“1 guess the tub's okey,” mid Chuck ﬁnn]ly
*1 don’t want it to buckle up on me tomarrow,™

"You're figuring oo some pretty tight Gying,
eh, Chuck? Charley looked at him quizsically,
a gy glint coming into his eyes,

“Right. T aim to put thiz baby through her
paces, and when I'm finfshed, you cin write home
Er i nn:lhhll her that you saw someone

&

T don’t think you like this guy Gordon,™ said

Charley abruptly, Do you, Chuck?™
Chuck stopped tinkering with the motor nnd
pﬁnmd ani l:!ﬂf finger at Charley.

-Ertq' Bu:.r." he suid, “don’t
ymmrtjumpmgmmldudmujmbecauul
few af the nit-wits around here have been Blow-
ing off. Of course I like Gordon,™

"1 don't believe it,” said Charley em n‘glly.
"That Goedon's pretty hot. He can make o plane
lhwnjﬂrhmghut thie Big Applu.- and I-,:" been
in your hair plenty btely.™

"Well, maybe he hos done some better {1
conceded  Chuck grodgingly, “but that doesn’t
mean that T don't like him, He's & swell fellow,

Hiror?"
el 1 don'e kmewe, exactly.”
T tedl you how,” said Chardey. “Take him

upmmﬁulemi#ﬁywmmlnm
dowm.™

“You've got itl” yelled Chuck, “Charley, you
son-of-zsgun, you deserve o medal for that idea.
But listen, don't mention to anyone that T intend
uaing the Eagle. We'll juse ber the word eak ot
that I'm willing 0o match nerves with Gordon in
a stunting match. [f Gordon accepts the chal-
lenge, we'll wheel in the Eagle on him, and it
will be too late for him to back out. Boy, Il
make his hair curl™ Chock dashed gleefully
nbout, wiping the grease off his hig, freckled
hands.

“Do you want me to leak the word out?” asked
Charley.

“SBure. When wou're through here, go
to the Recreation Hall and gab with the fnlhmln
Tll drop areund tomorrew night and se= what
the results age.”

"Well, uh, say, Chuck,” stammered Charley,

“those fellows will be making bets on the match.”

“Let :mgau!it,l}nﬂwﬂny Let “em bet
all they want,

*“Well, what I wns thinkingds . . . . . L
shucks, we've been friends for a long time,™

*1 know,”™ mid Chuck slowly, “You want to
lay a wad on Gordon, ls thae dght?

“Thac's right You wouldn't be sore, wonld
woul™

"OF course not. [ jmee don’t like to see you

your meney away, Bue po ahead, you
should lose i, And get over to the Rec an soon
as possible, will you, Charley™

*You bet!” mid the grease monkey, After the
fiyer hod gone, Chnrley grinned o himaslf, =1
didn't ke to sy it but boy, will he 8y now!™
he chuckled,

On the following evening, Chuck went o the
Recreation Hall and setrled dovwn hefore the fire:
place with a book. The usual card games were
in progress, and the hilliard tables were busy,
while scattered about in easy chairs, singly and
in airmen chatted and read.

mmin:dwn with his book, be noticed
him, but beyond nod-
ding a he paid them no heed, He knew
that ey had his waork well,

Chucle had read less than s chapter when some-
ong @t down beside him. Chuck glanced wp,
then continued to read, Tt was Al Gordan,

"I hear that you don't think much about my
flying, Miller,™ began Gordon.

Chuck carefully marked his plice in the hook
before answrering.

several paira of eyes
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“I dide't say I didn't Bke your flying. As a
matter of fact, T do Hke 4, You're really good,
but T still say vou haven't proved your futs.”™

Their eveas met. There was no emotion in Al
Gardon's gaze

“How do you mean, prove?” he asked quietly,

Chuck glanced around at the interested listen-
ers wha had guthersd about them, then turned
buck o Gordon.

“Well, you s it's this way, When i new
fellow comes into the 94th, he is expected to show
the rest of s that he has what we call intestinal
fortitude, Ordinarily that s done during regular

tice, but somehow, the fellows have apparent-
mistnken wour good flying for proof of your
-y

“And vou call them Ham,” nighed Gordon dole-
fully. “All that's getting you, Miller, is thac
you can't stand being bested in anything you
undertake. T ald.miu yourr ability, but not your

