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Senntor James 13, Phelan bequeathed to the San Jose State College the sum of
810,000, the annual income of which was o be awarded 1o studenta for excel
tence in poetry and for the Montalve Contest as sponsored by hime  The cash
prizes made possible by the generosity of Senator Phelan have stimulated
keen interest in creative writing throughoot the college. The speaker of the
day at the Phelan literary program was Mr, Llowd C. D\Huﬂiﬂ!. noted novelist
and becturer, 4 In this issoe are [ound the contributions meriting awards
and honorable menton. This issue of El Portal, containing the fifth
annual literary awards, is dedicated to the memory of the
sponsor of the contest. Senator James 1), Phelan.
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o Elegy for a Beloved Teacher
By Euzanern Smow

§ s mary sludents moum the loss
whar wan thelr tencher and their friend
Who undersiood the golden and the dross
W And pever colled an hopr too good to spond
In helping those who asked for hin pshvice
B bellinnt man. possesning mabchless tremanre
O intellect well scosoned . wizh the spice
O pangeat  hemor, yer he Fevsed warm |;||r-||::||'n'
In ing jusr s Christ, did every day
Among the lowiy. giving hin light
|.L1III.'| Ve froen now, wi ¢ hends ARe grey
ﬂuJ i has iopshed o mist o lucid sght
||:-.' atudenis who mre yrieving for Eim now
Wil aeill recnll him,  Each ooe whis sirvives
Wil haold his LTI T reifemler o
Hre qave krghl Yhreods 10 weave inim their lhes

Those who hove never mown him as & guide;
Who might kave shured his pe ;

il i riclnesa i1 be kol oot dic

firm benenth the sharp atantrophs
their berevvement mbae of Tar misee
mi that of all who mones hiz paEsing o
_'I.’l-'-llh him hes deified o some other =hore

The snaprration they will sever koow

CARL HOLLIDAY

[879=—1936
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Meditation

By EvizanerH SHow

1 possed the slow wmmlhe.u]:mtdn;h

Hend down, lips atill, heart closed against the world,
But when vou came with knghier In your eyes;
My lwart ahook off its dreasing and ualurled.

It was ao Jovely for a ligle while

To do the. things that I had never dane—

Fling hack nry head o peet the winds roogh hiss
And run beside you singing in the son!

When you hoad gome, | folded up my heart

And cemed the song you tanght me bow 1o ging.
My hend |s bowed: my lips are duilet now,

But tn the dark [ bear o whispering,

March Moming

By Epcarn Hammsox

The swept parsboln of moming. sky

Is like the bluest Hofland kitchen, clean

And glastentng sn Chinn caps thid lesn

Agninet o spotlesy cupboard wall.  Way high
Above a row of dancing poplars, fly

Two colpred kites . . . with digping quick, the gheen
0 one—a silken yellow—Hashes leen

Across the orc of sunlight o your eye.

The cptch of windy Angers at your halr

In lke & joyous (] . . . Your spiris soar

Alang e grasstopa—curve to meet the nrch

O blie—zoom past the diving Idtes. The air,

S0 cool, supports you high above the oor

Od patrorned Earth . . . vou sull the winds of March,

Auwakening

By Barrox Wooo

On o shoft of lght faith fowsnd theen,
Through the fog of doubt around theis
Like & alsield did peace aurround them,
In the dark.

Time crept by on litle mowse feet
Henven grasped thels very heart best:
Love had come ta make thie life sweet,
In the dark

Came & vision straight and star beight;
Like two busmished rails i mooalight.
Marched their life 10 ooe divine Iu.h]h.
In the dark,

Elizabeth Barrett Brouming

By ELizapeTH SHow
1.

Yours wak o potlest heart.  Throisgh deeiry years
OF saffering und dorknem, creeplog by

On leaden feet, you ottered po outcry

To trouble with Vour griel anothers ears

IF oz shed bearm. they were the secret doars

O unshiared: sorrow: with your pale cheeks dry
Aol with your prood dark head held bravely high
That none might know your agombes, yvour e,
You met obwervant eyes. You were oot strong

If strength is measured by the Hesh and bone,

But those who say thit you were weak are wrong,
Fiw voir endaied withoo! o sanmi? moan

By yoor tenscidas smirt yenrs as Jong

#As unearoed purgatory, all alome.

7

Yoor life was winter-bound like some bleak tree
Standing in solitude upon o hill

Whre every possing doy wia deab and il
Wrapped in o blanket of monotany

And hoavy sorrow, yaou oould nat toresee
A.H.mzhlynm:l. when with & new, sweet theill
You would awake o ferl spring break the chill
With tender Nngem, foel her st you free
Ymdidmthmwthu.tﬂu&hldpdlmull’mvm
The lovely kind of spring that, coming late
After o bitter winter-tlme in througl

Is mate than doubly worth the dismal wait

Bt dusing all your dreary years He koew

That He wouald give you love to compensate.

S

Yeour late love, betng very rich and deep,
Whaa far tos great for silesce, or for dole

In Nttle portions: you st glve it whols,

A singing thing, it sarged within, o leap
From you in lyrics that you could oot keep
Within the secret spaces of your soul

Qld barriers were uaeless to control

This foed of strong emation in whose sweep
Tradittons of a fife were tom apart.

You gang your love out in sweet affinence,
Ardl in the besuty of your ardent ast

You spoke for mute, unnumbered women thence.
Dt of the Iuﬂnﬂlﬂmm’n‘hﬂrt
You gave 1o love immoral doquence.
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O Thou Fair Moon

By WiLuiam McLuan

WHE‘N she lind gone imio the house again, Marha
stopped before the hall mirrar, cbserved her
round fmce glamly i the forwasd-leaning glass, and
hmg her brown <ot on one of the three empty,
twisted-tron hooks below the mirrar, ‘The gorment
drooped thinly against the Inded biue birds and pink
Rowers of the wall-paper.  There wan & lsght brown
weater stndn occompanied by @ shght bulge rannlng
vertcplly down the semm of ihe wall-paper ab the
right of the mirree.  Marthn ataced for a bisnk secand
al this famnifine mark, and then, with n sugoestion of
wearlness | her misvement, tarmed her eyen bock o
her teflectiom.  The pale eveiting light Atered through
the scresm door, throwing oll the nterior object inbo
sad, umcerinln posturen.  Through the apen door-
way leading from the hull to the dining-room-kitchen
pould be glimpsed. the wom top of o mahogamy takbe
hall covered by n oewlydroned table cloth folded
dioshle, on which rested a dull Bloe sugar bowl with
§ spoon i it and & paie of saleand-pepper slukers,
The aoand of her oother's step In the adjoining roam
called up to Mariha's mind the image of the slt-and-
pepper shalers, wtanding like iy lat sobllers at wi-
wntion.  She drew o long breathe relaxed her mouthe
snd penched ber roaged lswer lip between her feeth,
all by while watching her reflection in the erdrror
She raisesd hor eyebrows, and tuming her hesd {rom
wide |0 mide. patted her beown hatr lightly, For a
mtsent she peered af ler white, round face in the
dim light. She conld feel the threadbare rag beneath
her feet.  When she wis a lbithe girl, she had sat on
st rug amd pulled st the fsasely that fringed both
ends of it The smell ol cocking ceme b her nos-
trila.  She pressed her lips togethes, did with a Hred
froovre went lumguiclly fo the door and stood loaking
ait. The book she had been reading on the posch
wils still in her hand.  She mn her Angees over the
ampoth surface of page thirty-twa,  'With her eyva
suddenly tear-dimmed. ghe looked vagoely ot the aent
page of print, It wae o new boole. Her 8ngers moved
aver the slick surfnce of the paper, A tear Hoeed
down her check and Into the comer of her mouth,
She clossd the boak with o hang and held it mgaimt
her hresst for & minule while she lesned ngaimst the
door-jnmb. gnziog inte the street

Tt wan the early part of spring. and n lew delicate
Bladles af grmas were grosing oot of the packed gromnd
betwgen the side-walk and ihe curhatane, Across the
atreel o bree ristled softty in the dim air.  Ono the

Ieigh eri-bar of the telephone pole standing by the
tree & lorge brown bisd colled once or twice. The
eky woa mapidly growing darke  Severnl stass ap-
peared, to be seen intermitectly between the ragged
cloude.  The air was prophetic of mén.

The sharp volce of her mother i the litchen as-
siled BMortha's enm: TGet oot of here with your
trichs.  you  lle beatl”  Martha's  edght-yeor-ald
lwother, Ammold. rmn giggling fram the kitchen and
bruahed past her nn be ulnmmed oul the door,  “Be
guiet, can't you!" she cred ongrily after hin dissp-
ppnring form, buf e di3dm't troohle almsell #o fing
back & reply. M hairried departure had lefr the
screen door aliphtly open. The springs had heen woak
ax long ma Mortha could remember.  In s sudden fif
ol irritation ahe yrasped the handle and jerked the
dour ahsl with & vioknt bang. “Stay shot ypoul”
she whirpered fiercely,

Alice a while a mivt-Hke wearineis secmed 0 step
tnte ber legs.  She twned slowly, nearly letting the
boak slip from her hand, oed walked throogh the
idtchen It her bedroom.  She dropped the ook om
2 amall table and sat down sprngify on the bed, The
room was dork. Through her window she could see
o yellow sguare f imlechor gleaming from the side
al the howse next door.  She cooght al:uht o i large
gray and bliack cat curled up aléeping on the white
coverfet of @ bed  Ad she wat there, it scomed thay
wverything grew very gubet.  She lstened mpidly for
2 moment. Presently & dog borked several Blocks
away, Dishes clattered in the kitchen—elogquent of
the gathered Tamily and the evening meal. She hent
higr heal. aned copefilly, morcazly, rbhed hee left
thigh with her hand,

The fansitar noizes &n the ktchen rose tn o Inmilinr
crescetdo aa dinmer-time approached.  Her mothes
wos ielling the three boye to wash thelr hands, as she
always did  Mixed with the childish chatter nid the
jangle of kitchesware, her father's wobce was demnmd-
Imij the evening paps. There was 3 nervom sChiping
of Teet nnd chokrs on the Bnolesm Soor, “As Bartha
leaned lorward in leisurely preporstion fo qetting wp,
a wisp of cabbage-smell come o ber nostrile.  She
sar i her minl & ligle man, dbgustingdy Fat, fechly
strugpling, pinned through his protruding siomach o
o wall lke an insect in a collection.  She poae quickly
nnil wenl into the kitchen,

Her mother's lxie was greasily Back, and a straggle
of it drooped down her cheek ag she glanced af her
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daughter coming . Mre Teresino wan sharp i hes
speech. bt ber black eyes could be gentle. "Cam
min, cars mia,” sald Mre Tersalnn softly, ber dark
lashes lowerdng far an Instant, ss she tumed agedn to
har coskdng,

lIr. Teresing, blonde and excitable, talled hoppily
of Prealdent Rooseveld, and expressed angry and pro-
Tand i it with the Sugp Cauart, "Why," be
asked with rpid coaviction, “why shoaldn’t Roosse-
velt be elected dictntor instend of |ust president? Why
should such & good man e mede o quit after four
yearal  We ahould keep hald of this leader as kng
ok we con. Can we find 0 man like him every day—
ar every loor years? Mal lan't that so, MarthaT

"1 don't kmosy,  Maybe sa” she sald.

“Reosvalt can nsake thin country the strongeat, the
ot powerful comntry i the world™ be went an
“1t already b5, but he can make it even grester. Every
ather country will be afrodd of we wod he will be
the great symbol of owr power,”

Martha spoke withowt looking af her Father. It
sevmm (o me were not wny better of now than when
he was elected,”  She looked up from her plate snd-
denly, pushing it uway. She thought intensely: “All
I aee o dirg—dirt!”

Fler fnther mbed if she wasn't hungry, and she said
she wamn't,

Ader dinner, widle Marthn ond ler mather were
washing the distees, Bill Armo was hearsd coming oE
the froot sbeps. Mortha's eyes Followed a white curl
of steam rising frome the soapy dishpan, The' deor-
bell jingled.

“Thats Bill. 1 recognized his step,” said Mr, Tere-
ginn.  Somebody apened the dooe, and Bill's wvalce
waa beard in the hall;  “In Murtha "

“Femh. In the kilchen” drowled s iosdifferent
SOQMIDG,

With consliderable atsurance, Bill sauntered inio the
racan, “Hella, My, asl M. Teresing,” he aald. and
then, with o soft smile in his voice, “hello, Martha."

"Hie, Bill,” she sadd, smiling a BHetde. "1 be
through bere In a minute "

Bl wa drwssed ap in his best chothes, and hia Black
bl hod been brushed very amooth aod shisy, Marthe
was sure he was poing to ask her to go somewhere
with hine probahly the mowvies. As she dred the
dishes, she teled o think of a good way o say no
ta him,  The warmth of the kitchen seemed 10 in-
crense ond press drowsy fiogers on her eyes  Bill
started o talk to ber fatber and mother. © She watched
the wapishing steam curl Gp fresn the dishpan, The
voices at her back grew Blurred and deeam-fke. They
seemed to be distunt and unearthly, a8 il echoes from
& great volil.  Her haods seemed to move by them-
selved.  Suddenly rthe converantion ceased, and alse
terned wremitd o fnd everybody looking at her

“Whut™ she asked.  Aa Bill started to speak; Mrs,
Tervaimo repeated, “Bill would Eee you o go with
him to see “The Garden of Allak’. He says it's o
color picture.”

Blarshea looked at Dill's blee te pod smiled auto-
maticnlly.  “Why, I'd love o go with yon, Bil,
but—1 hawe n bendache just beginming. mod if 1 go
= the show, if's baund to get wurse,”  She lsughed
shortly, “T'm awlally soery, Thonka anyway lor
asking e,

She thought, ""Mow he'll aay, What shoot o=
marrow might ™

"What abowt fomorrow night?  The sume pictiare
lie plaving.” he =aid.

“Sare, ld be glad to go; BilL" she smiled.

Then they went aut on the porch.  The sky seemed
te be clearing, but there hail been & liftde min, The
stredt was gleaming darkly in the yellow kmp-light.
Mow ond then o car whined by, The atr feht Fresh
and cold,

"Chat ke dn the air 1 be good foc your head-
ache”, Bill said, with oo efort keeping his honds off
the girl.

“Yea Ite pretty cold, though.” She lenew be was
staring at her, although she didn'i look ot hime  She
thought, “Why doesn’t he go home]”

"Martha,” he sabd. The inflection was fumiliar,
She stood motionless, walting. The moon, large and
white, sadled out of & clowd. She thought "This i
like o wtoey.” ol ahivered alightly from the eold
She lelt Bill's warm hand on hes arm.  FPor o second
she won still. thinking: “In & mioute be'll kis me
it I doo't stop hisn,”

Bill's vaolce, Jow, and cloae o her enr. woa saying.
"1 lowe you, Martha ! She fele his breath, smelling
fuintly sour; against her cheek.  Soddenly she jesked
away, siying harshly, "Yes yeal | know!" and with
an Asrjtated shrsg of ber shoolders she meved iy,
She thoeght, “Now he'll be burt” She glanced half-
tenderly at him, and, encouraged, he come towand
her, saying. "You keow | dove you mare thas any-
oue elie in the whole world, Marchs, 1 love you se
much 1 con't say it T can’t tefl you” Hin vobce
ulhr:'-w solt and rich with love. “That's the truth, Mar-

She turmed ber bead quickdy. Al ut ence ghe felt
It wan might, and cold, and very sbsard that she s
o't in hed  She wsw Bill's Face near in the moomlighe
His skin seemed greasy o the fmimt light. szl his
lair shoae,  Peeling his arma suddenly aroond ber.
Martha's body cghtesed with rovulson, She squinmed,
angry-faced, froim his graap,

"Oh. get away, Bill" she eried, "You inake me
whekl™

Then she rouglily. Jerked open the door and went
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mto the hoose, suddenly leaving the porch empty and
uist.

Alier standing a surprised moment in sifence, Bill
warted to wiep of the porch, bat Mrs Teresino came
out of the house, umd he tusned o hear what she
had i sy,

“Daom’t mind how Martha acted tonighs Bl She's
kode nervoun”’ she anid quietly.

She gave him a knowing look, ond then grmoed
reassurangly:

"Come mgaln soon, Bill"

Thanks ] will, M. Teresdng,”

Hi begon walking sbowly home. Beight and large.
the moon sailed awiltly throogh the thinming cloods
dverhead. He seemed bo feel i his lsemri o kind of
gentle sadness and pity, and his eyes grew thoughtful,
hls pace sl more leisarcly, [l wan a long time be-
fone he gar hame

For Rupert Brooke

By Buzasern Ssow

Yo loved this kife so well, and, being young,
Your songa of lovimg were but parily mng
When with your throbhing pulse, yoor eager hreath,
Their' full, fch csdences wise quenched by desh,
Ao yet, God. having Fashioned such a som,
Woald mever fling o ohlivion

Vour vitl joy, your lyrio snll unheard

Oh. pirely somewhere, living, utinferned,

Beyoosd our senses tungd o earthly things

The peefect, rediant spirit of you sings!

Plays

The editors of £ Porral regret that the length of the prize-
winning plays prevented their being published in this magazine.

MaTmiarcH, First Brize oo, Elizabeth Bedford

Jean Haolloway

|
He Wao Warxs Wirn Tae Winp, Second Prire |
: |

France Lives Forever, Thicd Prize o oooeereres Jean Halboway |
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Chronicle of Four Years

By Hexrr Ring

H{}Lﬂiﬁ of walking in the streeos ar might, suwr-
rounded by med, bonely, sibnt, and alood; mufed
it the cloaks of their own hopes and fears.  Owver
them lay the cold Pacific fog, and above the fog wers
thw stars gnzing allently on the mountpins of civiliza-
tion below thesm ol the [bile men who crawled in
their vales.  Far ages the aimm have looked on the
earthy, amd for countless centuries those littde men
Bave groped thelr wilk throogh the ngonies of thoogtit
el eosacioiniss, i he wen coe of tsese men,
in the streets af this city, drinling 8 mun's presence,
the cold night. the moment izl amd the tmmensity
of all af & Casting his eyes about hint and mar-
murlsg ae iudible scmething o bimeell, he threw a
clgaret butt jmio & Thisd Street gubier, and comscious
of the st loaked wt she cigaret 0 momenst, souiled
mirthdeasdy,  and |Jnl.‘burr.'|nq;| s cant collar  tighter,
turmed up Howard Street toward his rooming  hawse,

In the darknesa of his room, guite alose. be lay on
his bed and neendd over in lds mind some lnes which
be hail read m few pights before,  “Why is man
fram hin childhood omwards, allieed by distance. by
the things wide and deep and high by the unkoown
and dangerous, by the things that enable him to swing
hin lifie reund or even 1o lose B for the sake of some-
thiivg o soosebody!  Wold: dhis hove been pogsible
il oar lot were confined 1o thet which God ‘lsas: given
ws', only to the earth, anly to thia one life? Obwvions-
Iy God ham given us mmch more,” Feeling the my-
sterioun trudh, the adventure mnd the challenge of
these words, be pondered them and thosgh of him-
self, wix monthe belore, standing beside a Califorsia
highway, his suifcase on the ground and his right
hond radsed enmtreatingly sb the paming care  For
over ot bour he hasl sood there, enchaited by the
green plaine streiching away befooe him and the dis-
tant mountwin range bordered by the nshen sky. He
Tl hesi leaving home, the small high school from
which he had graduated & week before. and ol the
petty bounds and the lnck of perpective in the very
air of the little village. And the mewr had lnin before
him, this distance, this onkoown, and the hroad ex-
panse of futore years with thelr trigle, and ubimaee
fallare or success

Mo doubts haad been his ithot day, Ewverything
would come o him who worked hooestly mnd per-
severed. Vaguely he hod thought of busioess im
some form.  But no reflections lay behind thls, He
had Been atorsling there nllve, but be was anawere

ob ity for e was totally ignormet of bimsell, of what
be mially wanted from Hie, ar of what testes ol
deniren e was made. To himself, he waa merely o
persan honest and ambitious. That he was a separate
identity, a different belng, never entenmd his mind,
Thut he was by natiere @ marked romanbicist hnd never
oeurred 1o him, Mm'f o népht he had spent by the
oeenn s shore gazing of the stars acros the Pacific inta
the distnnce, wondering, wonderlng . .. . Countles
tmes, be had shiversd in bis chobt babe nt night ob-
soebed in Dhmas, Turgenev, Hiogo, and others. Music
had thrillesd lim.  But he had never recoguoized the
force of these feelings. even heing mshamed o own
that they were hin

And there oo that day of xix montke ago, he had
stood on the brink of a preciplce, Fur away danced
& phantom, happisess, obdcured o mist and fogs
But his eyes pierced them and saw coly happiness as
& grit solid nrch, benlgn nod tranguil. and his for
the taking. Betwesn thin and him by & great gull.
fhe uncertainties and teials of the fhotisre, Bt be
couldn’t see them, So for that brief moment be had
slioid there, sublime in the power and confidence of
youth, the coofidence built of ignorance of the world
and of him=elf  Linle did be reck of the strang, sd-
verse, ailent hand thot destiny would play I the
coenlang yearn and of the sorrows that the pasing of
time lnevitably brings to us all.

And then » month Inter ali these confldent dreaps
had been shattered, nnd he'd Foand Rinsell Triendless
and zlone, desalate and merbic. By day he worked
In @ machine shop, piling mseinl whock and doing the
hard, dull, labodoay thsks which oalled for much
exerciie of tbe bock nnd ligtle of the mind  Elght
heurs af aching, physical pam for thirty-lve cents
an hour. Moat of his evenings be bad spent n the
puhilic library, reacling histories, poetry, drmsa, and
novels, Other nights he would tramp the loggy
streets, maorbidly abserving the glamar, the vodety,
anid sordidoean of the wateefromt city,

He poced over history, Bwing eoch decade, and
saw how |dtle mon changes as time goes on. He
realized, with startliog oculeness. bow many millisas
al young men like himsel, full of hopes and fears,
douhts and confidence, ausd endless plana and schemes
i the hidden deptha of their heprts snd minds, have
in the apring of their Hves fallen opon sach cther
nodl slonghtered themsebyes into shbivien,

In mnny of his naghtly rambles, deapaiting and na
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aad s the night about him, his whale youth had eried
ot lar Femlal Er Iship nnd -« s he
b ] ity girls entering apartment houses aod
thenttes. and girls adeoe i the streers, he thought
that somewhere in that jumble of 0 milllon el ther
must be a youang girl, who like him was lonely aod
to whom ke could talk liternture and music  Ow per-
haps It was just un |otense longiong for some homam
misoiimbion mnd pearmeie:  Esventually he  wandered
fntn bomses of prostitgion and there gakned nething
but the added sorrow of their bleakness. nod despair,
gnd lost something of himself, something of cleandi-
nesi ond spirifisal peide. Bt soob anted wath this,
b mmow I8 e Bt le: the most impartent, end yeb the
miml tver-emphusized thing o the word, the mos
hideaizs mnd the most benokifol, withal ke moat primi-
tve in man and the ome thing which allies him with
every form ol |ife upou ewrth:

Citen on Spnddaya he bad eaken his way o the
waler-frond, and had =21 for houms upeo the wooden
piles, gnaing af the alips. Fascmated by everythiog
mhout them. he span romsntic dream of the farmway
maces that they visit, the siorma they rlde through,
the traplcal akies they sall bemeath and the possibilitics
of etark dewms beitg enscted on their steel dechs ar
far lemeath i their dark Enjjine romms. It was here,
hypnatized by the corve of their high prows rising
out of the waber, the men in uniforms anel dungarees,
the deep blastz of the ship's whistles, and even the
circudnr poriboles m theic focsles, that a desine woss
bomn. within him which was to grow slowly and in-
articulately within the dark womh of his mind. And
lazer he sealized that b was thot way with bl he
would deeam a deesm unbl unconsciomly o desire
wiiild  kindle within him and smolder for months.
perhape vears, before burshing ioto flame, bot even-
mul'.lvh.'lul.q:l.ldhnln!nl him that there was oo Jet-
ting wp ountl] 3 was patisled

Mariy tmes be would wake up in the middle of
the pight and hear the eodless sounds of the city.
Startled, be woold think wikd thosghin and brood
co things which beld no amswer. Whot waa Bhat
yearniing i hid beart snd mind for somethiog o,
a thing beawtihil and coberent yet mcoherent? A
hursting desire for something better. A feeling of
the nenrness of the four walls of his rocm and »
sadress in the ever Induter-growing souid of the
whiatles af the ships steuming out fo sea. A coo-
wiction ol his own futility, ood strange qoerles and
gliestiondigs as fo the reason for this exisrence al
man's.  Resigned sodness In the ihought thor men
were all about bim, his brothers, nod yet ench hoir
they p'mrd him, aloof and imzwnre of one other's
exintenice. At Hmes he woald sit op in bed and
ratsing his eves 1o the darkness abowve, he woald feel
an awlol overpowering fosce grip him ond nlmost

nhatler him. He wocld shiver from the shock mnd
hts cyen would water, but hin soul glowed from the
sheer bengty and positivencss of the semsation, At
these times be felt that sorely. o some unbeBevable
and indefinakle woy, be had el the presence of ihe
Sugireme ﬂ-elnq.

And now on dis night. six moethe Tater, returned
Froom ‘his ‘tramping: b8 he lbed an lite bed, muging on
libmsell, he swves the chonges that have come abouot
He han pegoiled from the shock of the realizntion that
life i not sinple noe easy, He has delved into him-
self and seen that perbaps be may lail. Gone is the
braggadecia of that fune moming when be feft home.
But gone ol is the Hmidity and the forlomness of his
firat few monoths in the city. He has commenced o
menin] sell evaluating and comparisan of himsell with
other men.  He finds with w shock that he does much
mentnl peoctistination and fears it, and sets aboot
overcomlng It by striclly dlciplining himsell and by
keeping careful tab of his declslions and promisis that
b eankes o himself,

But he was atill tereibly mordd, Then he hardly
realized it beit later, Iooking back on that time, he
aaw hia condition and was able o anderstund- the
dimger of too much lonelinesa. Huot pow wlways he
was koumted by the fear that desplte s sfores fw
wonild turn out to be @ fallere. Where waa be getting
m this machine shop? What was he doing, livieg
ke o glost, sway from his family end friends] Bt
g back?  Mever! He would stick it out lor & while
in 'Prisco. then go east to Mew York all the while
working aod saving money. ond in two or three years
he woaild go o college. What for? He dide't know.
That wm what bathered him.  But surely, he thought.
thire, munt be some place for me.  There must be
aomething thst T can do better than mest men:  Some-
where thers muit be n niche for me, which gradimlly
and marely | can find. And in the interim, whike I
am working, 1 will Bwve le and sifes! That's what
I must do.  For how elie can 1 eviluste mysell, with-
out going. theowugh iiseres und trinls.  Yer, | con-
not suffer oo much

As time wore on, he becume aware of and interested
it his relationship to the times mnd their divers philo-
aophies.  Fle tulked sith poverty-stricken radicals
dowr en the Embarcadero and on Third Steet. He
bought Cosnmunist liternture from ragged women an
ihe gizeet corners and fevershly read Karl Mare Llp-
tan Stoclabr, Walter Duranty, and scores of the
“mak Risstans”. He poarvd over books on coopera-
live wysteima, corpornte states and social philosophies.
There wns pothing pernining to government mnd
man he didn’t deveor and digest. Geadually, as the
Hest hurdd, convincing taste of hrilllant polidoal theories
wart off, e was ahle to liscrimfngte more accurately
and 1o jodge mofe coldly. Sad and wnwilling, be
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nme to the coochmion that nothing made by man 18
Ewwiess, that never can ahsolute perfrotion  conse
from. the ealnds of the imperfect; pnd even assuming
that Cosnmamiam, for instaice, is perfect, placed n
man's fanlty hands. it woald soon be wrecked und be-
coiie unworkable.

For reloxation, he booght an ol phanograph apd
mapy scond-hand reconds of “good” muse.  He feht
thar in these honstilul comprsitions were the souls and
minds of men who had coce bved nod dreamt as he
ilid:  An he lsteoed to thelr meic, he glared i a
freling that be. even i hin damb spprecintlon. had
something compatihle with them. and that be possessed
o tressees that woald endure his whole e, throogh
any serrowa or disillusionments.

Ard it was b this & year that his real religioms
tanndations were lakl.  In his young, beadlong mace
he hind spurned the creeds; for be considered Do man
enpable of tarndng religion ioto o science and stating
definte and | complicated facts comcerning i, He
thought of his hoiry forefathers dancing abowt fres
nnd gazing in fear aed membling ut the distant frma-
ment; of the varkom furms of (dolatry and woeship
‘Ehat were jpwocHonsd, hewve persamsted, or, an the ather
kand. were Scarded aa the cemturies relled past; of
the ereedn, feapght over and argued over—ithe dam-
nahle creeds, the results of o fatile stropgle of men
to, pme abowe thele Cronior, & vain atiempt o defing
nlmost mathemssticnlly something that & for above
thisir wirthly ket mod then wome thas thai o at-
teimipt o enforce thelr concepis an the rest of man. He
helieved thut they were all greming for the same thing
and that they woukl abenye grope.  In lbis cwn Beart
lie eherishind o religlon: a fnith and helsel in the power
al sivse all-controlling infiodte spiste, the sole force
bt 0t okl With this tenet he sirugpled nleoe and
Iried 1o emlorce o wpon a0 obe and B0 fuen only
ssked that he be left ubane.

IL

One Sunday morning early in May, be wos seated
e ple in frone of the MeCormick Sceamship Com-
pany docks. gnimyg wistfully at the Weat Nilis, a
big black fretghter in From Bruzsil  Droissed sailars
came off the gangway; up lroes the holds came crates
and hales with South Americon and West  Indian
lubsele aed mengilings on them the ship sat there
petientiy, |lke n grest beast of borden gt rest  Suil-
denly he realtced that that was whit e wanted—the
wen, ships, and far<rway ploces, nnd that nour wan the
time o get them. 5o thut was it He would go o
senl  Thrilled sisd imboxlcated by the declsion, he
qut lde job it the machine shop he Tollewisg BMon-
day nnd went at the problem of getting o berth with
® determéinntion that was borm ol ane thing— uneon-
trollable destre. A month laber, be “shipped et an

the Groldin Dvagon, bound lor the Oriéent,  Becsuse
al his machine shop experience and the lure of s2eam
and big, apen machinery, he picked the engine room
and siled as o wiper. the lewest pasition below deck.

Here, once again life begnn amew, Roughly and
harahly he was soon taught the costoms of the sea
The vest of the "Black gang” quickly feand out that
it was his Aest trip, aned they proceeded 1o teach him
leason after lesson.  Firat as a landdubber nned second-
by an m youth of onfy nineteen years; he was eane
sldered in upstart and o “punk kid”, an igoocamus
wha inmst be faught by ploce, He leasned ta brep
his mensth shut, to be quies at all Wmes and even if
he did Bave & part o speak; uzually 1o forget it Le
war taisght bo do exnctly @ by was wold and never s
argue or aquabble—anly o chey hlindly, At fest
there wia oothing persenal in this. They were tim-
ply breaking hdm ki And then an his Inherently
seositive mature and- the unconscious fruity of being
reprecd in @ decent hooe cropped out he rebelled,
From then om be was submitied 1o the hell of the
persani] enmity of nearly every mam belve  deck
Tlerir mockery and utnecessary commanids mnde ench
imsalfernble day seom like 0 wear. Ax an [nesitable
resule af ofl this. his whels persan seacted, and i his
uter desolation nod Joneliness, he appeared blunted
and stuphd, like a person permonently sunoed.  He
forgot nll of his philosophies smd high deciaions, The
henutiful foys of liatening to Steovs omd Wagnes In
his rocm i San Pranctsco soomed tn belang to gome
fost person living in @ forgotten age.  Geadunlly i
spirle wia complecely broken, and he esme to yeam
& for aome humon friendship thit be actually beeame
sy and abmeat hegging in an efart o Qi
the men's fovor. But this disgusted ever this romigh
sct of men.  Whereas before be bad been eonaldered
only s yoang, Keermst “posk’, be we fiow scormed
ard apurned a8 § weuk. futile, apupid mowme of @ copa-
tire—yellow to the come upd lacking in any back-
e - whintsoewver.

At this mme, things bad never looked hiacker 1o
him.  Thie wos his Towest ebh, Ohit two thoussnd
miles 4 the Poacifie, brom which any immediane escupe
s utterly impossible, be seemed doomed For the re-
muining sx months of the voyage. Lose b the depths
of this horribli abyss. he suffered nat only the tortres
of his eomplete humiliation, bt also the pangs that
came [toe the realization of his complete degradution
and hoplesmpess.  There seemed no escope. He was
utterly defeated inh the comdcton that they were
right, that even though he wae latelloctually superior
iir these men, be could nat hold his place amang them
becnume he was o cownel both mentally sl phyai-
eally.

Bigt 1t wipg-al this fime that some Hiile spark with-
in him Bared up and carrled him through ane of the
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moat crocinl arming pomts in kis whole lfe, bullding
within hini n eourage und falth m hin own sell that
wos the focndation for grester ochlevementn s the
years came on. One doy while coming off the welve
tn fous waich up through the fdley, b sopped to
get some clothes he had drylng. Here he met Ears
Poterarn. the g Danih oller on the twelve to four,
who had slse stoppel fo get his 'dey clothes. | As
Peterson sow him spproaching, he seized the l=ds
clothes and dropped them squarely into. & bucket of
kerosene below in the fre room: withoat a word, Larsi
then staliond 4ff to the foc'sle. The boy stood il @
mament, kooked down af hie piofisl pair of trunks and
his. singlet in the tuel il & score of thought Rashed
simultnneoiisty  through  hia mind: hisn mother. his
b, his ald friends; bhis music; books, religion and,
mant of sl the complete abjection of hin self. And
snnwtling  w/iihin him beoke.  Fargetiing everything
= [orgetting thok the Done was young massisely
muncled, and that he ootweighed him by ot kst
tlirty pounds, be raced down the alleyway, bliinded
by the teats of his misery and desperation, and met
im just w he waa comiing et af the focade. With
wll the strenipthy of his cop futidred and sisty ponds,
be threw o strofght right st the other's mouth ansd
landed anather an his nose. With a bellow of pain,
the Dnne was upon him.  As powerful as o hinckamath,
he soon beat the Bay to e Boor and was kicking
Bin hend i when the rest of the crew titecTered

His duties on the ship had been to mop up the Hoar
plates at the beginming ol ench wotch and then to help
the second nssistant with whatever be was doing. The
Intter, a young Englishman, momed Crawlosd, had
taken a Bking to lim and hed spent much ime m
canverantion with him,  He too loved the arts and
befriended the boy for thelr sake. A big handsome
mit who had received his enginesring educntion in
Eogland mnd who was blest with & keen, versatile
mind and o winnleg persooality, be was distinctly
man’s mun gnd waa idolized by the youth,

At midnight, when the boy fiiled to appear an
wiitch, Crowford leomed from the fremun of his
candition ood of his hernic Bght aghinit the Dune.
At the end of the watch, le wenit alt to the focale
with & quart battle of iodine, gouze, nnd adhesive
pluster. and pecformed doctor's duties on his smiffer:
ing Irived, leoving him bappy and sound asleep.

