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T SEMATOR JAMES D, PHELAM [T31:]

Birring hie fifgtime Sspotor James 0. Pholan was Iniermation-
ally lnown an a statesmap, patron of the arts, and perfsct host.
Dictinfuizhed goests were sntertained with & lavish band at  his
magrificent extate, Viita Mantsiwa, Threough his friendship with Dr.
Henry Meads Bland, peet lsureate of Califernia and professor of
English In tha San Jose Glate College, Semator Phelam becams o
toreuted bn creative wkillag by the #ludents of the Callege. Eagh
year hg wolonmad Ui mambers of the Englishk Clab ta Willa
Mentalve, whers the guests had luncheon and were entertained with
i program of musis and postry,

The encouragéement shown to young writers by Benator Pheian
did not cease with his death. In his will & beguest of §10,000 was
left to the Ban Jese State College, the annual Income of which was
to be given In awards to students Tor excelloncs In pockry amd far
the continuation of the Monialén Contesl s apansored by him. A
great deal of interest In erasfive writing has already bosn stinlated
by the baguesl. Thia s of El Porial containing the awards in
iha contond in dedicated in geateful remembrance to s geerous
wpanaod. SeAdator James 0. Phelan.




RESPITE
JEAN SEWELL SMITH

A sere and crumpled leaf, a stream near dry,
A wind that's blown too warmly and too long,
A phrase too oft repeated of o song—

We weary of things overworn, and I

Am overworn by yvou. Our spring has fled;
You find me cloying, tumid, like & rode

Teo red, too heavy scented. You suppose
What you loved yesterday today is dead.

But winter cannot kill a blogsom — quite —
It blooms sgain wpon another bough.

And T shall seem again ss fresh and bright
To someone else, though when or whera

I care not. Bince your love has taken flight,
I reat obscure in quiet winter now,

WOLINDED

JEAM SEWELL SMITH

Al once my life was like o quiet glen

Where velvet grass and beby-blue-eyes grew,

And wide white blosaoms. There the weat wind blew,
And wild birds whistled carcls. Ah, "twas then

Love Inid his warm young heart upofi my own

And clasped me fondly in his firm ombrace

And rained his fragrant kisses on my face—

1 was my love's, and he was mine alone.

But suddenly I saw my love arise,

And I, whom he had ardently caressed,

Beheld his satyr horna and hairy thighs

And how his heedless hooves the blossome pressed,
Pale petils drenched in darkling garnet dyes

That ran from out his hoof print in my breast,



SONG FROM A CAST

JEAM SEWELL SMITH

Tomorrow, tomorrow brings life back to me—
Tomorrow 1I'll look on & green living tree!

A tree, after looking at nothing but high

Plastersed walls and & ceiling, a window of sky—

For eleven still years in a white empty room,

Like o mummy embalmed in a clean vaulted tomb,

I have lain on my back — while the world clattered by—
Without power to live or cournge to die

Huve you lnin in an orchard with trees nll around,

With your body pressed close to the leaf-covered ground?
I have lain 8o, and joyed that my soft flesh was hurt
By the sharp clods, and warmed by the sun-heated dirt.
Then 1 knew I was only an intricate clod,

Jugt u slight hillock moved by the whisper of God,

And my blood was ereék water, my body the ground—
Have you lain in an orchard with trees all around?

Now I lie on my back, while the women below

In the streetz and the houses—they live! oh, 1 know

That they take their sweet share of man-love, and give birth
To silky dolls fashioned of exquisite earth;

That they move and they work and they love and they bear;
That they've all of the sunlight and tree-ghade and air —
God! T know, I'm a woman and young! But I lie

With just ceiling and walls and & window of aky

And relentless dull pain for eleven long years.

Omee 1 wept, but I've emptied the well of my tears:

Omnee I sang, but no mare, for the last lovely note

Hed strangled long since in the depths of my throat;

Onee I lnughed; once T dreamed; once, even o8 you,

You women below me, once T was loved too.

That's over, And with it—both pleasure and sorrow

Have gone, yet T atill have a hope for tomorrow.

Tomorrow, tomorrow—0h, God, portion me
The whole of my birthright in one living tree



THUNDER IN THE MOLINTAINS

A TRAGEDY IN ONE ACT

MICHEL LIPMAMN

CHARACTERS
The Leech Kownmeddii.
The Lesch Moscallom,
The Leech Malamumdi.
Vinldl, n blsck seryitor,
Princess Laffl of U7jarjini.
Kalne, the FPrinoess’ attondant
Frince Dushyants, of Tljar{lnl
Tubir, black servant of the Prinos,
HKallsadn, & templs adepi
‘The Vislor Buanvar,
The Vigler Tmmiynhomd.

(The eurfain opens on o room in the enatle of the Afabak of Ujjariini
The room is severely furnished. A amell table of heavy eorved womd
sfnady fovward one zide,

The tive is gaons ago, when the world ives very young.

From spmewhere below the sound of wild, berboric musio, penetaot-
ed by drunken skoutz and enptches of soag, comes with o wuffled
faintness. The Three Leeches are talking)

Firat Leech, | have given him a potion brewed from the dried fruit of
the batyn tree and brought at great expense from the now lost island
of Trogalomin. So great is ik power that [ have seen it raise a man
who had already been thrown into the pits and make him whole again,
You the great Atabak's soul etill dwells in the palnce of the Biack
Goddess,

Seeond Leech, From my hands he received the magic powder that is made
from s kraken's heart added to a pulp ground from all the pages that
are left from the forbidden Book of the Second Life. The Great Ata-
bak still breathes, but the Black Goddess will soon claim him for her
oW,

Third Leech, My friends, your droughts and simples no doubt sre very
effective, but I gave him an slixir soch az the world has never before
known. It was an elixir that | made from s single searlet flower that
grew high in the mountains whers not another living thing could
exist, close to the belling lake where the terrible Fire God dwells, he
who spews forth borning pitch and desdly vapors and sulphurous
gares, Three crystal drops 1 made, and I gave them all to the mighty
ruler who will never rise ngain From his bed.
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Firat Leech. 1t is ull of ne wse. Our drugs and our bleod-lettings are
powserless to help the Atabwk beenuse of the sinful life he hos led.
The land has fallen into ruin while he made 8 pretense of roling. No-
where will you Tind such luxury as in the houses of the grent ones in
Ujjnriini, nor 6t the same time such misecy as in the hovels of the
poor peopls, He fs u wicked man, The demons of the Dark Palace
wre calling him, and he has no cholee bul to be carried off by them.

Second Leech, It i3 no less sinful for them who carouse and swill liks
plgs in the great hall below, 1 am sure that one day the Fire God
will eome down from his mountain snd destroy them all ga he did in
the almost forgotten dayvs of our no less wicked aneestors. 1 have
heard ofd legends which tell us how the God awoke one doy and walk-
ed in the valley, destroying everything in his path,

Firat Leseh, | have heord that he punished only those who had not led
virtoous livas,

Thivd Leeck. They are old wives' toales and mesn nothing, but T have
heard that the Fire God vewarded thoss who went aboot in the land
doing good and punished those who lived in pretense and deceit,

Seeond Leech. | lmow nothing of that. [ only heard that he walked in
the valley and destroyed everything. There is 8 prophecy which
anys that he will some day walk agnin,

First Legoh. That day may come sooner than wo expect, This very eve-

ning I spoke with an adept from the temple of the high priest Chinkal,
the temple in the hills which is nearvest the Fire God's caves and
farthest from any other habitation. He has come to warn the court
that the Fire God ls indeed grumbling and his thinder ls gradually
growing louder. 1 belleve that if we were very still, we could hear
It véry faintly even ot this distunes.
{They ave quiel for o moment, listening, There 18 just the fointest
pumble, ez yet go ndigbinguishable that @ connot be heaed above the
sovgnid of eonversation.  Thiz eunible conbimues alermittently theowegh-
ot the pluy, very grodielly growing fonder until if = quite promtnent
ot the ond )

Third Leech, 3o Chinkal has sent a messenger with a message.  Eh, well.
Wis he the young fool who stood apart with the soldiers und watched
with ealf-like eyes the Princess Laili make hevsell desirable in the
sight of every drunken lord and noble in the hall?

Firvst Leeck., He was with the soldiers when 1 spoke with him. Kalisada,
e said, was his name. And certainly while he talked he watched
the Prineeas’ every move, He was waiting for someone to whom he
conld deliver his message,

Thivd Leeck, Then let this Kalieade beware. [t hns not been soven days
gimee the princess had of me a powerful and secret potlon, nor has
it heen seven dave since Arhad, Captain of the Fivet Escort,sickenad
wnd died.

Seeond Leech. He will want veplacing.

Third Leech. He will be replaced by Prince Dushyanta.

Fivst Leech, He will not be replaced by Prince Dushyanta. The Princess
hates her cousin because he alome stands between her mnd the
Atabalk's empty throne.



Third Leech. And 1 aay that is all the more reason, The Prince will be
the next Atabak, and after him the Princess will he the roler,

Second Leoch. Many men have loved the Princess, and their lives have
all been short., I do not think that the Prince will live to see his
grandchildren if he hns aught to do with the Princess,

Third Leech. 1 have heard, that for all hiz daellying with poetry, the
Prinee is not eneily trapped. e is young, but he has sutwitted some
of the cleverest men in the kingdom who have set themselves agninst
hidmi,

Seeond Leech,  The Prines is clever, but the Princess has subtle poisons
and for all her beauty, she has o hearl as cold and as devious as an
Omagan secr. 1 am aure that she will hecome Atnbaks on the death
of her unehe,

Firvst Lesel, She iz strange. She is strange and very beautiful. She
will be ruler of this land and all the subjects must bow to her will.

Third Leech. She shall indeed be ruler. She shal be an empress bocisso
of her will, and ghe shall be a slave beeause of her will

Seeond Leech., That is thut? An empress and n slave? You are mad,
Mainmande. You are abways saying things that no one else under-
stunde.

Third Leeeh. You will see, An empriess and o alave. Tt is you who are
mad, and it will not be long before everyone knows it

Firal Leech, Do not talk so, 1 think it must be wicked to spealc of the
Princess in thiz manner. It &8 golting very late. 1 wish we were
gone from here.

Thivd Leseh, Our friend has suddenly turned very moral. He is grow-
ing uneasy, It is the growing thunder of the Fire God that urges
him to hasten his steps.

Firgt Leech. It is not 1 that need fear God's wrath——

(As these words nre spoken, Valil, o giganbie black, eowes fnto
the vroom. He iz nearly wude, and ks obony sln gleawis in the Ught,
Hig presewee inspives v glooty silenee on Ehe part of the Threee
Leeches)

Vakil. The Princess Laili will see your excellencies now, to be infermed
aof the Atabalk's henlth,

(Vekil slands to one side, the Lesches sfrike o cireumepent abti-
fude, and the Privcess enters. She iz slevnder and very pole with
et dark eyes and Bloek hair,  FLiko oll seicked princesses, she i@
vy bennkiful)

Princess, How smpty the paleee fosls tondight! Thers is o strange cold
wind stealing thru it and a feel of death in the air. My unele is going
to die, is he not?

First Leech, Princess, for many weeks the people of the land will mourn
this duy of sorrow. )

Second Leech. Princesa, before the sun rises on o new day, the Black
Goddess will come (o wring the hearts of all mankind.

Third Leech. Princess, before the fourth hour passes, the (Great Atabak,
whose merey fa prajsed by all the peopls, whose charities exceed nll
holief, whose justice and mercy are sung in every thront, this good
and genernus man, oh Princess, will be no more.
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Princess. 1t is a day that comes at lzst for the greatest king or the basest
pessant, The palace is even now plunged inte the despest sorrow,
It ia  loss that will weigh hepvily upon all who loved him.

Three Leeches, (Eckoing piounslyy Al who leved him indeed.

Prieeas, And our pratitude poes with you for vour skilful services.
{Tha Leeches go out, but the Third Leech tweng at the door and eones
buek to the Princess. Vakil olze Teaves)

Third Leeck, Princess, this ia & very snd occasion, this death of tho
Atabak. (The Preiucdess foake af Liwi, bt does not gpeek) 1 am sure
that evervone ia very sad. (He powges, greeted aeilh worg silence)
It would be most painful if another death wers to take ploee, (An-
pther mrze) The Prince Dushyanta is a young man. And the Prin-
cess hes o powerful poison.  [(Pawse) It would be very sad i the
Prince wore to die alss, (Pouse) T am @ poor man, Princess, and the
Prince ja still & young men.  (The Prineess goes to the toble and
glviltes teviee upwn o small gong.  Valkil enters)

Thivd Leech, Thank you, Prineess, thank you. 1 am o very poor man,
and my children have scarce enough to eat, (The Prineess afmply
points to the Lesck, nnd Vakil adoences upon hing sinister ond wien-
acing. The Leeek watches him with terror-filled eyes, powerless ta
THTE,

Third Leeeh, Princces! T did net mean the words 1 spoke, | uttered them
in jest. 1t was but m jest. Princess, spare me! Spare my hifel ( Vekd
weizey ond drags fiw i out, satill pleading and faploring )

Kaloe.  (Entering) He will squeal when Vakil rons his skewer thr him.
But we have only & short time left.  The Atabak will soon be gone.
Then Dushyanta will take his place, and when he has drunk the
sacred wine even you dere not touch him.

Priweess. 1 wonld dave anything for the threne,

Kpiae,  Anything bt this:

Prineess,  (Smiling bitterly)  Yeos, that is troe.  As long as he is not
Atobak, T may do anything 1 wish, but the people would tear me to
hits if. . . . ah, but everything is wrong. 1 wish . , I know not what—
1 wiagh 1 had been born o commoner, without this yearning for power,
this desire for the right to command, [ must be Atabaka, Kaloe, 1
must have the throne or 1 will go mad. Nething shall provent me
from having it. @, Kalee, what ia the matter? What has come over
mee? 1 was not always like this, . ., 0 few years ago | wss happy,

Kalne, The Princess has changed oven in the last few daye. 1 think it
is the shadows—I can feel it , too, There iz something creaping down
upon us—something doad, vot something moving with & kind of half-
life. Perhaps the souls of dead loves have come back from the em-
bers, come baek for something forgotten.

Priveesi. Have you noticed how gueerly the animalz in the eourtyard
acted this evening? They were silent and seemed strongely unessy,
And the shoating, too, is strange, The voices sound like the beating
of o drum in & great empty hall, It s eold, too. 1t 18 damp and
murky outside, nnd yet my hands are like ice.  That i8 odd o6 o sum-
mer night.

Kale, Porhaps it [= but o wind stirred by the wings of the Black God-

-]



dess as she goes about the palnee waiting—waiting for the man whao
liea in the chamber above us.

Prineess.  There must be two souls to carry into the Dark Castle, Kalne,
go to where the Prince ia fepsting in the banguet hall and ask §f he
hae findshed the poem. T should like to hear o poem, (Kalte goes out.
The Princess strikes twice upon the gong, med the blaek Vakil ap-
s}

You have tuken care of the Lesch? (The Muek nods) That ia
well, Prince Dushyannts will be here seon. Do not be hssty; do not
be clumsy, Strike deep, and only onee.  (Valil conceals himself be-
Kind the dosr. The Princess stands af the window for g monient in
milence, The shoubling and revelry downsinire hos quieted down some-
what but for an eecosionnl shout, and the musie contioces, buf spes-
modically, The Fire God's rumble fs speamodie, too, but it i o litte
louder,

Prinee Dushyanta. {(Entering. He hos drunk o great deal of wine, but
if pppeave not to have offected him o eny éxtent) My dearvest Laili,
the muses will rejoice to hear that the gracious Princess of Ujjurjini
now adds the love of poetry to her many accomplishments.

Prineess.  The revelers are repulsive, Dushyantsi, The Atabak ls dying.
1 wish to be smused.

Dushyonta, And so you send for Dushyantm. That wis wise. May 1
yead you these lines that [ have just composed?

FPrinceas.  YWes, vead me the lines, And when you have finished, | would
like to talk.

Dushyante, The Princess has changed of late, (He takes o manuscripl
of Hafiz's pootry from his bell ond reads)

What is wrought in the forge of living and life—

All things are niught! Hol Fill me the bowl,

For nnught is the gear of the world and the strife!

(ne passion has quickened the heart and the soul,

The Beloved's presenee alone they have sought—

Love at least exists; yet if Love were not,

Heart and soul would sink to the commaon lot—All things are naught!
The span of lfe Is as of five little days,

Brief hours and swift in this halting-place;

Rest softly, ah rest! while the Shadow delays,

For Time's self is naught and the disl's face.

Om the lip of Oblivion we linger, and short

15 the wiiy from the Lip to the Mouth whers we pags—

While the moment is thine, fill, oh Saki, the gluss Ere all is naught!

{As the poeni progresses, Vokid creeps slowly toword ham with
a dagger in iz hond,  The Princess stonds fmmehile,  When Vikil
in about half woy te the Prince, another back, Tabir, appears ol the
daorwey and creeps on gilent feet after Vakil  As Valkil is about fo
staly the Prinee, Tobir folls wpon hwm—one hand grasping the dagger
arm, the other at e throat, wnd drags kim without o sound to the
doorweny, where they struggle for o mentent apd then pass beyond, A
mmmant later Tobir comes in corrying the dogger, nowe sleined with
bood, that o second before bad been in the honds of Vakil. Tabir
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takes his plice af the side of the Prinee, who o still reading, seeningly
unconscious of the sbruggle that fus tuken plaee,

Dushyante, (Finighing) Did you like 1£7

Princess, 1t displensed me for the most part. You are stupid today,
Dushyanta,

Dughyasite.  (Lawghing) It iz the wine | have drunk.  If you would
drink more you would be merrier. When you are merry, you are
not so dangerous. Now you are solemn. You are thinking—need 1
any of what?

Princess. Do not trouble.  Your guard has already shown you my inten-
tiong, Do with me what you will.

Dushyante, You are beautifal tonight, Laili. 1 can think only of yoor
good. It is that which is uppermost in my mind.

I know that you wish fo rule, that the position of Afabaka is
ane Tor which you would sell your sool. But there is more then one
wiy for you to attain your desive,  Ladll, 1 would have youo conaider
onee more the offer which | have so often made vou. Wail until
after my father passes to his ancestors.  We will wait a month or so,
and then hold a great eeremonial ln the eity, and you will reign in
Ujjnrjmi with me,

Princess, No,

Dushyants. The wife of the new Atabak would have great honors—
prent  power would be hers — pven greater than those now enjoyed
by the Princess Lafll. (The Prineess slowly tiwmis Gee beck ) Lafli, T
have offered to share my power with you. Everything that you
might desire would be at your command. Ewven [, the Atabek. would
serve your slightest whim. (The Princess romietns silent.)  Laili, hear
me — ( Dushyanie fnkes her nrem)

Princess,  ( Dnmoving, without emofion) You are cold, Dushyanta, Your
touch i fike the meist belly of a sorpent upon my Cesh.

Dushyante. (Drops his kand)  That is clearly snid, Laill. Now I too
whall speak clearly. In a few hours the drunken sot upatairs will be
dend, snd 1 shall be Atabak. Then 1 am a living God, and 1o one in
this tind would dare face the vengeance that falls upen one  whao
harme me, Then, Laili, abaolute power will be mine, and you will be
but a mesk and obedient subject. My wish will be your commuond.
You will have no course biit to obey, You will have none to appeal
to, for T am supreme, You réfused to share my throne honorably ;
you will live to regret it.

Princegs, The Atabak is not yet desd. Dushyania s still but & mortal
prince.

Ihishyanta, The Atabak has sesicely an hour before him.  (He poes to
the door) 1 am sorry to hove been so dull. 1 have read you all the
povtry that T had, 1 think now 1 shall write some lines to the moon.
Dhd you noties that it had & strange look tonight?  This evening thers
wias 4 searlet mist about it, and now it glows like a great lantern re-
flected In u quiel pool. (He pouser) Perhnps an hoor; perhaps not
even that, (He goex)

Princess.  (She rings ouce upon the gong) Kalas! Come quickly. ( Kalve
entery)  You heard him? What is to be done?
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Kalne, Kallsada is still waiting, He bhas grown tall and brown in the
yenrs he has been away.

Princess, Kalisada! He has come? And you spoke to him tonight. Ka-
lne? You were close to him? What did he say — did he speak of
me?

Kolne, He sald that he had & message from Chinkal for you.

Prinvess, 1 am nfraid to see him, 1 will only remember that we were
youny together, and forget that the Atabak is dying,

Kolne; When he spoke his voice was low and vibrant, and grew desper
when he mentioned your name

Prineeza.  Tell him (o coma.

Ratwe. | have told him. He is here, |(Kolisodo enters, Koloe goes oul)

Princezs. Why did they send you? 1 am sorry you emme.

Ratlisada, 1 was the best horseman they had, Chinkal has sent & message.
The Fire God Is awakening in his mountain. Sinee early this morn-
ing his rumblings have grown londer, and high up on the cliff that
overlooks the temple, we could see steam issning from between the
retks, The vapors were thick and choked us who are used to them.
Thers {s danger, Princess, that the God will burst from his caves and
agmin walk in the land s he did once long ago in the days of our
ancestors,

Prancess.  That is not important.  Tell me about vourself. How do vou
like the temple?

Kaotigada, It is very strange. When the Atabok made me enter, | thought
that it was very wonderful, but teday, us [ rode down from the hills,
I svw i single blossom growing in o pool. Tt was the first Cewer that
I had seen in the three years of my selitude. T would have given all
three years for that single plant.

Prineeas, Are there no things rowing in the mountains?

Kalisaeds. There is nothing. The vapor fram the Fire God's eavern in
the Great Mountain Kills every tree and shrub and living thing exeept
men,  Even the animals shun the hill country. The men do not live
long, but quickly die.

Privesss, Let us not talk about death,

Kolisada., (e loughs — not kumorously)  How tragie it 1s that 8o many
of the Princess’ friends have died, and all so unexpectedly sinee 1
wint — ginee — in the last three years, It must make you very sad
to be reminded of them.

Prineees.  They died — but they feli no pain, It was just like going to
sleap. When 1 begin to grow old 1 should like to die that way.

Kalisada, That makes it easier to understand., Tell me, since 1 am —
einee I was the only one ever to love you and still live, why do all the
others dwell in the palpee of the Black Goddess?

Prineess, Before vou, there were no other — and when vou left, you took
part of me gway, 1 hated you, I think, For days 1 brooded, hating
you, and then Vadunsmu made me:forget vou — for awhile, He
loved me too much, I told him not to love me so much, When 1
tired of him, he wins 8o very unhappy. And when Tanu eame, Vadu-
nami suffored very much. [ eould not bear to see him suffer that
much. It made me unhappy slso — T thought of you. 1T — and =0 he



died. Ever after that, whenever 1 tired of a man — he died, [ am
not gorry. 1 have swved many from suffeving as 1 did.

Kalisada. Laili, when vour eyes are like that, I can remember a long time
ago, when we were very litthe and played among the flowers in the
garden. One day & black hairy spider dropped onto your hand. You
sereamed. 1 laughed at you, Then you let the spider elimb over your
arm and face and you never moved a musecle.

Prineess. 1 remember. My vitals seemed to crawl within me, but T weould
not have your langhter,

Kualisndn. It esems such o long time age.  Tonight while T watched you
in the hall with that — while | watched you at the feast, 1 remems-
bared (he first time 1 kissed you. We were on the tower nearest the
moat, and you teased me because | was so lorg and thin and swhward,
I beeame angry and said that your jade green syes were like o eat’s,
and that your hair was se black becauss you were really the black-
amith's daughter und not x princess ot all.

Priveees.  And 1 slapped you and tove at your face with my finger-noils.

Kolisada, They were sharp, and brought tesrs to my eyes, but 1 would
not Jot you know it. Then I grabbed nnd kissed you. Laili — —
{She ie very wvenr kime,  Ho shoes her just koo it wes done )

Princess, You should not have done that. 1 have work to do tonight.
Tomorrow, perhaps, things might be different,

Knlimado. Yes, it was wrong, Seeing you made me forget that you are
g Princess and T am but the messenger. T must return to Chiakal
tomaorrow with your reply.

Priveess. There is no reply. The high priest would have us onge more
make snerifices and bring handseme presents to the shrine as our
fathers did, so thot the God will not punizh us for the wickedness in
which we live, That much is true; the pigs thut live in o peasant’s
sty are more virtuous than we. Tonight you saw men and women put
animals to shame. But we fenr no goblin that hides in & five cave
and stamps down to do destruction. Our walls are thick and tall; our
palace s tmpregnable. We defy the God, Our songs will drown his
roar with thelr clamor; our feasts are wilder than his rage, und our
wine it redder thon his flnmes. Let us-speak no mare of him.

Kolisado, Ladli, what you say is only too true. Can you nok pot an end
to-all thisevil 1ife? It ean only resalt in grief and puin for yoo. And
what of the people of the land? Alveady their burdens are greater
than they can bear, All this lavishness and luxury is fast draining
the trepsaore houses, and the people can pay ne heavier tribules, yet
here you squander riches with a libern] hand. Perhaps Dushyanta
eonld be persunded—

Princess, (Interrupting) Dushyanta will do nothing. When the Atabak
diea, T will gain the throne,

Katisnde. But you are not — ah, 1 see.  Ancther death?

Princess. 1f there is no ofther way.

Kuoltsade, You must not do it, Laili. It is very wrong.

Prinecess, Hallsadn, in the years that you have been mulling over ancient
biooks and papers you have grown soft and spineless; you have lost
vour manhood, There is no wrong in stamping out & venomous
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beast, Dushyanta has proven himeslf less.

Kalisedr. Laili, in another year my training will be at end. T have not
vyt taken the final vows; | will withdmw from the temple, amd we
will go to estates in Mnopia and live there in happiness,

Princees. We used to spend the spring of the year in Moopin. 1 loved
to wander in the thick dark forestz that grew on the lower hille, Do
you rermember that pool, the one we called the silver pool because the
moonlight seeping through the trees made it look like polished metal?

Kaolisnde. That was not the reason. We called it the ailver pool becupse
af the figh that lived in it. When we watched them in the water they

were of pure silver, but when [ would cateh one of them, they seemed
ae ordinary fish.

Priveess, 1 should like to go back there. 1 should like onee more to bind
red poppies in my hoir and walk on the fresh plowed earth jost as
tha sun iz coming up in the morning.

Ralisada. 1 should like to eat the peasant food again; the black bread and
the goats" milk and the meat they roast over an open fire,

Princess.. We can be happy in Mnopin, (dr though fo contradict her, o swl-
den lowd vumble from e Fire God pushes info consciowsness,  For

a moment the Princese stands irresolide — then something seemn fo
teke possession of her. She brashes o hand ocross her forehend ax

though to clear her visiom. Then ., . )
1 cannot do as vou wish, 1 muzt remain here. T am to be empress, No
matter what would turn me aside, that aim must be accomplished.

(Almost epologetioally ske adds) Tt is not T that speaks, Kallsada; it is
not my heart, Buot to gain the throne T wounld sacrifice sl that o
human holds dear.

Kaolisada., Those are strange words, Laill,  (Qddly eigid, the Princéss
wolks ooy, There ie pilence for o moment, Dushpnute eaters)

DPrshyonte, Did 1 hesr my name mentioned T

Prineess. It could only have been the demons calling to you, Dushymnta.

Dustyonde. Ever gracious Princess! And Kalisada! Welcome to this
tomb dripping with tears, this sorrow-gilded sepulehre. I am suore
yon hove eome to weep with s upon this sad cccasion,

Kalimnda, 1 am sorry for the Atabek. 1Is there no hope for him?

Dushgonta,  (Wiptag o tear) My father and our beloved ruler iz fast
approaching dizsolution. He has worn himsgelf out with working for
Ehe gaod of the penple,

Princess. [ pray vou, Dughyanta, do not tread the same path. A second
sorrow of this kind would be more than we coald bear,

Duahyante. Princesa, | am desply touched by vour anxiety for my wel-
fare. But do not be uneasy, 1 promise that my loyal subjects will
not berate themselves becnuse of my constant labora in their behalf.

Pringess.  Our relicf is immeasurable, (Dushponts looks ot her keenly)

Dushyunta. Good! Kalisada, it has been a long time sinee we last met.
1 have heard that you bring us distorbing news.

Kelispele, 1t Is true that the Fire God is growing restless and no one
knows what he will do.

Prineess, T think it is a story made up by the Chiaksl to frighten us so
that we will agnin make eperifices to the priests of the temple,



Kalizado, 1% is not astory. 1 heard the God quite plainly in the moun-
tains today, and even at this distmnce T can sometimes hear him.
1 The mouste ix rother lowd o Ehig point)

Dushyanta. 1 ean hear nothing,

Prineess. Or L. You must have been mistaken Kalisada. The Gods no
longer take interest in what we do. 1t = only the peasanta that still
fear them and make foslish saerifices.

Dhghpenta, Lot us burn to a more pleasant topie, Kalisada, did you know
that the Atabak has been nsling for you in his last ilinessd He did
not wish to send for you, because, in his generosity ond kindness, he
did not wish to disturb your studies. But ns long as you have come,
it wonid be & charity to bring some happiness into his last moments.

Kalizado, T will see him at once. Will you go with me? And, Laili, will
vou excuse ua? (The Princess nods assent)

Dexhprntn.  {An they po of ) The best leeches in the country could do
nothing for him. ~ And yet he is not o very old man, . . .(off)

Kobea, (Eatering from otfier gide of stage) Wo will have to act qoickly,
Princess,  Here is the vinl that you had from Mismandu., I anly
Dushyanta is drunk encugh not to suspect, we can &lip it inte his wine,
and there is an end Lo him.

Princess. He ig too clever for that, but 1 have a better scheme, Kalsg,
Fou must preépare three goblets of wine, and when 1 eall, bring them
in—having placed the potion in Kalisada's pliss.