*It &n't my sportsmanship,” smapped Chuck
with resentment, “It's their apormsmanahip. Thess
yaps you see standing arcund you,” and Chuck
swept his hand out toward the circle of grinning
flyers, “they are duds, Take it from me, they
are a pack of bone-headed half-orits that the
Government collected from God  anly  knows
where, It's their idea that you are a better flyer
than I am, not mine™
*I'm afraid Tl have to string along with the
half-win” Cordon grinned. “I was rather ingee-
ested when [ heard that you wanted o march
nerves with me. THd you have something spectal
cooked up?”
“No, nothing special, T merely stated that T
you up and sunt you down, that is,
until you took over the controls or hung your
head over the dde™
Laughter fallowed Chuck’s solemn statement.
The airmen had heard this challenge many times
before, They knew that the red-headed flyers
PBagle vms entering the play, but without the
E::nwlndgc of Al Gordon,
“When did veu want to stunt me dooen?”
Gordon asked,

and stopped cold in his teacks, saring ac the
ancient relic a8 though he were seeing an ap-
pacition.

“Not that thing!™ he shouted, “I thoughe you
said an ddrplane.™

“And what is wrong with this™ Chuck
wanted thmw beaming fondly wpon his
trensare.,

“Wrang with it! You idiot, that thing won'e
even fly, at least, not with m:l“

“Then you ademdt . , . .

"ot a LHru:l You're crazy, but if you want
to fiy that wreck, all righe, T'll go. We'll see now
how much guts yoa've got.™ With that Gordon
climbed inte the front cock-pit of the Eagle and
i L mlg:‘ i Gordon to ch hin

though expecting to change
mind and jump out again, and not whishing o
give him tme, Chuck hopped in, jammed the
motor open, jumped the Blocks, and went pound-
fng out serom the field, taking off crom-wdnd.

The ancient American Bagle leveled off at

frve thousand fﬂmdmmzdiuuﬂt.uéhlgﬁ
ing sun, guy wires humming, loos £
fabric futtering in the wind, The O-X-5 clat-

tered nodsily,
Chuck’ . wide: mnuth::[ buu.'hh faee was smenred

that Geordon X
Chuck tugged at the stick, The Eagle re-
lp-undr,d sluprishly, csme around in & crahng
ltcm‘l‘t’:‘lln.-n.{twan ta be fun, Gordon was one
of these matter-of-face fiyers; o robot witheast
human emotions when it came to purting a ship

ed maneuvers. But just wait

bepring for mercy, Well, he was going to sec
some stonting now, the kind of
makes u fellow’s hair stand on end.
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Chuck’s blue eyes were bright with anticips-
tion, He glanced back at the tail assembly, mised
the stahilizer coe degree, opened the radiator
shutter, and settied back in his seat:

The nose of the Fagle dipped below the
horizon and the O-X-5 buret ints 8 roar, Chuck
pulled the stick back into his lap. The plane
shuddered, trembiled in every strut, then zoomed
upward. Up, up, up it went! The engine labored,
was dying slowly, For o moment the Eagle hung
an ita prop, then fell off to the right in a wing-
over and went shrisking enrthward,

The headlong dive ended abreuptly, With
screaming wires threatening o locae, the
plane leveled and pounded into 2 rall. The earth
reelecd crazily overhead, jerked back, and then
fell away ogain as the Eagle swooped over in
# loop that had the wings eurling up in o terrify-
g manner,

Up in front che helmeted head remained mo-
tionless above the ccaming, Chuck Miller swore
into the whisthing wind. Hiz own face wan slighe-
Iy gray. That last loop had almost torn the wings
off. The Bagle creaked at every joint. Tt couldn’
stand much more. If a single wire snapped, the
old crate would tear el o picces.

Chuck gritted his teeth. Well, whar the hell!
What if he did rip 2 wing off? Al Gordon had
clled him crazy, sald he was an idiot. Cragy,
was he? Then Al Gordon would get the craziest
ride of his life!

Chuck jammed the stick Forward vicously,
B:Inrlmaﬂhd:hnd from the short stacks as the
engine roared wide open, Down they went, then
up ancd over and finished in 2 roll. An Immel-
mann! The wings wibrated. Pleces of fahric
ripped away and went futtering towsrd the
earth.  Creat shices of it were mlling hack, ex-
posing the frame-work of the wings. Like o mad-
man, Chuck wheeled the Bagle over in a vertical
and szt it dowm in 4 power spirl thar made the
enrth spin like a top. The grin wan gone from
ki face nowe, It was set, and white. Fear pnawed
at his heart. But Al Gordon weuld spuawk! By
God, he'd have 10 sguawlk!