And so the horrible experience was ended, and be
took his place omong the men of the ship.  Laknows
i himeell. his characier had gaioed a certain indefin-
able guality. which s only begotten through trinl by
combnt, He made one mare trip oo the Golden
Dragon and then beft hee in San Francisco. In his
parting onversation with Crawland, the laiter re-
peated his attempt to perssade him to Jeave the sea
belore it wag too late. "ot yet”. the boy said.

Prom there he shipped ns an odler an the President
Jolenaron nnd made two tdps oround the warld oo her.
Mast of thin while, e wan Improving himself in some
waty, either by serious camemplarion, teading, or by
chee observation of the ten arounsl him,  Much of
hig fime nahare in foreign ports wns spent b caroisals,
but cven this seemed o toughen him when he realized
that be hod gone through this oncomtaminated ond
without 1ts hawing cbbilned sny lssting geip upon
him. He leamed to sttt mien 10 him by lalkisg
thele tulk, to entch them olf gmasd, amd then to-draw
frami thers their innernast secrets, caming them fo re-
venl gqumlities which they would have been ashamed
to idivulge o others of their own cisde.  Oecualonally
he mer & person of sducatien mnd reflnement. alling
ar fldng or even wiping. He lenmed from these =en
tht they had fuiled becmmse they could never me-
coicile the romontic with the real b themselups spd
in the world. They had dream2 of dolng blg things.
but had never done them. They hod hod some-
thirgg, bmit they lacked o compelling desire to loak
m litle deeper, to peek a little farther. 'Thq- hasd been
full &b desires fur betier things bue the desire hadd
bern offset by the men's low sesse of valies (8 bal-
ancing the effoct with the goin, They would gamble
only when the effort required wns smnll,. Such men
A fluese mre the buman wrecks of the world, and the
misit defested of m all  And he maw the resson loe
el Imsery_ As the vepurs ol & mans  life
pass he can leasst to amdle ot misfortunes. He can
soiept defest due to circomstances and pecidends. By
uﬂn:Hrl.p o the tmmemmity of spoce and the endless-
nesa ol Hime. mon may redoce the moment of bis ego
and impartance o that of & bt of dust and the un-
inportance of his own altbnate success or [ailure
will lollow, enahling him to lsugh ot the eruclest
blows that fate can deliver. But he casmor bugh i
he koows in bia benrt that he hus been untrae o his
cansclence —that be ki been o Failsre 1o himeelf

Thraugh Il abservation of these mei, he learmed 1o
senk out his own faults and to beware of ther en-
trapping himself, MNow, hard. keen and astote for
his twenty-one years. he lopked back on the nighimase
of those Brsr two months on the Golden Dragon.
nml saw how ey it i te aknk wnowares. and how
upon such slim chanoea resks mony tmes oor rescoe
brom such pitall. More and more he come o
readize thot somehow, somewny, he must always (B
his Hbe reconcile hig actions with his philesophy, and
he deploredd the fact that s& yet he had oo defimite
e, Withaid & philosophy, withoot a ‘confursciton
of the dictates of the mind and the sonl. and without
homeat application of i to his ocrions, & man can
hmwe po stahle imtegeity.

All thoughts of college bad left kim.  In a few more
manths he woald go up for his Third Assistant En-



EL PORTAL

17

glmeers license. E.nmrl'nnia.ndh:had.h:pllam
of mternatianal correspondence, They had plans for
entering inde s partnecship dn o stenm schoones Buasi-
wems I Centrnl Americn. His troveling bad shown
clenrly to him the power of money and the Anancial
imdependence that accompanies It He had dreams
of moking a fartune en the Trapies, but he foand it
hard to reconcile this idea with his growing rdical
palitical and pconomic idems. He spent much time
pandering the pron and cons of the exploltntion of his
fellowp-msen.  He realized the meed for o cortaln’ ruth-
lessiniems in denbing with prople for the sake of ooe's
wwn preservation, bat snything smacking of crielry
galled him  In personal contacts, though practeal
and warklly wise far i owenty-poe yeam, he was
Incapshle of any osctions bordedng on ruthlessmes
These two cosiflicting Inciors, hin desire for money
and lis gualma at the ways of makieg it bothered
Hmug‘ma.tdra]’. He feared that he was neither on
ooe mide nor an the other, The (ecat, ewerpresent
bugabod, the futare, begun to Joom ever lorger, and
in an atiempt to settle it one way or the other, he
recommenced an intemsbve stody of the sbjects -
lnted 1o ks problems.  But still he conld not arrive ot
mity definkie concligion, His past exporiences and his
plans for the futire had given him enoagh leefing
af reaponnibdlity to make him wary of and amogonis-
tic toward anything entlling regimentotion.  Yet this
wiis coumterhalanced by his youth, hs romantic ma-
tare, ardl nntive philoiaphy of dging everything in
lite Iry the “long view'. 5o, open to the arguments
af both sides, be, like 0 ship whose asils are spread
Ior both lallowing and conirary winds. seudded fest
belore the joy Basts of the Rightists sndd then belore
e hot brenth of the Leftists, and, lke mach o ship,
wns reaching mo port of destmation. But he waa
being slowly tmught what winds fto shbun and fod
his mally to, and what cnes to spread all avallabie
camvaa [oe.

S0 after making a trip to Soath Americn on the

Wesr Notws, he shipped agwin oo the Golden Eleagon
with n view to geiting Crawford's counsel and advice.
Téoar Cravelord, though romaniic It many ways, was
decldedly copltalistic in his philosophical ego. because
af Yin extreme level-bendedness and the midddle-clas
Englabman's fear of revaolt agalmt low and order
Mooy long. hot arguments enuued, thoagh their friend-
ship was never endangered, and nnither waa 0 con-
clugion ever reached,

When they docked again at Frisco, the great mari-
time atrike wan going Full blast, and both were called
out for picket duty by their respective unlons, The
now mmtuee yoath went throagh the horrom of bloody
Rincan Fill, the riots an Miasion and The Embarcis
ders Sireets and seenes of brumlity and terrorsm on
both sides.  Disgusted with the whole affalr and es-
pecially grieved by seelng men of Crawlord's stamp
farced o Frtemisge with every ses-going derelict who
choaoed 18 be I the unton, the J.llv:r]}I disgroces amd
llzlﬂﬁma.h.-'r" of a cont | Bfe ol sea
were presented to hlm o the stark realities af the
atrike. 5o im Jully, |ue four years snd n month since
he had it Ialt hodwe, thoroughly sick of the whole
busimess, b hrake with the mnion and went home [or
the pemnniider of the summer.

Here he renewed old friendships, talied, argoed,
boafed, nod danced with his old choma, aod thus, made
In dhebst wen the “ather aide”.  Sull, though, at sights
be would st by the Pocilie pnd think snd think
And one guiet imamspiciom evening in Auguat. o he
slowly walked bome along the shores of Point Pinoa,
be took ong last, hong look at the night and the
thowsineds of rwinkling eters. aml koew In his heart
that he wnilkd always have innermost struggles; that
he could ‘mor, in dealing with man, abways obey the
biddinga af his heart and soul, and that mever an this
earth would he find the anewer to the qoestion, the
vague "whatT" ko all those miles of space stretching
et limte the beyond 0 frant of his eyes.

I Walked at Evening

By EuzanerH SHow

| walked ot ovening down mmong the graas

And all the wardd was shadow—<ool and stll

Mo sounds but those of beawty touched the peace——
[ust lausghing water siumhling down a hill

Aol deewiy wind-songe droning in the bBowghs.

I hrought my henrt. too fall of lts own crying,

And lakl it close to sarth, whose soothing woice
Asscages| the listle griel. tll, waning, dying,

Tt made a plsce for pesce. There in the night
| fmmnd & wordless sermon deep with truth,

A scathless cloak al darkness for my soul
Agningt the rending, wital thrusts of youth,
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Bridal Veil Fall

By EuizaneETH SHOW

In the staded Innd of bunsty, B the vast and verdant
hollow.

Hume ol plingtng lace-white water, glenl iree. and
wivid wwnliow,

Hams of lnke, of tanged blocm, and aof Yo Semite,
the Bear.

Lived the geeat Totokanula, Mever wed 6 hunter
braver

Mever was a lender wiser,  Never s mare thoughtiul
BAVEF

O the crops nnd gume for winter ruled a people
anywhere,

Tall and supple s the willow, cunming as the moun-
inin llan,

Db s the cliffs around him was Pawakaniki's
sCiom,

Loved snd trusted by the people ac the grentest of
all men

One clear moming of the svtamn while refurmning
hesry-laden

Pront his husiting n the valley, came the chief upon
n lml.dm

Standing beautthul before kim in the velvet-shadowed
glen

There the brave Tuiokanula dropped hin resh-kitled
quarry, secing;

From that moment he cared sothing for hin tribe and
Ha well-being.

Peace waun gone farewer [rom him when he gazed on
Tizayoc,

Stunding there revenled befare him, boly spirt of

protection,

Far shie was not bke s pu:lpl: whio were swprty
af complexion,

Who were large and course of fexture, and whose
hudr and eyes were black,

Skin as white as dogwood petals. long holr smooth
wnul honey-golden,

Eyes like heaver. speech o theush song, served o
catch him, b emholden

All hin being with a pamion. with o buager kin o lee

When he opened wide nrma to her, lghter then o
bird she Lhed

Slowly throagh the slate-blue moming; of nto the
wlouda she drified,

[.cndﬂg great Titoknnls, arma sl open with desizea.

Lacking this wise chief's direction, all the loovely
verdant ollow

Changed mbe a straggling desert, and the fertile fields
Iy Enllow

Wasting nature’s daily bounty. wasting both the sun
and rain.

When the tutelary spirit, Bloe-eyed Thsayac, retuming,

Saw the corn-flelds grown with bushes great bear
rooting, imdisesrnlng.

Where the tdy litle houses, homes of wvillagers had
laln,

Then she wept hot wears of anguish from the deepnes
of her leeling,

On a mighty dome of granie kigh abéve the valley.
kneeling,

Tisayac, the Fair-haired spirit. praved the Grent Coe
Ly pestooe

All the vonlghed foesh grees heauty, all the masses
of bright Sawers,

All the grain-Relds, all the swallows to ejoy the
sumny soars

Al the lost Hie to the valley of Yo Semite once more

When the Grent Oing heard her pleading. suddenty
he anrwered. leonlog

From the sicy to towch thie vnlley, atarting sere brewn
ficllds to greening;

Then he smole upon the mountalse. smote umtbl be
made them break.

Pent-up meltings From the snow-penks alid into ihe
chsntel, pauring

Dipwisward in o raln of beaury, in a brothy barment

ronTing

Loudly' throwgh the sifent moming, pocling & an lce-
e ladee.

All Yo Semibte’s greak valley, lying desolate and
il dened,

Felt the cool towch of the water. felt the Great Cine's
plft and gladdened

Florwers sprang up, lush and .E'ul]rmr.. and the plu:!_pl]e
caming hack,

Semiled 1o see the green com swaying, smiled to hear
the sweet-vosced swallow

Ohuce again among the meadows of thetr long-beloved
hidlow,

And they nimed the dome shove them for the splrit
Tisyac,

When the chiel Tulokenaly soce again came home-
ward, hearing
From the chatter of his peaple af fair Tissrpac's ap-

penring
In the lond while e was abaent, all hia heart wad
filled with love.
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Dreaming of the blue-eyed spirit, Then be climbed
the mighty susmmif

OF & rock ot breaka the Valley, dsing to the bedvens
from I8,

With hia bunting-knife the leader carved his Hkeoess
there above

That ke pever be forgosen. Them while he was
reating,. gasing

Up the Bridal Vell he saw her, beautiful, completely
dazing,

Wiah a rainhow roond her shoalders, glenming on
her gaolden halr,

Tisayac, the geod profector. Tisnyne the Great One's
daughler,

Symphony of the Rain

By Jean Horvoway

Hear the rhythm of the min-drops—
Pitber-patier  pitter-patter,

Heor them singing swiftly, Hghthy,
CDossnt mattée.  Doean'’t mntber.”
See them dancing an the rooftops.
All in une—all in tune.

Hear them singing o the ired-tops;
"lane la ineing—coming June™,

Heir the rhythm of the rain-drops—
Melanchaly, liteless. dull—

Shutting ont with thin grey curtain
All of life that's beautiful.

Woeeping Mﬂy i the hranches,
Palling in meonotanows strais,

Crying softly to the darimess

"I am soreow; | am—reain",

Hear the shythin of the rain-drops,
Posindding on the window panes,
Steady, serious. bearing promise
Of Spring bloasoms in ihe Janes.
Steady tapping through the hours,
Capeble. prim, young and swest,
Cleaning all the dusty baildisgs,
Bdnq'mq Freshness o the sireei

Heas the shythm of the raln-drops
Skipping lightly round the eaves
Spotiering on the shiny pavements,
Plirteng wih the fallen leoves.
Maovements all in matire's concert
With » melmcholy ring.

Teara of Winter's lonely yeaming
For the lady kmown as—Speing!

Becloning and amiling ap him, white form shining
from the water,

Tintalizing there befoce him in the sunlight. 1iy-fair

With o ory Tutokamuls, seeing that his guest was
ended,

Sprang wpes the holy maiden, uod 1ogether boah
duenzernided

Swifily down nto the current, gome forever from
tlse wlght,

Heigh nbove the spray there quivered, exguizite beyond
all dnam.l:ng.

Two pale rainbows in perfection, arched across the
waler @loaming.

Chutvered while the min wss snklog. vandshing i
foamy white.

Dirge

By Eiizapers Siow

Lay lim ta rest here where the sofl la dark
And Iragrast with the breath of living Howers,
Here where the bove-nates of the meadow-bark
Sweeten the stillness of the sumey houm.
Wrap him |n shining, sifken folds of pesce
Hed let him rest with patuwee all his days,
Gind that st lsat he hog Foand kind relense
Prom man with all his subtle, cruel ways

There nsay be mere lile after this strange skeep
That we eall denth; 3 mottera not o hdn.
Whether he lie lorever, resting deep.

Ckr whether after such an interim

His spirit be swalened once mgadin.

Ay bease he will have nothing more of men.

For Madame Schumann-Heinck
on Christmas Day

By Evtzazern Saow

Your lullaby wpon our younger lps

Sounds | the Christmas twilight vernal-sweet,
Bt somehow seems imperfect o our hearts,
We, who hove sal together st your fect
Catching your mellow musle us it lell,

Misst ever hokl your kove-rich golden notes,
Must ever hunger, hearing this. woar soag,
In empty  silver tomes from piber throai,
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Petals

By Wannan Lewis

The marming brought & guiet chill

And night's gray vetls lay apread

O the horicon’s sleepy hrow.

I corvied restive thonght mnd aleep outsdde
Where, casting the uneless bundle in & Ilﬂlp.

| warched renascence g b Angers

Through the night's black hadr,

And then observed the down's shy Hissh sppenr.
‘The moming star on itn thin brackes

Wank I; pake b th the saft P

Ol the coming day.

A flood of guh‘l now coughl & distail moustain peak.
But yer awhile my ganden i ik froaty bollow
Bireathed @ sllent . prayer.

Time passed,

Ard at the sdvent of each dywn

1 wandered lazdly oueside,

Feeding my irsdalence within the cathedrals of trees
And liatening o hsmming in their chair lofts,

| wondered that such benuty seemed amolpotent
Por oll the rarest blossoma of the glabe

Were plupted there.

And perfume’s subaly woven apell

Deep guivered in the wild canary’s throat
O habed the murmuor of the noisy bee

A almple fose geew swect pod wild

Heside the track that led acress the hifl,
Toodded it hemd i scented smile

Aed lingered in the minds of passers-by,
Simply it geew and safe simpliclty i chaem,
Buat wuch & chaem no gaudy Sower of mine
Conild match or #ven near approach.

It grew all improtected [rom the weather's mooda
And vet its besuty never passed fo seed,
Showed pot the curled brown Fringe of heat,
Mor Ipose, ilEinegrating age,

How best cnn | ¢xplaln

The Joss of interest in the old.
The subile furn of mimd

Aead pr:l.!ulld.l.lﬁsl.:n.' that
‘Which suffered by comparisan
Ta this new lowe?

The garden where my lwvor osce had Ted
Mow horbored weeds. and wanting proper cane.
Becnme all dey and filled with memneies

That rustled in the san

The treen Forscak their green

Beratched naked Hmbs ogainst
In hbrittle gray of drowh and

sky
rosg peghect.

=

The rase b gone. o8 roses ever
It was not mine, nor have [ ri
My cwn presumption mised &
OF blocks an lemperasental sands

[l nat loresee the scattered ruin here

That mecks in lnaghter what | moan in fesrs.

3

to grieve.

i

Mo mone ihie traveler stopa to gaze
Al that which srems oo good for truth,
The place 18 bore. What's more.

o evidence remains of Sowers

That 1 knew were there,

Bat I recnll. and every cormer
Where atill mir hangs

I heavy with a perfumed smile.
And Frag spins oo weh
OFf something, that 1 knew before
The embsers glow, moke shedows on the wall . .,
Uratengue they nre, bt etched

In delicate acht shucding of & roose,

Faum

The saft yellow Foam

Trims the dull green waters

Lupplisg the shisees,

Anid 1 think, a8 1 warch i

That it is old Ince tormn from the gowns of all the
wOmmen

Who drowmned at sea,

Old Ece—yobowed by their bears

Rich with memearhes of ather daya,

Faintfty—famtly whispers the Taim po the sands

OF the souls

0 ipacens and serving girls mnd merry wenches

‘Whe donce in the deep green waters

Fathoms below,

Ewen [ have seen dim figures lar beneath the yessel's
o,

And 1 lave lkened them o lovely lodies and young
gnllugia

Erancing the misuet—or the pelka—or the fango

Merrily on the smoath, shadowed Heor of the ooean

I you lsten closely. you can almont leear

Their lasghter in the soft slap-alap

0F the wivies agalnat the how.

And s, this mordéng o 1 walk the sands

1 think rthat the fonm & 0o Froth of ke,

Relinguished Iaughingly by some lady

Daciing e minuet

Fathoms below

On the polished Heor of the ocean,
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Sailing: A Sport Plus

By Epcar Hammson

Sm-ﬂﬂi‘ﬂ' wlling s commonly conceded to be
an exacting sport.  The picture framed i the lay
mind nt mention of salling is peabably a chromo con-
faiming ane or move slim, guyly puinted cockleshells
beeled down ro their Jee rails skimming over bright
hlue swells in & smother of fine white spray.  OFten sach
mljectives se “Breath-taking”, “reky”, “dangerons”, ar
even Terasy ', merve to expecis a lnsdhubbera opimion
of this nutical apart,  Anyone past the nge of raenry-
fve wha makes i practice af spendimg hls week-nds
and vacations dipping and diving threagh wove-creats
rendern himself lable do be desmed o bit boyish, mare
than m bit faliandy, Landsmen. by and large, ssem
to fnd difficuliy | comprehending the desire of any
marml haman being to waste bis lebaure houss eramaped
inn allfy, dinky boat Now thet progress has pros
duced ewilt, comlomuble moler cars to fmmspart us,
dlr-conditioned  theatren 10 entertnin =, Edios 1w
bring cur outdoor sports indoors to us why, ihey
question. why the devil should anyone be 8o primitve
o8 o lnd fui in clinging. soaked o the skin, to o cork
bebblag on a wilderness af water?

Sailing a small boat olten is an éxscting sperl. Yl
in my eplsion it = oabo the grandest, clennest fum on
earth, It even can be, if needed, the ot calming of
sedutives. for @ bad s of “civilization complex.” »
sedntive which, ke nity strong mnodyme. iy enaiby
develop I i mere sedative it & hablt— sventumlly
int ap obssssion. And my cpialon does pot stand
alone.  Thousands, | conlidently aay, both youny amd
alil will ngree with me—tisdeed Y FUEDRAR e
~tn baud and swrest malogy of the sport

Maore than aleer imited nolse, however. mare than
nalve garnestnems oppears tecesaney Bo enbice a akep-
e over info the ranks of weadlast Corniklane  So
[ shall pteempr by menns of glowing woeds 0 con-
vert to the faith all whom | am able to reach here-
with. P nal—1 shall simply narrate something of
what | hove expersenced in smoll-boat seiling, 1f
in poanning these pamgrepha onyore shoold became
sullciently Impresod o give ihe grand spart & try
« = = good?

It bs & bright young Fehrunry moemlng. Mot a
sofitory clomd mars the hetle bineness that nreches
above the deeper blise of the channel. A score of
miles o soatiwand, whence whinpers the slowly
ougmenting  breeae, Jooms @ steep  parple  dsland,
Dhdetly it stretches there between sea and sky not
ueliks a fnbulows serpent pappleg upon the jewelled

surfuce, Al abour ux, bowewer, flows reslity—the
renfity of modem cosmerce, the merchant morine of
the world, 'We discover ourmelves leaving asterm
the lang gronlte breakwater of a great harhor—the
port of Los Angelex, * Behind the wall of grey stooe,
stedid  dreadnaughta rest smoothly st nnchor, leon
hounds ol war nopping on the leash. A sguat
awprcllialicrmnn, its elongeted bowsprit noang toward
n distnnt horizon, chugs of 1o smdhoand, hesling up
the coant:

Chur vantage point in the green casvas-tovered deck
of o nlsop. She nppears o galland little craft, dalnty
@ & roodel. l:li.[y.ﬂu:-lhlpi wwny befare the playlal
shove of the wind running plmast beside ber, The
chuste white bosom of sall swells happily with the
apirit of the game. Gleehally she dances mmong the
AniaEy waveleis, ﬁmfuﬂaﬁeﬂtm,hh:mmrqm—
lally back along her glimeniog abdes and lets it curl
mway in a gleaming nemble of foam

It the pale winelike ssinshine my shipmate and 1
lofl pleasnntly, 1 am the belmaman for the moment
Bemeath my relaxed grip the slender oaken tller offers
litide oppositiom, Our nent eraft wings along more
and meee eogerdy,  Asterm of wa owr peteage fes
fndntly masked by o momentnry troiling of bubbles
mirling up from under the counter. The anly sounds
rise from the wind breathing agaimst the i, hollow
mast, from the sea murmusing aloog the smeoth lll,
In poy acateidy the sult oir clings sweet, sweet an the
fragranee of clover 10 & comtryman H'f shipmnte
sprowils fo Beevwmrd across the shollow cockpit and
pl.L'E: hin pipe copdentedly. He was o business man
ashare, MNow be {5 o geinaing boy, He hda shified
ol of lds Taukness warsles nnd into our small sails
bait ga w men might discard a robe and sep oo a
refreshing b

This fellow has discovered lis scdution of an enigma
evolved from ihe whiding complecities of wodem
life. The high speeds, the grating demands, the for-
turitiy) fenaion of “hig business”—pll hod hegun W
rat into =y friend with ocad maligmancy.  He had tried
doctore; he had golped tonics; he had read fichon
umtil his eyes threatened lo bum out—all without the
dlesired result,  He mill coubl pot fod escape from
demandc warries.  His prospering busine=s buny abowe
lits head- like the sword of Damodes, and fis nerves
were the halr which held it alaft. The Hlament was
wearing thin ., o Then, ooe Inte fall day a mutual
acipnintance avited my troabled friend and me 1 go
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for & Sumday afternooa’s sall on his Bmeter rocing
sloop.  The short, delicsons spin o the brne proved
i revelation to @y both—and the begisning of & new
life for my companion.

The outcome af that imnocent inwitation to a sail
was our determination to purchase & boat,  Afer
soher dellberasion and careful search, we declded upon
an old aloap shedding Its skin of paint in the yaed
of n amall boat building frm near Lang Beach. T
gether nll through the stormy montia of that year we
worked io St oot the Eny vessel in good shape far
carly sprisg crilsing:  Mew wills. pew gear, compleie
averhauling of the light auxilinry engine, fresh conts
al paint over all: everything necessary and some for
aheer &Hqﬂ:t--lhue things were seen to helore ever
we conild allow the shop o glids back intoe 18 cle-
ment,  Much of 1t we necomplished oot Oh,
It win Isepeddibole Bum, not like work in the least. Bore
like sxploring a new, encsting world b seemed. Bvens
tually a day did come when our brd perched- ready
to tnie wing onoe moee,

And now, kardly more then sn bour abter the serio-
fovous rites al the lumching, you Snd us: already out-
ward bound on the maiden woyage of gor own sloap.
My shipnmate looks acroms the helm at me. Theough
u thin Blue mist of tobacco smoke bnished frot s
belaved briar by tlse Bght-fiogered breeze, our glances
meet and bald  In eyes clear and bright with the
newnes of IF all, we rend emch other’s thoughie: liow
good |t klehow splendidly good just to be alive on
soch o dayl Then we realise how like two small
boys we mt pppear.  Sa, being men, we both grin

samewhat sheeplahly, and look sway foarward &
wisere the sparkling ocenn steetches beyona the mes-
riky boiloonimg fibsall . - . sreeches clean o the fue
hirizom ke o pulse-stirdng ddare to be tmken . . .

An - sceoumt of that vovage bai no place i this
emay.  Bafles it to remark thaf we enjoyed a full
gquata of troubles as well as pleasures before we abid
back jnto the windless unchorage of home. The verb
emjog | ouse advisslly. Por bn retrospect 8 true Cor-
inthtan mulls over the hardships endured on o crulse
with & miich delectntion as he finds In harking back
b the pleaannt incidends. The ultiimste result of that
malden vovage was the deep aod steadlast love for
sailing instilled into the brensta of two men, Some-
thing hiad fuatened onto our hearts apd boond =8
forever 1o the wind. mnd the wives and o slamiing
deck.  Perhapa we moeived a lethal thrus Fom ald
Meptune's tnrmished tnident.  ‘Wha, knowing it s,
sy apeak of (&

Wihatever trasupires out theee to wiit the fove of a
miam, It captivates o plece ol bim completely.  And
farever afies nathing on eurth can ke away that
apart of hia heart which thrills to the slumbrens
Insblihi of o cold green swell ms i comes racing
along the holl. or -t the thraaty hum-me-m of = stiff
soa'wester twangiig by the moat.  If there breathes
W man who calls imself n man who can show me ary-
thing lper to love than “the wiwel's kick and the
wind's song and the white sail's ahaking™by oll the
gods amel the Great Horned Spoon. et him drag it
it for Espection.

Deathbed

By Evzasern Suow

She lay there dying on the high, white bed,
The nelghbors tiptoed In and out, and soid

In Jow, bushed volces that she could not hear,
“The poar old soul, her end & very near.
Stace dawn she has been lying Just that woy;
‘W speak to her, but nothing that we say
Brings nmy change: she does ot move ot oll.
Her pulse is Filing fast, DBy even-full

She surely will be dencl  1t's better soy

She hog w0 one to care for her but Joe,

Hod be will be reelicved when she (s gone”
The reighbaira watclied ber face and whispered an,
Their drooing voices sifting ceaselessly

Down the worm olr with slow mosotony,

She lay all g ke loss thing,
Obliviaus of the nearby murmuring.

A oy housswife mused ber alter seon

And fed ler thin hot groel with & spoon,
Leaning her ample Tams againet the bed

And holding ap the drocping, fraif ofd head
With strong, braws, gentle haods.  She lefi ber then.
Telling her to po bock o sleep agaln.

The dying waman did not close her even,

Buz watched the stopid antics of two Sies
Cuvartieg on the ceiling in the ;o

LEngil it seemed that whirring pin-wheels sput
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In crazy direles thromgh her dizzy head.

Her body felt no cootact with the bed

She tried to sleep, but always dazzling bright.
A wireak of munshine danced before her sight
Bebdnd her nching syebids, Oope relrain

Kept singing. singing, singing in her brato:
“The weather an life's road i olten gray,
Bnt&m:r:bﬂ:l-nfmnhnq the way.”
Her litle ‘handh, meticubows pod alow,

Hud stiiched thet motto sixty yesrs ago,
Bedglit-lettered an a sampler, Mow iE seemed
That years had slipped away from ber. She dreamed
“That caoce agaln she mar embroldering whene
Fale vellow susshite spilled upats her hnir,
"Wonderiig withowt caring, childially,

What the gray weather in her life would be.
A Ettle girl apuin, she saw the hloeen

O neddy howthorne just sutside the roam
Throegh latticed windows, and bher mother's face
Bendlag above ibe fragile boby lnce

Her alender, akiltful fngers were crocheting
While back and forth her hordensd hody swaying
Made gentle motion |5 ber socking-chale.

The dying woman dreamed that she wos there
Beside her mother, and scrosa the gross

She saw the footsteps of the slow wind pams.
The summer air outside was full of alaging,
And two wibrating humminghicds were winging
Abave the slim, tall lackspur, porple-blise
Carching the light agninst them as they Sew.

A Jormless, hoppy humming left her lps

An words ook shape beneath her Snger-tips:
"The weather on lile's road §s often gray,
Bat there wre bita of mun along the way”

The nged woman's mind feegot her dying

And wandered from the place where she waa lying

To early scencs. She slipped [rom childbood days

Along the Taind. Ffar vears of inemary’s maze

Ta lllpﬁl. blooming, smoath-voics] womanhood,
onoe-mare at her kovers side alw slood

In o sngecscented garden.  His blse eyes

Thai maiched the ardent color of the skies

‘Were lmighing down at her. His warm volce sald,

“The sunahine makes a halo on your hesd,

And vou loak For tos viruous for me”

He might have murmsred softly, enderby,

The words Bie hawrt was alnging, *You are sweet

And beautiful, [ love yon, Marguerite™

Bt that ‘wea not his way. Bhe wan conbent;

Her woman's wisdoms knew the words he meant.

They stood together where the mellow s

Ching clese and warm sround them, Meither one

Mnymd.ndyﬂ&:ykhmm.

The eloquence of dlence was their apeech

The woman who was dying felt no pain

Her mind was straying down the sun-sploched lang
Of memory to boars long passed away.

It seemed that ahe way young sgain and lay,
Exhausted alter childbirth, in her bed,

Her hushaind come and whispered, “He s dead.”™
S0 very weary that she hardly knew

The meaning of the words, she murmired, “Whe™
Fitying bloe eyes full of teader Jove

Leoked down upon ber white Face from above
Anil seemed careasing ber where she wan bying,
“The baby's dead™ She Beard it without crying.
She stared across the room ussecingly,

Silemtly leeking the [ukikity

OF struggling with n cruel power 1o grear

That bumon Hves would crah benesth it weight
Like little tmid creatures in the brosh

Caught suddenly benesth the mangling rush

O Jocwsred hﬂnﬂ:ml’lm‘ﬂhﬂ dowm a ML

A long, long Hme she lay there wery anill,

Pulaed by a bitter theeh of disconbent,

Regrettng nine hasd months that she had spent
In sager prepacution for this day.

Craly 1o have the beoaty smmatched sway

And find an empty sorrow in s place,

She rmised woid eves to her hushond's Eace,

He tried 1o smide wt her aod took her hand,
Whispering, “Morynerite, T mnderstand,

Bait ¢wory cloud must have o allver linkag.

Leak through the window: see. the sun s shiningl
Life is nat hard if we are reconciled,

And soeeday there will be anather child,”

Srruggling to ahake the dreaming From her mind,
The dying woman raised her bda 1o fnd

The neighbar who bad fed her stnading near.
She moticoed, apd the womnan leaned to bear

The Faint wonls oo the old lps, musmured low
And Tileringhy, “Joey? Where 18 Joel”

The rary neighboe sonthed the levered head

With conling palms, "Den't worry, dear,” she sald,
“Your mon @ in his bedroom gecting dressed;

He's going out.  Lie =tll, far you misst rest™

She stroightened to her Fill imposing Beighe

And moved away. & inedy wtreak of Hghe,

Freed from it Biding-place behind bes foem,
Suddenly slipped owt. gheaming beight and worm,
To fall across the faded, withered lsce

Lying inert upon the plllow-cose

The dull eves suw ihe slunbing roy and smiled,
“Life 45 diot hard i we are reconciled,

And there are bits of sun along the way,”

The speechiess lipa formed words they could pot say.

sy,
And then were stiil.  As twilight glaeed tie skies
The sged woman chosed ber weary eyes.
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Autumn Afternoon

By RicHarp Lucky

B waolked slowly, delibesately. His heels mng

an the otment fope ol the empty corddon, and
be waa conmtdous af ench step and of the absolige
silnce in between. The sun shone i throogh the
ligh arches againat the opposite wall of the passage-
wary,  Ageinst his e the reflocied beat from the
wall wis ke & soft warm breath.  An aimless liete
lereeze atirred the brown leaves thinky senttered under-
Frat, soeming to imbse them with life,

The dooe to D, Geolfrey's alllce wan clossd.  He
Imecked and mood with his sunusedpt 0 liss hand,
laaking ni the square of opaque glass and wondering
In & detoched sert of way i there were any one on
the other mide of 1t Thea the door opened, and Dr.
Creaffrey stood there. For o moment the profeesoe
loaleed at his viabtor without recognizing him, the sus
shlnlisg on his thin, wrnkled face. He had been
reading.  The mild, devitalized eyes of some ndeflnite
colar looked Hred.

A, qoad afternoom, Mr, Wisters,” he said, grawe-
ly offersng hin hand. D, Geoffrey had o qualst
courteny thot was untntentionally Battering: Bur fo=
day Bob Winkers Joolked wt the wrinkled. old face
ol the dry, desd-looking halr. which was oo thin
io hide the umbealthy scalp beneath feeling mther
sorry For him,

"V sorey [ oconldn's get this thing 1 before new.
D, Geaffrey. [-"

“IFs guite all fight. Mr. Winter," tnterropted the
Il mum, toking the folded sheets of paper and
plcing them with a stock of others on his desk, T
hawen't begun reading amy of thie lasl ussigoment
yit; planoed looking them over mext week leisarcly.
I hope you laven's been crowded tos much.”