Citdne, Kalisada!

Prinpess, Yer,  Dushyanta’s cleverness shall be his own undoing, 1
will take Knlisadn aside for o moment, and leave Dushyants alone
with the glasses, He will by sure to grasp the apperiunity—

Koiae, And switch ginases!

Priveess, That is it exactly,

Kalne. But suppose he chenges glasses with vou inatead of Kalizads?

Prineess., (Smiding foimtly)  No woman need fear death from Dushyants
az long as ghe iz beautilul,

Kaloe, Theve is only one flaw—if Dushyanta ghould refuse to drink,

Fringess, Have you ever known Dushyanta b refuse o drink?

Kalwe, That is true.  And even if he knew the wine he hold in his hand
wis poisoned, | think his pride would foree him Lo sip o little of it,

Princess. After seeing the Atabak, the strongest man woold find added
stremgth in a drink, They are coming. Go now, and be ready.
(Exit Koloe wiperceived by Kelizada and Duskyenta, who eater o
migniend fter from e other direction)

Kalisode, (He is pole aied trembles) It wasa ervel jest, Dushyanta,

Bhshynte.  When the Black Goddess iz hovering near, her handiwork
tukes on many quaint forme.

Kotisade. 15 there no one to stund by, to nurse him 7

Dushyonta. Tho you think that lashes and red -hot irons could malke anyone
gtay with him longer than vou did?

Kuolisnda, (Shakes his bead,  After o moment ke looks wp of Dicehiynnta)
You zeemed enlm enough, Dushyanta,

Princess, He has taken s great deal of fortitude unto  himself tonight,
Kalianda.
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Mhighyanta, Men are greedy creatures, Laili; they are nover satislied with
what they have, but are always enger for more,

Princess, You shall not perish for want of & few drops of wine. (She
atrikes the gong, and Kale appears) Bring us some of the Palern-
inn.  (Kalae goes eut agoin)

Kolisada, (SHU trembling) 1 have never seen such o frightful sight.  He
wils bloated to an enormouss size, and ng he esckled, mad with his
dizease, the slime dripped down from his slavering mouth.

Dushyunte, Tt was always the good Atabak's pious wish to be known as
Tanar the Virtuous.

Prineess. He gave that name to the seribes to be written down into the
histories.  (Knlne enters with o flugon and three heeoy goblets which
ahe ploces on the fable.  The Princess motes over, and as Kaloe puts
down the last ploss, the attendunt's hasd bngers over it for fust o
fraotion of o second,  The Princeas wods almost imperceptibly) Let
us drink to the new kingdom.

Drughyante. Princess, you grow in generosity.  (The Prineess hasds Ko
a plass, He tokes ©f and stonds looking at her for o moment. Sha
turns axide, places o gloss for Keliseda, takes o sip from the reniein-
ing glags, wid turning toward the window suddenly stands as tho -
vaized )

Proeess, (Putbing down her plose and taking Kaliseede's wri, sle droacs
hir toward the window ) There!  Did you zee that great star that
fell flaming to the sarth ?

Holisadda. No, 1 aaw nothing. 1 was looking ol you.  Laili, won't you
forget this mad desire

Prineess, Falling stars are said to presage great disasters,

Nobisado, Laili, listen to me. . .

Prineess, | wonder if a flying comet has ever hit the moon.  (She turna
baek to the table where Dushyponte stands contemploting the glisses,
Ha kas wot wmade o meve.  The Princess sviles foditly ag she studiss
hita.  Her baek woas toward him ox she spoke to Kalisde, She takes
her onene glase and Fifts 8 to her lipe.  Dushgonte ifte hix glese also )

Dushyants, Let the gods be summoned on this nuspicious moment, 1 call
upon them e eonfer blessings upon the head of her who stands here,
the basutiful and talented Princess Laili of Ujjarjini.

Kalisada, (Also lfting his gless, rother bifterly)  May they bestow
happiness upon her.  (There fx that fractional moment of prepus-
Fion thot eliwvays precedes o grosp ahont to defnk fn wnison, Dushynato
breaks it by suddenly emplying hie wine wpon the floor)

Dushyonto. Let us obsarve the custom of the Tamenites when they drink
to the most beautiful.  (He seizes Kolisndn's gloss, powes helf of it
inta his oien, god swalloses it down af o gudp.  Kolisada does likewise,
The Priveess watehen foseinated)  Laili, voor wine has spoiled, It
I8 somewhat hitter,

Frinegss.  Oh no.  You just poured ont bitter wine.

Brushyarita. (With kis kovd of his throat) My throat i going dry. They
wire both poisoned, 1 did not think they were both poisoned.

Princess. No, no.  Ralisada] He did not change the cups!  You did not
drink it all?
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Kolisda, Yes—I—drank. . (He eimke into a elbade) T know—yon did
not want me to suller too much, 1om glad. 1 alss loved you too
much, It is not pnmfuj—hut—hnld my handa, Laili, as you used to
do—they are growing cold, . .

Prineess, Dushyuntun!

Dushyuita. (He, foo, fhox sk into o chode) T thought wou loved him. 1
thought his wine was safe. You are too strong Ladli; It has cost you
dear. Youwillrule. . . (He looksat her with o helf-saniln on s
fipw coad ahodes e kond stowly)

Prineess, Kollsndn, . (she tokes bfe bnd) T8 wan net meant for o,
1 waz sure he would chonge the gotlete. 1T wanted to have you live.

Kaliapdn, Tt does not matter, 1 wonld not have you unhappy. The room
ia growing lghter, I8 it net? I-—hold me tghtly, Laili It is the
morning

Prineesw, (Sha bowea e head lower oter B ) Yes, itis the morning.
You are golng back to Mnopia, but | must remaln here for awlile.
Youl sree going o Maopls, whors the red poppies grow, and  veu will
eateh ailver figh in oor meonlit pool, and ateal onee more over the
plowed flelds at dewn, Falisada . . (She vealizes that he is deed
She foake over of Duskyeato, He, too, ko fuat died oo ho sat thers.
She wlandn up abraight, Lee eyes voey brinht, and her fies very  pald
Tharra is' 6 loded voor Froim the Five God, which the Princess doss mot
weent to hear,  From belew, Ehe wmusic fallers, Bhe kilerious mong
twrnd to frightened erice, . The palice seema to shiver before o biost,
Tara Vizters enter, whe kel bafore the vigid Drahgareta)

Bath Visiers. Atabalk!

Fivat Vizier. Atabak, the Great One, 15 dead, and you ave our ruler. (They
peveeive that L fx dend, vise sloaely, wnd full of wenderment fuee the
Prineezs who stands gezing of han almort seoosepeahendingly §
Doth Vizlers. Atabakn!

First Vicier. Atnbaka, the guests nre terrified at the Fire God's roaring.

Seeond Vizier. We Implore you to muke saerifices in ovder that we be
gnnred the God's wrnth,  (The vour hos diminished sovewint, it
e rpebiling (e a8l louder thau o hos beew wp to Ehis tinee)

Firaf Vizier. The soldiera on the towers report that the great moontain in
the Northern runge Is aflame with o weird ved light.

Seeond Vizier. The moon and the stars hive gone dim  behind o strange
dark cloud that fs spreading acroas the skies,

Firat Vizier. We beasech sou, oh Atnbokn, to call the prissts and make
sacrifices Jost the God shoold again walk in the valley and deatroy us
ull.

Princess,  (She etonde for a mewment foat fo vopeede)  What do you ssy?

Beeond Vizler, Hear our pntreaty, oh mighty ruler, lot ua offer the blood
of o binck ram to the Fire God, who is even now marching down from
his mountaing to oy waste the land as he did in the dagas of our-atces-
tors:

Prineers, 1 make no sacrifios to the Fire God,

Both Visigrs,  Atabaks!

Princean, Our walle sre high and solid,  Our gutes wre steang.  The God
ahinll not smash them down,  Toubls the number of soldiers’ on thi



towers, We shall defy the God, and he shall not come near to us. Go
now, and obey my commands. (They go. The wesio, with ite ewild
rhgthm, starts agein, stowly, then napddly feoressing in toapo,  and
then drumken deughter ond shouts—iEhen g brief  snateh of seng in
chovue.  The rumbling eontinies, somewhel abated.  The Alnboka
eroages her arms on her breast aed foces Kolispda)  See, Kalizsada, 1
am empress.  You did not wish me to be empress.  You wanted me
to be happy. 1 am hapoy,  Kalisada—ses, [ pm very happy.  ( With
her wrmn atill eropsed, ghe bovs her bead  oud does ol move ar  Hhe
mugie grows  goger ond  wildey end several nionients po by wnd Ehe
(Crrta Slurrty Falls)

RETROSPECT
RICHARD HIATT

Heart darkensd
pnd mind shouting . . .
thers is no snswer

The diys pass

like hurriad heartbeats,

the days gather like lonves

on distant hills,

the days cluster

In the griy sllence of obscurity

Then I ahall walk dispassionstely

Down the deserted avenue of desire
Leaning my hot cheek to a dream;

1 shall remember the pale fingers

That trace patterns in the twilight,
Tracing in the smoky dusk of memory
The dim whiteness of a serene face;
And all the slim laughing girls, whose
Cool shoulders are soft with cobweba
And whose mouths are erosl —

1 shall not remember them at all,

But oh! what if 1 should not recognize you
Standing in the Blue eorridors of death,
Your white hands pluying furtively
With each other — and we should pass?



OLD ENGLITH APRIL
ERMA FAXON

When Spring is born, and gresses grow,
And buds push forth a fuzz-capped head,
And follk march forth with sprightly tread,
I aee nine old men in a row—

Nine old men that a-walking go
To see that Spring before they're dead,

God knows how many Springs they've geon,
Bome storied number, &'en four scare,
And vet they ever wish for more,

For men die hard when woods are green,

And waters sing since they huve been
Helepsed from hush of winter’s hoar.

Thev have a covenant with God,
Thoss nine old men who weleome sing
In quavering tones to each young thing.
Those old men who onee tilled the sod
Are waiting for the turf and clod
To give them an sternal Bpring.

THE CALL OF THE ROON *
ERMA FAXON

Lay down your fogots and be coming to the sea,
For the call of the roon is lowing,

And the tide iz up, and the rocks lie wet

With epray of the wind's free sowing.

The ses runs deep with a sun-flecked light,
And the call of the roon iz nearer;

Now it rises high with a sobbing ery,
And the way to the sen is clearer.

Lay down your fagots and be coming to the sea,
For the call of the roon is dying,

And in the wail of its last fey breath

Is the sound of Cochulain's sighing.

*“Roon™ 18 Guelic for “scal™,



WHITHER JAZZ !
=i

DELOS WOLFE

SOLO MARCATO

Jasbo Brown was drunk, He was tsually drunk. In fact, sobriety
would have been an unplessant innovetion in the life of this negro orches-
tri leader, A pint of Gordon Water, o half hour of musie, and Jasbo spent
the rest of the evening in gin-sosked heaven.

His orchestrs was playing a minor strain. Jasbo lolled in his chair,
& helf smile on his face. A plaintive chord wrung the tune dry. The shuff-
ling negroes on the dance-floor reloctantly released their partners.

Jasho was a good orcheatra leader. He knew negro peyehology. Con-
trast! Jasbo stumbled to his fect. “Carve dat ‘possum!™ he shouted, Onel
twol The bund crashed into a jig-time negro favorite

Jasbo stood im front of the orchestra, swaying slightly ns he
chuclded ot the suddenly frensied dancers. “Come on, Jas"," they called,
“play that oo trombone. Make it talk, Jasbo,” Jasho grinned. He threw
out his chest, took a deep breath, snd ralsed the trombone o his lips.

The trombone is & sensitive instrument. In apite of its clumsy ap-
pearance, it ranks with the violin and the human volee as o medium of ex-
presgion. And Jasbo Brown could pluy. He breathed into the trombons,
pnd it swolke, 1ts birth-cries were the wails of the jungle and the laughter
of a savage race, Jasbo agueszed oll his emaotions, all his primitive scata-
sles, all his kmowledge of Tife and love, through the bell of his horn, And
the potrons had learned to love Jasbo's musie. It took them back to the
green shadows of the jungle.

Jasbo was “hot" that night; “hot" lke the sun that hed painted his
race a chocolate brown; “het” like the red blood that flowed in his veina.
The sweating dancers elisstered before the stand, They swaved in delight,
shouting encouragement to the black maestro,

The danee ended, Jasho grinned and blotted his brow with his coat-
slegve, The erowd was under the spell of his blustering trombone. “Mors,
Jaabo, more," they entrested, “moret J—as! More ™

More! Jas! From such a beginning came our modarn jazx orchestra,
The elamor of the first dunce band hos modulated into the rhythmical
melody of the orchestra of today. Joze has reversed the plot of Robert
Louls Stevenson's gtory, Mr. Hyde has become Dr. Jekyll, He seldom
seaumes hiz old form now. More and more, jaze is accepted ns the hand-
some young Dr, Jekyll,

But for all its present refinement, faze 18 & savage creation, sprung
from the primal urges of mankind, besed on the rhythms of starkeat
emation. Onoe in o while it tosses aside its mask of harmony and allows
U to see its swesting, contorted visage.
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And today, beneath its veneer, under [ts sentimental surface, dance
music rematng strangely elementsl. The four-four time of the fox-trat
is the rhythm of the jungle, voicing the same crude appeal to the senses,
beating the same sensuous chalienge to the emotions

Modern danes musie! Parpdox supreme! Cro-magnon man in o
dress suit. We, the civilized, accept you, Modern dance music! Dark
lwnghter in & tinseled megrphone! Saxophonie symphony of half-rewlized
pleasures.

Jaxe ten years apo wis peendo stuff, not truly rhythmieal, not truly
melodlons, It was less effective than the uncxcitlog coneert musie it
superseded. Unsatisfied with the musie of his day, sensing o lock of
melodious rhythm throughout the span of the dance Instrumentation then
in use, Art Hickmnn, orchestra leader st the 5t. Francia hotel, did a
stortling thing. He estenished danee circles by putting two saxaphones
into his orchestra. How little he and his conletiporaries realized the sig-
nificance of that gesture! He was adding warmth, color, emotion. He was
erenting the soul of modern jaxe—the saxaphone trio, adding to musie
the saxaplone's: versntile voice, and that wvoice, sometimes shrill with
sentiment, sometimes husky with suppressed perversions, olways warm,
soft, and pleasing, hae changed joxz from racket to rhapsody.

The blaring cornet, the adenoidel elarinet, and banging pleno are
gone.  They were nelther musical nor modern. In their place o tho of saxa-
phones eroon sguingt the muted obblignto of a polden-throsted trumpet.
We dress our negro doll In gay, lovely organdie. We say, "Look, she is
sophisticated, She is strangely beautiful" And we focept her,

Strangest of all, jazx is educating the public in the fundamentals of
musie, This peeudodox, juee, sweet-freed moron that she s, seems to be
piving the people & new and broader apprecintion of rhythm, harmony,
counter point, and instrumentel timbre,

Captivated by the rhythm of fuze, the dancer iz interested in musie
at first only as & background to his Kincsthetic senses, Sooner or later
the reatizmtion of the melndy must eotne, then o growing interest in the
technicn] gide of muosic: Technical sdvancement providea the elements
upon which good musieal tuste is builded.

Jury offers no pitfalls to the alveady muogieally-minded. There it 0o
dunger of reelly good taste descending to the popular level, The lover of
svmphiony, for all his enjoyment of juzz, i8 not Heely to desert the clessios
for the “juzeles,” ‘The jagz lover, on the other hand, either remains still
of moves upward,

Technically, jazz is understandable. Emotionally, it I8 not. Ji=
pagin volte wirng, a2 Whitman's once did:

"o lnll vourself with what you ean understand,

For 1 Iull no ene; and you will never understand me."

And yet, &8 mysterious gs life itself, jaxy sings on its way. Each year
brings changes, technleal, sentimental. Jazz I8 evolving; musically, up-
ward; emotionally, with the magses.

Modern dance muske 8 first of all a style of instrumental color-
ation, Jazz must confine itsalf to the tunes composed by those who know
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modern muic and its peeds, The orchestral arranger can lend this primal
material the color-tone and variation necessary to fulfill the requirements
of the new school.

Most of this tone-color is supplied by the saxaphones, whose
throbbing throats are capnble of an almost inconceivable musical range.
What the violin is to the symphony, the anxaphone 8 to jazz, But with
Jue becoming sweeter the violin has become a threat to the saxsphone,
It, too, is capable of producing & variety of tone-color, more subtle, of
course, but most effective

These tone-colors are the plgments the arranger uses 0 mixing
harmonious counteérpoint,. Each arrangement is o miniature prize-fight.
In one corner wo have "Cyclone’ Saxaphone; in the other, “Knocloout™
Brags. The referes is rhythm. “Cyelone” is o smooth, fast boxer, He is
calm and cool, but once aroused he throws notes with reckless abandon.
“Ennpckout” has o terrifie sock and plenty of sclence, but he lacks en-
durance,

They usually sturt in by sparrving softly. Saxaphope has a habit
of leading first, but Brass inveriably counters with short, staccato
pubiches to the mid-section. Rhythm s a splendid referee, keeping the
boys stepping lively at all times, The first round is wsoally even. The
edvuntage, if any, goes to “Cyclone™ Saxaphone, He also wins the next
round; this time by a wide margin. The only time “Brass” gets in a lick
is when “Baxaphone” pauses for breath. Hot when the cymbsl sounds
for the third round, "Enockout” Brasa comes crashing out in an attempt
to land his justly famous sock. Saxaphone skilfully avoids the onalapght,
gide-stepping or ducking each amashing blow. From then on the battle
is all in favor of “Cyclome” Saxaphone, As Brass tires, Sexaphone sesms
to gain in strength. The eymbal sounds the final warning. “Cyclons™
Snxaphone wins the decision!

Since the string instruments were usurped by the saxaphons o
decnde ago, the violin has become a weel, colorless instrument, In the
modern orchestra the fiddle elther doubles the moelody with some other
prominent instrument or provides a sweet, if somewhat Ineffective, oblli-
guto on the E atring. In the meanwhile the saxaphonist has developed o
remarkable technigue, The trumpet plasver is equally versatile. He climba
dungerous heights until his notes pre like spun glass; he trills, slides, and
eavorts during the breaks, He would make a listening symphony-playver
green with envy of the delicate shadings and subtle tone. The trombone
player, onee merely a blower of basa notes, plavs rapid passages with re-
markabls ease, He achieves the tone of a ‘cello, with all the power of o
braas instrument behind it

But modern music is “diminuendn,” gradually becoming softer, Or-
chestrations contaln more and more of those Uttle marks, pp, which mean
“tuloe it easy.” Under these conditions the violin is more effective in many
ways than gither the sexaphone or trumpet. Orchestras that included but
one violin 0 year ago have added two more in most cases. Take warning,
Brasa! Watch ont. Wood-winds!
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Jozz has many by-products, — eomposers, crooners, and snging
trice, These are essentially of the joez world, The compoger of juzz needs
anly n bare muosical training, Other things are more important — imagin-
ation, sense of melody (or shall I say memory). Irving Berlin sits at the
pinno and picks out his tunes with one finger, Many of his fellow workers
in *Tin Pan Alley” use the same methods. The writing of music is the
least of their worries, An iden, o title, and good lyrics are the real re-
guisites, One can stesl 4 tune from any hymn-bool,

Crosby, Columbo and Vallee! Crooners! Mames to thrill feminine
hearts, Rudy Vallee is the lnd who made crooning famous. Women just
could not regist the appeal of his soft veice and the curl of his dark-brown
hair. Overnight he became a sensation, Women loved him, and threw
flowers at him. Men hated him, gnd threw grapefruit. Budy didn't mind.
He became an expert at dodging breach-of-promise suits and grapefruit,
He nlsa acquired an wmaxing kniack of cashing checks that ran into four
figures,

1t took Bing Crosby elght years to become a household necessity,
Evervone bought his records, und there was o nightly battle between Ma
and Dad to see whether the family would enjoy Amos 'n Andy or Bing
Croshy. Bul that was aftér Paul Whiteman discoversd him on the Or-
pheum Circuit and featured him with the Rhythm Boys, Were it not for
his cecasional sullkiness Bing would be leading them all

Russ Columbo took Bing Crosby's style and his own sex gppeal, snd
traded them in on the hearts of feminine Amerida, What he lacks in voeal
personality he makes up in looks and showmanship.

A crooner differs from an ordinary vooalist in that he imitates
some musical instrument. Ruody Vallee uses the glissandos of the E fiat
saxaphone effestively, Bing Croshy utilizes the tone and techndgue of the
trombone. Louls Armstrong I8 o human trumpet, Russ Columbo, while
he attempts to copy Crosby, sounds more likee a violin sul G,

Jazz has given us this peculiar type of vocalization just as surely
ws It has glven us the saxaphone, [t has done this quite ynintentionally
a8 it hag piven musical fundamentals to the common people,

The picture of hilarions Jasbo Brown has faded. Ted Lewis is an
empty shell. They represented "hot" muosie, loud discordant jazz, smell-
ing of earth and sweating bodies. We have civilized jazz. Block fades to
white, hest to cold, Paul Whiteman waves & magic baton. Ben Bernie
thinks up new wise-cracka to spring on his radio audiencea. Anson Weeks
devises means for lovelier harmony. A hundred others ke them are pro-
dueing “sweet” music.

Juzxz ta the muslenl gvmbol of the melting pot. Its original elements,
products of the African jungle, have been molded and formed by the peo-
ple of the United States, — Negro, Jew, and Gentile, Only in Americn
did jarz arise, Good or bad, It §s our contribution to the music of the
world,



A QUEST FOR GALAHAD

JEAM SEWELL SMITH

8o long I looked for Galahad,
And oh, the way was steep—
I had a sacred vow to keep,
3o long I locked for Gelahad,

I wonder if he heard me call,

When brulsed and wet and torn,

I'd cry, my volce to wailing worn—
I wonder if he heard me eall.

I groped through black and tramped through sun:
I gtained my soft white pown;

My pale smooth locks came tumbling down—
I groped through black and tramped through sun.

The men I met upan the road

I'd query, “Art thou he?™

They'd shake their strange dark heads at me,
The men I met upon the road.

“T seck the knlght whose heart 18 pure,"

1 said; my thin brown hand

Would hold them till they'd understand;
"I seek the knight whose heart is pure.”

Ah, oftentimes I thought 'twas he,
For one was gentle; one was sweet;
And ome wag brave; these did 1 meet.
Ahl, oftentimes T thought "twas he,

Alas, not one was pure of heart;

They clipped my yellow hair

And stole my shoon; my fect left bare—
Alns, not one was pure of heart,

They left me on the salt-washed sand,
Too sorrowlul to wesp,
Too weary to find rest in sleep,
They left me on the sult-washed sand.



And I forsopk my futile quest,
And there I prayed to die.
“My Galahad Is dead," said T

And 1 forsook my fotile quoest,

The tide was going out at eve;

A shadow came to le

Across the gand. 1 prayed to die;
The tide was going out at eve,

“T1l geek no more, beloved knight ;

The tide will enrry me

Perhaps unto the Grail and thee—
I'll asek no mors, beloved knight."”

Hig shadow fell across the sand:

Hia voice waus soothing fair.

I wonder that he kmew me, where
Hig shadow fell across the sand,

Dear Galahad, thou'rt come so late;
My shoon are gone; my locks
Lie dank upon the mossy rocks,

Denr Galehad, thou'rt come 3o late.

No longer am I gowned in white.

Ah, didet thou hear me call

And ses me creep and climb and full?
No longer nm I gowned in white.

S0 long [ sought thee, Galahad—
The wiy wus steep and rough—
But thou art here: It is encugh—

So long T aought thee, Galahad.

=i
CRUCIFIXIONS

CGLEM ALLEM CARRICO

The bloody scenes of death recur,

And martyvrs die on ever-changing stages
While multitudes of tribes refer

To hosts of Calvaries of the ages,

That self-styled *Chosen Son of God”, —

Low, fallen Adam never knows his loss:
Hig clumsy feet still sunken in the sod,

He nuils a thousandth Cheist upon the crosa,



DELILAH LAUGHED

ERMA FAXOHM

Delilali was hunting for & safely pin with which to fasten her
kimono when Mo Donepan knocked at the door of her room.

“Mrs. Meller, honey,” called Mn, “Mr. Hewett told me to tell you
that he'd come over to-aupper,”

“That's fine. Got a safety pinT"

Mo opened the door, which squealted upon ita looge hinges, nnd
witddled into Delilah's room.

*1 wish you'd let me have that door fized, Mrs, Meller. It's squawl-
e like that now for seven years"

“Yeah, but I Lke it that way for old times” sake., It reminds me
of the nights when T could tell when my third came in because the door
made sich o racket. How about that pin?*

Mn detached a hent afety pin from her apron and presented it to
Dalifnh,

“I like that lnvender kimono on you, honey, It sets off your hair so
rlil:l!.."'

Delilah surveyed her hair critically. Permanently waved by the West
Avenue Artiste de Colfleurs, It fell loosely to her shoulders,

“I need another hennn pack. The lust one I had wi2 & queer shade.”

"Sort of a magenta," suggested Ma helpfully,

“Sort of.” Delilah ran o comb cxuticusly through her permanent
citrls, "1 have to be careful about how 1 comb It until I get a new pock,
beenuse unless 1 fix it just right, it shows the gray sround the part where
it's grown out.”

Mu was sympathotic.

“Well, honey, at vour age—"'

*There's the telephone." interrupted Delilah brisguely.

Ma waddled out of the room and down the three flights as fast as
her bulky bul unstable legs could move,

Delilah shut the door after the padgy landledy and tourned to
expmine her own reflection in the wall mirror. Wna she beginning to
show her ape? She pinned another henneed curl over o gray streak, add-
&d more Touge to her already blooming cheeks, brushed an extrn dash of
fnRsehrn upon ber evelashes and surveyed the results

“The old gray mare, she ain't what she vsed to be,” ghe murmured
dismally.

Abandoning the make-up box, she wandered to the window and
gged down upon West Avenue. The street wansn't what it uzsed to be
either, ghe reflected. Some seven vears apo when she had first rented
her room and kitchenette on the third floor of Me Donegan's Elite Room-
Ing House for Ladies and Gents, West Avenpe had besn 8 good clean
neighborhood,  Now there were push carts slong the  sidewalks, dirty
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clive-skinned children playing In the gutters, and the stifling pall of conl
smoke over all. If she could find & job, she would shake the dust of Ma
Donegen's Rooming House off her feet forever. Her discontented gaze
perceived Mr, Hewelt, whose leisurely progress up West Avenuve was at-
tended by & group of lately fed urching awalting that gentlenun's Satur-
day-night distribution of pennies. Delilah’s mouth softened,

“That man's too good-nutured for this world,” she told herself. “I°d
better grab him before he flits to fairer fields and pastures new,"

She pulled down the window shade and discurded the lnvender ki-
meno in favor of an eleven fifty-nine dinner dress which was secing its
third season. Hastlly putting her make-up box out of sight, she re ar-
ranged the photographs upon the table and plumped op the faded silk pil-
buws upan the studie couch,

The studio couch wos the only néw plece of furniture which Ma
Donegen hed supplied during Delilah’s seven yenrs ps o roomer. There
had been a brags bed In the room, but Ma's Catholie soul had revolted at
the idea of receiving guests in whot was obviously one's bedroom. Dell-
lah's kitchenette wag toe amall to hold an average gentleman; so Ma had
provided the studio couch in order to save her rosmer's repotation.

When Mr. Hewett arrived at the top of the third flight, Delilah
vas ready for him. She oponed the door and smiled with studied sweet-
METH,

Mr. Hewett mopped his brow and his bald spot.

“Those stairs are killing me, Delilah.  You really must get away
from this place."

“We can talk about that agsin after supper,” Delilih soothed.

Mr. Hewett deposited his hat smong the photogreayhg and lowered
himself gingerly into the wicker roeker. He noticed that the tuble in the
coreer was already set for two, and he felt comforted.

Dliluh brought in the salad and the ravioli and invited him to
partake, but although he attacked the viends with evident pleasure, Deli-
lah could see that he was not in his usual ealm and tranguil spirit.  He
refquired three cups of coffee and accepled o second helping of delicatessen
pie, but still he seemed dissatisfied,

Detilah was discouraged,

“Don’t you want more coffes, Larry " she urged,

“Mot a thing," refused Mr. Hewett. “My body, Delilah, is well sus-
tuined, but my soul is troubled.”

Delilah’s lnughter filled the room. Mr. Hewett always felt acutely
uncomfortable at Delilah's mirth. Her laughter was quick and gay, but
curipusly harsh as if & metallie gong lay behind the husky tones of her
deap voice. At this juncture, moreover, her merrment was inexplicable,

“What, my dear, do you find 2o amuaing 7

Delilah stopped laughing. 1 don't know," she replied with genuine
onntrition. 1t was just that something about the iden of having a soul
ilwiys strikes me ns being funny.”

Mr, Hewett was distressad,

"Surely, Delilah. you don't mean that "

Delitah hastened to recover her lost ground. “Mo, darling, of
course not,” ehe assured him, “Why, our souls are the most important
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part of us. I it weren't for our souls—," She paused in consternation,
She wus getting into deep water,

Mr. Hewett, thus re-encouraged, leaned nearer. "I know, Delilah,
that you have a great soul.”

"Oh, Lerry,” simpered the lady.

“¥as, T have recopnized in you a depth of apirit, s capacity for
emotion, and & tender sympathy which places vou in a sphere far above
all other women,”

“Well, well, woll1” said Delilah.

Mr. Howett was nonplussed,

Mentally deploring the fact that she could no longer produce a
blush, Delilah gazed soulfully into the gentleman’s eyes and murmured,
“Do tell me some more, Larry."”