The Bagle flastened out in a sickening spin,
Chuck clozed his eyes and praved, bue rlwplfue
came out of it, slowly, then went screaming off
into o sideslip. Once more the earth dropped
wway. The flashing prop was straight overhead
now, biting into the icy morning air with &
hungey hise. Smoke and fumes whipped back
in the sipstream, stinging the vyes, choking both

men. The motor was fading fast. It was losing
its ponwer, running jerkily. The tired old plane
shuddered like a spasm-wracked body, poised for
a bresthless moment while the men hong on their
belts, then whip-stalled, As it careened earth-
ward, Chuck fzﬂ: the controls jerk, then wagele

Hal Al Gordon had squawked! Chuck's color-
less lips drew back in a grim amile, He released
the controls and slemped in his seat, pleased with
himself, ready to enjoy his hard-earned wictary.
Let Al Gordon have the ship, Lét him land as
soon a8 he wished, since it was he wha would
face the jeers of the fyers helow who waneled
this duel of nerves, Anyway, Gordon knew now
B the gl B It plunged

ut le dii straighten out, It
downward in a- screming bank and gradwslly
tipped over into a slip that brooghe the Tandin
Eeld rushing upward wdth rerdfic speed. The
began to revalve, slowly at first; then it became
a blur ag the plane went into s flar spin. Dewn,
down in a dizcy whitl #t went, One more spin
and it could never be deagged out,

Suddenty the Bagle starpered drunkenly, hroke
out of the spin and plunged crab-orise fneo o steep
glide, gtriking the earth almeat immedintely. The

ing pear was wiped away with the first jolc.
The plane bounded into the air, came down on
a wing, then went en over, digging the prop
into the ground. The second wing crumpled like
paper, and the Eagle flopped on its back and
skidded to a grinding o,

For & moment these was no dgn of life in the
wmngle of wreckage. Far acmasi the fleld ton
trucks of men were racing toward the scene. As
the hreeze lifted the dust cloud from over the
demolished Eaple, Chuck Miller crawled oue of
the wreckage to face o furdous, bue apparently
unfrightzned, Al Gordon,

"Seared, huh?™ croaked Chuck.

“You rattle-headed fooll” blazed Gordon
“Those other stunts were bad enough, but T did
think you had better sense than to put an old
crate like that fnto o flac spin!™

Chuck stopped mopping the blood from s
battered mose.

YMe? he pasped, turning even whiter than
before. “A flat spin™ He reached out unatead:
ily and geasped a piece of twisted fuselage for
support, There digdn't seem to be encugh strength
in his bonig legn to hold him up. Suddenly his red
hesd disappearsd from view behind a kit of
wreckage, A moment later it bobbed up again,
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and Chuck Blinked owlishly at the sneering
Clemrchom,

“I never put it into a flat spin,'” be said husk-
ily. "I deapped the controls righe after that sall,
t you waggled ‘em, bur I guess it was

only & wire breaking. Ye Godsl™
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ﬂlemurtuddtni'&ﬂdhm Gerdon's face,
leaving it white as stared ot the drooping
Chuck. He sagged limply agninst the Eagle's
twisted body. His lips moved. He was trying to
lpe:k,h:ﬂ.fmu:.d was making some very

queer noises.

On Cynics

Br RusseLr MoCavorna

IEPEA.IHanleanm Mot the hypo-
crites one so often neets, but the honest cynic
—ithe man who has found himeelf in a shattered,
materialistic world and is determined to cat his
pot of boney on the grave This man i usually
introspective with himself and tries to be honest
with others. He is not & reformer, but still he is
wwnre of the tragedies of life. Themnjnlngud'y
he usunlly finds, is noe the fgnormnce, stupidicy
or amallness of man, but man’s inhumamty
man, History has shown him that the prophets
nnd reformers are wanlly crocified for their pains
and, furthermore, that the world does not want
reforming.  But everything passes eventually.
I hawe found that mos cynics have become
philosnghical stoics. They et what pleasure they
mfn:unllftbrn:mcﬂngitalﬂmuﬁ.lmdn
cepting. its ironics. Far from being hitter, the
quﬁcgmeﬂftmﬂammilltindpcnmbe
caume of the very utttude he has, but he refuss
to allow people to take advantage of him; and
thus he iz 0 cynic,

Jonathan Swift, the greatest doubser in the
English language, was glso ome of the greatest
cynica, Bad, the fervent oned called him; yet one
of the mtwuil:fﬁmamnm:fmﬂu
pmnf mnwhaw;ruﬂml:ﬂﬁ'rdc.ﬁwiﬁ
bel

were Eud. labefed him cymic, and did their
best to forget. Amnatole France is another notable

example of the cymic who told the world about
i, There ia an echo af Swilt In Franee, especinlly
in that merciless last chapter of “Penguin Iand,”
where France's vision of the future i not a very
inspiring puf:n: in thar wicious circde kenown as
d‘b??m mankind, Thmhmmdmnir:pruh
ably among the most emanc intelligences
the world has produced Thﬂ.fﬁmd reason and
sanity stand out dmmrtl‘,rmn.ww]dnfhnpdm,
muddiing confusion and perty vanitiss, Ench had
& keen sense of humor and was endowsed with
warm humanity, Each was a kind and generous
person—perhaps, oo much so

