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SONNET

They tell me 1 should leave this place wnd go
Back to the old, serene, remembared apot ;
Back to our valley, never guite Torgot,
Wheredn remiin all things I love and kaow,
There i n strangeness here that deadens poin,
Drulls the bright stecl of every prasing doy
Until the thrusting dagger comes swiy

From my dry heard, no longer Teaving stain,

Should I depart snd journey back onee mors

To find sgain your fnee in every seene:

The moving trees, the mendow it wnd groen,
Thae very flowera that grow biside our door?
Distance has drawn a firm and merciful veil,
Through which the firea of sorrow glimmee pale.

MYSTERY

Oudd, that the sun's still shining,

Glueer, thot the birds still sing,

Clouds ghould gather and song should dis
Before this awful thing.

Strange, that the children, Inughing,
Should go nbout their play;

That men should work sand women weave,
Az any other day.

How that you do nat love me,

Odd, that there should be

Mo tompest in the morket-place,

No storm upon the seu.

JEAN VERA IMITH



TRANIPOSITION

SEORGIA REDMOMND
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Morning and evening

I have closed my eyes

Ta watch the shadows drift

Down the mountain,

I have seen the grey deer

Lenping in the forest ,

« + « Heard the eall of r.hu qum]
. A wave in the sun . . .

1 have breathed the fog

And walked head on with wind,
1 have lived with the sunset . . .
With the sound of fall,

Long, long ago

I lived these things,

Once ., .
The flight of the mourning dove
Wiz my lifo tome . . .

Now, 1 have found you.

1 do not see the shadows fall , |
Nor the grass, nor the wind,

1 only see you

With vour hands

Folded.



MARATHON
v

ROBERT J. WRIGHT

Thump, thump, thump—inhale—thump, {thump—exhale—thump,
thump, thump—inhale—thump. Pheidippides was breathing conseiously
now, He had paid no attention to his respirntion while climbing to the nar-
row pozs, and arriving at the top he had Tound himeelf exhausted, Bot he
cotld not stop: Athens wos waiting just bevond the horizen, and Pheidip-
pides must be the first to tell her of Attiea's mirseulovs triumph over the
innomerable Perslan host,

Thump, thump, thump—Inhale—thump, thump—exhale, That wis the
way BEuslpides, instructor at the gymnasium, had tought him when he was
fourteen, and he had never forgotten. Breathe in while you take two steps
and out while you take three: then vou will never tire. He was feeling o
little rested at that, now that he was watching hia breathing, Why more
time to exhale than to inhale? He didn't kuow, It seemed natural enough,
though, and easy to do onee you ot the hang of it It took ten steps Lo
make n complete eyele; that was interesting. The perfeet figure turned up
even in this art of running. Running, then, must be the perfect exercise, At
first he hod thought the evele was five steps, bot he noticed that his in-
lunlation started on the left foot one time and on the right foot the next, so
that it took ten strides to get around to whers you started. He wondored
if Buelpides had ever noticed that. Probably he wouldn't have attached
iny significaines to iU if he had, But what if—oops, keep your head down,
Pheidippides: that stone in the road nearly got you,

It would be tragie to be enught up now by a little pebble, when just o
fow houre before he had been shot at, slashed at, surromnded on sll sides
by merciless enemies, and had eome through it all ontouched. Ares had
watched over him there, and now Hermes would keep him safe, nt loast
till his mission should be fulfllled. The god of war had smiled on all the
(iresks that morning. 1§ was atill a marvel to Pheidippides that he or any of
them were still alive, Outnumbersd a hundred o one, the Athenlins had
charged the Persinns on the run, prefereing to die fighting rmther than re-
treat, and, wonder of wonders, the aviginal host had melted away like snow
beTore that desperate onslaught, Pheidippides had been in the right wing
fighting beside Callimachus, the polemarch, and betwesnthemthey hadslsin
over d hundred of the black-bearded foreigners. When vietory was gssured,
Callimachua had turned and shouted above the noise of the battle, “"Pheidip-
pides, there wre thousands of wemen und old men waiting in Athens to
lenovw the oubeome of our fighting bere. Make haste and tell them the Greeks
are still Tresmen!™ Pheidippides had toroed on his heel and sprinted off
meross the plain toward the ravine which lod up to the eut in the top of the
runge. That had heen an insplred move, that leaving without a word of



voply, He might have siid something deamatic, like “Aye, Sire, Athens
shall know by nightfoll," or “Callimmehus has but to say Pheidippides will
do & thing, and it i3 done:" but he had held his tongue, and now he was
plensed with himsell, He chuckled as he thought of the effect It would have
on the Athenians when Callimachis told them about it. Mo parley, no
wasted breath, just an order given, and Pheidippides on his way to Athens;
—pgood. Aud Polimone,—well, she eould whistle for him now, He could
have his pick of dogens better than Polimone, and if ahe had sought to make
him jealous before, he would give hor roal enuse—ernsh ! Pheidippides, do
wistoh where you're going, The rosd did get you that time, and you're lucky
you didn’t break an arm, Muostn't lforget to saerifice to Hermes at the
onrlieat opportunity.

By Loxias' beard, it was hot] As he awung around a huge boulder jut-
Linge out From the side of the trail, he saw the gray-green plnins stretehed
put hefore and below him, shimmering in the aftérnoon sun, His eyes wers
Inginming to ache, and he put his kand to his forchead. It was hot and dey.
He hadn't noticed the perspiration before, but now that he had censed Lo
porapive, he renlized that the drey ale had socked all the water from hiz
pores, pnd from now on it was going to be w race against the heat.

He eould see the hoze of smoke hanging over Athens, some forty fur-
fomges nway: He could jget there before nightfall easily, if only he could hokd
out aguninst the parching sun; but he must go on. To stop wow woild menn
tefunt ; he would never e able to start apain, He didn't eare; he wasn't
tired. Tt wasn't rest he wanted, bot water, Wasn't it fuoony how you eould
vun and run until it seemed to be the normal state of things? Until to stop
and stand stiil would be an eortion? He remembered he had hud the s
Feeling o week before, when he had run to Sparta to ask the Lacedas-
monians for aid. He had been almost sorry when his run was over, But
that had been at night, snd eooler, with the moon for g lantorn instead of
the fiery sun, That moon ! What did the Spartans find wrong with it? They
vod [nto its various phases and positions vague mieanings entively Toreign
to Pheidippides, and even refused to send the much-needed reinforeements
to the Athenian troops hecanse Lunn was not in just the right mood. Then
Phetdippides had been angry, and bod told them he was favored of the
gods; that he had met Pag himself in the hills above Togea. Pan Indeed !
What did those feota take him for, a shepherd? But they had believed him,
and when he was back in Athens, his own fellows had fallen for the same
honx. He smiled az ho thowght of their eredolity. Mankind would weeept
anvthing as truth until it was proved false, He could tell the Athenians to
fly for their lives, thal the Persiang were even now marching over the
miuntains and through thelr barley fields; and they would believe him.
They would pack up their goods and born the city behind them. He could
control the fate of Athens with his tongue, But he would never do that ; b
owed himsell, hody and soul, to Athons, S, 16 was fun to toy with the
ides, And besides, did he really owe -Athens anything? What was he run-
ning for? Honor! That was it; honor was the only reality, all else wns
shadow. Esteem in the minds of others lived on Torever, all else changod.
It was not any love of his native elty, nor yet regard for ks oath of ol



legrinnen that drove himo forward, lungs. bursting and eves throbbing,
Uhrough that parehing sun, No, not patriotism, he admitted frooly to him-
molf; but o selftsh deaire for 8 hirh ruting in' the Athenians’ minds, That
wits the enly cerbuin immertafity. to live on in the minds of othore. Who
lenew bt that in some Toture inearnition he should come across the records
af hig deads ? Then he would know he hud not been dend during the interim;
bt lving, in thousands of minds . . .

At amy rate, Athens must know ; and the seoner the better, He wished
Zena would send rmin. No, ho didn't want roin, sither: that wonld make the
trifl slippery. What he wanted was o stream. But there wns no etream, and
b know he wonldn't deink until he reachad Atlhens. Well, thore was 0o uss
thinlimer of water if he couldn’t have any. When they heard his message,
thew wotild jgive him the best wine available: but for the present, lie must
forwet nhout his thirst,

He was running throuph the sparss alive orehards now, down the last
lomgr. pentle slope townrd the city, Through the low trees ho canght oc-
ensfonal glimmnaes of the silver Tiasus fur of [ to the left, but he eould not af-
ford to tarn from the path now thot he had won so near his goal, The white
temples on the Acropolis loomed up strangely againgt the pink evening oy,
As-he drew nearer, he conld see the huge boulder by the peent east gato,
with someone gtanding on top of if, looking like an ant on & crumb of bar-
lepegalie. Evon ns he looked, the ant erawled dewn snd seattled swny into
khe city, The curse of Zeus upon that ant! Pheidippides had intended to
tulte Athena by surprise, bt now they waild be expecting him.

What shonld ho-say to them T “We hnve driven off the oppressor ™ No,
that would sound just a Httle too egotistical. *The Perainns fiv ™ No, that
winildn't do either; not enough eflection on the glory of Athone Perhaps
something eloquent and presumplucus = “Callimachoz sends his resmrds (o
the people of Athens nnd hos sdvised me toinform them that the Atheninn
treops kave, in the eourse of duty, driven of f the—."" Nuo, too lang, much too
lomge, I his messnre was to be & entehword with the Athenions, it wouald
hive to be short and snappy. "Victory |8 ours!™ That was it, Short, to the
npoint, reflecting the glory of the city-state, and above all, essily remem-
birgd. *“"Vietory is ours!"™

There wais the Loulder. Pheldippldes glared ot it as he passed. The
crowds thronging the gate silently gave way before him as he entered the
ity ) silemtly they ran after him down the narpow, twisting streot toward
the morket-place. He was vaguely conscious of the eager fnces of the
Atheninne lining the rondway, waiting for his message. Not vet. Gentle-
mun, shep-kesper, alave implored mutely but in vain, Pheidippidas mus!
save his breath for the grand gestire, The blank, gray fronts of the hopies
rolled post him in monotonois suceession, relieved now and then by a gayly
tinted shop, or, oppesite the more pretentions dwellings, by n statue of
Hormoy, toward which he nodded deferontially as he passed. A sharp turn
to the left, another to the right, und he was In slght of the markel-place, In
o moment ull Athena wonld be st hiz serviee. The exeited babel in the prent
rectangle ropsed phruptly as he entered. With & hurrisd glance aboat him
her sprange Lo the top of o nowly-erectod nuction bleck nnd raised hia ripht



hand. Pause a moment, Pheidippides, till you get every ear and eye: these
peaple must be mmpressed [f you are o aehieve immortality, How queer
his Togs Telt! Az if he were still running |

“Wietary—," he ghouted; then his volee cracked. His throat felt as if
a knife had beon drown nevoes it Hiz kness erumpled ander him, anid—
Pholdippides was desd.

v

PILGRIMAGE
WILBUR E. BAILEY

He did not hear the siren's song
{His foce sed to tho distant goal )
Nor gather flowers the road along,
Nor drink from hife's sweet flowing bowl.

Through morning's pulsing harmony,
Silent and stern life’s way he Lrod.
Peside a shinlng silver sea
He zaw the eitadels of God,

S0 toiling onwerd painfully

He pressed into that promised land,
Whers lo, the shining silver sea

Waa naueht but burning desert sand.

Anid as he veached Gethsemune,

The lenely end of 1ife's long day,

He tried at last but conld not pray,
For none was there to hear his plea,
And nong was there with sympathy.
For God wns not by shining sen

But by the way,



THE BOY WITH THE SUN IN HIS EYES

LEOHA SPITIER

4

I played with o boy today,

A bay with sun in his eyes.

U that he were o fow years oller, that boy—
Ur | & few yeirs younger.

His lair was matted gold, and his éyes

A tawny yellow,

Such lishes! they gave an impizh cast

Tu his [aee, that hod, perhaps, been moglded
I too much perfection,

Brown, brown, brown were his tall clean lmbs and his alisulders,
Browniah pale was his face

Ak the first drifting leaf of the autumn,

He was so vory young—

He pnmboled and plaved on the sands

Az though never an hour so golden,

A, how 1 want him, that boy!

That young, very modern Apollo.

I, who have never been young,

Do vou wonder | nssd o ployieliow T
Someans to leap on the sands

And run from the water that's lapping,
Someone to pase ot the oliffs

So searved and tHired and sullen—

Tepped with a splendor of gorse

And dwarfed eluster of plane-trees,

See, they have their glory,

And 1, T have never hnd it.

(0, 1 want vouth, youth, youth,

I, who have never been young!

Mine are such weary dark eves,

But my hair is misty with ringlets—

Why must 1 be so sedate, when [ want

To play and run on the beach with my sun-god?
L, too, nm u nymph,

But shrunk by a chill inner darkness—
Why, why, O why?



Stop, now [ feel and T know it.

1, 1 have no emotion,

Only Tor sea-gmll, fov aail, and the weed that dries.on the senshore.
He is human and warm,

And the light will be darlioned by paasion.

It ism't the boy 1 want,

Bul the glint of sun on the water,

The sweep of n sea-bird's wing,

The ery that re-echoes and vehoos,

S0 i= the will o' the wisp

Climring s beckoning onwiard,

Dmneing there in the shade—

But wrusp LT O never, O never,

It ewn never be lost, that Cragile swest-hitter memory.
Giraap it and what have you?

A ahowor of aply grey nshes,

1 love the vague sulling of sen

And a delicate white cloud up-floating;
1 love the whisper of wind,

The siphing breath of the grasses.
Though there's s hurt {n the passing,
Though there's a wanting, a longing,
I'm glad that 'l never see

Thoas impish sves uely and glowering.,
I'm gelaned that T never soo

Thome tawny eves durkened with passion,
m happy that T will remember

Thies Loy weith sinii fin his ayes,

v

AVE MARIA
ERMA FAXON

Huoly Mary, virgin mother,

Maid on whom the nngel amiled,

Give thy Dlessing unto women
Who msy béar no child.

[Tt themn in douhle mensure

Lirant thy graee, for they must go

Wrnpped in dreama of that fulfillment
They may never know.



CARNIVAL
o

FLOREMNCE WRIGHT

Carnival @& legitimate paganism. T is an organized celshration di-
roctly precoding Lent, and i better known in this country under the
French noume, "Mardi Gras"” With the exception of the famoss New
irtenne Mardi Gras, which lasts severn] daya, the festivitiss here are
urtally fimited to one evening, Wa are afl familine with this event; yet
how many of wa consider how ancient the Corenival is1

Carnlval ls the offspring of the Roman Saturnalia, which owed ia
wrigin to the Greek Xronin, These were festivals in honor of the pods re-
cognized as the patrons of sowing. They wers held any time from the mid-
il of Decomber to the end of Junuary, eoineiding with the winter planting.
Puring the lost three, and later the last sevan, diys of the eolebrstion,
adhools wers olesed, business suspended, and most amazing of wll, the
winves tempornrily freed, and all the weoal distinetions of the social hier-
archy of Home abolished for the time, When one remembers how eom-
pletely the lifo of Tome was built on the well-defined class domarontions,
oni can realize the full purpert of frecing the slives, even for o few doye
The triumph of Chriztinnity in no way curtailed this custom; it merely
polegnted the gods to a litting inferno and appropreiated the fostival which
sendunlly boesme jdentified as: the inevitable precursor of Lent, The
errliost possible date for beginning the event was fixed as the night before
Dpiphany, Janusry seventh, and the elose was established ne the night of
Shrove Tuesday, Only various minor details wers altered: one was no
longoer sllowed to throw dirt ol the poszersby, only sweets and fiowers,

In Rimaissance Rome, however, Carnival rose to ils Golden Age. Pre-
eisely in this eity, the home of the Pope, Chriat's viear on earth, the Cur-
nival knew the greatest excess. Those men who, theoretically at least, were
supposed to sappress all forma of paganism, were often the most enthusi-
astic patrens of the Carnival. They lavished fortunes-on their festival
procesilons, bringing exotic animals from far countries to enhance the
gargeaus of feets. The young eardinals rode in the processions. with the
same wild enthusinsm pe they did to 1he hunt; their bessts were [ntrepid
horgea from Turkey, and thair own costumes of fabulows richness. Leo X's
clephant plived 4 prominent role, and for ks master there never could be
ton many earnivils, Boages, Jew-haiting, all-night banguets nnd danees, col-
areil hallnons, Saracen pages with gaody=plumed birds, human beings and
piibimals mesting death for the amuserent of o sted city—soch wore the
romponents of Homan Carnival, Ite spirit was vulgar, it colors bintant
when vne eorsiders it in eomparisan with the Carnival of Florence,

Thosoe extravagant poets of life, the Medicl, arranged marvelous fetes,
There wers masques, fousts, rocket and borch-light processioss, Thire



was musle everywhers, lutes and lyves and gay songs, miny composed by
the magnificent Lorengo. For he wig one of the leading spirits of Carnival,
and one has only to look at Gozzoli's frescoes in the Rissrdi Paliee for an
iden of this superh Medici: his robes of gentlest satin, white Iike the gold-
trapped horse he rode, and sureounded by pages sensucusly beautiful, His
gongs were on the tongues of throngs winding through the city: pensants
with field fowers capght in thelr hair, papes that might have stepped
from & (ireek frieze, nobles en horses from Barbuary, scholars in their dark
robes—a steadying nobe In a color-drunk seene. Baleonies were banked
with ilex or draped with luxurions brocades, and held their goota of wo-
man, rowned nomagnificent jewel-like ailks, embrofdered with garlnnds
of pearls after Chirlandajo’s dosign.

Milang, toos, knew the Carmival and rejoleed in another exense Tor
satrapical dizplay. Lodovica lured to his eourt the gifted of the country,
and they lavished the efforts of their brming on his pageants. Leonardo,
“the Florentine,” as he loved to sign himself, planned masques, or paused
from his work on the “Last Swpper” to design a sleeve or broeelet for o
duchess, Hiz own picturesque Clgure in o rosecolored tunic, worn with
individusl grace, was no discordant note in the fantastic eity, Ome might
guy that Rome's Carnlval was barbaric, Florenee's Hellonie, and Milin's
Asintic,

Among the ecities of the modern world, Munich is the only one 1
know that still celebrates n prolonged Carmival, and therw 1t i called
Fasching. Last year, It seomed we were searcely back from Christmns
winter-zports, when wa found the cafes, beerhalls, thentres, and restaur-
ants gaily decorated, In the store windows were slaborate eostumes for
sale, and on the kiosks and billboards signs advertised the various Blls
and celebrations to tnke place in the weeks preceeding Lent. In short,
the air was gay with chatter of Carnival, s it had been o fow woeks pre-
viows with tulk of Christmas and holiday sports. Only the inhabitants who
had known previous Carnivals in the gali pre-War days shook their heada
sadly, For them the whole spirit was ruined by the abelition of the pro-
copsions through the streets—forbidden becnuse of that ever presont dan-
wir, Communists, But to a group of exuberant young Americing, who could
not remember much pre-War anything, the Carnlval presented most mem-
urnhle weeks,

During Fasching there are dowens of balls: the White Ball, Venetian,
Biedermaior, Neapalitan, 0ld Munich andmanyothers. Thevarious schools,
ateliers, univorsity corps, clube, and families send out invitations, but for
the majority of affairs one needs only the price of admizsion. It is never
u question to which ball one will go, rather to kow many one can go inoa
night. Just a3 In the old Roman Saturnalia, all social distinetions are
ahalighed, One gddresses evervone with the familiar form “do®™; no one is
n stranger s one doca what he wants with whom, where, whin, and how he
wants; eantion and propricty are temporarily ostracized, and needless to
say, where there is g0 much freedom, there is Heense, Consequently, during
the lnst week and o half, college elnss rooms are practicnlly deserted, and
musterpiness rest untouched in the nomerous ateliers along Georgen Stroet.

But eome alony with us and see for yourself what & Fasehing night is

10



liks! Wa are going o the Venctinn Ball in the German Thestre, and it
promisce to be e climox of the sepson, No need of o costume; evening
dress ia allowed, provided one buys & trophy thers to pin on one's gown.
Wit ire dressed as pedsants and the men of the party as gondoliers, as we
are ull teo sunburned from ski-ing to attempt anvihing more elegeant,
Sinee it is only nine o'elock and too early to o to the ball, we drop into the
Platzl, This beer-hall iz across from the famous Hofbrauhies, snd is
fameus for its peasant theatre, As nsual, the dir is heavy with smoke Trom
Elrong vignrs and etronger pipss, No wonder the Cermans knew 8o mibel
during the War about paisoneus gas: it |2 the by-product of their beer-
halls. Everyone sita nhout tables bristling with beersteins, snd ia enter
tnlned by Dachay peasant skits, Even if one (s quite proud of his German,
It Is mo assurance that one will undessland what is said, because thess
people kpeak o knotty dialect, But as the plays are take-offs of pessant
awkwardness und stupidity, they arve amusing anyway, and between the
elils, there is always native dancing, Husky woung Bavarians; in native
costumes —groen and white wool socks, leaving the knees bare, leather
sharts bound with green, and green plush hats with wicked feathers—hop
wbout in the moat eaptivating way, and secent the musle by slbpping their
thigha and lega.

It is after aleven when we finally veach the ball, On the floor is a mass
af daneing humnnity, and there ave hundreds of people at tibles in all the
boxes arousid the horseshos, in the baleony and adjoining corridors, as well
44 in the cellar enfe underneath (he thestre. Everyons s in the most
hilarious mood, and snything is allowed,

No, of coursg, 1 won't dance with you,” T toll a fat Venetinn doge.
"“You're ton ugly !

“And you're the devil's grandmother,” he retorts, s the crowd sweeps
s npani.

Later, tived of dancing, 1 start off In search of my friends. Around the
horseshos | go, dedging waiters with heavy tmys, confetti, popping corks;
until I am esught for o momont by s group of students and toasted, Past
the box of a university regent and his family, ond next to it, that of the
American School, with a solid phalanx of chaperones, and o few bopesd-
looking men. Seme day T shall write a lumento (o those inmates, deportod
annunlly to the pennl colonies In Burope—io the American gltls with the
American chaperongs in the American schools abroad ! But ne time to think
abowt it now ! 1 go on upstairs, tripping ever couples at every step. No fair
loaking in corners: Fasching knows no Hmiks! Gott im Himmel ! Can thut
really be sedate, proper Luisa? And in the arms of that mun? But it is
Carnival, nnd anything gpoes!

“We're made for each other,”" comes a voice behind me, and curiously
oninagh, 1 do not objeet Lo doncing with this strango min, st masked, and
dresiped in red velvet like Seton himpelf,

The orehestra plays "Wien uned dor Weln," and we walts dizaily "round
nnd ‘round in troe Austrian style, fister and faster. What means this mod-
pesa? ls it the hoal, the walts; the champagne, or— [n this moment 1 feel
. hand on my arm, and T recogmize o familine voies,



“Sorry, Mophisto, old bow! ¥You'll hiave to find snother Marguerite.
Phis one's mine!™ The German is adequate but the accent sounds like Fifth
Avenue! But 1 am refleved to follow one of my Amovican friends as ha
arnaghes through the erowd with the experienced ease of o football player,

After n short ride through the ey night, we sré in o night-clab, the
mest fashionsble one that never opens gntil two. The great clock in the
town hall has just strick thres, We are starved and order sandwiches
and ehampogme, because only by eating can one keep going. The place is
filled with ponsioned nobility. A eakish Amerlean joins us, His eostums
in putlandisht top-latl, swallow-tails, white tennis shorts, biack and wihiita
sport shoes, We promptly christen him Pierrot, Suddenly & young il
whoim we all know leaves her questionnble looling companions and comes
towned us. Hor mait is unsteady, and likewise her voiee as she atdresses
Flerrot,

Bo, it i3 trus, what we all surmised. But, girl, i, where are your
penaes ! Never show pour hurt; no, not even in Fasehing, where anything
poos! She walks nway ns unsteadily as she ¢ame.

“l30 after her, you idiol! Gond God, man, you ean'l let her go back to
thoae rotters It's asymbaol, 1 tell you

Plerrot continues to staee idly, then mechanically 1ifts his glass, hut it
ia empty.

“Walter, o cognue!” he eries, The insidious volea af the violin wails
“Love 5 an All-Exeiting-Swindlo™ !

We mave on to Dom 1ssl, renowned for its white sapsage, All Munich
drifts in and out. Arguments flave up Hke rockets, but are nevdér coneluded,
A table is overturned, beer mugs leap through space; we escape.

We lind ourselves on the enld povement. 1t I8 nearly #ix; the street
onra nre awake, Let's have brealfast |

o the depot ™ someone calls to the driver,

We know from experience that the restawreant in the railroad station
i the only place open, and what o motley evowd it serves] Thers e mbee
coatumed revellers like ourselves, some very sophisticated people in evening
clothes, and trnvellers Just off the expreas from Trieste or Vienna or Paris,
for Munich ls the turnstile of Europe. Workmen in grosse-smuosred clothes
fogls on in frank amussment ae we devour serambled egps with ham, sticks
of tomst, and choeolate. Tt s seven o'clock and bromd daylight, when we
finally reach home. But it is Fasching, and anything goes!

Authorities differ as to the fieaning of the Letin worda, carnelevamen,
enrrielevnrium from which the word carnival is derived, Bome tranalate it
“solace of the flesh,” o *“farewell to flesh)” and others consbder it the put-
ting aside of “fesh ment.” But whother or not one understands it to mesn
a sulnew for the imminent deninl of animal or human flesh or both, ot leost
there is no doubt that the basic motive is fear. [t may seem strange that
thiese orgunized exprossions of human gaiety should traee thelr arigly 1o
wueh o dinmeteienlly opposed emotion, Such was the case in Hennissanen
1taly. Lorense himself sang:

“Quant's belln ghovinesan
Che &l Togree tuttavial

iz



Ihi vuot essere lieto, sla:
I doman' non ¢'e cerfeze”

The iden is expressed less benutifully in (e fumilinr, “Let’s aat, drink
and be merry, for tomorrow we die " Surely there was every reason to
doubt the morrow in that eity of “red lilies and givdling hills,” in Florenes,
where no one was sufe from the nssassin’s daggger or the hangman’s gibbet,
Uneonsciows, perhaps, of this effect of fear, but none the leas impellod by
it, the Florentines lived to the utmest during Carnival,

This premise of fear is donbtleas ton far-fetechod 1o apply to Amieriean
Curnival, whose spirit (8 more civie and commercial, But it is justifinble in
the énse of a city like Munich, where revolution, inflations, and the resul-
tant feeling of insecurity are still fresh in everyone's memory, Thess
“people spend money because théy nre afraid to leop it and during Carni-
vitl they squander emotions with prgan larpeses.

4

VANGUARD

Cive mie your hond now, and let ws be going
And be going down to the edge of the moor,
For dey is ot brealing, and cocks are p-crowing,
And the vanguard of Erin flies over our door.

Put by your broom now, and cover the kettle
And b coming high to the top of the hill,
For the birds of the sir are all in fine fettle,
Singing that Erin i king-worthy still.

Men will be mowrning and men will be weeping

And then will put by all their grief and their shame,
But the birds of the air will forever be keoping

A wateh for Cuchuilatn by meteor flume.

(3, lenve your loom new, and lay down veur weaving
And be coming down o the far valley-floor,

And there you will see all the wild birds a-grieving,
Grieving Tor Erin whose kings are no more.
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FUTILITY

Tonight

Like o bivd

I nm beating my wings against a window,
Inside there is o light,

Shining white cut in the dark.

My wings are tired, are frail;

Boa winds push at my back,

And window punes nre cold, unyielding.
My wings are Weary, are sore;

1 sink through heavy air

Into red water

COnly alightly rippling

The surfnee of its pools,

COLINSEL TO AN ADOLESCENT

You love the way the wind blows from the son

On salty mornings, stealing up the dunes

Ta revel 1o the sand grass, and the fros

Sween of curving eonst benesth the moon’s

Mulked light. The plaintive ery of gulls

Sings with o poignant swestneas through the air

And strikes your heart with pain whoss sharphiss dulla
¥our thought and leaves a lonely aching thers.

All too swiftly knowledige sweepa your hrain

Clean of faney and these things you loved,

But the fragile son webs eling and you retain

A memory, Out where the channel widens, grey-gloved
Dsith stands waiting enger to confine

And proffers you his cup of paling wine.

ANNE STILWELL



MONTEREY BAY

If there ia still & God, 1 saw Him then
In that wide aweep of churning, atorm-leshed bay
The breakers, green-white, heaved their awful heads,
Deseonding violent in foum and spray.

The milky showers shooting to the sky,

Then pour their dripping shawls across the rock ;
The waterfalls run clear; the breshers erash

The promontory quivers in the shock.

If there is still a God, T heard His voice,
A sound too sweet and terrible for men,
And I elung, eryving, eringing, to the crag—
If there is still a God, 1 knew Him then.

FERRYBOAT

The deep sonorous whistle o'er the hay,

The ferry slipping slow with churning wheel,
The erisp wind tugging at my hair—I fesl

Apain the pain of that sharp sunlit day,

I hid my anguish from the golden glare,

For ah, my heart was hard with untold things—
The while the sky grew soft with seagulls® wings,
Gray shadows slanting through the wild pure air.

White swell of breast and spreading gray-edged wing—
{ Hush, heart, your cries will frighten him awiy-—
Forget—forget—and watch the lovely thing.)

He's gone—a eircling ship above the bay.

The jumbled blocks of city buildings bring

The anguizh buek to blot my golden day.