But Mr. Hewitt, being & strong man, refused to vield to her en-
Lramty,

“No, we must return to the essentials, T think It best that we he
miirried st onee, for 1 find myself becoming less able to ascend those
strocious stairs. Onee united—", He extonded his hand with & vague ges-
ture caleulated to express departure into distant climes,

Delilah enjoyed n brief moment of triumph, He had asked her to
marry him — this odd man whose veneer of culture made him seem 8o out
of place on West Avenue, She had intended to marry him ever slnce the
night of the Hansen's party when Nell Hansen had pointed him out as
& eard who had slipped by the wayside, but sat on a checkbook, She had
taken her coe when Mr. Hewett, obviously disgusted by the lack of re-
Finement exhibited by their incbriated host, had departed in high dudgeon.
8he had implored his protection, and sinee he could not know that she had
no need of it, he had escorted her to Ma Donegan's house. Once there,
Delilah had ashed him to come to her mpartment for coffee, and he had
not known how to refuse. Afterward he came often, and now Deliluh
wis golng lo marry him,

Or was she? Somehow ber victory was not 30 sweel as she had
anticlpated, She realized that she ought to accept him before he changed
his mind; still she hesitated, He was so stupidly honest that he was de
fengeless, He wes good, Delilah hod never before encountered o good
man. She had only heard of them. Suddenly she leaned peross the lttle
table covered with empty dishes and regurded him with & level gase.

YLarry, why do you want to marry me ™

A fiery blugh nrose from beneath Mr. Hewelt's colinr and seeped
over his countenance to the roots of his sparse gray hair,

“I — T think that [t's because T — I feel great affection for you,”
hie gulped.

For the first time in her life, Delilah Meller was sorry for a man,
Then her atrange harsh laughter came again,

“But you aren't sure."

Mr. Hewstt guined confidence,

“Delilah, I'm positive of iL"

Deliluh considered him with speculative eyes, If she were to
marry him, she would be on Easy Street; vet she was growing too old to
play a crooked gume with him as she hod with the others, Suddenly she
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muade her decision.

“Larry, before 1 answer yes or no, I have something to tell you.
Don't you remember the evening when you pekeed me to tell you how and
why I came to live here ™

Mr. Hewett recalled that evening. He had been quite disappainted
at her refusal to diseuss her affuirs, because he admired frankness in a
woman almost a5 much a8 he esteemed o capacity for emotion and a ten-
der sympathy.

“Delilnh, my dear,” said he, “you are proving yourself to be as I
had hoped to find you — candid and generous—"

“Lot's do the dishes first” she interrupted, beginning to clear the
table in order to forestall o pedantic eulogy. She washed the dishes, and
hee wiped them. They spoke little, but when the last plate was placed in
the cupboard, Mr. Hewett sighed with rellef.

“One of my greatest joys, Delilah, will be to take you awsy from
this kitehenette.™

It s small that you have to buck in to turn around, but I'm so
wsed o it that T don't notice how bad it is" she apologized,

wppor little woman,” breathed Me Hewett.

They replaeed the faded Chinese sereen before the door of the
kitchenette and then went to sit upon the studis couch as was their habit.

My, Hewett drew 4 worn book from his coat pocket Tt was a
diminative edition of Gayley®s Classic Myths, My, Hewilt often read to
Deelilnh, and although he had read the myths to her before, he felt that
the love of Venes and Adonis would be most approprinte to this occasion,

But Deliluh forestalled his elocutionary efforts, “Don't read to me
to-night, Larry; I'd rather tall"

Mr. Hewett's frustrated gaze scarched her face,

“[ hod planned, my dear, to select & myth appropriate for the eve-
ning of our betrothal™

“The only classie myth that T could ever see any sense to is the
e in which Jupiter visits Danae in o shower of gold, That tale has its
posaibilities,” she responded sharply.

Mr. Howett's shocked petreat into himself was sufficlent reproaf,
and she fell silent.

Then, deciding that Venus and Adonis probably had no pace in
Delilah’s past, the man returned Gayley's Clossic Myths to his pocket
and spole gently,

I am waiting to hear whatever you wish to say, my dear."

Huving previonsly decided that to admit o woterfront origin would
b o Jose the field, Delilah substituted a vicher, fuller background,

“My life has been very dreary,” she began. "I lost my heritage be-
enuse of a girlish mistale nod —."

“Your herltage —."

“My heritage. T spring,” announced Delileh grandly, “from one of
the firset families of the South.”

Mr. Hewett was speechless, and Delilah's tongue gained momentum,

“When T wae seventeen, T eloped with an umivorthy lout, and papa
commanded me never to darken his door again.” Delilah paused to ap-
precinte her own fabrication. This wes easier than she had expected.
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"I had been given every advantage," she pursued, “and after Prpa
thrust me from his bosom, I went in for art”

Mr. Hewett was impressed.

“T'he following year, I had a child — a daughter, She is twenty-
four yeurs old now and lives with her husband in Peoria. ™

“Does she go in for art, too? inguired Mr. Hewett hopefully.

“No, she takes after her father, Nick didn't have much — well, ns
mueh soul a8 some people,”

Finding herself floundering, Delilah came to the conclusion that
her far-fetched introductory phrases were only leading hor away from the
reafity which she desired most to explain; so she plunged abruptly into
the trith,

“The fact is, Larry, that Nick and I coutdn't get along. T left him
and — and the plain truth is that there were five of them."

“Five what?"

“Five men. Nick was the first, Then there was Pete, who owned
o gurage, the best garage in Philadelphia. Then came Lommy. He was
u sallor. Han away with a telephone operator, poeor girl,  After him
was —,"

Mr. Hewett was in angulsh, “Stop, Delllah, please stop!”

Delilah was gonuinely surprised. “Well, you asked me —"

“l know,” he apologized, “bot 1 really didn't expect such degrading,
A, I'm sure that vou understand."”

He lnid his hand over one of hers, and she glanced downward,

"What nice fingernalls vou have" ghe cooed. Her naivels was
touching.

Mr. Hewett blushed and began to tnke less room upon the studic
coueh,

“Delilah, T revers you for the eourage which yvou have shown in
enduring yvour trinls. We need never speak of them agein, for your nar.
rutive has mnde no difference in my sentiments for you,"”

Delilah mentally congratulated hersell, deploring only the fuet that
ahe would never know whether the false or the true portiom of her pc-
gouAl had been the more efficacions.

Mr. Hewett rose and buttoned his coat secursly.

“Tomorrow morning we shall apply for the license, In the after-
noon we can sslect o suitnble apartment.”

Delilah fet him have his way and fairly oosed tenderness ps she
bade him good might. When the creaking door had clossd behind him,
she gank Into the rocker and stared at the wall before her, lax with a
strange sxhaustion. She could not think., She simply sat. At last the
binnk page of her mind became meaningful, and having reached her de-
cizhon, Delilah Meller went to bed and to sleep a8 calmly as o nun,

At half-pest five when the push of wagons clattered down Weat
Avenue, and the hucksters began thelr nolsy day, Delllah rose, arrayed
hersell in & seven eightyv-nine plaid suit, drank three cups of black coffes,
and went down the street. Five hours later ghe returned to  find Mr.
Hewett waiting in Mo Donagan's parlor,

He rose with alacrity at her entrance,

"My dear girl. lat me take those parcels,” he urged. “Also without
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undue curiosity, may [ inguire what errands called you away so early ™

Delilnh gave no answer bub allowed him to carry the cumbersome
boxes up Ma's three flights.

Having deposited his load upon the studio eouch, Mr. Hewstt fanmed
his brow, recovered his breath, and then announced, T mysell have Thad
thngoqdﬁurhmamfﬂmmmmﬂmtnmm Mot only are the
pooms well arranged, but the location is good, and above all, the pro-
prietreas ig u fine little woman who hns undergone many grievous vieis-
aitudes.  She has recently been granted a divores from a brute who was
subject to habitual intoxication, Do you remember Mra. Hansen, at whose
home we first met?"

“Har®™  [elitah sniffed with supreme econtempt for the Huonser
species,

“She, my dear, desplle her misfortune, ls a most worthy woman.'

Defilah raised s neatly plucked eyebrow. “You don't need to tell
me thet Nell's o good girl" she retorted. “Bhe locks like the devil in all
her hats."

Mr. Hewstt was pained.

“Bpenltlng of hats," continued Delllah. "Look at the one that I'm
poing to wear to my sixth wedding.”

“Plenst, my denr, let us not be flippant.”

She ripped open the round box under which Mr. Hewitt had sa
fabored and presented to his startled gaze & creation of feminine hend-
aonr which shyiehed n price far beyond Delilah's means. From the other
boxes she drew forth yarious articles equally chie and equally costly.

"My trousseau,” she announced with unforced cheerfulness,

“Where did you get these things, Delilah ™"

wpaid o vigit to my fifth, Karl Mellor got big-hearted, Not every
woman can moke her ex-husband provide her trousseau for the next
I'.n].I.IJ:Iﬁ'L‘_"

Mr, Hewett was roused.

selilals, how could vouT"

Delilah was still gay over her victory. “Well, I've always found
ways and mears, You nesdn’t worey; Kurl was o glad to Jmow that his
alimony paying days were almost over thal he'd have given me a dowry
in cash i T'd have had Ssnse enough to suggest it Chagrin arose in her
pyns, "Why didn't 1 think of that when 1 had him cinehed 1

HAny womnn who, under nny eircumstences, will permit her—er—
px-husband to purchase wearing apparel for o subsequent matrimonial
venture on her part, is an—er—is—an—ah—"

“Don't say it,'" advised Delilab, “because I've probably heard it be-
fore pnyway. Did T ever tell you that my third was 4 sallor™

Mr. Howett rose, Upon his over-gentle countensnes was a look of
wrathlul self-righteousneas.

“Delilah,” =id he, “you were rightly nnmed. You have deluded me,
Your arl, your lost beauty—T thought that you had a greal goul. T really
did."”

He passed through the squeaky door in solitary grandeur.

Delilah wttered her curions harsh lnughter. *“God never made any
man 8o good thet T conldn't find ancther one just as good. "

&he could no longer hear his footsteps on the stairs,

3o



CAIN--A LYRICAL TALE
ALBERT JOHAMSION

16. And Cain went out from the presence
of the Lord, and dwelt in the land of Nod on the
east of Eden,

17, % * ® ¥ :and he builded o city, and
called the name of the city after the name of his
son, Enoch, — Genesis.

My limbs are scorched with crawling fire
And red and raw and shriveled are,

And on my brow is graved the Sign
That makes the pale and lovely star
Blush redly that on earth should be

A devil marked, but going free.

2
My brain is torn by love that has
No object, for its idol’s dead:
And graved there ls the Image of
The aliar where his temple bied.
One love 1 killed; the others flew,
Mother and father, wt his red dew.

3
A fratricidal lunacy
Holda to my heart and sleeps upon
My heaving chest from early eve
[Intil the breaking of the dawn:
And, then, by me strides, wide and free,
Deapond in ghostly revery.

4
0 Abwel dead! O pitiful!
And God stooped from a stormy elond
And marked my brow with fiery hands
And wrapped me in an icy shroud
And put & torment and o fear
‘Within to drive me to the bier.

]
But did not bind me—Ilet ma go
To wander in forsaken ways,
Cursed and abused and beaten by
The men I meet within my days
And woelully forlorn and sore:
What mortal éver auffered more?
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]
Not to my grave! The power of fear
Grows less by custom, and by strength,
That 1 am bullding day by day
“Til I hape to know joy at length:
Oh, in the very fact I'm free,
1 find a startling hope for me.

T
Ah, 1 am loose! T am unbound
And =till can grapple destiny !
I still can carve my future days
And make them gold on ebony;
Ba, pale, pale star, hlush not so red—
You'll drop & tear vet, when I'm dend.

8
This torment sannot fail to pass
And 1 will rise from it ere long,
A5 ore that smelted leaves the flame
Mare pure, more bright, and far more strong—
Then with my hands I raise a sign
That will make famous me and mine.

4]
Juet walt, O God, 1 will arise,
I will be great! 1 will be clean!
And this is nol defiance but
A purpose and a thing T mean,
1'll cleanse my soul and wash my brain
Of every bloody murder stain,

10
The phoeniz smokes up from its sah;
The rose buds where it parents lell;
The tree shoots from the raggped stump;
Why cannot engels rise from Hell?
And 1 propose to cleanse and be
A man born out of misery! E



THE MASIACRE OF MANDARINS

JEAM SEWELL SMITH

Rousseau firat asked the guestion, Jean Jacques who trusted in the
human bond of sympathy. Balzac reiterated the guery, Baleac who denied
altrudsm and declured love egoistic.

Suppose-—runs the question—thut that which yvou most desire were
granied vou—on the one condition that you assent to the death of a
Chingse mandarin, Buppese the mandarin very old, sans all human rela-
tions; suppose his death bloodless and painless; suppose that no one in
wll the world could implicate you in his demizse. Suppose, tod, that vour
goin were most valuable to you—nay, even cisentinl to your welfnre,
Wouldn't it be eusy (o nod vour head and let an ancient Chinaman enter
& better world? Wouldn't it be oven righteous to bring some happiness
into your own world simply by cwising sn incident of very little fmport
in any workd ?

But—perhaps you feel thal playing God in such a manner is a
violation of morsl law. Tell me, Brother, if your mother lay in need of
medical aid, and you were without resources; if her fife absolutely de-
pended upon an operation costing money that you could not borrow or
darm, and a genle offered the mandarin solution; tell me, Brother, would
you nod your head? Your mother— or, if you will, your wife, vour
father, anyone you love— that life for the life of o wrinkled vellow heath-
en gevernl thousands of nilles away, In an over-populated countrv—his
life for that of one so dear to you — tnke your choige. Nod your head or
lose what you hold most preclous,  Brother, sre you nodding?

I am inclined to think that Get-Rich-Quick Wallingfords sweep
numbers of vellow pawna off the cheas board. Ching shook with death
rattles while certain fortunes were being smassed. Natione sley whaole
continents of mandaring, and little children tell pale pink lies that glaze
oriental eyes — Every day it is being done, and the supply of mythical
mandaring seems never to diminish,

It is hard to vealize that penltesitiaries are filled with people who
have murdered and stolen and straved in scores of directiona. But when
one's eyes are opened to the fact that Ms friend i & sneak thief, the
shock in painful. Crime isn't perpetrated only in the sloms; very ordin-
iry seeming people make scandal sheet copy every day, Every murderer
is pomecne's friend, someone’s son — and [ suppose that almost every
ordinnry person gt some time in his life discovers g criminal among those
he cares for. And that is x terrible moment,

Mot that ho feels duped, necessarily, that he sees his own upright
character ealumminted by such a relation. It ia in revelations of this sort
that he seea how narrow is the line separsting himself from erime. If
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he is not smug and self-righteous, and if he knows his friend thoroughly,
his will be less likely to condernn the friend, more likely to turn to jost
introspection.

1 saw poor Catherine, white a2 a ghost, when they proved her a
thief — I knew myself safely remote from even deaire to steal — but my
reaction to the incident was one of sympathy, almost of understunding,
Other timea [ have been mode aware that people T loved were busily puah-
ing mundaring over abysses, splitting their leathery old throats without
compunetion, and I have felt less sympathy and greator disgust. Buot I
comprehend the seene: the world is like that, and am I better than the
world?

It takes ao little to make any of us assent to a small vice. When
Life — or Love — or Wealth hang on n slight nod, who is there among
us who will not shake his head ?

Perhaps there i8 little variance in ope man's intrinsie criminality
— or virtus — with that of any other. Perhaps any life might be aaintly
if its exterior elements fitted pecurately to the inherent traits of the in-
individual; perhaps that same life with an element or two distorted might
be despicably vicious.

But we cannot take vice and virtue for granted, If they exist, and
s separate qualities, what are they? No definition is universally accept-
nble, Kant is nssured that the Moral Law is an o prien appurtenance
of the soul. The conscience would justify to Kant such a deduetion. But
he has not proved thet conscieoce cannot hove risen from experience,
Does the child know that he does wrong when first he tales fruit from
his neighbor's tree? Or is it only after be has been reprimanded that
his conscience functions in regard to the fruit?

I am mot along in my conclusion that moraly are o josterion ao-
quisitions; indeesd, that they took thelr rudimentary form not with the
creation of man but with the créastion of society. When mefi livied as
animals, they needed no commandments. But with the beginning of o
soclnl order, when men lived together and so saw and coveted one an-
other's game and one another’s wife, then & moral code was needed to
make possible society. Men cannot forever trespass apainsl each other
uncurbed, and their onion continue.

And so was born the question, “Am 1 my brother’s keeper? Have
1a fght to rape the propecty, the life, the happlnes of my brothes?

The question was expanded inte more explivit commandments, thut
people might know the dutles they were required to perform in order to
enjoy the privileges of society. When the world had almost forgotten
the apirit of the law — sympathy — it was thus re-worded: “To unio
others as ve would that they should do unto you,"

Morals sprang from the institution of soviety; nothing is wrong
save that which harms the social ordér. It follows that 2 wrong com-
mitted ageinst one's self is injurious to society, for every self i= a part
of that institution, There 18 no escaping either of society or of moral
lnw, though that Isw may vary greatly with the individual.

The law wps prompted not by sympathy alone, nor alone by ego.
It might have been by cither; it must have been by both. It may be
obeyed by either aspirit; for the sympathetic it implies altruism and bene-
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fit for one's fellows; for the egoistic it promises the greatest gain
Whether or not the moral law is pragmatic, soclety flourishes most when
it obeys the dictates of the law, and it s ealled eorrupt when the law is
disregarded.

Our recognition of the law we term consclence; our obedlence we
term virtue; our violation we term vice.

The variance in right and wrong is besed on individusl differences
in relation to society; and such differences arizsing from individual char-
acteristics, the personal law hinges upon personality,

A nearly olated person might ndulge unduly in alechol. He
harms himself, true; but the chances are that no one else is injured by
his imbibition. A person of great influence might drink the same amount
ond be o factor in the corruption of other lves. His family may be hurt;
his example may be followed; the welfare of a portion of society penda
upon his conduct. The latter harma not only himself but others; his sin
is greater than that of the recluse. Responsibllity is measured in terms
of relationships.

The intelligent man, the man who most nearly understands life,
aannot but be related strongly to society, for we study life through
society., Therefore, the intelligent man haa a stronger duty, a finer sense
of right and wrong than his bewildered fellow.

Hven the intelligent man cannot free himself entirely of ego, that
disunion from other minds, that instinet by which we prolong our lives
and our race, Were all the world divested of ego, only sympathy would
remafn. Mind would cleave unto mind, and we would be absolute — and
thers would be no place for matter.

It is by ego that we live, it is by ego that we kill. It is s slight
step from the slaying of 0 mandarin to the martialling of armies to do
terrible blopdshed. Doubtless the slaughter is not over, for our ego tells
uf that we are better than mandaring, that it 8 the mandarin or we—, We
do not kill gur blood brothers — why can we not realize that the mandarin
is as closely related to us in apul as ls our mother's son?

How is your manduerin’s health, my friend? And what have you
lo say to Roussean, to Balzme? Is love egoistic, or is there human sym-
pathy? Or are there perhaps, two kinds of love, one egoistic and mun-
dune, the other sympathetic and eternal?

=
1O MANY PASS

FRAMNCES AYRES

50 many pass this way and never see
The fragile beauty that is cherished here —
A gentle slope, a slender, gleaming tree,
Guarding a brook which babbles eryvetal clear,
These are its joys, but bitter-swest to me,
Bringing an age-old summer day too near;
I can't go blindly s= the others do,
For onee T passed this lovely way with you,
is



PRELUDES

RICHARD MIATT

i
Thus it was

In the beginning of things. . .
There was only darkness

and immeasurably deep, qulet folds
of silence, and an unrelieved waiting,
as with a painful inflowing of breath
the Artist put down his hand,

and it {illed up everything.

Thus It was

that light came into things. . .
Therse was o long siphing,

confusion rushing out of chaos,
and the stars whirled craxily
beneath ardent fingers,

The Artist turned lonely eves to earth . . .

I

The Artist turned lonely eyves to earth . . .

He found BEden perturbing witheolor:
hungry yellow like golden water,
soft afternoon blue pouring sleépily,
and the casual whisper of green
slipping through the grass,
adventuring in the trees.

Eden seemed lonely. . .

He waved his hand

and a quick wind came chillingly;
whereupon Adnm stirred

and rose to stand shivering.

Adam stalked moodily through Eden . . .

I
Thus It was
that Adam was not contented . . .
He was rude to leopards, The Artist
thought of Eden's disrupted order;
little inaudible bubbles of melody
drifted idly from his finger-tips,
and Adam took the small hand
of Eve, and was glad.
Eve preened herself
and looked at Adom with wide eves . . .



Adam's antics provoked quick,
delightful laughter from Ewve,
but then, she waa néver called upon
to display intent to knowledge.
Adam aighed happlly
in Eden's scented, cryvatal weather . . .
w
Thus It waa
that God entered into his kingdom, |, .
God was busy thinking winged thoughts
that fluttered smoothly over Eden.
Ewve wus curious, and she was intent
with & pleasing rendezvous,
The engines of thought thundered in the clouds;
the trees made frightened, violent complaint,
God's aword-Tinger
descended over the fowered ways . . .
Eve pressed close for comfort,
Adam's breath was warm on her shoulder;
she looked back to see God
shivering alone in Eden,
Thus it was
in the beginning of things . . .

NOCTURNE
RICHARD LYMDEN

MNay, God, weigh not my soul tonlght.
For I, who am fellow to Your greatness
Weeping over this starry sadness (even
Ar You, too, must weep), dare whisper
Through this fearful hush thet You are
Free. Ah, Beauty is Your weapon !
Apguinst this cool, sweet intimacy of
Fquals in deep communion, what matters
The full account? What matters the
Maddening viearage, the eruel jests
And despair of other daya?

Sing, God, Your new sweet abandon !
Man has judged You, and made You fres.
You are forgiven,

w



ASHES

You must forglve this in me —

That T bellow cold ashes, yours and mine

{Like clinkers, wrapped already in hard exterior},
That I a0 easily forget the ruthlessness

Of Change, of fled sweetnesses.

Yes, you must see to forgive so grand & fault.
For who dares condemn that hope and weakness
Which ascends to other Waorlda,

Like monk, or dreamer, or muybe

Man with walkened heart,

To unriddle his high mystery,

Or keep his soul,

Or even live again & moment of warm,

Protocted beauty,

Man was not mewed eternally to grub,

And to keep tha! thing upon his mind.

Let those millions of such consclence,

Gather dust and * eag”, let them have

Way and sway to plod in this near-now, everlasting,
But they shall not gay to you, with me,

“*This is your plot, your expanse.”

For there s &8 wild soul — which s two souls
Fused n one — that heeds no wretched human confines,
That transcends this trembling, ken-lesa Hving,
That rises, rapt, to hearken to an ancient message,
Only once delivered, and onece heard,

In an ancient yesterday.

And this soul will never risk that salvaged Virtue,
WIll never again play sublimity

Apninst the Fates.



A PLAY IM ONE ACT

RAYMOND M. RMODES

CHARACTERS
Dave Hepburn, 1823, the man,
Mim Elzabeth, Dave's slderfy aunt,
Caplain Marshall Woods
Private John Guerney.
Frivate Pat Donahis,
Corpoen] Flovd Herbert,
Dave Hepburmn, 1818, the immortal

Seeane: The Hving room of the small cottege of Dove Hepburn, an
infurad war veberan, who lfves heve under the core of a spinster ot
The yoom is flovored with the hominess of New England simplicity,
bt fonight it haz o fastive piv atnee four of Dave's war commades have
pathered for o dinner to commemorate Cho fifth anniversery of his
being decorated for brevery om the field of battle, The right wail
ia pleveed by twe windows, with shades dvawn, beneall which is o
comfortuble oouch. [pstage from the windows iz o door leading to
the exterior, and on the opposite ride of the room s o sbefroase, proc
tieal, which leads to the kitchen, The door i open. A fireplace in
the Left will surrounded by comfortable ehairs of dishormonions de-
wign, the dining talble end choirs, center, and few pieess of brie-n-bme
complele the furnishinge, An Awerionn (g o pinwed o the wall
above the mantalpiees,

An aloove in the rear woell, poized above the tevel of Che stage wad
foced on oll sides by windews get Migh in the walls, eonteing o well-
filled book-case, und a desk and chair. Ia the gloe of o reading bomy
the figure of Dove Heplurn, the tmmortal, in eloaely disoernible. He
wenrs o private’s wniform with o touch of pride and vuddy hendthi-
nega; and, Mhough they arve stmilar in figere and complexion, he is o
definite eontrast to Dave Hepbirn, the man, who is pole end Hmps
ebout with o supporting caone.  The immorial Dove i never recog-
nized mor spoken fo by the ofhers; they ove entively ebiivious to his
predence, though he, on bhe other kand, seeme to enfoy their anties and
convarsation tremendousty and is alive to their svery motion.

It is wn evening in the full of 1923, and Dave's dinner porly is
well under oy, Even an the vurtoin deeass, the men are standing,

their glnsses rained aloft in tribute to Mizs Elizebeth, whe stands on
the fonding bafore the kitehen door, primping her Sehite hair il

primly adfusting herself to the flattery of their shouts of “A toast!”,
“Mins Efizabeth!”, “A toowt to the hext cook in Versont!™ ofe,
Put Donehue, (A ruddy mon of thivty, secwree and hoalthy, and the il
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lrge postman.) Tt was a fine dinner you cooked for us, Miss Elizabeth,
and it's with & good spirit that P'm propesin’ this toast to you,

Captain Woods, (A lall, comminadtag man, meticulously dressed in o auit
a0 davk that if emphasizes his preying hotr.) Indeed, it was splendid.
1f we'd hind cooks like you in the wrmy, Mizs Hepbuorn, the war would
have been over in no time.

Donahue, (Hubbing iz plump betly) Yoo bet!

(AL Jorigrle

Herbort, (A dark wied heavp=sef min in o tweed auit, whose voice boomg

ol phove all the offers,) To Miss Elizabeth!
{They drink, and remoin stading.)

Miss Elizabetk, Oh, thank yvou, boys. Tt really wasn't anything at all,
I'm sure. The chicken was so tough, and —,

Herbert,  (Iuterrupting jovially) Ancther toast to Miss Elizabeth — she
called us bays.

[ Longhter, and they drink aporm.)

Misa Etizabeth, Well, vou are to me. (Thoughtfully coming  down Hhe
steps) 1t dossn't scem possible that it's been so long.  Why, it's boen
nearly six years!

Guerney. (A alight, blende man whose youngich foee is Nued with pre-
ntirfaere hollows ond erecses.  He wonrs o khoki trench oop,  His left
arm Rutngs lang in its sleave, and his wseless hand s eovered with o
blnek plove) You're right. 1t has been o long time,

(The four sulders sent theviselvas, oud Dave kastens to eirele the
bbile to vefill theiv glisses with edder from o piteher, He limps notice-
ablip.}

Dgmehue, Hurrah! More toasts!

Dave. Sure, the evening's young. (He, like the ethers, does not jeenr a
wnniformi, Bt on his doat i pinued kis 0. 5 C. medal.)

Mise Elizabeth. (Surveying them) Yes, you've all changed, (Pouwse) It
seems odd — T remember o well how yoo marched down to the depot
the day you left. My, you were proud youngsters,  Going away. (o=
ng away — Lo war.

Gierney. Remember how they made we march up and down the strests
drilling after we enlisted 7 {Mixs Elizabeth wods, smiting) And when-
wver we cime past your house, Marshall, here, would give us time out
a0 we eould all rush over to the cistern to get a drink of water,

Dhoisine, Tt gure don't seem liko it waz six years ngo.

Herbert. You had six inches less waist line then, Pat. { They bough)

Weoods, He was just a freckled-faced kid,

Misz Etizabeth, Indeed he was. You were ol youngsters—you, Pat, and
John, and Dave.

Dave.  There were others of us then, too.

Herbert. (Roucowsly) A bunch of wild kids just aching to go war.

Dave,  (Quietly) Yes, to be killed and maimed and shot to pieces.

Miss Eliznbeth, (Advancing to foke hiv grm) Oh, Dave, no! To fight
for victory and justice.

Diave, (Detacking himself to refill the glasses again) (Quietly) That's
what the recruiting officer said.

Guerney,  (Spiritediy, on though o vecall Dave fo the group)  Well, boys,
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we've still the most Important toast of the evening, (Sfanding of
aftention) CGentlemen, | give you the health of Dave Hepburn—the
only man of the company to be decorated for bravery on the field of
battle, (They rize svmulloneonely fo stond et etfention.)

Donahug. Here's to Davel

Al To Dave. (They drink) (Dave Hepbwrn, the immortal, wmiles
bitterly i the aloove, and fMoustingly Hghta a sigorette,)

Dave, (Resting on hiz mne) Thank you, fellows,

Herbort, And here’s o toast to Peewee Guerney Tor giving us the last
one.  (They lough and ogoin detals)

Trawe. 11" awfully niee of you fellows to remember my being decorsted.

Dunahee.  You think we'd forget? Why, I've gol o pleture home on the
burenu of you bein® wheeled up in a hospital chuir the day they pin-
ned on your 1. 8. (.

Herbort.  Bure, and Pat was the man who wheeled yvour chalr,

Dovabue.  And why not? | wanted to have my picture taken with the
hero,

Dape,  (SHlR) We all were heroes—only some of us were wounded-—
or killed,

Mizs Elizabeth, Oh, Dave,

Woods., (Advneing to put iz aem orewnd Deve)  But we must forget
that side of it, Dave. (Sympathetioely) 1 think T know how you
feel, bul after &ll wo're the ones who really count wmow. The bova
who didn't come back with us—they—well, we'll never forget them,
but don't you think it's better to just necept things as they are with-
out them?