The story goes on and on. While the world
condemna the cynic and leaves mo place for him
in Heaven, he remains n potent influence to mock
our inhumanity, Bue for the eynic, who would
be the first to doubt the little houses of cards we
build up? Whom weould wee have to gently smile
and walk away? One has only to dip at haphazsard
into the life mmmﬁumr:nﬁ:: that the pic-
ture of them a1 malevolent hypochondriacs rets
on nothing more substantial than the common
superstition that o cynic most be abnormal and
muserable. His capacity for seeing himself in per-
spective does not even absalve him, Bue nothing
could be further from the truth thon the idea
Eaﬂmhﬂﬂﬁdﬂu{ﬂ:ﬁﬂumﬁu[

ppointment personal pinems, e
lives more joy in honest oynicism than i half the
creeds for which hollogw and fanutics
d]zmmwlembzhﬂ.prwgm
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Autumn Recessional

By KATHERINE JBAN SsANFORD

The good Barth's wa with the harvest moon,
“Thae mﬂthzu'ky
She yielded !.imd].r up her annual boon,
And now begs surcease with & cosmic sigh,
Let us depart. Her matrix bounteous proved
A parturition, and ‘tis fit she sleep

beneath her ermine cloak unenoved,
While an astral vigil keep.

Huﬂlgn: too for squally nights and dreams,
I seck the peace that fields aslumber know;
My weins, wine-tired, would rest with frozen

streams;
My mind fulfil the quictude of sow.

Dﬂ:hﬂum[ﬂmwmmhepm
rise with spring, rejuvenate of storm.

L2

Prayer of a Spanish Mother

By Evzaperii SHow

Madre Marin, now | know your grief

And kneel more humbly at your holy feet

Than ever in the days when my belief

Waa sure and casy, when | had the sweet

Of =oft, rough kises from a hearty son.

Ehugiqm?;d My Pedro—young and laughing-
|

The bitterness & futile; it @ done,
Anﬂlu!ﬂ}*lhﬂ!hmwh:fh!disd.

whose son was cructhied for man,
;m.l that this ia right, that Pedro's life
Wuglmnntfm’nudﬁng.. If you can,
Teach me the meaning of this brutal strife
That T may have not hatred for the God
Who led my son along the path yours trod.

A Princess Passes

By BarrHa WHRIGHT

and his nppearnnce on those occasions was s sud-
den and starthing that | never could remember
afterwnrds if he was partly bald or entirely so,
ar if he had dimples, or none at all. That he wore
spectacles 1 am quite sure, and he was guite
round, with at lease two chins.

But of George's sonality | know more. He
WAl VETY mdP:fmn made me laugh when
1 should have crying, We lnd many & good
together owver something the King and
Queen had  done, ind George was
clever in mimicking the Grand Duchess. I'll ox-

more about the Roval Family later, fur
and 1 were alvways discussing them. How-
er, CGeorge wasn't alwzys jolly. He could be

£

quite serious, expecially when T asked him to make
an im ision for me. He was very acute
and could point things oot so clearly for me that
I always wondered aftecwards why 1 had had any
dioubaes i the fiest place. At times Georre would
become quite rhetorical over some mapor fsmue,
and his Hide body would fairly shake with emo-
tion. But if George became excited, it was justly
so. You see, Gearge was always tlghL
Myiratmuﬂ:mg with Gmr%:
twelve yearn apo, afler T d some esper
umﬂ:lzwhhthtﬂugmmttnnfﬁhu I
had crawled under the willow tree, where I al-
ways went when I felt particulnrly upset. There,
under the willow, 1 decided that the great trouble
with the Royal Family was that there was far
too much partiality displaved, and that if the
Royal Family had to he divided, it should be
divided evenly so that the Roval Princess (being
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mysell) would have some political support. T was
thoroughly indignant over the unjust opposition
of the King, the Grandfather King, the Grand
Duchess, and the Prince. The Cueen, it was true,
dom ﬁd.{(m:imd me (the Princes), but
: stand {n my defenze; therefore

the Queen did not count,
And 0 T decided that [ should have a very
ineellipent and mlluentu] consultant when it came

o differences of on matters of State. |
Er, and ehe tears that were in

and | siwr dots from l::lngthrmmhuﬂ bt
for an instant there wan George, sitting rlght in
front of me under the willow, and his spectacles
were on the very tip of his round nose, and his
twinkling eyes were watching me from over the
rims.