JEAH SEWELL PENM



THE BARATARIAN

v

GAREY SIMPSON

1 weoll remember the doy T met Dominique, It wis on o wirm. sumimet
day of the yenr following the battle of New Orleans. The day was 1k
spring with golder sunlight following o fortnight of chill and rainy
wenther, In eonsequence, the streots of New Orleans were filled with peaple,

1 had recetved my Torlough from the nrmy, but was atill receiving com-
pensation Trom the government on account of a shonlder wound that had
nat healed properly, The wirm sunlight having revived my spirvits, T went
for o walk throogh the Palace d'Armes from church to leves,

Nunrly all the populses of New Orleans wis represented there that
ey, Belore the chureh of St Louls groups of richly dressed men and wom-
e conversed. Around the Square and hefore the Cabildo eligrnt gentlemon
exelinnped gretings and snulf, A lorge group of aquealing children forced
the prsser-by Inte the cobblostone strect, as they erowded around o puppet
ahow. Now nnd then o negre worman pissed carrying baskets of oranges,
bananas, and pralines, that sweet pecan eandy of New Orleans, Down the
middle af the strest a elty gosrd passed, contemptuous of his surronndings.
Nuna igsuing from the church passed the staring people with demurely
Bowed honds,

Slowly | made my way through these groups to the viver, There s fleel
of oyster boats were st rest. They worse low rakish boats with red sabls, and
wore handled by the Barstarians, s rough but well-meaning people wha
fived amomge the many {slands In the delta of the Mississippi River. Along
e levee wirs fruit markets, tamabe stands, eoffer shops, and boeths whern
oysters from the boats were served fresh on the half shall.

As [ made my way throngh one of thess French open-air markets, |
heard shove the din,  child shouting, o dog harking, and 2 min's melodious
lnugchlor, Turning, | ssw o tan dog seampering throngh the crowd, and (it
hind him o small hoy sitting in the aisle buried in omnges and apples. Two
men, evidently owners of the fruit stand, were gazing at the frightensd
tad: one of them was horrified, and the other was rolling in laughier.

“Dominigie, Dominigue,” eried the smaller of the two merchanty,
“how cnn you be funny st a time fike this? Here, help pick them up, They
spail” But Dominigue was nol thinking of the npplés. Still Nuughing, he
askeed, “Did you ever see anything as seared ma that dog, Pierre? And ook
at this fittle fellow ! Ha, ho, ha! He is almost covered with fruit' Then
with o tvinkle in his eyes, Dominigue made his voles solemn and ssked the
little Tellow : “Would you enre for any apples or aranges, Mongieur? We
hivwn lovely Trufts, see?" With that he picked up the chagrined boy, placed
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an apple in hia hand, and pushed him in the direction that the frightened
doy had takon, which Hkely was not homeward,

After Dominigue and Pierre had regained their customary compostra
ind had plaged the fruit back In the stand, 1 approached them and bought
a fow apples from the smiling Dominigue. As soon a2 he noticed my bans
daged shoulder, his lnughter censed and a look of sympathy spread over his
faoe, “Oh, an accident, Monsieur, Too bad !

“Accident? Aceident; well, I suppose It wos, at that, beeanse those
British were certainly bad shots,”

Domminigee apnin exploded n mirth, wrinkling his nose and showing
hiz strong white teeth, Then noticing my costume, he ssked, “You are a
Kentuckiom, Monsieur? Ah, | know, They all dress alike, don®t they?" He
polintad 1o my begver exp, my buckskin legirings; and my homeapun cont.

YAnd you ™ I usked.

“Coess," he answersd,

“Spandsh T

IIND‘!F

“French 1™

Mo Then with a glanee toward his pariner, he spoke in a loud voics,
“Ion't eall me French!”™ He said the word “French” with such n distaste-
ful promunciation that his partner losked around inguiringly, and when he
giw Dominigue wenring such o solemn eountenanes, he began arsanging
the fruit angrily.

Dominigue leaned toward me and whispered, "Pardon me, Monzieur,
sut 1 like to make fun with Pierre. He Is French.” Then he threw back hia
bopd and livphed loudly, mich to Plerre’s dislilos,

Then he snid to me, half reminiscently , “So you were in the war, Mon-
glour? The Kentueky Dragoons? T was in the battls, too."

Yoo were ! What company were you in?"

He seemied nob to hear, but continoed talking, "You had & good group
of saldiers, Monsionr, Splendid ghote,"

I pepoated my guestion, “What company were vou in®" Bul Dominlgue
wis not lstening to me, A schooner was moving down the river with its
bell tinging in warning to other ships. This noise drew Dominigue’s atten-
tion. He looked through the spars of the oveter boats and read the nwme
plate on the bow, Tt was “Victoria™

I kmew right then that Dormninlgue was o sailor, Haven't you ever seen
a man look at & boat n certain way, at the masts, the rigging, and the lines
af the hull, and afterwards pass in appraising eyve over the clonda?

Dominigue watched that boat until it sxiled from view, then still guz-
ing toward the river said, “The Victorin! Last time | saw that boat was off
Lost Izland on the way to—." He was a man transformed. With a start he
turned toward me, und with an apologetic smile said, “Pardon me, but T
haven't zeen that hoat in a number of venrs, I know it quite woll, was on it
ahce, in fact— Now let's see—we—we were talking abgut—oh, yes, the
war."

Nea" | anid: "Were you in the war 3"
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With that guestion he seemed to straighten up, and he answered
erigply : “Yes, air, | wag in the war, Served with Lo Fitte's Barutariung
This blunt remarck and his attitude rother swept me of f my feet, and 1 bade
him good-day and departed.

After leaving Dominigque, it strock me s rathor odd that he should aet
so gueerly about serving with La Fitte, the pirate, who took prizes on the
Cralf, the Atlantie seaboard, and the West Indies, and who had wollied the
egtreets of New Orlenna with n price on his head. LaFitte, who later playoed
sueh un mportant part in the defest of the British at the Battle of New
Orlennz. Pueeded wis T at Dominigoe’s attitude, beoause LaFitte wis highly
eateemed by the people in the vicinity, After the Battle of New Orleans, he
turned from o ronegade outlaw into o papolar hero, No one in the batthe
held any animesity towned the Baratarians, as they had proved to be such
pxeellent Tighters, SEll wondering, I planned to go over Lo Dominique’s
murket again, However, my next visit was pestponed longer than [ had
expeeted, | hnd tnkon o trip to Natehes, o amall town up on the Mississippl
Tthver, and 1 had stayed there two weeks. Then | munnged to get o ride on
a packet that enrried Preighl only, before the passenger bont eame back
from 2t. Louis,

When 1 was again estublished in the Creole City, 1 went down to the
Froneh Market to pay a visit to Dominique. Az T passed through the Palues
d'Armes, | noticed that the sireets were deserted, and that thers was no one
in the Square exéept a small Creole boy deiving o eart fillsd with banonaz.
1t wus roining, Suddenly the rain ceased, and the whole square was bathed
in blinding sunlight, making the cobllestones shine like metal, New Orleans
wenther ia like that—mecking, strange, One moment the calm sen breeges
blow over thi eity, bringing with them the perfume of the orange blossoms;
the next minote the broege stops, o stillness setties over all—mot a leaf stivs.
The sun beats down on the strests in o stifling sultry heat. Presoutly,
clonds appenr in the south. A strong wind breaks with fury, bending the
tress away from the river. Hadn pours down, a terrentisl downpour,

When 1 reached the Markest, 1 found but few customers. Pierre was
sltting on an emply crabe. After we had exchanged greetings, | inguoived
after Dominigue's heaith, thinking that he might be ill, as he was not in
the Market, “Dominique? Oh, he went away.”

Not wishing to appenr too inquisitive, 1 began talking about the
wenther, After n while, Pierre looked up with surprise, and said, *“0h, you
the Kentuckinn who Dominigoe make fun with about me, 1 didn't know
you at first. Oh, but Dominique wos just joking that day, He never hurt
iy feelings, He never hurt nobody, unloss he was real mad, He was always
o Jolly."

“Where iz he!" 1 asked.

I¥idn't vou hear, Monsieur? He went to sen, He got a first muto's fols
oti & Cuban bost, He gailed for Sante Domdngo. 1 miza him. He lived with
me n lomg time, He used to tell me everything, but he wouldn't talk to
strangers. | remember one Hme. Juel o mindgte, Monsiour; 1 have o cdsto-
mar, Yes—yes, Madam ; shallots T Thank you, Matches for Lagmiappe !




“Dominiqus was s Creole, Monsiear; lived on Grand Isle while o child,
When still n boy, be joined LaFitte st Barstaria, ¥You know what the Bars-
tariang. did, ransscked Spanish ships, smuggled blacks, but they never
bother American ships, Monsieur. Dominfque told me they never seottlod
one-American boat, T cannot say for sure, bot Dominigue never told me o
He. He never liked people who t=ll fies, He lived a gay 1ife up to the Battle
ol Wow Orleans. He nover had o eote in the world until the Baratarians
offered their services to Genernl Jadkson. Buot don't misunderstand me,
Mongiour, It wisn't the battle that worried Dominigue, It wasa giel, When
he wns made lisntenant by Tackson, he hod command of the first platoon
of the Barstnrians, He was proud of his vunk, apd his soldiers would do
anything for him, But it seemed that he could handle men better then
wornon. The wirl he was in love with was often seen with one of the men fn
IDrominique's platoon, The fellow's nome was John Livingston, Englishman,
piud b been with the Barntnrians but a little while before the battle, Well,
Pominique and Livingston went at it nip and tuek over Marie, That was
by pame—Marie Villurs, She was as pretty as o pleturs, and wouold walk
listwiem the two boys on Sundsy afternoons. The asldiers would all stop
to Jook at them, but | don’t think they paid muel attention to the two mien.

“During the weel Dominigque could see Murfe more than John, becnuss
b was an offioer, Things went thut way up until the second Battle of New
Orlonns. Then one night Dominique was ordered Lo msster oot his platoon
bevatse the general reported that the British were preparing to pttack.
Dominigue ran throogh the roster of kis men to find every one pressnt ot
Private John Livimgsten, Dominigue didn't believe that Livingston had de:
sirted. He thought Livingston a brove fellow and patriotic, tos, Dominigue
tell me that it was Livingston who reported the approach of British at the
first Dattle of New Ordeans, Well, the next morning after Dominique road
thi roster, the second battle waa fought, Was that when your shoulder waa
huirt, Monsieur? Yes, 1 thought so, After the battle Dominigue sent n re-
port of his-men. He listed Livingston o deserter, They losked for him, bul
they did not find him, The news of pemce finally arrived to the soldiers,
and Dominigque was very happy, He wont to ses Murie Villars, but ahe gave
him 1o weleome, That worried him, and he thought it was becavas he was a
Baratnrinn. Dominique was aoin love with Marie that he would do ansting
for her. Crenléa are Hle that, So he quit LaFitte's eutfit, and set up this
freuit atond with me.

“Waell, overything went along fine after that, People buy fruit, and we
move inte another house up on St Charles Street, but Dominique was never
happy. He nlways want to go back te the sea, 1 think this-was because Morie
didn't seem to ke kim. He osed to tell me that there was something
myaterious nhout Marie. Tt all come o, finally, Monsieor. Just after yon
left.  Marie come down here to the Market, one morning, and she and
Dominigue tall a long time. After ghe left Dominigue asked me I 1 pan the
fruit stand alone that siternoen, This lool queer; $o T ugked him what the
trouble was, He lnughod and gaid that Livingston hod been eaught, and that
Pkt triil was that afternoom, He tell me that Marie was in Jlove with him
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pnd that shie was only sorry for Livingston because he wos Dominigue’s
friend, Dominlgue wns smart, He said that he could tell o little story to
the eourt, but that it could not set Livingston free. 'After all,’ he said,
“Livimgston and T are rivals,' Hia eves canght fire when he said that, and
1 eodiild so that he wes going over the old fead again in his mind, Pardon
me, Monsieor, a customer—Yes ' —No, Monsieur,—sorry, we have no man-
poes today.

“That ufternoon [ closed enrly and went down to the trisl myself, It
wis a hot wfternoon and the sun sort of blinded me, and when | entered
that dark court room 1 couhl] hardly see anything, 1 could hear Domindgue's
voiee rising threugh the still hall, Pretty soon T see his tall, broad-shoul-
dored shape before the judigs, He talked on, and 1 eavghtl these words:
“I'his man who aerved under me,” then he lpoked at Livingston sitting be
Jow with pretty Marle Villare, ‘performed one of the most heroie dieeds 1
have ever witnessed. Before the first Battle of New Orleans he woas sin-
tioned as a lockout along the marsh. Secing the British ships anchor off
shore, and ber goldiers going over the side of the ship into small boats, b
rushed to headgquarters with the news, He did all this despite the Taet thal
hix knpw his brother was a eaptuin among the British. With this valoed in-
formation, Genernl Jackson planned for the attack accordingly, 1t may be
of interest to know that this mans brother, Captain David Livingston, was
killed during the battle,

“Tohn Livingston would have given his life for his brother, as every
true brother would. Then he gave more than his own life was worth to his
country al that battle, Would & man who had made such sacrifices later
desert his country ¥

“With that Dominique stop. That was all he knew about John Living-
slon, He had told me before how he had liked the man,

“Dominigue had fulfilled Marie's request. He had told the only thing
he knew that would make the judge Tike Livingston,

“But this wis nol enough o set Livingsto free, and Dominigue was
smiart enough to know it. 1t was not even about the desertion.

“"Plans had run through Dominigue's mind for nearly n year, | gueas,
for m way of hurting hiz rival. He told me that he had spent hours regrret-
ting that such a person as John Livingston was alive, and now he knew
that Livingston would be talen out of his life, despite all that he tried to
do to help him; it was almost too good to be troe,

“The judge elepred his throst: ‘Citations of bravery and patriotism
previous to the erime of the defendnnt,” said the judge, *have nothing to
dis with this ease.'

“Dromindgue smiled.

“The judge apale aeain @ *Are thers any moro pleas for the defendant

“Marie Villare stood. “Your Honor,” she aaid; “the defendant tried to
rolurn (o camp, but couldn’t. He visited me earliar in the evening and ro-
turned towsrd the eamp. He eould not enter on aceount of the sentrios—"
She stop, and look toward Deminigue with such pleading in her vaies, ‘Oh,
why do you nll want to persecute him? He would have given his life for hiz



country. Yon know he is a victim of ciroumatnnees.”

Hhe court room bz, The judge rap for order. “The court iz ad-
Journed for fifteen minutes."

“Sobbingly Marie turned to Livingston for help, but he could not help,
There was something in her way and her talk thot made you know she love
John Ldwingston., Dominigue must have seen it, because he walked over to
her mnd sxid, "You love him, don't yon, Marie? She nodded her head, Then
she placed her hand on his arm, and said softly, ‘I'm serry. Dominique.
Iominique straightened his shoulders and said, "0k, that’s all right." But
any one ¢ould see that he was hurt: His Tace was white, His evelids seemed
to quiver. He walk o the judge's stand with high head. Proud, that's it
Just like & burgue gaing majestically "round the Keys with all its sails set,

“Well, the minutes ticked by with Dominigue standing stock-still—i1,
12, 14, 14, 16— The judge took his sent. His solemn voice broke the still-
tear of the eourt reom, “The judge of this court finda no ground for aequit-
Lal; therefore under the laws of the United States courts, 1 now sontonee—"
The sentence was never finished, beenuee Dominigue's low vibrant veice
intorrupt.

*Your honor, he saye, ‘the defendant ia not guilty, The night he is
seeused with dosertion, he was carrying out my ordors, [ violsted the order
of the general, that of not sending anyone beyond the picket lines, That ia
the resson for my delay in telling this, 1 keow that T am subjeet 1o o dis-
honorable dischorge. That night T sent Jobn Livingston into town to get
aoime fHnls for my platoon's rifles.’

“That was all he suy,

“Before he gpo, he went over to Livingston and say, “Take care of her,
dotin ; she's worth it."

“You know, Monsieur,” econtinued Pleree, “He never tell me nbout
those flints. Oh, just o minute, Mongieur—a costomer—"

As 1 passed under a dripping oleander, [ honrd Pierre say, “Bananpa?
—AN, yeg "

I recnlled the battle and the supplies the army hoad, T was the supply
gopreant then. There was an old Indian mound behind our lines, and every
man had a pocket Tull of flints.

v
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THE PASSION FLOWER
JEON SEWELL PENN

The pazsion flower blooms by candbalight—
Ite purple heart unfolds before the glow
Of waxen tapers, In the long ago

Our enndleg flamed and fickered in the night,
You clasped my hand and lot the tallow drip
Upin our fingers till the hot blue seal

Had formed a bond we daved divinely feel

In hand to hand, by burning lip to Tip.

But wax is wesker than the feshle flesh

It fused into one being that sweel night—
And pasaion's petala cannot linger Fresh
Forever, Our fradl Tlower faded white,
And vet ita tendrils twing me in the mesh
We wove of young desire by enndlelight.

REQUIESCAT
WILBUR E. BAILEY

Lil us not stiv, with rude impetoooa hnnd,
The fuding embers of a dying flame;

For lowe can never be nguin the same,

And we ennnot 1ife's alchemy command.

W, who have watched the sunset, understand
The sudden chill that with the twilight came,
Let us not, therefore, hold ourselves to hlame
That inward fires grow cold to our demand.,

Purhaps "twere better thos, that love's brief day
Should pass, ns fodes the beauty of the roae,
For all things living flourish and decuy

To feed new life: wherefore seek we repose,
For we have loved, and pow love's hoar is done
And passion fails, but life—und we—go on,



TO LOOK ON HOLINESS

A plum tree stood sgainst the midnight sky,

A pun In snowy veils, the dim cool Hight

Of April's moon her halo. That groy night

She seemed o symbol of o world that [

Had left long since. For elose behind me burned
The hot, unholy fires men make to blpge

Boside o gutter streaming unclonn days,

One moment toward themoon-whitenun I tarmed . . . .

One moment . .. . and hor sweet arms pled. T thought
I glimpaed behind her gown o clond-hung dear,

But a8 I gazed, hard human laughter brought

Me baek to fire and gutter mud, It bore

Mue woeak and will-less from the saered apol . ...
(i, warld ! To look on holiness no more!

1 CANNOT HATE

1 eannot hate. Where darkest hate is due

L ennnot hate,—not even him who killed

My happy childhood, though ita bright blood spilled
And left me dey and ngred. All 1 knew

Of love {5 now tike withered bridal wreaths

Jr ahadows sunken in a stagnant pool,

Where | may stare and mutter like a fool.

Hute? Love and hate belong to ane who hreathes !

I eannot hate. 1 tolerate the pool,

The wreaths, and lnughter, or an empty kiss—
T own ey guilt, my role of senacloss tool

In that foul murder of my childish bliss.

What onee was warm within my heart iz cool.
1 eammnot hate, There is no hate like this,



SCIENCE AND RELIGION
v

Today, the orthodox chureh s teaching religious beliefs thal will nat
stund the test of koown seientific facts. However, with the more than
casitnl consfderation of seience which shoubd follow the shattering of those
Liliefs, & new roligious sense s born which satisfies the imdividual to s
gront an extent as any religion ean.

From Sunday School age until my entrenes into eallege, T attended
regularly an orthodex Protestant church. My religion, my belief in God
and n hovesfter, took form under the careful guidanee of the mingster and
his enpable group of teachers. They taught me to beligve in the Bilde us
snerosanet, & never-failing, indisputable reference for any nnd all points
of roligions contvaversy ; they bnught me to lead o good 1ife, te schieve such
spivitunl qualitivs as unselfizhness, truthifulness, and a desire to help my
follow men, in order to qualify for a place in heaven; they painted a pic-
titre of God as o benevelent, all-powerful, Toving Being who gave His only
son to show the pight vy ta live, the right way to believe. Needless to say,
1 gained the idea that this enrth was ereated by God especinlly Tor mn,
with & heaven, n three-dimensionnl heavem, oot beyond the aky. Heve, in
prder to enter the bodies of angels and Hye in bliss for eternity, went the
aols of those whe had sckieved the Christhike way of living. In the Dowels
of the enrtl, for the bess fortunate, was my imaginotive hell, My teachers
didd not state in o many words that God was llke & man, buat when they
told mo abaut His talking to this one-or that one, and explained thot Christ
was Uend's son, 1 concluded that he was muthropomorpbie. In my mind wos
the picture of God, o mighty Monpeeh gitting on a throne-in heaven looking
after the interests of his childvon. T necepted all this innecently wpon faith,
and 1 could always point for proof to the Bibls the indispotable dooo-
ment given to us by our King in heaven, With that idea of religlon in
my mind, 1 was prepaved to meel the world. True, the qualities 1 had
determined to achicve were sterling, but the bellel was to cuuse me much
unhappiness,

That is the sort of influence the majority of our churches have upon
their students. Liberal religious thinlers like Harry Emerson Fosdick will
not be found - in the avernge Amorican church, We find, rathor, dogmatista
who hnve the whols problem settled in the orthedox manmer nnd who ibi-
pend mainly on faith.

It is eriminal for the chureeh to allow the formation of such veligiols
e a1 pmined in my churel, Going to college or the intelligent readinge
of religious and seientific beoks will in praetically nll eases desteoy the
iddenlistie boliefs, will reault in o period of missrable aneertuinty, until o
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new belief can be formulnted which is compuatibile with the demonstrable
facts In the case

When I came 1o ¢ollege, T found, to my surprizse, that many thinking
pergong whom 1 deeply respected did net hold the same convictions ns 1.
They seensed to have no respect for the things 1 kad come to believe in g0
devoutly. They questioned my idon of man's ereation as 8 man by God,
They ssemed to think that man waa the lnst product of o long developing
procesg alled evolution. They told me that onee there was nothing on the
cirth but slime, that tho slime gave hirth to one-colled animsls, that they
in turn developed inte higher forme of animals, and that these animals
gradually evolved into man, All this was entirely different fiem my
iden of God's eroating Adam and Fve in the Garden of Eden. These thinlk-
ing persons told me further that the world was not created just for
human beings; that man did not ssem 20 important, when everything
wis considerod, ns T would have him; and that there was no heaven just
out of slght. They told me more, but sl of it pointed toward the snme
conelugion ; my belisf was not accepled by these thinking persons, 1 could
cill them atheists: T eould sutwardly disregard what they said, bot in-
wardly my beliof was shalken, Surely those who could uge their intelligence
eo sguporbly in every other field ecould not be so far wrong on this one
thing, When 1 thought more about my religion with a eriticnl attitude
rather than with an attitude of oeceptance, T conld see thers was very
little 1 eould fall back on except the Bible, and | had heard the validity
af that decuoment questioned by various thinkers ns merely a pgroup of
wiitings by men lke ourselves, endowed with good imsginations, who
Lgsed thelr writings upon stories which had been handed down from
gunerntion to generntion. T had heard it said thet the God in the Bible
is onw which fundomentalists have pressed flat, dry, and lifeless hetwesn
Goenegin and Hevelntion.

Like g0 many others who have gome throogh this same experience
with thair roligions, T finally yiclded to eonsidering with an open mind
the actualities discovered about natwre. | wished to seo upon what these
donbters of my religion based their disbelisf.

The answer is found in science, Biological, physical, chemical, and
petronomical selenes wll polnt toward the lmpossibility of soch things
ns God's creating man asz man, of a heaven just’ bevond our sky, of an
aithropomorphie God in that heaven, of this world's being ereated just
for man with man the important factor in the universe, and the sun and
othir planets ereated morely bo sérve him, Sclence hir proven that man
js w produst of evolution and not of creation, This is shown by different
formations in rocks from past ages showing the sueccessive progression
in typex as time went on: by now useless parts of man’s body which in-
clente different structure at one tme in his history | by gill slits which
showe thint e must have been at one time an agquatic animal @ and by the
likeness of the very young of some types of some animals to the young of
i, Selener points tn the universe as something entirely tos Freat for man
adequately to comprchend, Modern astromemy tells ua that “our sun is



but o rather insignificant star lost in a galactic system we eall the Milky
Way, Mankind dwells upon o tiny earth which we eall our world, and s
being whirled about the sun at a tremendous speed, The san and its
planets rush through space four hundred million miles & year across &
universe so great that it takes light, travelling at one hundred and eighty-
six thoussnd miles per second, one hundred thousand yenrs to make the
trip. Even more remote are other universes at distances so wvast that
their light takes a million years to come to earth. In such & universe our
world is but the most infinitesimal particle, and if one considers man in
relation to the whole, his importince decreases tremendously.” Then therns
is no hegven gach as 1 thought existed ; there is ne anthropomorphic God
in the heanven; and the world and man do not seem to be the big factors
in ereation. Seionea shows that the whole universe 8 changing and that
man is one of the forms of change,

Maturally, such proof as this made me join the ranks of those whosa
religion had fallen to pleces before their eyes on confronting facts, 1
wondered what there really was in life to live for outside of physical plea-
sure, My concept of man changed from one which saw him as "o being
which had before him the preatest experience peasible, and had the present
physical life in which to prepare for it | saw man ns the most mizernble
of all living crestures beenuse he had the power to conceivethe physiological
process he was going through. I saw nothing in store for him but com=
plete return to the elements after death and then a return to living
matter throwgh his offapring. Thiz proceas seemed to go on forever; every-
thing seemed physiologionl and mechanienl, It wis an almost unbesrnble
stute of mind.

This mental condition was of short duration, for it was overcome
by looking more deeply into science. | do hol mesn to say that 1 wenl
into the technical side of science; 1 went a little further into what scicnee
hod Tound, the resulis of the technical knowledsze, Tt seems to be o natural
tendency in moan to believe in something, to have faith in something
superior bo himself. As Binstein gays: ¥ Fear of wild animals, hunger, or
denth make him forge a being upon whose will depends the experience
which he fears. Longing for guidance and love makes muan project s
God who protects and pumishes.” The grest scientist says one religion
ie that of fear, and the other & a social and moral religion, Whatever
the terme used, the fwet remoins that men wuant some supreme being to
logk up to. When they see their heliefs shattered as o firet look at
peiente can shatter them, thoy should look, as 1 looked, lo science Lo
offer something to substitute for that which it destroyed, In doing this,
In going more deeply into acienee, one receives n religious fecling which
antisfies to aa great n degree as any orthodox belief ean. In addition, it
is o religious sense which makes one weleome the discovery of new truths
and not fesr such discoveries bhecause they might undermine nn unsub-
stantinted Taith,

Scienee, religion, and philosophy do not kneow the exact nature of
God. Every explanation given iz only an estimation. No person can,
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with the facts ot hand, be sure of the exact nature of God, 10 one Beliovos
he kinows, he s only deceiving himself; for if ene questions himself eriti-
ciully he finds that he comes to o point at which his explanations are only
estimntions,

Seience, as T said, does nol sttempt bo give the specifications of & God;
it does not try to give descriptiona from which o form n mental image.
When one goes further into geience, as 1 think many are doing today,
he finds that he gradually loses the dosire to pet 0 menta] picture of God,
ind becomes satisfied to believe in God without knowing the exact na-
fure of what he believes in, With the facts that sclence offers s, We e
he rensonably sure that there is somothing behind phenomens and some-
thing which seems friendly towsrd man. Conviction that there s o
Supreme Being s, after all, the important thing. Speculation ns to the
wxnet nature s relatively unimportant when one Incks the convietion.
Here §s the big fault to be found with orthodox religion; its ndvoentes
have spent moat of their time eontemplating the nature of any God thers
might be without showing entisfactorily that there is 4 God, The resultant
Images serve well engugh when life is good and everything is in harmony,
Dot whem one i3 down, when all the forees of nature seem to e working
spainst him, his wnfounded, projected, mental pletures do not suffice.
e winta to be satizfied as to the existence of some higher power.

Science ghows that this Higher Power does exizt in all reasonshls
probability. Of eourss, it does not give sbeolute proof; for, after all,
nothing can reslly bBe proved bevond doubt: but acience doss show
tn the satipfaction of any normal humnan being that there {s some Suprems
Reing. Scionee has been ahle to do thiz only in comparatively recent times,
It hns changed since the turn of the century.

Nineteenth-contury science sesmed to point toward n physiologicon
explanntion for the existence of everything. The scientists of that period
hod reduced all things to the stom, a materialistic block from which all
matter was costructed. They explained the development of man by evalio-
tion, showing how man was only the result ‘of o great development in a
quantity of primeval alime. All organie matter went through eyveles, Man
lived hig life and died, He returned to dost, His substance served as thoe
basis for growth of plants. His offapring grew and consumed the plants.
His substunce entered hiz offapring, The offspring then went through
the same procezs. Az the cyeles went on, new characteristies come {nto
being, Animals developed characteristics to enable them hetter to eope
with their environment, and one of the results was the broin and the
resultant power to think, It was unfortunate. The development of this
argan bhrought with it the power to think about desting besides mesting
the environmental problema. Man, s far as nineteenth-cantury seience
want, wus only 4 naturn] development in this vast universe, The universe
was constantly changing, and man chonged with it. Man was wholly physio-
Ingical, merely a peculiar development on an insignificant planet who
mennt very little to the scheme of things.

Thia nttitwde, thiz explanation of nineteenth-eentury cience waa in



keeping with the foctz mown ot the time, Howover, twentisth-century
science haa diseovered more faets; the old science has been found Inade-
quate; it did not go for encogh.

The fundumental building block of the old school of sclentists has
been found to be made up in turn of different components, Positive
and negative charges of electricity make up the atom, and electeieity is
not o materinl thing. We see that seience poinls to the fact that nothing
s material, that we only think of things as material because they bring
eertaiin impressions Wo our minds. Everything secms to be a diiferant mani-
fostation of n fundamentn] foree, Modern seience haz further shown that
everything eun be reduced to mathematieal formulse, The fden of foree
and that of the working of the foree according to cortain set Inws and
equations are compatible. There is design o this vast universs, and to
have design, there must be n designer. To have mathemation] formulne,
there must be o mind to conceive soch formulie. That seems Lo me re-
linble evidence that there iz some higher power. As one seientist saye:
“If the universe were & chaos instond of a cosmos, it might be taken to
mesn thut there s ne God and evervithing is the resull of chanee, The
viry existence of order implies some other governanee than chanee.” We
miual eonelude that there fs n God or Supreme Being in existence. Every
person. who goes into sclence to uny extent will become assured of this.