Oratatde again Ig wa warm and pleasant, llke apring.
He thansght of the dried-up little nsan e bis deak in
the dingy office, bent over a task that years ngo must
have hecome porely mechanicall He was a pretty
good old duck aher all, but what did he get out of
Life aoyway! He thought of bimself o the ltuee
with all of it thrilling possibifites. It would be aw-
Tul o o fo seed like that.

A quiet peacefuloess hang over the compus. The
dustant nalss of taffic, fused into n alngle stream of
scand, oaly now and then intraditeg oa the conscions-
news, mevmend to emphoaize the feeling of remote soli-
tude surrcunded by o restless and acorrying world,
He fclt aimoat aa i he wese trespassing ax he walied

oot on the griss and sod dowi. The green tuef snd
recently swept sidewalks Bowed out from the somber
wray buildings wnder the oaks and the maples and the
pepper tives with o planned and well-bept look theat
remingded him of 4 plcture post eanld,

There was an atmoiphers here that was deeply
sutiafying, scmeithing plessant and eluive Hie hall-
forgoiten boyhood memorlen.  He el sitenaely and
seli-comnchomly ulhve.  lmstinciively cautioua lest the
mugd be destroyed, he ket n thowghts ploy over kis
feefingn.  Intimstions of some vital meaming fitted
through his mind, There were secreés just beyond
his yrasp! They iohihised and restdeted sim!  His
whale {miellectunl welf pemed o fumble with incom-
prebensible bars o i feeecdom, but the fnacinabing
truth senimined fantalisinghy just cat of reach,

Then hin guestioning mood changed, A buoyant
senae ol well-belng wos in posession of e  Cne
iy e would be able 10 upderstaid. One day he
wonld escape frads the humdrum of ondinary 1He min
o hall aod eaciting existence, To live e intensely —
that wae to really Mie. Tt was o psce that went to
the swift. and most people were plodders. They spent
their lves groging op blind alleys without ever And-
Ing et whit it was achually all about, But e would-
o't be like that. You bad to fnee lHe squarely ael
beep on dnceng it or wind op just another Dy, Geol-
frey.

A Jew moments Inter Dr. Geoffrey and his wifs
came out of the building, Lin pessing they  nerticed
the boy reclining o the grase

Yoo know, George, | almast envy these stodents
their frecdam o lie about oo the campus like that,
There v samething so natoral, so peaceful-loaking,
ond charming.  That boy—" B Geoffrey. stoppesd
for want of worda o express what she el

Nen, | sppmse sn,' said her hosband, Alancinig
bmck over his shoulder and smiling. “That's ane of
my English mujors,” There wis & short interval of
ellence m hils eyes wondered off across the campun,
which now lay ki cool shade except for a bong sireak
ol wiarm, yellow sunlight here and there. Then he
spoke again, retrospectively and with perhapa fest o
trowe of wisthulness In lds volce,

"He'n a e boy; n hit given over fo day dreaming
Just now: but be'll come out of 4-all right.  Somehow
we all da’

They walled on i sllence.
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Too Much Freedom

By Corat Kiuce

15 “Rnmgng yowh' burning itell oat? Is too muoch
freedorn mmking the youth of today a shifiless
welfish, helpless lot of Future citizens? Or will the
men and wamen of tomoreew be bonest, God-fenring,

peaple, superior ta their porenis in -
tellect wand [nitintoee?

Freedam 12 defined by Wehster as the “exemption
ar llberakion from slivery, Impacament ar restrobat,
ar Irom the power aned control of another; liberty, -
depemddence.”  We young moderns have been ex-
emipled from the restroint or from the comtrol of our
eldere. 1 sy we havw bewn exempled, for we fer-
taindy eould not simply lsve rebelbed amd exemphed
ourselven,  We would have been thwarted in any
wuch pitempt.  Thin pew, unresticted youth evolved
aill &f a mew eni brought shout by many e i

our ae had prebably mever given much thooght
Wisat is the remill of thia mare gilt that has been oura?
‘What has thia freedam done for ws?

Lock at mny college student |n imy college in ihe
comtry.  See how e lifts bis hend proudly. snd meets
your searching ygase unwaveringly—eye o eye.  He
has & determined purpose in living this ltfe; he means
to get what he cam out al 1. Talk o him—heas
how challengingly he expresses his opénions, unnfrid
‘Wazch how he observes and listcos; there i little that
eacnped his keem eve mad alert ear. OF course he
b oot all bisioess, Was ever the average college
student comtent o dewate sll hia time 10 work? He
aliots himself o generoug portion of time [ which be
tnled his varlous forms of relaxation.  This, according

and social changes

We are fha chiklres, now grown, who Jeoked on
ol the "lazz Age We did mot look on with wide
terrified eyes, simply because we knew nothing difer-
mt.  We accepted boyiah bobe, bath-rub gin and
elighteen-day dieta wa & part of oar enviroamest.
These wern the hysterical. mad, merry doys of 1926,
3 mmd 28, when the password to o good time was
thw ali-repeated phrase, "Anything goen!”  We saw
nbbreviated skirts and “the Chardeston,” and listened
o blarng. gildy, misdess jozz. In the midst of all
this we were leld bo grow up pretty much as we would,
anid all this left ity mark oo ;o Deep down in cur
young hearts we promised eamelves that we would
be different ansd that s would leep that vow mo
mattzr what the cost

An it hoppened, there was no cost. We grew up
mnd matared during enother hysterical period, Every-
ane was talking depreasicn ond stock market crash
and Wall street and we were keft to ourselyes For
maibver mterval.  Men, women, mothers and fathers.
were so deeply Iwvalved in mattera of Bnance and
maney worres that they hod litle tme o give us
Ewerything wné confused and wuncertuin.  Flrat, we
had no ane at home fo shape our charoctors for us
Secand. we had no ocoe alter whom we wonbed W
‘patters surselven; we had o creabe our own pat-
feres g well s do owr own molding and soulpturing.
We were entrusted with something which probahly
m other generation of children had ever had—per-
mmal fiberty, freedom of thought and mind. ndepend-
ence in itn deepest sense. We were forming idean
i opiniom nbout things to which other ehildren of

b plaint, i where the trouble begine

The rhn.rqu ogoinat Yeuth are mther well-known
to nll of me  He has no reserve, po regind lor con-
vention; be b extravogant; he gets drunk ond dis-
ordecly wiih alaeming frequency; be hon been given
"torr much Freedom!”  These same charges. madifed
by changes i society, have been brought agains the
youth of every age since the older genemtion has had
time 1o think of its offapring. Ewen in the doys when
Frank Merrwell nod Elsle Dicsmore were the (deals
after which boys amd gisly patterned  themsabves,
valces were russad aguinal the antics of the younger
generation.  As bad been said; the notmre of these
complnints haa olways been ahout the same jwat on
youth in oll fGmes has been fondamentnily sbmikar.
As far as Inck of seserve and diaregard for convention
are eoneerned. hax not this atdtude applied 1o the
Youth of afl tme? Al voung people rebel ogains
time-honored comvention: which seem to be perpenis
uted for no appasent seasin, 1t is this atsitude on the
part of Youth which creates new polickes ond higher
Ideals ard rnises the standard of morals. OF course
iige alwaya insists that the moral sinndards of Youth
are Jow, and so there are those who contend taday
that Youth i wicked and sinful and without ldeals
Bt those who know Youth and usderstand him see
in him a clean-minded, fmnk yousg person, oo more
wicked than the Youth of mny generaton. True, be
converses on gubjects congifered taboo by the gener-
afion before i bot he does ma srrlonaly and sepai-
bly. He maintains a scientifc atbtude, an abiude
of alert end intebligent curiosity, He b continually
seeking knowlkdge, hungering for it His Trankness,
then, does ot indicate a back of meral charneter.
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There | oothing wrong with Youth's maris,  He
koows jmab pa much abowt fundamental properties s&
do his purents, and be regards them just as highly.
Dlempite: hix air of careless alandon, which e wears
Hm:lq nerams his shoulders ns a protective eloak, Yauth
in still pretty much an old-Eashioned conservative.

It in the dricking probdem which hos caused amd
will comtinue to comse most of the comment Our
eléers all toa often speak as Ul coatemporary Youth
had created this problem—which {5 patently ntree
In fwct, it was fur sdvenced when we appearcd om
the seeie.  We had 0 reputition e Nve up to before
wr ever grew up,  Our predecessors wouldn't let
us disappoint them. They were giddy nod gey snd
odmitted bosssfully that they drank to excess. Back
in the doys of prohibition it was the wmart. dever
thing to da, When we saw ourselves an qrown young
mesr and women, able fo assame respansibifities, we
ibpeiduil that the tms had come for o defimite decision
on our part, Theti the repeal of prehibition imcreaved
the pertinence end the importnnce of the liquor ques-
tion, and the younger generabon was being watched
corefally. We were to be the seiters-of -the-exniple.
Laoiklig ubout s, we saw spectacies which had once
sevird nmazingly, hilorkoasly clever and funny, but
which, on eleaer bnspection, revenled shsolistely noth-
ing at which we were amused. Sweddenly it seemed
to ps that a most worthwhile accomplischment weomld
be the develepment of the ability fo “mke 1 or leave
It nlene"—and that hes come to be @ sort of eaeed
smony wday’s Youth, The modern oollegian whe ia
seeni b o pidhlie place In an indoxboated condition ks al-
moat sure b be held in Jow esteem by his classmmtes;
i be chastised and ridiculed.  Most of the drinking
that Is done todny s dome in modernte form 0 the
priviscy of the sfudents’ own apanments. &8 @ special
larm of pelumation. Tt B po longer consldersd smare

o "get dght” 1o poblic places.

The accusabion that Youth i extrovegont is alsa
imfoundsd an truth, The sverage student in acutely
wware of the volue of o dallar—ond he knows how o
mmke that dollar lnst.  His foxuries are not of the ex-
penaive typel it takes aurpeisdngly litle o satishy him.
Prevalent among stadents is & good-naturedly frank
whtifude townrd matiera fnnncind; there in no false
pride. no preterse of spending money when theee In
nione o speod. Youth grims his wide, rechless grin.
tarns hia empty pockeis inside out, nond has m good
time anywayl

In fact. the true pécture of comtemporary Youth 18

ither wply per disheart He B by po meams
the sinful, deflani youmg thing with pot @ serlous
thought in his bead, which be i often said to be. He
i nedther wicked nar worthless. We of the yomiigjer
generaticn have found Bfe 1o be o grand and glorious
mdventure, The mere [t that we are here, and the
precarionsoess of our stay, challenge ma. W feel that
we are thrice-blest, that we are rich in advantoges aml
vEperlgiges which other generations pewer m|u-}1.-d.
It I our generalion which has aren come t0 pass
the grestest social amd economlc changes snce tme
begen.  Progress bas been, breath-takingly mpid, and
we have moved with lt. Our minds have bod o be
alert und keen. Our eyes have had to be wide=open
and penetrating.  We have wed our unprecedented
freedom fo leam to Hve to our beat sdvantage lest we
mizs the wonders of the oge in which we now exiat,

Too much freedom? We would have been o sorry
excuse for cleor-thinking, level-headed young people
had we been repressed nod restrwined s werd aud
grand parents, of even our parents.  Too much free-
domi 1 protess beedly and emphatically. "Lt free-
dom ringl™

= —=

Mirrors
By Many MoxTcoMERY

1 have looked info the murky depths of your eyes

And 1 have aeen

A gt elver rlppling theough dark trees

A smn-wnshed white cottage with green shotters amd
& garden

Admdzrg'l.rf:l:nd.lnqnnn]:.l.llddr,hufqne b the
wind, her head high

A wingle gull potied above grey water

Four amall wiolets

Pence,

Your eyes wre windows thrown out wide for me to

I
And | have seen

A filehy city; sesthing with people and disease
A hollow-eyed dirty-foced urchin pitching peneies In

m [utter

A man Ina drafty teneownt house beating hia shrick-
Ifg wosnan

A shodking thief omd muorderer

A weritable hell,

‘What nre you
That show me
Peuce

And hell

In the same glance]
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Silver Dollar

By PHyLLS Caruso

'DD]-E[NIC dide't want to go home. The closer
his fect broaght him 1o the tiny, unpainted frame
hause drapped sbrupely o the midse of grale ficlds,
the grenter his noguish became.  The vegetable gae-
den win the oofy spot of color and life im the picture.
The place waa just like the people i it dry and quiet.
suggesting  admenitons with w dey rustle,

The boy reached into his pockel again to feel the
bilesseel ' eombort of the silver dollar thot ln.:.r there.
He sighed as he thoagh of all the things that dollar
comild do—with it he could ke Ella to ibe show
lumght. oo buy ber n soda or s g wMerwasds
while they were walting for & ride home with old
Mir. Botes on the milk tneck, If he bought her m
snda, though. be would kave o0 bay himself oae too,
ar |t wotldnt Jool right. but it waa o shame fo spend
all that momey in one might.  Dominle remembared
regretfully the last time he had gone to the show in
own.  He hadn't knomm Elln then, or be woulds't
have wasted hin money on himsell,  He wosld have
anved 18 umtil be got encugh o take ber too, Bt of
b sawed the maoey, he probably woukdn't bave been
allpwed fo keep B anyway. This Hme wos different.
Hit bad b take BElla o tbe show tansght—he had
already pronsised.  She would be waiting far him, end
il B¢ shouln't come, her roond ke face would
pucker up with worry foe fear something had hap-
peraed o him,

Damimic shuied ncroas the packed cordl thit formed
the “yard " of his bame.  He stopped and loaked about
bim: Maybe be could hide the dollar somewhers and
tell his mather he hadn't worked this afternoon.  That
thought vanished aimost as sooo ms it hod Bashed
ints his mund, Domdnic could see his mother sitting
by the kicchen tahle. bending over scmething. That
would be the linle book by which the family Hued
The wom notebook was well known to Dominic. for
if di=tng cne week, @ plowshare or hose had to be
purchased, it had o be made up in food and clothing
economies.  As be watched his mother Irom the back
porch. the memary of Boh Rath's words burmed in his
earm. " Yeah, stingy, Your dad has more money than
anpone else in the volley, but gow can't put o o
dime for o worthy couse! What a guy!”

"Hello, ma" Dominic hmg his cap on the ol
hefiind the door and went over o the tmhle

"What's the matter? You lock sick.”

“Muthin’, ['m all Aght.” Dominic’s shoulders droop-
el He was beaten hefore be started. He coulde'

atk her for money o toke a giri to the show when
hia mother worked horder than anyone ele and had
fiever even been o a show.  His sbemach fel funny.
If he coubde't persuncle his mother to-let bim keep the
dallar, 1t would be the end of everything. Ella'd get
dred of sticking up for a guoy that didn't have mice
clethes or money toapend, and stact belisg nlce jo coe
of the Rath boys, maybe,

“Sin ned seven in thirteen—1 goess your dollar
will just about make thingas even far this week, Domin-
le.” She woun't warching him but Dominle knew he
must lay that dollar en the table,

"Ma ., . Mo could [ keep the dollar?  Just thia
aseg T

There wan o long moment of silence ae the weary
wormn locked ot the bay n merprise.  "Keep the
dallar?  Why, ses, you knew | beed 27

“Haut, Ma, | have to hove it 1 promised!” Tenr
wire |n Al boy's vodce.

"You promised whatT™ She looked down ut fthe
boy squattng on the scurned, spotless Boor ot ber feet,
his face in hia hapds, Her wark-wom hand went out
o s bowed head, but she withdrew i She dida'y
guestion him again, but his story grachaally enme ot
broken by jerky pauses.

ﬂhhmmlﬂqwhrﬂlpﬂml}uhuu.ﬂnbﬂaﬂl
asked me for . ditee for 8 picture they wanted 1o get
aml gt in the back of the bus. [ eodd him 1 dida’t
wall fo put i oo dime foe the pictuse. and he got mal
Hr calbed me stingy—sald | was juat like Pa—hang-
I o to my mooey and oever thinking of ofher
freaple.  Everyhody laoghed. Ma asd 1 wonted $o bt
him, but Ella—she's & girl that dden oo the bos—she
mode them stop,  They don't ever leave me alone,
Ma. They're nbways ssying something bke that.

I ate tunch with Ella this noan.  She was walting
lor me when T came cut of schocl, and asked me o
cat with her. She wap 8o mice o me, and she's so
prety and hele.  We ataried tnlking, and 2
Well, 1 asked her to go 1o the show with o anight.
I didn’t wean to, Ma, bt we started talking aboat
shows, and T oskied her to g [ knew T woulin's have
the meney tnbess | ocould keep the dollar, bug 1
goulda’t halp it. | told ber Me. Bates would take ua
o lown when he went in o deliver the milk, and we
coudd ride back with bim ot ten o'dock. 1 bave to
figve that monew.”

“¥ou ahould have kngwn better than o prosise
mnything like that Deminic.  You keow | oeed every
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cent | cun get to keep the howse godng, [ den't knaw
whit 1o do.  Your sister needs shoes right mow, and
where the memey is coming from, 1 haven't any ddea.
1 just eon't give you that dollar. Maybe pext
week ... "7

The voice tralled off, and Dominie turned sway and
walked unsteadily to the door,

The boy stambled out the deor. down the one step
fram ke porch to the packed enrth which formed o
path to the shabby liter of sheds spread out behind
the house—the howse that contained the doflur that
would never be his again.  On either side of him were
the pows of vegetables, —back-breaking rows of car-
rots und spinach that be had o hoe aod corry water
b Dlowsinse looked st the neat rows, He had tended
rovws like this since he wsa ten years old  He had
worked In the Frust every year, too, apd had pever
beess pald n cent for it except for the few clothes
e Bad 4o hove, Oiher lkids hod money, mooey. they
didn't have to work for. He couldo’t have even ihe
dollor that be earmed onee & weeke A great sab rp-
ped theaugh the slight bady ue be hemded jor the
seclusion of the nenrest shed.

Doenide heard the men coming from the Selds,
and hurred o hidle himself behind the shed  He
hraced his hock ogainat ooe of the sheds and closed
his epes. He cooldn't keep the fears from rolling
ouf from under his closed eyelids, bui by this time
his grief had turned to uoger.  His lather could afford
o hire slx men fo waork in the Belds. but he couldn’t
Iet hin children have noything that they didnt need
tir keep them alive. Dominic remembered the scensa
that has) taken place over whether or oot he was to
go o high schoal. 1 1t hadn't been the law; he would
be out there with the wm right now, working as Iong
s there was any light to see try, aml getting nothing
for i but his food end o place to sleep. He woaldn’
wvin hove the chance to read the booka hin teacher
gove him becouse e wos uhend of the rest of the
clamm,

Two of the men were standing near another of the
sheds not far from the boy, thelr volces raised in
excltmment.

“Mext time you wani me 0 win scew of your
money, don't throw it down a hole mo | can't callect

" Bath of the men were gasing dowsn nto the pit
ever which the need abed was buile.

“Well, I'll be dammed! IHd you ever see the beat
of {7 his companion Bughed and slapped him on the

“Come om let's get out of here before the boss
comes n and Ends some more work for us to do. A
little rest right oow is worth more to me than Riry
centn.” The two men walked off,

Dominic burried to the shed.  Fifty cental [t would
pay lor the show, and Ella wouldn't be disappointed.
Agnﬂlmd]lﬁnd!mhhnﬁnduhemﬁbldl}u
seed shed, @ rough budlding hastily constructed over
o pit which was too large Jor i |t rested uncertainly

an the heavy baards that lined the pit to keep malatore

awny from the seeda

Damenic Jeaned over, peering lnto the darkness.
There, on & two-by-four fust out of reach, waas the
fifty—cent piece, Dominle fumied ood mn lor the tool
shed, keeping out of sight of the kitchen windows as
he did so. He selected n piece of stout plpe to use
a8 & lever nad part of o milsoad tle that would hald
the bullding wp, and he raced back to the seed shed,
He wiauld have to hurry—his Inther wouald be calling
him to milk the cows.  They were already at the gate
begging o be milked and fed.

By the time he had broced the shack op along one
alde, Daminle was panting from exertion and eages-
oess. Once the pipe hod slipped off the block of
wood, and he had had to work fast to keep the ahed
from toppling hack 1o Ms odjinal position.  That
woilld hove meant tem minuies’ more wore At Inst
hie succesded in tipping ft enough for his purpose.

Deenipic Iay flat oo his stemach with ks head kn-
pide the procarious opening he hel moede. There i2
lay. He reached dowi. 1o a moment the Elty-cent
pizce |u:; in his hond, ll:l.n'r and cool.  His relied
was so great that he couldn't meve,  ‘Then, carchally,
he started o edge back from the apeming.

“Pominic] Deminle, come berel Oh, God . . 17

B figure come Hying ncrosa the packed earth. As
she struggled Fromtically o bRt the weight of the
building from the neck of the mill twitching body, a
silver dollar drepped frons ber hand nod rolled un-
poticed into the pit.
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Memoranda of Growth

By Jean Ramace

Cuﬁmll'lﬂ-Wth.rd. The gravel path stretched
way ahend. longer than o Bible verse o the apgle
branch that scratched outside my window. Some-
times the dellvery boy picked me up on hin way, and
I made in dignity up to the kdtchen door. Lucy helped
me down with one hand., while with the other she
lifted the Hve-pound bag of kitchen flowr that had
tares stars oo it Going down wea very essy: ofice
1 atarted. there wans oo end. My dirty, acrabched
lege knocked against each other as T ran faster and
famter. | passed the rock where once T had tom open
my keee; [ shimmed the hroken-down plovhouse thar
held the histtered dtove; 1 alid down the lost stretch
of gravel that led inio the state highway. There
luy the green ball 1 had been chaalng . . . Climbiag
wne hard . . AR cthe top there waa o bouse . . Mg,
white. unfriendly. There was a long, red atick that
reached 1o the sky and [Irightened away the birds
with Its smoke, amobe that was black and ssoty. In-
alile there was Mummy, who made me waah bebisd
the enre: there was Daddy. who hated the noise from
the dnam; there was Liocy, who never wanted me
the kitchens finnlly there was Mary Constnnee. whose
bair wan yellow,

Gearge's fnther had & black cloth over ooe eve,
end wlsen he walked. are oot always atumbbed, They
Twed In & small white box off the gravel strotch. but
Georye nlways come up when his futher fleed the
Penvers on the grams. Ooe aberncon the green ball
rallel urder thelr parch: the door wus open. and 1
walked . They didn’t have a Lucy, but Georges
mother [et me i the kichen, She nodded ber lad
when | looked toward the doughmut dish, aed T grabib-
od one. Ceorge rode in on his fathes's shoulders after
my Hith doughmat. end when George reached for the
mate. there Was o smiidge acrdsd hin hand sad fwo
long ooes beside bis s F':gg::.r. thelr new haby,
tal an the floor; her mouth was open wide, nnd ahe
screamed, “Ta Ta”. Geosge's (miber smiled, making
the black cloch ahake, snd turied 1o the oy papers
when Peggy merenmed louder, This home wsin't
like mire. Peggy's holr was hisck, snd Gearge did-
W1 wosh hia enra. I reached foe my sluth senghmot
aind pull:d qunr" Black cusle

Th'r!lﬂ was Santn Clam. He came dowe
chimmeys with a hoge hag, red sait, and white whis-

kere.  Santn Claws  Joheny leoked at me squardy
whea [ jold him.

“Satitn Clans?™ he sald  "You women” He al-
wiys mid “You women,” because hiy Father did

Whatamatter? 1 oasked  “Whatsamatter  with
Santa. Claus?'

“Muthin’,” he come back. "Muthin', "Cause there
ain't oo Santm Clave That's why,” Hr stuck the
sucher bi ks moath pnd wolked up and down,

“You're Iyin', Johiney Cochin,” | scoeamed, “You're
lyen".” My fat shot out, and [ knocked it agalnss hin
face. He swallowed faat, and [ could see the candy
slide doon his theoat h stuek

"Mummy,” be yeled, "She's kilin' me, Mummy.”

I ma, There wald o geRting Wy from 18 Mo
Santi Claus . . . On Christmas h-:n.m:agqlq. Santa
Clnm with the pack, the whiskers, and the red sl
Thin time I saw what | bkad never wunted 1o see be-
fore. Undle Phil's ring wos on his lnger. Aad the
whishers cume off when | pulled hard

“She's growing up,” Dod smid.  He looked at me
as though 1 were deing something terrshle.

Oinee cvery year | wmited for Dad's serman om
charities. 1t wos something about the real mseaning
of the word “charity”—fne, noble wards that | be-
lieved, that touched my henrl. They mnde me feel
8o pecure, £ sotisfied with mrypself. 1t wm so ensy
ta biliewve them, ensy fo koow that ten cents @ week
from each one would clothe and feed oll the poor
And my dimes left me, week by week,

It was one o'clock im the morsng, A coll come
through thet @ man was dying snd wanted to see &
mistater. [Dad woot anmd 1 with him, It ook ten
fiifites 1o story the car, wnd the wind whipped the
hoir acrass my face a0 that everything wns empty.
‘We hnally come fs a erooked street. o street through
which o cor could poms. The mumber of the house
wan rubbed off, but we found p brokem stairwasy
leading to & cellar, There was po dooe, ond except
far rwo packing boxes, 1 could see into the room
A homan form lu;k om the floor, covered with a -
tale ssck. A womon beat aver i, wnd the Joog
huir covered the face of the boy ifat robbed aguinat
her for warmth, Tt wes cold, ond the ealy light
was & white candle thut threatened to go out amy
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minute. In o corner stood o small gid oo blee co-
ton . Acrosa ber Hithy right hand there woa n
bloody scratch which she kept socking, untl her
face and mowth were smeared with hlood,

"S'my Daddy,” she cromked, “Wha's youl”

I coulda’t answer. [ grapped Ihad's nem upts] my
matle chsg deep inta hard Hesh,

“Eany,” be said.

We were m the car, and the wind whipped my lair
acrass iy face.

“Tenm cenis,” 1 anid, "Charities™

Thiat was three years ago. 1 pever heard the
charity sermon agnin.

Chaiaide it is raining: the windows stream with the
|H'|pp'|n-q wnier.  Bot 1 want to get ook | want the
cokl ram to wash my fce—to wash away the shal-
foess and boredoen thit 1 leel, Poimtly [ hear: the
romorcus fone of the miniser preaching ca the Tres-
ence of Dvparied Beings: Mother's hand is fambling
foe er hisdkerchiel; the man in fromt of pe las o
hail ¢m s necke [ want o get put, Tor there |8 poth-
Ing here—nothing bt & choir of perfectly harmoaized
walces, nothing but o respectabile middle-class con-
firegation.

The mizn issed to alkine when [ waa eight—it never
staved outiide. Throagh the white mobe of a Beanded
Mnn oo the window-pane i crept. | remember how
I wed o shift my seat so that the oy woudd Dlimd
mes T wight blink, ond Anet Joan would aisdge nie
carefully o that the fohisons couldn’t see. The man
tit the high box alwys wed to amdle at me, and when
he met me on the street, be woold ghve me u pepper-
miot deop—the kind with o hole in the  middle
throagh which | could squeeze my tosgue. & woman
ustd 1o st In front of me then—a kst ooe with o
black hat mnd three chorrles on it Her head sed
to bob up wnd down, and the cherrles woald knock
against ench other. Once abe sneeped, and o cherry
atriking rwo others fell to the loor, When the organ
played. 1 made me fedl gueer Ieséde e Furmy e
glad. T wanted fo_hog Mother tight and lend my
sled to sester. [ wanted ta say my peavers withom
mizmbling and: play with the erippled boy mexe doar,
Semetimes |t woold moke me sleepy, and | would
fall lrack on Dad's mr He always smelled of amoke
and yellow soap.

Now, there b no such thisg a8 sleep b church.
Thsere I oo gun; the rain knacks against the biue-glass
windows. Gone are the cherrien nod the peppermint
dropa; tle mon i the kigh box o misssomary in
Alfricn.

Al yet , ., althougl the sun i3 not shining, the
Benrsled Man with the white robe s still on fhe

window-pane.

Por wn whole years T wae a "perfect”™ child I
ale my oatmeal evéry moming, took my oop every
afternoon, studied my lessonn every evening, and
atarted on that struight and oarrow path which leads
o Giabriel

My parent helped. i began with “Do thia" e
“Dio that.”™ and it fenally encled with “Read this” and
“Read that,” The nngel-b-be comsented: 1 read
Mather Goose and Geimm's Faicy Tifes, Black Beowty
and Trepawre Ialavd. Oltver Tevist, and Vamity Fair.
1 went From Andersan to Alcatt, from Swift o Shakes-
peare, from Theckeray m Tolwol from Scoit
Show,  Marvelous, wasn't B Such a bnckgroand!
Haslot, Anma Karenina. Huckleberry Plan, Don
Cuinote; Jane Eyre—they were oll a necessary part
of m youny lady's edocation,

True, they were all Great Warks, But what did
they mean fo me!  They hrought no beauty, oo real-
Ity, oo tears or Laughiern, o yeamning to do some-
thimg or beeoss somebody, no love ar hate, Ta me
they were only o means of showing of.  Ta be able
to say when someont or ofther mentiased Shaw,
‘Siseh m concedted person. my dear. but truly o genius,
dan’t you think? By the way have youo rend his
Advemtieres of a Back Giel in Her Search For God?™

But u day of owakening came for me. & day which
I shall never forget  Simcladr Lewin was oot en-
cournged o my circle. He was pot “the thing,” He
wad dull, hitter, petty. Ceriminly nothing he coald
ever sy would add w o giel's backyround Meverthe-
less, in m stramge He of devilishness | rend Main
Streef. When | woa halbway through, 1 despised
Lewds and when | had fAnished the book, | sdored
him: In his description of Maie Steeet. | sow my
friends mnd mysell. There we were—in o amall mid-
wentern city with our Dy Store and oor Grecery,
o Mest Market and owr Movie Hoose, oor Dlepart-
ment Store and oar Tailor Shop. T saw the ugliness
und mediocrty of oor susroundings, the cheap goasip
und petty laxury al our selghbors, the monotony and
sordidoess of lihe. 1 saw it all and I became afradd
—afrald thut | oo, might become n Carod, living
her bfe, going to the sama brldge parties where col-
lee wan sérved fnptend of ten. bearing children with
the iden of sencling Junior to Harvard and Mary o
Vasanr, and foolly leaving 1t ull 1o be Buried in
thit allent churchyand scross lrom which o gasoline
station wouldd probably spring up,  Here was a e
and a book to show it ap.  And 1 undersiood why
Americans hote Lewis.  Poor man! He has the
stregth mnd nerve b plcture the Mmerican middiz-
clom in itn real Frome with fe Sunday church and
Saturday night showe 13 Ford cos and Hoower
Wi, il8 hddgr pames nod golf scores. O
coisae, the penp1= of whom Te |s writing tsrn ap
their noaes and walk away Irom hins, So it wan thot
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he opeowdl my eyes. ond | owe Bim n great deal,
[ had to begin over ond over again. 1 starced with
Alice in Waonderlom! and went oa. 1 haven't conght
up yeb, bt T on the trall, T have grown to bove
the conceit of Shaw, the geniee of Dreiser, the eal-
ity of Sandburg, and the simplicity of Hamsen: too,
I have learmed #o despise the filthiness of Thayer,

and the sumeness of Kathleen Norrs and Zane Grey,
and the perfect endings of u hast of get-rich-meck-
povelists.

A deviouas roate, yes-—bat what is the socrifice af
ten groping years for the satsfection thal is mine
todoy?

A Visit With the Blunderines

By Aupme [asspre

T was a stiffing sammer afternoon with only an in-

frequent bit of hot. sleep-inducing brecze to hreak
Is manotany, when 1 declded 10 pay one of my in-
fremeent calls onoan old FHesl  To make matters
worse; It was election meason, and when 1 arrived.
my friend wan listiening to o Joog piece of compalgn
aralory on the radio. Somewhat grudgingly. | we-
enpbed hix |ovitation to lsten with him, amd sank into
a comforinble chadr with what | boped was an ime-
perceptiblic gigh, 1 say grodgingly, bor unfortunately
we difiermd n great denl in eor polivical viewpssints,
and these partcular lengihs wpan lengths of speech
happened 1o be produced by one of hin fvorite pall-
Henl goda. 1 ihanked Heaven, bowever, lor the Bles-
Ing of the mdio, which, though forclng our ewrs to
anffer such atocities, elmimates ot fesst the oeorssity
of watching the performers ot the same time.

Boon | decided that 1 migilet as well relaw, and,
letting the whirring of the lnsects and e volce of
my frirad blead info one loag manotony, | lell asleep
and foond myself walldig down o well-traveled roud.
The going was easy enoagh, For, although the way
offen was crooked and winding, several passers-by
volenteered information & 1o the ensiest routes nnd
the shusdicst resting places along the way. . [F thes
hid been n waking eaxperience, 1 would have nooed
that ench one of my kind but sell-appetited guides
bind asked e do remenshor the hvor, winking know-
Ingly as he did sa,

Al troveling for several hours, T geew lonesame
wnd struck op an soqumintance with an agrecable chap
who was going my way,

"Where are you beaded T 1 paked,

“Blunderia, ol course. [ have prepared myself
maary years for this jeoroey.”
hr"?]nduu." I respended, “And what may thas

He koked of moe in some surprise.  "But you keow,
af eoarse.  Oh, surely you mase he joking!”

Oitveigualy, 1 kot blundered. [ woald he more dip-

lomatlc. [ looghed. "OF cowrse, bur seriously, ell
me how yow have prepored voarsell these many
veam.”

“Oh, contucts, you lmow, contacts,
people.”

"1 see” But I did pot see

My companion conbmued, "The pext turn should
bring us there. Juest think! My whaole 12fe in preparm-
ton for shis]l Asd presently 1 shall enter and seally
start my coreer. | sholl wark up ond up through
the hierarchy of Blmderines, perhops reaching as
high as—buot, oo, I am oo boastful ™

Suddenly, followed o sharp wm la the rand, we
came upen b clonrdeg o the middle of which stood
w aort of cnstle, sarrounded by a kigh wall. 1t seemed
o B ensy emowugh to enter the fortrese, for the guands
stopped each comer only o Few secomds gppmrj_y
to question klm, Then it was our tams The guard
locked down at me from the parapet and guestioned,
"Well, and what are your credentinls?