Although he had wvanished right before my
eyes, | felt thar he was sl there, “Hella,” 1
said, and then there was such a long silence that
1 grew very much afraid that he had really gone,
Bue after & while he suid; “Hello,” exactly as |
had suid . Then I was very much at los as to
what to say next. [ could have asked him wheo
be was, but T already knew that: he was my
aclviser, my su r in affairs of State. Soin-
stead of saying “Who are you? " —I smid “Whao
sm I And T was very much satisfied when he
pramptly replied, "You're her Roynl Highness,
the Princess.”

Since he had o politely recornized my royal
mpmmcr.. I decided that, an a matter of cour-
“%m uwl?l‘t:’iéh}m who he wu_d “¥our name

atter a mumml:l. eep thought,
“nrud y?: are my Knighe™ £

There was a very long silence before Ceoege
declared, “Excuse me Princess, but T don't think
I care ta be a Enight™

“And why not, may T ank™ 1 demanded very
indignantly,

ell,” maid Geonge quite solemnly, "1 think
I would rather be ptu:qml",a:n-gu—ifyym dont
mind, of course" &

"Hm,” T pondered, "you really should be some-
thing. A Princes can’t ::rrriz. affairs of State
with just a ‘George.” In fact, # Princess shouldn’t
even talk with just o ‘George” No, you will have
to be a Lord or 3 Duke or something ™

“Then,” said George—aquite meekly, I thought
—T'll be prime minister,”

Ipﬂ:r.zndmd to give this decision very careful
and serious considerntion, and fmally 1 sid,
Wery well, George, you may be my Prime
Mingater.”

1T was abowt to soguaint my new counselor with
the affairs of Seate when King whistled for
mie from the

“l am being summoned,” T informed George
gravely, “for a very impartant conference. 1 will
infurm you as to the outcome here, in my special
office, tomorrow,”

“WVery well, your Highness,” mid Gearge, and
abthough T could not see him, I am sure his roe
tund form bobbed several times in solemn homage,

Afrer these first formalities of installation,
Gieorge and | met regularly every day umder the
willow tree, and I discussed with him the grave
conditions at the Palace. We made one very tm-

nt change at the second meeting,
e!: thar there was some discrepancy in the ttle

of "Grandfather King,” for he made the astonish-
ing statement that Grandfather King should, by
ull rights, be entitled to the throne. But of course
thes state of affains was impoasible, and o0 we
agreed that Grandfuther should henceforth be
called the "Grand Duke”™ and that hiz powers
would be exactly the same ns these of the Grand
Dhschizss, the King's aister. . ELme
occasion, also outlined o me exact limita
tionn of the riphts of a Princesa, The Prince, he
told me, inherit -the throne, and 1, no
doubt, would be marded to o Prince in some
distant Kingdom, T contemplated this Futore with
grave dignity, and [ told iy con-
cerning love and marriage. | [ained that [
tahz-:fd men were interested !:q;btahmg anly
heautiful wives, and that unless 1 were convinged
that the man who wooed me wanted me for my
“imner self,” | would not give my econsent. When
the Prince came, | declared, | would p&ﬂ him
by making rthe ugliess face poasible.
stick out my tongue and push ap t'h.thpnf iy
nose with my finger, and if he still wanted me,
then | wmd.dbtcmvinmd that it was not for my
henul:r. Georpe apreed that this would be a fine

Thmru.m:ﬁ:mdlywhenlmdetplyhumﬂj
ated, Ihﬂ:&mﬂmqmﬁﬂmmmr
apedu]nﬁne,- we had entered upen the grav:

of discumions when suddenly the Crand
Dudmmurdwﬁhimt hdii:lfl.hgrdgr
fuce was very red, and she breathed hard. “So



EL PORTAL
e

&7

i

hiere you are!”™ she fairly showted, “I've been look-
ing all ower for you—and get of thar damp
earth!™ | was deeply humiliated, for there was
the Prime Minister looking oo, and T knew very
well that a Princess was far above a Duchess—
even i Grand Duchess, but 1 only mustered what
dignity | eould with the Duchess pinching my ear,
and left the affice quite unceremoniousky.