Dave.  But things aren't the same—without them.

Woods, You're thinking of George?

Deve,  (Guietly)  Yes,

Miss Klizabeth, Oh. Dave. (Pleadingly) _Don't think of it. It been
a0 lomg.

Dave. Mo, No. (Tensely) TH never forget! George was my  Best
friend—he was closer to me than snvone else can ever be, ( Walking
away)  Why, we had been pals ever since either of us eould remem-
ber, and then when we were over there we were never separated.

Mizs Eliznbeth. But you must forget!

Dave, T ean't,! tell you; I can't] (Almost fiercely) We had shaved
everything. My thoughts were his thoughts, his ambitions woere
mine. We vsed to tallk for hours ot o time planning our futures to-
wother as a partnership. (Pouwse) And then he was killed—and
wan wounded,  {Patheticnlly) Oh, God, you can't understand the
irony of it.

Misy Elzabetk, (Approccking Dave) {Sympathelicnlly)  0h, Dave
try—try. . (Appeabing to Weods) Please

Woods,  (Approdackimg)  We do undorstand, Dave,

Dove.  (Twrning abraptly) Oh, no, you don't. You couldnt! (Repain-
tng eontral of kimaelf ofter o stroived silence)  (Apologetionity) Oh,
I'mi sorry.

Honahue, That's all right, Dave,

Woods, I'm sure we understand,
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Guerney.  (Smoothly) Come on, fellows, (Tokes hold of Dave's elbow,
wned weges him bk fo the table) Let's have some more Loasts, and
tell storbes,

Herbert, That's the ticket.

Misg Elizabeth. (Crossing to the atnive)  If you'll pardon me, boys, 1T
fix come fresh coffee.

Woods, (Spiritedly) Lot's sit over heve by the fire. I'm getting to the
age now where a fire feels rather good,

Herbert, It always hos to me.  (Dovahue, Woods, and Herbert fake the
comfortable ehmire near the fireploce, while Guerney aifa belind
them next to the dinimg table.)

Iarve,  (Securing o efpie humidor fron the mantel) Have o cigar, Mar-
shall?

Woodz, Yes, thanks,

Dare.  Herbert?

Herbert, You bad,

Dowahue. Me, too, (He takes hie ond lghts from oo oateh held by
Woud.d  Hmm, Remember the old “Bl Ropa's™ we uasd to smoke n
Franoe?

Waoods, Rather,

Dave.  {(Lighting o cigarette)  (To Guerney) You know, John, T beliove
yvou're one of the few men I know who returned from Franee without
having become n smoker,

Guerney, (Laughing) 1 never started — even after | lost my arm,

Dohahue.  Well, I've always said there's two things every soldior peeds—
and one of them's a amoke.

Wennte, 1 think you're vight, Pat,

Herbert. A smoke bolsters up a man’s nerve.

Guerney,  (Laughing)  Then [ certwinly should have taken up smoking
when we first went into the trenches.

Donahue.  (Chuckling)  He was white as a sheet for thiee disys!

Guerney.  (Good-nofuredly) 1 jgruess T had a vellow streak down my
bk,

Dave, Oh, no, you didn't, John,  (Theughifully) There's something
terrifyving nhout being in a trench with guns erackling beside you and
men groaning at your feet— (Pruse)  or lying in a shell-hole full of
stagnant water in the middle of the night wondering when you'll e
blown to pieces. It does something to you!

Herbert.  (Brovelp) Oh, you get over that

Woods, Sometimes yes — sometimes no,

Dave.  (Strolling navay from the growp)  (Seftly)  The first Lig raid 1
was in 1 saw o man get eaught in the barbed wire.  The first time I
looked, 1 suw him with his hend thrown back and his mouth wide
open—serenming. (Turning)  The next time [ looked his loga hod
been shot of f—and then a spray of bullets ripped his neck to pieces, ]

Woods, (Rizing) ‘Those ave the things vou should forget, Dave, 1T you
must think of the war, remember your decorstion, Hemember that
viou were 8 hero!

Dove.  (Swiftly)  But [ wosn't,

{ The fmmortal agoin becomes strangely toneed. )
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Woods. ©Oh, yes, you were. They didn't give Distinguished Service
Crosses for—.

Dave.  (Irterrupbimg) But you dont understand, (Quietly) It's
woitled me for years. (Hoorsely) 1've wanled to tell you—I've
tried to—. (Pouszed)  You can't imagine the hall I've besn through,

Woods. (Approcching)  Come, come, Dave.  You're gotting all exeited.

Dowakue.  Sure, lot's tulk about something else,
Dive. But I'm nol excited! (Falfering) 1 want—1 want to tell  {Powse)

Misg Elisabeth, It all rendy now.  (Coming donm the starrs)  There's
(Mizx Elicabeth enters, boaring a tray with eoffee and cups.)
nothing like n good cup of eoffee to top off o dinner.

Wopds, (The first to rise) MNow, Miss Elizubeth, you didn't need to go
to all that trouhle,

Mg Elizabeth, (Possiag out the cups and sauwcers) 1t's no trouble at all,
All of vou juet sit down and enjoy yourselves.

{ Woods, Donahue end Herhert weaf homselves, ) {Mrve re-
wntiais glomding by the table in deep Chonght.)

Guerney, Here, I'll pour the coffee and you take the cream and sugar,

Mise Elzabeth, That's a nlee boy, John.,

(The immortel, who hos  Geen wofching Dove ofozely;, fivally
ameiles hitterly pud reliens to lis choir.)

Dowehue,  This is sure o troat—ppetting together for dinner,

Herherl.  Just fike old times,

Misz Elizabeth,. Well, vou know, iCs being the [ifth anniversary of Dave's
being decorated and all, | thought there ought to be some kind of
eelehration,

Woeds,  Of course.

Migs Elizabeth, And then I've just felt for weeks now thal Dave wanted
to have yvou all here some-cvening to talk and play eards:

Herlrerd. Good for Dave,

Migs Elizabeth., Now while you're drinking vour eoffes, I'll clear off the
table so that you ean have a big poker game, (Pesse)  You've been
a0 frightfully quist in here—no ughter or shouts—that 1 thought
Diave muast be making o speech.  (She lawgha)

"wa.  (Aboemed) A spesch?

{ The imwortal o taplantly electrifiod,)

Mize Eliznbetk. Yos. 1 sww yoo oot in the yard this afterncon pacing
up and down with your hands behind your buek and vour lips moving.
You looked just like your father used to when he was preparing n ser-
(ERLLII

Dave,  (Destantly) Oh.  (Pouse) There is something that T want 1o
tell you all,  { Puening) 1 tried to get it out o little while ago.  1I'm
not a hern, [ nover waz, The medil—(fadiogting), that wpa o
horrible mistake, but 1've never had the nerve to confess,

{The immortal viren.)

Woods. Now, Dave, we know that's not go,

Dove.  {Vigorously) Don't try tostop me!  This thing hae woerried me
for years, I'll tell now—I"ve got to. (Passing ha hond nervously
nerore hia forehead)  You all remember the night that George and 1
were detailed to go acress No Man's Land to find put what the enemy

43



was up to. (Passe) It was black and wel, and we were seared, 1t
geemed hours before we resched their first string of barbed wire
{Pousey  (Hurriediy)  Oh, 1 don’t need to tell you what happened—
yvou knew, We got the information that we wanted and sturted back,
and then we ot eaught in that damned teap snd had to make a run
for it with their snipers sending a hail of bollets after us.  (In o
higher and tighter vofee) We ran—stumbled through the muck with
our hearts pounding—afraid—waiting for the bullet that would find
us, und then | heard Georige seream, just as we fell headlong into
a gaping shell-hole.  (Powse)  (Quiotly bt hwrriediyy  They had
got him in the back, (Pouwse) (Foindly) He never spoke to mi.
(Pause) 1 knew their shrapnel would find us—I had to go on—get
back to the trenches and safety — tuke the chanees, (Coldly) 1
ernwled oot of the shell-hole, pulling George's body up with me. 1
had to take him with me to—to—.  {He stops ferrfuily.)

Mize Elizabeth. Dave, what bz it?

{The tmmortal erouches on  the steps of the aleove, poised na
though about te come doien sifo the rosm. )

Dave. (Inan cgonized voice) 1 ean't—1 can't, (Pouse) Oh, God,
why haven't | the power!  (Stoggerisg aecoss the room toward the
staind)  Wait! Wait! 11 pet George's picture—1 want him te hear
me—tp hear me tell.  (He erits wp the atodes, )

Ming Elisaleth, (Bureting into foars) He's 2o strange.

Guerney, | Ristng fo comfort hev) | know,

Mizs Elizabeth. He's never been the same sinee he came bock,  These
things are always on his mind. {Peuse) He eries oot in the night
sometimes 43 though he were lowing his mind.

Woods, (Heavily) ‘There's no discharge from the war,

Mizs Elizabeth, (Swedlp) 1 think—1 (hink vou'd better go. Al of you.

Herberl, Yes.

Womls, [ think so, (Warmingly) Lut we must be notural about it Tatk
an though nothing had happened.

{ Dave re-entars slowly, v framed phiotegraph fn his Bt )

Woads., Well, Mics Elisabeth, it was cortainly n splendid dinner.  We all
enjoved it very muoch.

Donahue, You bel wi did.

Guarney. Tt was fine.

Hevbert, (To Dave) Sorry, old man, bt we've simply got to g,

Dove.  (Shorked) No—no!  You've not heaed—.

Woods, Some other time, Dave, You know, we have wives wailing for
us and work to do tomorrow.

{ Euch takes hin cont and hat from a ek aear the door.)

Dave. {Approacking) But you—. (He suddenly stops, ond leughs o
trifle hysterioeily.)  You have to go—.  And T was just about to—
(Hie homd drops slowly.)

Ponalice,  Good-night, Tave.  Had a swell time, (He shokes Dave’s B
Fuenal. )

Dave. {Recovering) Oh, of course—I'm glad you eould eome.

Guerney. (Shoking hande) And T, too, Dave.

Herbert, Hate to have to leave, but, well, I'll see you later.
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Woods. We'll have another of these get-te pethers at my house sometime
soon.  Cood-night, Doave,  Good-night, Mise Hepburn,

(They enit with further gdives fo Dave end bis aund,  Dape
stands near the door, holding it epen, bt Mizs Elizabeth hurries from
the roowr o though ofrodd she weodd again ory.)

Dave, (At the doow)  Good-night, fellows.  (He twend from the door o
frne the quiet roomsd  (Sensifively)  They've gone.  All of them.
{Pauze) It's queer—just when | was rendy to tell them about George,
{He stops for o moment in thought, then suddenty rodees kin head, ood
eitble)  Auntie, (Striding forwerd)  Aunt Blizabéth!  (Cronng
vigoronsiy to the stodrs)  Aunt Elizabeth |

Miss Elizabeth, {Asmearing from the kiteken)  Yes, Dave,

Dowe,  (Tmpotiently) Aunt Elizabeth!

Miss Elizabeth. (Huwrriedly entecingy  Yes, what is it?

Dowe.  (Bifterly)  They've all gone. Why?

Miss Elizabeth, Bul, Dave, you're not strong, and it's getting Iate

Iage. No.  That's not the veason they left. (deemsingly)  You must
have said something to them—something that made them go.

Mizs Etizabath. (Desperately)  Oh, Dave,

e, You must have.  (Twewing)  Ther'd never po like that—so
apologetically, as though they were going over to Pat  Donaliue’s to
play poker,

Mise Elizabeth. But, Dave, you get so excited when vou talk about the
war,  (Aproaehing fo grosp his slecve)  Can't you eee?  It's boon
such @ long time—five years—you must forget!

Dove.  (Bitterly)  Then you did send them Wy,

Mise Elizabeth, [ just—,

Deve. Sent therm out of this house, (Seafhingly) | know now. Yon
asked them to go while 1T was gone from the room after George's pic-
Luire.

Mies Efizabeth. {Spivitedly) Yes Yes, Tdid. [ eouldn't help it. [Syni-
puthetically)  You gel so excited, Ity the war this—and the war
that—and George this—and George that. Al day long you think of
nothing, talk of nothing but you and George and the war. (A
procehing to shake his shoulder vigorously) I'a become an ohéession
with you. Dave! Davel You've got to forget! You must come
buck and live in this world again. Forget the war ; forget your sears,
{Panse § Dave, you must! Forget that you ever knew such a person as
George—forget that you earried his body acrozs No Man's Land)

Duve. Mo, no!  Go awny, please.

Misz Efizebeth. Bul, Dave!

Ihave Hepburn,  Plense go. (Crossey to #it before the five) T want to be
slone.  (Miss Elizabeth turns hesitotingly lo exit.)

(Dave site awith hiz head in his honds, The tmmortal slowly
crogsed from the aleova to the ecnter af the voon. He siirveye Dave
coolty, and then with deltberation lights a cigareite.)

(AL the aound of the matah being sbruck, Dove turny, Hin ex-
pression 8 one of wild surprise, bl there i8 mo trace of fore)

Tmmortal. U'm still here, [ didn't go,

Dave,  (Withont emotion) When did you coma?



Immortal  (Smoothly) Oh, 1 was here all the time, 1 eame before the
others did.

Pave, You look familiar,  Who are you?

Immortal.  ©Oh, 1 oaed to live here.

Dave. You?

hamortal.  Yes, before the war.

Daove. Whot—what was your name?

Immaortel, Oh, people called me Duve Hepburn, but names don't really
mean anything. (Prwse)  T've been nway—heen over there with
George,

Darve. With George?

Immortal. Why, yes, Don't you remember the night George and you
and I lay in that shell-hole until—.

Dave,  (Ereiledly) The night George was zhot?

fmmortal, Of course.  (Laughfng) T thooght yon'd remember, You
should.

Dave; You were there!?

Immartal (Blandly)  Yes, I'm your soul, 1 guese.

Ihive,  Dh.

fmmortal, T suppose T should have come home from the tromehes with
you after the srmistice, but—oh, 1 don't know. [{Mockingly) 1 got
separated from you the night George—died,

DPnwe.  And you've been over there ever sinca?

Tmmiortal,  Yes.

Dave.  (Tensely)  You'll stay with me now, though?

Fsiiortnl. Mo,  (Puuze) T dom't think 1'd want to,

Dave. You wouldn't want to!

Immerinl, Mo,

Dave.  (Pathetically) But I need you, Can't you see?

Inemorinl, We're not alike now. I'm going back over there

Dove.  No, No. For God's sake, You must help me!

Lanoital. 1 don't admire you — 1 don’t belong to you any longer.

Dave, But you owe it to me to stay,

Immortal. 1 have no debt te you, (Peuse) No, I'm going back.

Dave. {Sinking book into hiz cheir) Going hack?

Fovmortal.  Yes.

Dawve. But why?

Immortal, (Flotly) You know, (He sits on the edge of the diaing
fable) (Coolly) T watched you tonight — 1 heard vou tell your story.
{ Powse) T've watehed you for five years; waited for you to confess.
{Panee) 1 eame tonight beeause 1 thought mayhe vou were going to
be & man — toll them the truth nbout what you did with George's:
body, (Advncing) Tell them how you worked in that shell-hole that
night, strapping it to your back to shield you from the bullets while
you erawled back to the trench,

Pave, 1 eouldn't tell them. T couldn®t.

[mmortal.  (Walking toward the doer) You're & coward. (Pause) That's
why 1 don't belong to you any longer. You're 4 eownrd, T knew it
that night when you used his body as a shield — and then w1 you
got near the fines, you unsteapped it and exrrled him in.  So your com-

ity



rides wouldn't see what you'd dome.  (Dvamatically) “A hero! I'm g
hero! | eame through with the information, and brought back  my
buddy’s body." (Pouse) But he was shol full of holes — dond.

Dave. (Frensiedly) Yes, he was, What if T did use his body as a shield T
L got back with the information. (Pousa) (Righteoualy) Crearg
would have liked that,

Twemental, Tall, Just talk., You've boen telllng yoursell for venrs — but
you never forget! (Pousze) Wearing o decorntion —a D. 8. C. — an
awird for bravery.

Dave.  (Fumbling af the clesp) Mo, No, (Hoorsety) 11 never wenr it
ngain. (He throws it on the table ) {Beseeckingly) But ¥ou st
stay — [ need you.

Tmortal, (Cuietly) No. No, you've lorgotten something, {Advancing o
atep) You've kept your mind away from ft.  (Pawse) When you
strapped George's body on your back— (Advancing)  When vou put
him there to goard you from the bullets — (Adwicing fo stand di-
rectly beforg Dave)

Bave, (Feorfully) What ?

fmmmortael. {Lowly) Was George renlly dead? {Peusc) Was he really dend?

(Dave swinfes alowdy dows infe o ehair, biv foce eontrnctod with
harror.)

Dave, {(Wildly) No, No!

Immortel  (Convictingly) You never knew! (Powse) A hers, You. (He
tifte the . 8. €. from the loble, then drops it again,) Keep your rib-
bon and gold — wear it — you'll huve to.  (Faeing Dane) Tonight
wis your last chance with me. You couldn't confess — now you never
can. Keep your medal, and wear it though it makes your life a holl
on eatth. (Ha turns to ovess to the colerior enit) (Powsing)  Wenr
it. It's all you have left — now, (The fmmoertel leaves )

{Dnve atvuggles to iz feet, and stiombles over to the foble, Hie e
shift from the door to the shining medal on the feble, )
(With hands that séem biened by the touck of the desoration, he
despiringly lifes the erosa to re-pin it en hiz breagt.)

(CURTAINY

DAY DREAMS

When all the petty ridicules of life
Confront me with their leering glares
I leave the cluttered world's maclstrom
And climb to peaks yet unattained,
Where cleansing thoughta like windswept clouds
Can clear my mind a8 cool spring rain,
And peace and quiet cast moonlight beams
Across the gleaming fretwork of my dreams,
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ARMISTICE DAY
JOSEPH EDELL ALDER

Yesterday

I heard the cannomn,
Fearsomse and terrible.
The whita-hot rifle fire
Seorched all humanity,
And in the muwd of Franes
Death stalked — master.

Today

I hear the bells tinkling

As the herds wander homawarda;
The vineyards are red and gold

In the sutumn sun;

And the scarred eaych resis

In life-giving peace.

Tomorrow T

Will It benr hate and death,

And black destruction for today’s children”
Or will hand clnsp hand

In everiasting brotherhond,

And blood and tears

Be forgotten forever?

DEFEAT

ALBERT JOHANISOM

He mastered all things, but his wild aoul lay

A captive Roman in his body's keep,

Rebellions, proud, and waiting for the day

When with dire vengeance it could sunwards leap.
All things he tried he mastered, but his hand

Was strained to ¢racking when he bound his soul,
And then it writhed in the flesh's band

And bore down crashing all the built-up whale,
He seemed to master, but it all was false;

He failed to conguer what first should rule,
And in the cadence of his throbbing pubse

Loy that which turned to fire what once wes cool:
The things he made went down to dust wher he
Fell to himself, his long-fought enemy,



DRAMATIC IRONY

The little town of 3t Michel sprawled indolently in the warm
Louisinna sunshine, The bulldings that stood on both sides appeared en-
tirely unashamed of thelr grimy white dilapidation — & state no doubt
encouraged by living so close to the people who owned them. Here the
hand of time moved with the slow pesture that accompanies o drawl
The sun shone, the negroes were willing te work for nearly nothing, and
sleep was gquiet and dreamless. Then, too, the *moonshine” that was dis-
tilled in the depths of the swamp was ensy to get, and the code of morals
here did not sbsclutely probibit long periods of intoxication. To be Sure,
there was not much to be said for the country in the way of novelty,
Slowly but steadily the deaths from alligators' bites were decreasing in
number a8 incursions of huntng parties increased, and the queer, pale-
faced men from the North insisted on teking negroes suspected of a
erime to & court for trinl instead of following the much more ohvious and
gtirring precedent of lynching them. But life in thess offete times wus
not withoul wholesome diversion, Among the clans and fomilies that
lived In the swamp there was pent up all the rancor of old hates and
fouds which, ag the list of viclent decds grew, was as apt at any moment
to burst forth with proportionate vigor. The traveller in  the swamp
would sometimes see the sudden [lash of riffe-fire from the shadows of
the averhanging Spanish moss; or often st night the falnt sound of a
shot would drift to the cars of the townspeople. They would turn aver in
their beds and piously conelude that justice, or Ingeauity — the two, of
course, amount Lo the same thing — had triumphed. Then often a face
would vanish from lown, or & new one, oné of some abrupt eonvert to
the usages of civilizntion, would appear., Civil authority existed, but was
Aever recignized with anything approaching reverence, for the swamp-
folk were people with a strong religious sense. God chooses his own in-
struments of vengeance and reward; so is it not presumptuous to imposs
man’s idea of what is right upon the divinely-planned order of events?
Too, loeally-supervised hanging wia always swift snd certuin, but luw-
yers and judges, with their pompous cant, often allowed the guilty per-
so0 1o escijpe.

But the eonstant problem of the negro required some sort of
afficiol curtain behind which to intimidate the black man properly. Hers
the negro was not the ohsequious buffeon that he is in the popular con-
ception, bul a savege disgruntled with his position in the soeinl order: 4
savege with the Instincts and heritages of his kind: the dim, inherited
memories of moonlit forest orgies, of the surge of the ehase, and of the red
madness of the dll, He was o crenture lishle at any moment to become
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suddenly perverted and commit some crime of 80 atrovious o nature as to
make one shudder nnd sicken. He wos endowed with the animal cunning
of his roee, and lived in o world of iz own, somehow & grotesque, ugly
world, into which the curfosity of the white man never eared to penctrate

The office of sheriff, in 5t. Michel invested in the person of “Pole™
Hodgins, had the partial support of the peopte, for the sheriff was chosen
for his lberal views on impromptu exceutions rather than for any special
ubility in enforcing the law. Indeed, he was in some localities not only
expected to condone lynchings, but often to toke part in them, his su-
thority us sheriff converted into the capacity of mob-leader.

To the people of St Michel, “Poke" Hodgine was an enigmia.  An
pura of obscurity covered his birth, nationality, past; in faet, everything
about him.  One diy the canebrake had parted and he, a little ragged
and travel-stuined, had stepped into their lives. They, with o sort of
pristine tact, had asked no questions of him, and he preserved 3 com-
plete silence. As soon as he entered St Michel, he began to cultivate
the favor of the underworld of the small town, Every so often, in the
ently days of "Pole's” career, the people of the town would hear & vague
rumor of landing undesirable Chinese in some secluded bayou, or of dis-
posing summarily of his cargo when the capture of his bost seemed cor-
tain, Bome of the bolder gossips whispered that he had murdered =
number of thege underworld figures who had the rashness to oppose the
progress of his schemes. By degrees he had planted his influence in the
loosely-organtzed county government, until he was now virtual master of
it. Whe ean say how far his ambition reached? Perhape to the governor-
ghip, perhaps to congress — the careers of many southern peliticlans:
have had just as unsxvory beginnings. Probably “Poke” could see that
the life of & suceeasful political leader demanded that he change his con-
durt to sccord with public opinion wherever he wis. At any rate, 88 he
attnined to greater heights in prestige, he gradoally cut the ties that
hound him to the underworld; so that now he wes well on the road to the
time when he “eould point with pride to his past life”

At the present moment he had browght o chale out into the town's
main street, and leaned brck aprinst the courthouse. Exposure and exer-
cise had solidified his powerful frame into o burly angularity; now the
impression of force imparted by his figure wes emphasized as it contrast-
e with the ramshackle nondescriptness of the building. His heavy
rugged features relaxed into a stolid benevolence; hebasked in the after-
noon sunshine and stared unsesingly at the pieturesque squalor around
him, Oeccesionslly he greeted the leisurely passers-by with o slight,
dignified nod, but for the most part his attitude indicated o good-will far
removed from volgar application to mortal affairs,

However, when the man in torn, muddy overalls, his long hair
straggling In dark strands from beneath the ruin of & hat spprosched,
the sherifl looked up, preparing to greet with the easy facility of a smile.
sume cusual pedestrian, but started violently, his smile replaced by a
startled scowl.

“For God's Sake, Pete!" ejaculated Hodgins, “I thought T told you
not to come around here, A blind person could see you'd been out in the
mmp.“
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"Well, T reckon there ain't no law ‘gainst being in the swamp. 1
only came here to tell you what's happenad.” The man's shifty evea darted
reatleasly about in his tanned face,

“Whit's happened! Come on inside; we can’t stay oot here and
tall." Hodgine hastily arose and led the man into his dirty, dgar-strewn
office.

“Now, now, what's happened ™ he asked impatisntly as his visitor
ant down with great dellberation ind languidly spat n brown stream of
tobaceo juice at the cuspidor.

“Well, T was out In the hangout whers we used to keep the Chinks

—1 reckon you gin't forgol them dava, have you?”

“No, no; go on."

“Give me time; give mo Ume. I'1 get aroond to It We was getting
low on grub; so [ lowed I'd better be getting into town after some. I
eoulidn't come in hers, becanse you're getting so all-fired Important — 1
can remember the day, though—"

“Mever mind! Keep on with the atory.”

“T will, If you'll only quit butting in. 1 Towed I'd better be getting
into town, us 1 was saying; so 1 hiked aff to Stone Corners. When I got
thiere, 1 stood talking to Lem Reynolds that owns the store.

* ‘Seen the paper yet? he asks me, sort of suggestive like.

“* No,' I eays, ‘the boy ain't delivered it yet I'll put up a big holler
though. T certainly do miss reading the financial page. 1 'sort of like to
see how my stocks are dolng.'

**They're about due to take a big drop, T low,' says he, and moves
awny. He puzzled me with his sly grin; so T bought a paper and Inoled
at |, Hight smack on the front page T found this” Pete drew from the
recetses of o back pocket & soiled clipping, and handed it to Hodgina, The
aherif! took it, hastily glanced at it, and frowned.

"Negro doctor prepares articles for New York paper” he read
“Dr, Joghiua Garrison, resident of St Michel, and widely acclaimed for
hia psycholngienl reseirches into the negro mind, has recently sold & series
of essays to o New York newspaper in which he reveals the eorrupt con-
ditian of local government in the southern states, They are written with
o dramatic intensity, ond an earnestness that 6 remarkable to find.  Dr
Garrigon said, upon being nterviewed, that he disposed of them to a news-
paper rather than to n magazine In order to center public attention on
what he terms o lamentably eritical situation.

“He iz remembered sz the writer of The Coze of Aaron Jokiaon
some years ago when Johnson was hung, upon suspicion of having mur-
dered his employer, by o self-appointed vigilante commitbes.”

“Well, Tl be damned,” stated Hodgins reflectively. “I'll have to
find some way to stop this, or else be ruined.”

“Why so? He's only going to write pewspaper articles, ain't he?”

“Only nowspaper artielea? You ignorant swamp-rat, if these ar-
tigles are publighed, they'll influence public opinfon so that the President
will spealk to the governor. Then the governor'll send his militin down
here. Then wherell T be?™

"In g good place to ahscond to Jamaica with the publie funds, 1'd
gy, Why don't vou come back to the old life, Poke® Yoo won't never
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get anywhere in this here high soclety, You look fine in u jersey and o
piir of ducks, running in a carge of Chinks or rum, but you'd feel fike a
sensitive lohster on & hot akillet in one of them swallowtails, and a-talk-
ing in four-bit wopds."

#No, thenks just the same. The ides of me, Poke Hodgins, belng
run out of town by a nigger. A nigger! How I hate 'em! They were
brought over here for siaves, and they got to be Pullman porters — that'a
high enough for them to go. And as for letting them be educnted. like
this — thie Cardson, it oughtn’t to be allowed, Might just as well edu-
cate a hog or o horse, But Tl pever forget the rumpus he ralaed when 1
hung that other nigger. Tool all my smurtness to get out of that mess”

“Your smartness i= going to fail you same day, Then where'll you
b 7

“T don’t think it will, but if it does, T'll be right back where I started
again, But this Garrison—"

“Ia too smart and well-edueated for you to fool with.”

“'m dammned if he 2! T down him if it costs me everything 1 own."
Hodgins' face contracted forcefully. "1 can’t hang him though, like 1 did
that other nigger. The papers all over the country would put op a holler of
Umartyr': and I'd be in o worse fix than 1 am now. 'l have to find some
way to discredit him with his newspaper friends. Some way 1 won't be
connected with,"

“That's right. Got anything to drink T

“Oyer there in the cuphonrd.” His companion brought out o dark
decanter with two small plasses, and poured out drinks for both of them.

“Fither me or Garrison will have to beat it back to the bushes”
mused Hodging, as he raised his glass to the light. "To the old Hife. . . how
I'd hate to go baek to it.”

“I don't see why; you've got a lob of money out of Lhis town.
min't you?" His companion drained his glass and replaced it on the tuble,
“With that you could start up & snug little smuggling trade, and be a big
man with us lke you vsed to be”

“Ma! I'd never do that! 1 eaid onee today that I'd never run sway
from & nigger, and [ won't! Now Hsten; I've got something lor you to
do, Go find all of the old gang that you can, and bring them here—let
me see’ todey i5 Monday — bring them over here late Thursday after
noon. He sure to bring them, now, Tell them there's ten dollars apices
in it for them., And get Julie, you know the one I mean, the one in New
Orleans. Dot fail.”

*T won't, bess. What are you planning on?™

“Never mind: T'll 1ot you know when the time comes. You'd bet-
ter Eet busy, because iUl probably take you some time to find them all"

4] gpess po, 1 'low Tl see you Thursday.” Pete rose and moped
towards the door. “So long”

“3o long."