“What do you mesny

“Why, what have you done in your B to deserve
eniering hernl”

“Well, let's see.” | heaitnted. irying bo think of some
warthy deed. "I, ah, conteibute fo chasitles, and—"

The guasd geew inspadient, and tmrming bo -my -com-
panion, he paked, "“Well, what about youl”

“Connections, mostly, connections,  T'ns in with—"'
nnd here he' spoke so softty to the guard that 1 did
niot catch the lagt part of the sentence. Then, mking
Mty om mé, my compandon odded, "And this Fellow,
here, is n special Friend of mine™

“Chy mure. Gooom lml™

Wi entered o lorge courtyond, end my Fend turned
to me anying, “Sarry, bat | must leave you here
Have to see some important people. Yoo look around
the pisce and make contocts.  And, ah, §F you ever
need anyibing, |ust look me upl”

With n lest feeling, I looked around me to odent
mysell with my surroondings.  Around the magnid-

The right
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cemt caatle, the yard wan filled with emacinted men
and women, warking near thele Bhby hovels. Ap-
proaching one ragged ald man, who bammered monat-
aeausly on some gadget, | ioguired, “How con one
aet inte the castleT

T0Oh!" He looked up furtively. T enm't wll yow
But 1 koow acmecoe who can.  “Heyl Boss” he
shouted 0 a rude-leoking fellow, who was passing,
“here’s somepne who wasts o favor.”

The "boss™ came up.  Althomgh [ keew that T bad
oever sern him hefore, be waa hountingly Familiae
with his deeby hot, checkired vent. clgor, and all
that goes with 8, He was one af the many touches
of moddersity in m scene which wua strangely medéeval,
T repented my request: and he disected e to the
ather side of ihe caaile

There, amid great clamoroms activity, 1 sow work-
men running back ood forth and showing every, sign
af incuatry, Soon T percetved that thowe persoss were
wirtving Feverlshly o rebuidd some of the huts around
the castle, which werr i sorry conditions, | waa
startled fram sy ailent meditabions on o the canses
of sach mils by a terrific crash and, wheeling aroniid,
disceverid that one of these buts had crashed o the
groumsl and was alowly sinking into i Immedistely
wfwr, peveral men rushed to the spot, soms pushing
wheelharmows Miled with morter, and othess wildly
branslishing tools of varions sorts. A | atood watch-
Ing their agitation, made obvious to me by thelr ani-
mated movements, | noticed thelr strange attie for
the frst time, They all weee formally dressed in
“talle” and top-hat, aod shiny pumps.  Sarely, 1
thooght, such aristocratsc workmen eannot ba ofic-
eal house buillders]

After watclilig them work: o ne svall for some tise.
quumred."'l'h!nllrmuumu.qhnlkhuplhe
ald houses, You ot bulld sew ones,  Can pou not
peresive thut, in the A=t place, these are rotten at the
foundations (and tels wos indeed so), snd secondly,
that they are bullt upon quickansd? [t is eosy tosee
that s matter how mach yow peteh and mend, thaey
will sink and fafl ioto the earth because of thess
At these woards, thelr hammering, plistering, aod
aawing ceased, and there fell an uncomfortable silence.
Presently, they begam to whisper among lves.
examlaleg me from besd w0 foot with horrifled eye
One of the group came forward. eventually, se spokes-
man

"It Is obvigas,” be informed me, “that you are a
stranger. Wmd thot either you cannot see properly ar
vou hive been bewitched. 5o, reallzing your Ignoe
once, we shall explain the true causen of ihese occur-
rences,  They are of Hile consequence. for ubthoagh
our inhehitumts are often kifled. nothing can ke done
about them.  Far, mm.!h:leﬂthntmqﬂﬂhmd

by vigitations of the devil, elther in the gulse of a
foreigner—here they all Jooked meaningly ot me—,
an dconoclost. o & moron”

"How do you koow all this?”
hully, new. knowing my place.

“The proof in obyviows, The met of the duke of
this citadel ance had & tower which was blown o bite
by enemips.  Dast, broben glnes, and shottered rodc
were thrown for yanls meoand.  “Now” be con-
thnwed, warming to hin subject, “you con esslly see
dht, broken glass, and splisters of wood around lere,
cont youl

I nodded agreement,

"Why” he straightened s e Apishel “ihoss nre
the clues. Or comclusion fa, matuzilly, that therefors
tels Dot und all the other huts destroged here. have
been blown up deliberately by those who seck o
destrony usl”

I lsared nnd sald with @ seriows msien, '“That, indeed.
is as fine a plece of dedaction me 1 bave ever heard,”

At that moment, we henrd o thud s aoother hust
went down, and laking advantnge of the resalting
confmlon, | escoped into the back entmince of the
custhe

The noise and disturbnnee inxide was equal to that
fram which | had juat Bed. | found that | hald come
upan the kitcchen. There | witnessed |n mmszement
wsichi bostles, auch Bying of ketibes nnd cheavers, soch
nngry locks. such s2apa, and kicks, and hair-pullings
a1 hoge nuver to see agoin.  To say the very beast,
It wiia the mest onharmonlons groop which | had
ever met  And what they were scuflling over 1 coold
tot determine. Finally, [ shook s mon, scemewhat
better dremsed amd apparently better fed than the reat,
whom | hod discovered doatng in o cormer, He blinked
sl Frowned disapproval st his hossh awakening,
Across his forehead wos-a sign reading, "ARBITRA-
TOR"

“What are they quarreling forT™ T ahouted nbove
the din.

"The scrapa from ihe royal tahies, and mightly Tucky
they are o get them, fool™

"Well why do they fightT lan't there snowgh s
go arend

“Oh, of course there Be't  The scarcity ln what
mukeas them strong, and ft's what makes then want to
work!”

“Well, why don't they coak this apoiling stuff that's
not bemng used, lying srousid bere wadting o be thrown
wway? As 1 waid this, | pointed 1o a gigantic pile of
witouched grmin nod meat amd  potem  vegetshle
wiich lny in o corner giving off a wvile stench,

“Ch, but i won't woek that way, for if they ate
shat fing, then they woulda't want o cock for their
mastera, for they muoat walt for scrape Irom thele
tables. It's wery simple —Say, you're a stranger here,

I usked, respect-
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apeat youl T think T show you anound.  Thia job
Is oo much far me, nnyway.”

T Imageni B would be”

We passed safely out into the hall which ofered
w i relleving quist, and then, leoding me up a
Beautlii] ald atalrway, my guide instructed me, “You
wre locky that you met me. for 1 shall show you some
very fmpartant people-=the brains of the country, you
kmow. Now. you must be very diplomatic, or you
might insalt thew, Shhkh—."

He openvd & bﬂw'r door af the head of the stairs
aesl faieily, we poked our heads Into the oo, which
win filled with sieepers, many of them muttering in
their sleep.’ Even though ithe eherncon sunlight en-
tereil dreely ihrouigh the open windows, thele sleep
semwd perpetanl and heavy, Suddesly, the door we
were lenming oo creaked cenlnoosly. and one of the
sleepers awoke, My guide was quick to apologize,
“I'm wery sarry bor waking vou, sir,”

“Wiake me! [ wasnt asltep. You desamers out-
#ede there don't know what you're talking sbout.
Asleep!  "Humph” be grambled. “asdeep—" Then
he dropped off again,

We moved up the corrider to the next room, mnd
I entered nmid great storms of lusghter. [ stopped
shiort, [eeling my face color from mized feelings of
price nnd anger,  But my Friesd. the arbitrator, quick-
Iy interprered their conduct. saying that they wers
nt laighing nt me in particular, bt ot everyone who
was it @ Blunderine, and who therefore was not pas-
dowmed of thelr faresight aod perspective.

Shaking und perapiring from their guffawa, glggles.
and goles of Laughter, quite encontrolled, they cer-
talnly did not appear especially endowed with super-
intelligence.  Howewer. they were in the bald and
corpalent stages of fibe, and hence. my guide explained,
they were well able to scoff st the Follies of youth
#nil other over zealous personalies. As we left
their enceastny Bowls were varied cocaslomally by
thumpéri soursds a3 those on the loor mlled over and
Loy B thelr mirth,

| had remarked many curous pesoms passing us s
the halls, their lewds fastened o the necks backwsrd
As my guide stopped ba be ndvised in his ldtchen
srbitration by ane of thes, | slipped into another
ghnmber, It was very black,

M fear my eves. umacomtomed to the darkieas
dicmried only dim shapes moving aboat. Then 1
whaerved that ench accupunt had his mars plugged op
with cottan and his eves Hghtly shut, All the win-

dow blinds were down, so that they were aleogether
dismal looking gquarters. Wishing to brighten the
room, | rafsed e of the shades, and on amaczing
sight appeored before my eves. It was not an ardine
ary window, [t seemed o encompass the whale uai-
verse, asd dll Ufe, past and present. [noa glance, 1
saw all the troubl, nll the problems of people from
age bo ade. mnd saw man odvance. skowly, slowly,
nnd blinifly, bot nevertheless surely, And fodays
man was advancing oot there, oo,  All was constant
chunge.  This great, shilting paporama | comprehend-
ed 1o split second, but the next instant the wizened
ienomt neorest me Hew across ihe room, his Tend
covering his eyes from the light, and pulled down the
curtaln,

He and all the rest n'u-'ﬂ‘ﬂ'p turned oo me and wik
wild gestures rushed me from the room, They all
shrigked ot once, “Mol Mol MNel | den't believe it
1 don't believe it . .. ."

I retumed to my guide in o special hurry. Heo
locking at me keenly and guessing what had kappened.
informed me with & grave demenoor, “You have
broken your tnast; so | camnot show you any more
private poarms,”

Bul. seeing my disappointmant, he reflected 8 mo-
ment aod added, "Well. it cannot be harmiul if you
se the grewt hall belore you leave.”  As he passid an
open dporeny on oor way to the hall, [ glanced i
nnl maw mamy men pourng ower dictionarles and
other heavy volumes, old and musey,

“They ire |'|.1|ﬂ|'|.u|; far trite phroses to be wed s
speeches, which are practised in the hall before being
delivered in front of cheering crowds It 8 just ooe
of the many kinds of umique research they do in the
library. Here we are,’ he Auished. and | looked in
front of me,

It wan magrifioent, indeed. Above the doorway was
 plagie, n'nd:hq. “Pedantrin Hall" Sncfd.}.r] eniered,
only to be confronted with hundreds of oratoes, stasd-
ing on chalrs, on boxes, on anythiag they coald find,
Each expounded with aumerous Boarishes and waved
litle Ampgs. “Therne wan something all foo familiar ahous
i, | tarned and ran, bit thoogh T ren and ran, the
words insistently follrwed me and drummed labe my
beain, "Shall we bet this grem coumtry . . . Let im
mat be fed . .o et et

I awoke hurriedly snd somewhat guiltily end
opened iy eyes wide an i [ had been aviake all the
tisng, My Friend was atill lsstening o his omcle,
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Tushaminqua

[ A legend of the Tsle of Catalinn)

By Epcar Harmson

Fair Tushaminguas, lthe snd young,
Shokes down her sen-maaisi hair

Tao dey—a mven shade i gold

Ocrobser sum . . . The day, now old,
Grown cool in sir.

Great Torqualema's davghter sports
And blithely chaffs hee maids,
Who losgh in glee and chatter, gay
From swimming o the placid hay

Strinck blue with shades.

She Binge n atong be waich it skip ..
The lnmghter I ber eyas

Fades lvr.l.f'ﬂ'p as her wakelul guze

Flaes seawnrd through the fadnt blow haze
In wild surprse

There. baating shorewnrd toward the bay
Agairst the dying breese,

Two caravels with billowed sall

Fling snowy spume s howsprits Sail
The cobalt seas

Swift Timbamingua. startbed, mims

Ta fee the wondrous sight
With Irighterssd handmaids close nboat.
She seeks the willage in & rout

H qmne['u.l Higglsi.

All pale pnd breathless she arrives
Before ber futlser-chief,
Who hears of “greal canoes with winga

Come from the sea where West Wind singa”

Witk scunt hebief.

He monmis & hummock oear . . . the tribe,
Excited, close af hand . . .

His calm black eyes grow wide ts see

“White-winged cenoes” approoch the lee
O this, ki land

He witchies mistely while they ereep
Inasde the windless nook

And round op-tide with rattle-clank

Ol chain, s-lenp behind the shonk
OF plinging boak.

Mow down he sirikes with ehieftain’s tread
To meet the advancing gig,

Mome fellows none mokes move but brove

Youny Tushamingua . , . hisck eyes grave,
Their pugpils hig,

She follows close behind Ber chief . . .
Her beart o <ot of feir.

Yot lovely face a tranguil mask . , .

Though' ahe would fey, this ia her tmk,
Her place is herr.

She peers in wonder ag n tman
Shplfmlﬁ:beuhﬂdlﬂut.--

Mare like & god than man bhe seems.

Attired in garh which sibver gleams
From walst fo ihrast,

{Par be is Juan Cabrilla, first
Tu wucl the Channel peaks
While secking Seralt of Anian . . .
A demi-god —frat “pale-face man
With bearded cheeka.™]

Tha Spaniard smiles, and algnals peoce
By outfung swardless palm |

[Maw epe to eye. med mnnndwlﬂu

Thelr commen wigh har friendship phight
In manmer calm.

While words ply through a spokesmon’s Bpa—
Avwed, Tushamingun marks

Cabrille's pointed bewrd his lean

Arched nose, hin full grey eves—spear keen
Az quick as lnrks.

She stares; then notes his nestive glance
Flit to her own rapt face . . .

The blood Boads upward to her throat

Lo droop her lids . . . her semses Howt,
Her. pulses roce.

“This stranger from beyond the seas
This god-Hke man, whese eye

Burms deep Ioio her heart like Rame—

He brings her wild young spirt tame
Without a cry.

Beave Tushnminqua tremhles with
The rapture of o love
Come ﬂgh-iwl.h... s ¢l ma light.
Mlive as Are, intense as night . . .
Ter ke n dove,
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She tums mnd Bies. bher feet bent wings
By bonest maiden shome

Lest masgrey eyes shoold spy her ince

Asd note Loave's Ireshly shodowed trace
Lipon its freme,

Mis wiord to himy speaks she that night,
Noe he to her oor sownd | .

And wish the light he wings sway

To seric the Strait—forankes hoon Bay
e R

With wide cyes strilming through the mise,
She sees the vessels fade

Te sarthwand . . . love an emply sche,

Her seail with thirst no spring con slake,
Her heart afraid

The Spapinrd, true, spoke of return
Bhould po Strabt lie ahowve:

But Tushumiloqus owns pe hope

As she aloks weeping on the slope—
Ma hope for love

Prism out the exobic south her gl
Had winged down with the might,
Had caught, uskeowing, her young soul
And borne it with him toward the Pale | . .
Sk mourns her plight,

mpauhnrbu"aﬂ:n:l.-‘.llhz-plurwdwn...

Tremensloos rise the seas;
The heartsick maild grows wan with lear
Far him—an tender groms grows sere
With wintry breeze.

She puler, thinner wastes s monoths
Drag laughterlest—na sum

Ta seatter Sorrow's shade . | . ber gried,

Dark cave, hides Love—~a wounded chief
And desolate ooe . . . .

Brusgue March's cheels are blustering puffed
Whin ome mom comes a ghip—

A grey, sea-pummeled hulk . . . the crew,
Storm-bent, look pot the same men who
Began the erip.

Mo Seruil found, they repart: one ship
Uneeen simee eight days back:

And worst—from blood infecdon dread

In fractared anm—Cabeillo dead . . .
A voyage block!

Pale Tushamingun—stroliing far
Back vt el veeibedd

In trans that Time cannot sapplant,

Learny pot bl shadows ssatward slpnt—
The truth retabled.

Mow clishs she, dry-sved, to the slops,
And upward fo the peak
Whence lmt she viewed her noble love.
‘Wha buried les in windy cove
Cm some sle bleak,

Bemearh the ragged hills the s
Crawla , . . bhie the hage in aic . .

It in the hour when first she felt

Love's torch ber heart within her melz—
Felt Passiom's farme,

She broods . . o ost bover of her dream,.—
Porever dulled hin eve

Spenr-keen . . . his god-lke. mortal heart

Forever milled . . , what far her pare
Nowi—but 1o diel

She peers down o the Hie-washed rockse
Diark shadows far below—

Then smiles a tranguil smile . . . and leaps .

Lip west to heaven from sen. alow creeps
A crimson glew .. .

On some green bland o the sky
Where buppy wander souls
OF gurthly lovers . . . thete, perchunce,
She Anda the Hower of Romance
O summy knalls.

Recurrence
A Ritoarnedle

By Ravmonp WaLiace

1 loved & girl, oo much, foo well,
Too much, foo well;
Undying Faith to her T pware—
Ta her I awore,
| dwelt within a magic spell—
A iryland in which to soar
A magic apell
In which to sour
And thus | fashioned my own hell,
Por she waa fadrthless to the cone.

And s T sought my Jove to quell,
My leve 1o quell;

M;r Pasmon for ber | Formwore:
Her 1 forawaoces

I'soopht alome o guiet defl

Where 1 might rest. for Ele was o'er—

A cuidet dell,

For life wns o'en;
But love has razed my citndel—
For sbe come knocking at ny docel
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Herself

By Evizapern Beoroso

OU wun stretched sadly uceoss her bed, and with

her chin supported on pillows, she regarded from
ber seconsd Aoor dormitory window the comings and
galngs throagh the big front door of Mory Beadford
Hall. It woa & busy week end om the campis, and
an umpredicted Murch shower haid merely added trans-
parend rain coats for the co-eds and cracked cazvas
iopa for the Fomfs, Otherwise life continmed n the
swme mad way.

With a crash and o shisdder Peter pulled “Jingle
Bells” to i stop und mnde n speedy sprint for the
dior. H!hllunhtlmm}-mpmudtwced
slacks, and Lou deduoced that Betsy Morth wonld
naot be going o anything more formal than the village
movie palace. Otbier lemilinr cors jumped o dragged
a a wop, depending on the mature of thelr brakes,
and ather familiar boys climbed out o collect inmates
of the hall. Bob'a cor had & pew paist [obh—Lou
had gasolined paint ool of Virgitia's bair last week
after that pdventure—and the Irrepressible Joe was
trying the oew “Bonkey Ward” guarnnteed chrome
horn they'd wll heard so moch whout, A plistocratic
limamine smacked deown the drive and halted before
the walk., Some poor soul wea aflicted with parents
thin week emdl, Lou prophesied dourly. M'gash, thres
lnrge women. and o mousy booking Iather trofting
timidly at the eid of ihe procemion’ “Well, it was
Gve-thirty, Mot much use hoplng Stubby would he
around, sbe reflocted grmby. Mot before dinner mny-
how.  But she lmpered in her soom until quarter of
slx, watchimg the Bble red light thet fickered when
she hnd & call One Sick, coller downsmirs. Twa
Nicks, specinl delbvery ar telegramn. Three ik,
Stubbiy on the phone.  Or ar beast it had been Stubby
an the phane untl st week, He'd been bored nll
evening at the lagt Ssirdny Jolly-up, Wednesday he
mnld ritre work af the lab. Jept him from dheir bunch
dute down at the "Cinder”, and pow, for the first
Priday night in the two years they'd been on the
campes together, Stubiby wman't around and Lou hadn't
bseard from him,

Linner was no ordeal  Ewveryose gay and ezefted
Vinlfors. feeling consglevcas and trying oot o look
it.  Halr twisted tortsously in curles, and faces In
a scarcely sespectable slate of half-natural half-formnl
make-gp,  Lou sat near the doos and leaned forward
eyery time the phone finkled aut oo the receptiondst’s
switchboard.  Bat nong of the calls were for ber. Afer
dinnier she walled dejectedly up the corridos, driven

from the lounge by the bustle ond gaity, She tock
her mafl out of her cubby-hale.  Llinal prossic sl
note of cordinl (avitetion frem the Young People's
Chrigtian League, pemny postal with irate red ink
Iroiim the  &rculation department of the library, and
an unimspired od,  She noticed that Betay's Vogne
had arrived, and she ook it slong. Betsy wes out,
and Lou Felt that she woa entitled o whatever com-
fort ghe could flnd. Shennntmm:smﬂcmﬂmltl'mm
bapging her door loudly as she came bock to her
room,  She fAicked on the lamp mnd sank indo the
one comiortable chair.  Might just as well forget
fltnhh'p. She torned on the radlo in the hope of
drondng out the soand of cheerful weboea nod bork-
ing motors down belew, but tragle love sangs sulibed
the wiher. amd she fAnally shut it off altogether, She
buirrowed mpoutsd under her bed and come up trinme
phamtly with ber knitted basket, cnly o he reminded
of Stubby ngain by the soraps of gray-blie woal whick
remained from the swenter she'd knitted far him.

"These fcaltah things remind me of yoo". chomsed
i [otirsome sething oot on n dooble date.

“Ch Bell”, Low mosned, not less disgusiod with
hewall than with [le in qenseral.  Ower her desk
Stulshy's plcture grinned down at ber goodnntarediy.
Stubby, Mame just suited him.  Short and chonloy,
with balr na carroty as the ommnge paint in s waler
colar aet. Ml pose was Botldng ele than pog
wdoreed with Freckles ot that, and his eyes were a
perpetun] wide-eyed chinn blue  Underneath his grin-
ning duplicate he'd written "To herself, aml | hope
she lkces i7. He always reloreed o Loo s “hersell,”
Lk 1his wweater, herself knstied i, Lou conld hear
bl saying with pride in his tone, o, "Goah, 1 donees,
bk herseif”

The more Low thought about Stubby, the mpdder
she got. She wns nenoyed to find thot she cored w0
dam modh for anyone.  Adter all, if yoo were jum
going io be as light headed as & dafodil, there wasni’
o great deal of we In going fo college.  Might m
well ptay af home ond moon on the old porch swing.
Life beld a lot beside Stubby, really. Like poetey far
mstence.  Stubby couldn’'t stand “rhymes”, s he
called them, aod be lasghed at Lou when she ook
Duvidsan's eourses I Contrinporary  Poetes  nnd
Elizabethan Werse. Bot that didn't mean that he
exempted her from any of his enthastasm, Louw
growned o the thiught of the ssdless expositions oo
the unmumernhle pln'f'l al every u:ume-—[Srubh- wny



&L PORTAL

ETd

cheer lendec: so they went to every one)—and his
mexbeuible supply of slly jokes about golfers.

But with all this Lou was disconcerbesd to flod that
she coulin't concentrute on Eblizabethan byrice, omd
e Onally gave up her atiesnpis to stmdy. Her glance
dropped on Vogue, and she tusned the shick poges
showly, covering both the copy and pictares oo each
ol The edition waa devoted to new spring millimery.
l_nr!Lln caried her newest pnd mmddest hat oot of
the closet.  She noticed o twenty-twe ity model In
the majazine which looked almoat like her Fnle
chapenii, and this gave her sach o 1t that she perched
the shimy new straw at o rakish angle over Stubby's
picture.  As she thumbed through the wolume, she
came acros an article enttled Being Youwr Befter
Beif. [muhdpod.aﬂlf[mnhﬂﬁdﬂlﬂmmul
mggestions for chic.  Aber she'd rend the article,
she-considered berself i the wavy mirror which swaung
owar the wash staisd. Face not too bad. but she was
dlscanraged by ber sznbirned peeling nose. She pred
the mirror down to reHect her feet  Alwaya gave
her o Birtde thrill af pride to see her small ankles—
"neatly turned”, as they'd sny ko romantle novels—
anil her nicely topered lege.  She ralaed her tweed
shirt. Yep, she'd do micely in the new sharter skiris,
Lou thaughe, as she regarded hee twny Hmha, She
dmgged ber new patent leathser pumps out of thelr
bon psd trbed them on, plrosctting oo the drab cnr-
pet.  Elated. she returned to the mognazine for further
miggestions, and she got cuat sweaters aod dresses and
set 1o work | earmest.  Two banars Later she emergid
with slightly plucked brows, o completely. new linir
amangeent, nod a iricky “scarf-de” with which she
ﬂﬂtﬂﬂhﬂmhnndmeumberrhq:. Bhe feli a
selightful and unexpecied seraw of exaltmrion. Ssuhby
always yelped Loudly if she wore her bair in any-
hing ket the cuatomary sweel but unimaginative curls.
and he bet it be koown that he detested plucked eye-
breon, With a wiched delight. Low painted her nails
In u deep clear red which she'd worn enly onee,
Stublry had mode such o fids that she hadn't ventured
B apuis, bit giow freedom was hers, ond ghe could
do ma she plemsed for o change

1t won then that she remenshored the swemler.  Her
gster hod sent her o perfectly lnmby amgons eweater,
i 0 lovely deep red shade and she was all set o wear
W=t fact, she was schunlly down stalrs In t—when
mcme of ber helpful comiemporades drageed ler back
uhes ream, reimonsttating loodly abeut the combing-
flon ol rose red with Smobby's camot colored hair.
Lou bhnd shuddered when she renlized ber narrow es-
apr, particularly since Stohby's one: semsitive point
was his feming fopaot  The sweater wan boried
deeply. never to b worn, P now bere was Fogue
arging her to wear ooe of the shightly exotic shodes
aml she rommaged io her cluttered drawers  and

hrougist it forth,  She slipped the goft wool over ber
head, and waa delighted with both texture and color,
She added a single string of pearls, and the efect
was perfect, She prepared for bed and decided. aa
she turned oat the Bghe, that it would be bin to leave
the bt percbed oo Stubby's mmisble portrale.

Bug Suikby, wocking over at the Iab, didn’t tors oub
the light which dangled showe the table. The gries
shade concentrated the glare on the flask which was
mnchored flrmly over the Bunten burmer, He didn't
have to Anish this experiment tomighe, but the lab wan
i yulet plice to think, and he'd been working whemdily,
il Bt wery effectively, for some hours,  As be woiched
the fuid in the faslk @o from & bubble to & rolling
lsail, Srabby puzzled dgein oboot Low, He couldn
quite decide what was wrong, but somebow he was
n bit weary of the girl  She was wweet. in fact she
wan too damm eweet, that wos the principal dificaley,
he thoeght, & he sdded warous mintares o the bhod-
Ing fuid, He remembered thet when he had et
known ber. Loo bad been amusing ned o iille uncer-
taln, The piguant quality hed desppeared entirely,
hawever, and now Loy was aleays kind, always will-
ing and, he adifed in nonoyance. always = liefle baring,
He kmew her from eyelashes to ankles, Stubly re-
flected, and the thing was deflinitely going stale. D&
well, ks lob work far the week was findshed.  But
somehow this wasn't aa consoling 2 18 should have
bieen, amd os he put away his equipsent, Stildby con-
tinued his reflectiors on Low  She wan o swell gid,
he admitted that, bal so what? She backed ability 1o
merigug, oF sométhing of the sort.  And as bhe ambiled
down the elm shaded walk b s bowse, Stihby can-
tlmierd Jo condemn Lou, never realizing that Log had
become. in the last tweo years, pretty much the sum
of hin prejuedices and spprovala, and that in so con-
demising he was really denouncing e own handi-
wark rther thon the girl

Next moming Lou awoke with a delightful aensa-
Hen of anticipation.  She sirctched luxuriously and
then the sight of the hat cocked over Stubby’a ploture
remindid her.  She could wear the red angore sweater,
Bl hounded out of bed nsd dressed, nating that the
w#weater biod Im the daylight the deep rch glow of
wine in the sunshine, After breakfast ghe guthiered
couple ol compatriots for a round of gall, and aa she
teed off, spveral people remarked how exceptiooally
nige Lou fooked today,  Mor wae thin recent beauty
due entirely to Vogue abd the sweater, for o new
sense of Indepetidence set her off to great advintspe
On the third tee they mo into Stubby, just retorming
freun the ninth. Low was aler 1o bim, but as she shat
a long and beautlful drive, Stblby bad o vague sense
of bewilderment, He trudged on and remembered that
he hada't phoned to ber kst might.  Mavbe she was
soee ibout that,  But the curlos thing wis that she
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hode't peted mmd, omid Loed knew bhe'd been oround
Lou enough to know any symptoms of rage.  She'd
loaked sorta’ differemt too, and hating lMmeelf for do-
Iog 18, Stubby looked around o pee what she wore
He saw the beight swenter far off down the green
o ll-l-ldnﬂ:.- he Ramed with rage. Do that was 2
Flawit n red sweater in his fece! Fury consumed
him. nod his shots were so poor that be sulled of
to the gym. The doy showir spray restored bis equill-
brium somewhat, snd he decided oo a definite coarse
af diacipline, 1o be |mstituted immediately, At acan
hie phoned and was panaved fw Aad her out, He tried
afaln ot one. with the asme result. He strode over
to the "lbe” amel saw her sitting i the magasine
roam flanked by several chattering females. He -
solved to grob her ns she keft, but she deparied with
the whole crew in tow. and be wan moce than cha-
grimed 1o discover that he lacked the confidence
go up to her, Well, he wouldn't ssk ber gver ta the
open howsi af his Pt that evenlng. He cortied out
this noble reschve. but at ten o'clock be began to
wenken, ind ot cleven decided he'd phone her. ‘The
phone buzzed in vadn  Stibby rasped ot the girl to
ring ogain.  Glary, Lou could aleep through an earth-
guake! The buzs continued fruitlessly and Snally be
skammed down the phone.  He'd never ktiown her to
contra] hed curicalty so well, bub be wos perfecily
sire he was op In ber mom. He strode over fo
Mary Brodford and stood under her window,  Yep,
light waa on. He gave thels privite widstle. hat na
facy appenred at her window, although several athers
leusied out.  Seubby felt boolish na ol hell, Just then
two occupants came up the walk toward the hall
Stubihy recogrized two of Lou's partielor pals, and
he wan just going to sccost them when one remarked,
"Gegh, Low'w carcless,  She's gone off again tondghe
and left her bght on”

Tk she'll be back early, or st we climh 1o
the second for and switch ber lght of 7

“Earlyl  Shell get in at down! She's gane w the
cty, Come on. We'll be guardian janitars once
dgnin; I s'pose.”

Stubby spent n bad migh.

Mext day Low went to chorch. o thing she hads't
doie for some weekn,  Stubby arrived. atiired in his
sl casnal clothes, juse &n tEme to sée her prancing
domii the walk, She had on a perfectly awiul siny
bat—just the kind he'd always told her he hated—
and she said “Hy'yva beed” #r she climbed lnts 2
friend’s waiting roadsier,

"Hey, bet's go to lunch today,” he volunmered,

"And fist when, my fine mbbit, do you thisk Fm
golng o study for the poll sel, exT™

The phrase “my Ame rabbit”, hod o distinctly in-
sulting Naver, and Stobby replied, in o somewhat acld

tooe, “Da it tonight. Bum the midnight oil for a
g

Husige meeting”. was her caly retort as ahe ronred
off far chapel

Stubby reminded himsell that he'd practically hegged
Lou for w dute, and the realizatlon dide’t improve his
ieEper.

Things continsed this way for the reat of the week.
Lou was alwoys plessant and alwoys occupied,  All
bia stubbarnness rese o i oid. and Stubby stack o
the tunk Turioudy, hoting himself for oot throwisg
the whok thing sxide. In foes, he did take & Kappo
out to the show, bt ssmehow it didn't help moch,
He realized that Low hed really: thrown him dewn,
and this spuirred bde ego to new helghts of resourge-
fualnaran.

Meanwhile Lou's renewed infurest in sfudent body
affalzy was et enough to decide the nomination coms
mittes, and Friday the paper bare & froat poge wrticls
w1 her election to the Executive Commission.  Ar noon
Stubby phoned.

“Caingrats, o the Mg execitive™, be sadd as hitingly
ns possihle.

"0, thasks, hon  Say. Stubby,” ond here her
vasor hid a most appealingly helpless tone, “Stubby,
| fattieed thot poli. scl. ex.  1F I ddoi't pass the make-
up Monday, [ get & I3 for the semester.  Whatll 1
o™

"l donewe’, Stubby forced himselil any casanlly,

"Stubly. | hote o bother you, but could you ., ,

“Comld I what7"

“Well, could you belp me on et responsible menis-
iry wufl Wae could study bere or wt the fibe to-
myht".

"OK. Guess I'can make it. Be ready ot sewen.™

“Then—"

"H'ok”, be replied. and lowered the receiver,

Several hours later they sat side by side in their
custamary boath at the Cimder, Lou had done peetty
well ar her pobi, sci. nfter he'd drilled 1t into her. mod
after w severe but well iotentioned lecture she'd
softencd a kit and incidensally admitted she was
wrong about the hat, She was pretty generally re-
tumning o the same old Low. He felt trsnphant and
expansive,

I like™, Stublry remarked as he kooked at ber fond-
ly. "a womaen who f renlly herself”,

“Yeu, you do, dom't youo dear”, Lou responded
winely. tniing care to show peither her joy nor her
nmusement,
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Lucky Eyes

By Syuvin Hown

By OT o wmoke, Mister] Geah, thanks! 1 aie't

seet & whole pock sinee 1 spent the lost of
that fve hundred bocks  Gee, an't it fonoy how
damn fast money goes!  Hell, sometimes T wishi Big
Black wan out luere with me, Fe waoi one swell guy,
ol' Big Black. Got a coumple of matches you ain’t
usin? When did 1 meet Big Black? Cee. I cam re-
member that just as plain™.—

"It wns o drizslin® night dowm in Teass  You
know, one of these here cold, drippy oights when yah
fury yer coat collar up an' go aroun’ shakin® an”
ahiveria’. Well here 1 waz shiftin’ aroun’ waltn® far
n akow fevight to roll through ao's T could leave that
God-forsshen bole. when | rounds o car an” bumps
inta this bere prince o'darkness. Homest to God, Mis-
ter, he waa xo black he had blue strealks!  An® man,
I thomght T'd wip agoinst & steel elegraph pole, e
wi that tadl an” solid  Then | done somethin’ wihich
was downright foaliske 1 graba the hamborgher outn
his hamd an' starts wolfie’ it down, 1 was so damn
hungry I pust thought T might an well kick off with
aomethin' in my belly as to stnrve to death,  Well,
I-stood tliece gulpin’ an’ expectn’ to be lald back on
the tracks—an’ then durn me 6 this coos dida't ughl
He opened that there Black fnce of his an showed
i ard o'weth that shome like the milky way on a
frosty tight—an’ laugh! Say. I ain't never heard no-
hody Baugh that hard.  He hawshawed il he bent
wver an held his ribs, then he hee-heed 2l he snifed,
then hie leaned back ngainet the cmr oan’ fust ahook
up an’ dewn,  An’ all this Hme | wos eatin’ his ham-
hurgher an' wonderin® what the hell was so funay,
hut oot ghving & damn as [ong as 1 got fo eat.  Then
It cetne oud. he gusped, "Kid, you je either the hun'-
esl ar the Broves' white boy [ ever seen.  White
bays don’ go aroun’ takin' things owin this here black
boy's ham's”

Mo, 1 can see whede mos’ wenldn,” 1 ses, seein’
bow the land lays, "But T ain’t ke most white boys.
I got one blue eye no' ome bBrown one.  “Whatya
think aboat that, Big BlackT

The coon kinda wiggls about uneasy lke om’ see
“Hure ‘mough, Whise Bay?”