The Duchess toak me to the Palace, which sud:
denly Inoked wery much bke a house, and we
fond the balance of the Royal Family at the
dinner table, T was thrust into my accustomed
chair, and the Duchess sut—quite Fussed—ar my
side. But the Crueen smiled at me, and then |
felt the tears sting my eyes, The Prince, and heir
o the throne, lowered his soup spoon and grinned
quite evilly, The Grand Duke did not even rawse
his head, The King, master of the Palace and
ruler of all the land, frowned with displeasare,

and sucked iz soup. Now the tears were rolling
into my plate, Suddenly I was dashing from the
room—in o manner not becoming t6 4 Princes—
annil T found myself in my specinl office. I squeesed
my eyes quite tight and opened them, There st
Georpe, his spectacles on the tip of his round
nose, and his eyes gleaming at me from over the
rims. But he vanished almost immediately, and
as much a3 [ squeezed my eyes, | couldn'’t bomg
him back again, Then I looked out between the
branches of the willow, and T mw the King com-
ing tewards me with a very rapid and determimed
atride. There wean something very un-king-like in
his expression, and suddenly T didn'e feel like a
Princess at all. "Oh George,™ [ ceied out, “please
help me now!™ But, alas; George could not come
to the aid of one who was no longer a Princess,

That was teclve years ago—I have never scen
Gearge again.

Last Port
By jn.-..nri-;:l.l.ﬂw.w

Oid ships dip weary sails againe the sky,

A alew pea rocks them pently on her breast;
Here in tranguility their brave dreama lie,
Here, where, ke tired birds, they droop and rest.
And T, who watch, see harbor lights swing low
To gather all the weblcome vagrants in,

Catch fragrance of steange cities that [ kmow
Blazed cmce with all the glory men could win.
They huddle on the waters, apent with years,
Gaune, swaying brigh with old seafaring names,
As if they knew nor cared, bereft of tears
That they would go as quiet a8 they came.

And 1, who watch their mttered sails wind-blown,
Dream the wild adventure they have known!

Beauty of Words

By Euzamern Suow

Beauty of words makes heart-fire desp in me,

And only this can quench the lambent flame

For ong brief moment of tranguility:

To waive into oblivion the mame

Of everything that burns me, Only soon

I always find new fuel for the blaze,

For words more eboquent than those lie strewn

Like fagots all along the winding ways,

And 1 must gather them and throw them on

To stir the d.ncpclnq embers into burning.

Buit one [resh stick, and preciouis peace @ gonbe,

Tumned to & leaping bonfire of grear yearning

For all the words thae, ipping from the songue,

Have thrilled the ears of man since time was
young.




Garden

By ErizaserH SHow

Here in the parden where we two have come
To pause a brief, sweet, transient hour or o
We hreathe the shady fragrance of wild plum
Ceoling the long warm hwsh. Silk poppies blow
A splash of red surprise against the wall,
Too white around the bloom that lies within,
Here we have learned of love. Behind it all
The level lind where we have lutely been

Lies ugly in the sun, and out ahead

The way obscures itself among the tree.

Ga? Oh, beloved, let 1 stay inatead,

For, though there be more lovely buds than these
In other gardens, meking them T fear

We shall but End the region of the Weir,

Before the Forest

BY ELIZABETH Sror

The way leads through a forest, dark as dread.
1f we are brave we thall go fenrless there,
Walking our blind path with a patient ered
Thoush there be only hlackness everywhere,
Bewildering and strange to eyes hike ours,
Llsed only to white starkight on the sea,

To smehine apilling gold among the fowers,
To moonlipht-silvered hills,. For you and me
It may seem hard, o hard to follow through;
Oithers have faltered, turned, and lost their way—
But if T give my little help to yoo

And you give yours to me, surely someday
We shall come out together to the light,

And find it sweeter for the draught of night.

EL PORTAL

I Knew

By Eirzanerit SHOwW

When first I looked mto your eyes | knew,
For there was all the lavghter of the years—
Rich, quict laughter hing deep and blue
Within them, and the conguered need for team
There was great kindoess, and a level mge
Aguingt all those who hurt the little things,
Conception, and the wisdom of o mpe—

A weisdom that slow, thoughtful reading brngs,
Wot of mere worded volumes, bt of days

I saw the tempered courage of the wise

Where we poor foolish beings have o blaze

OF blind bravada. There within your eyea

I found a formicss sermeom, and T knew

That, humhled, T st ever fallow you.

Let Us Not Grieve

By ECzapeTH SHOW

Let ue not gricve, my heart.  He who 12 gone
Was but 7 man, and there are many such,
Hear my soft, heahng chant from daom to dawn:
Peace, for you did not love him very much;
His coming Kt in you no scarlet torch,

Mo dangerous calidity of passion,

And so his going leaves no after-scorch,

You leved him only in o simple fashion

Groem of the quiet comfort of each day.

He was but bread, but rest, but warming sus,
But water to the thirst, salve to allsy.