Man has the ability to think in the same terms n which the universe
im constrocted, along pure mathematical lines. The substance of which man
is made his-been shown by seienee to be enly the manifostation of & fovee:
thus the mind is the important thing with man., That mind is able to think
in the sume terms as the Being which [s back of the cosmos. Sines muterial
things are without any real meaning, the mind must be the thing to which
we should leok for u eommion ground between God and man, It is the mind
which crestos the personality, and personelity is a real thing. “The spirit
which Lirings & mob together to perform certain actions lives on after the
mab has broken up. The personality which assembiles the forees maling up
our apprently real sélves continues to exist after the different componenis
luve separated, after they have, necording to material senses, retarmed to
dust which after all, is only another manifestation of force.” Energy need
not always be dssociated with matter; |t may pasa into the sther and in-
deed is constantly so doing. This iz like the passing of our real selves to
the phydical universe,

Of course, the above paragraph is only @ personsl interpretation of
whil selenee offers; however, this projection is based upon the sclentific
facts. As 1 have said, science as svience does not attempt to go bevand the
actualitivs discovered, but i is the privilege of evary one of us te inturprel
those focts as wo desive. Beience shows thore i 4 Highor Power behind
everything, and that Power |2 friendly toward personality, or personality
would sever have developed. We ean begin ot this point and go as fur as
we like, but our foundation of belief in God eannot be shaken, New knowls
ey fs taken ns n step toward o mare complete understanding of the nature
af the Supreme Being, Science i3 not hostile toward religion as the sttempt
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to show the nature of God, but science ie rightly indignant when religion
forgas concepls of o Supreme Being withoul considering selentifie [acts
A well-known seientist, John Langdon Davies, says: “Seience and religion
eould walk hand in hand if religlon would begin where science ends. To
what @5 known an enlightened man can add his over-belief, something
which eannot be proved but which on the other hand eannot be disproved
by the body of natural knowledge upon which it is boilt, This over-belief
is n man's religlon ; any over-beliel which can be disproved by what sclence
cun show is his superstition."”

Hurry Emerson Fosdick, John Hays Holmes, Havelock Ellis, and other
liberal religious thinkers have hased their beliefs upon known facta, Fos-
dick, for instance, stresses personnlity as the important thing, He does not
put forth all the teachings that [ was brooght to have faith in when [ was
younger, for he realizes that to do s0 would be contrary to the facts,

When an Individial sees his religious belief shattered by selence, he
should look further into seience to see what 15 offered to take its place. He
will fined there sufficient facts to worrant his belief in n Suprems Power or
Gind which i friendly toward man. He eannot be certain as to the exact
nature of that God, but he has the assuranes given by the knowledge that
God exizts. From that point be can speculnte as he will, so long as he tnkes
into consideration at all times the known facts,

\4

MOLINTAIN DAWNING

Sleep rises from my eves as on the hills

The fog of early morning lifts above

The dense and dark sequoias that 1 love,
The nearness of the mountain dawning fills
My soul with hopefol beauty, cold and grey,
A moment thus my boedy may forget

The aching weariness that binds it yet,
Unrested from the toil of yvesterday.

I hear an etehing of that chilly dawn,

A redwood forest shrooded deep in mist—
So sharply and so sublly is it deawn,

A master work my soul ennnot resiat,

I puuse before it ever and anon,

As though T kept with God 8 morning tryst.

JEAN SEWELL PENN
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THE MAN WHO LOST HIS UMBRELLA
v

JEAN VERA SMITH

Mr. Cardiff stood on the poreh and looked at the sky, At that, it nedrkt
rain, Martha might not thind it was going to, bul it was bitter (o be on
the safe side, He pushod one foot back and ferth in its black rabber, Tos
Iadg. That seemed to be o failing common to all his elothing, His hat sat too
fur down upon his ears, and the brim was too large, His overcoat enveloped
bl in 4 tentlike denping of cheap, fannely tweed. He had o curiously cow-
oring nppearsnee. This was strunge, too, becauss whenever he stood in
frant of the mirror in s clothing store surveying a new overeoal or suif, it
always seemed to him that ot Inst he really looked woll-dressed, progperons,
a man's man, And while the clerk hovered, smoothing the shoulders, hrush-
ing off the collar, murmuring encouragoments in his ear, Hector Cirdill
looked at his reflection and thought that, after all, he really did ook prelly
inirty.

It lif'e, na in the elothing store; he never suspected that someone might
be holding In the slack bohind his bsck. This humble trust in the nvineibls
honesty and wizdom of monkind had often led Hector into patha which
wore rougdy to his pnwary feet, There was n time in his youth when, led
an by the penerous and tender promptings of & slim man in o tght green
guit aned a derby, he had purchasged two department slores and o large
Liridge, only to find out that they belomged to the eity, which would not
part with them, It was this same trust which compelied him to give dimes
to men who wanted cups of coffee, nnd to #ign his name to papers without
first reading them, And now, because he trusted the westher report, he wias
preparing to off and board the 715, rendy to be eaught in o shower with
his feet encased in clumsy robbers and with a green gilk umbrella under
hils mim.

Now Heetor felt o little nervona nhout the nmbrelln. 14 was really not
a very lovoly and imposing umbrells, any way you wanted bo look ot it
bt his wife thought 4 grest dedl of it, It had been o present to her from
har only sister, Bossie, “the ane who died of stomach trouble the yeur Samh
Flinta boy was barn,” Tt had o great deal of sentiment attuched to it, nnd
that was one resson why Mucthn hod been nfrafd to let him take it The
othor venson was [hat Hegtor hod Joat gl their other umbrellss in one woy
ar another; and what was to prevent him loging this one? Marths was go-
Ing to do her best to brust in Providenee, but if he lost it she would simply
die of grief, Therefore Hector felt that Atlas hod had a comparitively
simple job merely packing the world around. He, Hector Cardiff, had Lo
earry his wife's sister’s umbrella, Merely becanse he had left all the other
winbrellos that they had onee ownesd, an traing and o other posuliar plagas.

an




He sighed, determining to remember this time if it killed him, and shifted
the responsibility from éne arm to the other.

He went down the steps, noticing, ss he alwayvs did, that the third one
sngrged in the middie, Must be fixed, Upon his lips still lingered the im-
presaion of Mrs. Cardiff's wifely forewell, long sinee staled by custom. His
tongue stll tasted the fried egy and toast of his usual breakfast, The morn-
inge winz starting just s every other, with no hint of chanpge, and no de-
gire an the part of Mr. Cacdilf for nny new sengaton.

11

Thiz morning, per schedule, the 7:156 was Iate. A small band of com
muters stood outside the station, comparing watches, Hector approached
thie gronp and stopped a little to one side, seif-conscious and not wanting
o intrude although he was almost ceptain that his watch was correel. How-
‘e, onie of the men, Captain Gorlinm who worked in the same of fice with
Heetor, turned and spoke to him,

*“Nien day.”

N, rother niee,” agreed Hector, trying to hide hia nmbrella, “Paper
snys riin, thoogh."

“Humph! No sign of rain, Absolutely none,” Captain Gorham bit the
vind of f & elggar vielously and turned his back.

Hector was besat by & strunge Tealing of belligerence. Old Gorbam waa
darn eelf-satiafisd. Might think he had the controlling volee In what the
wenther wos going to be like. Wait until Old Bessemer retires, said Heotor
i himealf, and wi'll se¢ who jgets put up o noteh. Man that can't ndd sany
bitter than you ought to be fired, even if ho iz o stockholder. Hector aod-
denly knew that he would never be troly happy until he conld show Old
Gorham u thing or two, What these things would be he had no idea, Some-
thing vague and daring like {lying across lorge ocenns nlone, or captaring
bahilits single-handed.

Al that moment the train eame in, ran about & bleck too far, and stood
panting impaticntly while they got on, Hector was last, and wis conse-
suently forced to share n seat with somoeone else, 1t happened that this time
fortine wisk with him. He was pushed ito o seat beside Sally Adams. Sally
wis n stenogrnpher in g bank, She lived in the same block ss Hector nnd
hael often spoken to him, although he wis rather shy of her, His wife said
whe was o very pretty givl, if you liked blondes. Hector, huving always ad-
mired her from afnr, was rather awed by the contemplstion of the long ride
1o the ity in her company, but he was surprised to find how easy she was
10 get nlong with, especially after he discovered that she shared his views
o the subject of Old Gorhan, Scon they were chotting topether like
crontes, and he told her all about the umbrelln. Hoctor was for once sorry
when the dusk of Central Station enveloped the train. Sally bad an errand
to do before she went uptown; so Hector bade her goodbye, a little con-
fused Ly her affectionate amile, and left the train.

He had been at work for approximately three houra when he remem-
bered the vmbrelln, With g leaden stomach and & sinking heart, he fouir-
neyod hopelessly to the clonk-room to seo if his suspicions were justified.
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They wore, 1t was not thove, He had st it, and he loew that he eonld ot
possibly get off work till five, no matter how he labored, He telephoned
{he station vainly, for he was advised that no green sill umbeslla hid bean
turned in that day, and was invited to stop bothering them, after his fifth
enll, Just as he wat hanging up the receiver pftar the last attempt, 01 Gor-
lam eame into the office.

“When will you be throogh work tonight, Cardiff?" he rumbled.

“Not till five.” Heefor sensed trouble,

“I'm afraid, then, that T have to ask you to stay over tonight and go
through these bills for me, It may take some time; 50 got your dinner and
come back ng goon as you can,”

“But—" monned Heetor, “how about my umb—7" Then he stopped.
You couldn't possibly tell O0d Garham a tragedy about g lost ombrells
nnd expect gympathy, He would, most Hkely, rémind him glostingly that
it wnsn't going to rain, ENyWay,

“What did vou say?™ Corhern velished opposition.

“Uh—nothing. Nothing at all.” Hector had visions of his wife, dead
of griel over her Jost umbrelln, Nothing, indeed! He pieked up the tebe
phone sgain, to et her know he couldn't be home for dinper, Which in-
formation would, of eourse, only add brands e the burning. Sadly. Hie-
tor reflected npon the pranks of destiny. He did not realize that desting
wag st that moment busily shaping some of his rovgh ends,

11

The two moen who sat in the back reem of Jeffs place knew nothing
ol Heetor Cardiff and hia predicament. Thoy knew nething aboul e
groet aflk umbrella which was o memento of Bessie and her affiietion,
They did know, however, that they ware (to use the mildest terms of
the lesser of them) in o hell of & mess,

“This is sure a awell tima for you o let me down, Hops," growled
the man with the nosty sear on his chin, “Why the devil didn't you let
me know sooner "

“Ain't T told you™" whined the Tesser of them. “T didn't know nothin®
about this other job till just this mornin®. 1 ean't bt the old man down
o he'd rob me out, An' he wouldn't fike the ides of you an' me runnin’
oppesition ta him neither.”

“Yoglht Wall how sbout lettin' me down? T ain't had much practice
recent, but I could polish up on you, just a8 good as on anybody elee.” He
made trigger-pulling motions that would hoave frightenéd o less ealloss
gentleman than Hops Comassl, who merely rubbed his nose with the lack
of his hand, nonchalanthy.

“Well” said Hops finally. “I'll tell you what 1 can do. My cousin
Al ain't busy now. 1 eould send him over. He nin't heen workin® stady,
an' he's gettin® tired of sittin® around the hoose. He'd be glad to help &
pal of mine."”

“Will he Jesep his mouth shot 7"

“0h sure, sure, He's o good guy”

“OLK: send him owver. But T sin't gonnn atand for- this every night
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'’ Sunday, Hke 1 been doln'. T ain't mean, but 1 don®t ke to be let down.
It min't good fer th' perfession, either."

"Woanh boss, T can gee just bow you Teel. T wonldn't stand for it
noither, if 1 was yvou, Baf you'll get yoor money's worth out of Al He's
o hard worker, An' he pan pick o lock like nobody's bosinesa, Where'd
you wanna mest him T

“Oh, send him over to the place, Tell im to come In the back way an'
knock three times, slow. I'l] know whe it is.”

“0LK,, bosz, 1'm sure sorry | ean’t be with you, It be a pratty job,
Bot Al et o kick out of it."

“An' don't be late, because T don't wannn be canght in that house,
They won't be brek till lute tonight, but it ain't safe to hang sround alone,
avon if there ain't anybody home.™

"0, boss, he'll be there,” Hops got langoidly to his foel, o penths
smibe of cnmaraderie erumpling his weak chin, He pushed back his enp in
the semblines of o farewsl] pesture and ambled through the curtained
doorway. On the other side of the oortain, however, his  ecuntenanes
changod, Hiz expression of comploeence wae veplaced by one of hatrod
mingled with satisfaction. Yesh, he thought to himself, Al would sure
pet o kick out of the job,

Thie fact was thal Hope was getting tived of hia life of crime. e
wis growing thin on account of the late hours and small profits. He had
decided to give up the calling and o to live in Nebraska with his brother,
on & dairy farm. Therefore he had decided to even a very lopsided seovo
with hls erstwhile partner by leaving him In o deep loreh, He had no
eoitsin AL His only asaets were n one-way ticket to Nebrasks and a re-
lieved feeling. Hops went heme o pack,

¥

Heetor dido't finigh the billa until nenrly eight o'clock, Then he de-
cided that it was too late to do anyvthing aliout the umbrells, even if he
o known what to do about it. Anyway, it wea probably gone for good
by that time, He silently eursed Old Gorham, for he doubted strongly the
exenge Gorham had of fered which hod made it necessary for Hector to
etay lite. Had to visit a sick friend! Well, all Hoctor had to say about that
was that anvhody'd be sick if Old Gorham came to sit with him. He locked
up the office and made his way sadly to the railread station in the forlorn
hope of being able to catch the 8:10. But he was about five minutes too
lite, When he reached the station he found that i was almost emply, ex-
copt for o wenry-looking woman with three small children, the man who
wis always swetping the floors, and & lounging figure standing beaide
e tickel window holding & Inrge suitease. Hector, realizing that he wag
in for n good hour's wait before the next train, decided to go over and
srike up o conversation with the fellow, No doubt he, too, had baen left
waiting for a train. Hector liked nothing so much as a good exchange of
smpathy, He spproached the stranger, noting, as he drow searer, that
the man had & very weak chin and a mysterious air about him, Perhnps,
docided Heetor, the man wounld be able to advise him concerning the um-
brelli, He lonked like a dyed-in-the-wool commuter, somehow,
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“ond evening,"” Hector began choorily, "Missod the teain Loa T

“Umph,” sald the stranger: 1t was, as you may have surmised, Hops,
the convert.

“You know,” went on Heetor, unabashed by his cold reception, a type
aof gresting which was no nevelty to him, “You lknow, 1 get awfolly tired
of waiting around for trwins. Thev're o nuizance, more ways than one.
Why, just this morming 1 left o lovely green silk umbrells on the train.
My wife's going to be mad when she finds it out, too, and 1 den’t in |
lenst know how to go aboul getting it hack.™

“That's tough,” muitered Hops. And soddenly he was struck by oa
atrange wnd novel idep, He had thought of & way to et back at his partner
which was not only funny, but which would put his old pal in o nice mea-
sy fix. Mentally he patted himself on the back for having been a0 unex-
pectedly clevar. His shallow mentality, fatipued by the offort already eg-
erfed, declined to plumb the nicer pointa of the ides which it hod pro-
posed. It collupsed and lay supine, Hops continued.

“Look here® he said to Hector. “You sure you don't kuow how {o
gt that umbrefls back 1

“Nuo, | don't, and it worries me, 1 don't like to go home withaut it
though.”

“Wall ligten. You come with me, and I'll show you where you ean
get your umbrella back, 1 know where they take all that stuff they get
off of trains.” Hops hoped that the old guy was a8 dumb aa he loaled. Tt
wouldn't hurt any to try.

“Thut's very kind of vou" execlaimed Heetor, overjoved by the hiape
that he might not have to break the sad news to Martha, afler all. Ho
followed the man out of the station and walked along the dark strest with
him. Preseotly they arrived at a street corner, where the man hailed 2
bzl They got in and rode in silence for severn] blocks, Heetor langed
to ask his companion moere ahout how he was to retrieve the Jost articls,
Lot thiet i sat in forbidding silence, although he chuckled to himsell every
once in o while: It delighted Hector to know that of tust the railvoad eom-
panies were taking good care of lost artieles. Probably he woold have to
identify his wmbrelln, but that would be essy. He remembered that it .
had two bent riba. Martha didn't know about them, and they didn't show
mueh, but ke was rather ghid now that he had stepped on the umbrella
that time. 1t would probally make things easier. Suddenly the taxi stopped
buefore o large, imposing house, and the man motioned for Hector Lo pot
cut, although he himaelf stayed in the cab,

"Here's the place,” he sild groffly. *Now vou go arcund in the back
an' knock on the door, three times, slow. If & guy with o scar on hig chin
comes to the door, you tell kim your name's A1"

“AIT" ropested Heetor in some surprise;

“Yeah. It's o sort of password. Ya know, everyvbody don't know about
this. It's sorta exclusive like, ses, This guy 1 told you about, he's th'—he'z
th® butler. He'll tell you how to get your umbrelln, Tell him Hops sent i,
Don’t make too much noise, now,'”

Heotor was somewhat bewildersd, Evidently, getting back o logt um-
brells wag o complieated and stupendous affnir. He nodded vagpely and
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turned to survey the dark houze. Then he decided that the man must know
what he was tulking abeut, or he would not have taken the trouble to
bring him such & long way in a taxi,

A sudden roar behind him caused him to jump, and he turned just
i thme to sew the tadl lht of the esb flicking around the corner. Funny!
However, i

Bolstering up his courage, which was never strong even in jts best
moments, he wallked up the back path to the deor. He knocked three times,
—glowly, There was no immedinte veaction, and then the door opened
ek, He looked into o menpcing Face,

AT whispered the faee hoarsaly.

“Yes," Hector whispered back, fealing goilty. “I've eome to see about
my umbrella.” He laughed feebly.

“(h yesh 1" the door opened a little farther. "Ome of thoese funny
guys, hoh

*Why, 1 don't think 1 understand,” sald Heetor. He felt like fesing.

“Bay, did Hops send you T

"Y.—.‘FE-“

“(LK, then, But eut the humor. We ain't got no time for that. Come
o in.' The dosr swung open, and Heelor tiptoed Into the dark hallway.
The muan shut the door and followed him. Hector could feel him breathing
down his neck. 1t was very annoying,

“Laook here,” he said, stopping suddenly, “1 don't like to trouble you,
But | have to esteh that train at 9:10, If you don't mind, 1 wish you'd see
if you have my umbrelln, and then I o™

“Hew, listen, what's the matter with you? I said cut the huomor, didn't
| s

“But 1 want my umbrella!™ Hector felt wrath rising wp within him.
“If you don't do something about it at ence, T'H be forged to report you
to the railroad company.”

“Wall, I'll Le damned. First Hopa can't come, an® then he sends me 4
halfowit to help out. Listen, puy, you may be on the level, an’ yvou may
b Hops' cousin, but vou've sure got a terrible sense of humor. Now come
o, an" if 1 henr any more about ombrellag, I'm gonna let you have it
over the nut; get ma?™

“Yeu, | think so," sald Hector feebly. He was remembering, too late
a5 usunl, that it was not always yood policy to trust in strangers. Some-
thing, he folt, was wrong here, Ho procecded down the hall. When they
eame Lo the end of the passage, the man reached around snd opened the
door leading into a small room. The Tloor was coversd with silverware,
pintes and knives and pitehers. Tt was pogitively dazeling. In one corner
sboed 0 safe, wide open, Before it lay a small black bag full of tools, and
twn large empty sacks,

“It's nbout time you got here, all right,” grumbled the man, who
was beginning o gather up the silver and put it into the sacks. “A ot of
help you been. Well—don't just stand there. Gimme a hand!” He thrust
the other fack into Hector's onresiating fingers and continoed kis col-
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leeting. Realization wa: daowning within Hector. He was, he vealized, in
the presence of a burglar, who was, plainly, burgling, And all beciuse he
had lost Martha's umbrelln, He was aiding and abotting o burglne He
wis an accessory after the fact, or something. The sack shook in his hand,
aiid something within him sugwested, begged for, flight, The man gove
him n very mean look,

“Well, eome onMy God, do | have to piek it up for vou!" And he
honded Hector & lurge platter, snsevingly. Hector took it, and was aboot
to thrust it into the sack, when the thing inside him erumpled and died.
He lifted the platter in fingers that trembled s little, and brought it down
upan the mun's kead. Not terrvibly hared, but hard for Hector, Hard enough
for the man, teo, [or he slumped over and efared st Heetor with shoeliod
and unseeing eves, The little room was very still. The silver shone, and
Huetor trembled. He looked at the man in unbelisving wonder for a long
moment, Such a thing to have done! But he felt good, He found o long
tieee of vope in the blaek bag and tied the mon's lmp hands togethes,
He tied the feot, and atood back to survey his handiworl. He could not
he decided, have done it more neatly i it was an everyday habit with
lim, He picked up the bag and placed it on top of a book-case, so that it
would be out of resch if the burglar awoke. There was a bowl full of roses
o the desk; and strock by o sudden fancy, Hector took one of the flowers
and placed it between the man's fingers. He liked the effect. Then he -
toed softhy from the room and closed the door behind him.

In the hull ke stumbled oyer o hat-stand, Something swunyg back aned
forth, hitting him in the face, He folt of it & ltthe scared, and found that
it was an umbrells, He had forgotten all about what he had come after,
bt o vagrne idea about ombrellas hovered in the lower deptha of his eon-
clowsness, He unhooked the one on the hatstand and teok it with him.

He tool o eab to the stution, and by the time he gol there it was nine
o'clock, IE had taken more fime than he had realized to sccomplish the
night's worl., But it was curious how relfreshed and eool he fall. He had
n sudden degire to meet Old Gorham and, pessibily, to come to blows with
him. Hector would have backed himeelf ton to ene to win,

Whon he wilked inbo the waiting-room hi wis surprised to see that
Sally Adame wis sitting theee, He walked over boldly and st down besldo
her. And then he noticed o steangs, & shocking thing. She was earrying
his wife's groen silk umbrelin

“Helle, Mr. Cardiff!” she trilled, “Do vou know what T did? [ cap-
ried off your umbrella this morning, thinking that it was mine; 1 really
have o most awlisl halilt of dolnpg that sort of thing. And 1 didn't dis
eover the mistake until 1 was ready to go home Ten't it fortunate that
we're both late tonight, Now you ean take it home with yeu, and your
wife will never know how clese she cume to losing it,”

“Well, well, that iz strange. But, vou know, somehow T'm almost glad
that I did forget it. Do vou mind if T ride home with you?**

“Not at all, My, Cardiff," smiled Mizss Adums, and taking out ler come-
pret, slie begmn to powder her nose,

When they went out, Heotor loft the purloined amboella, relic of a



great adventure, behind a refuse can. He fell as though he were concealing
incriminating evidence,
v

The next morning at brenkfast, his wife read the paper to him, as
was her wont, Suddenly she gave n little titter.

“Oh, Henry, do listen to thiz: ‘Last night upon returning from the
theatee, George P, Drommond, president of the City Bank, found a styange
parcel in his study. A man, evidently a housebreaker, was lying unconscious
upon the floor with his hands and feet bound, He was holding n red rose
I lita fingers, and o small bag of tools was found on top of the bookeasa.
Althotgh the safe had been opened and the silverware, usually kept in i,
wia seattersd about the floor, nothing was missing from the house except
an umbralla, Well, did you ever! What will thess burglars think of next ™

“Hm," replied Hector, smiling into his colfee cup, “Probably not half
troe. You know, my dear, you shouldn't believe everything you read in the
papers.” Ho pushed back his choir and gol up, “What does the wenther re-
port say T

"It saym: ‘Overcast today, with pessible showers and unsettled
weather! It's & good thing yoo managed to get home with the umbrella,
Heetor, You awill need it today.”

#0h, 1 don't think T will,” he said, hunching into his overcoat. He
kicked his rubbers into the corner happily, “There's no aign of rain, ab-
solutely none.” He hurried out of the house and down the weary steps. If
he hustled, he thought, he would be able to have a little tallk with Old Gor-
ki befors train time.

CONNOISSELIR

The earth is full of beanty, yet 1 seize

And hold few pictures, Thousands vanlsh soom

As viewed, and leave me with & brown Iugoon
Framed yellow green by budding, twisted trees—
The rain ut midnight on a storm-lashed sea,—
Fresh roses jewelad by the early snow,—

Smoath Hlae hills when évening’s sun is low,—
These hang Torever in my gallery,

The world is full of men and wemen, Loo,

A thousand pass; a few 1 love and hold:

A nymph of velvet voice, o sprite untrue,

A dorl-eyed faun, two angels growing old,

A chorub and a troll, Thess motley few

My heart's vist chambers warm, or blow them cold.

JEAN SEWELL PENM
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{4 eriticizm of eriticirm)

JEAN $EWELL PENN

The little eritic hung his wet uizter on the painted clonk-tree with
satisfaction, Parls had not yot lost her fascination for him—indeed, does
ahi ever, eapecialiy for Amerieans? Americans are starved for romanoce
and Puris, with her art and her seekers after art, her Latin Quarter nnd
her bourgeois cafes 1fke this in which the little eritie's ulster dripped so
delightfully, ia inexhaustibly romantic, Tonight the glamor of the seductive
city was enhanced by veils of rain; the little critic had lifted his [ace in
thi downpour se ks to miss nothing. People hurried past, stepping gingarly
any the slippery sidewalks, shoulders bowed and hot brims on their noses.
Their faces, so0 obscured, wers most intriguing, for any number of them
midght belong to celebrities, and sesing only huthrims, sne could never know.

A further eause for the critic’s satisfaction was that he had just puid
hig first visit to the Loovre, and his brain and notebook were full to the
point of intoxieation with titles, artists' nnmes, and impressjons. He would
write o serles of articles for American magazines, the first to go (o the
Atlantic Monthly, on the gift of the Rensissance o the graphie arta, with
iltustrations from do Cesimo and—

Yl wore, monstewr, Gite vowlez-vous powr le diner '

When the stolid young figare had departed with his garbled order, he
took his notebool from his pocket and commeneed the apidarian labor of
perfecting epigrums for the purposed articles. He was vaguely disturbed by
gteps, seraping of chairs, tapping of canes, and trickling of rain from
wraps at the table behind him. It had beon enrly when he entered the cafe;
now diners were prriving noisily: the air was graduslly suffused with
smoke: china elattorsd, So absorbed was he that he did not leok about,
thowgh it was his habit to stare in eafes,

In the Bebel of Latin tonguss two English voiess were dietinct. Tha
tones were moedulated, but the speakers were frritatingly voluble, One was
Bﬂ}f[nﬁ with penstrating snunciation:

. these ¢ritics, who can erente nothing themselves, but believe
they are cmn]:letenl, to judpe art, The real eritic is he who can trunslate inls
nnother manner or o new material his impression of beautiful things."

The other veice was heavier and slightly birved. “You think artists
alone are qualified to criticize ¥

“Why not ! asked the firslt volee, “Appreciation is dnly re-creation of
art, and n man incapahle of creating must be likewise incapable of e
ereating. How ean n man who knows nothing of the piano eritielse o per-
formance on the pianoe ™’
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The other burred, "0 course the eritic must understand the artistic
medinm,—the plano, or olls, or rhetorie—butl he need not be gifted in its
application. He must know something of the technique, but as for genius
Judging ita own ereation, or ereation of its own kind"—a staceato Inogh—
“vou know, yourself, Wilde, that the world regards an artist as o sort of
idiot spvant under the thumb of inspiration—totally unconselous of the
meaning ke expresses, What was it George Elist said of the works of
peniug ¥ Something to the effect than an artiat is never aware of the poly-
gonal truth he utbers."

“Hyperbole,” damnued the higher voice, while its owner scratched a
mateh, then poused to suck a cignrette alight. “Critles who are not also
nrtists aro superflluous. Anvone can criticize aecording to his own Lastes
and prejudices ; onky an artist ean be detached in his contemplation of art.”

"Why " his companion interrupted. “Everyone has tastes and prejo-
diges, and 1 should suppose that the artist is more firm in his convietions
wind still more settled in his tastes than the ungifted. He has more Lo ex-
press, and he employs o style that immplies particular tastes. Moveover, his
sympathies, pspecially ethical, are lmpliclt n his work.”

“Sympathles? No artist has ethical sympathies. An ethieal sympathy
in an artist is an unpardonable manneriam of atyle.” The speech was so
perempiorily delivered as to seem suthoritative. The little eritie turned and
focussed his stire on the spesker.

He was a very tall man, as straight shouldered as a gendarme, and had
this look of a Greek deity born on British soil, His face was long, strong
and lean, of elassic eut, its only wealknesa being the loose, eontinuall-parted
lips, The eyes hold the ohasrver's interest, light gray eyes deep under eye-
brows like bird wings. These cyes had an uncanny mode of rolling back-
wird, especlally na thelr owner voleed an aphoristic phrass, antil little but
the long whites was visible,

Hiz adversary during the st speech had Hghted o pipe; now, holding
the bowl cloge to the tidy tablecloth, he aaid with less fores than the lght
volee nllowed itself:

“Somehow T have always though that art had a meaning, an ethienl
wne, a lesson, iF you will.” This wae & plensint looking follow, neither lnrgoe
nor small. His features were nondeseript in the dim light of the cafle, save
for large white teeth and boyiah foll lipa.