"Surn," 1 ses, "Come vver here an’ loak for your-
wll. Ma maid | war bomed that sy

"Dt my buttons, If yoa ain’t got two diferen’
wyesl  Hey, does you keow ‘st mesns Lody Luch ia
mailing on youl"'

“Go on.” | nmswers, “So far Lady Lock ain't ever

dome nothin’ but leer af me, What's she book like
when she smiles?™

“Well,” ses the coan. seratchin’ wt his head throagh
his cap, “That 'pena.  Sometimes she ook like n
bea’ gal, an' soemetnes she ‘penrs like money. She
mas |ooks |ike .un'p'lh:ln' what you wants an’ gls”

“Humph,” I remarks, “I'd like to see mme mooey,
I ain't meen any in 8o lang 've plumb forgot how e
looke.”  An' then. so help me, Mister, If this coon
didn’e pull out two five dollar hills an’ wave ‘em in
my foce.  He pot em away, un’ hauksd out o conple
o cogars an’ glmmg ome.  Then whei [ was puffis’
wamy, an' wonderin' how the hell o hig black “ould
have all that. but oot seein’ @ how it would be poliee
like to nzk, he makes me an offer that searly knocks
my of hat off,

“Say, White Boy," he sen. “How'd you like to
team along wil owe? 1 ain’ so pale as you,” an’ he
langhs agnin, ooly not so hard, “Bat T knows the
ropes. which Is coe thing yeu doa't. “Sides ‘at, youo
hos lacky eyes. What you say!”

Gee, Mister, there wasn't anythin' much to think
about. . He wns a nigger; sure; bot Hee he said, he
knowed his way arcun’; an’ then he seensed 10 bave &
way o pickln’ up meney, Any guy who bommed
with him would eat & darn sight more reqular than
| wian dain’, 1 done the smart thing, which was fhe
mame thing as nny wise guy would da

I ses, “Sure dhing. Big Black, From tow om we
stick together.”

Well, then me an’ Big Black mowed up an’ down the
country, orossewise amd criss-cross.  Bat so motier
where we was, we always et Big Black wos the
luckiest guy! He could shoot crops an’ win ‘most
any time.  He could swipe atuff dght under peaple’s
noses, an' fhem not kmow B owas e Yeah, the
migger =are coukd lie sl He gof mo two pew aults,
an’ himself some sorta height shirts by waichin' clothes
bines wn’ hielpia” libmeell just after dark. He wan so
blnck be fust looked like a big dark shadder movin®
aroun’.  An” then he had sorta cute trick he wsed 1o
pull when we &id happen 1o run outs money.  Hed
pull out o Bsh line he always carried, bait # with com,
an’ gwich 8 a nice fnt hen ouvta somcbody’s chicken
vorsh,  An' could that black hoy Aghel T sen him
[ift o two bundred pound haby-foced cop dght o the
groun' with that hammy right of his, Believe me,
Mister, nobody dared pick on me when Big Black
wag aroun. [ tell you that guy shoulds been boen
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white, He woa too amart o be o aigger,

Well, wa had Lady Luck with w for about slx
monthe, 1 guess, nn' then she musta got tired eldin’
the ruls—mmywayn nhe got Righty like any other
wurmman . pulled out an” lelt s Tt was abost this
tme that | notices Bag Block waa gettin’ o act kinda
wordied. Aa lar an | could see, he wanted w0 go o
Genrgin. uu]'y he didn't. He was always talkin’ abosat
marryin’ o dome named Toola what lved somewhers
in Georgla, but the neaser we got o the place. the
more umenay e got. He took to hidin® durn’ the
dav an’' .p-m':lm;unruiphr_ Then where we come o
the state line, we sluak gver sbous midnight ke the
devil himself was o-lookin' for s

"Goes 1 ses o Big Black "You'd think we wms
jall birde, the way we been speakin’ aroum’ lately,”

Hig Bluck grina an’ answers, “Boy, how you know
ang of us ain't™

Well, Mister. the wonls started me 1o thickin', 1
begin to ser apme semse fo the wiy he was scin’,
utt 1 sarted 1o worry mysell.  Here | was teomed
up with a nigger who was |awpls’ the law, Lord
known what he'd done. Why, he might up an’ cut
my throat most any Hme! A course T didn” ke to
fay nmything tohim about it but believe me. | wiched
liim mighiy chose.

“What! O, yeab; Sure, | dose somethin’, You
just bet 1 did sonwethin’, | mode mysell that dough
Iwan el shoit awlile age. Ye, sir, | made five
hemdred dollars. | made it temin' Big Black over 1o
e shertlf”

Experiment No. 66

By Pecov GESENHOFE

memlw-ﬁﬂw&. The wita

of "our crowd” have given a name to he job ke
wan eogaged in. It ia “cultivabing”. | im oot suse
&-lumuum-rmdq.ml.mhlwmm
It But s nomes go it Is apt encugh, and so | shall
not aftempt o find another.

The assbgement in that excellent course recommend.
ed ta all freshanen—you know, Peychology of Effec-
tive Work—waa to go out nnd watch Jor G bous
some one engaged dn some Jorm of efvctive lnbar
and then give a report on it Though paychology has
never been oo of my mojor enthisiasms, my obae-
vistiors extended over two weeks.  Janet’s work beld
me fascinsted, WWhen | explain the processes in-
wolved ta “coltsation”, the argument will no doubt
b beought forth that it isn't wedk but merdy &
#eries of motioas that to mast gl come as maturally
ua the dally application of lipstick,  But 1 know now
that “cultivating” s work, It takes planming nod
strategy amdd Imsgination. It takes skill and ingemubly
ond dellency of touch. In Bty the inare stulfiom
cases tax ame'n complete boe of meotal rescairges.

But I musst ewplain what “cultlvating” b It b
that precess by which one person manages by more
or les aubtle meams to attract the aftention of wnather
lor the purpose of beinging forth certain results. 1
the “cultivator™ ls a girl, the purpose behind ber en-
deavors s seally to lead a young man ascund to
her way of thinking. She thinks, for instance, that
It would be n good fdea (F he should discover that
ilie is his Favorite person—ar at least ane of them.—

ood sk her o the next blg dance.  The objective of
“cultivating” ix in this cose fo lead the young mas
1o immke this discovery, Having mesched this polst,
the “cultivator” who 18 sceomplished in the ort can
without much diffculey lead him to think that it would
he a good iden to present her with bis Fratesiibty pin.
"Culivation”, however. wuslly relers to the firt
procemes, the breaking of the jce, =0 o speakc

Janeét wms q'l.dbrsuhllh im il her moves. L w
yirls had not heard ber remark with emphasts that
ahe thought Bill “awlully cote.” we nsight not have
gaessid that she was wocking with all the resources
at her consmand—and Janet had plenty of them—to
jiet o date out of Bl before he started golng steady
with her best friend,

She wan introduced to Bill at u demee Saturday
might, and the following Manday she started work.
She didn't rush things. however, and [ suppose to Bill
the whaole wifair clemr through fo the obwvicis con-
chislon musi have seemed Bke u serles of hippy
caincidences, T was gitting in the library that Bon-
day morming when Bill entered nnd meandered over
to his lavorite toble in the corner. Janet had hap-
pened to pick that table, too, and waa sittlag there,
numk dewp i ber studies, 1 have since wondered how
sl Tausd ot that that particialar one was his Favorise
tahle. but that s beside the point. Ske loaked up
when Bill pulled cat a chadr on the other side and
smiled o fiendly but quite impersanal seaile. that of
ong scqualntance 1o anather, Then her studies agaln
absorbed her, The two soqumintances jost happened
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e kave for luseh al the same bme, ond since they
boeh puirontied a certain wellinown lunch counter
nerebs the street, | suppoae there was no Joglend reason
why they shouldn't have wilked ower together, At
any rate, they did. [ sauntered oot afer them, and
pul of a sort ol prolessional curiosity followed as
chwe behind them an 1 could without looking ke
n fox hound oo a bot trmih, 1 couldn’t gel oear
miongh t bear ihe convessation: so | had to content
myself with the pantoinime, Jaoet was the very op-
poslts ol ihe conventioon! idea of the deaigning
wamnt. There wan oo steely loak of detérmlantion
b Doy eyes,  Meither wo ahe alsawing any signs of
that other techniqus thid |s supposed ta go hood in
hacd with the predatory female, the expression of
wide-eyed wonder and the “you're such a blg, strong,
hapdsume, fascinatng man” astitucle, Mo, sz for ae
| tould discern frem where | wan skulking alonyg be-
hind them, Janst was displaying disconcertingly fow
histricate tricks of any sort whatewer. She was just
il oo locking girl with a pleasant sinils nad o friend-
Iy way-of talidng, whe happened ta be gofng to limch
with » hoy whom he bod happened to meet st a
donce.  Maybe | had been wrong about Jenet, 1
mused.  Maybe she actually hod no designs om Hill;
after alL Be wan her best glel frisnd's pet date. You
we Janet bad even me fooled for awhile. What pes-
alile chamce could there have been for BAR
Tuesday ugain foimd Janet ot Bil's faviorite Eable
It alic foinel B0 there. This tise evidently the pres
of Jaret's stucdies wos nol 8o iotense, and her smile
wink somewhat brighter nml more coedlal witha be-
Ing tco fresendly,  And Janet proved herself one gid
i millian by oot looking wp and inguiring swestly
il npologetically of Bill if, please, did be koow what
the rending mssigneent for history was, She showed
her subtlety agein on Wednesday moralng when she
did not came jnto the Bhrary o ol OF counse, it B
possible that she had business elsewhere; | am oot i
& pedition b may. AL Ay rofe, if was @ breillang
move  She returmwd o the bhrary on Thursday but

it the aext thing | knew they were sitting on & bench
i the sun. 1 seated myself nenr & clamp of shrabe
bery, and mannged » noochalunt squint at deem every
mow and then ever the top of my Coellege Owmnibies,
I notlieed that fanet wan evidently no longer worrg-
Ing about appearing w0 (wendly. and. that, 6 cne
could fudpe from the fr v af her melodiou [l
gurgle of & liogh. everything Bl satd was funay,
Feequently during the pext few dayn, 1 camghe
glimpses af them walling places ogether, and always
Jutet was lsughing up at Bill. That, incidentslly, s
the typical pose of the "cultivator” —face uplifted in
merry laughter) It speaks well for Jaoet's technigue
that she had reserved it for the lnter stages. Pessisily,
I thaught then. things will go oa bke this for 0 couple
muore ywesls—the two of them siiting ar the same table
in the lbrary, wakking to lunch toqether, and every
oow and then going the same places at the same Hme.
BIR had obwnys heen o great one for standing oa the
"just Friends” basts. Put somehow it sesmed 0 me
thit Janet had other plans. - She did,

I am consinced that faner played » pretty long
shot when she aied the palousy trick to climax her
cnmpaign. Bl Is more or e the philosophical type:
nod T'wve seen him drww o deep breath and resign
himsell 1o it 4l when one of lfe's intricate Hride
anplea bocame foo much for him.  IF thot had been
the cuse this time, Jooet peababily would have staried
#ll over agale, ualng a diferent approach.  That
might have bevn Inberesting to watch, Bot it waan’t
mecessary, and who am [ 1o criticize Jonet’s method,
It worked, and when you get tight down to cases,
that is the mupreme test of any system.  Now that
1 ithink of |8, thoagh, | nm oot so aure | can positively
state thot this Inet nce in our little dramn was part of
the ayetem. | remember it boflséred me o the tme,
aned a1 watched the whale thing unbald from my dis-
creetly distamt paint of view, | reasoned that the hap-
Yy ending might have been due to one of these op-
portune quirks of fate. Perbaps Jamet did ot in-
tentionally forget to wait for Bill that Wednesday

did ot gy to the old rendezvaus in the comer. Mo,
e saf at the table o froof of 1. No ooe could evwes
pocuse Janet of belng obwious, Bill come in seon
abter, greeted her as an old friend, and ook the seat
bexide beer. - Ad 1 siwtiooed myself ot the tadle i the
commer &3 A ko watch at close range this Vhttle homan
drama," as the fictian wriber would call i, this chunge
of posstion. sot wee beck somewhat.  Still T wos phle
to bear Bill sk Janet in o sibdlant whisper where she
hod bien the doy before. I'd like ho have heard her
wmrwer. [t locked Nke o good ane

Frum then an things moved nlong smocthly. Friday
Bill winited for Junet in the quad. and they stacted 1o
wnlk o the fbrary together. Bt @ was o lowely
morping. and oo thing Jed to another, 1 suppose,

merning that marked the middle of the second week
of thels line iriendship. Certainly 1 ennpot say lor
mure that she deliberately picked one of the better-
logidng members of the footholl team to walk to fhe
lirary with lestead; or that she really mesnt to spend
that whole hour Wednesday moming chamanily chat-
ting with this young gentleman at & teble that was
in full wiew of the ooe st which BHl was seated
1 my even have misresd the meaning in that sweetly
charming amile that she lashed scmss the ream at
Bill, From where I waa aitting it sevmed 1o say more
pluinly than mere words and in o misch more mibile
manner. “You e, Bill, dear I'm quite in desapd,
but there's arill & chance, f you burerey,”

Yes. | may hove misunderstood Janet's mothves all
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along. i ity hove particularly mimnderstood the:
motive behind thot mce comradely litle smile thar
fiashed ncroms the somber expamse of the [rary, But
Iram the comner of my eye 1 could see that Bl waa
mtipineleritanding right along with me  From then
on, be moved with speed and precision.  Thuraday,
I glimpeed the two o them emily situsted in a booth
@t the alorementioned wellbnown lunch coutter sip-
ping cherry cokes. | will admis, however, that this
did not prevent me from pxperiencing a mild shock
af surprise when the following Samirday ndght at the
dance of the week end, my escort and T ran Full il
into the two of them executing their vembon of how
e Ghost west o town.  Somshow 1 hadn't e
pected Bill bo be golvanized Isto oction so quickly.
Buat then, ns | remsoned that night, that I3 eoe of the
strong paloms of Tanet's syslem of “cultivation”, Ti
sometimes tukes n long Hme to start things mowing,
and ihe gentlveman in question may not get the kdea
one B Aryiog 1o pat over fust ot fiest However, i
ane coatinues to persist nod pereevere. watch and pray,
and make the right moves st all Hmes, then, whei
events fnally do begin to fake shape, they do so with
what is often n stasthing rapidity, What i mare, the
results chiaimed are wammlly of @ nore logting value

than those whose progress has been uniduly sceeler-
mted,

Having been an interested chserver of Janet's wark
for two weeks, T could handly be expected to lose
the habdt im one might, [T didn’s  Admost before 1
realized what | waa clotng, | haed stationed mysell be-
hind a potted palm. For the last time, as they danced
by, I took mental notes on Jamet aod Bill=for the
last tline., becasse from then om Janet amd her worka
were no loiger objects of Fiscinating study o me
Frackly, Janet disappointed me. Por two weeka 1 hod
wabtched amel murveled st her conmummate ortistry and
exguistte Bnisse.  And now—where wan the suhtlety,
the "dellency of touch™ that 1 had stocd so in awe
of!  Jamer waa looking up at Bill with o look that
wns mhout ms subtle nd & bill-boord advertisement.
Her epes had thar wide and starry Jook that ooe is
used to aeeing in the eyes of magazine story heroines,
Her supresalan wan one ol radiance and blias - and
complete adoration. A8 expressions went, | suppose
there was something benutiful about 18, amd & went
micely with Janet's type of face. Buot 1 felt chat I was
witnesaing the fnll of o clever and brilliont srtiat.

Jumet wos - letting love interfere with ber are

Night

By Barron Woon

Mow cmmes the pase when Time with lmping pace
Looks hackward from the steely edge af nIg'Hr.
Auad weary of the ages’ endless race.

Delays while yet the dawn is lost 10 sight.

Here might from yawning moutha of grave-like fues
Alone exhales its melancholy breath;

And quict breeses dinpe the maddoned  hues

On life below, aaleep ne though in denih

Mow miing wp its volee n somber wail

The wind cries 0w b0 wrath ar dawn's delay;
But God withholds awhile the dirkened vell
Ma Time drops on his withered koees to pray.

Aad herr, within this sealm of peace beyand,
Man halds communion. clasped o st boad.

Shepherd's Wooing

By Jean Hovroway

Too honet for gypay. Deas,
Too lazy for & farmer—
What can | offer for the love
OF auch s fulr charnses|

I bave mot o pence bo spend.
Bui who wnois ::ru:mzy|

You shull have guy nights of staes
And days of milk and haney,

A thousand dalsy chaine | have
Al ready for yoor wearing,

And buttercup godd 1o buy the doya
That we two will be sharing,

Mmmﬂ&ﬂdﬂ“ﬂlﬂp&fﬁ'{.
The stara by sight, Charmes.
Yoo would not want o gypey. Dear,
And think bow dull a Farmer!
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Sigh in the Wind

By Cuarves Leong

SHE. closed the thin volume of vermse ood sighed.
Bk hod betier do the dishes pow, ar soon the
harskiy ywiet volce of her mother would call.  How
she dishiked that volde of protest dulled into a dullen
whing ol discontent . . . . .

Mae alipped the book into lts place oo the small,
stuimed] whelf and stresched ber arme loxarously,
suddenty twlching as the cosrse wodlen collas
scratched her meck,

“Ham. ' she said, thinking how inefieciunl her words
were, She hated the dress suddenly, even mare tham
when ber sister had held §t oot o ber with, "Well,
it's dane at last, thank God,” DMae regarded frown-
Ingiy the siraight severity of the dress that empha-
gized gruelly her own overslimness. A mode-oiver
deems i daork blue weol whth a small tam collar . . .
of course, oot oew, her mother hod suggested, but
serviceable . . Mae hod suggested that dny woaden
buitanis. perhinpa, might be aice! But her mother hod
imtantly reprosched her, and Moe. snaiching  the
dress. bl ron bo ber room . L

"Mnel Mae! Wil yoo ever do the dishes?' That
ufining wolee, Her mather maniged 1o protest feebly
i cvery semboce, ruining prailse or request

“Coming, Mother!” She could henr her mother
mumbling Ia the halfway.

She siood up, steeiched. and smoothed the falds that
always gathersl ower her too-slim hips, and went
méo the kitchen. She lihted the scratched. white pun
from its book snd set it in the sink, She poured in
i liheral amount of scap chips sind waiched the salt
bubbles mount in the pon aa ahe added a strenm ol
builing water. The sun glinted with Hashes of bright
colar an the silvery balls of sonp . . | the pan trums-
formed mbo i cavern of reflected light.

She ndded cold water, seeing, almest with regret,
the large bubble sputter, burst and then break o o
mad of tiny rings of light Hoating on the milky water.
“The dishes now . - . . She scraped each one swiftly
and slipped 1 into the witer.  Glaases . . . havy ones
bar wear . . . thick dimnner plates, nid thei the éapa
amd saucers , . . dull white ones with thick blve lipes
that mn unevenly, hesitatingly arcund the tops of the
cupa @nd cdges of the sancers. The llses were llke
blunderizng apologles for the ugliness of the eups . .
when she wos older, ahe would 8l her house with
cups and saucers ., , ivory cnes with fnint gold bnes
like mged, lovely aristocratlc ladies; pally squat anes
ol bright Pactle ware that liaghed gaily;  delicate

anes  fn thin, gleaming glass like Frogen  soap
ibbiles

She Inaghed suddenly, was startled by the odd seand
that came fram ber youpg meuth . . . wearlly she
rubbed #ach dish with the wash my, dabbed angrily
at the sugar aettled io the botioms of the cops: and
the cljarette ashes . - . .

She dried the dishes gowly, trying to coax a gleam
fromn the dull dishes . . . the thick glasses. like Emily
with h!rhtumnud:mlm&dlﬂﬂ::ﬁnurplutn.
like Marys heavy selfqeficiency and  inaufferable
pructiculity; and the hweavy cups gnd ssucers that
were Hke ull the ogliness and dull stodginess in the
lnrge frame house, She felt a quEEr fear move ter

. that shn, foo, might become old and ugly s these
cups, ugly with the ugliness of pos-striving aed self-
iuﬂrk:nc}- nnd practicality . . . and bve Forever, dolled
aicl shoken into sullen compliance . . .

The doorbell rmng, jangling imperiowaly.  Mae
paused, then ran loward the doar as the bell mng
i

The postman-—=registered lettern lor Mae, Emily.
and Plary, She recognized Uncle Rl's dark. mest
writing, nnd opeaed her Jeter . wonderingly,

She gazped b8 she fovrd o short node and & Beee
dollar bill.  Five dollars |, . . the wonder of 8. .,
every Christmas Uncle Bill nnd Aunt Sarah sent each
of the gicls that ameunt, but not, far no reason &t all

, right In the middle of May! Saddenly awaee that
her sisters would want their letters. too. ahe mo into
the hack yard where they =sat sewing and mending,

“Bmdly! Mary|™ Her thin legs sidmmed the back
stepa. She felt o momentary repulnion seeing Emily
heeaking the doming thread with her teeth, bul said
hurriedly, "Emily! Uncle Bill sent me five dallars!
BAnd we're 1o do fust i we pleass with the money . .
that is, he's sending you meney tool”

She pushed the short letter forward, bt the girds
hnel amatched thelr own envelopes and were opening
them greadily,

Five dallnts . . - the money, Mae reflected dreamity.
would buy = many things . . that volsme of Rupert
Brocks; or complete Shelley . . . she eouldn’t under-
wtamd all of Shelley, bt.l.lh.llwuri:mbmlmfd
pot guite clears, ared just beyond ber grasp, but Erlel
by and hnentingly beatilul ke early morning dew;
or that gieaming white statue of Buddha in the Chinese
art stare on First Street . . . @ squat ﬂq:um. but with
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an alr of repose and pesce. “Mr: Bucddho. she ealled
him with peculiar childish revercoce

Buddha? She knéw e wos & tcocher of religion
or philsaphy ar some soch thing . . . of had been,
laog ngo.  There wns an alr of myatery about hia
laner congent, diting so quizdly o hla comer of the
whop window., He seemed apart from the busy parade
ol passing mortols, even apart from the cheap, loud
jamgle of the toys end dishes and Agurines that oc-
cupled thir store window with him. Fe was coriously
perenie mid  content. with the sunlight vellecting oa
lde polished surfaces | . . she'd qu'u:lrzﬂ ane diy ghaot
the price, and the Chiness owner, his fnce thin and
Bned, had sald, "It'a wvery precious, but you may
have it Bor fve daollars. She'd podded, and - then
darted away quickly, knowing too well she could not
buy i bat ahe had osly wanted to see it and touch
It shiery sides . . .

“Pae.” saixl I:?.m.illp. her wobce solt with rire good
bumor. “Mary and | are going aptown now to bay
something, Waat to comel™

‘O, yes" breothed Mam  She darted o the
boase, put on ber short brown coat and joloed ber
sisters.

They reached ihe businem secton of town, h!nrp'
and Emily d Plack's Diep Stare,  Mae,
apalogizing wwiftly, left them.

"Thom't be too long,” cambooed Da'lu.r;I at she (urmed
inte the sfore,

“lo,” anid Mae, - She wallied on down the crowded
street . ., her thin Bagers were clotched about the
precious envelope tn her cont pocket.  Five dollars
« « + here wan the (Chinese art store _ ., she pushed
her veay to the ahow window, M. Boddhs was sl
there, gleaming with quiet bu.ll.lq.'. Squai and fag, Mr,
Buddha wan, bat the shiny refieciions alang the smoath
chinn surfnce gave n curved beaaty of lne. Hot she
passed om - . .

She lingered over the silk wockings in the limle
shop jost beyond, but shook her head negatively when
ihe salesglrl came spe Mo, she woan't buying any-
thing . Yot Her fogers tightenssd thele geip on
the envelope, She passed on to the Hngerie section

. sheer silk underwear draped sohily in showcases
« + - heawy with expensive lace , .. satin, crepe printed
with tiny. spring Bowers , . . hlack chiffes |, | | Ivory
antin . lsge. She went on, Hetle tugs of desire in
her heart

There was that tiny book shop in the quaint lile
mlley, and her pteps quickened  An expdnsive shop.
she knew, that specialised in Erat editions and rare
bocks Jong out of print

"Shelley”, she sugpeated fimidly to the clerk who
howvered by sclicitousy, She glanced at the poitery
exhibi.  Such beautilul old pottery, she thought. The
cherk came wp again. One meodern edition and several

older ones benotifully done.  She held them reverently,
geve them back showly, Mo, mot today, she thought,

She wap, on the steet again, leoking Hngeringly
into ench window, S0 moch beaisty here . . . the
Iemuty af ofd jewelry amd shimmering silks and shiny
glnsswane , , . vases , . . a0 much beauty, and she
woald buy only a kit for hessell.  She was omused o
ik of buylng besuty—"lve dollars’ worth of
Benisty,” just as one might ask for bwenty cents
worth of tomatoes, please . . | . . *“ Flve doflam’
worth of bemuty, pnd msch o wee part of all the besety
s extravaquntly shown in that glittering street. Her
feet moved more slowly now. . . fve dallam’ worth
of heasuty . . . something perfect nnd lovely. The
saltly curved bnes of her Mr. Baddho resolved in
ber mind aqain . . . she walked back, retmcing her
stepa

Yed, Mr Buddha was atil] there . . . be séemed om-
rouched, somilsow, by the too-bright gliner of the
wireet, nufficient in hia own sheer bemuty of glenming
colos nod perfect line, apnrt and forever lovely. Moe
felt aoddenly that she too would be like this, apart
from the herry and busile and sharpoess a8 home,
camplets i bersell, umouched. Hke the paasive Mr,
Buddhn. She koew soddenly she muse hove it and
she entered.

“Seven dollars.” said the clerk, but he podded
sympathetically when she showed him the lone fve-
dollar WIL  Ske felt the polished sarface that caught
and reflected the light . . . i was perfect, perfect

“TH take it she whispersd, ned watched jenbosly
as the clerk wrapped Mri Buddhn & many sherts of
solt rice paper.

It wua fsr later than she had imagined, she thought
ms she glonced ot the clock on the bank budlding op-
posite. She Inirded lier stepa.

Bat such & perfect chaice . . . fve doliars’ warth
of beautyT How stupld to think sa , , . she had,
somehow, boaght all beauty 1o ane white chins coss
af Buddha. She thought levingly of wher abe would
put him . . . there was no really suitable place in her
room. hat she would put kim there, samewhere & . .
i ahe wmiald palish his bright meface sach maredig
o make § entch every struy benm ol light and send
it back again from i polished surface. . . .

4fr. Boddha . . . he would alvays be with her
gleaming, lowely, ond somehow comforfing . . - she
wonithd forget the dardk, agly wall paper aned worn rug
ane see oaly the soft curves ol her. Mr. Buddha,

Ehe wna home now, and she darted op the steps.
The clatter of dishes reminded her that the family was
already pating.  She must have been gone several
haura . o . ghe pressed Br, Budifha closer to berself
il entered the diniag room.

Ehe sew Emily, beaming proudly i a mew arange
wwenter with short, tght sleeven thay made her fat
nrmu seem even larger, amd Mary o0 cheap sl
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dress heavily shirred and cought ot the peck with a
glnss. clasp,

"Oh, Maother. the most perfect thing!™ 5She un-
wrapped the package swilily, oot noticing ber sister's
reproach for armiving hoe so late.  She pulled away
the soft paper wrapping and held up Br Buddha,
It gleamed mirangely in the darkly ogly room, and
Mue thought prowdly that even here it wos complete
and qpart in s oen beanty ...

Soddenly she felt a horrifled sllence in the reom
and fooked wp, bewildered.

“Mael  How could you he so stupld™

Five dollars poer wocle sencs you, and you buy
thit—a cheap besthen idall”  Her mother shouted
angrily. My looked complacently, sigmiffcantly st
her cwn cheap dress.

“But, Mother, it's Jowelyl Look at it . . . how 1t
whiinial™

“Shines! Shines! You hr:.* sennedhing becaine B
shinea? 1t's just & cheap idal’™

“Oh, it'e natl”  Mae was pleading now, Tlts
hesaiiifal | . . how can you say s cheap!”

“Mary wnd Emily apend their money on clothes . .
Tou just buy o toyl”

“lts mot & toyl” Oh, Maother. con't you see . . .
1t's my- Mr, Buddhal”

There was a sedden atralned sibence | - . thin Eslly
Tougbed.  “Mary, fan't that 0 screami  She calls it
‘Me. Buddha'l” Mary was laughing, foo. all of them
o .. . o Mr Buddba',

“She calle i1 Me. Buddha’] Mother, can yois tnag-
Ine? Ha-hi-ha-ba,” ond Emily searched for o band-
kerchief, ber sharp piercing lsugh mare a scream than
a lmgh. Her fat moath was twisted, ber small eyes
half-closed. s Ber heavy head bosneed  Mary's
Bat chyeln showed heavy cresses, her thick Tips
opened wide

“Don’t lnegh! Dont!” Mae was shoating soddenly.
her hands clenching the Buddha tightly. Bot Emily's
head kept bobbimg up and down, her hendkerchie!
peemaesl to ber moath, Funny? Tt owas awhully b
nyl She shook her head helplesaly . . .

"Dy I hate you . . . you're all so hateful! . | |
Everything 1a so ugly, cm’t you see that? And
when [ buy scmething lovely, you slvoul af me , .
ohy T hate youw, hate yesl  Yoiu're all ugly . . aglyl”
Hugging the Buddha to her bresst, Mae rushed oue,

ikl with bifterness and mnger.

Sbe entered ber roon and Hung herself, weeping,
on the hed. She stroked the sides of the Buddha
passionately, and saw her tewm run awifily down its
sides,  Mechasicnlly she rubbed the statue with o
mwel ped i shone glintingly. She could hear the
lumély sl lasghing, Emily's percing lnsgh and
Mary's Tow, ugly ooe . . . they had laoghed st her
Mr. Baddha , . . they hauln't seen how lovely be was

-+« they hade't seen the sunlight glinting and Sashing
an his soft sides . . . they had lnaghed . . . she broke
Ity f spmain of weeping sobs choldng her bady . . .
thiy hod baughed, they hod thought he was wghy,
naly as she knew them o be . . . Always they would
Inagh at her, laugh at all the things she found lovely
and good, and they would lsogh together, strong i
their stebid, sufichent unity. She could see the yeam
stretch belore her, flled with the mocking shricks of
Emily's fut, ughy moush . . . snd the Jow, ugly laugh=
ter of Mary . . . yenrs filed with longhter of n horesd.
mecking kod that would kil every bt af Bty
i heraelf o - 4 she would become wgly nnd sodgy and
settded, too, In rrythe to their ugly lnoghter, like o
Irightened musician keeping time o a mocking, laugh-
g Iraten,

Sucdenly ber body tensed with deep anger, her
Bogers tghtemed . . . grew deliberate o their move=
mept.  Resignotion to uglness and hateT For 2 mos
ment the placidity af Mr. Buddhn even seemed added
mockery . . she gathered him op, Nfeed him high . . .
uglineea? _ . . there was Emily's high sheiek again . . .
Suddenly with aogry motion, she lifted Mr. Boddha
higher apd flung him to the foor . ., .

She heard the crashing chinn |, . . Mr. Budds was
gane ., . . onby sharply eut, shiey pleces ol china se-
mained . , , beaken . ., afl broken . . . the Agure hnd
broken at the meck, nod Mr Buddha's head lny on i
back, il ]HI‘H; confentedly. Her heart fele fwisted.

Suddenly alive. she wanfed fo rua . . . o any-
where ., , away from everything . . . she dashed oot
of the roosn, down the steps, into the yard . | . she
ran dewn the street . . but she only wanted to ran
a6 , . . On she went o the darkness, her thiii [ege
tireless ., .on she ran, the brisk wind whipping bock:
ber hoir ond deying, even ik they poured out the
temrs that wolled tp fin ber eyes . . . ..

Gypsy Heart

By Jean Hovrroway
I watched you scam the white rondwsys ench springs
Hime,
Your eves bright with an old eternal enll,
But [ had sewdng by the limp at evenings
I had snog rooms for shelter at nightlall

Around the bend o nrw sdvendare wadbed —
Blue seas and winds to bwke you to their breast,
Buat | had #res i Hoy cottnge—

I wanted peace, security and rest.

Bat oh, my Dearl A gypsy Beart must wander—
1 know that now—lmosw thit & hearl must sing:
Your eyes are dend when April comes a-caliing,
And pow, T know, [ lost you n the spring!
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The Land of the Painted Moon

By Barron Woon

The whine ol the wind i@ shricking anll

In the land of the painted moon.

And the ghosts of the dead glide over the hill
To the thyme of its hopeless tune

For sad are the ages and ob how Jong

Since the deod were gay amd glad

Mow the shrick of the skies is the ooly song,
And the godless ghosis go mod.

Byt ooce hong ago when the wind was low,
When the sun erawled over the aky,

A love and & lover Bved there helowy,

As the mon god possed them by.

Her hoir wos lke midnsght babed behind
And ms flne as & fairy's mot

Her éyes were dark a8 with caverna Hined,
And enrved onit of chiseled jet.

And the meunting smm and the siling moon
Sicmmed over the thoughtfl sky,

A the bwo gave thadks for heaven's baon
O & ke that woold oot die.

The hourn Hew forward: the days ran Fast,
For mever were heasts sa frse

The weeks grown up dnto months marched past.
Bap still thelr poassion grew.

The trees burst Torth out of swallen shens

Aol g divo Fridt sere grown:

Aand the min god dozzled with glenming gems
As the dawn of life waa shown.