Let us not grieve, heart, now that this is done,
For surely, meaning only that o you,

He soon can be replaced by somesne new,
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The Medea

By Daongs Grow

ITISdepluuhkbutm'rhltﬂu WAE Pogs
in this round world are as they are, by nature,
They were born square. If they endeavor to
whittle themselves down to 3 mere seoming
roundniess, however, they are only by
rebukes from their more fortunate associates,
The most unfortunate case of this kind was
broughe directly to my attention some years ago,

our porch without o much as a basket or blanket
to protest her nn'mld youth. Wondering what
circumetances eould have any
ble parents to forsake :h&rm spring |:fhn:l
manner, we rescucd the kitten and gave her some
milk 3nd a name. A very little care and affection
mmd\Hﬂn and she was soon frolicking
the living room in the uncertain gaggering
mrlmdunmmul the infantz of the feline
family

The longer we had Medea the more we became
attached to her and the harder it became o
imagine any mother so paminless that she could
give up such a loving child, Another matoer that
ales cansed us some contemplation was the fact
that Meden evidently came from a good family,
for her fur was long and of a slky finences; so
it secmved doubeful that poverty had been the
cause of her parenis’ diserting her.

After we had had her for a month, Medea
was only a farger edition of the plump, purring
kitten we had first rescoed from the doorstep,
Mvrmmmr:.ﬁwh:hﬂulpﬂdrgrunm
thing, begnn agitating the question of securing

tion papers, She thought that we ghould im-

tely obtain legal proof that Medea wag ours
in case the parents should ever return to reclaim
thetr child, 1| agreed with her, for it seemed
wisest that Medea should look upon ue as her
uctual parents as she grew older. 5o often chils
dren who know they are adopted feel inferior
to their companions.  Thereu e leyed a
hwyumn.{:mrzuiﬂ\cmp:::r. .

A few evenings later, after we had tucked

Medes in bed, my roommate mentéoned how un-
our child’s fur was becoming
:upmbublybu.mnmngtﬂlﬂelttr{nl’uﬂ;

fu.n'" I replied, “and then too, she spends most

of her time plaving outside with the sesghbor's
kittens.  [t's impossible 1o keep a kitten fooking
neat and clean.” As the weeks passed, however,
Medea’s new fur didn’e come in, and the old fur
became shorter and shorter in relation to her in-
creaning size. In vain we treated ber coar with
perfumed soape, hair oils, and brushes—the fur
m}s:ri'mm shorter and more m—.u.gly 17
£ Were lppmtrbmg afl 4
when we oheerved another defect Ckl'l:lﬂp‘lm
uur protege. While Medea's front legs were cat-
like enough, her hind legs were growing oue of all
respartion, The gade & her back, from bead
ljn:ln tail, became more i With this un-
looked-for physical development there came & de-
plorable change in Medea's docile and
cheery personality. When we tried to pet her,
she would roll over an her back, hooking all clawe
into the friendly hand, and, hn-]ng thus secured
the hand from escape, would hite it with a fere-
city that waa mest shocking. After she had mauled
one unmercifully, she would leap away, shoot up
2 curtain, iy to the radio, over the davenport
and thus leave kavoe behind her in every room.
My friend and I were worsed. At last my room:
ml&mdl}mmpncmwchad'hctbbuq har-
boring in our souls for many days.

"'Duvwmppcu that perhaps Medes dan't all
cat?" she questioned,

*'1 was afraid would notice that,” | rephied,
“She looks defimitely like 2 cat in the front quar:
m'bu.tmynu?:tqudh:rfmﬂ.t]egu,!h:
resemblance ceases,

“Her hind lega look like o pochet edition of a
kangaroo's,” sad my roommate, determined to
reach the hottom of the mystery,

“But 0 kangaroo stays on the pround, while
Medea doesn't. She climha 1 vwondered if she
was part monkey.”

“Her curtain climbing ahility would pednt to
that, but there is no such physical resemblance,”
n.rguncl my frIm
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doorntep, We realized bow public opindon would
turn against her as well as against us when her
discrepancy became more accentuated with her
increase in size.

“Ax if we didn't have enough trouble wagging
A War against ants, i em child has to be
foisted upon us” sighed my roommate.

“We must not turn against Medea because of
her doubtful heritage. needs our love and
protection now more than when she was a hand-
some infant,” 1 pasd loyally.