Thae Titkle critic conld no longer restrain the brazgenness that Europeana
enll an American characteristic and that Americans call 5 European eharac-
teristie. He jerked at his eollar, jutted out his jaw, coughed alightly, and
maid,

“Gentlemen, pardon me 1 could not help hearing your interesting con-
versation—and-—uh-—your evaluation of critica.” He nughed, blushed, *1
fm o eritie. Moy T eontinue to listen? T feel most superfloons,”

The two addressed oxchanged glances, smiling, Uhen pressed the
Ameriean to join them over sauterne, which he did elatedly, saying,

“My name ia Serolld, Please don't stop talking”



"How do you do, Mr. Serolle,” prinned the man with the pipe. "This:
gentleman,” indicating the British god, “is Mr, Wilde, an obacure literary
toamn.”

The litthe eritic's blosh deepened, and the seintillant epiproms ha had
seleetod Lo eontribute to the conversation fed.

*“Mot—not Dscnr Wilde!™ Then, realizing that he was gaping, he mir-
mured something about o great honor and shook the long boputiful hand
witendod neross the table,

" A plepsure, Mr, Serolls,” anid the elesr voice. The perfect hand waved
toward the pipe, “Mr, Arthur, a sculptor.”

The latier bowed, and Serolls murmured agmin and sink exhaonsted
bt exoltant into & chair, A gulp of sauterne nerved hin ond he said
ngerly,

“You wore making a profound stntement when 1 introded, Mr, Wilde,
Something nbout ethics in art, T have thought, like Mr, Arthor, that art
should hold o moral meaning. Notb that it should sermonlze, but—"

“There fa no such thing as o moral or immoral book,” answersd Wilde.
"Hooks are well written or badly written, That is all™

SO eourse T am only & eritie,” Serolls sald, after mentally jotting the
ortist’s comment, “but 1 might be lesa superfluous if you could tell me the
ilm of art."

“Polemics are onr pastime.” burred the seulptor, “bot ambiguity eor
mathod.”

The birdlike eyebrows met in n seowl, but their owner offered Serolls
n elparette with the frrelevant remark,

“A cigarette is the perfect Lype of a perfect pleasure, Tt is exquisite,
and it leaves one unsatizfied, What more ean one want ¥ Then, as the eritic
took the proffered pleasure, Wilde rolled his eyves upward and eompliod
with the roquest.

“The alm of the nriiat s to reveal art, and to éomeesl the avtist. He |s
the creator of beautiful things.”

“Fou agpres thon with the tonet of the old French Pleiade—oest pour
ot T queried Berolls; ns Wilde paused, addressing the sculptor,

“1 would say." said the full lips of the latter, “that art {5 mensured
by ita relation to reality. Not that i must actoally be realistic, but that it
must podsess proximity o life, whether through naturalism or throagh
symbolism. Art must mean something to me to be approciable. Of course 1
work in a medium that is probably more lHteral than Wilde's,”

Wilde erushed the conl of his eignrette, "Symbol, Arthar. That's it—
symbol! All art s at onee surface and symbol.”

“Symbol of wihat? aslked Serolls, béwildored. *Tf thers i3 50 méan-
MNE e win b

HThere iz meaning. Beauty is meaning and objoetive enough. Would
¥ou have art useful? Art is quite naeless, We ean forgive a mun for making
n usefnl thing so long is he docs not admive it. The only exeose for munking
a paeless thing is that one admires it inteneely, You do not agree thers,
Arthie ™



“You are quite right,” aceorded the senlptor. “A aseful thing, to be
psaful, must be complote. The answer to itself fs n itaelf, 1t has no appeal
to the imagination, ne dignity, for human needs are so ecommonplace as to
b considered undigniTisd, This bottle,” pouring a greenizh stream into his
jelnza, “ia not & work of art to me, beeanse T know it so thoroughly, 1 ne-
pept it without thought. 1t lesves ne room lor resreation.”

"1 remember,” ventured Scrolls, “Mr, Wilde's saying some time ago
that the npprecintion of art is its re-creation. He snid, too,” the American
blushed ngain—"that only an artist Is eapable of re-creating.”

Arthur intereeded for Wilde. “One who ean ro-treate approndies
geniug, Mr. Serolls. He has at least talent, if not genius. The competent
eritie must have some spurk but not necessarily the five of the ereator.”

Tho American wos wirmed by Chis, and by the wine, “I understand,”
he said, growing braver, “In the Louvre, today, 1 noticed the Philistines as
they wandered, gossiping, past ehef-d'veuvras. Their imaginations are too
weak to angwer the call of art. They like thelr stories anticlimactic; their
pictures photogriphic, so that they enn ensily assoeiate them with magn-
Fine covers; their muasic of the sort whoae every note predicts the next one,
whose harmony is gimple enough and at wide enongh imtervals to be hesrd
and understood thoroughly without ealling upon the imagination."

11 was good santerne; the little eritic was eloquent, and his long spoech
Tound attentive cars

“Gentlemen,” said e seulptor emphatically, “we have arrived at o
point of sgreement. Art must appeal to the imsgination ; thus, must not be
eompletoly realiztic. Do we all assent T

They drank to their discovery.

UFurther, we have declared it useless, Is this the truth "

They tonched glnssea again and drank to the inutility of art.

“And art s beautiful—"

Wilde rose with his glass held high. "Those who find ugply meanings
in beantiful things are corrupt without being charming. This is & faolt,”
The gray eyves rolled up. *These whoe find beautiful meanings in beautiful
things are the cultivated, For these there is hope,

“They are the elect—the elect, gentlemen, to whom beautiful things
e only beaity,'

The three gentlemen draol.

“There are surely ugly things in art,” inaisted the critie, vowing to
drink no more, “Consider Villon," With boldneas not born of sobriety he
quoted the “Balinde of Slanderoos Tongues” {which must be spared the
render). “Ts that art

“Mo" sald the English post. "Of cotrse, vies and vietue am Lo the
artist materials for an art, and viee is ugly, But the total effect muat be
one of beauty,"

“That is right,” the other Englishman eonfirmed. “The classic statue
of Laocoon and his sons is prevented from belng prest art by the expres-
wiom of horeor on the chief figure's face. Seolptore is teo statio o medinm
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to allow for any quality exeept beauty. The note of horvor lingers, while in
fiterature or musie it is dispelled by ita beautiful seqguence, The continnous
arts, writing or muasic, require an oceastonal diszonance for the sake of con-
trast. Sealpture is too unchanging to be allowed a reallstie disfigurement.
It must remnin wholly beautifol in order to be an eseape”

“An esenpe,” echoed the eritic sadly, “A beautiful misrepresentation
of life. But s art only bemuty?™ Serolls ssked. “You say it is in terms of
symbols. Do the elect wlo see only heauty in the beautiful never read the
symhbols T

“Avt mirrors the spectator rathor than 1ife,” replied Wilde. “Those
whao go benenth the surface do 3o at their own peril. Those who read the
symbal do so ot their own peril” The evebrows winged ominoesly.

“Then ne u eritie 1 gm entirely superfluous?™ Serolls was o pothetie
figure with his empty glass, “Surely 1 am more suthoritative than the
humblest museum spectator. 1 have o wider experience with xrl, for com-
parisgon,”

“Your erticism, dear sir," condoned Arthur, “means simply that yoor
coneept i3 ot variance or is in ncoord with that of the artist.”

“Divergity of opinion about 0 work of arl only proves that it is new,
enmplex, and vital,"” Wilde added. “When eritics disagreo the nrtist i in
asecord with himself,”

Berolls wns perpleed. “And yet you say that it is the artist’s sim io
concenl himself 1™

The ovebrows indicated that it is imposailile to explain anvihing to
an American—an American superfluity, at that,

“My friend," said Oscar Wilde, “vou aro mebriated.”

“And you,” said Arthur, assisting the poet to riss, “are in the same
dilemma. We have enjoved equivoenting with you, Mr, Scrolis, and our esti-
mation of eritics i3 highly ameliorated.”

After they had gone, s little unsteadily, the eritie pulled out his note-
hook, shook hiz head, then returned the book to his pocket.

Amerieans have a habit, at least it s an  Americaniam aceording to
the goepels of Henry James, G, B, Shaw, and Charles Dickens, of looling
for profit in everything. It is worse than looking & gift horse in the mouth;
it is Hke capitalizing on sunsets, Serolls had met o great artist, How: the
Athtic Monthly would anap that up!

With the bridle of the gift horse firmly in his hand, the litthe super-
fluity paid the bill for his erstwhile companiens as well as Tor himself,
donned iz ulster, and took an indirect route inte the Parlsinn min
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ISEULT'S ETERNITY

A potion we drank and found desth and deep sighing,
For Tristan Is slain, and forthwith T'll be dying,
And soon you shall follow at new lamb's first erving.

You'll lay me far down in the izland's lush grasses
And build a calrn o'er me among the morasses,
Lepving me there till the hoar-senson passes.

I'll sleep through the winter benesth o moss eover,
But 1 shall awake when the swallows low hover,
For April and 1 come in search of o lover.

I"ll not be the same as 1 was when you knew me;
The warmth of the loam will have gone through and through me,
And the mist on the moors will have settled into me,

Bo T'Il be arising as light aa a feather,
And out I be drifting above the sweet heather,
And I"ll be as soft as the sodl in Mareh weathor,

Il come in eool morning hefore Tolk are staring.
My grave shift and givdle of rope T be wearing,
And 1l only be glancing to learn how you're faring.

My voice you'll be hearing above tha fieree thunder;
My face you will see in the lightning-finsh yonder,
And you'll cloge your own eyes, and listen and wonder.

'l not be expecting God's glory to follow—

[ left you for Tristan, for [, like the swallow,
Knew mare than to rest on a reed that was hollow.
1 waa guesn of Tintagel, but now lite or soon

Our minstrols shall mourn us when earth is at noon,
And we three shall daries on the curve of the moon.

ERMA FAXON
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FUGITIVE

Love passed this way once, long ago,

But 1 was blind and did not ses

The small white kand thot beckoned me
So long ago.

Love passed this way, and then was gone,
And only sz her footateps died
Upon the wind, she turned and eried
And then was gone.

I Love should pass this way apnin

I shall be watching engerly,
And T shall eateh hor small white hand
And try to make her understand

That I was blind, but now 1 ses—
If Love should pass this way again.

WILBUR E. BAILEY

TO SEE THEE

To see thee, darling, daring not to say

“1 love thee,"” to suppress the eager glow

That wells behind my eyes and begs to show

Its light to thes, to meet thee every day

With empty, careless greelings, and to know

That thy responss is adequate to thes,

That thou hast nothing more to say to me . . .
(It waz not thus, my dear, n whileago) . . . . .

Thiz is the constant torture that T bear,

And thou, light hearted, doat thou quite forget
My lips so loved by thee, my throat, my hair?
Thy kisses linger faintly on them yet,

But since no more than wreiting this 1 dave
Recall our love, [ write . . . . . with lashes wet,




PANTS AND ROMANCE
v

JUNE SHAPP BEMEDICT

One plain white plate that had recently held two thin alicor of Swedish
health bread, nnbuttered, One pluin white, practical, sup-shaped cup that
el contained an ingipid mixture of milk and warm water—no sugar. O
smadl, unpretentions plain white eream pitcher. And a silver spoon,

Miss Lucy painstakingly rinsed these few dishes from her solitaey old
migid's broahkiast, and, wiping them earefully on a pluin white ten-towel,
placed them just as earefully on the plain white shelves of her eupbonrd
In precisely the same places ahe had been placing them for exactly cleven
yiurs, 1t had been eloven years since she cama to live by hersell in the little
while house on the corner.

Then she brushed up the grav-and-white checked linoleum, fed the
cut, removed hor blue gingham apron and hung it on o nail And her
morning ritual woe oyer.

All she had to do now was to step into her small bedroom wikh its
austere muslip window curtains and its virginal white bed, nnd to don
hior sombre brown eoat and hat, She didn't stop to glance at herself in
e mirror. She didn't need Lo, for she knew exactly how she looked. And
wiile she was not proud of her appearanes, neither wis she consciously
dissatisfied with it. She had reached the age of seceptanes.

She was Miss Luey: tall and thin—not willowy, for you ses she nte,
glept, nnd lived by o health chart. And health charts lenve littleor nomargin
lor jraceful lines; they go In for Spartan simplicity. So many calories, so
muny hours of sleep, so many hours of outdoor exesrcize, This last requisite
Miss Luey pot by digging in hor little garden and by squazhing worms that
dug in her little garden. She could almost have told you the exact numileer
al ‘gruss blades that prew in her tiny steeteh of lawn, 50 familiny did ghe
hiscomi with it in her daily exercize stint,

Y, Mizs Luey knew everything about her garden . . . and sbout her-
soll, OF wt lenet Miss Luey thought she did. She would have told you that
her eyes were just eves . . . twin parts of her anatomy which nided her in
ihis grading of staclks of mathematical atrocities. She would have leanribied
her hair as just hair .. . something that grow on her craniom and kept
off the hot summer sun and the eold winter winds.

But Miss Luey waged no conflivts, mental or physical, against what
she had long gince come Lo aceept as hor fate, Things were as they were
She had health, a good position, her litkle white cottage on the cormer—
and hor eat. 11 her existence lackod spontaneity or novelty she was unaware
of the fict, not missing that which she had never had.

So, na Miss Loey walked sedately along the leaflass olm-hordorsd ave-
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nue on her way to work, she was at peace with the world and with herself,
She would luve ratsod her enpolile hands in horror had she known that the
traffic cop of the universe was about to signal a U turn in her ife—a furm
whieh was to be instrumental in changing her from a eolorless old maid,
inte & . . . But wait. You will want to hear the whole story.

Hhe was erossing the quiet street with her hend tilted back fo see if
the olm buds were beginning te show in hard little bumps along the overs
hanging limbs. Bul ghe didn't find out, st least not that morning, For just
then her sengible brown groundgrippore got (hemeelves all tangled up with
gome object lying in the middle of the pavement, Miss Lucy suffered an
frnominous defeat in o Torced conflict with the laws of gravity. She mude
her complete U turn and came down very saddenly and very violently on
her hind parta.

The next move in the deama hoad been enneted countless times in ovory
coamtTy in the world where people fall down and jro boom, Miss Lucy strug-
plod to her fest and after looking sheepiahly around Lo moke sure she wis
unobserved, gingerly massaged the injored member,

Then she turned her indignunt gaze upon the innocent cause of the wp-
hersvil, which happened to be a long grey pasteboard bex. She had o vory
un-Miss-Luey-ish desire to kick the thing, However, instead of satisfyime
her primitive urge, ghe gpradgingly picked the box up and carried it along
with her, What could be in it? she wondered. She believed she'd stop rlght
thirs on the strest and open it up and find out. But two of her pupils joined
her just then; se she decided she might as well wait until she reached the
srhool house, nnd open it there.

But wpon srriving at her destination she was sgain thwarted of her
purpose, as the other faculty members were gathered In the principal’s
rogm for the purpose of discuzsing the annusl flower festival, She wonld
open the box later.

Every time she docided the propitious moment wis at hand, some -
forveseen ohstacle presented itself, As the morning wore on, the ssually
geriene Miss Lucy Tound hersell becoming decidediy peevish, She even went
g0 far ua b imagine that some perverse Toroe wis consplring lo provent
her from opining thal bost, Oh, well, it was probably empty anyway, she
told herself. But it didn't feel empty, Perhaps it waa stuffed with papers

o« oF something, Yes . . something. Bul what?

She would hurry home with it at noon, and open it up even before she
had her ennned soop, her lettues sandwich, and her cup of het ten But
when noon came, one of her fellow togchors complained of 4 headaeche and
hinted quite strongly that o cup of Miss Lucy’s steaming brew was the only
eure Tor her ill. So Mizss Luey falt forced to ask the woman home with her,
The other teacher's presence need not, of course, make any difference in
her plan, She would open iup the box and both of them have the fon of
exnmining its comtents. But strangely enough, Miss Lucy felt o childish re=
luetanee to share her Pandorn box with this woman, Or with any othor
worm, for that motter.

And se she hoarded it, for all the world, she reminded horself, ps o
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preedy child hoards some unsceustomed sweet, And then, in the evening,
whien she wng nlone at last in the fastness of her austers little bedroom, she
pliesd the box on the white vieginity of her bed and clipped the binding
comd. With fluttery hands she removed the lid and pushed sside several
sheets of white tissue paper, And there, all folded and neatly ereased, lay
o pair of men's teousers with o haces of gaudy blue-and-red suspenders
nttoched.

Troysers ! sniffed Miss Luey. But the sniff was n sort of half-hearted
onig,—not & gneoty sniff at ol For after all, what had ahe, old maid though
-ghe was, agninst trousers ! Nothing. Nothing for, or againgt, Funny things,
trouzers. Ugly things. Buot, well, that pin stripe was really rather atfra-
tive. Miss Luey veached forth a hand with the intention of taking the gar-
ment oib of the box for the purpose of dlosor examination. Then she ferked
her hand back. A crimson rush of color scorched her cheeks and shocked
hew into n eealization of just how prim and prodish she had beeomi,

“Why, you silly old fool,”" she chided hersell, “Are you afraid of a pair
of trousers just because you happen to be an old maid ™ With a gesture
of Bravada, she anatehed the things up and held them out in front of her.
Yo, they wore pretty good looking trousers, as trousers went.

The whirr of the door-bell disturbed her cogitations on maseuline
witringe apperel. Toasing the suspenders over the foot of hor bed, Miss
Litey hastened to the door to find hoer next door neighbor, Mrs, Scales, who
lind eome, 0 she explained, to borrow o little adhesive plaster; Joe, hor
little oy, had another boil om his neck: She had either to tie a bandage en-
Lirely around his nock, or to run sway down to the drog store for sdhesive.
Unless, of course, Miss Lacy would lend her some.

Miss Luey would. And when she stepped into her bedroom to gel it oul
of her lop dresser deawer, Mra, Beales, being the kind of person to whom
e part of o nelghbor's domain ts private and untresspaasable, was right at
her heels. She was regaling Miss Luey with o vivid deseription of Joe's
Bl pnd comparing it with other boils the family had had,

Now Miss Luey was nol partieularly interested in boils, and especially
i aneient, dead-and-gons, rehashod and warmed-over boile, But when n
hlghly colored black-nnd-blue characterization of o horribly malignant one
that Mre. Seale's Uncle Benjamin had ones had on his nose—or was it his
chin *—broke of { and hung suspended in midair, Miss Luey wondered what
fad vaused the interruption. Har back was townrd the room s she stood
pefore the dresser, but almost the whole of the room was reflected in the
Inrge mirror, Miss Lncy was sarprised to see her visitor standing ms though
roisted to the Tloor, staring with bulging eves and wide open mouth, at the
foul of the bod where hung the trowsers,

1f looks could renlly speak, then Mra, Seales’ expressgion said o mouthe
ful as expansive ps Joe B, Brown's. And Miss Luey understood exactly
what it aajd, Opening her lips, she started to explnin, but closed them to-
puther with m sharp elick as n sudden, unreasoning anger churnsd hisr come-
man zenae to unwise definnee,

Sl wouldn't bother to explain. 1F the horrid, murky-minded woman

a7



eonld think such things of her as that exprossion indieated, then let her |
think them. Mrs, Scales had known her sver sines she was born, 1 the
sighl of o pair of niee pin-gteiped trougers on the foot of Miss Lucy's bed
could g8t the woman into such exquisite throes of scandal-scavenging, then
let hisr enjoy herself,

Mrs. Seales almost snotched the adhegive, and hurried out. Wotching
from the shelter of her seversly curiained living room window, Miss Lncy
saw her wavlay old Mrs. Book, the leader of the town's gossip squod, And
Miss Lacy was perfectly sure, as shi noted her volturish gestores, that the
ernatire waa being entortained with the story of the trousers, She wighed,
desperately, that ghe fastened her neighbor's mouth shut with that ad-
heaive plagter, But in the very next moment, ihie realizad that it wonld hove
taken something more drastic than adhesive plaster 1o stem the filthy tide
that wae beginning to flow over the town, For the twoe muckealkers wiss
cromsing the street to where Laurn Bingham was sweeping, with little of-
fect, the sidewslk in front of her house, One of Laura's tabbyish eyes was
fied negligently npon her work, while, out of the corner of the other one,
she wabehed with o curiows avidity the approach of the two neighbor
women. She-was in for it sure enough, Miss Locy saw.

With a shrug she turned awny from the window. “Kismet,” she said,
aned gravitated back into the bedroom. Az though demwn by invisilile
strings, she stood snd gazed in fascination at the innocent enuse of the
troubsle, And right then and there, In thal austere little room, s miraele
ool place; n miracle wherein o prim, dried-up old maid slooghed her spin-
elerish shell as a snnke sheds its skin, She stepped Torth, o hell-bent female
with o devilish purpose.

She'd give the “holier-than-thon™ eitieens of the town o run for their
monoy, 11 & real, honest-to-goodness scandal was what it took to make them
huppy, then she, Miss Lucy, was the little Pollvanm who could Turnish it
Lit 'em watch her smoke!

Grabbing the gaudy suspenders and holding them out in front of hey
with the trouser legs dangling limply downward, she tangoed—althongh
sl hadn't known she could—out of the virginal bedroom., She daneed rotnd
and round the staid living reom, out throogh the prim little breakfast room
and Inte the small, unimaginative kitchen. She had an implsh desire fo
enrry her march triumphol—or woas i definnt 7—on out into the bock
yourd, and around the house, Bot she vealized the Tutility of attempting to
paint the lily ;=0 she went back into the bedroeom and proseeded to fold up
the trousers and put them inte thelr Lhox, But semehow her hands went
nbout the task with lngging movements,

“Wow what," she nakod herself, “is the matter with me? Can it be
posaible that 1, the town's confirmed spinster, have become so sttached fo
the things that | hate to et them ont of my sight? Well, what if T have?*
Bhe glaneed in the mirver, expecting to mest horrified smbarrassment in
hier own eves after such o brazen question, But she found, to her shoelsd
surprize, that she was ot embarrazsed ot all, Her hoad waz held high s
she met hor gaze unflinchingly.
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Wt i T have ™ ahe challenged ; and arched one shoulder as though
it might be balineing o chip which she darved that proud, unspinsterish-
eyed reflection to knock off. The reflection, however, had no such intention,
1t guzed stralght back at Miss Luey and flagrantly lowered one eyelid. And
Migs Lucy winked back, a full-fledged, unladylike, un-schooltescherish
wink. Then they both borst into unrestrained giggles. Gigeles which rose
in joyous abanden, completely filling the virginal little bedroom, and over-
flowing through the prudish mushin enrtains.

“T den’t belisve I have had the pleasure of mesting you before,” Miss
Luey #ild when she was finally able to control her voice. She bowed very
low to the mirror lady, who returned the bow with an equally elaborate one,

“And I shouldn't be surprised,” Mise Lucy added, “if I have become
pather fond of you, But™—nand here she ventured in where angels fear to
tread—"'1 veally think you could he vastly improved. Take your hair for in-
stance. Now if you should muke an appointment at the beauty parlor 1 am
nlmost sure the operator would be sble to turn that wispy growth into n
muss of erinkly, dark ripplea” Leaning forward, she studied her new
friend more closely,—and made o brand new discovery, ©1 don't believe in
Thtbery,™ she confided, “but I've just found out thet you have rother a nice
akin; and 1 ean think of no good resson for not telling you so." Miss Lucy
gently touched the mirror-ludy's cheeks, “With just a ltthe rosge—hers—
nnd here—just n little, you understand—now don’t be medieval—you would
Jook quite charming. And your eyes aven't bod either, even if they ae sort
of orange-ish, likeo eat oves. Oh,1 mean it,"she hastened to assuretheslightly
derlsive-looking mirror-lady, “They're pretty good-looking eyes. And It
Just ovours to me that what you need to set them off 8 one of those bright
prange knitted outfits with a perky little tam to match.

“0h, ghut up,” she rudely commanded, ns the Indy in the looking e
opimed her lips lo protest against the doring suggestion, T8 time you
threw away all these old Noah's Ark costumes you've been wearing, And
from now on T would suggost that vou smile a lot and show those perfectly
pocd tooth of yours,"”

The mirror lady, being o very obliging person, smiled immediately,
“Attugirl,"" approved Miss Luey, and, realizing at onee the seriousness of
her grummatical misdemeanor, lvoked stricken, But only for a moment.
Her new-found independence neserted itself at once. Bhe would say “atto-
girl™ If ahe wanted to, she guessed, She'd eertainly like to see anyone by
{0 slop her, From now on, she wis going to do exactly as shie ploased, re-
gardloss of what anyone thought, The mirrer lady merely stared ot her in
n manner which said plainly enough, “1 don't believe you™

“Just wait,” warned Misz Lucy, "You have a lot to learn about me.”
And to prove that her prophegy was not enfounded, she turned briskly
swny from the dresser and flung the trovsers back over the foot of hier
bl post,

“There is your future home,” she told them.

But something was wrong with the pieture; the maseuline gurment



looked rather out of place in such close proximity to so much virginal
whiteness,

*This roam,” Miss Lucy told the Led-spread, “won't hold you both ; so
ome of you will have to go—and it won't be the pa—" She cught hersell
up with o horrified gasp, and then remembered that she had turned over
a new leafl. She would call them “pants” I she wanted to. BMizs Luey was
getting rough.

“What we néed heee i3 o rose-colored taffetn bed-spread,” she smid.
And n lot of these silly, frilly. silk coshions. And." looking meditatively
aboul the room— * some new rose draperies for the windows"

“Come on,” she invited the mireor lody; “you and 1 are going to go
pluees god buy things, We've got to live op to those pants.”

Mizs Lucy mmrveled ot the smoothness with which the lstest slwng
plivases geemed to flow from her fips. How terrible she had alwoys eon-
sidored these deviations from the pure English, But in her new role she
found them astonishingly satisfactory.

She'd go to the Methodist lndies’ rummapge sale and moke them o
donntlon of all the velies of her pure, white past, Miss Luey decided, as
she went out onto the back deorstep to feed the sat. Of course she'd have
to feod him before she left the house. It seemed to her that she wias always
having to féed the eat befors she conld do anything, or go anywhere. A
hright thought entered hor head: she would give him away along with
the other undesirableos,

Az she stooped to pour the cream into the ent’s plain white ssueer, she
suffered a revulsion sgainst all pluin white possessions. She'd wive away
the dishes toe, She'd got rid of every singbe thing that suggested the old
madd, for she wasn't one any longer. She was a—well, acearding to Mrs.
Seales, she wis a follen woman. And she might as well have the game ns
the name But ghe hastened to amend that sentiment, What she hoad mannt
fo say wag that even though ahe was only an impostor on the primrose
path, she might at least sniff o litthe of the perfome along the way,

Mizas Lucy bought the rose bed-spread and the rose draperies, She
bgsmgeht the knitted oramge ootfit and the silly, frilly silk pillows and »
sl of pay morning-glorv-spraved dishes, She bought a pair of dizzy fu-
turistic pajamas, and & pair of high-heelod sports shoss, She bought the
rouge and had her hair maveslled, And she bought something else, tod,
Something which is never, under any circumatanees, mentioned in a healih
diet: o dozen dogey little sausages and some dill plekles! And, as o final
gresture of definnes, she bought n gossamer nightie of palest rose.

Miss Luey's nighties had always been made of fine mustin—fine, ot
not transgparent. Goodness gracious, ne! Not transparent.,

The next duy was Saturday, and in a epirit of otter shandon, she
carried the nightie and the pants outdoors and hung them side by side on
the clothes-line, where they coquetted at cach other in the plavful April
liFieze,

Mrs. Sealez zpied the brazen disploy and hastened oot to round up the
town tatthers Lo prove the truth of her assertion. Things began to happen
at once, BEveryone in the village except those that were blind, bedridden,
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ar'in jail, contrived to pass Miss Lucy's house that day. Muny of them came
during the neon hour, thereby nilsging their lunch, Bot all and sundey felt
highly compensated.

A stranger passing casually through the tewn would have had good
reason Lo sippose that the citizens were reviving the walking fad; for
sight-seera were a-fool, automobiles not being allowed in the sidewalks;
il how eonld anyvone identify o palr of pants unless he could get cloan
enough to make gut the exact weave and pattern?

The town was, for the first time in its history, mnited by a single
interest, Everyone had beecoms clothes-conscions or, to he more specific,
pants-conscious, Men stopped smirking over the length of ladies” skiria
snd openly eved each ofher's broeches. Women forgoet te notice and envy
eneh other's frocks and beenme overstealous in their efforts to estalogus
overy two-legged garment i e,

Some of this Miss Lucy saw from behind her new rose-colored cur-
taing. The rest she puessed. And she grinned like a nine-year-old, What
it would all lead to, she did not know. Nor did she care. For the Tirst time
in her thirty-soven years of spinsterish inhibitions she did not give thres
whoopa what these lifelong friends thought of her. Friends! What did
they amoont to after all? They were morely people who secepted vour con-
tributions to bazaars snd rummage sales, They were people who sold you
tickets to music recitals where snub-nosed little Tommys and stringy-look-
ing lithle Bettys bored yon by mis-performing on the piano. They wers
prople who borrowed your adhesive plaster. They were people who, when
they anw g pair of pants hanging on your bed-post, came immoadintely to
the conclugion that where there was smoke, there was bound to be fire, Or,
to pul it more precigcly : whers there were pants, there must be o man.

Friendship! Bah! Loyalty! Bah! Pure, simple, wholesome somll-town
lifs! Bah! A whote mess of Bahs! And a hunk or two of baloney thrown
in for good measure! Miss Luey was indeed getting rough,

Bul thore wore other towns, And othér peaitions to be had in thoem.
Bhe would leave this nest of forked-tongued vipers and go somewhere else.
Maylse to the stums of seme big city where the alr was not contaminated
liw the breath of scandal-mongering raral minds,

There went the Judas procession with its neck craned to get o elearer
view. It reminded Misa Locy of & flock of buzzards soaring over some car-
vion. All There was one of her high school popils, And here came the sup-
orintondent of the Sundny school. Miss Lucy wondered if the man wouold
evir be able (o get his bugging eyes back into place again. And there was
i prominent member of the Kend Gosd Litemature Club, Ohl And Sam
Harvey. But surely not. Mot Sam Harvey!