Far there below in the waking glow
OFf the springtime’s sarly maen,

The sun st guord, oll saft ond low,
S pgid and o boy were bom,

Then toasing sway Its clond-capped heim
Like n knight in the days of ald,

The sun strede oulon the doylight fm
Areayed in 0 clonk of gold.

Ol joy without ending! Oh oy withowt Falll
IF noe's only care were this,

Then dremming were Mwing and life would not pale,

And fme's svery moment were hliss,

Huat now like o blight in o bearing bough,

Like @ pot thar mokbed there,

A thought waa conceived  from beneath a bhoow
That pattaned the very air.

The night was & raven onfoldlag e wiigs
And the stars fell out on Bre,

And the cold-mosed moon like a king of kings
Walked over the sky i ire.

And there below i the moonlit mist
Whare the shadow skdmmed the plain
The lover held a lovelesa trys

With n thought all isrsed sith stain.

For jenlois. green bis eyeballs shome,
All under the livid moan,

And jealois green hin thooghts abone
Flayed out cheir dreadful tune,

5o creeplag Iight in the moon-chilled mighe
To the aide of the alesping two

He plunged his steel with o Hend's delight
And the de:pmq babes he slevw.

The moon watched with & ghastly sneer,
As the godless man deew back,

And Jooled on him with o hopeless lecr
Whils the soulless skdes grew hlack,

For then with a shriek ke o rended god.
Like o god i the depiu el Hell,

A mother sprang to the recking sod
And screaming, warthward fell

A then al aboot in o blinding red
The sun ond the moon did sirvak
Around, around, i a whisl of dread
To the fune of the loved one's shriek.

And the glowlsy stars in & aheet of Bane
Streamed over the western sy

Till the mad-strack man b tortare come
To pray that his soul would die:

But then the sun with & brenzied leirch
Flew wide ond far away,

And the fearfal moan lke & hasused charch
Sat atill oo the Am of day . =iEy

O, the whine of the wind s shrieldng gl
In the land of the painted moon,
And the ghosts of fthe dend glide over the hill
To the thyme of s hopebeis tuine

For sad are the ages and oh how long

Since the dead were gay and glad,

Mow thee sheick of the skies & the anly song.
And the godless ghoats go mad
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Skidrow

By Loins B. WALTIER

T MALOME awaoke with a headache and the
panicky feeling of being suspended over space.
With an «fort he got his eyes cpen

The Japnoese girl was siting up i bed smoling.
e delicnie curve of her chin Fraited hy ] H‘l.l-l-lll"ll?
hinnket wirich she had drem arosmd her shomlders
o lgep our the chill tule fog which drifted in from the
Stockton aloughs,  Her lips. be mused, were the color
of sun-blnckened rose petals,  And he soticed again
how dark she was.

Ruth Vasrgeen's fAesh wouold he saft and white
wininst that DBlumkit, he reflected: The thought of
Ruth there tiade him catch his breath and started the
hleod thudding in his temples,

He saw her ngain m be frst hod seen her, smiling
ot him from the dearway of her father’s foothill
ranch-house, ed riya of the fust dismppearing sun
toeching highlights i bher dull gold bair, 0 moarmng
dove calling plaintively from ocroms the wheat Helds,

ﬁ.nbﬂmhac[hmpdnthhpuhuﬂ‘m He had
slmply amiled back af her and sald pothing, Bat o
limsell he hod resolved, T'm going o be something
more than a cat skinner."

Late that night he lay awake watching the alits
af moonlighe shining through crocks Im the bunk
banse shakes, and plansing, When Rrally he drifed
i dleep with the sod. maft whoo-whoo of the moom-
i deve in his ears. he drenmed of violethloe eyes
that smiled ioto Bin with friendly intercaz,

The days that followed were Mlled with the roar
wed jeck of bls o cnterpllar trsctor, with  dust and
wwent nod chaff, with the friendly amile of & bhue-
eyed girl. nod dreams as wide ds the wide horizon.

Six weeks in the harvest, he fAgured  That would
glve him & starr, Then he'd go dewn o Stockeon
aed ghip ot 1o cne of the deltn fslonds for a conple
al momths.  Cuoght 1o have flve hundred by Eall.
Then—

He wua undecided. Elther hg might get a job
dkinnlng & eal on some grading outft, or he could
Iy to get esough credit to pot In o crop of whent
mmme ploce.

ﬁ:qradhghbmlﬂbeﬂt:uﬂ:L Bat the dea
of mnming an ousft of bis own was tempting, Perhaps
—aeel the Ides conght ke lmagisation and grew—
perbaps he could get the ploce he had notheed beyood
the Vnarjeen east lime fence. pow grown to horse
wieds, heef cattle running through the kaning ham,

He'd straighten op that bam. The heouse wooll

b by the big black cak beyond  OF course he would
lawe to cnmp. in the barn af Aeat; but 1 le comld jmst
pet coe crop—ihe bouse would be of sdobe. No
planting aroand it Just the groin Belds. green &
winter, vellow in summer. brown i Fall. Bor there
would be a patio, a big one. It would be green and
harwe tropical plants and & fouwntain and o bsg porch
with water oloa apd bird cages.

Aad abwnve ai frrealstible welght seemed fo mqueEze
the air from his ngs and drag at his beawily pumps
ing heart with the plcture of a girl snaling from the
timbered doorway, 8 giel with eves like evening
cafion shadows.

Through shoot summer nightn mnd days that dromed
wenrily in ahimmering July hest he deeamed, With
aching muscles and burning eyes. be thoew himaelf
orross s bunk wt might.  And with mascles anill
aching and eyen that felt na of they weee flled with
dust, he dragged himsetl out before daylight morning
after mariing to gremse his tractae.

Each day was the spme s the ooe that hied gooe
before.  Sunday, Monday, and throagh to Soday
again. Round snd round like the trocks on his cater-
millar.

He saved gvery cent of lds woges thet harvest,
In fect he didn't beave the Voarieen manch untl the
laat swath Wik cut, and the last sack had been bucked
wat af the Held,

That last afternpan, swaying aleng behind the
clictch levers of the lurching caterpillar, he wondered
how he would say goodhye to Ruth. He plamned
i dagen speeches and discorded them. Just for &
second be thought of kissing her.  ‘The next Instant
he broke oot n oo waeat @t the theught of his swn
auclacity.

They worked lofe thot mght to Bnish. The men
ate their supper hurriedly. anxioos o be off 10 own
Ruth came in #o clar away the dishes while ler
father was making out the cheeks. Cat tred to thimk
of sometlsing gay o say. bat o weight seemed o be
crushing him down, to be ssffomtmg him.

He could only follow her dembly with his eyes,
drinking m the supple grace of her bucyant carrisge.
the soft roundness of kher armi, the curved Fullness of
her beeasts, which the Blue gingham dress could not
quibe lede,

The other men went oswide.  Vasrjeen banded
Malone his check.

“Goems we might aa well get started
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"Boppose so” Cot ogreed, glancing fertively at
the kitchen door. Ruth was washing dishes She
did mot come oat. Cat followed the roncher out 1@
iz’ mutceobile.

In Stockton he remted o cheap room on fhe Skid
row, where ten-day atiffa in From the ranches, the
logging owtit, and the construffon camps gather,
But he couldn’t sleep. He seemed resiless with EDETYY.
He wanted 1o do soseibing.  His muscles cried for
wark to do. lor weight o brave and strain ab

Dressing again, he wandered down omto the street
wlong sidewalis crowded with Filipinos, Hindos., Jap-
anese, and Mexlcins—wandered aimlesaly, restlessly.
All around wia the bobel of many tongues; In the als
wag the fop-born smell of the shoaghs. and the varied
splce apudmndu.unl’!h:l:lﬂuﬂluhpm From
brighily lghned dosrways roucous music and hoister-
oua Insghter Sonted. From dackened windows giels
voices called softy.

In Cat Maolooe's seething blood wan hunger for
excitement. for glamorous adventure, He looked
nroand challengingly. hall lioplng for somecns with
wham be could pick o Sght,  Stralling theowgl the
marrow, painted wood doorway of Sing Kee'n he
took @ fling nt the lomery. An Irishman who had
worked with. in ca a griding outflE the winter be-
fore grinned hells, Together they went out and had
a cosple of shots of whisky: then they conse back For
the drawing. MNo luck The ldishmian played again
Tt strolled on. imso the lurkdng might 1fe of the
hoba capital

Memory of the might before and of dreams he bad
forgaten Rooded back to Cai Mabane aa he lay there
walching the [opanese girl her obmost black, though
delicacely carved. lips parted. slightly. smoke drifting
Inzily rom her nostrila,

He shuddersd

Reaching aver the aide of the bed, he felt of his
clathes, His purse was still there, szl had soms
maoney in i Mot moch e lniw,

The bed seemed sticky, musty, He slid out and
wilked to rthe hall open window, On the street
three storfes below n - passing r.rn.:i:r:nnlzlnlg o ihe
bullding, A switch engloe wan apg

It aremed to be coming disectly townrd Irln. weting
begger nnd higger. The whole workl seemed o be
tuming. whitding with quthering momentun,  Bloe
eyes wers pmiling, a mourning dove was calling . -

Then he felt himself belng palled bockward.

“Mot out of my window, big bov,” n wvoice was
AiyEng.

The Japanese girl lowered the sash and lntclsed i,
clamping bath his arms behind him with one of bers
a8 ahe did it Then she aat on the window ledge
mnd fadid him.

TWhat did you want to do that forl” ghe demand-
ed, & linle breatlidessdy,

ety

Caot besltmted. He couldn't speak of Ruth Vaar-
jeen there.

He shrupged

Mechandcally he put oo his clothes and started
down the stnirs.  The girl Followed him to the door.

"When will I see you agaia! ske asked.

“1 dan’t know,” he answered

"Goodbye," she said.  “And good luck.”

“Coodbye. ond happy dresms.”

On the strect be turned to oote the number of the
henese, then walked briakly in the direction of n sign
whoae yellow and black letters read EMPLOYMENT
AGEMNCY,

“BUMP”

By Warter Hecox

TH stesaly, clocklike preciibon the four-fooe
chled of joe dlid down the chote from the cold-
roam ito the refrigerntor car. The men in the eald
rean were everp-eggin” tie lce, and B was coming
Eust. bt the man In the car did sot burry, * He caosghe
the jce with his tongs an it come from the chite, aod
without haltlisg its progress for an instant. dragged
It to the end af the car,  There, he wwung 1t around,
and with n combined lftng and polling movement.
st the lce on end,
He was mealiy a tall man rnging around slx feet
one, bat his thick, barrel-like cheat and short. power-
ful ormy Bld the trufh and made kim seem o it

mocky, Ofm o broken block would alide doun ihe
chate, and be bellowed vialently snd profancly nl the
memt Im the cold room as he hurled the segments indn
place.  He wore omly u poir of dirty, blus jesna,
and hin body obove the walst was dampened by o
thin film of pempiration comparahble 1o the

which on a bot day elings 1o a glas of (ce water,
The “roli-your-own” cigarette which drooped |mres-
s=nily freen the ¢arner ol his mouth waggled @ &
crazy semaphore as he spoke and threstened 1o lsum
the end of his short, fat nose on the spstroke.  His
mavements abond the car seeemed to combipe the guick,
idcizFute groce of a cot and the power of o ball e
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phant, In the coll rocm the conveyor broke down
iemporarily, and he rolled himsell apother dgarette,
found the matches in hiv pockets had become damp.
but procured & dey one from behird his “cwnili-
fioeered’ right ear, muttering Iresh cumses oo the ice
uz he did sou

A bock fell without warming on the ear loader's
B, J.:Iﬂmugll the i¢e weighed well over three hiin-
dred posnds, his foot was protected by a opabr of
sieedcnpped shoes, and the only resule woald be a
severe brudie.  Mevertheless. i was padalul  The
ma im the car made no soond;  he lidted the ce
back up on ¢nd and was coreful nat to lmp e he
meturied 1o the ehate. He did ot want those *'gold-
brickers” below to think he was 8 sy

Thoae “goldbeickers” below did oot koow much
whout the mim i the car. As far ps he persomally
was comerrie, they knew only that his st name was
Jechson, and thot they called him “Bamp”, They
had called him that ever since be hod mised o lump the
size of n pullet's egg on big Stan Brisol's foreheond.
Lefty Sercal hid taben over Stan's mnk while the
giapt puller recovered from that bump snd it con-
tempararies.  The men in the cold room had often
wandered about the couse of the battle that bod taken
place between big Stan and “Bamp”. People didn't
often pick & fght with the big fellow, In the first
place, he wis i peoceful kind of chap that wab e
lectly comient with the world and hod o lp.undn
with any of the peaple in i, In the second place.
& large part of thot two hundred snd tinety-odd
pounda of beel that was strung along hia six leet twa
[rame conmisted of well placed muscles, nicely con-
cenled bemeath o protective loyer of fab  Those
musclan hod made bim the pride of the 3ah Infantry
ance when b had captured the heavyweight wrestling
champiomahip from Lincle Sam's Anest and then went
anl to beot the "chomps” froun the Tlpvy snd Marioe
Carpa toe. The men In the cold room kiww all this
and agreed that big Stan wos lems likely to get in a
fight “than sy man they knmew. Abowe all, they
eoild mot mes why anyone should hit Stan for o joke
that i war chyvious he did pot owesn.  They were
comvinced something wan wroag with “Bump” Jack-
san's past. He couldn’t be much good, they concluded,
nnd hade kids the winy e did.

They had been woedering abour Busmp alnce thar
doy he had walked into the yard, carrying his worldiy
hielengings, which comsisted of & worn-pot tweed coat.
the Bl jeans be was still wearlng fo work, and a
new gray workshi. The Old Man had peeded a
car Joader, nod Jnckson did oot look ke sit ordinary
bum; so the boas put him oo, H:wl.lnzvumn'y
far thik, becniese Jackson alone inoa cor did the work
of two men, The rest of the men handly existed
1o “Bump”, and this wns perhaps the reason lor their

warry. When they spoke to him, he answersd only
it grunts, momesylinbles and mnacle

It was quite notural for big Stan aod “Buemp” w0
hawe thels hattle during the noom hour, That was
the caly Hive that & e Jooder und & poller would
b= together long enough to fed eentive lor @ fght
0id foe Saca and Stan were corryiog on their ebermal
specidation as ta whether oe not they had been across
the Hies from esch other dusing the Great War. Joe
drew quite o lpugh from the men when be said that
he didn't see how anyone could miss the big Yankee,
When the anft shed became guiet, Stan turned to the
pui-tostd  cnr Jonader.

Yoo were probably just s kid disring the War,
hub, Jacksoa!*

“Yeah".

“Onby abour eight o nine, T bec. - Am 1 righeT

71 dnmna,”

"Wiadda ya' mean, va© don't loow?  Don'i cha’
kpow how ald ya' arel”

“Mope”, The cir loader Bdgeted nervouly oboat
uulbepllr of aalt sscks ke woa using for & seak

"1 betchn’ you could spresd quite a hit of the ol
bull for 1. Why don’t cho” unload. Jacksan? We
need asnethin' pew arousd bere.” Bl Stan was grins
ning good-nntsredly,

Jsckman returned both the grin and the request
acurly,

"Yenh, 1 guess | eould all right. But U'm not goa-
ma

“Wor's dn' matter. Don't choo konow ya' ean't
keep seerets [rom us?”  Oid foe Socs gotiumd acoent
joined in the omrvemotio

"Mind yer own businese” Jacksca snarled at the
cold-rooen fareman.  Joe would hove answesed if
bitg Stan had not tded to loterpose in & joldng mon-
ner.

“Whataa' matter, Jockson? Afn't ya” got any sense
of humar?T Gawd, o person'd think you were n
murderer, or & fogliive from justice, or somethin’ .

Eenenth Bils oversanging, npelike forehend, Jackson’s
eyes were faming na he atrode neros the ahed,  Ha
stopped in fromt af Stan.

“¥n© ssked for i, fella”, Mow yer goona’ get it
And so it was that with apparently po provocation,
Jackson cromsed hin right to big Stan Bristel's chin
nnd started the fight that won him the nickname,
“Bump”,

The Bght ksell did’t last Jomg.  Jockson's right
mever found its way o the big Fellow's chin, - Swmn
caught It before it Amished its scheduled journey. and
by means al u wery eficlest lirtde twist, threw i
owner to the grouml.  Catlike, Jackscn was on his
feet immedintely nod circllng Stan ot & reapectiu] dis-
tunee. For a short moment the two men stood glar-
leg ot each other. Then Jockson moved in, throwing
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n mirnight left as he did 6. He wos gone hefore
Stan could ralse o defensive hand, aod the puller’s
mouth was bleeding, The car looder jabbed bwice
mare before Stan's guard moved in and made room
[utuhthﬂnqhﬂhﬂu&m&uﬁdenf:he]m.
Bég Stan staggered forward and attempted 1o clinch,
Pt Jocksaon anticipoted the move and hrew o mking
#ght uppercut below the ginnt puller’s groping hands,
that boonced first off his solar plexus and fimally
looded on his jaw: It was aher bég Swam hit the
Boar twice end pwnyed drankendy in Treat of his ad-
wessary that be extended bis great paw.

"Yer bentin' me up swell. boddy. U've had enousgh.”

“Oharys” Jacksan accepted the hand: then, afier
giving the rest of the men an i nny of you weat the
same thing, fust ndk for it glare, be walked out.

Stramgely enough, there were no hord feclings be-
bween big Stan Briatol and "Bump” whea St re-
turned fo work two doys loter,  natesd. o rather un-
wsisal Felendship urose between the bwo big men.  Stan
wrymed o understand the cor loader's wish for mo
reference 1o his past, ond ssked no more guestions,
It was not fear that promped the big lellow 1o re-
main silent.  He did oot know the meaning of the
waord, Tt was respect. stimulated perhaps by o slight
l‘-mcld\fpll‘f hr&:mlymn.n}uhﬂ!ﬂwhmrltu
prove himself & better man physbcally than he was
"Bump” seemed to beel that the pullers attitude to-
ward bim woe different from that of the rest of the
tien and appreciated the fact. While ice-lnden cars
wiere being taken out of the siding b be prpleond with
empty ongs, or the losding crew was waiting Toe n
delavesd wwlich. "H'urnp" would wander over o Tank
Fair where Stan v working and hold a brief con-
wiraption mbout nothing in. partcular with the hig
puller. It was during oné of these cecasions thae the
car Joader's unsitusal hatred for children: became ap-
parent.

It wns one of those tmes when the miflpond was
rushed, and a resale, the plant had o walt i wlile
for u gwicch to resove the louded cars.  Big Stam
and "Bump” weee sliting on wills of the open win-
dows ot the buck of Tank Four, smoking umd talk-
ng wlly.

A pair of poungsters whi wers saffing improvised
boats in the water tank below the precooling coils
grew tred ol their sport and began looking for some-
thing better to do.  After a Bttde discussion as to the
ndvisahility of the wundertaling, they decided to ex-
plore the mysterious fnterior of the ice plant. They
entered theoagh the open door of Tunk Four whese
the two mens were sitiing.  Stin paid no attention
to the two istruders, and “Bomp”, whe wos aittiog
with his legs hanging out the windeow watching the
rallrond trocks. did not see them.

Afier peering down the chute that takes the ke
1o the lobhy. splashing the water In the &p ok

arouiiie] o bit, and trying to see o the sewer below
the mweat decks, one of the children decided to in-
spect the contenis of the lig cnma. He grabbed the
rim of ong al the large jce cnme amd palled it dewm
to lds level. There the can, which happewsed to be
empty, got out of the small hov's cantral and fell
noigily to the floor as the child scuitled out of the
way. Then he tursed Hghtened epes on "Bump"
Jacksan, who had turned when he heard the nobse and
had seen ihe children. His foce was & Baming mask of
rage an be heoded down the fwnk,

"Git out of here,"' ho yelled, "before | cotch ya' and
beguk yw' in hall” The children, who had been
staring wide-eyed ot thin new momter, saddenly -
meihered they were endowed with legs and wed
them in beating & rapld retreat. Hig Stan stood grin-
aiag at the hock of the tank,

"¥o kinds' senred the little fellns” Stan'a wobce
wag juat o bet reproachdul.

“They didn't have no rght here”. growled “Bumg",

“Maw: 1 know it But hell they're just kide They
don't know any better.”

“Think =0T Bump grumsted,

“Sure, 1 know o Weren't choo o kid oncel”

"0 I wuz, | don't remember. - An' i 1 did, T woulds
't wanmal”

“Whaddn' yn' mean?”

“I hate Iids."

“Why, 'Bump"

“Feegle "

“Olkoy, Bump,”

The whistle of the switch engine sounded outulde.
and “Bussp” went back to work, Stan sat staring st
the door that “Bump™ had dissppeared thraugh until
his cigorette burned down to his fAogers. He
wnother and then glansed agai at the door. *'Gawd”,
he muttered, amd wplked beck o his crane and o
work.

It was about = week later that big Stan and “Bamp"
toak their turn on the graveyard shift

The summer sun ad risen well up over the eastern
Iifls, and i3 reflection fileered through the dearaay
into the refrigerater car, The thin 8lm of perspira-
tion which covered “Bump's” pude torss wan becoam-
Ing deoser and every pow nnd then would form a
large drop that irickled down his muscular back or
chest. It was seven o'clock, and scon the day shift
woulf come on.  “Bump” was glod that the night
wan almost over, for it had ben o hard one;  He had
Ioaded twelve cars by himself, and this, even For o
man of his phystcal condition, was almost o much
The conveyor hnd stapped aoly for & chipge in s
Sharp pains wers runsisg through the éar loader's
foot where 8 block of jce had fallen eazlier thay
night.  Frequently he cought himself limping, He
hoped that there woold be ne time o bring in
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another switch aliter he had Bnished the car he was
ini 1t was almost fll,

Shrill, childiah voices interrupted “Bamp's™ thoaghes.
Kids! "Bump~ growled iowardly but made no move
b gl thess away,  Thiy were after the scmp foe
pod “anow” kot Jell from the conveyor chote. They
bresaght horlap sacks, boxes, both wooden ansl card-
bisaed, and every now aod them s dull meshapeni
palr ol topgs oo ocary i1 with ‘Bump” had con-
wincod himsedl that if tere were any geod kids at
all, thesr kide had it i them. They lived in the
ancient, Angglisy houses acrass the trocks; ond this
waa the anly way thelr [amilies would have any ac-
oo o soch o loxury a8 jce. 50 “Hump' let them
miny. He resented their presence. und he hated
theen, but he et them stay. His bhnte was cocled by
o certaln digree of sympathy,  He bad knoen paver-
&y practieally all his Ebe. He knew bow it Felt o
bave 1o lierally pick your lizaries, even the meager
luzuries most people classed ns necessities, up From
the gutter) so he Jet them have thetr lce. It wos oo
goed to the Campany amywiy.

There was onfy d narcow alale left in the car now.
“HBump” was beginming to ke crowded,  Tor was mill
gliding down the chute with every lug. The men in
ihe cold-rooen shookd ksow betier thao that. In the
nnrrow apace T Bump swuang oor b the side and
lerked upother up on eod,  He waa beginning o
aniderstand. The cold-rocm crew was trying bo make
lim well fee time, They would lke that 'Hmn;:"
Jeckacn, the jren man. pelling for tdmel  “Bomp”
amacled mnd mwore he woukl keep hia mouth shut
Inn his mend he applicd wivid nod descripbive adjectives
1o the men |n fthe coldemom: Sweat was streaming
diwn hia lack pow, nod bla trowaers were soaked with
perspirithan.

The aiale was beglening to Bl parly edith wp-
ended blocks, hot mostly with blocks from the chute
Iying o thele slde. Saon the conveyor chote wouwld
jiee. wnd the power lrom the conveyor lugs would
tsuse 1 block o rlee partially on end and then go
crmhing to the ground below. They would hove to
stop the machine then, and bhe could bawl them out
The thought amused “Bump. They couldn't get
the best of ldm! He could heat them at their own
peity, undertinnded fricks.

The ice would jpm any moment now, There was
u solid pathway of ke between bim o and the chute
Ma room left to work, Mothing o do except tarm
and watch the jam, Someone woold get fred iF the
C. E should see what was taking place. “Bump™
knew 1t would be noe of the cold-reom men.  Maybe
the whole crew. The loals] TLet them hove thelr
fun! - The chivte was Full, Apather block was risling
up the conveyor toward the overcrowded chute It
wonld mever get outside. It would rob oquinst the

jwmnsed blocks and then Inll back to the cold-room
foar where it would break, maybe it two dod may-
be into & thousand pleces.  Thea the lug would come
past and force ane of the jammed blocks up and
wovir. |t would probably be the middbe bdock, [t
was the middle hlock. It rose slowly, silenthy, =
I:hnugh some unseen force wam Nftng 1= In just @
mament 1t woild &l to the groand below, and three
hupdred moee pounds of joe would be waated. The
block wuvered slightly. [t was about to fall

The kide! A pictuse of the small, tooskd beads
plekdng the ice and “socw" from the ground below
and paying mo attention to what was happening di-
rectly above them soddenly entered “Bumpa” mind.
He leaped forward and Boundersd foalishly far o
moenent on the boe that was In his way, e groped
wl the door with his left hamd. cnught himself, wnd
with hin right threw oot his tongs o catch the jop-
pling block. A amall, dfowheaded wrchin was directly
below Wim, struggliog to pist & leddy large chunk
into hin sack, He tumed inguiring eyes  toward
“Hamp". “Heat it,” “Bamp” screamed, and the block
of jce he war balapcing rocked Futously from the
impact of mnother lng.  “Bump” let go 'of the dooe
und swung hin left Bamd to the fongs.  This was &
loalish neowve, fore he wore no apum amd was oot pre-
pared to statid on the slippery surface of loe, The
block he was holding rocked once more, ihe child
acnmpered to one side screaming  foolishly, and
"Busp [ackson’s feet alipped from under him, and
he sprevaded hemd first twwnrd the groand, A second
lnter the block toppled from the chute to follow him,
nmd ot the same instant; the cormeeyor stopped.

The cold rooes men came ouside 1o see what wan
holding the o man ap. They couldn't usderatand
the delay.

A smnll chikl was standing near the chute crying
in o wild. frighteoed tope. They wandered angrly
i "Bump’” had done anything to hurt 1. Then they
ww "Bump”. They could see only his body, bar
large. ushroken block of loe was lying acvoss his
tesd. He lay wvery atill, and when they remonved the
Hock, somehow his face seemed more peaceful than
they had ever sce it befare.

Big Stom Bristol fAnished his pull st three o'clock,
ued these wns pathing better for him 10 do than to
st it the mum ond loaf ondil it was bour mid Hige for
bt b {0 bosme, e was siting oo the truck p1ul-
form, quietly amoking, when & car with Tllinols licenss
plutes drove into the yard, A amall Hred-leoking,
middle-aqged man got out and wolked over to where
Star was sittlng

“Hella."

"Whadda yu want!" Stan was not in & conversa-
Honal muad.

"They tell me n psan amed Gopdon Jackson works
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heree A tall, powerfully bl man with @ broken
nise and o couliflower ear”

“They do. hzhT" Stan was o bit suspiclous. “5o
what!”

"T've got & werront for his mreest and some ex-
tradition papera for him. He's wanted for mundes in
Tllnois” The litle mon didn’t sonnd porticularly
happy. "Can you tell me where I'll fiod him?"

“Yeah," Blg Stan grmmed wryly. “But I doo'l
think @1 o ya mech good, Ya'll fAnd him over at
the Morth midda” town. 1 think they coll the place
Potter’s Field. Ya' may hawe to dig o bit. but ya'll
find himl™

“He's deadT”

“Yeah." For n few moments bath men were silent,
The steady moaming of the tarbines in the englse room
seemed to accennzate the slence.  Finally big Stwn
apake  “Tell me ahout this mueder charge, What
wuz {& all about! “Bussp” mever sald much abaut
his pant.”

1 dan't hisme him, It wam't a pleassit ane.” The
fitde mon seemed relleved now. THe was foond
deserted and taken to an Orphans’ Home when he
wis o ki He never got along with the kids there
and ran nway when he wan eight He sold papeta Tar
wwhile. mnd then he wnas accused of stealing & bundred
dollars or s0 from 8 clgar store and sent to the refor-
mitory. Five years lifor they found the money had
beeri tnlen by mtother b n few years oldee thas
lackmon amsl et him oot He went back to aelling
popers ood fighting in amateur boxing tourmaments
during his spare time. When he was seventeen, he
tusned “pre,

He wan dotng all rght for himsell in the small
trwn circwits when something went wrong.  He was
arrested For u |ewelry stoce robbery., A man named
Baldassl festilled pgabnst him, He was given from
one 1o len years. He went up the river swearing be
would get Baldaasi. He clalmed Baldussi hod conm-
rmi:dlhmbheqzhutmm:hlin:dtﬂm 1% was
hia word agaimst Baldassi's, and the IltaBlan’s record
wad clewii.

He escaped on the way to prisos. They gat hbim
the next momning in Baldasai's bome. The linlinn's
lead wra gl smushed in.  Yeah, Be was dend Bal:
damd’s keld run for the police when be saw Jackson
coming, of he might have been able o ger pway,
They fomnd out Later thet neither Baldossi nor Jack-
son waa guilty of the robbery. [t woa the kid,

They sentenced Jackson fo life Enprisooment for the
:nwliﬂ'ﬂﬁl-[dﬂ-ll-ndltﬂt Baldassi's kid o the re-

¥ pid agaln on the way up.
Ium'ﬁmu b.nmm'umurh of the rest ss [ do. You
know it's o hunoy thing, that guy’s whole life was
spailed by kids less than thirteen years old, Ged,
Tl bet he hated them!™

EL PORTAL

"Yenh," muiftered big Stan. A stronge, wenk feels
ingl wak ronning theoogh his giant frame.  Throogh
the unusual dampuess that inaisted wpon Bowing imio
hin éyes and biorring hip vislan he saw an ankemgpt,
little towheaded wrehin. ks wrchin, sailing a boat in
the water tank below the pre-cooling coils.  Stan
awallowed bord, “Yeah—he hated kids”

Song of a Million Poets

By Brmzaners Swaow

When such as Keats and Shelley hove been heard,
What right have | to plead an audience!

Let me imstead be like & lomely bird

Singing my henrt out where the wood is dense
And none can catch my shy ootes to compars
Thelr cadence with the musie of the great.
Let poe aing here unheard where [ can dare
Ta loose my ailent voice and saturate

By malitnde with vibirant sostamy.

When | am mute, and nothing but the breeze
Is sounding here, Iy anngs will die with mei
Mome will be chanted down the centuries.
‘I’H!ﬁhn][mhrhuqmﬂ: copse alone

With melodies that never will ba known,

Elaquence

By ELZzABETH SHOW

Onee [ could always fled an easy vaolce
Far lovely, glossy pheases to express

Wiih the high poise of perfect certainty
The censeless fervor of my tenderness.

But. seeing your swrong body broken here

And trembling with the knowledge that today

You whom | love have brushed the Fringe of desih.
I am choked mute with words | commot say.
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American Youth--Its Future

By Jouwnsowm Mosis

HY in it that most of the inmntes of owr penal
imstfitutions are young peaple under thirty years
al age? Lo there any bope for America if e 18
e’ s there nny remedy Jor this condition?  As ooe
ol what is often referred to as the “lost generation”,
1 have taken a particulsr intereat in ond have even
qgooe oot of my way to inform myself concermlng
this stmuation of which obe hesm & good denl nnd
which a of vital importance o America oday.
During my formattve vears, that s, between the
ages ol fwelve and twenty, T Bved part of the tfime
in the ouizkiris of a large city, part in 0 small city
iHMhnmmamﬁedbﬂh@::
from the railnoad, attending school and forming asting
!ﬂ.m:il.h.lpu in each of these communiries. This gave
me & oppormenity for & view of the American youth
of my own generation snder yorping conditions of
envircnment.  And the resson for my interess in the
pvenile criminal and bor my desire o discover the
explonation for the Enct that an alarming puember of
youths of my own sge develop crisinal tendencien ia
perhaps o ke found i an eorly experience.

My teacher had been an instructor in the Preston
Reform Schood or “deform school™ an she always
wallel it and when two of my clasmates. brothers.
legame mvelved in & stealing sCImpe; atid our Ei-
tenfice noturally enough became focosed on the case.
Mias C— wisely talked to us and impressed wpon us
our soclal responashilities toward our compinions,

The older brother was-a good student. - dredaer,
8 hom mechnmde with talent For itventing and im-
pruwing even schoalroom convendences.  The younger
was W harum-scarum  youpgster, the friendly pappy
type, o very quick atudent. it qven to making
Iriends indiscrimi ly. Their her was o widow,
cwning her home in a good neighborhood snd eam-
g her Hving as on oflce murse, so that she could he
Bame g8 muach as possthle: with her chilldren.  She was
u womnn ol eefitement,  Thels lsther had bem 2
maring emgineer. Mm, B— remodeled the bascment
af their home and tried to beep o tennnt who wooid
give some nttention bo the children. buk ot that thme
amd ia that neighborhood & was not easy.. The Hat
was often vacant. The pals of the yeunger boy, Bob,
eoneelved the plan of stealing radio parts from chain
slores.  The older brother, believing s he was mid
that these parts were furndshed by the facher of one
af the boys who wns In the mdio bhainess, con-
structed radio seta I the basement ol their home. The

others wene to sell theme OF conrse they did pot
tell their mother, the one koowing she would mot
npprove, the other hoplag to make o litde money o
surprise ber, The trath was 'n1='1.l|.l:|h|.|:'pI discovered,
The boys were tuken to court and were both sen-
tenced to the reform school for twe years Qe
tencher immediately interested the neighbors snd
friceds of the mother bn proving John, the older boy,
imnocent of the crime, aod succeeded in having him
parcled in her care.  The younger boy was sent o
Prestan.