From this time on there was 4 constrained alr of activity about the
sheriff's office that escaped the notice of the 8t Micheleans. Muluttoes,
swarthy Spaniards, Creoles — all bearing the unmistaluble signs of ds-
pravity, erept through the hack alley, or walked up the front steps of the
courthouse, pausing to look furtively about them before they entered
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The residents of the town did notice; however, that “Poke” had auddenty
become more affable in his monner towards them, and more extreme in
his discourse on the negro.

“Aln't it rght,” he naked sonorously of a slespy gathering at the
store, “that niggers should be suppressed? What was they brought over
here for? Slaves. And they ought to stay slaves. What are they good
for? Nothing but to work all day in the cotton and the cane, and tien
Bhoot eraps and cut each other up with razors, and maybe cut some white

“But, Pole," objected um old grandfather querulously: his forchead
puckered in the effort of following the convalutions of his thoughts, “the
good Book says we is all equal in the eves of the Lord."

“Grandpap Myers, with all due respect for your age, as they say
in polite society, I'd just ps soon admit 1 was equal with & cur as with a
nigger, They ain't got a soul; If they had, why would God make them
commit such awlul erimes?™" He patsed and glaneed sbout triumphantly,
g if daring anyone to refute his reasoning.

“Guess Poke's right: they've done some pretty mean things."

“That’s ao, Remember the time old Winchell Cumbers’ throat was
cut by the nlgger tramp he ook in ™

“Poke's in & place to know, him being sheriff and all that. My pap
uEed to say that a man's got a right to take the law into his own hands
when niggere get to killing innocent people.  T'I never forget the time
Charlie Peters — that waa in 1905 — was a-tearing down the barn ever on
the old Snell place—"

Hodgins surveyed the circle of men settling back to endure the
telling of 0 Ume-worn aneedote, the sweeping gestures of the speaker;
and he smiled a little contemptuonsly as he made o quist exit inte the
street, As he walked briskly in the direction of the courthouse, his un-
wonted warmth of amile and greeting caused steollers to turn and stare
fueerly after him. When he renched the sourthouse, he pughed the door
open and tramped heavily down the oil-steined foor of the hall to his
affiee,

“Hello, buys,” he greeted the figures dimly revealed behind  the
drifting elowds of tobaeco smoke as he entered.  “Did you find Julle,
PetaT"

“Here I am,” snnounced a feminine voics, A brightly-rouged som-
berly-dressed woman, her clothes now daubed and  smenred with i,
eame forward and sal on Hodglns' desk.

"I muat be uwiul valuable, to be dragged far miles through that—
thut unnamesble swamp,"” ahe gaid bitterly,

"Now, now, Julie” Poke rescued some papers from the desk and
fat down.  “Vou look just the part 1 want you to May. You haven't far-
ot how to act, have you?™

“I9o, but I wish 1 could forget everything else. Times have chunged
congiderable, Poke"

"That's what T heard: so T thought you might like to pick up & little
spure cash. Maybe you can get bk on the stage.”

“Mo, I don't think I ever ¢an, But what i3 it you want me to do?
Tl bet any maney thet it's something underhand, "



“Well, you pee, it's this way: there's a4 nigger doctor down here
who's been writing & lot of stuff about how I run the county. But he
ain't said anything that ain't — that he could be arrested for, that is,
He's made an awful nulsance of himself, and he's been interfering with
the course of justice. These gentiemen here ure all leading citizens"

“Leading citizens of the joil, I'll bet," Julie interrupted seornfully,
The men muttered in o sullen undertome.

" And they," Poke went on, giving no open notice to the distond
among his followers, "will testify to that effect, won't you, boya?"

They gruntid unenthusinstically,

“2n we've declded to rescrt to a method of stopping these articles
which defame our falr county, which ain't » method altogether legal, but
it's nespagary and proper to the best interssts of the town.” He poused
and looked over his audience.

“SBeunds like 8 Fourth-of-July spesch to me,” the woman remarked
us she lit 0 cignretie

“Shut up, Julie, and listen. 1 want you to scream a bit oul in front
of that nigger's house tonight, and when the people gather to give them
the iden that he has attacked vou. You bova be around, and start &
holler of lynching, Then I'll come wp and make a blg speech, and every-
one will quiet down and go home. The town's ripe for a lynching: I've
been raising s Jot of fesling agninst the niggers lately, OF course, 1T won't
allow it, but that nigger will be killed forever as far us his newspaper
friends go. He'll be ruined.  His whole race, educated or not, will be con-
demned on what he's done,  He'll have to go back to the bushes, not me™
Hodping' nostrils distended, & wild light gleamed in his eyes, and he
erushed the roll of pepers he held with short, convulsive contractions of
hig hand. All were quiet, with amazement al the intensity of the emotion
that burned in his face

“Ha, ha," he laughed a little nervously, as the passion faded from
his fentures. “1 puess my thoughts got the best of me for a while. You
boya hetter go now, but remember what T told you — mix with the crowd,
lend the shouting, but quiet down when T tell you to, It'd be best if you
went now, and don't hang arvund the town. Be there at eloven-thirty,
and 'l send Pete out with your pay tomorrow."

They shuffled out, muttering and growling to one another in the
manner of captive beasts until the room was empty, save for Jolie and the
gheriff, She crughed the conl of her cigarette in n cane agh tray that re
pesed on the desk, end turned to Hodgins.

“Maybe I'm a little dense.” she said, but I don't see how I get out
of this, If there's a Urial, it'7l come to light sure a8 shooting that 1 came
from New Orleans, and then It won't be hard for that nipger to prove
that all this was fixed up beforehand."

“No, no, there ain't going to be any trial. All T want to do is to put
& bad spot on that nigger's reputation. There'll be a lot of excitement a-
round thers, and after you do your part, pick op and vanish, Leave &
note spying that the disgrace was too much for you, and sign o false
name, see "

“T get it. You've thought up better ideas, though, 1 can remember
the old days in Mew Orleans, and you haven't changed a bit, Pole. Why
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don't you quit all this underhand stuff — it won't get you snywhere;
look at me — and go into some respectable business while you're still a-
head ™

“Couldn’t do it." Pole bit the end off of a clgar, and lighted the
cheroot, “I wouldn't know how to act; and besides my friends would al-
ways be coming around and disgracing me"

“Not if you went [ar enough away."”

“Well, T don't know. 1 hate all niggers, but this one especially.”

"What of it? Why should your silly pride stop you from being
rufned? All of this crooked stuff won't got you anywhere,”

“The hell it won't," said Hodgins explosively, “Look where it's
got me now. It'll take me just as for as I want. As long as 1 stay with
it. Besides, what're you giving me all this for? You ain't got anything
on me,"

“1 know I ain’t, Poke," she said placatively, “I'm just trying to help
you before it's too late”

“Thanks, but I think Il get along. Now you quit thinkin' about
my enregr an’ think about your own o little bit. Run along and get ready
for your act.”

Zhe rose, sighing In defeat, and passed cut the door of the room.
Through the window Hodgins saw her pass up the streot toward the
hotel. A slight frown on his face, he, too Tose, and went out the back
door.

The white frame bungalow of Dr, Joshun Garrison stood on a
slight knoll on the outskirts of town, near the swamp, During the day
a few patients visited him, parking their automobiles in the strest om
which it fronted. By nightfall the street was vacant, and only one window
of the bungalow was lighted. The scene wos at peace, save for half distin-
guizhed, dim shapes which began to move among the trees behind it,
and the brush occasionally creaked and crackled with the preasurs of
maving bodies.

The village had Jomg ago retired, and presumably jts sheriff had
sought his repose at the same time, His cottage, standing next to the
courthouse, was quiet and dark. Not a person moved In the streets, mnd
only the monotonous chant of the hullfrogs broke the utter silenca,

But suddenly the peace of the scene wos pierced by several rapid,
rising screams of & woman., Al over town lights flickersd up; peaple in
virying stages of dress tumbled out of doors, and stood with pale fnces,
guestioning one another.

“What was that?"

“It came from over that a-way.”

“Mo, It came from over there,”

“Jay, Jay, is Emily safe?"

The door of Hodging' house was abruptly jerked open. The sheriff
appeared, slipping his sispenders over his shoulder with one hand and
carrying his pistols and ammunition-belt with the other.

"What's the trouble, folke? he boomed,

A babel of explanations and gestures began, and the people milled
about his parch.

"Quiet! Quiet! Now will somebody plesse tell me what's happened 7
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wSomebody screamed,” ventured o mon nervously. “Over by the
south side of town, Near the swamp, I'd say.”

“(Zet tofehes, and we'll go see what's happened,” Hodgins shouted.

The men seurried into thelr houses and reappeared with brillient-
flaming pine-sticks that made swaylng globes of light In  the bluckness.
Thie sherlff shouldersd his woy through the people until he reached the
head of the procession,

“iollow me!” He moved his torch, turned, and began to walk rap-
idly in the direction of Corrison’s home. The crowd chattered and bab-
bied in his weke Suddenly in the light of the advancing torches, the
black bulk of another large group of peopie dppeared before the negro’s
dwelling.

“What's going on here?” demanded Hodgins loudly, so that all
pyes were turned townrds him  Julie was lying on the ground, his hired
ruffians around her, Garrison stood on the front porch of his house with
his hands in the pockets of # bathrobe, while he looked on wonderingly.
His black skin shone in the glare of the torchlight,

Tmmedintely another storm of talk and gesticulation arose. Hodg-
ins made his way to the eénter of the mass of people where Julie was
Iying.

My good woman, what has happensd to you " he asked tenderly.
ralsing her hesd from the ground.

HOl — Oh — 1 ca— can't tell you,” Sobs broke her voice, making
[t difficult for thoss in the outermost ring of apectators to hear,

"Come, you must; otherwise we can't help yoo”

“You — wou can't help me anyhow, 1 was walking along here 8
little whils ago, and that black brute there—" She raised her arm, pointed
dramatically in Gardson's direction, and the ring of people parted to re-
veal the negro looking on with much interest — “that black brute thers
jumped out and grebbed me—"

An angry murmur ran through the erowd. All eyes turned on the
doetor.  He moved his hands ineffectuslly and moistened his lips,

HI assure you that 1 know nothing of this. T have been in bed for
the fast two hours, as my hired man will tell you,” he stated.

“Very likely the hired man will toll us, because he works for o,
Hodgina apoke from the edge of the crowd.,

“Oh, the sheriff,” half-snarled Garrison, He fixed a guee of such
concentrated hatred on the sherdff that the people around him edged a-
way. The two antagoniate faced each other across the space of the yard,
standing with tense bodies and elenched hands.

Wiai Carrison, and T kave to arrest you on suspiclon.”

“Really, Hodgins, this is too crude. T gave you credit for enough
intelligenee to see thot f 1 am hanged you'd be ruined."”

"What are you talking about? 1 forgot to tell you that anything
you sny will be used apningt you."”

"Quite & magnanimous warning."

“Kindly eome with me to the jail. If you resist, I'l have to deputize
some of these citizens to help me take you,"

“ary well.” The doctor relaxed. “But how are we to get to the
place of nearceration through all of your rabble? They look as though
L1,



they'd be anly too glad to amuse themselves for the night by hanging

Before Hodgins could reply, o man leaped to the femce and waved
his nrms wildly.

*Listen I he shouted, and all turned to him.

"Pote!" Hodgins cautioned the orator suthoritatively, moving to a
position near Garrison, “pet down off that fence!”

“Ind you hear what he called us?' screamed the orator. “Rabble!
Rabble! That from a nlgger what woold of been in the jungle if it wesn't
for us! Hasn't he done cnough for one night? First he attuels this poor
innocent woman, and now he calls us rabble! What would our fathers
hnve done?"

The torches trembied. A sibilant move of whispers srose, The mob
edged heltingly, slugpishly forward; hesitating before the final rush
that would win them to thelr prey. Garrison stood more  soberly, his
features defiant though moblle. Suddenly Hodgins” velce shot out and
ghattered the momentarily unified will of the mnss,

“Wait 1" The crowd sighed, relaxed, and shifted its sttention to the
aheriff. "“This man is & prisoner of the Iaw! Mozl niggers don't deserve
much, I'll admit, but the law entitles him to a trial. T warn you, that to
protect that right, T must defesd him with my own life. Besldes, vou
wouldn't want to stam the foir neme of our town with a hanging—before
morning it'd be all over the country,"

“Bravo,” laughed Garrison softly. The people paused, looked at
the negro, and then consldered what Hodgins had said. The sheritf
Irowned meaningly at Pete. But there wes no angwering change of fen-
tures in that [ndividual's face. Instesd, he did not look at Hodgins st all,
but agnin exhorted the gathering,

“Men! Think of your own wives! Wil yoo take o chanee on letting
this nigger go free—"

"No!” There was a mighty shout, and a sudden surge of men a-
crosg the yard. Hodging, unwilling to shoot, stood irresolutely in  the
path of the erowd. A leader, unable to alter the impetus or direction of
his course, eollided with him, They both fell. The man rolled harmlessly
in dirt, but Hodging' head struck & step, and he lay quietly on the ground.
The mob stonped, stlent for o moment, and stood staring open-mouthed
at the Inert body of the sheriff

*Get o doctor ! someone yelled.

“Run and get Doe Roberts, Pete! Quick!

“He drove over to New Orleans this afternoon!"

“What'll we du?"

“Muy 1 volunteer my services?" Garrison asked suavely, and de-
seended the steps. He stood for o moment, looking  at the astonished
faees and evidently sensed what was in their minds,

"You nead have no fear for the safety of the sheriff," he continued,
“1 hate him; but your Anglo-Saxon principles of fair play protect him,
Bome of you mav come in, if you like, and see that no harm s done,
Come, carry him into the front room.”

For the instant dominated by the mastery in his voice, two men
detached themselves from the crowd, lifted the sheriff by the hesd and
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feet, and carried him into the house and out of the public gaze. Garrison
nscended the steps and closed the door behind him.

“] wouldn't ever trust mysell alone with that nigger,” remarked
one of the spectators.

“They sy there's o blue light on his ¢himney sometimes."™

“Wonder if the sheriff was bad hurt”

“Was we right in letting that nigger take him In thersz "

The torches sputtered as the flumes neared the ends. The people
wandersd uncertainly sbout for o time, and finally wandered away in
groups or pairs, There were left only the shadows of the pines, the
trampled front yord. and an cceasional ficker from one of the stubs of
the torches that littered the ground. From the swamp floated the heavy
exotic odor of magnaolia blossoms; of all the short-lived, orchidagecus
vegetation that bloomed, died, and decayed there. Now and then there
was & shrill cry as some sleeping bird wos disturbed. The night broeeze
aoftly stirred the leaves of the trees, with little metallic rustlings.

Presently the door of the cottage opened, and Hodgins, & white
bandage encireling hie head. welked unsteadily out and down the steps.
Coming from behind a tree, Pete approached him with something almost
diffident in his manner,

HPatet™

“Yes, boas: just stuck around in case you need help,”

“You'll have to stick around a long tme, I'm afrald. Why didn't
you stop the second time I told you to?"

“I don't know, Sort of got into my blood — the lights and noise
ond all."

“If ywou haven't wrecked my plans, Il be surprised.”

“It'll be nll dght—." They moved slowly away through the trees,
still talking.

To the villapers, *Poke” remained an enigma to the end. In 8L
Michel one could seldom arcuse encugh energy to wonder about anything.
But on the following morning, when Dr. Garrison's article appeared in
the 8¢, Mickel Herald, the whole town was overwhelmed by such s torrent
of speculation nnd surmise that the event did not recede from the minds
a8 a dueily tople of conversation for at lenst several years.

“"Our etecmed fellow-townaman, the sheriff Hodgins" the piece
read, “has boen endesvoring for some yenrs to maltrest the black race
whenever possible, in ignorance of & bit of very important Information.
He hus upon the least excuse publicly reviled the negro, and gossip says
that he has participated in more than ene lynchlng.

“But lust might, after the regrettable ineident in my front vard, the
sheriff was brought into my home for the treatment of un injury. While
treating this injury, I discovered & faict that will no doubt influence the
sheriff to change his opinion of my people.

“It is a fact well-known to the science of heredity that a person
may heve the sppearance of belonging to one race, when in reslity cer.
tain anatomical heritnges identifv him with another, For examgple, the
shape of the jaw and the formation of the fronte] bones of the head have



a pecullar charscter in negross which are used by anthropologists in
classifying individunls with the race.
“In the sheriff all of these poculinritiss are present,”

= [ & - W L] - - ]

Life in the wilderness, ulter o night of danger and death, wes
greeting like s salvation the rising of the sun. A cracker, who had been
returning to town from o wedding, was possing by the fringe of the
swamp vegetation about five in the morming., Unaware of the events of
Lhe night Before, he wis about to greet the sheriff, whom he saw in the
braks, but something in the sherlff's attituds staved his voice,

Hodging was standing in the cane, looking back over his shouldor
at the still aleeping town. His upper lp involunturily rose, baring his
teeth, Then turning hig bead, he plunged forward through the cane.
Merging graduslly with the nolses of the day was the snapping of the
brigh. Behind him the cone stalks eottled & few times and were atill,
The swamp, vast, animal, primitive, had welcomed back like 5 flerce
mother her offering to civilization

"
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ELEGY
JEAN SEWELL SMITH

They hanged him here

This morning in the fog —

Strung him by the neck from high, rough allows,
List him dangle, dankly, dead,

They hanged him here

In the cold, wet daybreak —

Like salt pork from the rafters of g smokehouse,
Left hia spirit dripping from him,

They hanged him here.

He didn't struggte long —

The rope jerked tight, and fog seeped in

When life erept out, sick and defeated,

Who hanged him here

Have now nlmost forgot

How like a wretched, well-wring rag he's stretched
Limp, between heaven and earth.

Hia flissh hangs here,

No more altve than gallows wood,

Perhaps his soul, banished from this good earth,
Finds kind rellef in that other hell,
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THE LOVE LYRIC
CYRIL €. WOOD

The fuint humming of & love lyric pulsed

Throbbing through the stillness of the nwe-binding calm,
The love of o thousand eternities wes canght

And spun through the qulet

In the fealion of 3 softly waving web strand.

The silver glinting thresd weaving through the night
Ended the pain of a present existence

And bound and enmeshed

The trials and misforlunes of 4 how forgotten world,
A world of clatter and brashness,

Of myriad nolses echolng through its eanyons

Of aynthetic merble and stone,

A world of steel-ralled destruetion

The rails of steel, the edges of sabers

That cut through the life, the death, the eternity

Of man.

And through and o'er thig all,

Through the night,

Spun the silver strand

Stilling, quieting, soothing

All turmaoil.

Through the night

The strand of a lyric web;

Through the stillness of the night

A Tore Tyrie,

REVERIE OF A YOLING GIRL
MARJORIE GENEVIEVE CAREY

Pale, dim are the tall church panes;
Throvgh the little bordered squares
We in the choir see the bay,

With its gently rippling waters;

It, too, chserves the Sabbath

In the utmost tranguility of spirit.
Under the drifting white clouds,

A slim gray feather of smoke

Traila a long red ship slowly by.
Giietly worshiping sit the people,
Mever knowing that over their hoads
A young girl is wistfully gazing

At the passing ship which fades

Into the dark waters of a wuiting sea.



THE BENEFIT OF <LERGY

A PLAY 1IN ONE ACT

RICHARD GLYER

CHARACTERS
“Tox" Christian, Evanogelit.
"Bpats” Chwld, Bong Lender,
Edmiiid Baomness, Bliod.

(The seewe o dnid i the biek room of an evangelind tend awhioh
s come to rest for the week oo sted] fonta inowestern Nobraski.
The voo, {f ene might fotter (6 by that aome, beors o slight rereme-
blaner to the besement of on opium den. fhe wiv is that Phiok, nnd Dy
the wente divty feebmg, The dusty convas of the teal iz broken on
the vight by a elit whick leade to the oulside, and af the rear by on-
athey wpenting by wlieh, wp three steps, ontrance and arit ere made to
dnd from the evapgelistio puditoriom,  Several preking  codes  ape
streven around for choivs, and o borrel, o Gttle to the feft of eenter
stiege, perves aua table, A battered wordrobe frunk, to the left of the
ateps which lead to the vestruin, serves az o kitehen rabinat, prie hislid-
ér aael weah stand, A grecay goaoling storve @& m the wp-right corner
on aefich ere still stonding the greimy  pots, atill dicty, on  the
eold burnerd,  Sparts” bunk of shoved against the left wall  Severnt
vary moth-eaten blankets gprewl half on the diet floor. Beside the
flap which leads to the restrim i on old-fackioned frying-pen oil
lis. O the fable & bottle of dolbar-a-gatlon Seateh.

At the wisie of the eurinin the stoge i dork and empty; only o
aliver of light frem up center filkers Shrough tn a pure, ghostly white
rag,  We hear the melvdie voice of Tie feam begond the beek deape,
She i nearing the end of her evening address on sin)

(From aithin) And in elosing, let me tell you of n very sad incident
which I recently witnessed, 1 had for meny years known & very
prominemt business man by the name of Willis David — Davidson, 1
cin tell vou his nsme now beenuse he has passed on to his eternal re
ward, and | hope that God may have Merey on his seul.  Brother
Willis wes n handsoms mai, one of the most charming people that 1
huve ever met, but he had some fotal defects: he drank ligoor, he
smoked tobnaeeo, and | am sorry fo say, he did not keep hia tongue
clenn; he fook the nwme of the Lord in vain,  Brother Davidson had o
little daughter of whom he was very fond — she was stricken ill, —
deathly ill. He did everything he eonld possibly do for the child, but
when the erizis came, — before the very eyes of that weeping father
that Fittle form was stilled and thit eweet, pure young soul passed on
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to fte Maker. 1 tried to comfort the father; I said, “My Brother, it
waa God's will thut she should be taken; vou have dome everything in
your power, everything that any mortal could do*  *Nao", he sobbed
in anjruish, “there wans one thing that would have saved her; T could
not pray™. 1 did my best to consele him, but there was not o thing
that 1 could do; it was too lute.

My brothers and sisters, ave you geing to put off repentance un-
£l it is too lite? That's your affair, you say. Is it? fs [t# Do you
oo your sins better than you do that little sen, than that bonnie
danghter, thal loving brother, thal fine tender wife? Do you wanl Lo
punigh them? Do You? Don't you love someone else better than
you do your sing? 1f you do, won'l you come down and accept the
Chrigt who died for you on the eross? Won't you? Oh, plesse come
down and aceept his eternal salvation, — come, come down and let me
taike you by the hand to lead you Lo Him. (Pawse) Thank you, Brother;
God bless yoo ( Pouse) A, sister — thank you — come right up here,
brother — knesl here, my soni Cod bless you brother; and you too,
sister — may the Lord rest with yon, Mother, Now let us consecimbe
our gouls with hymn number two hundred and sixty-thres, two hun-
dred and sixty-three, “0Oh Lamb of God 1 Come, 1 Come” — number
two hundred sixty-three. Brother David will lead us,

(A amnil hond erges whoezes o ghor! intreductory vemp, and the
moen of Lhe pudicnce tells ue that Brother Danid & suecessfully lead-
ing the loped muee fo Him in o guish inpressive wiil.

Tox enters from the vostrion, She v oo tall, handseme wemasn of
about trenty-five. [ ia vol diffieuli to andecstond why the penitents
would worship her oz muck ax they would the God she works for. She
ig mttired in g floeing sehife gown of o very seiters eul) on the front
fiaffived o rooid. A binek aatin eepe Bned with o peard aehite covers
her soft white shoulders. She eorvies, hinever, an air of wonriness
— oo githers thet e holde nething for her.

As she euters she lghts the frytmg pan lonp of the back of the
whiege,  She goes o the spardrole brunk and drags from one of Lhe
drawwers an ofd and muck wrinkied greeadieh omono,  She doffs her
iy gl wnffles wp hed hte tnon somcinhiet stretoling wotion, replices
the dresa for the kivono, and corefully replaces the wig and the gourn

in the trunk, She crosses fo fhe table, picks up the whisky bottle,
looks of it quizzically for o second, then quickly pours fhe entire cons
tents, which proves fo be only o mouthful, fmto o glass,  She meflers,
*Own it fo heraelf wid throws the battle en the eof, teft, dvainy the
glnes, goes to the caffee-cover ah tray, ploks oud o krge snips ond
wbrndghtenn i out, lghts @8, wad stondis puffing slowly. ITn the neean-
time the oudienee hog finighed the hyma aod brofher “Spata” Dovid
ia griving the benedietion from irithin )

Spate. (From withing And now may the grace, mercy and peace of God,
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the Father, the Son and the Holy Chost be and abide with you now
nnd forevermore, Amaon,

(He enters from the pulpit eorrying fivo heavily Widen collection
plates, He tokes them to the werdrobe trunk end sete one on either
pide of the open top. Ohe oo ineegine the sointliness that might cross




hiz face on demand, but one wonld weed o profty foir tmegination.
He ta o bovn “Burkee™ — il ke needs it 0 cheokared suit and o peiste
tiepin, His ewmotions are obvivis, changeable, and wery axtrome, al-
Hiowgh ke is patient with Ter. He blows into the seone with the air
of une whe hoesn't o care in the world, Goonsionally we see o different
Spaty thot shows an element of vefinement and lenrning, but ke docs
Nin best to disguise bix talonds ond ccoomplishments )

Spats. (He crosves back of her, slops her on the back an he passes)
Sister, that was hot, beautiful. 1 just about wept. Honest, you al-
most had me converted.

Tex  {Digguatedly) Oh, vesh.

Spats.  Yeah, and you sure gave them a shock with that tight-wad Christ-
inn business-man line,—how they did cough up. But say, don't you
think that elassieal quotation stuff s a little too highbrow for this

burg?

Ter. 1rgm.-w.r:a to the eot)  Just bechuse this i5n't the congregation of the
firgt Presbyteriun in New York ls no reason why we should vulgarize,
— we ean draw & lot of the high-ups with n touch of Tennyson and =
little theory, evon in this size town, The smallest places in the coun-
try have some dongh-wagpers that we can appenl to with & little
literature, They think that we're better than they ave, in more wars
than spiritually,—they don't mind paying for the pesce of mind if
you give them some gratis lessons in the “best things in life" | Simple
peychology, my brother,

Spats. Sister, I'm telling you they won't fall for that kind of dope.

Tew, Well, what shall 1 give them?

Spete.  The old-fashioned hell: you know the hymn, the hell of our
fathers is good enough for me? The Billy Sunday pole-climbing sen-
sationatism ia the stuff they go for—And say, cob out that “'Cod s
a Spirit" theory ; they want the good old bexrded Jewish Joehovah with
the flowing white toga.

Tew,  (She peints to the eoltection pletes)  Treasure ialand ought o Indi-
cate what they like.

Spads.  (Beltiperently) Yes, but they paid bofore and not after the sers
man,

Ter. (Resigned) Al vight, vou're the bosa.

Spats. (He goes o the cot, sifs ond tries to drog Tex downs beside him
Atta givl. — Gees, kid, T don't know what T'd do without you, kid,
honest, You're great, (He fries to pull her indo hix lap) Give us n kiss
will you?

Tex, (She loosenn hix grip and goes to the table)  Don't maul me tonight :
I don't fesl Tike it (She goes to the brank and gets another Dottle,
bt 1t, ton, in empty)  Empty, and T fecl so low [ conld hang my feet
over o sheet of tissue paper,

Spiete. Here's o cignrette.  (She goes to N oad takes one from the ek
age he of fers her)

Tox, (She ights it) Thanks.

Spate.  What's the matter with you, kid. You haven't had the hot stuff
you used to have; you wers allright tomight, but the last week your
fire and brimstone hos had oll the spice of & wilted lettuce sandwich,
You siek or something?

43



Tox. No, I don't know—yeah, yes, 1 don't feel so wurm.

Spate, Rotten liguor?

Tex. (She sitn on the bor right of the baveel)  No, Pm not sick in body —

Spats. (Dispustediy)Oh, it's the soul that suffers—yeah, 1 ean zee how
you're pining.

Ter. {She stamps the cigarette out violently ond gets up) 1 wish we
eould get out of this town tomorrow, Spats; what do you say?

Spate, (He ity up on the cot, on whieh he has been roclimeng) What the
hell, are you eeazy? We've got the plants paid for the rest of the week
and if we left now we'd waste all that dough. This town's no worss
than the fest of the dumps we've dropped into, nnd (t's paying u ot
more than most of them, What's eatin’ you anyway !

Ter. (She moves avownd behind the bareel writh her head in her hands)
Oh, 1 don't know. (Punse) T guess that it's just that P'm disgusted
with all this (She fndicntes the coom with o gesture) —this filth.
Sleeping on & lousy cot under moth-eaten blankets, eating apaghetti
and dry bread three times a day, dedging running water in rainy
wenther — kidding & 1ot of saps that we can take them to heaven by
the most direct route —

Spots, (Hwmorously) We know the road —

Ter. T thite was & place lke the one wa tell them about, we couldn't get
there if there wasn't any othor place to go.  (She pleked up the snipe
ot stamped oul, then togzes it dewn again)

Spats,  (Consolingly)  Oh, 1 don't blame you for blowing off steam now
and then; this place doesn't suil me like o Park Avenue apartment,
but I cun stick it out for a while longer, and 2o can you, This is just &
stepping stone. Why in another year, when we et sut of this, we'll
hiave o hundred grand.

Ter, I'm not saying | want to quit, but 1 want a vacation. 1 don't like
doing this for a Hving, and 1 don't held it against you for foreing me
imto it, but 1 wish I could get out of thiz hole long encugh o et a
tireath of fresh air. God, how 1 hate it—

Spurix,  Cut! that swearing's getting to be a habit,

Ter. (Suppressing on outbmrst)  You'll be censoring the way 1 wear my
hair next

Spets.  Well you've got to behave when you're o big buck with the Lo,

Tex, (She sity on the bor right)  And that's another thing 1 don't like
about this, 1 wouldn't mind it so mach if this were an honest graft,
but this Jekyll and Hyde game is getting me down. (Pause) Now
listen, Spats, you can get someone else to take my plice Tor & month,
Any woman with i decent faee and o molandholy volee can read my
gpeochos, This place s driving me mad.