Misz Luey suddenly sat down very hard on o straight-bocked chair
which stood conventontly near, All the wind gone out of her plrate sails.
Bot after all, why ahould she expect him to be any different from the
othera?

Sam Harvey was the bachelor brother of Miss Lucy's across-the-afloy
neightvor, He was o bridge building contraetor, whose existence, as com-
pared to that of Miss Luey, ssemed one of almost Arabian Nights'enchant-
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ment. His work took him to all parts of the countey, from the mugred Maine
enast to the Californin desert. For eleven years he had been, in the inter-
vals between eontracts, o regular back-fonce lenner, That i, he had the
hahit of leaning on Mizs Lucy™s back fenece while she sproyed aphids and
get put pansy plants and squashed slugs.

Sam knew the exact loeation of Miss Luey's dahlin bed, even though
the pale shoots hndn't as vet begun to show themselves, He even romiem-
bered what yesr it was that the brown spider destroyed her Dorothy Per-
lcing rose, Oecasionally he would luy down his old brier pipe on the eroas-
pleed of thie alley fence and navigate the lnwn-mower baek and forth over
her green velvet lnwn. Sam always performed this service with an alr of
enzunl mazgculine superiority which Miss Lucy found highly amusing, snd
at the same time, rather satisfactory.

And now he wes out thers looking st those puntz! He was just like
the rest of the town tabbies, only worse. For he wasn't content juat to walk
past and ernne his neck, No! He hod to stop and putl ene foot up on the bot-
tom fence eailing, and lean both his thin elbows on the top ene—and gape.
Yes, pape! The irate watcher wondered if he was trying to count and mem-
orize the number of pin-stripes in those pants, And what was the nitwit
laughing st ? He'd tuken his old brier pipe out of his mouth and was stand-
ing thers with his long, lenn head thrown back ; and he was induliging in 8
[ ly rigorous and riotous attack of ha-ha's, She hoped he'd strangle,
orasmething. Miss Luey was getting very rough.

But Swem didn't strangle, He appeared, as ugual, at the back fence when
Miss Luey came out In her bodsteroua pajamas for her daily half-hour of
alug squashing. All day long she'd been having vislent thoughts about the
obnoxious Tenes leaner. As a matter of fact she’d spent more thouyrhis on
him that day than she had doring all the éleven years of their back fence
poguaintance, And now, every Ume she squsshed o (ol alug, she would
murmur poisonously, “This is you, Sam Harvey."

The instant she glanced up and siw him in his habitual dilatory, fmn-
ing posture, she sensed a change in him. There was a twinkling somothing
about his grev eves that had not been there before. She knew perfectly wall
what eansed it, too. It was the pants, of course. And that nightie; And
maybe the pajamas had something to do with 1t. And the rouge she'd
smeared on her face. Oh, he was making fun of her, all right, That was
plwin enough.

“Dio you reslly enjoy annihilating thoese croatures as much as vour ox-
pression would indicate " Sam drily inguired.

“You'd be surprised.” anawered Miss Lucy, who waa catching up with
the tirmes by leaps and bounds, Nothing more was sald for quite o whike,

"As you don't appear Lo be very socially inelined,”" Sam finally sakd;
“1 guess 1 might ss well go in and open up & can of pork and beans and
et my supper. Sis wentl to visit her mother-in-law this morning." he ex-
plained. S0 1"'m chief cook and bottle wisher."

Ah! Now she could make him suffer, thought the hard-hearted Miss
Luey. If the surest way to o man's heart was through his stomach, thon the
theory ought to work the other way arcund: she would flaunt her own
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fovely supper 1o his face, She'd wave it under his nose and let him sniff
the delicious aroma. Then he eould go on in and est his old canned beans-—
nid suffer.

Mizs Luey had been looking forward to that supper, for the reason
that It was polng to be so different from her usual one of lamb chops,
apinach ar stewed carrots, oil-less salud, and rice pudding or fresh fruit,

“I'm going to have nice little sausages for my saupper,” she told Sam,
in the manner of a-amull street urehin who ealloosly licks a lollipop in the
presence of other lollipop-less streel ueching.

Ham gighed,

“And dill pickles” she beagwed. “And." as a sudden reckless impulze
{ook possession of her, “fried potatoes."™

Sam looked wistful.

Mizz Luey gloated. Her dinbolic plan was working oot fine. In o few
moments she would have him slavering at the mouth, Fhe searched her
mitd desperntoly for reddor, more maddening (lige to wave 1o front of
the hungry brote,

“And hot bisenits,” she ended trivmphantly. Of eourse she wasn't go-
g 1o have imdigestible hot biscwits, or fried potatoes, either. I she sar-
vivid the sansapes she'd be dolng fine. But she could make him think she
wik going to have them.

“That settles it," Bam told her, “1'm coming over {or supper.”

His words so startled Miss Lucy that she desisted from squazhing her
twenty-sixth Sam Harvey.

“Ha ha!” The chuckle came from deep down inside of her. Now she
eottld put the serews on him, give him the works. Laugh, would he, st her
and her pants—ahe conld say "pants” now and never bat an eveiszh. Miss
Lucy was getting so reugh she grated,

Bul about those pants, They weren't hers, veally, Bub maybe they
wern, after all; for she was perfectly sure their rightful owner wounld never
dare claim them, now that the whole town knew them by heart. Yes, ghe
guessed they were her pants, all right.

But there was Sam, standing expectuntly by the gate, all onknowing
that he had put himself on the spot and was going to be taken for a ride.
She'd say, "1I'm sorry, but 1 have only sausages enough Tor one, and 1 mean
tor-ont them ail myself.” This wasn't true, of sourse, for she eouldn’t pos-
ibly ent all twelve of the cute litthe things,

“1'm go sorry,” she bopan, and when she siw Sam's foce fall, she found
herself utterly incapable af finishing her pigey ultimatum the way ahe had
planned, “that 1 didn't think to invite you before,” was the way she put it.

Hew she hated hersell for her chlcken-heartedness. But the die was
enst, And now she would heve Lo cook all thoso things she'd told him she
wia going to conk. She'd make him sorry he had accepted his own inviti-
thom, though, She'd snob him.

But if Miss Luey anubbed Sam he did not appear (o notice it. He
avemed light- hearted, as if he might be having the time of his life, Tt sod-
denly occurred to her to wonder why he had never invited himself fo sponne
wpon het hospitality before. Bul she looew the answer. 18 was the pants
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again. And ghe would never in the world have supposed that Sam was that
kind of & man. She had a strong right arm, though, and if he got gy with
her, he would certainly ot his Tace alapped.

W ® . * w

Two gy morning-glory-sprayed plites thut hnd recently held genor-
ous helplngs of sigeling brown sausages, erisp French-Tried potatoes, bt
huttered biseuits and dill piokies. Two cumningly shaped morning-glory-
sprayed cups that had contalned steaming bluck coffes with plenty of sagar
and good Fich erenm, One pretentions morning-wlory-gpraved eresm pitcher,
and a sugar bowl which was exactly ss pretentious sand ns gaily sprayed
with morming glorvies, A varled nssortment of gay morning-glory-sprayed
vipetable dishes, platters and dessert dishes. Two silver knives, twao silver
forks, and numerous spoons—ienspoons, tnblespoons, and desserl dpodns.

Miss Luey phinstakingly vinsed these dishes from the most satisfae-
tory and the chummiest meal she had ever eaten; and Sam just as pains-
tnkingly wiped them on o gay pink-bordered tea towel, Then he opened the
eupboard doors and gazing In admirmtion at the gaily colored shelf papers,
aaleed, “Whiere shall 1 put the things, Miss Luey ¥

[lere Miss Luey did the strangest thing she'd done sinee she stariasd
in doimg strmne things, She said, “Just arronge them to suit yourself,
Sam.”

“Lot's do this often,” Sam sugpested, whon he snid good night, aroand
ten-thirty. “1'1 bring the grab, and you ceok it

MNow was the time to sgueleh him, to toll him that she didn't enre lo
repent the experience. But Miss Lucy knew she did eare to repeat it, and
that she would snateh al the chanee, She likened hersclf to a moth that is
unable to resist the (lume, even though it knowe it wings will be singed.
But what if Sam did have an ulterior motive! As long as he didn’t come
right out into the open with it, she might ns well snjoy herself and his com-
pany. For she had enjoyed heveelf, more than she ever remembered enjoy-
ing hewsell in all her thirty-geven yoors. 3o she lold him to come back next
evening and bring liver and oniong snd a quart of jee eream for the apphs
pie she wos going o make,

A week went by, A week in which there were seven chummy two-gomis
suppers and seven lovely; soul-antisfying evenings with Sum, who, s yet,
showed no signs of getting gay, A week filled chock full of conflicting
emotions for Miss Lucy in her new role, She was perfectly sure that it waa
only o matter of time hefore Sam showed his troe colors. He just couldn’t
bo ns niee ag he seemod. L was humanly impossible.

She wished she'd never soon those pants. But if she hadn't, she told
herself, Sam would never have noticed her, except throogh the bars of the
pack fenee, So she took turns at being glad and sorry. Picking mental
petals off defunct daisies, weas the way she deseribed the wishy-washiness
of her emotionul etate. She was glud she'd found the pants. She wished
shi'd never peen the things, She was glad ghe'd foound the panta. She
wished . . . . .

Sundny came, and with it the pienie dinner with Sam on & green hill
far from the eontaminated nir of the town. All day long, Miss Loey lisd
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baen very quiet, She woas so happy she was miserable, for she knew her hag-
piness couldn't last. And she fairly eringed against the inevitable,

“Luey,” anid Sam, na they sat side by side, gazing off over the check-
ered valley spread out below them, “this has been a wonderful week, but—"
hix hegitated and laid a warm hand over her cold one that rested on the new
green of the alope, Now it was coming, The thing she dreaded,

“But there s more to it than Just this” he said earnestly. “Wa ean't
atop here.

"Save you,” remarked Mias Loey, in a eald, even tone that fairly chilled
the warm spring sunahine,

W, sivs me," dald Sam in a4 moere emphatie voice thon Miss Loey
had ever heard him employ. “Yoo and 1 are going to get married tomorrow,
Now don't say & word," he warned, “till T get through, "ve been leaning
on your back fence for eleven years, Lrying to get up enough courapge to nzk
you to marry me, Buot yon were always so prim and straighi-lnced that you
had me geared plumb stiff, T never could seem to get near you till this last
week, You've clunged, somehow. Sort of melted, you might say ., . . Why,
what makes you fook at me ke that ™ he broke off.

Miss Luey was indeed staring at him with a very odd expression on
lor faee, Do you mean you actually want o marry moe?” she questioned,
unbeleving, And she began to tremble as from an attack of the ague.

*Hure, who else 1" answersd Sam, and administered first aid in o man-
ner befitting the oceasion, and springtime, and—well, everything.

When Miss Luoey finally muniged to pet her wita together, she asked a
question. “Hut what about my reputation " she wanted to know, “You are
pwire, of course, that the whole town Is talking about me." Soddenly sha
etopped trembling and stiffoned, a3 she recalled the vision of Sam leaning
on her fence and ha-ha-ing thoke pants. She pushed his arm away, “You
suw the pants yoorsel!l,"” she said, and her tone was wecusing,

Sam's eyes were twinkling dangerously. He looked exactiy as if he was
about to break cut with another sttnek of ha-la's,

“What's wrong with that?™ he wanted to knew. “Isn't it all right for
o man to looleat his own pante?™

COMPASIION

Roses are beauty, but 1 never see

Those blood dropa Trom the burning heart of June
CGlowing like thought upon the living tree

Without pity that they die so soon,

e into petals, fike those roses old,

Thuose wararn, who were summer in men's hegrts
Before the smile upon the Sphinx was cold

O sand had hid the Syrian and his arts,

GLADYS LAWRY
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THE MINORITY TO THE LEFT
v

KATE WATANABE

“Mow thiat we ire o socialist nation,” says the man on the streef, 1
wemder what the radicals have left to complain about,”

“The nation has undergone another great reveletion” the plitform
speaker emploved by Party X pronoances solemnly.

Yot have we gone so completely socialistic? If we lave, tho Uinited
States has done a miraculous thing, Tt has undergone s revolution that was
not o revolition. But we have not; no, not in any sense of the word. Wi
huve only hypnotized surselves, or we, the great nation of intelligont self-
rulers—hnve let onrselves be hyprotized]

Mo one but the Russian Communists: (nof the Marxinn socialists) con-
tends that n revolution, that ls, & eomplete tearing down of the ofd orders
andl # rebuollding of o new system {Incidentally one patterned after Soviet
tussin) is neceszary and inevitable. Many persons have, however, withsut
turning communiat, arcived sf the truth that o nation g0 thoroughly per-
meated with the philesophy of individuslism as the United States is, can
hardly turn eollsetive over night. "The reasen for this is that as methods: of
achioving aovial well-being, individualism and collectivism are incompatible.
The first thinks, “Gord helps those who help themaelves " the second knows
that the pood of individuals depends unconditionally on the wood of the
whole, To be perfectly honest, we sensible Amereans care little about the
grood of the whole if it does not masn the eertain insuring of the wolfare of
eneh one of us, We cannot help being this way. Nuture and sgeiety have
made 18 &0, snd it seems o bit foolish to quarrel with sither at this point.
H the theory of eolleetiviem is troe (and it is yet egely o theory, Tor it
hna never been glven o thorough trial), why have we not embraced It jgen-
erptions ago?

The pitfalls confronling persons who try bo sse the truth in social
situntions have always been hopelessly numerous. In the first place, our
viglon s colored by our envivonmental influences, We were born into o
society in which everyone was pursuing his own good first and Toremost.
Human mature lends to accept the familing, the already established situn-
tions as fact unalterible. Born into a family system rigidly patriarchal, the
old Chinese believed freedom of women and childeen utterly wrong, de-
finnes of the state of nature. Wa In this country, while laughing st the
Chinese, not only aceept a aystem wherein a small fruction of the popula-
tion eontrols the distribution of wealth while the larpe remaindor tofls and
oheya in order io get the meana for subslstence, but we support it in the
nume of loyal eitizenship. Thia sconomie aitustion has alvnys exisbed so far
g wi Jomow ¢ it s, of conrse;, the natoral one and the best,




Then there is the hypnotic power of teaditional ideals. Crowds have
been mwept inte unmeditsted netion, or held to the support of the stotus guo
by skillful appeals to the ald idesls of Hberty, democrncy, and even Chids-
tinn brotherhood. The Reign of Terror of the French Revelution was ear-
riedd om in the name of liberty, aquality, froternity. The Great War wna
Tought to ensure froedom for demoeracy, and for the same reason Germany
waa rithlessly stripped not only of her possessions but of any remoant of
dignity. Today eriticiams of the existing order by conscientinns minorities
whe geo the ultimiste destriction of society following in the wake of present
economie and governmental policies are immedintely lobelled “red propn-
imndiats,” “eommunists," and “anarehiste

Although facts discovered in the natural sciences, inventiong, techno-
logleal developments are relayed to the ends of the world, yot nothing is
afd or done shoot the great discovered faets of soein] seienes. It is true that
the gtudy of society has not nchisved the state of objectivity in measure-
maent the plivsieal sciences are said 1o have renched: noither eun the ele
ments of human activitiea he measured quantitatively as.can mrams of n
chemical substince, nor ean 4 cross-section of society be placed under o
microacope und & deawing made of it in the same way the biologist records
Lifs obgervitions of the structure of plant cells, But In splte of its youth
ns 0 field of reasnrch, tho apcial sclmees have discovered nnd presented
freta in the Nght of which soclety ean act to benefit. One of these is this,
that any attempt to preserve the statue gue is the height of human folly;
for u soefety must adapt itself constantly to now sibustions which arize, or
else it will die. Second, socin] change is alwaya initinted by minorities who
aee beyond the immediate, who vielate the mores which wre insdeguate to
meat the new situstions arising ; ¥ot we disdain to hearken to the minorities
todny, Third, in order to swrvive, society must put the well-being of the
whaolo above thal of individunla, for in the long ron the good of eieh comes
anly through the good of the total group, Even so we pursee our own pri-
vate gain. Such s human oature, wo say. Yel if homan noture were pial-
terahie, the species would not have survived to diate.

The fundsmental renson for this refusal to utilize the fruits of social
research in the areas of gromtest neod lies in the presence of vested in-
terests—personal, Individual intereste with which ench one of us is Imbued.
When we put the blome entively upon the munition interests that dissemi-
mabe prepuredoess propoganda, and upoen capitalist organizations which
cry ont that lnborers go on siriles, jeopardizing their jobs and personal
freedom, becanse it s a plessant recveations] activity for them—when we
necuse others, we are hlind to the beam in our own oves. Bocnuse sach ono
of us has what has been called “a vested interest in the trath," we today
havee fallen proy to the peeudo-sciontifie practics of refusing to drow any
eonelusiona “until all the facts are in." Of conree we know that el the facts
will never be in during our Hfetime, and thus we are fread from the oblign-
tion of scting in the light of reasen and existing truth, Negligones on the
part of individunls in sesking to discover what there fs (o be found which
would throw light upon the astinl desirabillty of their acts iz the germ of
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destruction in a eivillztion, The damage is done not only when the indi-
vidunl himself maintains this attitude of indecdslon, but when he, as a
teacher or an older adviser, tells vouth it ia pnsciontific to come o any
eonelusions in regard to socinl situations. There are far Loo many parsong
who honestly belivve that in view of the limits in human eapacities to ns-
semble dats, it = highly dangerous, indesd very unwise, to commiil o'z
sell to anything, After having endured yeard of dogmutism and doectring-
tion, youth tends too strongly to snatch greedily without thought at any
advice smpcking of the sephistieated and the blse, As a result our younger
generation 18 charneteriged a8 thoughtless, willful, destitute of sensitivity
to social valoes and o stabiliging sense of diroction. 1f the gods still laitgeh
at the folly of men, they are no doubt esnvulsed over the peetide-geisntist
who has a phobin of forming judgments, who believes anly in the wisdom
of observation snd innetivity !

The invention of writing marked o grest turning point in the history
of civilization, and yet it tog has not proved to be an unmixed blessing,
Without it man hoad been unable to transmit thoughts securately. Today wo
are the victima of & culture that has been transmitted too accurntely,
rather, too much in detail. We no longer experiment. This, we say, is-the
orn of mcionce, and yet we do not dare experiment in the area of social
relations, of econumie relutions. Here, for some renson, we prefer to cling
to the teaditional ways of doing things.

How slowly the thinking of o group changes, how slowly we see new
truths, is clearly demonstrated by the inadequacy of our present-day b=
liefs, There is no denying that the seeial situation ts no longer the same une
it which gur nneestors lived, Only within the last hundred years the popu-
lution of the United States has incrensed manifold. We live in an indus-
trinlized, urbanized society; our grandparents were pioneer farmers, The
pinstesnth-century American dealt with the virgin seil for his existence;
we of the twentieth sentury deal with the entreprencur for ours. Clarly
wa rannot expect u socinl philosophy which was appropriate a century igo
10 he effective today. The errors of the Individualistic approseh were not
w0 manifest on the wilderness frontier. Now they confront us on all sides,
No longer is it “evary man for himself and the devil take the hindmost ;"
it is “evory man for himseif—the denl toke ue all ™

Wae have secustomed ourselves to change, we say, Yes, we do not hesi-
tale for o moment to drive an sutomobile ut A speed our parents shodder
to think of. But true esllectivism—that is another thing. As a social
theory it is interesting; to practice it—Ilet it wait another genarstion. Wa
have found we can talk abent the evils of enpitalism over the tescups with-
out losing our jobs, but we find ourselves yel unable to accept the falaity
of the profit myth.

The basic aim of secialism is production for consamption; of capital-
ism, production for profits, This distinetion must be understood clearly.
Because of the ineompatihility of these two purpoeses, economic eolleetiv-
ism eannot be realized in o eapitalistic nation without an uprooting of the
lettioy, Those who serfousty contend that enpitnlizm can uneonseiously shide
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into socinliam do not renlize the deep-rootedness of secinl institutiona long
peared Lo n philosophy of Individualistic attninment, overy fibre of them
rapidly undergoing essification, becoming increasingly resistunt to change.
If the basie industries of the Unlted States were taken over by the govern-
mient but without o thoroughgoing transformution of business and indus-
trial motives, we shoubld hoave state capitalism, not a sociallstle nation,
(thera nlas who declore that the soeinl peychology of the masses must first
be traneformed before any grest change can be made in the economie
gtrueture, sverleok the Rossian experiment which is a living manifestation
that the attitudes of the masses adjust themeelves very quickly to the pre-
vailing methods of securing sustenance. A change in the socio-sconomic
arder will mot be achieved without many yvears of intensely bitter struggle
enpped finally by & revolution which will very likely be accompanied by
hioodahed, rioting, and destruction of property, Then the people will adjust
themseives quickly to the new sitostion and in time bufld up a soeial phil-
oaophy justifving it. The group which will indeed refuse to chunge s the
propertied elugs, these who eontrol profits, the beneficinries of the prosent
regime who are very few in spite of our great American tradition of free
apportunity. Not only will this elass fight desperstely to maintaln the
slotuy guo, but it will not give up the struggle sven long after the control
has passed into other hands,

If, thén, revolution is imminent, where cun wa go for safety ? Where
ean we intellectuals hide until it has passed ? There will be no “safe” hiding-
place, Unless we join the society of the Australinn aborigines or of Lhe
African pygmies, we ghall find oursalves swept inte the thick of the con-
fhiet, We shall be forced o take sides. We may join the conservatives in a
Izt despernte fight to leap down the rebels for another decade, or we moy
join the revalutionaries, running the risks that members of such groops
always Taee in a poriod of vapid change, We shall snffer violence, and we
ghall infhict it

Will this revolution result in the rise of & better society ? Only a blind
aptimist Lelieves that the good always arises from the ruins. The result of
the gverturning of the old order ean be good only in so far as the good
clements of the old rize up at this point and dominste the scene,

If this revolution is to be creative, one thing s neceasury, There must
e sufficient minerity of individunls who have lost their egocentricity,
nre free from binses, peesonnd desives, from wishes to gnin specific ends,
and whose sll-demanding goal is the discovery of the truth, and the truth
alone, This group will have studied society to find all that con be learned
of the tendencies of human behavior, Indifferent (o the possible effects of
their discoveries upon their own prejudices, ideas; and theories. It will not
ke pfraid to formulate conclugions if the facts warrant conclusions ; it will
not insist upen being undeeided; it will not remain inactive if the situation
demands action, This group will net met for action's sake, but neither will
it #top at vielenes if it sees that vielencs sxerted in an orea is good. Only
individunls who hove andergone o complete revolution within themselves,



wha live only to see the truth and do the good can be trasted to participate
in i sockal revolution that will in its entivety be erestive rather than de-
struclive.

If we wers to think that membership in this group will bring honur
and soclal spproval, we should be greatly disappointed, Sociely i no re-
apecter of radical minorities. s senses are singulnrly dulled in this area.
Mombisrship in the left-wing minority demands the greatest price men hava
evior known, Those who have elaimed it have paid the price of social ostra-
clam, mental loneliness, and often physical suffering. “No man ean serve
two masters.” Complete obedience to one demands ot least partinl disobwe-
dience to the other, The man totally committed to the perpetuation of the
highest values in o zocial order cannot, obyviously, be conserned with the
maintenance of the whole order which includes both goed and bad. Nothing
Is proving more false in hife today than the belief that the right alwnys
wina. To expeet the truth to be self-manifesting is to lay one's self bare ta
endless disappointment. Men chre nothing for the good unless the good we-
sures the Tulfillment of their desires, desires for food, for beautiful cloth-
nge, Tor houses, for comfortable jolis, for honor and popularity in the com-
munity, The strugele for a socialized order will be long and discouraging.
It is suid that st the actual eutbreak of open conflict the middle class of
Americs, tha liberals and the intellectunks will fly in terror fnto the camp
af the conservatives, How much easier it would be to be a middle-of-the
voad liberal, bowing to evervthing and loyal to nothing, than to endure the
relentleas discipline in the life of a super-moral radieal f

I am an slarmist, you say. True, the revolution will not eome next
woek s it will not come mext year. Tt iy not eceur within our meneration,
But the time to chosse between chros und rebirth is now. The necessary
minarity will not suddenly sppear ot the erisiz like the magicion out of the
hottle, 1t must be prepared, disciplined beforehand, Worthwhile thing= ean-
not be bought cheaply, The complexity of comtemporary eivilization de-
mands the greatest skill and delicate adjustment on the part of members of
society, No longer can men live blindly, trusting to ehiance. The aehievement
of maximam satisfaction for individuals as well as for seciety liea not in
haphnzand methods. [t i3 again human egocentricity that makes us blind
tar thiz faet, makes va think we can bargain for Life and buy it at less than
the price demuandod—the renuneintion of self,

Wi Americans yel boast of our tradition of demosracey, of freedom, of
equality of opportunity. Is it hopelessly beyond our ability to make these
ideqls live in our social and economic policies? Never has beoi tho nesd ao
greal as it is today. Perhaps it is also blind optimism to hope that those of
us who now contrel the svenues of wealth, those of us whe have hoped o
eontrol them in the future—yes, still hope for private profits, will come to
desire the ideal of o soelety bosed on eollectiviam. Yet in this pousibility
alona lles our hope for the future of Americi.




SYRINGA

Syringa—and the dusky, warm old rose

Of hawthorne trees in bisom,-—the cool green tint
Of silver birches, whose sheer spangles glint
A-shiver with the slightest breeze that blows,—
Catalps color—and the month of May

Ol more, This was the scene & year ago:

The hawthorne thus, the silver birches so,

A Spring no wwester scented thin today—

But oh, the difference within my aoul!

The year has ravaged there a lovely look.

Rare wines and taller trees cannot console,
Nor my whole garden gindden me, nor fruit
Enrich me, slnce the shameful, sad year stole
Syringn that 1 loved—and erushed its root.

SEATONABLE

Love there was like orchard scent,

White plum blossoms in the rain:—
With the spring the passion went,

And my heart bore Truit of pain.
Summer pave my sighing vent;

20 1 gighed and foved ngain,

Love there was like [Tame ot night,
Like a scarlet poppy bed,

Soporifie, hot, and bright—
Summar ended ; love was dead.

Then my sorrows took thekr [light,
In the fall flew overhead,

Love is now & potent wine,

Warm to help the chill nights pass—
Lovely liguor! Sea it shine

Purple in its erystal gloss,—
Many lips may sip from mine,

Many mouths drink deep snd pass.

JEAN SEWELL PENN
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THE GOOD HOST
v

4« Ls BILWILLER

At Inst (iraasel hnd gone teo; Alwnys the last to leave, Grassel. He hod
lingered on the threshold hoping that Pampke would invite him back Tor
another drink. Well, Pumpke thought, he had had enough already. He
looked at the room, at the table littered with cards and empty glasaes, st
the fleor, covered with cigarette stubs. Suddenly he felt disgusted with
all of thom; with Grassel, and Stern, and Rudelphi, and Stickers, And
Pumke, toa. Ah, they were g ot of drunken fools sitting around o table,
chuckling at their own banal wit,

He felt slghtly sick; little waves of nausea eaaght him, twisting his
thront muscles. He walked to the window and opened it and Jooked out at
the milent, impartial city, Somewhere a clock struck three, faintly, timidly;
pmothor, nearer, followed ; then came nll the clocks of Berlin with their
various voless; the silvery chimes from the little church in Zurichstrasse,
the golemn music of the great eathedral clock high above Wilhelmstrasse,
the old erncked bell i the eity tower, and all the others, swoet and harsh,
all striking three, After all the others were guiet again, the litthe clock on
the mantel clock behind him chimed three, very quietly.

He turned from the window and walked over to the elock, to st it
ahead, It was o cheap litthe clock and had never kept very good Cime. Nyla
had =said onee that it lept time for lovers—always alow. He remembered
how she had Inugched when ahe said it low and sweel, like the chime of the
elock itmalf.

The reom seemed brighter after looking out ot the dark, glaringly
bright, The nausea wos nlmost pone now, but his ewrs sang a litthe, and the
ligghts - were Lright, all too bright, All the colors were brighter, too. The
ue cards on the red oil eloth seemed to flagh angrily. He knew what the
matter was, of course: he was just & little drunk. Drunk enough to be senai-
tive to everything, but nel drank enough to feel good. He went lnto the
kitehen and hunted for the coffes pot.

Nyls had given him the clock. It had been n Christmas present, Tour
vinrs ago. What had he given her that year? He coonldn't remember ; that
book of Shakespeare’s sonnels, perhaps. With the purple Jeather covera.
No, that was the next vear, the vear before . . .

He found the coffee pot, finally, under some clean shirts and pub the
eoffes nnd water into it and put it on the stove, He went biack into the
other room and stared stupidly ot the disorder. He started picking up the
cigarette stobs one st o time, bending over awkwardly from the wakst,
There were Rodolphi’s with the gold tips, and Stern’s that had besn jam-
med inte a holder, and Stickers’ Amoericun cignrettes, Stickerz had been 1o

i1



New York lnst year, and ingisted on smoking Americon cigareties 1o re-
mind everyone of it. He put the stubs into one of the glasses and watched
the tobuero snd paper soaldng up the lguid.

Nyia hud had very white hands with long fingers. Everyone had no-
tieed it He remembered her hands Iving quietly in her lap when she talked,
the fingernails curving in ever so little over the finger tipa he saw them
pliscing the blue and white plates on the high shelf; he suw them gingerly
touching the hedpehop he hod found in the woods,

Hhe had had golden hair, {oo, that she let hang about her shoulders
wometimes. He had given hor a little gilt comb, one with o cord that read
“From the Boatman” And she had blushed slowly and looked at him and
started to say semething and had stopped, and wouldn't tell him whal she
haud been about to say.