Of course, American fiction aml Americns journals
bove recounted many such cases, but my first-hnod
cxperience masle the sitvaton wivid and inpressive to
me. This i was early that my interest in the prob-
bem wos borne  Why should Ufe noa city of today
with all it advantnges and mederm imventioas pro-
diice coodidons Favorsble o the development iato
criminnls of llvely but not bud boys! Could it be
paverty with it attendant kack of chonnels for scti-
wityT It weemed 0 to me,  Certalaly Imaginntien
ond Lack of things upen which it might legitimately
work played @ greatd part in developing the criminal
tendenicy in these children. This poimt imgressed me
s foeckbly that 1 did much thinking on the subject
for one 4o young. 1 realized then why my parents
hael bern so carefud abosit my Friends.  Farthermore,
I wan dimly aware of the significance of the [act that
these same Irends ance Hed me and keft me s va-
cant house with the gas tumed on. wnd at aoother
time brat me over the henl, deagged me nto oo emp-
ty bulding and beft s for dend—all this befaee [ wan
thirteen years okl in the best of nebghbatboods, and
among chillren Hke myself, many of them thind and
fourth gemerntion Amesicam,

Large city schools usimlly tnclude stodents of al-
most every clase and ours was no exception, My
immediate pals were the children of sl business
men or minor executives of ome or opother al the
larger firms in the city, though of course 1 met all
classen i che schood yards. My parents never al-
lawed me to wisit ar _plu'p with cledldren whose -pi.uy
wan not auperviaed 1 was the prowud posssasar of a
two-hudred-foat play lot newt door o my home
where onfy those children whom | invited wers al-
lowed to play. 1 was never epenly aupervised, bt
on the other hund 1 was pever lelt to my own de-
vices enfirely, And yet soch nesr crimes s [ have
menticned were commsdtied by my ploymates.

After a fime my parents made a change. We
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moved to a small city Afty miles distant.  Here we
were mirangere. My father invested in o amall buosi-
pesi. and we lived. in the eeatral part of the town
I hid my Brsd chonce to pick the rght kiod of Frivnds
without any nmfstance From my eldern. Troe the
faet that T was a Boy Scout gave me some advan-
inge. but on the other hand T was just entering upon
the relactvely free Jife of the high schood student, and
my prohlés was somvwhat complicated by the fact
that my health did not permit me to @ke part in
uthletics,  Frankly 1 foandersl  The boys who
made the frs offers ol Tfriendship were |5 every case
living In owlying resslemtiol districts, their ciream-
slanees mach better than my own. Hence, T waa soom
going arvund with youngaters whom my parents peal-
tzed | would pat be able ta koep up with o frw yuars
later, The town boys, mosily soms af merchants, did
nd appei] o mer | soon Pound thot doo moch
moey wid s bad a8 wo littey that parents who ine
duiqe thelr children, Indulge themsebven alsa, DBuny
of my friecds’ pareat wished of prodibition vialsidon,
brolee speed lowa, amd “threw porties.” Ooe of tyese
friende. the son of soch parects was oot for thrills.
mnd todny he in o foarth e offender in Folam
Prison serving a lfe semence.  Here, for the frai
tme, T realized how fmportant it s that grovwing
children have the right exomples set for them.

Bimmnier vnembions | spent with an sunt who was
the principal af ibe grammar schoo] s & small bown
My uncle was the pastor of the Community Church.
Britigh, u former coliege professor and World War
Veteron. hfbﬂmﬂnmﬂﬂewﬁy,
and 1 Joved it 1 begged o be pllowed to go o
school ihere for w year, My purents, who knew
thist 1 had beeit marking time i my new home, ahier
dur eomilderation allowed me o stay, But even this
community was oot free froe o cerfaln lanity of at-
Hrude, T remesnber very well indeed the fret time 1
heard o gentlemsn of excellesi standing in the com-
munity say thiet he did not feel disgraced when his
san was arresied for a rofic viclation. It I pot ax
though he hod really done somsethlsg crmisal.” e
safd. | was silent, but | was shocled, and several
years lafer when this seme boy was killed in an
natomabdle sccident, 1 realized that he might just as
ensily have killed acmecoe else and joined fhat great
nrmy i our state peisons,

When 1 retgried home, | mnde the first serioous de-
cinlon of my life. 1 chose my pals this tme from
g the boys of my owm circumstances pegordbeas
of the fact that T had eontlnued the [riendships with
my. wealthder friends during vy absence. Mow |
witn abert, wabching and making comparisons. [ hod
a orw perspective.  The small town interlude  hasl
mode me see things 1a o different Eght. There boys
and girls learn muny lessons thet o city stmosphere

dows not teach thewm. o & small bown you live on
W Efoge.  Everyone knows what you are doing, and
you recelve your reward or your punishmesnt very
promptly.  You still have to choose, bt your ded-
sloms are more fmmediptely mportant; yoar rewards
are conferred, your misdshments inflicted by the com-
munity in gemeral, While still in the small fown, T
it heen dedply tmpressed by another differencs be-
tween the society there and that in the chiy. In sy
el town experence I had lsen imcluded in &
"eemidin'd chab” threugh an “in-law” somewhat re-
moved. The elub was compased of whale families, in-
cluding young snd old. all of whom were associed
togecher i vorioun sctivites. There lind beeni pleas-
anl parties, indears wnd out. and picnles at ooe home
ar another,  The ¢lders were masthy retired profies-
sional men living oo fruit ranches b odern bhome,
I haod bewome very well acquainted with these older
people, and hind heen imprissed by the fact that in
ey city home I hod had oo close companionship with
the porents of my friends. My pals Bad favited me
fo thelr homes but, for the most paet it biscd been
servants whio hed sapervised our play.  Their parents
had been' more than plad o be dd of ua  In foct,
these parenss hud acircely come bocse except for &
fiw hours of deep o a round af denks.  Now that
I wan again o my city bomes, T made up my mind o
kmow the parents of my frigneds.

At thia point the depression hit ws. e Enceme
stopped. Our aavings alooe rensated. | was finlah-
ing high school aod focng s world furmed upaide
down uned extremely unfriendly, but Biteresting. Words
carnot express the infense excitement and |nberest
of those next few years,  One by one @y Friendships
grew strong. o colinpsed. - At least ane-third of the
bays I knew there are oow in some criminal instite-
tioe et have been parcled from one of them,  Yet the
caly thing they needod wos moral stamins, On all
sicles | beard youth ressoming. T saw them struggle.
tall ar vige. | could nntclpnte their success or Falls
ure by thelr attitde towned Eifo and its responsihilisies.

I worked ot auy folt | cold get. 1 decided aqnirst
college then, nat becuse | must earm my way, bat
because there was no Futuee in sight. The hosiness
I had bwen preparing to @ myself for was 0 com-
plite collagme.  Plechlng hay, digging past holes
rwicking e and out of o tonel —wit) oo very clear
purpeae in wind [ lsteoed ned reosooed.

Interested ln dramaticn, | joined # drama club g
might school where there were Americonlzntion clpsie,
I found these people moch lke our native-born clt-
stk They were from every coumbry aid strabom of
society, Including a Russiah weman, a member of the
cowrt af the late Czar & Persion who had travelsd
aver hall the world on foot to recelve Bis educotion
in an Americon Ulndwerstty: o Japanese. n member of
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& family of political exiles: & Chinese of Magdsrs
stocki lalion pensamisn Swedish and Danish sailors,
Mexicnm mnd pore Castilluns.  Side by side 1 found
ibtengih and picfal weakness, o desire 10 get and &
desire to glve. The reafizntion was more and moee
forchly pressed wpon me that men are never entire
by gocd or entirely bad, but that they grow grodual-
by, under the influence of circumstances toward one
of the ather cendition. 1 kad seen too much of this
worlds geods ruin a boy, Now [ saw want and leck
shrivel aml dhiatort growing children. 1 realized thot
It In oaly growth of Idealtsns und purpose o = ioe
dividunl thot mokes a great nnid good man. and that
much n growth canmot take plate without & mose or
Sess fuverable ervironment.

O every side | heard that the okd dip, the Americn
of Opportunity, was ainking, with us on board, Every-
where | furned, | heasd it Bt | did poe 1 da not
beliewe 18, My qeseration was confranted then and
Iy wtill confronted with a world in which there (= an
endiiolis need For reconstruction, amd reconstroction
means work.  The physical wrecks which lie ahout
s are oob the ooly astcome of the Gereat War, The
maral wirecks, the great army of " Semething-foc-
Mothing Guys", the men und women and their child-
rtent though they Fell lnter, owe their fall ultimately o

that cotaclyem, These must be fitted fare & newly
recenstructed workd,  State and lederil priscns for all
aliké aze fio more the anwwer than ore the ald wom-
ol methads i ather elde  Bot surely the sifeation
I8 not bopekess. “What if we do have to struggle?
It in true that there nre great problems to be salved,
bat Americess have s ted  great ok fes e
the pust. and today there are millions of Americans
like me with vision wnd character who wre wiling
and eager to come to grips with these new probless.
What H we da hiave to carry the burden of the fail-
ares]

I have traded work for muie lessans, food, aheiter,
clothing. and dental work,  Learning?  Well, [ike
eihers, | am emerging stawly fram that dense s af
tickenmg fear by which we were suraumded.  We
will at last bulld & country and a warkd o whick the
weak will be strengthened amd the strang upheld, snd
we will do this by oar willingness to shoulder o litile
more than cor own share of the Joad, by gur atrggle
i sehieve and mameain high stundards of personal
ind soclal integrity and respooshility, and by ouar
tuith in these stndards.  Furthermore we will ba
more garclul o prepore the pext generition for @
e part in the strogle, which they st carry on

Ente;- The Professor

By Encan Harmson

TH-E professar brisked open the clozs room doce.
Withaut looling st any studect in particalor, Te
breezed up the aisle to his desk with @n energetic.
spring-toed stride. An awa af ald pipes and tweed
whirled in his wake. Omly twe girls in the class en-
joved this oroma which nlways trailed frem the pro-
fegsor when he got ander way. The skinay one olten
dechared that it was "o charmiugly mesculine.”

The professor did sot kiow and did not care i
the garls fancied his aroma. He had coce tald bis
wife when she happened to mentien something abost
It that he did oot “give & Hoker's dama” whether
anybady liked it or not  He was pald o teach Eng-
lish composition—mat 1o #ik lEze the steneaphere
with mre and dainty fragrance.  He fiked fo smoake a
pioe and diumn if he woulds't smoke o pipe—odor or
oo oodof.

The peafessor oot onby - smelled  masculipe—be
Iooked, be sownded masculing. Hie seride; his cireless-
ness of arfire, his often blaff hemor, his calliope laogh
—in Bne, his aspect in general denobed cothing bt
masculmity.

He did not mince worda—in class ce aut,  When

eriticizing the work of hie pupils, he dispensed with
the finer emenities.  He obd his boyr end girls stepight
out what was wrang—or what he thoughit war wrong
—with thetr writing, They never retained n shrod of
doubt a5 to his meanings when be got thirongh. . Foe
this some lew youngstess disliked himp ey Felt thet
he picked oo them, iriel fo echarmss e belitele
them, Hui most of the professar’s pugpils earolled
his class bhecumse they wanted to, ot becouss their
curricslii required the subject, Moz of his pupll
sppreciated  having the hard, stark truth harded ot
them from the professer's vocnl catapolt,  When
they landed on o touchy spot. lils stingiog missles
often hart, bat they sever prowed fatal. A bombard-
ment of truth left the sedents all pink and aheraritig
ke @ body just emerged from @ cold needle-shower.
They Ielt fresheed. after the initlal shock ashsided,
simd enger 1o Chit the hall,”

As a rude more boys than girls signed on the pro-
fessar's raster. Hia widely buzzed ferocity of nddress
frightenid the bulk of the co-sds iway from his doar.
The sweet dears would mther sdmire his vieliny from
# safr distance,
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A geeat deal the probessar cured,

He slapped a black record bock andd two skinny
little volumes of sasayn down oo his ook desk,  De-
fore siming hieself down, he glanced owver the o«
tentive, guicted aroup. It was ondy the Bfith mecting
of the cloas for that guarier, snd be stll felt wisume
of lis pupily’ names. Seemed that soweone was

messing . . .
K T he enlled,
“Here!™
Wrong qoess . ..

Hogarth?' Mo teply . . . “Hogarth?™ Sikence,

Ah—Hogaril it wis—was missing. . The professos
noted the absence i his black record bowk.  Then
he 3at down with his nsunl crash,

He plonked his elbow down oo the desk top and
Bngered his cunhnat chin vigorpasly, Tt was a
thongld-eollective gestare.  Meanwhile be nrveyed
the class o bit absently. O a sudden his rellect
ended.

“Today it n, I beliove, that you are e hand in your
six: bundred word treatment of the ssigned boplc:
two men gnd o womon,  Right!”

A jismbled chorax of somewhat reluctant nssent.

“How many of you have yours ready?”

Rodsed hands frons & Btide over ball the cluas

"What!" mmerted the professar,

The group sa ome man shnuk perceptibly before
the blast

"1n this the sort of conpemtion I'm o expect from
this class?” A pause, “"Owver n week you've s o
coanplete this trifle . . . end what bapperaT™ A glare.
"Caly half of you possess the decency to make this
'1|u.1-o—m.n.ul]- effort 1 mabed af you.” A roowl
blent af perplexity and disgust.  “What the devil is
the matter? , . . am T biirdening yoar adolescent shouald-
ern too headly

A choked anigger from one of the twmn pirls,

“Mism  Stein'—what seems to have bewn your
troubis”

Flustesedty: "“Why, |— whe I— uh . . . mim's
readly,”

“Hmem . o . well—Stebbins] T don’t believe T no-
ticed your dighs elevated i mamest age”

A qulp, “LBh— no, sir”

"Suppase you comfess gour mouble then,”

Reddening. "Well . .. L= T eoaldn’t seem to think
of auy treatment of . . . wh . well— T fust couldn’s
thiok of saythiag o do with two men and a2 weman . .
Fogueens o 0 "

“Hmem-m . . . " The professor serewed up his lps,
e arched o rather hirmste eyvebrvw i paindid speci-
latinn, be drummed on the desk with two nervous
fogers.  “Just coalin’t thiok of a thing, hm?"

"Yea-gir. | menn na . . . thai's righet."

The professor exploded ke & pyrotechnic mem with
u loud “BahlT

He erupted from the wwivel chalr ino a Ferocity
ufpud.u.g up und down the oy dals, bis hands thrust
hard lnto the tweed patch-pockets,

“T'na mot goisg o take the #ime to extract the rest
ol your nlibts. Every pemon who fills to hand i
4 paper this moming will secelve an T for the as-
sigement. And don't come around afier class with a
nmoy-nosed eecisse. 0l dooyou na goed.

“As lar the rest of you . . . bhond your papers in
right pow. Tl read a few of them aload for the en-
Iyghteament of wny wnfortunates who et couldn't
hink of anything to dis widh bwo owen end o Wainsn',”

Just before the bell rang, the professor dismissed
the class. He bear ofl bat those nearest it to the door.
Zovening past 1 his sprng-ioed stride, be casght an
exceedingly nosry look apon the athletic fnce ol Stab-
hisis. The professor remembered that the youth play-
il first string end oo the pigskin aguad. He murmised
that Stebbina hod enrolled in s chaes principslly for
A eredit requirement ol bis objective.  He smrmibed
ulse that Stebbins did not like him nfter the late epi-
sode of the class room.  In fact, upon cleardy recall-
ing the intenstty of Stebbins' glance, be concluded that
at the moment Stebbins hated him

The professar did oot want the hatred of his pupils.
He desired to teach fhem composition U he had 1o
m.m't.l.lfﬂ'imm the process, But to chink that one of
them might hate him for his coustic methods wpset
his composure of consdence. He scowled thawghifully
s he bounded along the corridor. 1t ocoorred o bim
that he might approach Stelding upon opp v. He
could soothe the lads chviously outraged senitivity.
Certainty he wanted no student’'s hotred.

The day was Friday, The professor bod no more
classen untll pwa.  As he loft the bullding 1o o bome
o linch, i noficed the shellacked blueness of ihe
kv, He warmed o the tanty wihiteness al the Fat
dumplings of clouds while he crosaed the street 1o hin
parkid car, By the tee b foof thumped demm on
the electric storter, kis conscience bad soared cluar
of ihe weight of young Beebbim' look

That night a generm! stadent body donce was hald-
img forch In the men's gym.

Tha professor hod received an invieation to comne
nnifl bring hin wife. His wife enjoyed dancing. The
professor him=elf held no dogmatic wiews on the sube
ject of ballroom ferpelchore,  He could perform. the
necessary gymientics when the occasion aron, Al
thogh b niever sosght cat the cccanion, neither did
b remcidtrate viclently at the sporadic moments when
hin wife demanded v be escorted oo the ball,

So the profssee and lds wife could be seen in -
tendance that night ot the college hop in the men's
gym.  After o fow mumbens by the swing band, ooly
the wife of the professor could be seen

The professar himsell stood out o the cool dark




57

suckeing at his pipe. A rather bulky lmlinn cypeess
remched up betwesn him and the beight Bght above the
gym entrance, Peoply, madnly cosples, hept arriving,
nolsily gay mod exeied, The tree generoaaly lent the
pralessor it black cloak of shadow o that he might
mrokee and mediinie in solifude for the momene.  Medi-
tate he did. He recolled Seelibing’ look aed wan poa-
dering just how Be sight best approoch the Ind. The
professor wondered I his catraged pupil were pres-
ent &t the nkht's affair. He had not hoppened to
natice him bebore deserting the crowded foar in fs-
vor of the tranguil, starry dack, Perhaps Stebbins
wanild arrtve later, midl he, the profesor, might sur-
prise an opporiundly to relieve their straloed relation-
mitip,

Ad Tast be Bniabed Bis pipe.  Tapping out the ash
agatnst the hard of liés palm, be glonced up nt the
might, aighed, then made for the entrance,

[ust inside the outer door he pawsed abroptly {0
keep From barging ot o yoang couple walking From
the clomk room sowaed the weazed aym Boar,

“Excuse me.” b weilbed ne the two nlo besitated.
“The girl, b noticed Bral, peasessed n oeat fgore under
w cwse, pest kind of foce.  She clung to the arm of
a bl man wham the professor for a split secosl fuiled
6 mecognize on Stebbine

“Ab,  Stehbing,” he greeted. Hia face hghted in
inticipation of his wonds while the youth's smile of
politerens darkened indo sullen recogrition,

Thist thimbeing sbout o Stebbilns—hada't poticed
yoo befere . . "

The bovs eyes smoked sullenfy, But @ seme of
propriety overcnme bis frst jpyvenile tendescy 1o paas
huarriedly out of range af this despised purveyor of
sircastm. He bowed to convention and introduced
e professor o his gird

"Charmed, Mim Blake.” acknowlsdged the pro-
lesaor, alnost comtinentnl im his inflection,  “Might 1
have the pleasare of a dance? . . with your eacort’s
Epd conaent?

"Whi-y . . . yes,” Huttered the girl peering at her
by irends Face, presumably for assent. “the oo alter
this— ] think , . ."

"Suarely,” lied Stebbine through his mask of siolid-
iy, “Eacuse s, please” He horried the cute. pert
girl Into the copering thromg.

The probesior waited niie the dodoe for the dance
group o e, He fimsed-

"blmmm . . . the boy feels deeply all right . . . toa
hll!...lul."hubnlppmnd b, Indirectly . . . lei's
sew — through the mediam of the glel perkpi . . e
—qend ddenl”

The music stopped. The professar waitched Sheb-
blmpmhhmu.pmﬁzlmm}mm
luctant, toward the entrance. lowardly amd somew hat
wryly the profesor grinned, “Odd pituatios.” be

thaught. "damned odd.” He mieved awiy  bebind
the stalrcssn leading o the gaflery, It might well
prove awkword if he were o smnd with the young
couple and mwadt his promised dance

When the band blared Into scHon once more, the
profesior bounced amiling op to claim his partner

"Ohur dance | believe, Misy Blake?"

"¥h-h." she chirraped, “here yon are, professar . "

Stebibins sulleed Blackly aad grimted ns the ohject of
his amimemityl stepped hin girl briskly mway with,

"Parden wa, StebbinsT

Ot om the foor nmidss the youngaters, chamtering,
eeniling over their partmers’ shoulders, waving greet-
ingn, and incidentally covorting it multiform sbyles—
the professor it himself gaing into the mood af
things, He enjoved the youwthful warmth of her near-
nens an he toiked lightly, olmost charmingly bo his
cumpanian.  Her cute, pert fice radiates) st -hin com-
pliments and lasughed merrly 9t bis humorocs ailies.
Far the St time in some yvears the profesaoe aoiuglly
shace in light conversation. He did nat farget about
Stebibia howewer. o faet, he tiched the schems in
his mind into effect very dextorously, Beginnig by
mentioaing his regard for her escort and pralsing his
prowess an the gridiron, ke conmlly intreduced tha
marndng's epliode and concleded by swying Tightly,
bt not oo Hightly:

“Apd T'm afrald your voung Iréend became rathes
peeved by my brasgue chus oom manser, | do be-
leve he atill feels nngrily townrd me. 1 wish he
didny ., "

“0h; no. Prabfessor, I'm sure Rickle doesn't hold
any grudge againet yom, 1. .. " She happened o
glance wward the door,  Stebbing stood hunched there
pulfed wp like a polsoned tond with Black murder
b his eye. “l— ee— Tl talk to him abour it she
finizhed Hmply.

Saebbing hod been watching the coupls Trom the
start, It mppeared to him that the professse held his
girl too damn close—lar & professor. He swondersd
what the man waa telling her to make ber laugh. He
waondered If the probeasor had the gall to dance with
his girl ond then make Fum of him, tell ber abous
mmking & “prize dumesy” out of kim. Siebhins
claas that momneng.  He wouldn't pat it past “the heel
—the 14-carnt el

Stebhins watched and conjectured and stewed in
his own julce umtil he Enirly sizaied,

The profsssor fngshed the dance, then deltvered the
yvoumg lody s Seebbins with o sincere “Tf wa WY
kind of you, Miss Blake,” and a brief “Thank vow™
o her eseort. The youth's aolmosity Joomed so in-
tense that the profestor jmmedintely perceived the
discretion of polite departure.

The cate. pert gid whispered.

“Rickie! I'm warprised ot you seting so childish
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"Hal 5o be did tell you ., . the rall™

Stebibing purpled and hinged . . .

“Rickell”

The professoe felt himsell yanked arcusd by &
rough hand on his sheulder.  His nataral springiness
enahled him to duch w one slde in Bime almost to
evaile @ whistiing right cross. Mot guite-- & hard
kiuchle skinmed n|u.u.g hia right ear. Before Sichhine
heowever, could recowver, the profesar’s fst crncked
Toudly —surprisngly louwdly—flush on the hridge of
Stebibing’ e,

From his paint of disadvantage on the waxed floor
the youth gazed smpidly at the profeasor, The pro-
fessor ssared astankbedly down mt Stebbina, The
numbed evowd gaped usbelleingly nt both inen.

Thin state of smpension lasted only a moment. A
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slow amile began to break throogh the hlank mask ol
Seebbin's Face, PFrom ane nostril a this rivaler of
blood frickled suddenly down to ihe cormer of hin
moths  He ran his tongus alowly over his lips, Then
lie began bofating himsell upward  Once on his feet
hve: stocsd, with 4 sheepizh half-grio cn his B, hoaking
mraight &t the prolessor,

"Well, Stebhins . , , "

The youth bowered bis gaze foe o second

T oy sotry, air o oo guess you were dght . .
‘bout two men and @ woman [ omean.. pleoty can
happess o .

The professar started to open his mouth , , - then
ahut It aguin.  Cought shart for once—with w gym-full
af eyes upan im—all he could think of so do was to
Fumbile for his pipe . _ . ;o] somebedy pelled, “Shake
hutids — boeosyapal”

Ghe “Rgom

By Barron Woop
One time he deesmed that be was walking
Thraugh n leag and norrow room
That had no choirs
The sun shooe theguagh
A row of dingy windges
Crvergrown with cobwebs.
Dhace or bwdce i sirock urpan his Baed,
And pnce into bis eyes:
Bat maet of the woy was dark.
And cobwebs brushed his forehand,
ﬂrdu.uﬂ upon his hands. aned fegs, apd baody;
And all shout weve fabla—
Masalve ooes, pod even amall anes,
Mirrors covered up with dust
[Chr waa it spider-websT)
Threw back o cold, grotesque. or
Diabalical tmpression of his featsres,
—HBut seill there were no chairs,
He wanered on, and all the way
{Though thin could hardby e}
The floar rose up
Anel made bis progress harder
And more dificult;
Aud nll the time he wished rest—
Far days, snd monthe and veam
Had scurred by—
And he wag very tired
OF walking through a choirless racen,
But suddenly he came
Llpon the atmost edge—
And then be saw what he
Had walked 2o far to see.
{And this was truly strange]
Becawse he found there
Absolutely pothing . .. ..

Bhe Earthworm

By Roeenr Ong

By the roes of the greos s the feet of the ferna
Palely shunntng the light, he turns;

Descends t burrow about and nround,

Wenving & net in the underqrosnd,

Each tiny tunnel thae be leaves there

Is n pamage for water apd for aic

Air and water o nowrish the roots

H grosisg plants and their tender shoota,

Then. full of the pith of his oIl e furns
Back to the realm of the grasses and fero:
Kovwing the chill ol the night. m haste
He blankets thedr leet with hin body's wasts,

Sweet nn honey to the earth Benenth

Are uir ond water, His mouldy sheath
Is warm and soft to the plant's cold feet
Each tives in earth. enrth b5, earth ents.

As humble na dist, bis song. == he tuma
He allently gings by the grames and ferns;
He wingn it oo, in his earthy bole.

An infinite song from a Bnite seul,

This simsple noie is ibe tone of his creed,
"Let me work and dig that T may feed

Lez me tunnel and fusrow the earth below
That all gheve |t may prosper and grow."
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The Morning Edition

By Loums R. Warraen

YPSY TYROL stralled up fo the proof deal of
the Santn Rita Stor.

“What kind of edétorial did Jimmy write today?”
he asked pa the reader leansd back in his chodr and
mizeiched.

"Pretty bot” The man behind the desk shoved a
proof sheet towmnd him

Tyral read |t nnd nodded thosghtfully, " Somnds
pretty convineing, all righs, DHde’s know Timeny had
it in him.”

The proot reader grinned. “Well he had expert
melifnnce.”

‘Eapert assismnce, What do yoi meanT”

The proof render shoved s sheet ol blue-penctled
copy ncrosg the desk  Tyrol, who waa the Stw's
police reporter. instnmily recognized that the paper
hefore him was not office copy stocke.  He picked it
up, CuEriois.

It wan n regular business letterhend. The loem at
the top had been torn of, leving only the battom
of one letter which lopked like a "W done in green
and gald,

“Well!" guestioned the reporter, nuard.l.uq' the ather
expectantly, ‘The ather was searching in & drawer of
hin deck:  He found another sheet of paper snd shoved
thnt acrome,

Tyrol pl.r.l':d it up. It was a sheet of advertining
copy lald out on a hosiness letterhead.

“Tll he damned.” the reporter swore softfy s he
glanced from one sheet to another, They were of
slgnitical glze and stock. Acroas the top of the adver-
tizing copy was the form: “Western Slope Power
snd Light Company”™, The initial "W was green
and godd.

He held the editoral copy over the adwvertising
layoat. The "W's" corresponded exactly.

TH be damned,” ke swore agals.

The prool reader amiled cymically,

“Something to keep ander the old hat, you know,”
he wamed as he pulled down his eye shade nod ag-
tmcked o pile of galley sheets which o proof taker
dumped oo his - desk,

Tyrol walked back toward the editordial roaim.  The
proof reader was right, he el His job was 1o Follow
ihe palicy of the paper and ask no queations

As e reoched for the doos knob be relized that
he held the two sheets of copy in his kand, He
folded them up and pot them in his pocket

The afternoce edition was plmost in .ﬂhnr:nlll.n.g

the podice atation, the coromer, and the hospimals for
any lust minube broaks, Tyrol was polling oo his
caat i preporation for lenving the office when the
city mditor called him over to the desk.

Wassa matier now, JlemyT maked the reporter
joad auturedly,

Jimmy Argyle was a roand, bald-headed litte fellow
with a guileless, parring manner.

“Got some extra woek for vou, Gyp" he announced.

“As usunl,” compented Tyral  He wasn't surpriged.
Extra work was the regular thing on the Star. There
were only two reporters.  They had io cower the
entire clty for the evening editon, If there was amy-
thing new o get for the morning wdition, which was
moucly repring, they gob that foo.

The dty editor comtinoed

“You know the lrrigntion disirict bond election s
tomarrow,  There'll be some specinl election stud in
the inormtig edithon.  Hawh got into an auto jom o
hin way down bere.  Mothing serious, but be's got &
sprained wrist.  YWou'll hawe to make up the paper
I place of him.”~

Tyral grosned,

“And then rush down bere at seven io the moming
ta et the election stnf out’” he supplemented

“Sarry,” the editoe purred, “hut thore's no ane lse
o do i Ast's get to get that chompionship basket-
ball gamé, Asl T'm sloted to spesk at the Water
Censervation Lengue diomer. [ woo't be hack il
mm'runq."

Gypiy shnagged. 08 K, boss”™ was aill he saddl

“As he renched the doar, Argyle called after him.
“l wrate nn editorial. 111l be in tonight's paper. Out-
lines pur stand on this powes business. If amyihing
beeaks, slant it gar way.”

" K. the reporter repsated, nod passed oo oat-
lde,

“Mow what the deuce did he mean by that!” e
muttered, I anything breaks—what could break this
dlose to election?”

He got oot the editorial copy and reread it

The foligwing day the residents of the Sonta Rt
Irsigmtion Distelet ware geing to wabe on o proposithon
e lmue $SHUO0 in bonds to fnance the constroction
of o huge new stomge dom nod power plonk

The Srar was Oemly behind the proposition.

The editorial atressed the importance of assaring
an adeguate water supply lor the fumre, menticmed
the commercial advantages of plemiiful power, and
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hullt up a strong caze on the poor service that the
districe waa recefving from the pedseil powes plant,
The equipment used, the writer msserted, was years
out of dite ansl on the verye of collnpse

He it the paper back into his pocket. There was
no doubi about how the Star stood. but there seemed
nothing out of the way.

Yot the reporter's lomg-trnined news-nose scented
n atory b the lerse mstructoms: "I anything breaks,
alant it owr way.” He febt that something was godng
b bresk

And he suspected that |t was something that woald
help Wiaaterii Slope, which would very likely he
samething which would injure the sival publicly cwned
syalem of the Santa Rita Irrigation Disirict.

He was adll mulling these things whea a cheery
voice brought him sp smiling.

"Helle, Gypey. Where are yoo golng, looking so
dark and siniaer?”

The spenker war o gl She was o dark and rther
slender girl with wavy black hair. and eyes the same
blus pa distent moumtaing at suorise. Thers were
smiles it the corners of thoss eyes now. Happy smiles:

Gypey Tyrol Felt a warm theill of hoppiness stenl
wover him as he always did when he wos out wdth her,

“Was just qais) ap io the hoapital.” he anwered.

“Yaiz're i linde Inte tondgpht aren't you?" she asked
0 she alipped her arm throwsgh s

“Yeu" be explained, matching his loog strides to
her shorter ones, “the ity ed stopped me when [ was
ooming AWy 1o gqive me some extra work for tondght.”

"kl Aoything exciting she wamted 1o know.

Tyrol longhed. “Not exsgrly exciting, Howk
sprained his weisl, | have to bhe night editoe.”

The gl gave his srm a [Hile SqueETe.

"'t glad.” she sazl. "It shows they think yeu are
capahle.”

They turnad nto s quadi linde sestaurant In an obd
adobe under nem evershadowing biack oalk.

Abter they were weated st o table near oo of the
deep recesmed windows. the gifl comtimued-

I do hope you make good hent, Gypey.”

The man'e snawer wid confident

“1 will, Jew (her owme was Julka; bur he always
called ber Jew), You know, this tan't my Bt paper.”

“That's just it the girl peturned. ""You've been
on so many. Yoo never Il:n?,"

"Il atuy here.” he assisned her.

She reached scrose the mble and pushed back o
lock of hia Sery red hair which Babituslly corved
dowrn ocrosa his forehesd. Her dark blue eyed wore
on his gray cnes

"I you can galy hald that red hot temper of yours
I leash,” she aoid softy,

His voice was husky as be pnswered:

“Tm going ta, Jew. T'm going to be editor of that
poper simnd day,”

The girl drew o lieep Bireath.

“That's the mase inspiring thing I've beard yow
wiry yot,” mhe todd him. “You know,” she sald sarnestly,
“I'd rather aee yoa do the things you are capable of
than anything ehie,”

“Rather than get that new bospital of yours buile,”
b nsked showly.

TIE you were edibor al the Star, you could help me
get the hoapital,” she countered gaily.

Tt wea uight when they left the restuurant nnd
wiitered along throogh the cool sweaing abr. They
were both silent.

“lew,” Gypay whispered when they paused benewth
n twisted old aycamore at the edge of the 1own, “when
I get to be editar of the Star, will you marry me?

Fright paralyzed him when be hind asked it Ach-
Ingly he had wanted to msk her for weeks. But a
||-¢ilﬂ.hﬂ lear :n.\r!bpled him when he thoughd af the
sod of dreams that a “nn” muglt Leriig.

For Julln Carrel, bead of the Santa Ritn. Hospital
at 27, was the embodiment af guiet, sebf-confident
succest.  Gypsy Tyrol who seldom held w ol more
thim & month ot a tme, felt chat he lacked every
gquakity which woald have galmed him respect in her
ayea

Mow deaperntely he watched her face moftly -
fumined by a full moon wheae light Alered throngh
the overhanglng sycamore branches, tam shoaly op
i his,

"Gypay,” she began softly. His lungs refused to
fumction, “IF you con muster encagh determination o
stay with yoor |ob on the Ster for sl manths; I
MR you,

Mir rushed back itnta the man's lungs wdith o Jeng
soh.  For just an instant he felt bewildered dizgy,
Then. aa the girl stepped impubiively close o him.
his mrma went arcurd her, nnd @ worm and cobming
sease of power prose i him,

"1 will” he prondsed.

Al with the sodt feel of her hair against his cheek,
he looked ocross the lght studded valley, dreaming
and plannaing.

It was eight o'clock by the time Gypsy Tyrod ar-
rivied nt the Sfar office nfter hoving walked to the
heapien] with Julia Carrol. With the exception o
March Evans, the might peinter, whose lpotype
machine wan tinkling in the compesing room, he was
the only pesson kn the plant

He read aver the evening papers.  Then he went
over to the iron mike fo see if ooy Ampartant wws
hod come in over the press wire, Mothing (hat
wenildn't keep.

As he setihed hinself behind the city desi, the street
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door opened, and 4 very erect and dignifled looking
man with wide. rpreading white mustaches stepped
Into the roam.

“Well. san.” the: viaitor drawled. “you seem fo be
the whale push bere,"

"Weah, I'm wditor-in-chief. staff, and bill colleciar
tomight,” replied the younger man. He rose to his
feet mnd brooght over a chalr, 'Sit down. won't
veui, Mr. Herndaon?”