Spats,  (He rives and crosses bo ler, sits on the left side of the baerel}
Sister, you've got a line that can't be doplicated in all the states of the
union,—you coild make o Darwin's corpse get oul of the grave and
pray. T ean't ufford to let you go. I'd have to hire someone else to
toke your place and anyone with your S. A. and your gift of chatter
wouldn't do this. You're s rare find.

Tar, (Vehemently) Spats, if T don't get out of thie—this racket——

Spuete,  (Fizes and foces her. Violeally) You're poing to stay here un-



il 1 get damned good and ready to let you go; =0 vou might just as well
keep your feet on the stove.  If you do leave, where will you go?
You've got no dough, no job, and o bad record——

Tex. Thanks to you—

Spets.  1f you quit you've got just one job—there's alwaya a place for
you at Janles, or you can plod the pavements, and elther of those are
harder on you than this.

Tex.  (Riges and crosses vight) At least it's honest, You don't repre-
sent yourself to be something vou aren't.—Anyway, over-night |n
the jug isn't as bad as petty lavceny if we've picked up in this mess.

Spats. Petty lareeny?! How do you get that way? This isn't & fraud;
this is just as honest as any other profession that's worth the time
it takea to work op a eliemtele. The only difforence s that we
don't think our goods ore so hot. We peddle o lob of satisfaction to
4 bunch of saps who sre off just cnough to fall for our line of
snusage. They pay of their own free will for what we sell, and our
product iz worth a big price, It's worth something to know vou're
going to live forever, and nobody ean prove that we don't give them
what they pay for,

Ter, We fool them into thinking that someone else Talls Tor it by hiring
o clague to come to the altar when we ask for voluntesre,

Spats. You eall that erooked? Helll They do it in every line—Parking
cars outside of restaurants, hanging old clothes In taflor shops—it's
a principle of good business psychology. FEven if we don’t think our
dupe's the straight goods, it gives u 1ol of other dubs something te be
gilly over,

T, (She erosses to the tnble and #ite vight) 1 sometimes wonder if 1
don't believe it sfter all,

Spats,  (Derogaterily)  You don't mean to tell me you believe that God
led & bunch of Yids around the desert for forty years and they didn't
even wear out their aandals; vou're too bright for that, and T know
my seriptures too well to kid myself into falling for that stuff.

Tex. You couldn't tell me the name of the first chapter of Matthew,

Spats.  (Tmilating n lowgh) Hat Hal (He crosses to the cot, sits on the
edge wnd hgphts o ciparette) There's only one thing vou never knew
sbout me, Tex. [ used to be a minister,

Tex. What!

Spefe.  That's how 1 happened to think of this when the other racket
broke up. 1 graduated with honors from Zion Creek Seminary in
Wisconain,

Ter. Where's that?

Spats.  Well, the ereck dried up, and all the Zionites are In Los Angeles
selling renl estate. When T got out of there I went up to a little town
in North Daketa. 1 tried to lead a model life, be s good pastor, but
the crawling bunch of hypoerites that I tried to keep on the straight
and narrow starved me out. | left the place six months later, quit,
I gave everything 1 had to God, the merciful, and he lot me starve,
And s0 now 1'm going to get it back, and I'm going to get it all back,

Tex. Why the confession? I don’t care why you're in the game; I'm say-
ing that there must be some good in it; you can't sell Gold Bricks
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to everyvhody.

Spaty, Arve you trying to sing me a hymn?

Tee. That wouldn't be a bad ides; it might put o heart in you.

Spurts,  What do yoo mean?

Tar. [t wouldn't be so bad if we could just toke the eandy from those
who had plenty of it; it's taking it frem those who can't afford it
thot huris me,

Spate. Take heart from Hobin Hood.—Lady, I'm robbin' snyene whe
wants o be hooded, snd thew're plentiful in our business,

Ter, And that's another reazon why 1 think that this ia a rotten racket.

Spats, If they're fools enough o fall for an Immorts] who ean’t even
turn out o decent minister, they eught to be hooked,

Ter. (She rizer disgustedly and goes vight) Pluck the beam out of
your own eye before you tanke the speck out of everybody else's. You
think that just because you had & bad bieak and came across a few
who wouldn't support vou, snd beesuse you don't go for the Lord in
a big way, that the whole thing s fulse and that everybody |s a
Praud,

Spats. What do you want me to do, put up n gign that says, We don't

go for thia line; (t's hooey; the game's a Gyp"?

Ter, Well if it is o gyp, I don't know—it's 0. K. by me o gyp the
cnstomers who have the dough, but when it eomes to chaps like that
poor blind fellow who eame up the other night

Spats, Came the dawn

Texr. What—

Spats, You needn't get moist over that blackout,—he sells more peneils
than any beggar 1 over knew,

Texr,  (Sentimentally) The other night when he reached down in those
ragped trousers and pulled out thet lene dime, 1 wanted to break
down and ery.

Bpets.  Well, vou did him o lot of good. Did you notice when he eame in
here the other night 7

Tow, Yea, (erosses up center) 1 wanted to go down and give him back
the nickel he put in the collection plate,

Spats. Yes, but that anme blackout came in here tonight with those rag-
ged trousers pressed till they looked like the lncquer finish on a Buick,
and that month's collection of folinge was scraped off his face. If
wou enn give o oman eourage o go on like that you're doing him o
favor,

Tew, (Croasing down to left of burereld It still iznt worth——

Sputs:  1t's worth his last nickel, yes. As soon us we leave he'll feel a lot
better, and he won't have U pay oor fea

Ter. Poor fellow!

Spats, Now don't gel weepy.,  He's a lot better off sinee you gave him the
works.

Ter, Yes, 1 guess he's better off, all right.

Spats, Sure he is.

Ter. He had such & peaceful expression, such s wistful look on his face
whan he eame in hore tonight—I1 wonder if he's always been blind

Spade, How ghould T know?

Tex. (Something of Texona, the evangelist, seems to be eoming out) It
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doesn't seem to matter to him anymore. He has o certain peculinr
happy expression, us if everything that he's suffered doesn't nutter
to him now. He's happy with things as they are: he dossnt mind
being blind as long ai he knows there is someone higher up who s
earing for him, snd who will keep him on the right road even i he
ean'l aea,

Spats, Oh, for Christ's sake, cut out the slash,

Tez, 1 sometimes think I'd rather be blind and happy than to live the
wiy we're doing now,

Spats. Aw, you're nerts.

Ter, All right, I'm nerts, but T still think we aren't any better off than
that blind man er any &f the other people who o for God in o big
wiy. It's a wonder we don't try it when we see how good our pro-
duct is.

Spats.  Try it? My God, 1 have tried it and what did T get. & Kick in the
teeth, a bloody nose, and an empty stomach, I that's what you call
huppiness, I'd 1ike to see you in o mess,

Ter, But we aren't any better off thun that, living in this squalor. We
don't get & kick out of living. We sit around and play poker for
cigarette, or sneak out someplace and et tight. 1 hate all of this.
I hate myself, snd you and evervthing on enrth most of the time,

Sputs.  Are you all there, Tex?

Ter, 1 don't know, and most of the time 1 don't give a damn,

Spurks,  {Rises and crosses to her, pats kee on the back and xifs laft)  Aw,
you're just feeling low tonight. You'll snap out of it. Just think, in
another year, at this rate, we'll be back’ on the boards, and all you
have to do s to keep on raising the religious voltage of the natives.
(e brken out o pockage of eigivettes and offers her one: sl riofiiea
ity It's the last one.

Ter, Smoke it yourself,

Spate, Thanks. (He seavches through hiz pockets for o matoh, but finds
nane; he gogs (o the lomp end lights @ on the flome. He stands on
the bottom step and puffe peasively for o moment) Say, vou know
that blind man has been giving us plenty of publicity lately. 1t's a
shame the other customers don’t brush up the way he has, (He wolks
slowely down lefty “That fellow must be pretty sensitive,

Fex. What makes vou think ac.

Spats, DI you notice the way he came  through  the erowd the other
night ?

Tex. No, whyt

Spuits, He didn't fall over one chair, and the aisles were full, Make 2
good permanent plant.

Ter. That's out.

Spate. How come——

Ter. He paid our price and found the goods worth the price; now we're
not going to show him otherwise—that's too much. All he has to go
on new, wo gave hm, and you're not——

Spafe.  All right, all right, but it gives me 0 good Idea. We'll get some
other guy to fake a blackout., That ought to increase the soles with
God and the Gideons, | Ter rummoges arowed in the soffeccover ash
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tray for nobler siipe, but finds noane)

Spate. T'll go oot and gel somae,

(A voiee in the audiencs & heord oalling Tox)

Purness, Mizs Christian—aoh, Miss Christian !

Spate,  (Puzzied) Who's that?

Ter, (Also fn g quandry) Probably Gabriel, calling us to judgment,

Burness. Misz Christian.

Tex. Yes—what do you want?

Burndzs,  Are you still disposed?

Ter. (To Spals)What's the answer?

Spats. Find out who it s,

Texr. (To Burness) Who is it?

Burness.  1H's Mr. Burness, the blind man.

Tex. What is it that you wanted?

Burness. | wonder if T might see you for a minute.

Spate, Bes him. A personal interview with the virgin might help bos-
iness, It's w good thing he's blind, that rolie—

Buriexs. Wounld it be tos much to agh——

Ter. (To Burness) Come right in.

Barrness,  Are you sure that T won't be disturbing you?

Ter. Hell—er—aof course not, cume in,

Buriess, 1 wonder if it would be asking too much of you to help me; 1
can't see whers to go.

Spets. Where's his dog?

Tex. Shuat up and fix that eot,

Spartx,  Right,

Tex. (To Bwrnesz) Just a minute, Mr. Burness.

Spats, (He gets his coat and hat and starts for the door) T get that
nheotite,

Ter. Don't forget to pull up your collar; remember, you've 4 song leader

for Saint Christian.

Spats,  (As he goes out right) O, K., Counsellor,

{Tex goes out the rear ond retwrne immodiotely, guiding Eidmind
Brurness, Oue cowld not deseribe his attive more oeewrately than did
Spats when he said, “His penis were pressed il they looked like the
lneguer finish on o Buwick, and the wienth's collection of beard wos
aereped of f his face”, He wenrs ¢ pair of the regulntion biind mun's
glazzea, with the biindery on the wide. He iv about thivty, rather nice
Ionking, but with o troce of dissipetion ey hie emotionfess foee. Ter
Teads him to the cot, left)

Tex. You may sit down here.

Burness, Thank you so much.

Tex. (She goes to the box left and sits) What brings you here?

Burness. 1 eame in hopes that | might touch the hand of the one who
has brooght me so much peace from out of my misery and light to
my blinded eyes.

Tew,  (Taken semewhat abaek by thiz wedue preaise) B-but-sr, the—the
Lord, you mean, Mr. Burness. He—he ssems to have hoad quite a
suecessful time with you

Burness. (Set on giving her the oredit) If it hadn't been for you I

&8




should never have found the wey, Tt was vou who gave me faith to
£0 on when 1 was Jost in o seq of sin and despair, | was o miserable
wreteh on the point of death from drink and carousing when vou
saved me——

Tex, (Ovepcome) But you needn't confess this to me, my poor hrother,
You are forgiven when you accept the Lord ns voor savior,

Buriess. T felt that | wanted to tell sameone about it T don’t know just
who said it, but s troe that confession is good for the soul, ['ve
eearched go long for o friend, and now 've found that feiend in veu.

Ter. (Tuwrning wrownd on the boa)  1-1 want to be vour friend. | want
to help you if 1 can.

Burness. 1 knew that when 1 first heard your voice; that is why | came
to you when 1 nesded aomeone to give ine the cournge to go on, to live
in spite of anything that might be a handicap to me.

Tew, (Rising and walling o fewe ateps towond him.  She in slowely be-
coming the Suimt thet for so long she hox gofed) But it iza't 1 who
has helped you; it is the lesson that 1 gave from the word of God.

Burness.  But it was you who gave it to me. 1 can never tell you how
much this means 1o me to come here and talk to you, and to hesr your
voies tulking to me, just to me, To hear one who is & hand of the
Almighty,

Tex, (Repentontly) 1am afraid you take me for one who is mortal, one
who i5 above sin. 1 am only human, as you nre, not better than to fall
by the wayside, It is the part of every man, the Bible says, to halp
our brothers who have stumbled, to bind up thelr wounds and send
them straight again.

Burness.  And you've done that for me. Yoo are more than good: youo
are an angel sent divectly from the Father to give me a helping hand
when 1 needed it so much. [ want to hold that hand and thank God
for his goodnesa 1o me,

Tex. (Ske turma from him and walks aloely toward the baevel) 1£ 1
wore half the person you are, | wouldn't be setting myself as an ex-
ample to other Christians as I am now, and expect them to keep me
for doing them a faver that the Bible says we should do as a part of
out duty, and not for what there is [n it for va.

Burnerz,  (Consolingly) You shouldn'l look at it that way, Miss Chiis-
Hin. Look what you've done for me. You've given me a new gpoal
to strive for, o now purpose in life.  Although 1 shall probably never
amass snough money to hove my sight veturned, [ shall slways be
grateful to Him and to vou for having siven me the power to wee
clearly a path to follow,

Tex, (Quickly) Do you mean you could have your sight retorned i you
hnd encugh money (o have an operation performed?

Biirness. . Only one place in the world is such a thing done, Vienna, [t
would be o very delicate operstion. The reting of the eve must bhe
ghrunk by an electric needle.

Per.  (Determined to vight ker former perfidy) . 1—1 think —if you
have faith, that—that God will see that you are given back your
sighl.

Buriness, 1 ssk no more than that which T have now. T am content to spend
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the rest of my days this way, as long as | am sure that he is with me.

Ter. He makes provision for servants who are stricken, (She looks fo-
swited Ehe trunk aund sees the looded colloction plates. Quickly she
potirs the coutents of the plotes mto o bag ond throes the plates
under the suf)  Here is some, nol enough for the operation, but it
will keep you if the—the fund, the missionary fund s depleted,
Brother Duvid has charge of that, (With hidden determbmtion)
will see—if—1'1] goo §if 1 ean't have Mr. David give you enough, 1
menn : T shall get it from him and give it to you. You must go now—

Burness. (Weeping with joy) God bless you, sister, May the Lord bless
you, — Your kindness i more than 1 can evor ropay —

Ter,  You must go new, but return in five or ten minutes, and 1 shall try
and have more for yon, enough so that you may see again,

Burness, Thank you, (He vizes from the cot, She poes to him, tokes his
went e feads hint wp the steps and out. Spets hes  retwrned  and
opeis the flap, vight, just as Tex and Burness go pul the bock woey.
He goes to the fool of the steps, apens Hhe pockage of cigarettes, bikes
and from the paclage, goes up two steps, and lghts the eiparette on
the lomig, goes dotn the steps and fowaed the boreel ps Tex enters. He
affera her o cigaretfa)

Epaty, Well, how's the eonvirt.

Ter.,  (She refuses the cigoretie.. Crosses towaed the eod) He's all right.

Spate, How come the somber attitude?

Ter. (After a pouzge) Spats, how muoch have we taken in so fur; how
much money have we—

Spate. Tuht

Ter. You heard me; what's the exchequer total?

Spats. Thia sounds 1ike o gag — what'a the answer?

Ter,  No, I mean 1%,

Spots, | don't know, why?

Tex. 1 just wondered, Where s it?

Spatx,  1've gok It

T, Here?

Spats, Bure, T always earry il on me.

Tex, 1 just happened to think, while you were gone, as far as 1 know,
there izn't any of that eash left; you could dash off any time  you
wanted to and 1'd be left right out in the cold.

Spats, Oh, the old doublecross game, eh?

Ter. OF words to that offest, ves, [ wouldn't put it past you.

Spats,  All right, so what?

Tee,  Well, I'm not going to be left out in the wintry alr, that's all; I'm

leaving — now.

Spats,  Aw, now, Tex, you don't want to do that; think what the other jobs
are like.

Ter. Will they he any worse next yenr? What's the difference. I 1 stuy
with this another year and then find that you've gone off with all the
dough. 111 be in just as bad a mesa; g0 1 might just as well go now.
And 'm taking my sermons with me to make it harder for you. (She
poes to the trunk, ond diecing the nert gpeech of Spate chonges her
dress. She rmmages aroad. for her speeckes)



Spofe. Hang around, sister. Now listen, 1 know it seems pretty phoney,
the way 1've been holding out the kale, but it's just becnuse we want
to have some when we decide to guit. It's probably seemed kinda
shady, and it might look as if 1 wers double crossing you, but |
haven't,

Ter. How do I know?

Spets,  (Takes owt o well-filled bill-fold and hands it to her) Hers's
all we've taken in so far, It's in hundred dollar bills. Count them
for yourself and figure it out st about one-fifty & night minus ex-
pensaes,

Ter. {(She eounts the bills) Ninety-three hundred —

Spiets,  And tem thousand In Chi — the nationnl bank, —

Ter. Seven months savings —

Spats.  And about two hundred in tonight's eolleetion. 1 think, {(He looks
for the plates bui cownot find them)  Where are those collection
plates?

Ter,  (Slightly tremulous) 1 den't know ; where did you put them?

Spats. Here, I think, on the trunk. Where in Hell did they wo?

Ter, (She moves cnutionsly toward the cof 1 They ought to be whers you

put them,

Spats, (He looks af her suspicionsly) What did you do with them, Tex
P [

Yoz, | — 1 — don't —

Spate. Like hell you don't; you've ditched them someplice. Now come
across before [ break your damned neck, (He advances toward her
ieatspnrn gty )

Ter, Really, Spats, T don't know where they.

Spets.  You low little mongrel — (He goes townrd ker, end she retrents
to the col, brekwords a8 —

Burness.  (From withic) Miss Christian —

Ter, (To Spats) Wart — wait. —

Burness, Oh, Miss Christian (He appenrs in the doorumay)

Ter, Don't come any farther, you'll fall down the steps — [She goes fo
the steps and helps him down)

Birness, 1 eame back as vou told me.

Texr, Yes. (She quickly tokes a hawdful of Bille from the woellet which she
still holds wnd gives them to hfm, wnreen by Spate) Here bs the rest
which 1 promised you.

Burners, Oh, thank you —

Spots. (He swddenly understionds whal happened to the money ) You
gave him — Oh, | — (He suddondy beeomes the Brother David who
leads the sengn) 1'm sorry, Sister Christian, but that money was for
the Indians home mission schools. Mr, Burness, you will — I am
sorry that we can't help you, but that was for another esuse; you
will have to return the money,

Buruess, Mot — not for — for me? But Miss Christian —

Spaty.  She didnt understand that that was for the other fund.

Burness. But I'm sure —

Spale.  (Tmpotientfy) You'll have to give back the monsy.

Burness, But —
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Spats.  (Delligerently) Come ofi how,

Ter.  Be careful, Spats —

Spoty. Neep oul of this!

Ter. Why should 1?7 This 13 my scrap as well ns his.

Spats. Sinee when, — how do you figure —

Tex. (Defimntly) Because I'm pgetting out of here, tos, with all that's
left: this half is mine und you don't get gypped. You won't give me
4 vaeation; so 'l take one, o permanent one, I'm gick of all thia
filth, 1 want to get away from the smell of that greasy stove, not
Just hecnuse it's caked with dirt, but because it's u symbal of what
everything else in this place is like,—low, degrading, and out of the
¢lngs of ordinary decency. Your wealk-kneed chisellng is out of my
ling, now — that blackout sold me a dose of my own medicine and I
likes #t — I'm goiog inte some honest gmme Tike robbing banks or
picking pockets — you ean pick your ewn victims and quil when you
want o, "'m theough with all this evangelistic bunk, trapping idiots
into holy monkeyv-shines, preaching, the lying pretense and  gospel
monging. 'm taking off these hypoeritical rags of & saint and from
now on, by God, 1'm going to be honest!

Spate, 1 suppese | ought to grow a moustache so thait 1 ean twist the end
and sny, “Curses, foiled again®, bot me prood beauty, the hardest part
for you s yet to come—you have to get out thot door. (He goes
foneed N and sborts (o toke hor wrist — Burness bas, of the same
tine sidlad wp to the ecit, pight, end e about fo go out, Spety sees
hinn, deops Tex's wrist and goes to Bwrndes, grobe b cot eollar and
pulls him back)

Spats, Wail o minute, vou — vou'rve going to give beck what voo've got,
boo.

Burness.  (Very dimmppointedly) But it was given me by the lady. |
ahall jgive it back only when she nsks for it

Spardn, Texl

Texr. Let him have it

Spots. The hell you say, (Hedw i o feensy) You'll give it back to me now,

Burness, No. (Spote rushes toward him to =trike hiv)

Texr, Don't, Spats, he's blind,  {She i teo lote, Sputs mpinge sovagely af
Burness who guards hiz foce ond dusks, anad before Spots ean strike
Ggein — Burness hits Spats might in the point aof the ohin with suck

powver and divectedness of blow, thot Spats falls to the floor. Spats
iz on the floor dezed, wol only by the Slow, but by the renlizadion
that the wman can see, Hod Burness struck Tex he could notl  have
jolted her move — the wan f whom whe believad, the one thing on
earth whick wes fine and clean war as phoney as a lead wickel, She
puits her hods wp te ker foce and looks dozedly through her fingers
af the mon sdonding by the oreit, She wmaemwes in despondent, sir-
prized  holf daze)

Ter, God — he — he — can — see, (Swte, who (g on the fleor, rises
slowly—Dhe iz the Spots thil of one time went to Fdon Creek Seini-
Nl rg—)

Spnts.  God in heaven — he — he (Hiv emofions rin the paomil  from
horritle el to (manne madeess) You can — you're not — You son
of n —
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Burnese, Al right, you know now — and what are you going to do ahout
itT Tt takes a crook to gyp a crook. What? What?— Well, I'll see
you oni the Rue de la Paix.

Spats,  (Rumning toword him) Hey, wait,

Buriess, Don't hold on to my eollar; T don't like it

Tex. (Still hgmobized) A fake — [rand.

Spatz. You can't get away with that: that's grand larceny — ten years.

Burness, Weoll, yvou ought to koow, T wouldn't get rough or noisy if 1
were yvou. If 1 told the populace what kind of a humpty dumpty
buneh vou were your racket wouldn't be worth n nicksl; so if you
want to make this work in gome other place keep your trap shut, (He
goew oud the wide )

{Tox standy  for o moment wpstage; then suddenty she breaks ouf
of her trince — we see the ofd Tex, the Ter of the atveets, She goow
to the burvel, picks wp o snipe, goes bockstege aud fights o on  the
lnmep, grabs poper ond pencil from the trusik os she goes quickly
doenatage agoin ond sita af the irvel writing rapidly )

Spats.  (Serafching hiz kead and mu tering) Christ! (Thea he sees Tex)
Well, why don't you go too?

Tex. (Burily) Shut up!

Spats,  What's that you're so studious about?

Tew, Tomorrow's sermon — and brother — it's hot!

{ Spaty pmiles broadly and Tex wittes rapidly ax)

{ The cnrtuim fulls)

=
FRUSTRATION

ALBERT JOHAMIION

Which way I turn I am enclosed by walls

That have no door, no gates, where T might go
Through their circumferences: I do not know
Which way to try: My every move forestalls
Itsedf upon the bricks. The davlight falls

All ghattered to the ground and night hours {low
A gmooth, black river over it: 1 go

Still wildly hunting gautes that plerce these walls,

I'm prisoned in myself. 1 find no way

Ta break & doorway where I might go through.
I languish in my body with the day

And pace within it all the nighttime, toa:
Although 1 struggle and although 1 pray,
Each way T try to flee I'm stopped anew.
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FUTILITY

LOUISE WINAMS

If 1 eould but express in words

The beauty of our daily lives —
Somehow, it seems 80 incomplete

To try to pieture simple joys
While all around me sky and hills

Streteh into solemn magnitude,
And I, but & fragment of this earth,

Stand slone, and with futile words
Try to create another world —

A power had by none but God.

FAREWELL TO YOUTH
FRANCES R. AYRES

No joy nor sorrow can survive the years,

No happinesa forever will remain;

There is no earthly love unmoved by pain,

Mor any laughter not akin to lears.

When war's cruel borror ends, sweet peace pppeard;
Mo sacrifice for man has been in vain;

And from the blacknesa of despair we gain

Rebirth of Hope und death of all our fears.

Time holds the scales by which our lives nie welghed,
Her healing hund will seothe the wounded soul
And dull the too-keen edge of ecatasy;

We cannot by life's pettiness be swayed,

For time shall mould of us one perfect whole

And balance Fate to conguer Destiny.



LET U$ EXCHANGE

FLOREMCE WRIGHT

At a recent economie conference in San Jose, the speakers seemed
16 ugree on one point: the panaces for all the evils of the presont socinl
and economic conditions is “friendship among nations."” Whether the
individunl spesker advoested complete cancellation of the war debt or
only timely morstoriums: whether he advised clinging to that balky
horas, the Cold Btandard, or sliding off as other nations have done; or
whether he deplored overproduction oF maldistribution, was Immaterial
% far as the conclusion of the speech was concemned. Regardless of
the original point of depurture, every speaker Lerminated his lecture
with the same drumatic ples for “understanding and cooperation among
nations" Those sentimentsl grand finales reminded me of the pet trick
of the magicians: pulling & white rabbit out of o top=hut. Each speaker
of the eonference uttered bis would-be panuesa in the hushed and PeVET-
ent tones of one who belleved that he alone had discovered the trilgin
Becret of oternel peace and who scrrcely dared disclose it lest its Power
be dissipated, Hach one dangled his brain-child triumphantly before
the gullible audience, which seemed naively satisfied, One could nlmost
reid its thoughts: “Why, the solution is easy nothing to it, really. Al
we need ls this cure-all, 'friendship among nations', and everything will
be all right again. Prunes will go up: we can sell the ipricots, ol last!
And it ronlly dossn't seem to matter who s president, & Democrat or o
Technocrat, just as long as we got hold of that ‘fricridship among na-
tione'." Their applause was long and loud, because there is nothing
guite so demonstrutive as the resction of rolief after fright Amid the
enthusiastic plaudits, the speskers gathered up their notss ard raturned
to their respective profeastonal chalrs, ne doubt satisfied that they hnd
dong a constructive plece of worlk.

At the time, T was not satsfied nor could T admit any oconstruct-
iveness, and the interval between the sonference and the writing of this
urticle, has not altered my opinlon.  After all, just what did these men
fctually do? In the first place, they mulled over the pest in an attempt
to find the renson for our present status quo; very much like the people
who comb dump-heaps In the hope of finding a valuable trinket. The
variety of conflicting and controversinl reasons they offered resembled
& hargain eounter, They failed to tule into consideration the Fact that
# petient is kess interested in the cause of his ilment than in the practi-
cal eure the doctor intends to follow, 1 admit that they offered us their
ranaces like so much sop; but what it eetually smounted to, was thae
thiy stood on the shore, sxplained to us who wers drowning, the effect-
fveness of g llfe-preserver, which they failed to throw to us, and then
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walked off indifferently and left was to our fate. Not a single speaker
offered n auggestion a8 to hew we should obtain this coveted friond-
ship and understanding.

Nol oily were these men dhconstroctive, but they were thorough-
Iy unoriginal.. There i8 nothing new in the ides they offered with so
much poternal pride. It has been kicked about like @ poor relstion
among nations for years. We nsed it a8 g smoke-sereen for onr illegiti-
mate territovial sgerandizements.  We sang It like a hymn during the
war, and the refrain waa "hatred of Germany." We prattied it aguin
when Wilsen went to Versailles, ntd it s the very purpose of the Ledgue
of Nations. But as far ss that body iz concerned, there have been more
nitions than friendship.

Mony of the apoeches nt the conference were enlightening, but like
dogens of editoriala thet glut the press; they did not gpo far enough.
This failure of the speakerz to develop their themes to o practical point
is characteristically middie-aged. For conservallsm and  complacency
ure the two deadly virteea of the suecossful middle-pped mon, just as dye-
pupsin and eynicism sre the cardinal sins of his less suceessful contempor-
ary. A successfol middle-aged man cannot afford to risk o secure repu-
tation pr jeopardize his position a8 wn guthority, by a predicton or plan
that Time is likely to dizprove. Hoe haz too much ot stake to pumible on an
uncertain improbable future, That is the prerogative of youth, Only a
younhg man who has nothing to lose, cin dirs o hypothesis, can riak o
progmostieation, If he ia favored by Time, we hall him as a gpenius; if he
falls, we overlook 1t ndulgently, o the lght of his Inexperience and
the temerity of youth, Consequently, | have placed my hopes in my own
generation as the saviors of the situation for which we are not responsible.