He gathered the eards together and put them back in the box. How
had he come out? He counted his money, still lying on the table; he was gix
minrke phosd, That wis good ; it wasn't well for the host to win too much,
Hu enrried the bottles out to the Kitchen and came back for the glasses, He
put the glasses in the sink, und wondered whether he should wash them
then o in the morning. He decided to wult, and went back to the other
room und git down in the big chair.

She had said once that she loved the brook because it never talked
about anybody but ltself. She had looked back at him over hor shouldir
whan she said it : her eves had boen brown and sold, with long lashes, She
wore i hrown dress sometimes, on days when they walked in the woods,
Sometimes they would run, shouting, along the paths, startling the grove
squirrels and rabbits, Onee, chanting from [He Rauber, they flashed past
# grrey-hearded huntor, Hie fell over o tree root, staring after them,

He saw aogrloss he had overfoolked on the bookease, Who had left it
there? Oh, yes, Rudolphi had stood theve, sne hand on the bookense, the
othoer yesturing sracefully with the glass, pozing hundsomaely, consciously,
while he told them about the two girls he had met in Paris, the ones who
lived together in the single room, How ey ol had choekled and envied
him snd wondered how much was trua.

His went out into the kitshen and took the coffes pot off the stove aid
poured somie of the coffes into o cup and dranlk it, o little at & time becanse
it was g0 hot, Then he turned of f all the hghits and loy down on the bed with
ki elothes on. "

He remembered the last time they had gone to the woods together,
They had sat together on o rock and sung. Nyla had hod o beautiful, low
yoiee that hurt vou when she sang, She had turned her head boack so that
it by on his arm. D, du Heged wor e Herzen; D, du, Begst ouir i
S . .

He heard the voices of hiz friends again: “Good night, Pumpke.”
Hantl night, Willy," "Coming with me, Rudolphi?™ “Good night, Pumpke."”

oo . Weizat wickt awvie put deh die bim. Jo, fo; o, for aeizst nield e
gt ich dir fin.
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“ao long, Willy.” . . . niachsf miv viel Schmerzen . .. “Wext Friday?
All sight, Pumpke,” . . . weiset nisht wie gui . . . “Well, good night."
oo o ioh dir bin Ja, ja, . .. “Yes, good night, Pumpke." “Good night,
Willy." “Good night, good night." . . . Ja, ja . .. “Good night" ...
wneisst nicht wie guf ich dir bin . . .

He lny quite still, His stomach hurt dully. Suddenly he begnn to ery;
quistly, stiflingly, as it t2 not good for o man to ey,

v

SORROW

Sorrow g a lovely thing,
Liong-held sweep of slender bow
On o shrill, sweet silver string—
Plereing, poignant tremalo,

Sorrow iz a sharp-edged thing,
Cleaving skull and brain apart,
Shimmering and shuddering
Deap into the naked heart.

Sorrow e o Trightened thing,
Foundling fallen from its nest,

Beating with a broken wing
Blindly in the eaptive breast.

Sorrow is a spirit thing

Wringing long white hands in pain,
Lowely aa the early spring,

Cruel aa the winter rain,




RIDE - MISTER?
v

CHARLES LEONG

1t is u modern Applan Way—mnineteen-thivty-four style—a broad span
of smooth grey concrete, flanked by grovel shonlders and orchard Lrees on
both sides. Trees with buds blushing like s virgin, and waving in the exhil-
arading California sunshine, Vehicles, jolting along in o motley fashion aa
gregnriously as in the imperial Homan days, flow by in a-steady strenm,
TEnormously hideous gargantuans, bearing produce; sleck, swift gres-
hounds of the highways; anciont rattle-traps reminiscent of pre-war daya,
seuttling affont the steady flow—all a part of the parade of the Motor Era.

An nlert, cléan-cut young man stands ot the edge of the road, near a
gemtly eurving bank on the rond, He smiles hopefully na a Mrs, Babbitt
purrs toward him in s blg sedan. The sednn is empty as the ndy's hend.
The young man gestures with his arm—clenchod fist and extended thumb,
The elegnt ndy passes him with hauteur, Another chanee for o vide slips
. The young man, lnoghing, mockingly makes a sweeping bow—anid hope-
fully waits for another eanr, Yes, he | 8 hitch-hiker,

He, gontlomen, is another contribution Americand to modern eiviliza-
tion; he is goose-stepping with the march of progress—along with Hofly-
wood, repeal, and Walt Disney's Mickey Mousi. The hiteh-hiker, or the art
of hiteh-hikingr, is & comparatively recent efratum addendwn to contoms
purary Ameriean soelety. Perhaps it 13 better to restrict the term to “hitch-
hikor,” for all hiteh-hikers, as in other arts and sciences, do not pursus
their practics with art and finesse,

In faet, the practies of hiteh-hiking wns stumbled apon purely by ne-
gident, and like every other revelutionary movement, was fostered by ool
o students, Years ago, in an eastern university, two young eolleriang
were walking nlong o road-gide, intently specalating upon nature’s. won-
ders, A horgeless earvinge pulled by; the deiver asked if they wanted o
1ift, nnd the voung men easunlly secopted. The next week, the same two
young men wanted to go to the next town, but wers shert of eash, as stu-
donts wsually are. The two mental behemothe seiged a sudden inspiration,
and deelded to try the procedure of the previous week. To attraet attention,
they waved their arms, This was the homhble beginning of the art of
thumhing.

All the good things of life, they say, are free. Hitch-hiking certainly
mulees no demands an the pocloet-book ; bot, like all good things, the neees-
fary evils invariably rear their hends. Riding upon the highways gratis is,
of eaurse, wn impeaition upon the geod-will of e ear-owners and ia more
or less parasitic in notore. Hitch-hiking certainly would be an homorabils
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wrt and gport but for the vile reputistion enst upon it by flagrant parnsitic
viokators of the hilkers” ethical codo. Theve s, then, o distinet cleavage be
twoien the two major clisses of hiteh-hikers, one of which is a rabble com-
posed of vicious virrsnts who violste nll the fine intentions of hitch-hilcime.
The fife and property of the respectable eltfzenry are threatened mnder the
guise of asking for a ride; oo accommoedation is uded ax an instrument of
erime, Justly, then, state and municipal lawa prohibiting hiteh-hiking are
the nutural outgrowth of asch violent practices.

However, the glorions honor of hitch-hiking 12 being upheld by a groap
of voung men—the eresm of young manhood, ene mighl say—ithe very in-
tellipontsin of the Innd. And why should college men and high schoal Inds
he the leading exponents of hiteh-hiking ¥ The spirit of adventmee beckons,
porhaps—youlh b afways Tilled with excesaive fofe de viere, the challenge
af what one con do with nothing but native equipment, The hereditary
liare-kanded defianes of our forefathers still porsists. The egocentricnl im-
pukse of youth to ensnare Tavers by sheer personality is another incentive.
And last, but not least, the typleal college student's real or imuginaoy con-
ception of being "broke™ i3 & forceful argument. (He probably is saving
the havd ensh for a date ot his destination. )

The vetersn hiteh-hiker, like n scientist, followa certain formula: to gr-
rive at cerinadn resulis. First, the seasoned thumb-gesturer socks to escnpe
thie hindge-padiee of eity teaffie, and goes fo the cutskirts before attempting
to put on his performonce, Neat, clean clothes are prime requisites, for who
doean't instinetively favor cleanliness? A while shirt helps Lo altract the
vigion of the motorist. And smart collegiana invariably easrry o book or two
under the arm, Scholurly attainment f& ever revered, Varlons techniques of
hailing the motorists are advocated by the more ardent veberans; differont
procedures are practised, but the time-honored thumb-gestore and “Ride—
Mistar ™ are universally recopnizod and olways suceessful. People are
quick 1o recognize the simple and elemental, Cheerfulness and a nlee smile
(not necesaarily of dental-nd brightness) are helpful aids. Group-thumb-
ing, whereln a group of inexperioneed yYoungsters thumb with milltary pre
cigion, are always turned down with the enme preeise finality. Two hikors
hove only & Tair chance of getting rides; people still fear accomplices in
erime, The deal method i for one person to alrike oot alone and seek
Ineation near curves, milroad stops; or sarvice stations. Any place where
motorists must momentarily slicken speed s o volnerable point of ap-
pragch. The solitary hitch-hiker has infinitely better chanees of swotting
a free ride. “He travels fastesl who travels slone"

Californin, with the hest highways in the nation, and o high porosntage
of motor enrs per capita, is the Utopia of all hitch-hikers, veterans or ama-
teurs. Imagine, in o hitch-hiker's automotive dreams, a broad hishway,
with shade trees hordering the road, fountains, and beaches upon which to
rest the weary body. Fat, sleck, eomforiable motor cars roll by, and be
witchingly chnming feminine chaooffenrs stop and implore the hitch-hiker
to ride. Fantastic? Perhaps, but relative to the other pads of the nation,



Calitornin’s inherent hospitality and grociousness certninly give the hiteh-
biler 5 break—i coloseal hreak, Our own section of Californis is eapecinlly
fortunute for the eslleginte hiteh-hiker. There mre six major colleges and
univirsities, and ionumerahie junior colleges, all within a radiue of fifty
mifled. Within this radivs good roads are nuomerous as sands an the seashors
—and all inferlacing every eity, town, and hamlel, A rich field, indood, In
whiih the the eallepiate thumb-jerker may ply his trade,

The modern hitch-hiker is the pomnant, the ket stand, the afterglow
ef the onee entertaining, story-telllng Weary Willics. the ancient bards and
jonegrlewys of medieval times. Would it be too mueh to ask the hitch-hiler,
Ehe modern eounterpart, to retain, to proserve this last vestige, this fast
fuding shadow of romantiviem ? Conselentions hiteh-hikers, with timaly
ey gire, ave acknowledging the generous kindness of motorists by com-
porting themselves like pentlemen and entertaining the deiver with a
emugth and nifty line, Besides the reciprocation to motorists, the seasoned
hiteh-hiker does gain virled and interesting insights and pereeptions of
human noture, Motorists wsunlly pick up o hiker out of shoor loneliness
they want to talle and hesr the comforting assurance of a human voics,
The expert hiker, in an hour's ride with o lonely motorist, will prolmbly
inow the whole family tree of the driver,

The hitch-hiker who expects. resulte, by the very Tores of compilaary
and environmental mutation, becomes 4 judge of human natore Ho be-
ook i peendo-paychologist. The expert won't thumb company trueks ; he
knows Lhe company rles against pick-ups. Sometimes a wildeat truck is
goad pickinga. He fs disdainful of chaoffeared limousines, The true
thumber has the spirit of Villon—the proletarint's contempt of the bour-
poois, Ridea from fair, fat, and forty Mrs, Babbitts are rare us brick build-
Ing= ufter an enrthgunke. Young women driving alone? It all depends upon
the lady nnd the ludy's mood. A delieate situstlon, for even the most
acpgoned thumbers, The sons of the soil, the backbone of the nation, sre
ulsty the baekbone of any hiteh-hiker's hopes, The farmers are almost 3
sure-ghot for o ride. And no noble hiker is too coneoited to ride with o
furmer 6 o trock or'ear of anelent vintage lopded with mquawking fowla
and produce. Traveling salosmen and men going upon long Lrips somprise
the vest of the best bets. Men possessing the earmarks of urbanity seem o
give moro of n sporting chance 1o 4 thumber's appeal than the small-town
linsineas mamn.

Inpsmuch as the hitch-hikers appeal to the good-will of the metorist
for a ride, snmetimes the situation takes on a Frankensteinic aspect, The
clnsgie example wag the young man hitch-hiking in the rain. A motorist
stopped and picked him up. After a short distanee, the driver fumbled for
hiz wuteh to tell the time, It wag gone. He searclied apuin, snd found his
tem gofie too, The matorist stopped the ear, and coldly ordered the young
miun out in the torront. Before you go," he demanded icily, “hand hack
iy watch and pen.” The young man denfed passively, but it was of no avail.
He hunded over a wateh and pen, and got out, The molerst arriving ot
home, wos greeted at tho door by his wile who said, “Henry, docling, hore
ia the wateh and pen which you Teft on the burean,”
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The arl of hiteh-hiking, in spite of all the condemnation it has re
cefved, is here to stay as long as automobiles and highways continue to
exist, It is 0 part of Ameriea’s jargonie savoir foire snd clvilization. I, too,
is na definitely colleginte as any cumpus or lecture forum, Perhaps some
day the college curriealum will have o course in "hiteh-hiking." Whither
does hiteh-hiking lead us? The next town, “Ride—Mister ™

v
MORNING SONG

This s the waking sweet surpris

That shines like morning in your cyes
You wonder, having me al Lsst

Your own,—and yet in nges past

I know tha morming sun broke before, ...
Ui gome roas-tinted tropie shore

You leoked on me with this same Hght
That lngers from the burning night.

Ot passion is nol new nor old

This desp warm breast, these arms that hold
8o gently, 1 have known for long.

Do you forget the pagan song

| sung while sunrise flamed the sea®

Your body firmly pressed to me?

Our mouths that filled with passion’s food,
Diesive, dolight, and laszitode?

And though tomorrow’s morning be

A dawn of drab satiety,

Thongh then your eyes that gmile in mine
May lose their blue refulgent shine,

Your lrenst may harden cool na wix,
Yoiur lips may turn, your arms grow is—
S, there are mornings manifald—

Love {8 not dead, hut only old,

And T ahall wake again to see
The sunlight of your eyes on me,
An hundred or n thoosand years
May plonuts shift; love never veers.
This morning has been long away,
Yet it was here but yesterdiy;
Lawe has o time, is nover late:
Forever is not long to wait,
JEAM YEWELL PENN



LOVE AFFAIR
\4

JEAN VERA SMITH

I

“Weste not, want not,” murmured Miss Belle Breeden to herself, as
gho tueked a few light-brown eombings into the lavender-silk bag honging
at the eorner of her mirror. She gently eased the stays of her corset which
were poking uneemfortably into her breast-bone, and readjusted her back
comb, She touched the lobes of her ears with the stopper of & cut-glass
seent bottle filled with lavender water, and finally, after dozens of twist-
ings and frownings and turnings, Mizsz Belle smiled one Inst time into the
migat trithiul mivror, and found herself unwanting, She placed her small
hat carefully on hor head, pulled on her gloves, and picked up her hundbmg.
The stiff black silk of her skirt whispercd and murmured around her thin
ankles as she moved toward the door, head high and cheels faintly pink
In the expectation of blizs which hovered breathless about her. Miss Belle
was going to the butcher shop to buy two famb chops.

I

The beauty of the autumn day smote har as she walked along the nar-
tow and erumbling sidewalk. The dark-brown walnut lenves shout her feet
wire pungent with such o bitter, spicy odor thot it seemed to stond out
tbout them in waves, Every house had ite mass of red and orange berry
brushes; brillinnt in the velvel sunshine, and In some of the yards houseeats
lny sprowled in pmgan abandon, or eat upright, washing their sars and
fnées with languorons, graceful motions, Miss Breeden felt that she had
nevor been o happy, It waa not only the leveliness of the day, the peace
and contentment, which were enusing her such joy, It was the vigue sens-
tion which-she had felt for at least a week, that everything was changing
for hers thiat nll she know and was accustomed to wis grewing better and
better, And she knew why. Tt was Honry Dorsdorf. As she walked, slowly
and carefully stepping over the bumps in the cement, assiduously avoiding
fll ermeqe, ahe reviowed in her mind the Inst chalr-proctice; Then, nt soven-
thirty, she hnd known Henry Dorsdorf for three Sundays and had admired
him silently; at ten o'elock, alter prictice was over, she felt that she had
knawn him through eternily, perhaps even longer. Fully nware of the ae-
eusation which dwelt in the pyes of hor sister, Stalla Adquist, she had con-
pented to his sngrrestion thot he see her home. She had folt {he shnekod and
wmiged expressions of the cholr memlers boring into her back ss the twe
of them left the ehurch together. Imagine Belle Breeden setunlly witllking
hore with o man! Imagine her walling home with the new buteher, about
whom nobody knew anything !

Ag she paseed Stelln's conservative house, Mies Breoden looked {n an-
tieipation af the whitesurtnined windows. She was quite sars that the cur-
taitis fell togrether awiftly o ehe approsched, and she amiled a little to her-
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self a5 hor sister come out anto the porch with & hroom and began swoep-
ing industriousty.

“Good morning, Stelbs," she sald, Stella’s head came up abirupthy, her
mouth firm in the victory of not having spolen first,

“Hello, Balle, Where are you going

“To the butcher shop.”

Y0t know what 1 mean. What about Henry Doradorf? Yoo aren't go-
ing to see him, | suppose? You don't know whit people are saying, elther,
dis you * He's been to see you two times this weel, hasn't he?"

Mizz Belle looked far down the street, down to where the line of frees
ended at the corner. A little smile birushed aeross her lips, *Only onee, Ho
brought me a sausage tint T ordered, Toesday.”

“Of eourse, I'm going to the mest shop to get two lamb ehops for my
luneh."

“Belle ™ Stella dropped her hroom and ran dewn the front walk, She
plutched her sigter's nrm und shook it aneeily. Belle Breeden, do you kKoow
what yoo are doing T

Okt You make me furious! T don't know whot's pot into you, AL
your agol”

“He's very kind, and he dossn't lnow many people here yet"

"I don't wonder, A Dutchman [

Halg, Stells, he's n German. At least he s in his pavenbagoe.”

“Bulle, have you no pride? Think of George’s standing in the com-
munity, Think of his pesition in the lank"

Belle was surprised (o see that her sister had tears in her oyes; 8o vory
angaished and annoyed was she.

“P'we given up worrying about what George thinks T gove it up lomg
ago when | found that he preferved you to me, Well, goodby, Stella, 11 1
ton't hurry, sll the nice ehops will be sold,.

“Oht" gasped Stelln, and Miss Helle was almost cortain that she
stamped her fool,

11

The buteher ghop waz o horrible place, Unhappy ghosts of countloas
herds of slain sheep and kine seemed to hover restlessly in the cornaers;
doomed to an eternity on earth by the angry gods while their bodies were
devonred by gluttons Decapitated ealves hung, neck downward, their hind
b secured by eruel steel prongs, while little pools of dark red blood co-
puulated in the pungent swwdust under them, Pitiful fow] hung in the win-
dows, their pale, white bodies dangling nuked before the carcless eyes of
prisserehy, their thin necks stretehed prinfully by the cords which secured
them to the ek, But the showease, Ah, that was the worst of alll Thers
were displayed the very secret portions of all the holpless beasts whoae
bodies were even then dangling like a ghoulish tapestry upon the spotbed
walls, The huge, dark hearts, stilled forever ; the shapeless ehunks of Hver,
the strips of stomach like long, limp sponges, the braing , . . . . ah, the
brains! Miss Belle entered the butecher shop with dreead and awe, her thin
nese hidden in the folds of a lacy handkerchief, Al her strength and
courage had gone inte the assault apon her sister's pride. Now she was
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agiin feebly a helpless womnn, She averted her eves so that they would
not fisve the pain of looking at the slaughter all about them, In other days
her eyes would hove rested upon the less offending aspect of the tray of
dill piekles, darke-green and warty, which st upon the counter under the
noses of all eustomers, While she gave her order, usanlly for anmething
quite unsogEestive, she stared at the plekle: and tried to forget that a pink
anil hairless pig, swirvldng covly as it hung suspended by the logs, was look-
g vlght ot her, Mow, however, all was changed, Instead of shuddoring in
harrar as the first hot wave of odor closed about her, Mize Balle immadi-
ptely sought the figure of Henry Doradorf, kinglike bohind the clean
seraped sirface of the chopping-bioek, and her heart, racing in an agony
of hope and affection, forgoet to faint as usinl. The sheltering handkerehict
fidl from her nose and her eves looked inte his, dark-brown and beautiful
bishiind their thick lenges. Thankfully she noticed, in v subconscions futter-
ing, that they were lone: no other eustomer was by to mar e placid
surface of her happiness. She approsched the counter in a litile skipping
walk, and éven went 8o far a8 to lean upon it gracefully, Mr. Dorsdort
siitlled ut her as bie wiped his hands opon his apron, and when be spoke his
oves seemed to enlarge a little with ploasure,

“And whot can | gpet for you today, Miss Breeden 7

Il Lk two small lamb chops, please,” she begged. How gallantly ho
affered to do her bidding! How nobly he emiled and nodded, unhoeking
the chops from Lhe prong mnd carrying them {o the Wock. As his huge
hands sliced and pulled and chopped at the meat, g2 he deftly swung and
twirled the glenming knives, Mizs Belle shuddered at his strength, his in-
vincibility. Fer fond eyes reated upon his hands, red from constant wiping,
and o queer sensation overcame her s she notieed how broad and firm
ey wers, how erisply the dark hairs curled upon every knuckle, She
slpghed,

Mr, Daovador! deftly weighed and wrapped and tied the lamb chops,
smiling and talking all the time, He handed the package to her with a littie
saebure, ne-though thoy were not Lumby chops at sll, but holler food. As he
leaned toward her and the edge of the case dented in his middls, Miss
Bverdon thought how wonderful it would be if his own henrt wers beating
as ajritatedly, somewhere under that broad expanse of roddy spron, ss was
her own,

Then asmething happened. Their hands touched! Just Tor on instant,
a8 e proffered the chops and she acceptid them, she felt the pressure of
hiz fingers upon hora, All her maidonly reserve Tled 16 thst one beief mo-
ment. She puged into his eyes, and he gazed back,

Suddenly she gasped, and chitched the cool package to hor hroast,

“Misy Belie]" eried Henry Dorsdorf, and she know then that he, too,
cared. Their hinds met again.

Then someone came into the shop and they parted, but not before Miss
Broeden had whispered the fnvitation which had been lingering apon lee
reluetant tongue Tor three weeks,

“Come. to dinner, Sunday night,” she ssid, and he nodded, beaming.
Fueeling reckless and bold Miss Belle turned to go, looking divectly into the
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accusing eyes of the dead and dripping plg, and earving not at all, while ba-
hind his caseful of interiors, Honry Dorador! chopped madly at x brilliant
gide of besf.

IV

1t wian't, reflected Miss Belle, a5 ahe liid forks and knives earefully
at the places, it wasn't 3 though they were doing anything wrong, at leaist
nok In the sight of God. Her aister and her steter's hushand might talk, bot
shi wia sore that God world have very little, if anything, to say about the
matter, The sequitting faet which seomed to her to purify the whole inei-
dont was that both sho and Henry Dorsderf had sung together in the choir
of the Methodist Bplscopal church for three Sundays, Surely o relatlon-
ship Tostored and cultivated in such musty sanctity coold bear no stain
Perhaps if they had only met in the butcher shop, imehaperoned save by
lfoloss bensts, Stelln's necosations and George's veiled hints might have
siruck more deeply, But Miss Broeden felt that no mun seho had sung Lass
to her controlte ln the rendition of "01d Hundred,” and “Work, for the
Night t2 Coming” could harber intentions other than honpeable in hor re-
gard. She fell perfectly safe. Of tourse, there was Lhe fact that he was o
Cerman Bot Lhat the War was still golog on, but George hid Leen shoek-
lngly vitmperative about the Kaiser duving it course, and even now he
would allow nmothing German to be brought within the deors of his home
How swful If she had lived with George nnd Stelln, ag they had asked her
to da, and Henry had been torned away, hiungry, on this day of days,

She plucked o dead, withersd leaf from the centerpieee of purple na-
tore, mnd hummed o snoatel of songe a8 she reflected opon all this, happily
comgeions that she was looldng her best. After dinmer they would wall in
U gerdon, and thon they might sit in the arbor for 8 while, and periups
oo perhaps . o . But Miss Breeden eould net bring hersell to ulter,
ever silently, the thought which was Tuttering like an imprisoned bivd
about her mind, Nothing like that could happen, Her relationahip with M.
Doralort wis one of friondihip, nothing more. And oven as &he told her-
solf, even ag she rebuked the faint wanderings of her rebellious imagini-
tion, she found harsell hoping that it would be more.

She reviewed the menu and wondered what George wonld say i he
knew that she wis serving sich dighes is sauerbraten, phe's knuckles (ugly
thingz!) and wienorwurst, and on Sunday at that! No doubt he would be
torribly angry und =ay things most insulting, but nething could suipass
whitl Georgs wonld say, Goorge the banker with his pale blue eyes, and
his thin, long tose, T he eould bt know that she had two botiles of dark,
foamy besr hidden in the jcebex, The beer was one of the most daring
things Miss Hreeden had evor bought, and she had gone clear to Greenfisld
nfber i, beonuso to have porelnsad hoor in her own town would have megnt
the immedinte blackening of her reputation, Miss Belle gigeled sg sho
thought of what George might say. And then she heard stops upon the
porch, und visioned s fiat, stubby thumb upon the doorbell, All her streneth
dizsolved and formed n choking lump al the base of her thront. As ahe wenl
to nnawer the summons; her feet moving forward independently, propelled
Ly no volition of her own, she knew definitély that it must be mors than
friemdship; that it wis going to be more.
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Her hand lingered upon the doorknoh for enly an nstant; then she
threw open the door. Stella stoed on the porch, Stella, impationtly tapping
o foot, regel in her gonuine fur cont. Belle stepped back in amazoment, men-
tally unable for 8 mement to condinate the plump figure of her gigter and
the expected form of Henry Dorsderf which she had visualized, Stelln
Trowmed, suiffing sharply s was her habit when annoyed.

“Well, must 1 stund here a1l day? Whatever |8 the matter ™

Mizs Belle opened the seveen door and Stolln wilked in, pulling off hor
loves briskiy,

"1 eamna over Lo have dinner with you tonight,” she said, biting hee
wirde off erisply. “George had to go to Greenfield on bosiness, T said to
him, *Of all things, on Sundiy. Why couldn®t it wait till tomorrow ¥ but he
sald it waa quite important, something he simply had to see to; sa 1 just
thought you wouldn't mind if 1 came over to spend the evening with you.
Welll" She atopped in the doorway, looking at the purmished table, “You
don't mesn to tell me you have flowers on the tabile for fust voursslf?

“No, Stelln.” Miss Baelle armed hersell and plunged into the freay.
“Henry Dorsdorf is coming for dinner.™

For n few breathless momeints Stella =aid nothing, Shoe steed with her
back to Belle, who gaged ot a lerge rubbed spot which proclaimed the age
and e of hor sister's coat. 1t was as though time were being checked 2o
that Stella conld think of somothing to sy, Suddenly she whirled alwout,
dnel hey pound little eheoks were pini.

“Bello Breeden, are you mad 7

“No," sighed Mizs Belle, “He'll ke here any minute now,; and we're
going to have German food." Seeing that her sistor wis speschless, she
went on, all the while feeling entirely unlike herself as thongh she wore
witapped about i n eleak which shut sul everything but her own happliness
and the delicions plensure of Henry's nenrmess,  “We're going to have
Lo, tamia."

“Boer! Oh!™ Stefts's mouth fell open. In anger she wng sever magenl-
ficent, oniy ridienlous and red-leoking.

Then, "You nre not golng to have dinner with Henry Doradorf, Belle
Breeden, or with any other debanched foreigner. Il eall up Geovge. 111
met him to come elenr back Trom Greenfield to bring you to your senses,
i you've got any, He'd rather see his bank closed than have vou entangled
in an affair with o German , . . a Dutchman, Get your hat and eoat!”

Mies Belle, standing calm and silent in her black silk dress, looked st
her aister, fot and warm, fussing breathily like o Rhode lsland Red hen,
Misa Bolle simiflod a lttke and folded her hands across her narrow breast.

“Nao, Stells, I won't get sy hat sid coat. and you nesdn't eall Goorgoe.
Hir eould eome all the wiy from Greenfield and breing his whole bank fores
with him, but I wouldn't budge. The trouble with vou, Stells, iz that you
see ' hoppy, and you can't stand it. Expecially since Henry 12 8 real man
nnd so unlike (George in every way." Sho looked past Stelln ot the gy ns-
bers, thoughtiully. “Do you remember when George firel came here, how
eritzy all the girls were about him? Bot he didn't 1ike noy of them as much
as ho lked me, not sven you, T wis prottier than you then, too, Don'l inter-
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rupt mo. 1 wouldn't be surprised 1f 1 still am, But yeu eouldn't stand it
when he asked me to the May-dey plenic in spite of all you could do. Soe you
sol out to get him nway from me. Aud you got him because you did all the
things that 1 dide’t bave the spunk to do, things that appealed to George's
pride and his egotizm, You thought 1 didn't know it, but 1 did. And Gearge
wiis the sort of man bo be taken in. Ever since you've lorded it over me and
flaunted George lke n banner. At first | was tervibly hurt, That's whit
wopt me & silly old maid, dried-up and foolish. But the minute I looked at
Henry Dorsdorf—so kind and good and strong, 1 knew that George fan't
waorth lis little fingor, And P'm thankful to you, Stellu, because you took
Gieorgn away from me | love Henry, and Ul marey him if he asls me o

Stalls was no longer red. Her faco was pale, and e powder on it win
streaked in furrows down her cheeks. Without o word she glared at Miss
Delle, ber mouth opesing and ghutting mechonteally. Then she turned and
moved in majesty to the door, pulled it open with a grand gesture, and
bumiped into Henry Dorsdorf, who was about to press the bell. He bulged
if & Blue-green serge sull, and when Stells plunged into him, ho snatehed
from his hesd o eowering pladd fedorn with three feathers under the band,
To Miss Belle, howover, ke seemed garbed in light, and shining like o knight
in golden mail, Of o swdden ghe went weak all over, her knees bent and slie
Jout Lhe conrage of battle with which she had arvayed herself spainst Stella,
It was necessary that she cling to Henry for support und that Stella pick
U Biar own bugr, which Heney had been abiout to vench for. Thus they stond
in the deorway, together, looking each into the other's eyes, while Stella
stumped down the front walh.

v

They had a lovely time al dinner, and sal for o long time afterwards,
while Henry told Miss Belle about the cities in Germany, which he had
long ago visited, Miss Belle hiad been relloved to find that Henry was really
ilmost a3 good in Ameriean as herself, having been born in lowa, Nob that
she really enred, He told her about the Rhine river, snd about the heautiful
trees and parks, and the beer gardens, He seemod to enjoy the beor very
much, and Miss Belle munaged to drink a Hitle, but not a great dasl, Shie
wondered If it would make her giddy, and almost hoped that it would. Then
they walked in the garden, and it was Miss Belle's turn to tell him about
Ier roses and hei hollvhoeks, and what a time she had with buogs and
Leotlog, Tt was delightful. Not once did they mention Stellu.