“Its difficult to love such a misconstructed creas
ure,” replied my friend, “and 1 think we are the
ance who need protection from those Fiendish
clows of hers. 1 see your paint, however; her life
will never be pleasant. She will always be the
ohgeet of ridicule and criticism for o thing over
which she had no controd—her birth,”

As Medea grew older, she became more lank
and misshapen. Feed her as we would, she did
not gain weight, We had long ago given up
hopes for her coat. Then a8 her playmates be-
came old enugh to notice the discrepancies be-
twern themselves and Medea, my friend and 1
were confronted with a new and more scrious

lem, Medea's friends began teasing her about

r lanky hind legs, her emaciation, and her scrag-
ply coat of fur. We could always tell when she
had been mercilessly mgmed by her comrades for
she wrmld slink wp to the bedroom and yowl at
herself in the mirror for bours at a time My
friend and [ were touched by pity and remorse,
for we could see the inevitable mark this would

her kiten playmates refused to have o
dnwﬁhuu}deu,myfrhndhitupm Iuptlﬂ
expedient importing severnl rabbits into

household, hoping Medea might be accepted by
theee of the other side of her family. For 2 ong
time Medes seemed her happy self amain with

can. We feared that this night life woubd bring
Medea in contact with the lower strata of society
and lead her into erime, but if we shut her in
the house, she wus so restless that no one could
sleop. We were seriously thinking of mking her
to & peycho-analyst when she perpetrated her
fatal act.

My friend, on poing downsades to st the
cnffee ane miming, gave a picrcing shrick and in
a moment was again in bed cvercome with shock.
| qu'lmh:::] I;r udﬂiﬂdm:amu!u before u't::rﬁ
what : ing o regain oon
n[hﬂmﬁhfmdmﬂntmm
browicht o friend hotne with her. [ was prepared
to rejoice at this turn of affairs, when my Friend
told me to take n look at the newcomer. 1
hastened halforay deown the stuira, hefore | was
abruptly halted by the hormor of what I saw. To
think that Medea hod fallen to this. Medea was
froficking about in o happy-go-locky manner, true
cnmf)—hm with a snake! | rivaled my foend's
shrick, but 1 took the precaution of locking the
bedroom door before returning to bed,

The hours dragged slowly that morning.
With a snake between uﬂf:nd r.hlr telephone &{:Ez
wies fno chance of our being able to call the
to remove Medea and her friend, Pinally the
postman came by, and we called out the window
to him to please rescue us, That afternoon o rep-
resentative of the called and captured the
live stock in our We have not heard of
Medea snce, but we often speik of the unjust
fir.Jtl.' of those who are neither one thing nor an-
other,

Prayer of the Betrothed

By Euzsanere Suow

Father, each load @ lighter oo us now

With four young hands together for the beanng,
And the grey, endless hours we knew alone
Are grown mercurial, but for the sharing,
Mow, pausing here upon the morn-drenched hill
Where the bright grass is beautiful with motion,
We m our way, through chaam and through

Ower the ciffs, and down along the ocean.
It may be ardoous; we fear not, God

We do not ask thee fragrant jonguil weather,
HNor genele paths, but anly we gn,
Soaring or plunging, all the way together.
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Plague

By EvrzapeTH SHow

Starshine and T alone upon a hill

OHbserve again our quist rendezvous,

Below, the stricken cities hoddie, shrill

In babbling terrer, as small childen do

Who do not vnderstand the Thing they fear,
Buer blindly sense it power, Let them cry:

I cannot catch the sound of them up here,
Where all the shining liguid of the sky

Powers over me and drowns me in a flood

Of swimming star-gold in o mids of dark.
Teanquility goes singing through my bleod
Until 1 almoee oeloome dﬂﬂ\‘l sranfe bq_rqur,
Coming to bear so many, weapped in sleep,
Ot where the blue beatitude is deep.

Invocation

By Evizanerii SHow

Oh, trees thas 1 have loved, ke me again

In rough brown tender arms and hold me high
Above the earth whose gifts are gilded pain,
Take me agnin into the pristine sky

And heal me of the uleer at my soul,

It eats away this browsed, unwanted life

That | muse keep; it gnows my self-control
Until T fain would shrick my inner strife

In sheill, discordant tones above the wind,
Whail all my grief abroad like scomething wild,
Oh, take me, take me, trees, and let me find
The hescient peace 1 boved, when as a child

I climbed, and all the world seemed at your fect
A greatr untasted fruit which would be sweet.

Nurse to Juliet

By ErizansTii SHow

They muse not love, and seeing themselees bound
By great hard bands ¢hat they can never break,
They do not chafe st them, for they have found
That strugghe but augments the burning ache
To apony past bearing. B, instead,

They stand like docile children, who with awe
Have heard the words parental lips have sid,
Heard, and accepted, knowing words are baw,

But I have heard a footfall in the night,

A match of love-song whispered on the stair,

Have ghmpsed warm fingers twined.  And,
benping white,

Ok, T have seen the vital radiance there

Between them, quenchless still, and unconfined

By the vocsbulary of mankind!
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