Friendship among nations i possible; but it will require more thian
peonemle eonferencss to make it & reality instead of & sentimenial amen
fo a aspeech. Neither our officiel representatives sbroad, the diplomatic
oorps, nor our unofficial envoys, the American tourists, are capable of
effecting the dexired state. The former nre 80 imvolved in official techni-
cilities thet they are barred from any genulpne contact with the people
omong whom they live: any eontact they mav have is superficial and with
the eosmopolituns who are not representative of any partleulsr country.
The American touriet is not only ineffectunl, but he is a deogeroos els-
ment, 18 far a8 promoting understanding s concernsd.  He is guilty of
the prossest misrepresentation on both sides of the Atlantie, he has left
in Burops a most unfortunate Impregsion of the American pecple, and he
has brought back to the States impressions that are unjust and which con-
stitute o definite influence on public opinlon.  Thede Impressions are large-
Iy the reflections of the narrow projudices with which he wentl abroad in
the first place. When people have spent anywhere from forty to sixty
years of their lives believing in the immorality of the French, the un-
couthness of the Germans, and the filth of the Italians, can one wonder
it their returming only more confirmed in their original opinions®  Any-
thing else would be extraordinery, especially considering that these pew-
ple tace across Burope in o few weeks, doggedly following the heels of an
often unscrupulous guide, and their only contact with the people of the
naton they jodge so glibly eonsists of porters, cab-drivers, and stope-
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keepers. The same American, who, in his own country, is usunlly very
adaptable, suddenly becomes touchily adamant wnd meompromising a-
broad, The quality of the coffee is almost a point of national honor to
him. Thus we need, as representatives abroad, not eomservative middle-
igers, but flexible youth.

Stepe have been taken in the right direction: that is, in making |t
possible for American students to study sbroad and European students
to do 80 here. For o number of years $1,000 scholarships have been a-
veilable under the auapices of the Institute of International Education.
The following resume of the requirements |s self-explanatory: “The
students must be not lesa then eighteen venrs of age, they must have bean
In residence two years at an Amerdean institute approved by the councll;
they must sxpect to return to an Amevican colleze for the fourth yeur nnd
to take a degree. They must have given evidence of sound health, high
mentality, sericusness of purpose, intellectus] interests and promisge.” The
purpose s “to stimulate broader education, finer perspective and better
gente of proportion on the part of the student, us well s personal ne-
quaintance between our finest students and those abroad”. Likewise the
Smith-in-France plan provides for the third year in Prance for Smith
College women. The University of Delaware Foreign Stody Plan, origin-
ated by Professor Kivkbridze, includes preliminary study during the sum-
mer ut the University of Moncy and later, at the University of Paris and
the Eeole Libre des Seicnces Politiques, The subjects available are litera-
ture, history, geography, and economics. The intensive study of the lan-
guage during the summer enables the students to understand the formal
lectures #l the universitics. The lectures are supplemented by the in-
dividual ingtruction under the Oxford tutorial system, as well as by
priviste lessons in composition and diction, The students live singly in
privite fumilies, with whom they can speak only French. Programs of
outside mctivities are arranged to include operns, plays, coneerts, tours
about the eity, and vaeation excurslons in ths country. The German
Akndemischer  Austauchdienst  (commonly  called  the Exchange
Student Plan) is on ldeal system by which German and American stu-
dints change places for o year. The American institutions recognize the
wirk their students do at the foreign unlversities and vice versa, The
work that has been accomplished by these vurious plans is admirable,
buit it is nuturally so limited that the effect is not obviows to the general
pahlic.

I propose that in the future the Exchange Student Plan become o
uational as well as private undertuldng. 1 suggest sending every yenr
several thousend of the most intelligent American college studenta to
universities abroad. I belleve it thereby possible to effect at least o par-
Ual settlement of the debts owed the States. Since the debtor nations
wigh either complite cancellation of the debts or the possibility of paying
g in their products, which we are afruid would ruin our own maorkets,
would it not be better to allow them to pay us by offering thelr education-
il and cultursl advantages gratia to our students? Let each nation pro-
vide for the free transportalion of ifs” quota of the students from the
States and return, free tultion at the universities, board with native fami-
lies wnd atudent half-rates on railroads and at theatres operag, und mu-
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seime.  Let us do the same for ten per cont as many foreign students as
there are Amerlean students who go abroad. Each scholarship should
allowy for ten months' study sbroad, and would be subject to renewal only
in the case of a gradunte student doing speciol work.

The academic progresa the American student would achieve abroad
watld be the lenst of his sequisitions, He would beeome aequuinted
with the personality, ideals, and trends of thought of his contempornries
int ut least one other country, He would live smong the people whom we
wre inclined to identify disparagingly ss “forelgners”, snd scquire an ap-
preciation of their problems; a more vital understanding of thelr points of
view than is posaible by even the most intensive stuody from this distance,
He would learn tolerance for other peoples, which is imposaible (o thiz
country, whore usually we see the worst a nation has to offer instead of
the best. He would zee the sdvantages of keeping a better balance be-
tween business und plensare than is-the case in our own eountry.  Europe
knows the value of leisure and how to utillze it o fact which should ap-
peal to American educators, who are realizsing more and more the neces-
gity of a well-rounded Hfe, of an wll-ahsorbing interest besides the ma-
terianl one by which existence 18 maintained.

Likewise the Buropean student, studying at one of our universities,
would learn that we are not all gangsters and that there are other eities
Leuides New York and Hollywood, Best of all, he would becoms me-
quainted with John Smith of Main Street, who has worked hard to give
hiz children a good "schooling, to provide comforts for his modest home,
and who is so dinmetricelly opposed to the loud, uneducated person too
aften gonsidered the typical American.

My stutements are not pure speculation, T have known many “ex-
chunge students” at the Universitien of Munich, Bertin, and Pards. 1 have
been preatly impressed by thelr increased tolerance, the breadth snd
depth of their vigion, and the genvine feellng of comradship which has
developed between them and the native students.

I am eonvinced that if a large-scale student exchange plan were
enrritd on eonsistently yvesr nfter vear, it woold not only cause an amel-
foration of the immediate socisl and economic problems which confront
ug, but bring about the greatly nesded oooperstion among nations. 1 can-
not beliove that people who as students had shared together thelr schools,
their concerts, their mountaing and the beauties of their eountry-dides,
could ever again conaider war as the only solution to international of-
fmirs. I agres with the General Council of Edoeation, which considers
the opportunity to study abroad as “an experience which Includes not
cnly normal neadomice advancement, but such an understanding of peonle
of pther nitions as may be the basis for o gendine friendship among in-
dividuals and natinna™

T8



1 AM RICH

BILL D. WALTOM

We have pussed through u panic, suffered from & crash of the stock
murket, and are now more than half way through the depression, and 1
&m still rich,

It is true that T have not g0 much to live on a8 T dld & yesr ago, but
it ie likewise true that | have just as much to live for. 1 have been a-
wakened to new interests in the common things shount me, and found thess
things to hold real value. Good times or bad, the real values of life are
unahinken and solid,

My welcome home each night is just ss wholesome and good as
ever, The depression haz not lesscned & single [riendship. Nelghbors
still greet me in the same old cordial way, T am still able to lavish my af-
foctions on those I love,

My faith in the goodness of the universe is unimpaired. By that
fuith I am emboldened when I face defeat and deapair, The prayers my
mather tnught me and the faith of God instilled by 6 devoul father re.
main a# priceless tréasure that no depression can touch,

Whao is there, under the clreumstances that exist around us, that
iz not growing? Who is there of us that is not learning something day
by day? Who I8 there of us that is not piining experience 53 we poss a-
long? 1t seems to me that it would be & very sad comment upon the in-
telligent individuals to suppose for & moment that we are at & standstill,
that we have ceased to grow, cessed to improve and to advance fn the
scale of Intelligence, We are not poor In the opportunity for advance-
ment,

To lenrn the truth or to cease to be ignorant, en't all that is neces-
sary, Following that comes the application of the understanding and
lenowledge that we gain, to those works that are needed for our protec-
tion and for the protection of our children, cur nelghbors, oir homes, our
happiness, If life is valuable in comparison with the experience we obtain,
every person will increase the worth of hiz life in proportion to the new
obetneles that he is able to conguer,

But, while aceomplishment and polizhed grace, nmttainmenta in
music and art, and  knowledge of the sclences, are guod and useful in
their place, it ia not intended that these shall replace the commen labors
of life. Always the ordinary is vital, the extraordinary unessential. The
ordinary is enduring, dependoble, wholesome, Natire is genuinely demo-
eratic; thus she hus creqted the ordinary in abundance, while thers is not
enough of the extracedinary to go around.

No nation becomes great by becoming rich, Nelther does p man
find enduring satisfaction i life by owning something — ooly by becom-

™



ing something. The most degrading poverty is that which results from
Irilting the apirit that the body moy be esved.

The depreasion is o challenge, not m catestrophe, A generation
that has conquered the air and senst giant planss cireling the globe; which
has plunged into the deeps and disported on the peean’s floor; which has
climbed above the clouds and Hved ln the stratoaphiers; B now faced with
n challenge to rise above its dependence o mere things and seek the
stivinoipation of the spieit of man,

The man who tves beyond his means, who mortgages his future for
hig preseit, who i generoos before he is fost, who i5 suerifiving  every-
thing to keep up with the procession of his superiors, is really losing much
of life. The man who does not dare follow his own convictions, but who
lives in terror of what society will say, falling prostrate before the golden
culf of public opinion, Is living an empty Bife.  The man who can rise a-
bove his dependency on unessentinl thinga of life, to the developing of his
mind and townrd hia pesaibilities, will find much joy In  the ordinary.
Therefore the dopression 2 not a cotastrophe because it awakens us to
the realization that we have been drifting. It is a challonge.

It has been snid that & man cannot winlk o step in any direction
without falth. Dbviously if we would climb we must forget our skepti-
cigm, and develop faith. Foith in business, faith in country, Taith n one's
oolf, Taith in other people, — this is the faith that will move mountains.
Foith i= o living, inspiring eonfidence in God, and an peceptance of Hia
wWill = our lww, and of His words s8 oer guide. Faith in God is posaible
coly ng we ecme to know that He exists, and moreover, thot He is a Being
of worthy character und attributes. For this cause was Jesus born, that
ha might testify of His Father,

Jesug, the Christ, stands alone, in unapproschable grundeur. Nine-
teen centuries roll away, and His charieter so lives thut He inspires
milliony of men with impossioned love. There is not o principle which waa
tought by Him but seems to me to be applicable to the growth, develop-
ment and happness of mankind, Every one of His teachings seems Lo
touch the true philosophy of Hwing. 1 aceept them wholi-heartedly, 1 love
to study them. I lke to teach them, Thess principles of truth offer men
eternal joy. Law i8 truth; truth is stermal.  Nothing in all homan rels-
tionahips hos beon secorded higher veneration than this thing we call Taw,
truth of pritclpls. The grestest intellects of all time have paid it their
noblest respoct. Tt is of such nature that man cannot pray himsell free
from its inevitnble consequences.

We must sdhere to law and start our climbing now. The man who
jrocrestinates, Alling his exrs with the lovely song of "tomorrow” is fol-
lowing the esalest and mest reatful method of shortening the possibilities
of life, Tt is killing deelsion by lnsetivity, it s the drifting on the river of
time, instead of rowing bravely townrd s desired harbor, It i8 watching
the sands in the hour-gliss run down before beginning any new worl,
then reversing the gliss and repesting the observation, The folly of man
In the delay in apparent, when pny second his fife may stop, and the sunds
of thut single hour musy run their conrme — and he will not be there to
B,

The last year hos been for many men o theilling spiritun] adven-



ture through which they have discovered their real wealth. Bereft of
dividends and profits, they are discovering the strong spstaining power
of fuith, and the abiding values of courage, heroism, charity, and trust-
worthiness,

The deepest satisfoction of life—those that come from sharing
ind serving—remain secure.

T am still rich because I have become independently rich—my pre-
sent wedlth depends not upon business conditions or market reports, but

upon my Taith.

REMEMBERED
EDNA BRADFIELD

I think of you at winter's sventide

When all alone before the hearth 1 see,

Ag through your eyes, the fire sprites conquering ride
To fling their spoila of heat and glow to me.

I feel you near at flush of summer dawn

While cheery songs from orioles upleap,

And morning-glories through the shades withdrown,
Peop in my window, luring me from slesp.

The little things, the beautiful, the wiss,

We found & pleasure as we gaily trod

Along life's path. 1 scarce can realize

Why I enjoy them now as T lone plod —

Cnly, T seem to see pcroes the space

And find an answering pleasure In vour fooe,

WITH

JEAM SEWELL SMITH

If T eould hove s cottage by the sea,

With salt winds whipping through the lowly thateh,
By smooth , white sand dunes shifting censelesaly,
And sand verbenn's perfumed, purple patch,

If every night my man came home to me—

{I'd hear his whistle, hand upon the latch, )

My feherman who sailed s whitecapped séa

And brought at eve his nets of herring catch,

If I had little onos with flaxen hair

To run on alim bare legs along the shore—

Gulls screaming, children's lsughter everywherse—
If T had winsome wee ones to adope—

If 1 could be & humble fisher wife

And you the fisher—God, let that be Life.
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SPRING
VIOLA JOHMNSON

Curved, swaying shadows on & smoothed poal,

White crystals round n sudden dorting fin —

What have I learned while Time was keeplng school
Though never stern to eall her pupils in?

Have 1 sought truth in rooms where thought is thinned
With idle worda poured into books in rows?

And all that while the free, uthletic wind

Was running over tres-tops on his toes,

Down by my linees his supple younger brother

Stides through the griss, green, touched with sitver grey —
Whaut were those words that bothered one another

To prove that God had died — or moved away?

The birds wing by — one drops a shining feather:

God's soul and mine langh quietly together,

APOLOGY

BALBERT JOHAWIIOM

My sonnets spell my life. My joy and woe
And empty dissgreement with the earth

Are there as are the people that T know
Because, by accident, my long-gone birth
Was ‘midst them: Both my plenty and my dearth
Are writ for people to wmuse them with, but I
Conceal things yet and own o secret mirth,

For all's not true that meets the prying eye,
And often honesty but cloaks what's sly —

As caddis-worms make houses out of trash
And pebbleg in the pool. To know & ery

The hearer must have felt the very lash,

S0 read and wonder {or do neither), but

The page that's open leaves the rest all shut



THE ASHES OF HIf FATHERS

“Under what conditionz would you willingly go to War?' 1 have
esked this question over and over again of the people of my generation,
and imvariably T have recelved the same reply, “Only i my country werse
invaded by & foreign powsr.”

I have no way of knowing how fairly this answer represents the
youth of toduy, but as cne of them, I know thit this is the attitude of o
vast number.

We mre the generation which was born either n few vears befors,
or during the World War, If there were o be o war today, we would be
expected to engage in it What would be our ultimate action? Wouold
we leave gur country, and go to o forelgn land with shining eyes, ready
and willing to act as cunnon fodder?

Back there in the years betweon 1816 and 1818 we were little tots
runmning around. We saw our friends, and in some eases our closest rela.
tives, leaving their homes to go Yover there”, Our earliest recollections
are bound up with the endless marching of thousands of feet. Our chil-
dren’s imagingtions were fed with plctures of torture, pictures which may
not have been true, but at least had their effect. There wore glumour
and excitement about it all, of conrse, bul underneath all this we ssnsed
the trugedy. War 0 all its stark, hideous reality was the real impression
planted in our momories.

Somehow 1 cannot help thinking that there is no paint  bright
enough, no sangs gay enough, no trumpets dazeling enough to hide the
borrors of war from us, 'We Jmow o lot about mob psychology. We know
what it can do to us, and we wre afraid of it Yet just in the mere fact
that we do recopnize the mob instinct, the ultimate weakening of ite power
for wur purposes is evident.

If we of this generntion ever po to war It will not be with the
schoolboy's blind eves, or with any notlon of herolsm or adventure, but
it will e with u deadliness, & cool-headedness; with eves wids open to its
awfulness. War to us will only be a ghastly duty,

The youth of today I8 supposed o be reckless; is supposed to live
on exgitement.  Perhaps we do to a certain extent, It seems strange for
i generation of thrill seekers to be turning In the direction of pacifism,
Yet we are not cownrds in any sense of the word, There are few of us
who will not endanger our lives for a moment of glory. This tendency
towsrd pacifism must be explained in other ways. Today we are nearly
all going to high achool; a tromendous percentage of us I8 going to col-
lege. We have lesrned things that the youth of long ago did not know
existed. We have learned of the marvels of aciemce, of the great work-
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manship of the human body; more than all this, we have delved deeper in-
to the realms of the human mind. 'We may be less religious, but we are
mare humane, We are certainly less sentimental. And sentiment and ignor-
ance go hand in band with war, War belongs to an age which we have
left behind.

Same of us wonder sometimes why the people of our nation do not
send a group representing our gencration over to Geneva or London to
the peace conferences. We may be young and headstrong, but we can
think pretty straight when the opportunity demands it. We are the ones
who are chiefly concerned in the future. We take it 30 seriously that
there might be drastic reforms at o peace conference directed by us, Be-
hind all our gayety and our recklessness there s n great carnestness [or
the future of our lond. We want our children to lve o oin ige of peice.
Let there be no maore war, is- our united slogan.

The other day groups of students from seven different colleges in
Cnlifornia bound themselves to o pledge refusing to be conseripted into
uny war service whatever. This is rewlly a startling resolution. For if
the generatlon which these students represent did refuse to go to war.
there could be no war.

1t 15 not schooling alone which has imbedded these ideals into our
minds. Back thers in the yvears between 1017 and 1819 they took root.
Schooling hae only strengthened them. The changes wrought by n ching-
ing civiliention are the resl explanations.

Those of us who are women are doing things that women never
thought of doing when our mothers were young.. We stund on un equal
footing with the men we ait next to in our classrogms. We do not desire
mock heroes.  We will never require our friends Lo go forth and win glory
on the battlefield to do us honor. We do not have even s zmall place in
our future dream world for base-relief hoapitals and bandaged pain-rackad
men,

If ever there i3 another war, 1 cannot prophesy, nor can unyone
what the outlook will be. But it is nol too Improbeble 1o think that there
will be o struggle to gather enough young men and women together to
miake it really o war. For this generation will hold back, and the children
and grandehildren of this generation of Amoericans will have imbibed the
ideals snd the beliefa of their predecessors. Only in the case of the actusl
Invasion of our country would we willingly go to war. This, T think you
will grant, is true patriotism.
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DAWNS WITHOUT LIGHT

Some day T shall not see the roay dawn

Come stealing past von rugged eastern hill

Ta loiter friendly on my window sill,

Though 1 expectant wait; for 1, o pown

Advanced but sacrificed full seon, and drawn

Adide to walk where shades will deepen il

All #ight i gone, shall miss the joys that fill

The mutin hours upon our dew-touched lnwn,

The morming freshness of the hawthorn hedge,

The spider's web transformed by fingers ¢ool

To jeweled veil that hides some gracelesa thing,

The dainty touch of rainbow hues that edge

The mirrored clouds within our lily poeol—

May each new dawn, though dark, these pictures
bring.

NOITALGIA
ALFRED DUNN

And when I die, think then that I have come,
After & few short years, a gentle round

Of life, back to what 1 started from.

In the trestops on the hills the walling sound
Of winds will be as wild. Nothing will change.
And men have seen too much of death to pause
Far such as 1, who rather loved to range

The open, who loved so little human Tuws.
Complete oblivion be mine, and yet

I can but hope that vou will mourn an hour,
Whom once 1 loved, until you too forget,

And somewhere, too, & meadow lark s ainging.
Yes, you'll forget, for Tlme's a lotus fAower.

But somewhers in the hills an ax is ringing,
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TO MARTHA
EDWIN BAILEY

Cumbered with serving, careful with many things,
Mot thine to walt with Miary on the Lord,

Not thine to comprehend the mystic Word
Which to the troubled quest fulfillment brings.
Thine is the serviee of the world that wrings
Its stern necessities from tusks pbhorred,

The homely minigtry without reward

That from the daily noeds of living springs.
Yot in the deep communion of thy heart

Are there not secret half-remembered dreams,
Uncharted wanderings, searching with lost arl
Eternal beauty that from heawven streams
Transcending mundane dutles, far apart

In vast immensities where starlight gleama?

SUPPLICATION

JEAM FEWELL TMITH

Poor beggar who dares ask for happiness,

Who hopes for wondrous things, as psupers do,
Poor wistful soul pursuing peace, can you
Invoke the blessing of the Mightiness?

For Sappho, whose least word was beauty's own,
And Bocrates, whose [ife waa purity,

And that voung Nazarene — ¢ all love was He)
They suffered, beggar. God! They bled slone—
Poor lazar, vou who are not wholly clean

Of mundune mud, nor bear o sacred gift,

What elaim have you to joy, vou more than they,
The poctess, the sage, the Nazarene?

Al all you ask for Mercy is to Hft

You from the mud? God, hear thy ereature pray!



{CRAPBOOK GLIMPSES OF
ABRAHAM LINCOLN

ALFRED T. CHAMDLER

Lincoln had failed. As n country storekesper, his store “winked
out"; he was defeated In his first compaigns for legislature and congress;
defent sank its disheartening thrust deep Into his fiber when he first ran
for the Illinods legislature; he lost the senatorship of the United States in
1858 after his masterly orations in the Lincoln-Douglas debates. Why?
He was gerving his spprenticeship for the huge task of mending a split
rail, the torn and splintered Union. A few glimpses into the fife of the
Grest Emancipator ensbles you to understand and get hetter miualnted
with him.

Open, to the first page, the sceapbook of his life. What strange
remarka do you see there? It's nine-year-old Dennis Hanls peering into
the erying face of the new-born Abraham, saving, "Aunt, take him, He'll
never ¢ome to much.”

Turning the pages, one by ano, you see Jittle Abe asking himself
questions, trudging beside & slow wagon through muoddy elay, pgoing
deeper into the wilderness, Yes, end here you ses him doing his best,
Iopping branches from loge for the half-face eabin in Indinna. And here
is Mancy Hanks washing his ears and sending him off to school. His
father wanted him to be “eddicated™; when Abe could “cipher” through
a ciphering book he was educated, thought Thomas Lincoln, Six weeks
Abe uttended school, and then Thomas Lineoln endorsed o note that cost
him all his few possessions, S0 Abe went to work, awinging an axe to help
Dad pay back the debt.

Notlce the loneliness among these pages of memary, Thero is
younig Lincoln perched on the trunk of a tree he has fust felled, resting
and rending Weem's “Life of Washington,” or perhapa he is sprawled in
the furrow during a sultry spring day with its back agulnst the plow-
handles while he rests his team, which sag wearily in the lathering har-
ness and beat flies with exasperated taila,

While severe, hia lfe jan't g0 unbearable. He hag never lmown
hizuriouely heated bedrooms and schoolrooms, nor has he tasted fancy
Topoda. The soft carces of fresh-turned loam on his bare feet s better by
far than the pinch of elvilized shoes on hot flag-stones. His health sends
the vigor of rugeed strength through his veing: civilization does not ham-
per him by indigestion from too much French pestry mnd lack of wood-
chopping. Hia braln is clear, his senses are keenly alert, and while his ity
brother goss to mun-mude symphony concerts and art displays. little Abe
is tuning hix spirit to the many shades of wilderness silence and wildwood
phantasics. The mistletoe in the trees, the dear-track near cool, seques-
tered spring, the rustle of natwmn lenves, the babbling creek on hia
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fother’s furm, all speak o langunge of their own (o the bov. He can listen,
and be gan understand. His is u lonely, nuture-loving spirit,

Blip a few chapters, Abe has grown six feet four inches and is as
strong a8 an ox. He wrestles with ease and throws all but one of his
opponents.  He can outrun, cut-lift, and out-jump all his companions
and can hold an axe horizontally by the butt end, in one hand, &t arm's
length.

The pages show increasing melancholy and sadness a3 he grows
glder, He is twenty-three; he meets the Coe Girlh Later he is enguged
to her, but the fragile Aun Rutledge, beantiful, saintly, bows humbly to
the grim reaper and triumphantly passes out from this small, material
world to the glorious valleys and mountains of Eternal Peace. Lineoln ia
begide himself with grief, wandering about the woods in a trance.  Finally
he is tuken in und carefully nursed back Lo Lealth by old friends of his,
EBowling and Nancy Gresn,

But hurry along. You see him now married, happy in his melun-
choly way, and sttaining fame in his state as o lowyer. His politieal ambi-
tions wre slowly being realized. The period of his political training now
shapes up, His first political disappointment strikes when he runs for
the State Legislature. He rung again two years later and is elected. His
activitios at this tHme tumble alter cach other in rapld succeszion, He is
contineously active in the legisluture und keeps trock of his law business
wa well, You can see him living frugally and paying back the “mational
debt." as he dubs the eleven-hundred-dollar amoiinl due his creditors on
the store that winked out. In 1854 he is running for the Tlinpis State
Legislature, but sacrifices himself with rare sagacity and foresight; he
loses the United States senatorship to Dougles four years afterward, but
i finully inaugurated President of the United States of America,

A rawboned, pioneer stripling is grodually molded, forged in ad-
versity, and lo! The finished product is a master statesman. Lincoin's
wisdim in his political moves elevetes him above the politiciun’s class and
places him in the President’s chair. His debating with Douglas is clever-
Iy done by making “King Dooglas" answer o question that wins Douglas
focal votes for the senntorship, but causes many other votes to ‘be cast
for Lineoln in the Presidentinl campaign.

You ean se¢ the dominant cord of honesty woven in the pattern
of his life. Notice, too, the rare gentleness of the great man a3 he cross-
examines old Peter Cartwright in connection with the Armstrong murder
ense, Lineoln i o sensitive, brainy man. His great concern is his fellow
mun.

Aganin the musty poges of the seraphook scatter dust as you turn
over several years of history al once. His personnlity reveals o genmerous
heart, simple faith, keen mind, and a nature tempered by the richest
knowledge of the People.

What do the people of the far west think of him? Torm for a
moment to some of the scrapbook clippings of old California papers. Here
are pome from the Sen Jose Mercury, published during the Civil War,
What interesting observations these people make! Scanning briefly the



yellowed and dusty columns, vou read that the Preasident had failed in his
own ambitions; that be had & large streak of common-sense comblned
with shrewdness; also Lincoln could gee farther than his nose,

What's this? A stained page of the March of Lincoln's second
Innuguration. What strange-looking make-up! 1t has large black lnes
separating the eolumna from top to bottom.  No headlines; look closer,
Yea! The story, with piercing anguish, tells of the President’s assassina-
tion. The black-bordered columns mutely speak touching eulogies and high
edl pruises for the Great Lone Man. The shroud of deep sorrow stills the
voite of the triumphant North; victoricus shouts give way to thoughts of
the strange ways of Fate. Lineoln, lke Moses, glimpses the Promised
Land — & reunited eountry — but that work is left for his fellow men,
and he takes his place with the great men of the ages.

TESTAMENT
JEAM SEWELL SMITM

As though I were to die today, tonight—

1 want to say as I would have it said—

My Inst goodbye to life. 'When 1 am dead,

Let this be held my will which now T write

To every fellow being, not alone

To those who care, would 1 say Friend, good-bye—
May ench, the greater and the less than I,

Receive my benediction as his own.

God bless thee, little world, and pray, forgive
That I can leave thee nothing, having passed,
The wiser nor the richer, As I die,

Let die with me the heartaches I made live,
And ket no piart of me but friendship last,
Goodbye, poor little world 1 love—poodbye—



DO YOU KNOW JONES?

RAYMOND H. RHODES

1 naturally rather hute to tell this story, because—well, to be un-
wsunlly honest, T have to admit thut Bill Crother's yarn and life rather
back up what Bil's volee suddenly boomed cut in the moonlight and
aflence on the decle of the old Jacksonin one night—that all men are
fools when they find the enme woman, and double fools when they at-
tempt to decelve thet one nnd only,

The five of us were gitting up forwnrd on the mate's deck, clinking
againgt the sides of our frosted glasses the ice which floated In our whis-
key and soda; when—well, by the way he bellowed out that pet theary
ol his concerning men, you'd have thought he was trying to let in all the
Bust of Suer, We all thought, of course, that he shouldn't have yelled
his damned thecry out so lood, but Crothers was a passenger, and It wos
he who usually sent his Chinese room-boy up with eracked ice and liquor
for us thirsty camels to gulp down in the hot evenings, We didn't say n
word—just waited for him to get started on his evening's yarn.

“Yag " he finally growled into the gatisfying silence which hovered
aresind him, “Yes! For ull we say, s man iz more likely to play the fool
tham n woman, Tt is the mon, gentlemen, who will let his concelt force
him to He, and his conseience foree him to disclose his les.  That was—
ah — John Jones through and through."

“Tg this & first-hand story?" asked Rawes, the purser, who was
yourg and suave, and lked to think he had a sweetheart in evary port
waiting—for him only.

“Well, rather!™ Crothers answered flatly enough to curtadl any
further insinuations. "You ges, I nol only was on the spot when the main
events took place, but also picked up some rather conclusive evidence
during my laat stay in Penang.”

“0f pourse most of the incidents of this story took place a few
yenrs ago when Jones and his partner, Walker, first came to Penang,” he
mrmured 58 he sattled & lttle deéeper into his rattan chair. ‘They were
drshing young men from the States who hed come to Penang with o
minimum of money, o maximum of lusl for adventure, —and & knowledge
of oll-drilling which they were certuin would afford them a fabulous
wealth ones they had renched the oil fields up north of Rangoon. No
one kmew very much nbout them, hut they soon had o group of friends
there In Penang.  Joncs was, of course, the secret sorcow of balf the
women ot the hotols.  Hot-headed, you know, and fickle. His boyish
wovs nnd mannerisme seomed fulrly to eaptivatethem; and then  too, his
clothes nnd riding crop—grest stiekier for dress, Jones. He wil, (only
the wormen ealled lim thia, vou understand ) *“tall, dark, and handsome,
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and with intriguing eyves®. He always dressed in immaculate lnen rid-
Ing elothes with shining black boota; and with his shirt-collar flaring, and
his white pith helmet perched rakishly over one of his heavy eyebrows,
his was u pretty hot get-up both from the standpoint of the other men
und of the heat—but he never seemed to wilt to elther,

“Jones used Lo come slamming out onto the hotel veranda and ex-
cluim, 'Where the devil's Walker? Then he'd twitch up and down the
corridor, snapping his boots with his malakke riding-crop. It was a
great ghow for everyone untll Walker come strolling In or about Jones's
seventh lap,

* Been down the beach on a hilke, ' Walker would drawl as he came
podding up the veranda steps,

‘Well, ' Jones would snap, ‘let's get poing!” And then Jones
would stamp across the hotel courtyard pust the pative curio shops and
through the massive gate lo the 'rickshaws with Walker ambling along
behind, (You fellows know the types, T judge.)