Then they sat in the arbor. The sun was just going down, nnd the
whole place was erimson with it. The grape-laves were dark green and
eonl, and hidden inpects buszed aod hummed in the heavy, warm air. Miza
Balles gat down exrefully, smoothing her black silk, but not befors Henry
hunad wiped off the bench with o massive handlkerchief,

“Ian't it mice out here now I she asked gently, smiling up at him.

“It fw beantiful, beautiful,” he replied, and Miss Belle could nol heip
poding thit he wos looking directly st her, and not at the grape-lesyes, ook
at the glory of the sunset, She felt her chesls grow plok, and ber heget
flattered delightfully. When he aat down beside her, his nenrness woa ol-
mast more than she could stand, and when he suddenly took her hand into
hia she became faint with o delicious faintness.
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"Henry " she exclaimed, “Do you realize that you are holding my
hand 1™

He looked at it, turning it over and rubbing the skin gently with his
Lhumbs, Miss Belle was glad that never for nslngle night had she neglected
fo rub her hands with lemon,

“Bul it is such a lovely hand to hold. Such 4 lovely hand to kiss, even,”
And he kissed it Miss Belle breathed softly, and then was very ailent. And
while she felt Lhe sweetness of it, and the bliss, she was conscious all the
timee of how damp his lips wers, and how the kairs of his short, dark mous-
tache pricked inty her skin, And she noticed, without belng aware of it,
that hie shirt collar wais froyed wlong the baek. Then i was over,

Mr. Dorsdor! looked at her, and his face was very red, almost purple,
from bending over her hond, Bul his eyes had such an expression in them!
It waa very sweet, Miss Belle could not bear to Jook st him. She made a
bushil jole,

“The next time | come into your shop, T will buy o heart,” she whis-
peted, rathor amaged of her own daring.

“Diear Miss Belle” rumbled Mr. Dorder! gruffly, “Dear Bells, Thit
will ot be necessary. T will gif you mine for nothing,” He held out Loth
hands s though offering the wift upon them. Miss Belle sighed, and saw
Lthe srbsor and Henry's face through a mist. It seemed awfully hurried, and
nit at all ne she thooght it would be, but it was rght she knew,

“Thank you, Henry, You are very kind" She laid her head upon his
ahoulder, Mentally, she clothed herself in her blue-silk wrapper, and won-
dered what Henry would think when he saw her hair in braids, without
any padding or awitches. They were silent for o time, wilching the sun
barn aut and eolors getting dorker and darker, Finally Henry spoke,

“We shall go to Ningara Falla for a trip”

“YVoe " murmured Miss Belle, “That will be nice.”

- - - - -

QUEEN BEfY'S YLILE

In winter when the wosds are stiill,

And birds are gone and prazses dead,

And aly is ash-gray overhead,
Naught lives more friendly than i hill
That renrs ite whitened head fo £ill

The void in gky's fur-resching bed.

When days sre short and nights are long,
The sons of men seek hearth-firvs wide
And rest eontent to stay inside,

And raise the mfiers HE with song,

And Till thelr mugs with drink 20 strong
That spiced fumes up the chimoey ride.

Tted holly glows ngainst Lhe snow

In festive pattern drawn by God

To hide the path where fays have trod.
Old woneen sit upstaira and sew ;
Thelr men eat cheeses down below

Anil wail for Spring with deowsy nod.

ERMA FAXON
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HUMANITY'S FORMS OF SALVATION
v

LUCIANG GARDIN

In the beginuing Nature was so desolate and dresdful that human life
wau brutlsh and miserable. Frightfol mysteries inTested the world, and the
primitive man's prevailing sentiment was four, Suspleions, concelving four
snw grods, ghosts, and demons behind visible forms, These invisible onemies
dominated and pervaded moan's environment, And man was helpless in
kmowing just how to challenge such Tearful spirits, Fight! But how? Hia
physical strength was unalogons te a ripered lenf which with the slightest
breeze fulls, while the spirits wers omnipotent and tnseen powers: M-
tally? Ah! but that wis jeet hiz very weakness then. If it was not; of
what need was fear? Fear ls ignorance, What he thought spirits were
merely lightning, thunder, sterm, flood, earthquaike, disepse; they were
nnturnl forees or vicissitudes of Nature, The only conceivable atternstive
wis to placate those spirits by praver and saerifies. Delusive sulsmigainn to
such jenlons and wrathful gods expressed the early man's conjuration. e
was anly an aboriginal man with a primitive mind; saturally, he reanriol
to primeval means of self-preseryation, nnd supplicated in primordial man-
aove of salvation, He worshipped many gods beenuso his mind eculd not
vet eoneeive: it merely pereeived. Polythelsm then is the first form of
man’s salvation.

The warld with the mareh of cepturies had changed. 1t wos. 50
wonderful and mystical that the human mind was enraptured in mysticism,
In its primitive siate the mind could anly percelve drend, but now it [t
awankened, and awnkening, either by ¥irtue of itz sole nature ov of fear or
af Ydivine inspiration,” it commenced to conseive. And enneeiving thes it
hrought shoul what 6 as yet sanetioned 28 the groatest, the most wppenling
and glorifying teaditionnl cosmogeny the world has ever known—the Te-
braie Bible; Were it nat For the defying discoveries of geology, astronomy,
and psychology, the oripin of the eirth, the erestion on it and eapocinlly
thie nature of man's sonl wonld be yob believed true as professed in that
Bible, Whether the Bible |s an “infallible Word of God"” or not is not oup
concern here, Tt was only natuesl that perhaps man's fenr had 1o be sub-
timated. Undoubledly he eould not lve in o paralyzing constermation all the
Uirine, His God must be of his own image, Tor an ass god would be 4 ridico-
lnus stupidity, Therefore, some sort of explanstion had to be sought to re-
Heve his pnxlety and fear. Sa, “In the beginning God crented the heaven
and earth,” Why not? Who else could have ereated them? Thus ariginatad
the eoneeption of one pereonsl or superhuman God. It wae n bolief in whom
minm b first artiewlated ps “Yhwh"—then later “Yohowah"—and fivally
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“Jehovah!” It wae n Memianie vision of an anthvopomorphie monolheism
decidedly for men's [mplicit salvation for their ains, It eould not have been
olherwise,

Conturies ngain elnpged, and things wore so strange that it seemod
this was not yet the renl world, Possibly man and the whele of creation
Were mere copids or “patterns” of their read essences which existed not in
this phenomenal but In the noumensl world, Where really was this king-
dom of ultimate realitiss? Ah! but that wes now the ndieation that man's
tmlnd had advanced during a short stretch of time sinee Jehovah was cons
ceived. Plato, whose skull containsd thon (he spark of genios which emitted
the susumption, pronounced profoundly thet theae realitics themeelves
really belonged to the reilm of fdens. And Kant who was yet profounder
expounded that the world of things-in-themselves was trunseendentale—an
Intalligible world Levond eomprohimsion, for the finite could not trans-
seend the finite, But If this is the realm of the unknown which human
kowledge cannol reach, wherefore linger in this Infinkty of benumbing
nbatraction? Lesve alone these studious thoughts abstrose. Come down Lo
mu—man, the proper study of man, The chief thing to know, however,
Plato insisted, is the nature and end of man.

Actordingly, down Plato came to earth where he found man in a
deploruble predicament. At one time man wis groping in the dark and
bowildered by the moving shadows upon the wall of the eave wherein he
dragepid his lfe wearily. At another moment on his chariot he was bit-
terdy perturbed by the doings of his two stubborn horsea who were di-
wided in their motives and testos, The one unraly strugglod wildly in his
desires to wallow in the mire of vanity and sensuality : the other, eallod
“Pegraus,” pewrned to sour wloft in tho pure, beauntifie abode of the Muses,
In both situation: man groancd in affliction. At first Plate decmed it
proper to relieve man with juat the hope of other-worldliness, such as
his eonviction of the realm of [dete where the reslity of phenomens really
exiated ; but ot the second thought, he minimized that ides as too traditional
and inbeeoming of him as a philosopher. 1 he would be s philosopher
at wll he must pronounce the words of wisdom or truth, He folt for the
poar soul, most unhappy man, He reflected that the only good for man iz
happiness: Mun therefore ghould be happy. But to be happy he must be
virtuous, and to be virtoous & to be wise. To have knowledge the spirit
must control the lustful flesh. Reason and will must govern wild passions.
lgnoranee is the enuse of man's misfortuncs, Knowledge will empower
him to evade that dire diatress. Thus Plate wrote eoonseling man to ae-
guire knowleden for hls own salvntion. But the aequisition of knowledgoe
wis, and still Is; a painful proceas. And mun, ey by notere, preferred
the least resiatant wayes of life,

Mirneulowsly enouph, six conturies laler the world of men revived
in glory “by the gmee of God.” The Paradize lost by the father of men
wne at Jength the Paradize regained. The Son of God was born, Hail
YDivine Similitude!” Savior of men! At list God's mereyr had come down
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o earth in the flesh of His Son to forgive men of their sing occasioned by
their father's “dizobedience”—His name Jesus, “He shall save his people
from their sins." And so “the people which sat in darknoess spw great light;
und to them which saf in the region of the shadow of desth life is sprung
up."For Jesus tnught men the way to heavenly salvation: Devotion to
Him our Lord Cod, and unremitting love for all fellow-men. So men, glori-
fied, knelt in prayer: “0, Lord Jesus, we thank thee for.. " My memory
fails me; continge if you plenss. Thue men wore “born again. They loved
one another and sang together in praise of the Lord, Even todny through-
ott the world Christianity holde n place in the livez of mast peoplos.

Then the time came for men to have & fecling mingled of nwe and
clrfogity in regard to whot was beyond the boundless waters, That restiess
anxioty for knowledge of the remote impellsd them to sail in quest of the
ohiject of their wonder, So “Sail on, sall on, sail on and...." “Eureks [
Thoy lenew it! It was o round, wondrous, loxaricus world they found. That
gave them an impetus to explore the high seas with greater enthusinsm.
Distant Jands wepre discovered and charted, and dominlons elwimed. Kinga
and emperors usurped thrones ; petty wars and revolutions were wiyged, and
republics prose.

Polemnie astronomy beexme Copernican ; the sun instead of the enrth
was the center about which all other bodies revolved. And chemistry re-
placed the quack seience of alchemy, Commeree and industry wore fostored,
and prospered ; expltalism, forelgn trade, banlking, and guikds originated snd
expunded, Pearls, dinmonds, gold, silk, wing und vietuals could be had in
abomdnnes. And men, “Whoopee ! whoopese ™ eried they. Oblivious now of
their spiritual life, they wore, they drank, they ate, danced, and kissed.
And they ealled it life, love, and happiness,

The naturnl forces or secrets of nature were discovered und har-
nessed for men's convenient utilitiea; wesrs and months of navigation,
transportation, and communication were reduced to days, hours, minubes
aeroplues und warships equipped with missiles of massive ruin were de
vieed, for now men's salvation depended wpon the welght and efficiency
of their destructive wespons, “Propare!” was their spoibanoeods prayer.
And the deily of their invoestion was no other than Muars, the ravenpus
harbinger of death.

Complication and tension characterized the world featurss which
called for political, social, and economie adjustments, International rela-
tinns and claims were considered and eonfirmed ; compromise resolved and
for o while ratified, for the world complexity and tensity gradunlly hefehi-
ened i all their manifestations,

Piychologically approached, the rhythm of life flourished frantically
into dissipation and eonfusion heeanse the equilibrinm of the intelioct and
the soul ever since the world was cireumnavigated and cortified round,
Tenad been disrupied. The intellect stimulated by its discoveries and experi-
mente indifferently soared aloft from its illosive mote, the soul, The intel-
lect predominated and founded s civilization expressive of ils virtoe,
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which innevation brought about two disagresalie results: the one was
the emerrence of astounding scientific inventions and purely fmtellvetinl
philosophies, illustrious of which was Kant's CHitique of Pure Resson, 5
highly transeendentnl masterpives; the other wns moril looscness, The
soul, or whalever il is thal humsenizes and prompts man to yesrn Tor the
liper moledies or higher vilues of life, lost fta identity, Consequently, un-
restrained grotification of men's chean, brutish impolses and dosires pre-
valled, Thelr virtues were sacrificed bo viges, and thus they lived as
hurman lnohles,
“All now turned to jollity and game,

To hmxury snd riol, fimst and danes,

Marrying or prostituting, ns befell,

Rape or adultery, whers pasaing

Allure them ; thenee from eups to civil brolls.®

Eventunlly the good Will collapsed. The ominous tension of inter-
nationul diseord over thrones and dominions gave way, Archdoke Francls
Fevdimand, an heir to the Hapshurg throne, snd his wife were murdored,
That oventual explosion of the voleanic Balkan inhibitions rocked and fg-
nited the world inte a hellish fury. Ultimatum after ultimatum was isged
doctrines of newtrality snnnlled; mperlal clalms reenforced | aseuming
resolutiong confirmed ; nperessive apirits of all eoneernod arrmigned. And
the warld mobilized Satunle oF Daemonian legions to war to waste, And
Frovar 11

What wore believed life, love, pence, proaperity, power, onlightonmant
wire revenbed to be only degeneration, wealness, adversity, hatved, horror,
denth! What was conceived an infallible salvation evineed only an infernal
ileatruetion of humanity! Was it then the dawn of elvilization or only the
beginming of scientific savigery T

And now let us rend the pages-of oor beloved ern. Promptly the qoes-
tiem ariges; Whither mankind? To approach that problem it seems proper
that we first take birds-eve view of the main events thot have besn in
progress ever sinee YPoace” was Innugnrated on June 28. 1919, which date
shiould be the dosignntion of the birth of our orn.

Immediately after the World Conflict almost all phases of adjustments
and reconstroetion ensued, sueh ps fndividual, family, stabe, nitional, and
international ndjustments: and domestic public works, social, sconomie, and
piliticnl reconstroctions, What has especlally featured our time Is the as-
sertive emergencs of new political institutions: Communism in Russin
seized the reign of government; fascism in Taly pssumed ministerin] su-
premaey with Mussolini; naziam under Hitler roles Germany : Gandliizm
iz worshipped by the multitudes of Indin; Trelind and the Philippines have
been demanding thelr independences. Other equally alarming events aro
the Nicwengruan, Coban, Mexicsn, Spanish, Parisian or French revolutions ;
SinoJaprnese wars; Rusao-Tapaness brewing animoaity: and the Irreso-
tute, impotont - so-ealled “Leaguo of Nations™ At this very moment the
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papers are replote with threatening Internstlona]l misunderstanding. To
what end will w] this lead? Whither mankind?

It seems manlind is bound for its annihilation. If not seon, latter. An-
other World conflict will destroy hamanity inte & shapelsss phenomenon.
This writer intimnted elsewhore above that the recent World War waa “the
beginning of seientific sovngery.” The next World War, he agaln vreflects,
will ba the height of sciontific wholesale morder, unless. ...

Is thore not o way to evade the nevitable atroecity to come¥ “There is
the Noble Truth of the Destruction of All Suffering.” pronounced Boddho
twa thousand yenrs ago, If there iz a will, there ie a way™ e still true.
What then must humanity profess now as its efficient form of salvation? A
formulation of an immediate politica! selution to the present international
discord belongs to o philesopher staleaman. As the ultimate solution to
war this student writer proffers an edueational concoption, Polytheism,
puthromorphic Monotheizm, Plitonism, Christinnity, and Sclence or M-
torialism nz have been briefly discussed above failed to save their respee-
tive clivilizations beeuss they fell short In satfsfving and integrating man
who i ezsentinlly a duonl being, They were representative of mankind’s
farms of salvation that were too idealistic, too realistic, oo one-alded and
nllogrorical or mythical, while moan demanded Tor sdequate satiafaetion of
all the munifold interests of his plysical and spiritual selves. Fortunately,
amidat gnch forms of salvation emorped a comparntively new institution
enlled Education,

Eduention as an organized state institution had s beginning in an-
eiont Greece, The peopraphical, social, and politicnl conditions of Sparta
and Athens, the two prominent states then In rivalry, compelled the need
for efficiont warriorg and patrictic citioins whose required training led
to the establishment of edueational systema. Upon the atrength, cournge,
and obediones of the youths the aafoty of the states dependsd, That was tho
aole mim of ancient Greek education.

However, with the svolution of man's better self and the viclasitudes
of history educstion gradunlly eryatallized its broader siamificance. Chris-
tanity provailed and accordingly Eduestion was Christianized. Tt remsained
roligions, rutionalistie, dogmatie throoghoot the Middle Ages and the onrly
Rengissgnes. In the Renaizzsance proper Education assimilated bronder but
rathor extremely realistie interesta. Spencer nnd Roussesu, for instoneo,
championed its nubwmbistic methed and mport. *“Man by nature i good,”
nusumed the ltter. Probably. But man by nature iz eutish sounds certain,
Raw child, raw training, mw manhood ; “unhealthy, free, and huoyant in-
dividunl™ s gll troe, but that iz s swinish state of existence iz vet troer.
However, from the thralidows of methodological tradition and bruotish
noturalism, Educition in the later part of the nlnotecnth contury was gk
length libernted. Discerning Pestalozzi, 0 German-Swiss, and his descinles
Herbart and Froebel humnnized, peychologrized, nnd sociilized iz procossss
and purporta. Sinece then up to the present day Education has been apnsilily
enliphtened in all its seope as we shall later see, here, That, tersely, is the
history of Edncation.



What is education? For o moment let us distinguizshingly and sue-
einctly consider the universe, the world, nature, man, and some other insti-
tutions in order that we can clearly comprehend the significancs of our
prodilam.

Az o whole the univarse is an enlgmatical phensmenon—an appalling
mystery; it is ingrained in infinity and sbetraction. 11 consists of obsoire
gaseous nebulne, numberless worlds, and innumersble oniverses among
which ls our tiny universe or solar system which is composed of a sun or
atar and nine plancts with their numerous satellites, The most Ineffable
feature of these unaccountable heavenly bodies is their tremendous speed,
rotating and revolving within their respective courses and at the same time
moving all together through a vast limitlezs space. Whither bound nohuman
being has the stijhtest Idea. Among the planets of cor selar systom is our
world, this tiny speck of mud wo eall Earth in which we, like WA,
swarm. It is marvelously encased like a light-globe with protective layers
of nir without which life on it is ineonceivable, for the burning rays of the
sun alone would set even rocks aglow, Our world {s really wonderful and
tolerably habitable. In it is an evelving life whose expression eonsists in
multitudivous forms, sll of which and the liws that operate on their ex-
isténce and dovelopment constitute nature. Miture b= a low to herself, She
performa her activitios necording to her definite processes. If her lawe nre
thwarted it means disintegration of all that are involved. She is simple yet
complex; she is smooth but rough; she i3 kind and again cruel and indif-
ferent ; she has no thought of what happens to partienlars or fndividuals,
like a girl playing, pushing her toy wheel and running after it stopping
on ant hills all unmindful, erushing the poor Innocent busy dwellers of
them ; she has the same attitude toward man, Man, prood man who thinks
himmself all important and superior to his fellow crestures beeause he is en-
dowed with a spirlt or mind and feels thus an image of his maker and
Inncies that he really Is 5o, is a mere pappet of Nature's entirely incompre-
honrgible operation, Ever sines he came into existenee he has been s help-
less vietim of Mature’s eaprice. Only lately has he discovered and controlled
nntural forces and seerets for his relief, How he has been able to do this
we shall soon understand.

Religion s o relation between man and his maker. When man became
eonselous of hie situntion he foand himself alone, helpless, ignorant. Who
hi: was, wherefore he was In this world, whenee he eame, whither he was
to go hereafter, were all beyond his knowledge. By nature man is inguisi-
tive and sentimental. 1t is his inherent loneliness, helplessness and dollness
that mnke him yesrn for his onseen Father and His abode. His emotional
inference that his Creator is somewhers beyond where he hopes to see Him
yet explains his faith. This devoted trust is his religion or relstion to his
God. Plainly, religion is an aesthetic sublimation of man's fears or lgnor-
ance of the Inevitable and the Grosl Unknown. But man destitute of that
humble reverence for his Creater, who is het

Selenee experimentally deals with the reglon of Nuture and the reilm
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of the stars. Man has boen the victm of consuming anxiety over not only
the ineomprehensiblonass of the Greal Universe but also over the [rregu.
Inrities amd unconcern of Mature, Sclence i man'a means of approacling
pnd undaretanding the underlying principles of all vigible forms. While
religion aentimentally looks upon Nature as a poet looks upon his beloved
object or a priest upon his ebject of venerstion, Science euriously regards
phenomens like n doctor using his lineet on his patient, To know the compo-
sftiens, processes or laws thal are manipulating on the existenes, growth,
and changes of physical forms constitutes the alms of aclentific endenvor.
But dissection must be the process with which it sees those seerets of
Mature. What it discovers it clnssifies, deseribes and explains their orders
and behaviors. The forces of Nature Selence controls for man's conveniont
utilities and protection. Bui here lies the limitations and weakneases of
Scjence: It does not attempt to weigh the values of its discoveries in ref-
erenee to man's spiritun] interests; its findingz are golid facts and muosat
bo considered ag solid facte, While it promotes man's physical needs wnd
interests, it impoverishes his moral life. Sclenee represents intellect or
resson; it does not mean to feel but to see life. Should man live that way!

Philosophy debves inte the renlm of profound reflection in quest of
the troths. What truths? Truths of its problems. What are {ts problems?
Firat, the problem of knowledge and existence: Whit is the erigin, the real
nature, the purpose or meaning of the nniverse or existence? Philosaphy
aopkn to know the whenes, wherefore, nnd whither of plonomenn, What
fs knowledge? How do we knowT Iz thizs world real or a man's mere night-
mare? Ts knowledge subjoctive or objective? The second problem concorns
the theeries of truth and error. What is truth? Brror? Why are they as
such? The third is the body=mind problem: Is man essentially one or & dunl
entity? Tf dunl, what is matter? Soul? 17 one, then what i= that one? The
Inst [ the question of value or evil: Does vadue exist in renlity? So with
evil? Or their status exiat only in reférenes to man's subjective nature?
Those demonstrate the problema of philesophy, lis noblest ehavacter is the
dezigning of the nesthetic pattorns of human life. Philosophy moulds the
principles or laws of such patterns or philosophies of life with elements
expreasive of its eardingl virtues, By those sterling virtves human life in
all its manifestations would be then imbued with Intringic values,

Mow the question resumes : What is Fduestion? Education is universal
aszimilation, nnfoldment, selection, direction, integration, realigation, pars
tieipation, and universal orchestrution.

To relieve noy anxiety over what that definition means, the expeaition
of each of those lorma follows: The sehosl s the formal agent through
which Edueation attuins its goal, Individual, social, politieal, intellectual,
moral, enltural endowments of all peoples of all ages the school possoses,
They constitute the socinl heritsge—the product of cumulative experience
of stiecessive generations. All the religions, prophetie visions or doctrines,
soiemtific formulas and dizscoveries, and philesophical theories and wisdom
inclnde the curreuls of Fduestion. This brond inclusivensss of soclal heri-
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tage for Edueation and the general convention of the children of the land
in sthool to learn those things dofines the first term of Fduention—Uni-
versad Assimilation.

Lenrning is a eycle of wnfoldment, The sehoal unveils and offers its
knowledee az curriculaand the sehool childron asginilate It By virtue of
the eloments of what they learn, the school children are nourished or oni-
lightened, and in turn they express themsslves aceordingly. Elucidution =
This college offers un English program which consists of some courses in
literature, modern langunges, socinl seionce, ioturn] seienes, ol coters, This
student, for instance, lenrns them, Now if his learnings mean anything at
all, he unfelds or expresses or applies therm in his daily life, He becomes
living example of his erudition. Others suseeptible of his mannors, as this
studint i Lo his professors’ and fellow-students’, will again loarn from him,
30 the process goes ad infinitum, That is what s mennt by Edoeation, i
unfoldment,

Unfoldment, thouwgh, s precarious. What school offors must be
Judiciously picked eut. Animals act on their impulses, and children are not
any better—not knowing whethor what they alsorl bs instroctive or de
structive, The courses of study must conform to the children's needs, in-
terexts, nud native capacities. The expression of the individual of his lern-
ings, his social attitude nnd motives is equally dengerous. Therefore wise
elimination or seléotion of the subjects nnd of the learners and of the ulms
iz an imperative office of Edueation. Such o eareful consideration for pref-
erenee enlls for a brend insight in psychology, In troth, not only Edueation
is selection, but selection itsell is an education,

Edueation alse denotes direclion, For selection iz not an ond [tself.
Whit is selected is yet to be directed to the schievement of 0 preconceived
etid. Youth is a selfish being and an ineorporation of wild dispersive im-
pulzes or conflicting unbridied emotions, To safesuard himssif and sotlely
hig desires ond energies must be controlled and guided, To harness the dee
struetive forces of nuture is the concern of Science, while Education deals
with man's powers and idinsynerasies. Education means Lo guide man by
governing his inner self or nobler purt, Direction 18 the most significant
responaibility of Education. Fduecating then ia proper directing.

Direction implies o goal—an integration, Man's supreme desive is to
attain the swmmim bomum—the greatest good, What that highest good is
depends wpon the individual's inclination. An cxnmple of it however,
should be: wholesome and full expresgions of the ereative and dynamic
human faculties. But such an end is attaineble sniy by the applieation of
Use integenting principle, Soundness and harmoniousness of the pliysieal
and spiritusl states must be fully realized, Aseetic repard for the unissn of
the Intelleet and the soul (s of transeendental importanes, Tor the domin
ance of the one will mean the deteriorition of the other. Only in such man-
ner of consonance or the integration of human personnlity sre we able to
think of Eduention,

Here, in this state of the sapreme good, life appesrs no longer s



dream, nor a delirium, nor o tediom but a profound glory: the universe
sepms mever more n chanee nor o chaos or confusion, but n purposive cos-
mas, Man in hiz integrated personolity becomes o master of his desting.
Instend of being a puppet of circumstances, he makes and eontrols them
go that his soul may dance the rhythim of reclization occasioned by the
musie of the spheres without and within him; so that he may experience
penuine Platonic love, and breathe in ecsiosy the atmosphere of fresdom
und wisdom ; g0 that with Boddha or Aristotle or Spinoza he may foel the
pure philosaphic joy of contemplating the union existing between the mind
and the whole of nature; go that, further, be muy transcend with Rant
the MNowmenal world—the realm of things-in-themselves:; so that, still
further, he may talie wing with Milton's heavenly Muse and sing his “md-
venburous song, thet with no middie flight intends to soar sbove the Aco-
ninn Mount, while it pursues things anattempted yet in prose or rhyme.'”
In this zenith of human Life browght about by Eduestion the sensunlitien of
luxury arve no longer confoasd with the delighta of the heart, nor elegance
of manners with delleaey of sentiment. Goodness, worth, beauty, truth be-
came the prevailing sentiment of man, Those exemplify the enduring idents
of Edueation—elear renlization of the intringic values or potentinlities of
lifie,

Having gainedthe stige of a highly desivable state of |ife, an individial
is muoved by n sense of duty to participate with his fellow-men in activities
ineentive to the full advancement of all. The augmentation of the mesning
of his life has beon mude possible by his natural or physieal, and psyehical
or gocinl environment. For it @ only in such surroundings that man's full
divolopment can be realized, Hiz edusition teaches him that pertisipafion
is the dynamo of progress, Groat and small achiovements arve the results of
participation or cosperation. Non-gsharing in common with others means in-
difference, meanness, lgnorance; It {2 stagnation, deterioration, death.
Prrticipiation 13 association, brotherhood, understanding; it i evolution,
enlightenment, life. Education imbues the students with the spirit of par-
tieipation; in troth, their achool activities wre the wholesome expressions
of such unselfish, free attitudes. Education inculeates in the student interna-
tlonal-mindedness; In faet, thelr manifest sincere good will toward their
fellow-studenta and all others from foreign lands indicates their infornon-
tionanl minds, Bduestion stands for virtuous spirit of participation,

But an educationnl institution founded upon selfish exclusive phil-
opophy b8 contrary to the commaon good. In truth, it ls that very arlstocra-
tie principle that has for centuries been disintegrating and submerging
human possibilities. Fortunately, FEdueation assumes universality, That
universality is demoerney—the infoprant philosophy of Eduestion of today,
if mot im other countries at least in Amerien. Only with & demoeratic phil-
osophy can Edueation strive to realize socinl justics, sccial eificiency, and
socinl hurmeny, The magnetic radiations and enchantments of the melodies
inherent in the smme bond allained by ndividiuals will bring about the
unification of the homan race. It s the same law of integration of an in-
dividual personnlity Tulfilled by Edueation that will operate on the spiritual



unity of humanity. That cosmos of humanity iz the BuUpreIne purposs and
goal of Edueation. The whole process of regeneration and harmonization
by Education of the entire human raes is the meaning of wiiversal orehes-
teribidon,

Intelligibly, Education is a guide to a wholesome, peaceful, enjoyalile
life. Eduention stands for Inowledpe—knowledge of how Lo live Wty
and expressively or participatingly. Ignorance of that {s the source of nll
evil, Man is g0 constituted that all his manner of existones is decidedly bru-
tish. Why the Creator made him that way fa beyond comprehension, It is
not justice to look upon Cod wean ignorsmue or chaos, We bocome soural
on our gltuntion because we do not understand it. But that is no eSO Wiy
we ahould creste our follies and blame the Maker, Perhaps it is all for anr
own good. Evil presumably |= indispensable to the renlization of good, and
that probably justifies oor carelessness, Maybe we are wrong again, 17
Milten, or the Hebirale Bible, b= cloar in that God had given our traditions
father all the will he needed but corrupted it, then we, the veritable de-
seendants of the poor old man, shoald know that it i foolish for usto eharg
the Great Principle with our misfortunes,

Anyway, Education is helping te alleviste our advorsities and miserle,
By virtue of its precepts, which are the varied experionoes of our adven-
turnus fellow-men, we are enlightened, nnd enlightened we become grenst
In cr thoughts and sttitudes to our brethren and 1o the Creator, By Edu-
cution we become strong, wise, mugnanimous: and magnanimous we P
inte o harmanions whole—p true civilized human race. And Mars will ba
the “Theban monster that prospered hor riddle, and him who solved it ek
devoured, that once found out and solved, for grief and apite east herasif
headlong from the lsmeninny steep,”

The public sehool represonts the universal instrument of Bducstion, 1t
touches the lives of the children of the masses, The public achool sffords
the poor the pricsless oppertunity of imbibing the st heritage of the
world to enrleh their spiritual endowments, The poor, who are frequently
the victims of injuries, injustices, and greed, constitute the bulk of hii-
menity. It in especlally for the upliftment of that number that the pulilia
achoal exigts: Their education means the moenl fores of humanity, the for.
mative element of true civilization. 1f the publie school is preserved, Edi-
ention will eventually beeome the real salvation of humanity, And Mars,
the Godof Wir, will then bo the ane forgotten man,



EPHEMERA
v

WALTER $COTT

[ eiw Phyills only twice. When she was introduced to me in my stadio,
1 waisn't at all impressed, It wes one of those evenings when the spell of
the ity seems Lo creep into people’s souls and wash them free of all petty
meannesses and cautions, lenving & grest desire for tife, adventure, nnd
FOrUAnCE,

Jim and 1 were holding opan house—1 forget the renson—nnd svery-
ane on the hill had torned oo, even the Hillinrds, who were slightly stiff
and really belonged more to Nob Hill than Telegraph, 1 suppose thol the
moonlight snd the soft sea breegs through the escalyptus trees had some-
thing to do with the prevailing atmosphere; amrway, it was different . . .
There was an expectaney of something very nice to happen . . . somoething
strange; but quite beautifol,

Connie Reynolds brought Phyllis along with het. She was almost
apologetic nbout her rather angular friend, and [ must confess that 1 wasn't
particnlarly attracted to Phyl; but Connle had o reputation for diseovering
people- . & .