“To the boys it seemed that only a fow hours had passed before
koo ahip which had mothered them for the five short weeks’ journey from
the Stutes had been Jonded out through the streits into the blueness and
the distance.  (They were down Lo see her sail, vou understand.) When
she was eompletely gut of sight, Jones and Walker turned and looked at
the Hindu wharf-rats with thelr long black hair, their drooping mustaches,
their soiled gingham shirts and sorry-looking multi-colored turbans: and
Jonea felt ever so far away from evervthing that eounted, and Walker
murmured, ‘The last e We're here In God's country to stay’, Walker
really felt that way, you know. He grinned st Jones's morbidness, and
smiled ek good-noturedly as the Hindue faghed their teeth in welcome
from the shadows where they squatted it chattering eircles around their
noondny rice mounded on palm-legves,

" "We ean leave for Birma on temorrow's boat,! Walker mused
that evening as they lounged with their after-dinner drinks on the hotel
veranda fronting on the beach.

* ‘But—but we've only seen Major Winthrode once about that leass
on his land, We have to have that lease, Bud.'

* ‘But Winthrode said we could have that lease nny time we want-
ed ' Walker returned.

* '1 like it here, Bud. Let's stay a week longer.’

* 1 won't argue. The major's daughter, Pauline, rather—'

" "Wes, I know,' Jones cut in dryly.

* “But we should be going after this week, old fellow., I want to
et up there' and Walker looked out through the palms and to the north,
‘The bay was but slightly ruffied, and played in all colors like a sparkling
opil. In the distance the sea was as white as frothy milk, and near the
Jutting coasts the setting sun wis shooting down through the clouds to
change the apray to showering gold, Walker gighed and thought of
Pauling, whom he had met that day, and thought again of the oil-fislds
up north, and wished he could be up there and In Penung with Pauline at
The snme ime.

“Puuline was just & woman; but all the world to Walter, of course.
Pretiy, yes, but—well, dumb enough to think herself clever. She used her
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Inrge blue eyes to advantage, you understand, being a woman. Walker
always suid they were besutiful. 1 don't know exnetly why Jones didn't
put his hat in the ring with Waller, but he didn't. Perhaps he was look-
Ing for 4 different type at that time — you know.

*Par Waller, though, It was etnough for her to be & woman. Yery
reticent girl, Pruline. That helped, of course. She and Walker used to
guunter down the begch in the moonfight, and she'd leét him do all the
talking except for a few exclamations such as ‘You moke me fell 50 wee
and small' and ‘Yeu've traveled so much more and seeh 50 much more
than poor litfle me’ and —well, you gentlemen know the type But Walker
eonceded her silence as o slpn of ‘still waters run deep’ , and loved her as
ruvishingly as was poesible for & man of his nature and expoerience, and
marveled that she should notice him more than James, snd finally pop-
ped the guestion to the full atisfaction of Pauline and all concerned,

“The twe boys found, after they had wormed their way up to the
fand in Burma a [ew weeks lnter, that the country was all that Winthrode
hed claimed it to be. But the endless weeks dragged by, Walker's
phuckle became a hollow gound, and Jonea's joles were duplieatos of oth-
ers. Swearing was po longer an indulgence for relisf—but habit And
hassing Hindu natives becime work, snd pleasure was a word to be found
in any dictionary—but not in Burma,

“They laughed and joked and swore in the evenings to ward off
depression, but always for Jones there were those long silences while
Walker re-read eternally his cceastonal letters from Pauline, Sometimes
in the evenings the boys would wander over to the Hindu settlements and
listen to the plaintive songe and the rhythmie pounding of the drums, No
other whits perion for miles.

“1 suppase it was quite trying for an impetuous men like Jones—
much more so than for Walker, who was in love and could talk for hours
ut n time about Pauline. She was the only one of their friends who wrote.
Her long, newsy letters irritated Jones ot first—jealous, you know—, but
he soon began to identify himself with her in rather an intimate way,
and, n# weeks sweltered into monthe, Jones actually became convinced
that she probably cared more for him than for her fiance.

“And then she wrote, now forlornly, that she was happy in her
father's old home in England, Between those cherished lines to Walleer,
Pauline seemed to have written tearfully that his dinmond ring was loaing
Its lustre—its mesning.

* ‘Bud,’ Jones mumbled out one evening, “one of ns must go to
Rangoon seon for supplies.

" "This week '

1t may as well be tomorrow or the next doy.’

* "Who shall gn? How shall we decide that?

“ ‘Shall—we cut the cards?”

" Yo Walleer murmured hopefully.

“ They did cut the cards, Fate's clammy fingers wers there, though,
undoubtedly, shuffling thelr greasy deck, for it was Jones who serambled
into their ahnck to pack his bag o moment later.

“Jones gave Rangoon hardly o passing glance from beneath his
sun-helmet. Tt was Penang that he longed for. And believe me, boys,
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it was only o few minutes after his boat had drifted alongside the dock
at Pepang that Jones wag there on the hotel veranda agaln at the beach,
lounging irritably content and answering questions,

“Bucceas? Well, yea, in o way., One fair gusher in; two wells
drilled only to find Lady Luck standing with her back to them. Had the
fever T No. Was Walker well ?

" "Walker™ And then Jones twirled his mustache to hide the
irony that was twisting quecr smirks into his face, and he thought of the
Burma sun purehing greasy nntlves und Walker up north there, and with
the lust for plessure and women snd freedom from that hellish routine
gonding him on he Hed—Uled craftilty, deliberataly, and smiled at hiz con-
asoience,  “Walker '—I haven't heard of him in weeks, montha, He dis-
appenred—aomewhere”

* “You searched ™ they angled, gresping ot eaeh morsel of his pre-
vireation. ‘Never found him?

" No. T never found him. Fever got him, maybe; posaibly o anake—
n pvthon.

* ‘Huve you written Pauline Winthrode the aewa? they questioned.

Y 'Wo—no, 1 shall go to Enugland, 1 shall tell her myself. The
oil-wells are safe—a native foreman, of course. I'll go tell her my=sif.

* “Jones did go to Epgland to Paula, although God knows he
eould have found plenty of other women. He took his time whils making
the trip—{Just the usunl tourist side-trips, gentlemen. Kandy, Aden,
Cairo, and the hustling European ports on the Mediterranean '—and it
wid gome weeks before he finally arrived at Hove, or BEastbourne, or
wherever it wos on the English corat that the Winthrodes lived.

It was & whispering, ghadowy garden and in the moonlight that
Jonos quietly snd sympathetically—bul not making such 8 hero of him
that she would feel bonded to his memory, you understand--told of
Walker's disappearance. 3he wopt, of course; not for too long & time,
however, snugeling her head againat Joness shoulder while he murmured
quieting consolations,

* ‘T—there’s no one—,. Please forgive my crying' she smiled up
through watery eyes. “There's no one but yourself for me to turn o,
John,’

" *Forgive? If T ecould only make you turn to me always, Pauline,
turn to me with your woes, I'm devoted to vou. Even there in Pennmy
it was always you, Peuline—but Walker had spoken first It has been
only you that I have worshipped in months, Worshipped vou. Pauline
In silence, but always anly you—'

“Jones and Pouline were married soon after with great pomp and
little eeremony.

“Thoy lived in England for a time quite happily. And then love
beeame colorless and drab,  Jones, now that disenchantment had becowme
o hobit, often sank down to the lowest levels of despair, battling vth
his copscience night and doy. Always it seemed there would be the
memory of Walker trusting him-—and his weakening: his selling 'Walk-
er's fmith In him to gain & mere woman. It was inevitable that Pauline
should become i mere woman, and thén, as time went by, o thorn in his
side,
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* cJohn, let's go to o dance tonight,” she said one evening, rising
the moment above her melunchaoly.

* "No,' That was sll he suid, and she sank back defeated, admitting
that his word was law.

“ ' Woman, T suppoge, was born to suffer in silence,” she mused
alond unwittingly.

“ *and if vou have told me that ooce, vou've told me that ten
thousand tHmes," Jones unswered seathingly, and then turned again to
battle with hia conscience,

*That Pauline would learn the truth aboul Walker sooner or later,
Jones knew was inevitnble. He knew, too, that he ought to tell her all,
but sensing the hatred which she would fling at him now—now that their
ideals of esch other had become mere nshes and dust and jenlousies of
that mutuoal rhythm of thought which wos to have made them one, and
which had receded slowly but surely back into their pasts—Jones lved
with his gloom and his conscience;

“ You need a vacation,' he murmuered somberly the next morning,
and ddn't eveni rewnrd her with a glanee when she said, ‘Reaily? and
forced o placating laugh.

“owell ™ Jones prowled.

“ '‘Perhaps it 18 you who desire one,’ she muttered dryly.

"ok re you jealous of my dosive if it is that?

“* Wo — not of your desire, perhaps — but of what might take
pluce if 1 should go; of whit may have been taking plnee—'

* ' Are vou implieating,” he raged, ‘that — but — no, Tt is nothing
of the kind—my desire, if you will call it that. You could go back to
Penang for a few wesls.  You would enjoy seeing your old friends again;
enjoy henring the latest goasip — and the not—so—lute, perhape, I should
migs you, of course, Bil—'

* YWea," she interrupted feily, “you shewld miss me.

“Jones did securs reservations for her on & boal sailing for the
Fust of Suez, and inzisted finally that she go. And then, after the last
serpentine binding them topether had been severed as the ship drifted
away from the dock, Jones returned to his office and wept bitter tears,
knowing that she would learn all in Pesang. He realized now that she
wus dearer to him than anything, but—in Penang, what would she do?

“To say that Pauline Jones's vacation was o suceess In the ordinary
gemse of the word would he a pross exaggerntion. She sauntered down
the gungplank onto the dusty wharf at Penang late one afternoon,  She
seurried up the same gangplink the following doy, her eves mere slits
now and turned toward England, Pauline kept n ealendar in her state
room, Each night she tallled the number of diys reinalning, before Her
arpival in England. She was not home-sick.

“Joneas met her in fear and trembling in & heavy fog that was
rolling up the Thames to hover over London like o damp blonket

* You enjoyed your trin, darling; didn't you? he asked, searching,
curious a5 It may sound, for some hint of her justified wrath and hatred
which surely must come.

" Wes' ghe sald. "See that my baggage is brought off immediately,
John!
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“And believe it or not, that was the paychological thing for Pauline
to say. Had she idded 'please’ or ‘darling’, then it would not have been
unecrselously branded wpon John Jones's brain that his reign as head of
the family had ended, Becauze he was o man, because he knew she had
leerned something in Penang, because—well, the baggape was brought
off immedintely. 1t was & servant to Pauline who saw to that: his name
was Jones.

¥It was that evening and nol the vext that Pauline sald, ‘John,
we are going out tonight' and “John, don’t emoke in this room’, and ex.
peeted ‘Yes, darling’ for a reply—and got just that.

* You enjoyed your vacation; didn't you? Jones queried again
that evening, and bit his lp at her one-svilable reply. He wanted to
lpoge his imoagination end spealk sloud now, as facts, all the gaudy thing:
he might have done while she wis awsy — but he didn't, and she didn't
nek. Just gat there, you understand, snd pointed neither to the left nor
to the right in angwer to his interrogations; told him not behind which
door the tiger crouched, or whether It was already loosed and wildly
slipping around waiting for the precise moment for its spring.

“Months passed, and yet Pauline did not hint ot what she had
lesrned in Pennng. She just let him grope around among his fears anid
wonderings, and worship her for returning to such a base crenture as
himself.

“#ind then one evéning Jones puffed out In his most bombastic
afr, *The firm is sending me to the south seas on & selling tour next week.'

" Why, John — to the East of Sues, you mean? Pauline queriedl

Y "Wea, my dear. There ia much work to be done down there. T nia
to mike & hirried trip.

“ ‘And you are going '

" OF course. Why not?' Jones answered, his temper rising with hiis
eyebhrows.

*‘But — but what of me? 1 frankly do not like this — your golng
back there to those places.'

* You will be perfectly safe here in London, Pauline, Much safer
than you were traveling alone last year! his voice came back, spain
smoothly but quernlously.

“ T gimply don't care for the idea.'

W hy

“‘I —Iecan't say,” And she didn't

“Jones took his trip just the same, of course, and being human, he
couldn’t resist a temptation to visit Penang nestling on its junghe-studded
island. He sat alone In the hotel ballroom at his table cne evening. Per-
haps it was curicaity that made him signal for one of the native dunclng-
girls to join Him, He felt agein o glimmer of his old self-assurance when
she came nt once, her rhinestone jewels glittering in the Hght, She was »
mixture of English impertinence and Hindu guils, and she had been nomaed
Lueille b her English father for no reason st all. 2he was a Hindu In
her beauty and in her guile, a8 I have said; and, belng a woman, she want-
ed the world and Jones to know that she was a dancing girl only becaise
her white-man husband (she accented the ‘white-man' of course) had
given her a dirty deal. She said they'd been married a vear; said he'd
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mnde money in oil and gambled it away and drunk It up in liquor as fast
28 he made it; reminded him again that her husband wis white — a Yan-
kee named Walker, ghe anid.

“She was  Hindu st henrt all right, boys. She laughed gleefully
at Jones's surprise at her husband's nome, even though she didn't under.
stand the reason for his show of emotion, And then, cat-lilee and with
native pride st an accomplishment, and laughlngly triumphant, she told
how one of her husband's old flames, on English girl, hod come to Penang
miid to thelr shack Lo see him.

* ‘We surprised her gll right; she left the next day,' Lurille gurgled
gk, pnd Jones loughed und loughed.

" “Why did she come to see your husbhand?® Jones queried.

* '0h, ghe snid she'd henrd he was dead,  Sald his partner who had
deserted him up in Burma had told her thet to get her to marry him,*

# 'Jhe found —' Jones volee faltered.

Y *What did she care? Bhe went back to her husband, she did,”

*And then Jones turned, and throst the girl from him, and went
crunching out of the hotel nnd down the beach. ‘So that was why Paullne
returned to me, he growled. ‘Best port in s storm; am 17

"tAnd then, what™ Rawes could not refrain from exclaiming as he
st there on the deck, his empty gluas sparkling (n the tropical moonlight,

“And then," Crothers ruminated as he left his raten chair with o
heavy movement, *Well — did 1 not say men are focls? his voloe ernck-
ed at us ag he gtood thers, gripping the railing until his knuckles showed
white. “Did I not say that the woman & the winner?"

“Foole, he serecched, “oll men — at least when there |8 & woman!
What did he do? Heturned to his wife, gentlemen, T say, even as any fool
wonld.™

And his mask of irony faded from his face, then, and he smiled,
like n fool, and added, “Well, cheerlo, boya"

And we just sat there and watched his broad shoulders disappesr
dowii the stidrs, and we wondered if we hidn't ever known people ke
Walker, and Pauline, and Jones, Ah, yes — Jones.

fONG OF THE SOLITARY

ADA LOUISE ROOT
There was a time I walked this road with you.
Hund clasped in hand, we marked the reddening leaf—
‘The brief, wild flight of birds sgainst the biue.
{ Little we guesasd that love would prove as brief.)
Mow, in the Spring, I pace this selfeame path.
I, who was onee so proud to fesl you near,
Am learning all the dreary aftermath
Of love, and autumn and a better yenr,
A veur when leaves were scarlet as your lipa,
And afternoons were golden, and the feel
Of wind-tossed hoir between my finger-tips
Was almost too ecstatic to be real
Better, by far, never to have known your lisa
Than to have met the agony of this



IN THE DESERT

MARGARET JONES

One who has watehed the coming of day in the desert will never for-
get it At firet there s no hint of dawn, but in even luminous grayness,
o half lipht thet seoms to come a8 much from the enrth us from the sky.
Then at the east o glow begins, dull at first and overlaid with gray, like 4
ghiet of Iron that is beginning to cool. Minute by minute it mounts and
brighteas until half the sky is the color of thin fame, & smooth plane of
glowing light unhroken by any clood.  For a little while the sand and
thorm tale on the yellow of gold in dust. Then the sun comes st o bound,
the vellow glow [ndes and shadows leap out.

The day in the cactus country is unendursbly hot, for the sun
blaves down out of an unclouded sky of the darkest blua, like the intense
hine of tropienl waters. The desert stretches out hot under the sun’s
white blinding glare. For leapue upon leagee the uniformity of the pros-
pect lies wholly unbroken. Low  hille are  dotted  with little tufts of
shriveled grass, and stretching off in the distance lies the channel of &
river, nlmoat on & level with the plain, now but cne great sand-bed, ahout
hatf a mile wide. Here nnd there the expinse 13 broken by thorn trees
and dotted with ghostly yueea. First one and then another of the small
rattlesnakes of the deserl country creep out from a wind-swept rock into
the sunlight. First one, then another, and another, moving slowly, se-
dately, unhurdedly. And yel, when aroused, the cold fire of their eyes
mateh the fire of the blazing sun. There are no flowers except those of
the @ver-present cactl, A tragie glamor [nvades the place, for now and
then one seea the skeleton of an animal, perished for went of water.

The sunset i8 glordous, The gky recelves a mantle of gray, while
im the west o ruddy hage alowly darkens to purple, yet is atill tinged with
gold. A pule, diffused glow marks the west when the afterglow has faded.

Blackness finully blota out the shy. Something, an infinite pres-
ence felt but not geen, hovers over all.  An indescribable allence of loneli-
neas and desolntion oppresses one —desd, vast, sepulchral-lilke; waiting.
One straing his ears for u sound, but the soft, coal desert air holds only a
solemn stillneas,

The traveler comes to love the beausty, the solemn stillness, the
serenity of the desert. IL casts on him g spell more potent than the charm
of an ancient sorcerer. Onee ho vislts it, he wants to see it agnin. Perhaps
it iz the salitude, the stillness that lures him on. It may be the gorgeous
coloring or the weird beauty of the sunsets, It may be the shifting sands,
the strange plants, or the never-ending undulations of the lands; but more
posaibly it 1a the grim memory of those Intrepid adventurers who braved
the perils of the desert in search of gold, poying with their lives for their
daring, The magie of that Hmitless expange of sand with its twisted
Jushun trees and pipe-organ-like cicti holds him forever. He belongs to
the desert, and no charm ean free him.
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THE FAME OF MONTAGUE

EINAR CHRIITY

Bir Montague of Weatherfane,

Proud of his line and anclent name,

Tired one day of the eourt so gay

And built him a castle far away.

Where the sged virgin forest stood

He raised the castle of Inglewood.

Of granite grey was each massive wall

High owver the forest turrets tall;

Within wore halls and gardens gay

Where pleasure whiled the hours away;
Around the whole were waters wide

Where the moat was bounded by stony sides,
“MNow," said Sir Montague the Vain,

“Mever shall perish my noble name,

But meti ahall look at this stately pile,
Saying admiringly all the while,

‘Ah ves, this place of aged fame

Was built by the Knight of Weatherfane,
The noblest of the ancient mume,

8ir Montague of Weatherfane" ™

A hundred suymmers have flowered and gone.
The castle lies ruined, ravaged, and worn,
The lvy has clambered all around

FPulling the great walls to the ground,

The moat is choked with granite gray.
The halls are gone into grim docay.

The roses bloom among vast blocks

Long ago quarried from solid rock.

Trees are growing straight and high
Where stepa lead up to the open sky.

Grass and flowers grow in the court

And field mice round their holes envort
Whete once the deeply baying hounds
Greeted the hunt with leaps and bounds.
The wood-culter passing the mossy mound
Or weding the bog with a swishing sound
Remembers u tale of long ago,

Of the builder whose name he does not know;
How he raised & monument to fame

That he might preserve his forgotten name,
And the thrush at twilight sings the thought
Which ancient wise men presched and taught;
“Our names are forgotten all and one,

"Tia only our desds will ever live on



WIND IN THE PALMS
=
GAIL BALDWIN

Young Doctor Locke lenned back in his chalr.  He rested his head
on one hand, elbow propped on the desk bop, and let his strained eyes
sink through the cool velvet of the tropie night.  The window beside
him was ywide open, and the géntle trade wind breathed appinst his face
It wis sweet with the scent of pardenins sturring the hedge, mingled
with the pungence drifting up from the sheaves of white Hawaiian ginger
growing bencath the sill.  Now and then it freshened with a whiff of
galt spray whipped from the erest of & bresker smoking against the
rocks bevond the sand dunes. It wus a rellel to git goletly in the still-
nega and Ueten to the muffled drone of the reef and the soft, sibilant
orackling of palm fronds broshing against ench other a8 the brecse
whispered through them, Faintly he could hear fragments of falsetto
ginging drifting up from far down the beach.

Dr. Locke closed his eyes and bstened, Only two days more of
it for him . . .

They were 8o beautiful, these islands, TUnbelievable that they
could harbor such ugliness, too . . . The lepera.  All day long he
was among them. Testing and tabulating. Those to go to Mololod
and those to be kept for observation st Ealihl umtll they, too, should po
1o that dread settlement of living death whence none  returned. He
thought of all the voung pirls and men hé had to condemn. Their
striclen ¢yes and their hopelessness.  Like the beautiful youths the
anelent Greekls in olden times, delivered to the minotaur in his lsbyrinth
ag yearly tribute. There was B strange parallel in this leper business.
But it had to be done, and for pedrly 4 year he had been dolng 1t as hesd
of the leper investigation that had assumed control of panic-stricken
Honolulu when the scourge broke out and the Health Depurtmoent had
sent urgently to San Francisco, He had sailled post haste, 1t was his
big chance, But it was a heart-breaking business. He was glad that
Adicia had not come, for that resson, She would have hated it, and she
would have been afraid for Dinny. Dinny . . . A wvear old now.
His and hers. . .

He turped his head from the window. The moon waz probing
gilvery fingers over the photograph on his desk. Locke's eves caressed
the two faces amiling up at him. The two belngs he loved dearest of
anything on earth, and nothing but this great opportunity would have
Induced him to leave them, But they were safe where they were, in a
tile-roofed Spunish house elinging to a California hill-side where Dinny
could patter aboul among the yellow poppies, with the sunlight on his
curly head, aod Alicia could plant her favorite hynoinths in the patio
garden, Thelr existance was safe and ordered, . . He smiled wryly.
Imuging hyweinthe in o Hawaiinn garden. Their prim swestness wonld
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be amothered under the sprawl of orchid tendrils and the exotic patterns
of ylang-viang and hibiseus,

The sliding, minor wail of the for-off guitar hung on the breee,
The sound was primal, like the wind-swept palma that nodded their
frowsy heads above the perfume of the plumaria trees, golden with bloom,
ar the surf laghing agningt the resf with its eternal murmured song, It
was the song of the Ielands, It was wild, It was free.  Hoe would like
Alicin to gee it.  Some doy he would bring her here.  Some duy, when
the leper husiness was over—

The lepers sgnin! He frovmed and reached for a cigerette, re-
senting the intrusion of his thoughts. Must be getting his nerves, He
frowned again. Today had been o devil of a day. Working overtime, and
then, just as he'd heen leaving, that girl had come to be examined, and he
bad had to go baek, for there hod been no ooe else in the place to taks
care-of her,

A mateh Mamed, & tiny sport in the dark. He inhaled deeply.

It had besti that that Had somehow unnerved him. She was so
different from the genersl run of patients, snd yet so much the aame, So
terribly the same. Poor kid. . .

She had come o long way, from 8ome obscure gulch pear Kaneohe,
A big strapping fellow waa with her, dark-faced and unraly of halr. His
eyes hod followed the girl with the devouring adoration of o dog's, A
hapa-huoli, The girl was half-white, too, , . .

Locke closed his eyes. Limned ogainst his lids he still saw her,
truly a rare, hybrid flower of the tropics. Delientely eopper-akinned, Cau-
cisinn featured, she reminded him of & white orchid he hod once seen,

His examinntion was brief, 1t was one of those cases that were
almost &t cnee obvious to his trained eye. . . Her great eyves meltted e
i wounded fawn's when he told her,

“T'm sorry. . . " He gddad it impulaively.

The girl stared &t him unseeingly. Then she put her hands grop-
ingly up to her face. Her eyes questioned despernstely between her out-
apread fingers.

“Then I, .. Txm,.."

“Yes, You have leprosy.”

"Auawe-s-e . . " It was o long-drawn Hawallsn wail, svoleed from
the mists of the pest. It brought the boy rushing from the next room to
her gide. She crumpled inta his arms, sebbing. He glared accusingly at
the doctor over the top of her bowed head.

“You are sure?”

va m_1!

“Maybe some other doctor say not. . . "

Dr. Locke shook his head, “The symptoms in this case are unmis-
takuble, I'm sorry to say. . "

“She will have to po. . ™

“She will have to go”

“Aw, Lellehus. . . ™"

The girl rose, her face composed. “Come, Alaiko, . ™



What & picture they made as they stood topether! Two beautiful
young primitives, wild snd free. . |

The moon was splotching the floor with silver. A late moon, wan
ang tred 48 Locke felt.  He switched on his desk lomp and ook Up & pen.
There was o hlunk sheet of paper lving on the blotter. He drew it to-
witrd him for his reporting list of the condemned. He began to write:
“Leflehun " —

There was a knock on the door, a heavy knock that reverberated
through the house.

Locke ralsed his head. What on earth—" His eyes fell on the desk
clsehk, Twelve-thirty. . .

“Come in," he called.

It was a kanaka bov, darl-faced with o shock of unruly black hair.
Without presmble he strode to where the doctor sat and stared down at
him stendily.

Locke looked up ot him, meeting his gaze, “Well , . Alaiko, lsnt
it? Yoo eame in with the girl today, What can 1 do for vea?"

He met the gleaming eves with his own Jevel glance.

“What een I do for you ™" he repeated.

Alpiko ignored him. “You are going to send Leilehua to Molokai?”

There was o moment's silence. Then Locke =sald, “"Why, wves.
Isn't that what I told you today ™

The other hesitoled; then his eves fastoned upon Locke's again,
brighter than before. “I . . . think maybe you change your mind. . , "

Locke's face grew stern,  His mouth set.

“You realize; don't you, that she's & leper? There is no place for
lepers here, to give the disease to others.”

“You will send her, then . . T

Locke shrugged. “"What elae & done with lepers? 1 am sorry for
your-sake, [ realize how you feel about it, You know what Molokad is,
hut , "

There was silence, The doctor was reminded of the dark savagery
of the tropies personified in this bov. He was like the hilla and the sea
wirtside, knowing no restraint, only emotion. . .

YT vou like, you don't have to gend her away. ., "

Locke smiled wearily, “That's impossible. She's disessed; she'll
haye to be reported. Make up your mind to it, . *

Alniko was staring down at the gsingle name on the sheet Locke
had started. With a sudden fierce gesturs he snatehed it up and erump-
led it toon pulp in his dark fist. Locke, watching him, mew pity for his
simple, trapped, native mind.

It won't do you uny good because, vou see, I'l only have to make
out another report.”

“All right! Maiksi! T give yvou one more chance to say you not
report Leilehur! Nobody else know about her but you—"

Locke said impatiently, “Don't vou understand that she's got to
go? Don't you understand that she's a leper, that she's a menace—"

He was talking to emply alr. Alalko was gone. There wos only
the sound of the trades in the palms, and the distant monotone of the
rouf,



Locle drew out 8 fresh sheet of paper. God, these natives, . . He
waa glad there were only two more dayvs, damned glad, . .

He picked up hig pen, poised it to write, paused a moment, his
strong profile ontlined sharply against the yvellow lamp shade. His eyes
wandered to the photograph, nnd he smiled at it . . In two doys more the
Maul was sailing. In two days more his term of serviee would be up.
Two days more—a week—and he'd be home! Home! In & land where he
belonged, where any white man belonged. Where he ecould underatand
life a8 it went oo about him. Where existence was — civilized. Where
emotions only skimmed Dghtly over the surfaces, and the moon would
not prompt him to forget his civilistion and do mad things, to the tune
of an okulele hysterically thiobbing where the crooning aurl spread lacy
fingers over warm gands. [t went to one's head, this place, und Locke
preferred to keep his head. After all, he was o mabhini. He was not of
the Islands. Beauntiful, quickening, pessionnte, they called alluringly
with thelr lavigh, pagan, tropic colors and perfume and melody. But he
wis turning his back upon them, the scent of northern hyacinths in his
nostrils and the gleam of Aligia’s golden hair bright in his eves . . , In
two days more the Maul was sailing! In two davs more-—

The roar of & gun shattered the dark stillnesa, It stariled the
siumbering echoes, and they ran shrieking up snd down the twisted
gulches above the lonely house by the beach, shivering under the koa
trees till the Scouthern Cross rose sluntwise oul of the sea. Tta far gleam
shone faintly down over the cold, huddled body erumpled onto the desk
where the dark life-blood sseped in & spreanding stain over the namelssa

report sheet.,

THE FIRST MEETING
FRANCES AYRES

The earth, I hove no doubt, whirled on through apace
Without & pause, I do not think the sun

Stood still, or Time one second in the race

Stopped when its daily goal wos not yet won.

How can 1 say, just then Death stayed his hand,
That suddenly all distant wara were stilled,

That waves lny motionless upon the aand,

Or growth in fowering grass und trees was killed 7

These things could not be true—life must go on,
And yet, I felt o thrilling blackness rise

In ecstugy — the whole firm world was gone
When first we looked into each other's eyves,
What is, what was, and that which is to be

Were void in one minute eternity.
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