Wi had o sort of unwritten code whereby neweomears wene nevar intro-
duced {o anyong exeept the host| S0 o8 soon as Connie had performed the
necesgary soctabilities with me and Jim, she left Phyllis to her own devices.

I forgot all about her for o long time, When | remembered nnd looked
around she had disappexred. Finolly T loeated her sitting in 8 quiet corner
watching the others eagerly, There wae something pathetic sbout her, The
look ofi her faee was reminizcent of the ald srgan-grinder who comes up
our alley and who wanted to be a grand opern singer. Something boaten,
yut hopeful, Her hair, o sort of agh color, was eaught up into a ragred bun
at the back of her head and little wizpa stroggled out around her ears.

As | watched her following the movements of the others so eagerly
with her eves, 1 folt o twinge of consciomes for neglecting her. [ had the
same Teeling as if 1 had unthinkifgly hurt a kitten, ag 1 started toward hep
eornet. But just when 1 was within a fow feol of her, Warren Helvatend
came up and began te tell me all about his idess of modern art, Anyonce
who knows Warren lnows thit he s no léss voluble on the subject than he
{8 rabid. When he finally stopped talling for o cocktadl, Phyliis had disap-
peared wEnin,

1 decided than that T weally wasn't responsible for her snyway; Col-
nie shouldn't have brought her ot nll, Having rtionalized to this extent,
1 eouldn't get her oot of my mimd. Whit there was abogt her to aftraet my



attention 1 couldn’t tell, but there was a cortain afr that was indefinable
and yet which held my thoughts constantly.

By this time the crowd was resolved itsalf Into small Eroups of twos
ind threes, The air was {illed with cigarette smoke and the emell of raw
gin and lemon pesl. The room bumeed with eonversations that were light-
ened oecasionally by a high-pitchod lough. My duties of hoxl wore ut o
stundstill for the present. With 4 sudden nostalels for fresh alr and soli-
tude, | edged my way towards the door and the moonlight outside,

Asl elesed the doors behind me, Tsaw o solitary figure lesning ngminst
the balustrade ot one corner of the Laleony. The moonlight shininge through
her halr turned it into s pale gold, nnd the shadows lant ey tell, thin figure
n lind of flowing grace snd beauty.

L felt myself an introder; so T atepped bebind » potted cypross trees
and gazed out over the shining panoramn of the eity, But T conldn’t keep my
mind off Phyllis, I peered at her around the sorner of my hiding place,
Bhirt was standing quistly and 1 conld ses the ript exprossion on her face
and knew the exultation in her soul over the besuty of the drepming eity,

Suddanly ghe began singing in a low elear voice filled with n atrange
quality of melineholic bosuty. T felt aetually guilty in my role of peeping
Tom ; so 1 decided that T must make my presgnes known, T steppad out from
behind the litthe tree nnd coughed disoreet]y, Phyllis stopped singing and
turned o quick glanee towird me. T falt some explanation necessary.

“I'm sorry,” 1 auid, “T wasn't going to tell you, but T've beon standing
behind this little tree, T didnt want Jou te stop, 1 only wanted you to know
I wis here,”

"0 Bhe siemed apologol be

“Wan't ¥ou o on singiog? 1 wish vou would1”

She turned to Jook vut over the moonbt hills, She scemed to hesilate,
Then with a slow, ealn voice shie sndd simply, Y1 should [ike to sing for yoo,
if you find any plessare in it

1 aasured her that T would be only toeo pleased if she wonold : and thon
ghe sang in her elear throbbing volee s litts song Trom the North, Sho
ealled it “Synnove's Song.” 1t tald quite simply and quickly the heartashe
of o womnn whiss childhood swosthenrt forsakos her after they grow up,
U'wondersd i it could alao be Phyllis's son. 1 wanted to sk har, but when
ahe stopped singing wo began to talk commanplues, trite conversation,
Gradually I managed to turn the talk to herseld, and she told me something
of her |ife.

Hesitatingly nt first, more I think beeatme she wisn't sire that 1 was
intereated, than from shyness, she spoke of her ently childhood. Conven-
tional home, oreed-bound. mother whose polden-ruls was self-alfasement,
The old theory that if ane has virtoes or talents, they will be discovered
and should never bo shown or cultivated,

Ehe told, more by tone of voice thin by words, of tho loneliness and
longings of adolesrence. T choked over the frail, teo-tall girl of sixtecn who
was gradited fram high sehool in an out-moded white frock and BeiEitle
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ghoes; when the others had evening gowna-and dancing slippers.

She spoke simply, in ber low, calin voloe, “T thought that after high
school 1 might be able to do some of the things T had slways wanted to de
Most of afl | wanted to sing, but my mother ssid thut only terribly uncon-
ventional and not very nice people worked in the stmosphire of the arts,”

“Rut,” T interrupted, “von don’t mean that you think we aren't nice ™

“0h, no." She raised her voice slightly, “1 said my mother didn’t think
g0 and that’s why T went on to normal school and be eame a thoroushly re-
spectabie English teacher whose greatest enthusinsms wers verb and punc-
tuntion marks."

1 suppose T muat have made somo gesture of aympathy then, for she
went on quickly: “0h, 1 didn't mind, really. You see | was a0 usied Lo belngg
drab und proper that 1 wesn't really anhappy. Only sometimes 1 gl had
some rather bod moments of wanting to be spontanecus. Bul after eight
vours of tenching 1 began to less that, Fven after mothor died 1 wansn't
very lonesame, T still had books and an eccasbonal day-dream,”

“Hut how did s ever mansge to come here?” [ queried, "Surely you
weran't tenching right here in San Francises ™"

“Ni, T suppose if 1 had been, things might have been different. 1 only
eume here after | had to stop teaching, You ses, 1 was never very well,
and fioally T begnn to cough o moch that T just couldn't go on, The doctora
suid ‘eonsumption’ nnd advised Arvisoma, Bub I wanted 1o do ot least one
thing the way 1 saw it; ao 1 decided to come to San Franeisco to die”

“To die!™ 1 was startled. Death is a strong word, and to hear it from
hir lips wos almost . incongraty.

Yo, to dic. What was the use of poing awny to a place I dida't like
in order to probong my 1ife, which 1 don't enjey T No, [ mean to make op for
all my indecisions and wenknesgas in life by my death,’”

“But how can you spenk so ealmly about 7 You don't know what
muy b before you, You may have yeurs of happiness ahead of you,™

Yo' re fust trving to be kind now."” She spoke once more in the queer,
fint voics with which she had first grected me, earlier in the evening, “I
husve nothing to lock forward to execept o sordid, fendful clutehing at ox-
istence, And when T get too tired to fight any longer, 110 simply dic o
mean and umavoldable death,”

Hhe looked up at me in the moonlight, Thers was a peculine strength
0 her éyves, or it may have been only a reflection from the moon.

1 felt ot lose for words, T didn’t know what to do, but I hod a fesling
that 1 shonld try to tall her out of it. “What of your friends—your rels-
tives—your sweetheart . . . eun they do nothing "

“Wothing, No ane can do nnyvthing; besides, 1 haven't any friends, reln-
Lives, or sweethenrts,” She spoke siowly but not eadly,

“Dom't you think that you might find someone to love you? 1 threw
thiz out in a vain hope that it would prove effective where argument might
tail,

“Ihy wou think T eonfd 7



“Why not? You are attractive and you have o besutiful vaiss. Suraly
it ahauldn't be hard Tor vou to make friends,”

“I'm afruid you're not being honest with me.” She aaid & with o Wy
smike, “Could you learn to love me? | . . or any of your friends?”

I fult that we were on firmer ground now: and T snswered MaOTE
lightly, T don't think it woold be tos diffiecult te love voo."

She looked at me for o moment with her head slightly to one side,
Then she moved elostr a0 that her hrowth stirred the air sround my e,
Imgtinctively 1 stepped back. She smiled again, “You see, yon were lving.
No, there is no poasibility of that happiness for me,"

“I'm-sorry.” 1 hed the Teoling of Betraving a blind boggar.

"Be honest with me for jost 8 momont, plesse” Even in the desaptive
moonlight 1 eould see that she was terribly in earnest,

“Admit that there is absctutely no hope of snything approaching hap-
piness for me, Even if there were it wouldn't be for very long. T would only
liring more misery into ths world for having grabbed ot the moon,"

I had to answer her truthfolly, T hated doing it . . . It secmed too
great a vespongibility, But I knew ahe was right, and she saw withastrunge
insight into my thougrhts.

Y ¢« o But T hate to think of your going out in such g way. All nlone,
Ian't there another way " | thought of the long-choked ruttle of death . . .
a hemorrhage in the night . . ., |

She turnsad sway from me and wilked to the balustrade. T thought she
wis loaking out over the city, but when | cime up to her T saw that she
wos staring down into the spring darimess. “How far down iz it7"° she
naked,

I shuddered, "It must be ot lonst 0 hundred fost—mayhe more,”

She was quiet for a long while. Finally she snid in n near whiaper,
“There is a bed of violets down there. T saw them ns we came, Benutiful
prrple violets . ., 1 can smell them way up here.”

“Yoe, they go all around thiz side of the house exeept where they have
excavated for a building next door.™

L don’t think sha had heard me ot afl, “If | were to full just right,
my fuce would be eruahed amongst them," she went on, Hor voice sounded
far sway ns though she were talling from another Inenrnation,

“But this is absurd " [ protested, “Insane. You really enn't do this sort
of thing.™

“Pleaae!” She threw back her hesd woarily, Please don't. 1t's uselsss ta
talle when your words sre so meaningloss,'

I towched her arm. 1 know,” T said hoskily. *'T anderstand. But why
mot wait unti] tomorrow, until the sun comes up—then everything will seem
different . . . everything will have & meaning, o porpose.”

The vein in her throat throbbed rhythmically as she spoke. “Dut 1
st it all so clearly now. Duylight wouldn't change anytbing: it would only
bendl eonfusion to my thoughts, 1 would have one more indecision in my
life. Pleass don't try to dissonds me now. You wouldn't want to roly me of
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the one moment of conragee and-atrenpth that T hove ever had.” She moved
hior hands pleadingly.

We stood there for o Jong time. She with her dream of tragie beauty,
and 1 with s sense of utter loss of fesling. Gradually 1 becume conscious
that the party inslde was beeoming more boisterons, T eould hear the radio
ind tha soft awish of feet on the floer, Phyllis raized her head. She looked
straight into my eyes and when she spoke her voice hield a note of exula-
tion.

“1 must do it now and pou must help me*

1 started to protest, bot she silenced me with & wave of her hand.

“You must help me, P'm not afraid . . . T'm glad . . . I'm going to do
it proudly . . . only 1 think that | may seveam . . . . That's where you
must help, 1 don't want Connie to know."

“How can we do it so they won't hear?” She beat her hand against the
railing. A quick thought tortured my brain and 1 strove to quiet (L. But
By will was too strong, She looked at me agin, “You know. Yeou heve the
ANEWEr . . . . Yoo must tell mel™

“The piano,” I apoke slowly, almost afraid to hear the words, “Would
it b load enough T

i didn't henr her answer, T only Jnow that sho assented ™ . . . and T'H
b singing. When I begin the second verse, you begin playing. Something
wild and beautiful, It needo't be very long. 1 won't have to wait for
courage.”

She walked with me to the long French doors through which 1 had
come put onto the baleowy. She put her hand in mine for just a moment
Samehow her eool touch made the whole gitustion seem eredibbe . . . .
Wa smiled ot eneh other, steadily and with a sertain pride . . . . Then she
turned nway and walked hack towards the ruiling.

1 opened the door glowly and stepped into o strangely artificis] world,
Ot there on the baleony was truth ; and here , . . smoke-drenched air, we-
qualntances changed by the unreality into lovers, dim eorners, low luagh-
o
1 went quietly towards the piano and sat down. Faintly through the
closely eortuined window T heard Phyllia begin to sing. 1 thought of her
now, seeing her with her head thrown back and the vein at the side of her
threat throbbing a rhythm to the music, 1 wanted to keep that vision.

1 began to play o Sibeling Prelode . . . “something wild and beauoti-
Tl esa

Eilly White strolled up, He stood for s moment with his hands on my

Y How cxn we do it a0 they won't hear.” She beat hor hand agrinst the
laughed into my enr,

“Wazan matter, kid—had too much to deinc™



DAFFODILS FOR DINNER
v

PATRICIA HEALY

The daffodils in the jade preen bowl looked festive. Anna closed thi
deor and leaned appinat it to leok at them, She falt justified for havinge
Leugcht them ; more than that, she was gpled that she'd Lought them, She'd
tse Lhe tablo—eloth with the vellow border and pet along with ns few serv-
ing things as possible—let the daffodils and jade have full sway over the
fenat,

Ehe felt suddenly pleased with the apartment. She hadn’t renlly ap-
preciated how splendid it looked after the house-cleaning thls morning:
too Cired to notice, But now, coming in from the third shopping trip of the
duy, she was delighted. The lightness and gabety were Just right. Some
time, when they had some money and & real house, she'd like to go in for
unusanl effects and impressive arrangements, But for now, this was right,
Even the smalloess and imexpensiveness of it all amused her, Sunlight
flooding in, light woodwork, bright priots; sod yellow daffodils in a jado
green bowl, all repdy to be the centerpioce ol i grent occnsion—~the preal
ocension of the year,

“Oh, It's going to be fun. IU's peing to be lovely. & first anniversary !
A very exelusive coleliration will be enjoved by Bay snd Annn Norbert”
The exclusiveness, of courss, was neceszary for financial ressons; but no,
thust wasn't entively it, It would be wonderful te be alone, A first angiver-
sury was sowmething: it was worth being extravagant for, Well, she had
Lewn : porterhonze steak and daffodils,

She shook heraell awsy from her abstractions. With a funny little
grin ot herself and the world in general, ghe strode across the bed-lving-
dining room and opened the French deor to the kitchon with two Cingeea.
Juat ps this feat was accomplished, one of the packages she'd been balancing
g0 neatly Lumbled 1o the floor, "Oh—oh gosh ! The booak.” Shi pushed (o and
deposited her other things on the droining board. When she knelt to pick
up the package, her syves were wide open, {rightened. Bot the ligtle blue
baok hodn't been hurt at all,

She sat back on the floor and looked at it “Well, John Edgar Eamsay,
you worried me more than 1%d ever have thought vou capable of doing."” Oh,
Ray would be thrilled. Ramsay was his adored one, his hero. He'd known
him for i while 1o eollige, and he'd watehed him over ginee—~{rom o dis-
tanee, This lntest volume had come out only last week, ond she knew ay
was longing for it. Well, he should have it ; she was gind,

“Alter
a wave hreaks,
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tha white bubbly water

widies nround

the roels.

Then

it surges back in layers,

like postry eream

bagrinning to thicken

in n howl."
She shuddered slightly., Personally, she didnt like it; she'd rather not do-
mosticnte hor oeean. But it didn®t matter, Ray wonld be thrillod.

Htill, these feativities were going to be somewhat exponsive. Maybe it
wna gilly; ho mightn't ke [, after all. But oh, it wouold be fun, He'd be 50
surprised ; they hadnt snid n word about the date—none of those wifely
hints, not for hers, “But | wonder i[f—he’ll remember,” Then she jumped
up from the floor, carried the book over to the end-table, and looked nt
hersell in the mirror above (it "Anna, old girl, stop being 0 damned senti-
mental ; you're becoming odiously ferninine, He probably won't remamber.
How conld you expeet him toT O Tay! He wouldn®t be Bay if he romom-
bared, would he?™” That didn’t matter. It would be fun to surpries him with
the gift and the feast. She leaned her cheek against the mirror, “Just the
same, it would be niee if— Oh, don’t be silly.""

[ ] L - ] )

With two hours to go, she was getting all the combined thellla of diree-
tar, stage manager, electriclan, costume mistress, and leading lady. The
table was drawn oul into the middle of the room, all ready to be set, The
salad was almost fixed ; and it was going to he good. Anna stood in the
little udale between the sink and the stove and pushed her hair out of her
eyes with the back of her hand. “Phew | Waman, woman, why don't you
got n litthe Bl of system Into vour activities! Everything's half done.
Oh, gea!™

She went into the main room, peshed the eushions off her hope cheat
in the eorner, and fished oul the table-cloth. Aunt Susan! A week after the
wedding she hid come to see the bride and brought this eloth, Anne eould
still see her spreading it out—a tiny, wreinkled little Indy with pioreing,
flashing eyes and beautiful hands covered with rings. Just at that point
Anna froge thers, staring at the table, She could hear the littls merry volod
snying, “Some doy, my dear, you'll be setting a table for powr benefif.
You'll want to make the most of the gold In your hair, Well, wall, vellow's
a gond color for that; you ean vee this eloth. And a light from above is
good, too. Some day you'll want "em.” Anna clutehed the eloth. Surely net
that! But of course not. 1t had never ocenrred to her—she'd been thinking
of the daffodila.

Several minutes possed before Anna spresd the eloth on the table
She smoothed it out—a Beauty. It looked perfectly even on the table exeopt
for one little bunch of tight wrinkles at the very middie. Sho bit her lip—
hard, Then she got the bowl of daffodils and set it delibarately, firmly, on
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top of the wrinkled place, The mark of that feantle clutel would never
ahaw now s (e daffodils wore gay and bright.

It didn’t take fong to Iny the lable, and then the sslad elnimed the mt-
tention of the mistress of the house. She had fo admit that it was deliciows;
wiell, perhiaps o litle more salt. She put the two salads into the eoaler and
wiit to stand in the doorway, The table was o delight ; everything built up
o the flewers, just a8 she had planned. Tt was beginning to get dark now:
hetter pull the drapes and have some lights,

She stood at the windew for 4 minute and fooked down at the stroet,
The window lights in the little shops wetn on, A strect ear foll of pesple
want Ly the first load of shop people coming home, Yes, of course, it was o
quarter pait five now; about an hour more, Whit a surprlse Tor Ray when
b caie in. She wanted him to be surprised—but maybe he would rememn-
Ber, That would be nice, too, She pressed hor lips Hghthy agsinat the win-
dow-pane and glosed her eyes; then she jerked hersdll up and wiped away
the two whitish blurs left by ber Hips, The drpes wore deswn together
ruther abroptly,

Now about lghts. Maybe just the lamp on the end-talle—but no, that
wiouldn't be fair to the flowers. A light Trom above s good, too.”" Har
fails dig inte her palm. Really, all this was too stupid, too wtterly stupid.
The coiting light was directly above the eontor of the table, and & would
Lie just the thing—for the bouguet. She walled over to switch on the light ;
her atops wWers long and swinging. There, it was splendid; all bright and
golden, She prinned. And if it did Lring out the gold glintz in her hair?
Whist nhout it? Nething sgainst that, really,

It was jroing to be grand, a real eelehration, *We may hove bto opt
eribsls Tor the rest of the week, but a feast we shnll have tonight.” They
must—married n weir, and overything. Marrded 2 whole vear 1o Ray;
funny! Not funny; magnilicent. First anniversarics. were supposed {o be
torvibie, Well, this one wouldn't be, She loved Hu..'.r. and he loved hor—
didn't hoe? OFf conrse! And it would be perfect.

A long yellow gown with & high collar and flowing elesves would have
beon wondertul, And jnde earrings, “But how could you manage that, Anna,
alil yrivl, when you have to cook and serve the dinner? Steaks at that, cooked
ok the Isst second, while Bay finishes his ealnd. Besides, vou haven't o long
yellow gown and jade earrings; so planse snap out of it."

She could ehangne these solid-fooking axTords for pumps, though, and
put on thut yellow linen dreag, Yellow? “I'll wear a green one; 2o there,”
Bhe snapped her lingers defiuntly townrd the table and the lewers and the
single fight,

A quick wiish, & fresh male-ap, black prmps, mnd the green sport dross
tiade her fe¢ thrilled, all over again, The boy eame with the erenm Juat as
she wis rolling her fips together (o gol the line for rouge on the lower lip
dhe findshed the mouth and rushed to the door.

“Good evening, Mra. Norbert. Say, did you ovdey table cream end
pastry eresm?™

"Heflo! Yes, both."
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“Well, I'll have to run down again for it. I'm sorry, but you hoardiy
ever order both ; I wasn't surve. Back in 2 second,"

*1 kmow. That's all right. But this is speclal tonight, see?

She was still smiling when hie came back with the two quarter-pinl
botthe, Bhe took them wnd tanpood back to the kKitchen, How awlully ex-
travagunt! But she wae 2o glnd—sa0, 80 glad; about the fonst und the wift
and the evening. It was almost time now, She'd better get going, She be-
gan whipping the ervam with muech pusto: maybe that thing about thoe
ocean wisn't 20 bad, There was something—; ol, she dido't care, not st
all. Tt didn't matter o hit, This dinoer was golng to be o preat suceese, Shis
pul the eream in the cooler heside the salad and the anchovies and the jollo,
Then she put the vegelables on the stove, For onee everything was going to
bt Just ready on the dot. A festival! Everything proper, everything lovely!
She even washed all the dishes she'd vsed so far. The kitehen should be ull
nenk, too,

The table wis better every time she looked. All the rest of the room
seemied to fade off, forming o shadowy background for the brightness and
goldiness of the table, She filled the little black clgurette box and put the
new Lok Leslde i She patted the blue cover affectionately, even while
ahe theught of the mark thiz ose purchase hod made on the week's grocory
allownnes,

Everything wug practieally rendy now; she wished he'd comos. She
did so want the timing to be exactly right. She brought the two saluds in
amd plaesd them on the table, with three olives and two plckles on each
plate. Maybe it would be & good ides to serve soms more in o little dish:
but ne, too many things on the lable would spail the effect of the yellow
flowers in the green bowl, When the water glosses were filled and the
ehairs drawn up, she begun to wish—Gee, |t was their anniversary: he
might have managed, Bot how gilly | Of course he wouldn't remember: she
eouldn't expect him {0, Anyway, he wasn't really late vel. “Don't be such
o fussy old woman : relox, relax,™

& -4 W%

Before she answered the telephone, she dealned the vapetubios and
covered them again § they wore eertainly done. Everything wae sel now ex-
eapt the seasoning, and then the steak afterward, The phone had rung three
times before she dived for it. “Hello. Ok, Bay—hella!™ . . .. . Oh I—I'm
awfully sorry, bul of course if you ean't help it, —Oh, sure, dear, T know,

Well—a—I"ll hioid it up for a while then, huh?, . ... What? I don't get it
..... You meap—quite late? ..o Oh. ... 0h. ... . 0h .5 .. Yea,
e Yes, surely, Coodlye

Annn stood there, guite still, for o long Hme, holding the phone in her
hande, Then with a bound she snatehed the little blue book from the end-
table; elammed it to the floor. Her testh wore elonched, and ler Uy were
full of tears. She wes shaking, shaking ke o daffodil in o strone wind.

She knelt down quietly thon and picled it up, 1ts pages were smogthed,
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and it was Inid gently on the table, The trembling and the tears hod passed.
- - - - -

The knife, especially sharpened for this task, divided the steak nicely.
She put the half with the eheice little section Just next to the bone on s
phnte and started to the cooler with it. Then, with lips curled a little, sha
earried that piece over to the stove, where the frying pan was heating, She
put the other half, the hall which had no special little seetion, into the
eonler. But back at the stove, with the Tork holding the meat polsed above
the hot pan, she eonldn't quite make it One lttle sob, n moaffled “Oh, God,"”
and she onee more took the better plece over to tho cooler, Then quickly,
deftly, she placed the seeond-best half in the sizeling fat.

Her snlad was half-eaten when shoe had the idea. She laid down her
fork wnd gased at the daffodils; then stared inte the light of the glebe
above her, Her hiand trémbled again, just o little, as she lifted the jads
gren howl aside. The tght ereases wers still there, She replaced the bowl
nnd rose from the table,

1t was hurd to deag the big srmchair over to where that heavy mireor
Juhn had given them was hanging. The mirror itself was frightfully heavy
as ihe litted It down and set it on the floor, She pushed the chair baek into
place and, with a gasp, picked up the mirror wrain, She tottersd with it
Lo the chair opposite her own at the table. Tt Jooked ridiealous, propped np
on its side in the chalr, reflecting the tuble and the daffodils,

When the stenk was on the table and she sat down agin, her eves re-
fused for p minute to take part in this weird scheme of hers; but she foreed
herself to look. Set faw, grim lps, aching eyves; they were sll reflected,
Anna lughed—a dry, harsh lnugh. Then ghe looked apain, The daffodila
wire Lhe most important thing in the pleture—and—the yellow did bring
ont the glints in her hair, Really very eharming. She cut o piaco of stonk
and chewed it Chemly, watching erself all the time, The meat was cather
difficult to swallow, somehow, She deank some witer, Whon she looked into
the mirror again, the gold glints were seintillating oddiy, and the doffodila
were blurred, She pushod hor plate away.

These wers the lest things she saw as hor head dropped Torward—
daffedils and pold lghts in her halr,
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BOfSU AT THE ORGAN

My hands upon the kéve-—a first sweel straln,
And T forget my weary body's pain—

Forget the pain, and while my fingers run,
The torment and the rhapsody nre one,

And T forpel—forget that T am less

Than all the world of men in manliness,

AI:E’J I forget—Tlorget—and suddenly

The organ whinnies snd Bossu is Troe!

Stallion of song! My tonee hecls press

My twisted knees in wild distress

Agninat thy heaving soaring side . . . .

The winds and sheer strewn elouds 1 ride!
Thy hot hooves thunder slong the ground

And shatter the pygmiss by their sound—
The men whe erawl though their limbs are straight
I pity them! pity them ! 1 conld hato

Their lifted lips, their curious leers,

But they weep at my music—1I'll pity their tears,
Thedr hearts are hburtled, but mine is hurled
Through singing space to a resl world

Where saints exult and demons gloat

At the strange wild song in my organ’s throat,
The angels with their souls athirat

For music from the song stream burst

From out their vapid clay confines,

Too full for want of wings and spines,

Too full of ecatasy to know

More than the sweet symphonie flow,

And God who listens hath forgol

The sinners that He daomned to rot

In brimstone fire. The music swells , . . .

It renches Lo the atter hells!

And eyes of agony roll back

In sockets that are scorched and black

To glimpee the wondrous watarfall

Of sound . . . . And God, the God of all,

Rapt spellbound in its swesknoss, aleeps . . . .
And through the hell-gate swift it sweeps!



Then midst the harmony o liss

QOf flame expiring slithers . . . . Thia

Is breath returning to the burmed |

The tide of tolerance hath turned

The searlet conls to steaming soot,
Unloozed the eld Ygpdrasill's root, -
And cooled the seething sons of wrong;
And purged them in the peals of song,
The spheres swing myriad and far . . . .
On every note there streams o star , . . ,
The universe unfurled iz mina,
Eossu's—the dwarf of twisted apine!

Ha, God! Behald my grinning faee
Thut seorns thy reptile human race!
I, pity? Yen, God, join my shriek!
Sardonic shall the organ speak
The serawny shape of men . . . .

Oh, Pain!
And I am humped Bossa again,
The last chord quivers and subsides ;
My gtallien blowa, for no one rides
And rveing him. Walt ., . . . Thou steed of mine . . . .
Thy master . . . . and his twisted spine,

JEAN SEWELL PENMN
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