Mr. Hermdon moved his gray shooch hat back a
hit umel settled o the proffered chalr. then extracied
n pair of cigars from the beeast pocket of haa dark
gray coat and peesentod ooe to the newspaperman,

"Dont know wihy Thurston doean’t make you edi-
tar,” he commented:  “You kmow s danged sight
more about this country thon that man Argyle does,”

Giypey grinned as he dropped back into the swivel
chair. “He prohably doesn’t think T know as much
nbout the pewspaper.”

The ald man morted. "1 bet you coubd geach that
Scotchman plenty of things abowt rumning a news-
Paper.

“You're too much like your fthér to be o poar
newpaperman,” he resamed. “When the cousty st
wis wver it Gringo: Bar, aod old Pighting Jack Tyl
man the Jowrnal, there wasn't wuch that got by him."

Gypay didn't reply ol once. The tnkding of the
Hnatype michine sounded lood 1o the silent roosy.

“They broke him,” he mupered. st length.

"Yeu, they Broke him,” the otlier sssented. “But
he didn’s sell this walley out.™

The old man lenoed forward and pointed the sab-
covered Hp of hia dgar ot the young reporter.

"If Jack Tyrol hadn't had the backbone to print
the tnsth, no mater what the consequences. the Santa
Rita Valley wouldn't have title to a guart of water
toddny.”

Agnii the two men st in slence, whils the limatype
tinkled beyond the compastng reem door, They were
sitting thus, each deep in his own thonphts, when the
rogin went sudsdenly dark

“Blectric lights gone Booey, ¢h” the ald man ob-
served,

"Looks lke it,” the other agreed.

They walted for them to come on again. Pt they
didn't come on.  Marsh called from the composing
room dioor.

"Whit we goana de powT”

"Have to get some lamps or candles or something,
I guess,” Gvpsy declded, T call Jobnsea and see iF
e wll &pen bis hordware store for =™

"Well, I'll be movin' aloag” Mr. Herodan rose to
his feet. ! suppose you'll have u sfory telin’ us
whit happened fo the lights In the mornin™"

Civpay ranched for the telephone.  “Yenh, we will
Croodnight. Mr. Hermden,”

&1

A hiall howr later Gypay reached for the telephane
agaln.  The lights were still cut. A candle in g botle
on the desk cast o dim glow about the soom.

“Hella,” he aofd nto the trommsitier an be ot his
rumber. “Subsiation? What ibe hell's the matter out
thereT

He liatened for o moment. Yoo don't knevw. Why
don’t you keowT"

Cypsy lamghed good hamaredly, his ear o the
receiver, "o telephone connection with the - power
house? | . . Con't ralse ‘mm, eh? Why don's vou sead
& man upl .. O, you bove ., 0L K ., Call you
later.”

“The reporier wos worried.  He felt that there was
mare to thia thing than appeared on' the surfses,  The
editsieial written on Wiestern Slope power company
paper, stremsing the need for & new power plant
Then Jimmy Asgyles instroctions)

"I anything breaks, slant it oor way."

Mow, an the eve of a 500,000 borul electon, the
plant apporently. beoken down,

It would guite likely appenr a colnddence to am
outsider wha did not know the chaln of fact that
lnked the events together. But to Gypay it Jooied
very much like desiga,

He wandered i Jimmy Argyle wan crooked, or {F
the dty ecitor had merely bern trying to please o big
nvertiser witheut reslizing that underbandod waork
was actunlly afoat.  Whatever the explanation, he
felt that it was up to bim 1o get to the bottom of L

Obiously, he fewt thing 1o do was to fnd what
actmilly had happeted to the light systens, und, If
poasthly, what hod cocsed it

Striding to the compoaing roam doar, be called 1o
Blard; Evans:

"I the telephons ringe, mnswer it When Art gets
I with thet baskeiball staf, tell him 1o hald down
the ot wntil 1 get back.™

Then squirming into ks tapeait, ls o oot bo his
mutomobile. which wia packed behind the shop. He
had decided 0 go up o the power plant asd ik
1o the men there himself.

The sand to Aniklope Canyon, where the power
plant won located. led ot of Santn Rita disectly ug
through rolling country info a ragged, gramste-strevws
line of foothills, The country wis spassely settled,
Caypsy saw no one oo the rosd  As his car swung
up the ridge above Antelope Dam. he saw the hel-
lignely lighted power hoase Below him.

“The plant ten't completely broken dewn, anywny,”
he concluded,

Coastipg duwn o the banem of the hill, he left
his wnr, and made hiv wiy on fool o the coscrete
i steel atructare which housed the dymamas, There
seemed 1o be no ome there. He ealled. ™o ane
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answered  The roar of the nearby dam was the andy
sound be could hear.

There wis m door [esding out toward the dom,
Gypay looked out He saw sothing but the sheer
canyon walls and the buge pile of masonry bebween
Hewring 0 atep behind him, he tumed. A mon was
eoming in the other deor, He recegrized Ted Tuwrmner,
an electriclan from Santa Rite Substation. He spoke
b Bl

“Helbo, Ted, whot's apl™

Tamer wan o young man, He spread his legn
apart and Nt a cigarette.

“Ewery trapaformer in the Hoe blown,” he ssid,

"Enow what did 6"

“Can't Bgure ™

Where's the follows wha work hene?™

Tusrnier perked n thawnh over his shoulder. “Up the
hall, fookin’ over the damage. T Just come down to
finit out who drove up in the mschine.”

“Ble. 1 guess,” Tyrol replied “The troubls dida't
gecur In the plant then]”

“Mo. the line tromaforinem are all up there together
at the top of the hill. Say, how'd you come o drive
way o here?”

"Wanted to And out why we dido't get any light
divem there. Mobody up bere woald answer the teles

Tuener oodded,  “Yeah. That's why | cune wp
tor. Hoys were up oo the hill, T supposs.”

T wee,” mald Tyrol,

“Well, 11l bave to go back up” The electrician
ntarted to furne  As soon as Fank, he's the bbes up
here, Mnids ot what be peeds, I'H hove o go back
to Sants Réte nosd ged e

“T'll go up with you™ the reparter decided,

They wallked wp the trall together.

Well, ane thing,” Turmer commenibed, “am long w
this thing was going to blow out, it locky it hap-
pened before plection. 121l coovince some of these
bightwad fanmers that we really do need o pew lay-
B

"I make o blg difference B the election. all
rght.” agreed Tyral

When they gaired the top of the hilll, Turser wenl
up to en overbed plathorm where two more men
were worling,

“Reporter,” Tyrol beard him say. The reporier
tonk i sent oo 8 rock, He had decided to wallt to
haee o few words wish the men who had berm at the
station when the trouhle occarred,

Aa he ant there. luu':mp o mrlhrm'ruq. lils
thaughts went back to his pweting with Julin pnd
I blocd warmed at the mamory of the feel of her
I his wrme and his blood reced ot the memory of
lser promise to hine  He hod told ber that he wocld
keep his job on the Santa Rits Ster. e meant to do

i, He meunt to do much more than that. He meant
ta be editor of the Ster,  More than that, he meant to
build the Srer up to one of the mos infuential country
papers an the Wit Cousat,

Toniglt there was o story-=a by onDe. He lmew
it was there. He meant to ger it

The electriclans were coming down of ihe plat-
farm. He arose and went forword to meet them

"Much damnge doneT  be asked,

A alimm man whose sithouette loomed a full bead
above the othars anveered;

“Transformers gome. Criw ol men can Bz it ap
In & couple hours when the stuff gets here”

They went bock 1o the power howse  Turner took
i ligt ol materioly from the tll man and drove oway.

Tyrol glanced @t his two remulning companions.
The tall man wae on emacinted Iooking: individusl,
Hig blick jean frousers hung low on his insdequste
hips, making the upper pamt of his bedy e gro-
tesquely loog.  His broad sbeulders were slightly
hunched, Hin pese was long and thin, His green
eyes were amall close-set. nod protruding. A lock
of mumey |mir stood stratght out from ks forchead,

The other wan short. heavy, ond dark.  The light
oHstened on o peaked bald bhend and on o set of
ntrony white teeth which were exposed in o perpetual
grin,

“What do you think &d 07 the reporier osked.

The share man grinned and sxdd oothiig.

The tall sun shook his head and bit of o chew of
fobacco

"Suthin' damn hmnoy abowt 7 he aid,

"Il aoyone hod told me this alternocs that them
transformers was liable to go out, I'd told him he was

BCHEWY,
The reparter took another tack. Mo maled,
"What part of thas plast Is it thet is mpposed

be woeak?"

The tall man wos surprised. “Weak!”

Even the short man Jooked wimoss puzzled

Tyrol hastensd 10 explain:  “We'se been hearitg
down there thar the disiriel’'s power ploot 18 likely
to go oul #E any Hme'

"Bunk.” said the twll man  The short min e
sumed his grin

Here was something. The Star hod said the plint
was weake  The elecirieion fi charge sadd it wasn't

By the wa'p." said the meporer, "My name s

Tyral, Gypsy Tyrol T'm From the Srar, What nmmes

do pou felkows go byl
The tall mon perked his thunib toward his coms

pagion. Thie s Joe Tinch, 'm called Al¥ Ochs”
“Is there any way,” the reporter asked sbruptly,

‘that yea could blow oul those trenslormems U yon

wanted tof
The alort man's grin foded to open-mouthed per-

piexity. But the tall man nodded. " Td be esay
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etwuigh 10 blow ‘em ont  Tust pull down those levers
behitnd you. On the ol swiiches there. Bui—" he
punsed to splt & stream of fobaccs falce through =
oeacty. window—"there pin't been nobody to ‘pull
o

The short man's grin brightened again,

Tyrol turmed 1o the switches, He exansined the
shides carefully. They were quite clem ond almest
frec from divd, bt he thought he detected a brighter
line where the meml guides on the levers might have
iif,

"Come bere,” he sald

The electrickans quickly stepped to his side.  Their
eyes followed hin pednting Enger.

The ahort man's grin looked sickly thés fime,

"By Christ. she han bheen pulled!™ the tall man

d. “But swe weren't out of the plant afl evening
until Ted gor here and sadd the lights were oat down
there.”

Tyrol swumy around.

“Didn't yom know the lights were out until he got
here?”

A Ocks shook his bead. "Moo We could of tald
iF we'd Ieen witching. Bur the suhstwtion always
lets s know ©f snything B wreng. S0 Tinch and
mi wan geitin’' over here hivin' o hand of pinochle.”

"Aod you didn't gei any phooe calls from the
substntonT™

Mo

"Hew did yem find that the transafrmens were out?™

“You com well on the board there, It was Ted saw
it fimt. Lk | anid, Tinch and me wap over there.
We heand scmeone say, ‘Do yeu moge know the
mala Noe trondormers are oud®”  We locked ap
arsl thers was Tel look'n cocky, like be does, you
kpow,”

Gypay Tyl walked to the door s staod silenthy
ataring down the valley. The woents al the evening
went beginning to fake their place in o coordinabed
plan. It was & story thst would be on the toogue of
every one I the Sonta Rita valley, and probubly
make wvery paper oo the const. But i wos o stiary
loaded with dynamite.

Ccha bind followed him ot

Why," asked Tyl gowly. “dors Western Slope
want this bood election ta carry]™”

“Well, coe thing,” the mll man nnswered thought-
Fully, “the district s gaoing to buy thetr plast on
cabin creek fop $E00,000,

Yoo know what 1 think? o thin, squeaky voice
queatimol. Joe Tinch was grimming st them from the
dear. “Dumb guya think It's o0 scoount of the Cabin
Creek plont.  Bat bare's the real reasom,”

He pased drimatically, then resumed in 5 whistling
whisper: “I the district bullds the mew dam mcross
Cabin Creek and diverts the water thal way. the

new power house will have to be in Cabin Creek.
Klast people suppose it will be af the dam,  But rough
86 that country i between here and there, that'd cost
more than the dum, Was you ever up that creck?”

Tyrol sheok hiz hend.

"Well, there's only ane place where the walls are
close enough together 1o dhrow up o power dam
Thut's st Portel Rocks, 1 used 4o Ash thers shen |
waa @ kid  Wesitern Slope hus had property mooi-
ments on that site far reeney-flve yeom.”

“In other words, “Tyral supplemented, “I0 this
thing goes through, Western Slape gets 81 00000 and
still controls the power bnsiness.”

"Yep”

The reporter snid noklng. Bt the nails an his
clenched Sngern stank inso his pelms, and the muscles
were hard nlmg hin jow.

AlF Ochs was the frst 10 speak, 1 won danged
siare that banch had some dirty scheme. If they was
afraid of competition from the districe, they'd be
fightin’ fo kill ihis bond election. Bt they're lnyin®

The grioming Joe Tinch noddsd.

“I'we gat work o do, beya,” Tyrol tald them quist-
Iy, "Goodnight-"

He shoak honds with the electriciim, nnd walked
quickly o his car,

fis the moching slithered throogh the shale and
chaparral toward Santn Rits, Tyral lasd his plana,
He was debermined to get o2 many of the facts aof
the bond fsues ax be coald prove before the. people
If Tinch was right, the contermplated new conatroction
would turn the electrie power baminess of the Sanda
Rita valley over to the privately owsed Western
Slope company while the irrigation district would
stand the expense of buildieg and emintainieyg te
buge reservoir nnd daim which would store the scces-
sary witer. Omnce the power company was o contral,
Tyrel knew, condemnation proceedings to regain the
people’s Aghts would be alow, costly. ard likely Futile
He meant to make sure the veters knew what they
were voting for.

From an occasionnl fnrmbouse wisdow nmd from
the wtreets of Bamtn Ritn, lights were sgabn shining as
hla sutomohile roared down into the valley.  That
pezzled him.  He was sure the burmned out props-
formers hod nor et been reploced. There was caly
:f;-mnd to Anielope creek. Mo one had passed

When he veached tha tvwi, he weit directly b the
subatation. Ted Tuarner was there. hebiilng to load
a truck. The reporer called him o one side.

"How much.” be mked i a motter-of-fact tone,
"were you paid to pull thear ol swibches?™

Turner's mmile fided for an nsant, but only for i
Iastnat
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“What switches?” be questioned,

"“The ocoe's you pulled to bisrn it those trams-
formers.”

Turner contlimed bo smile. umrufled. bin hands in
lais pockets, bis feet thrast wide apart.  "Yoo kmow
ea well na | do that those transformens were aut be-
fore 1 lefc town.”

Tyrel steppeid close il sloctrician.  “See e,
Turner,” he snid, and hia tone was steely, “Westem
Slopea linle gome ta mp.  And you're dite, | lmow
why the Hghes went off.  And I lmow why the trens-
focmese birnied out.”

Twmner reeanined with his hamls ip his pockess and
n amile oo bin faee. "0, yeahi™” be drawled mock-
Ingly. "Ewven IF the lghts did go off beconse | cul =
wwitch down here. and if 1 did blow those transfors
mera, what yos gaig fo do about 17

“I'm going to print that story and lay it oo eviery
door step in this valley.”

“You're gobng to peint 17 the electriclan jeered
T guess the edibar’ll have something to say aboap
that.”

Gypsy Tyrol was shaken. In the exciiement of
the ropldly developing evenits, he had ‘momemtarily
forgatten Argyle’s part in the plat  His first thowght
was a sickening ooe of defeat, Bul ks next was
ome of exibation. He had promised himself and
Julls he would one day be editor of the Star. IF
Argyle s croaked —

"0 Argyle won’t print thds, VIl go straighe oo Cal
Tharstom,” he told Tureer.

“T'urner amiled from one comer of his moath. Cymical
lines of amusement crensed the cornera of his eves

“Flenty good yoa'll get out of that,” e sneered.

“Thuraton is owner of that sheet. If he given the
word, Argyle will have to play ball or get out. 1
he gets out, I'H da the joby myeelE”

Tumer laughed owtright at tat, 711 Thursten
gives the word—" he mockedl “Get wise. boy.
Thisrston's na more owner of the Sfar than 1 nm. He's
just o dummy. Western Slope owns the Sfar”

Wizh that the elecerician tsurmed on hia heel and
walked bazk to the trock

Almost in o dase. Gypsy Tyral climbed mts his
maching =nd drove back to the newspmper aflce. He
felt licked. His Arst incliation waa to call up Cel
Thurstan immedintely anmd tell bim w0 do ks own
dirty work,

Baut mlmost in the same instat be remembered Julia
with her head sgaimat his shoulder, “Gypsy,” she
had whispered, “stay sz manths and UH masry you."

“T'll do ir" he had promised. He eouldn’ guin
now,

‘Wearlly he emtered the editorial room, Art Moore.
the sport reporter. was ot the desk. “Hello, Art.” he
greeted.  "Where'd the lghts. come Trom?"

Art pasted his eljarette oo the corner of the table,

"lipod ald Western Slope” Giypsy pemuorked bit-
terly,

“Wall, s & matier of fact,” the sport repocer e
turned, “wi'd prabebly be better off if they [urnished
Al the power, It's like Col Thurston sald o the
district enginger the other day. He sald 1 it wasa’c
thut the people are so much sgainst it be'd be la
fnvor of uming the power busicess over to the power
company,”

Figlting mnger seethed hit le Gypay Tyrals veina
He forgot Julin aod hia promise to her. _He wos no
longer a feporter whose main mission i life was to

alant v owr woy,” He was the fghbting son of
Fighting Jack Tyrol who had stood by the people of
the Santa Ritu Valley when every man's hand was
ogninst him.

He sow the canalng scheme of the big power com-
pany, He sow the effvct of the inddious strenm of
Bes with which it agents were preparing the way
for monopaly. And he saw his course clear before
him.

"V g0 home pnd get some sleep” he told A
Moare, “TH stick amound tll preas time,”

"OK," agreed the sport reporter. “Then I'll come
down and take care of the Helsngfors in the mom-
Eng. You can lay ln swhkile"™

Twrol went back to the compaing man.  “Page
one rendy yet?” he asked Mnssh Evoms.

“All in unless you got some about the lights go-
dig o Flere's what Art wrote” The printer in-
dizated n calamn th o fmme of bype

Acress the top of the page wan sprend the banoer

MSTRICT POWER FLANT FAILS

At the top of the column waa the bead: Weatern
Slope Gives Stndby Service.

“Hm-mmm,” Tyrol msrmared. “AI right, Mosh
You can inke the rest of the night off I you want o
I hawve a little more dope oo that power story 11 set
it up direct.”

Az poon gy he was alane i the plane, Gypsy ralled
ap his sleeves and went to work, When the press-
men arrlved at three o'clock, the paper was ready.
They threaded the machine pnd bt her mm.  The
roaite men filled their motoreycle bags aod poared
mway imto the country.  The heyele carders pedalbed
away for the residence districts, And the newabays
went ouf en the streets crying:

EXTRA! POWER COMPANY PLOT LUN-
COVERED

Gypuy: Tyrol wiped the perspiration freen lin fose-
hewd. nod shimped down Ete the edifor's ewivel
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chatr. He keew that his [ob on the Séar was rihed.
He wasn't sarry he hid pranted the truth, He could-
w't have done anything else. If waan't in him, Baut
be felt tired and beaten.

Direama that he hael dreamied had vanished, leaving
only a dull pche behind Ambitiows plass he had
faid cane mockingly back to Bl him with & sense of
futility. He would have o move again. A bang wary
this time, Fditors would be afmid to trust him

Julis he didn't want to see ogain. He couldn't bear
o qa o her and say, “T let you down” He tried to
think moybe she would forget him easily, bur be
koew she wouldn't.

There was nothing to do but wail for the next
development. 1t was not lang in coming, The street
door swung open to admit the spare mod aistere
Rgure of Col. Thurston,

Fuary buroed beneath the metaliie click of his care-
fully chosen worda:

“Young man, are you responsible for that hair-
bruined story which sppenned b the Stor this soss-
ing?"

Tyrol brushed s wiry, red hair back with one
hand us he rose bo foce the pablisher.

“If e mesn the power howse wory, [ am” he
rerarned quietly.

“WWe will have to print & correction at once.” the
colonel rasped. It won't be mecrasary for you o
remain until we A0 your ploce.”

The reparter put on his hat and coal.

“Cansidering the evidence which 1 am golag to lay
before the District Attorney, | dan’t think a carrection
will carry much weight,” he sald snd strode out onto
the atreet

He saw the sherilf aid the district attomey.  Then
he packed his few He was in a hurry
to get pwwy. 0t was ffteen minutea ustll the next
train left Santa Rita,

Az he leaped ngainst the sistion, garing ouf ncross
the valley he was leawing. he heard his name called.
Julia Carral was herrying toward him, a teaveling
bag in her hand, s cost cver her arm, aod her free
hard pulling a small hat over her wawy hatr.

Dhespite lis dread of having to [sce her mfter de-
liberately disrpgurding the promise he had mads, G‘yﬂ—
5y was awere of o merge of glodness when he saw
her there,

"Where are you galng?’ he gasped.

TWith you,” she armwered.  Then as Gypey stared
at fer in mute sitomisheent, she contimued, a bit
breathleaaly;

“You see, 1 read your siory in the morming edi=
tion. When [ called up the office to tell you—weil,
L E-nnnd-—lhe:.r said, ‘Mr. Tyral B pot employed here
any mare,’ and all at ooce | knew whot had happened.

. Then | saw yoo with your smitcase pucked. [
cnlllll the hespital to tell them [ was taking a leave-
of-nbaetice, wnd hore 1 wm”

Gypay gulped. Words would not come, Ha felt
that he could mot let her do it et he could not
send ber back

The girl came close to bim and ok one of bis
hands in e

"1t wam't that | wanted you to keep a job of any
cost.” she said, and her vobce was earmest, "I didn't
care ahout the job, 1t was the ability to accomplish
something that | cared for. 1 couldn’s marry a mam
witheiit detersnimntion emough o fght a thing throogh,

The waln was whistling for the statlon.  Tears

in the man's eyes as he stooped 1o press & single
hard ks om her lipe. Then as the bocomotive
mchpdpnumd'ﬂ:lnﬂﬂl-ﬂmﬂh-mhd
pleked up thelr bags aod led the way.

Tulin was hall way op and Gypay had cought the
hand rail, when = taxi bumped to 0 stop ot the end
of the station, A man jumped out mod ran ward
them.  Ii was M. Hemdon, He waa followed by
four others, mmchmen apparently.

“Where you going, Gypsy?” Mr. Herndon wanted
o e,

" my honeymoon,” the younger man amiled.

Tuliii tsirmed o Jook over hits alsiglder,

“ERT" Mr. Hemdoa gasped in surprise, Il beer
—comigrafisdations!”

Then. ms the porfers began stowing stepa, e re-
mamed quickly: “Gypey, we need you, When you
et back,”

“Baard,” yelled the condocior,  The wheels staried

to move, Going to call it the Sacta Ritn Irrigafer.
Will you rum it lor us!”

The old man wes shooting to be heasd above the
naise of the starting train. Gypsy. standing on the
lower sop, Teld the sudden happy pressure of Julin's
hand on his srm.

"Wl 1T He lasghed.
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Oh, For the Life of a Farmer!

By JEan Scorr

TI'TE Jonesrs were just erdinary ciy-fol.  Mr
Jouies took the street-car down io the office every
marming. and ook it back home again ewvery might
Every day Mrs. Jorsa went fo the neighborhoesd stare
I o ber shopping. nod once n week she went to o
meeting of the Woman's Club, On Sundays Mr,
Janes puttered around the little garden—he partdcolar-
Iy boved hés prize rose-bush, which be hail uursed
along #ice il Hifoncy—=nd Mra im:l sat in the
murshine wubd:l.ngl‘d.n:. Thql never hebleved in he-
ing extravagant:  Mra, Jooes had o knack of making
old dresses Into new ones, wnd the neighborhood
theaber omd & modest fitlle Ford provided sufcient
plenaire for themo thus they managed fo llve com-
fortubly and to save thelr maney untl]l they had o
lairly good-sized sem fucked awny,

When Sally and Jack, who were fwins. were about
o gradusie from high school. Mr and Mr. Jones
had reached the age when one mellows and begina ia
lang for the peace and quivt of B wide, open spaces,
They began to go lor Joog drives io the country, and
prefty acon they happened to drive by o houst with
a For Hent sign out In front so they stopped 1o look
at it, just for the fun of the thisg, When they got
bome, they told their frlends nbout the honse in the
coaiilry which they hnd seen—how it was aef Back
in the middle of the orchard, with a henutifully land-
eocaped Fard and adaries eod dog kennels and a
barn big enough for “dozena” of cars—how 1t was 30
modernly equipped with on electre stove and electric
water heater nod oll fumace-—how the hows wae all
covered with vy ond Virginis creeper—ond how one
eoald Joll in the garden swing all dey Joog and drink
i the fresh coumtry air and Nsten to the birds chirping
Ia the surroueding treen

Then the jisieses begnn to think ihat movbe they
bl been & little oo thefiy sll their lives and that
maybe they should get a liitle more enjoyment ot
of what they had while there wis sl 0 chopoe—
5o the day alier the twins were grdusted from high
schoal the Joneses packed up bag snd baggage. rose-
bish aod el and moved fo the coontry. AR
thooght My, Jones ss he lolled beck i the garden
swing, dricking in the Fresh coentry alr and BHstening
to the hisls chirping in the surrounding trees, “This
I farming de lixe,”

And farming de luge 0 [n  There they ore mow,
living in the middle of the archard, getting afl the

fruit they waot from it and pof having to do any
of the work an it becnuse they rent aoly the bouse,
and oot the oechand!

‘They have been Hving there for eight mooths pow,
Mr. Jones commutes ta the city every day—he catches
m train that leaves wt G:24 every moming. snd gets
back heme again ab G:14 every night; so he ham'c
mich Hme to putter nround im the garden before the
sun goes down oo warm summer evenbngs, omd thit
leaves Belrs, Jones to do most of the gardening.

Jsck has his ewn ear, now, 1o drive back and farth
to college every day. Bur Mmn. fooes in lorever
mmnnlag o fitmey af her own because the twing
closses mever come af the same $me, unpd Sq,ll'p
never wamti o gt up early enough 1o go with Jack
—ind [ack mever wants to stay late enoogh to bring
Sally bome—nnd there nre ooly six hesses a day,
all mnming at the wrong hous. Then Mo Jones
has to chauffer hir hushamd fous milea to the troin
every momning and go alier him again at oight—and
il the train bappens to be kate, and there happena to
be n cake left baking in the awven, the coke just has
to harm

Then therd i the meatter of the telephone, The
Jonesed liave one of thoee "rural™ lioes that have
sbost ten differend families on 5. Every Hme anyone
telephones the Smithe or the Browns ar the Thomases,
the Jooeses' telphone fnge oo, though the Joneses
uaswer 1o one ring only., But oot so the Smiths or
the Browns or the Thomases! “When the Jooeses
answer thelr ring, they bear click; click; click, nnd up
go the Smith's and the Reawn's receivers, ond then
b Thoma's.  And every tine another receiver goes
up nnd noother fnrmer listens in (after prunes are
hrrvested in the fnll wntil cherry picking comes arooml
again the next spring, the larmers have nothing else
o do but lisien lo on evecy one's telephone comvers
sationa), the Joneses can hear just that much less
clearty than they heard belore, and have 1o spend
most of the time yelllmg, “What's that you aay? 1
can't henr you!™

Mea, Jonea hai gone i For doga in o big way since
!hry begam "hrrr:im] e fume', The kenneli mow
bonat six dochshunds and an English setier, The
seiter belongs to Jack, but it ks Mra Jones who feeds
her wnd glves her o bath aeul brushes her silky
coab. To all intents and purposes. Jack bought her
with the iden of taking her hunting, but se far has
not progressed bevond the stage of mking her out
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in the orchard apd shooting at apricots. As for the
dachatumds, they are the pride and joy of Mo, Joses's
life. She oftern says berself that she buys meat for
the dogs, snd with the money beft over, buya food
foe the lamilyl She pets them and brshes them
acel coages them into daoisg oll knde of tricke, and
In return they give ber a love and affection which
BIl the space left empty now that the twina are grow-
tivg up.

S0 much has been sadd pbout the [armer's hospé-
tality thit the Jeaeses” frends have guite taken it 1o
heart. Prom north, sowth, east. and weat they come.
ahways to arrve unexpectedly In Hise for supper or
even to camp over might—ita n locky thing that the
Joneses have & spare hedroom! Mot that the Jonesss
don't welcome company, but it's nice o know what
to expect sometimes 0 that there can be a likle more
in the ice box than a quart of milk =nd a dozen eggs!
Amd although the landlady has said that the Joneses
caild have all the Irsi they wanted from the or-
chard, she didn’t mean that all she Joneses' friends
could have everything they wanted, too. During the
apring even the Jooeses don't pick the bloasaoma from
the trees in the archard, becanse every bloasom means
an apricol—ar & pruse, g3 the case may be—but all
the [aneses’ Frienifs seem o expect the Joneses to
peovide enough blossoms to decorate far thelr dances
or thelr afternoan bridge parties or their sich fnts’
bedroams,

[haring the winter-time when the back vard in a
lnke of mud and alush, and a block of it has m be
waded through to get to the cor, the Jooeses try to
be strong-minded and remember how lovely it was
durimg the sameer, hot sometimes that i pretty hard.
Oii cald, dark, rainy winter momings, Mr. Jooes has
1o scramble out of bed st Awve-thirty A B in eeder
to catch his triin to the city. He shodders and fum-
bies for o Light, pushes the button, but nothing hap-
peaw.  Then Mra. Jooes pushes another button. bat
welll nothing kappess.  Alter & certaln amount of hum-
ming and hawing eosng which la characteristic of
the [oneses. they finnlly come to the cenclusion that
the electricity 1s off, Br. Jones telephones the power
company, ooly to be told thag the “storm” has cat
of [ the electricity, aond @ will be several howrs be-
fore repoirs con be made (whei the electsiclty goes
off ' the the country, It stays off; there 8 oo wait-
ing for & minwte or two for it to come oo again.)
8o Mr. Joner can't shave, becanse he has an eleciric
razor; M. Jones con't eook any lirenkfmst, becouse
the stove is an eleciric one (so Mr Jones eats n
bowl of comfnkes snd milk and muombles something
bosit qetting o cup of coffes i the ey, bt o the
meantime (t's “damned cald”}i nobody can ke &
baoth; because the house has an electric water beater;
there Bn't umy heat, becavse the oll furnace B nm by

eleciricity; nand 1 top @ all off, there are oo hghts
| the Jomeses never were the sort to go in for candles).
5o Mr, Jones skips over the business of shaving and
dresses bn the dark. and when enough Hight has Alee-
ed in, discovers that he has put on the shirt that got
mixed up with Sally's red blouse la the wash and s
now o pale pink hoe, a red neckiie, and the green
suit that he once booght in a moment of weakness
and never s the nerve o wear since.  But by now
it b boo lafe b change; mow there s only time lo
dash cat into the car, tear bell-bent down the high-
way ta the smtion, ond jump abosrd the train jusr
sk It begins to pull away.

Oh, for the bfe of a farmer] Ask the Joneses
They cnn ik Bueotly on the subject farwards, back-
wards, moming, moon mnd night.

I Had SForgotten

By Erizaners SHow

I had forgosten this sweet quirtude

Pecullar o our lovely trywting-place

And how the mmlight sifting throogh the leaves
Makes doncing lacy patterns on your fice.
1 had forgatten how your langhing words,
Bright ms your tousked, silien golden hatr
Belie the guiei doeams within your eyes.

1 hod forgotten all theae things we share.
Bat I remember now; strapge that 1 thooght
That just & little lonely while apare

Caould kil the tesslerness you try to hide
And the resulting theill within my heari

Gorsaking All Others

By EuizaeeTH SHow

1 love you. Let God glve you joy or pain,
It will be unto me aa unts yow

1 shall walk close beside woa through the min
And ahall pat Soch the way 1 slwave do
When fightining fings i lash scross the aky,
When thunder rumbles threats ogainst the wodl
And when the honey-colored sun is high

I shall run lasghlag with you. Angers cwrled
Within your browser lngers thoogh you go
Teo swiltly lor these weaker legs of mine.
Mo matter whnt the days I come may show,
I mhall be there beside you, rain or shine,
Wherever you may be—the hille the moors,
Forsaking sl the others fo be vours:
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Tennis

By Jorn WaiTrmLn

A sovaral yenoa ol Im:w-h-ﬂnn -u-;
trtemda—1 thought Ihqr
took up tenmis.  Ew told me ﬂn!itwnunﬂ]‘y
o fascinsting game, toE wes il fow, boo divies,
bug T was oot convineed.  Mature human beings—
ar children either lor that matter—who batted silly
Ilrﬂehllhanmguunuch.dh!rntlmpaﬂ:mu
bedng entirely satiomnl, 1 may have been superficind,
bt tewmaks, ax 1 oanw i was played in the following
(=015 T persan atood on one side of the net haold-
mp:batﬂntmzmb]ld:muhn:.whllhlln
ponent remained oo the other side, angd wislded
snowshos s mate.  Chie .trﬂ- pn:nnl o latle white
ball gver the et it. This
continued uivt] ll.llh:r the phy:n were
or unl:ll something intesrupted them,
mpﬂdﬂlﬂlmdirlﬂh!ﬂhmrﬂnlm
Jldzminp I decided that pichaps the unme waan
i hod ap 1 led re believed.  One could. withouwt

b

ot
no difference between that and tenmis.  Peraps, my
fdends were right=1 should tke op the pmme.
Ionocent wnel wisuspeciing. | went, ooer spring
mmung IrITo n #are,
t-l:- take up teanis,” [ oedd the slesman

1.|:|
Dg. urg ',mu. Hin eyebrows lifted slightly, bue
othierwise he diipls fa enthusinam,

1 guess I' a racket,” I ventured,

"Yes, | guem so,” he vawned, “But I'd soggeat
that you go over to the spors deparisent, three
nisles to youor righs, sir. Thie," he astured me, paint-
lng m & mt-nttr ol Wil scimting, s mok the hemix

Ith'l}' n'll:||u.|&|:n:| waa oot m enlly dimpencd; ao
1 strofled over to the coumter the salesman Imiil:ubed
The counter had & utrll:lnq dlﬁay of
kitea, nond inwrbles; th H-I
A -quhIFy u:nurlnl.:l:l. hald-beaded man came slowly

'hﬂtmmlﬁmg!:mhhrmuh? he

[ me  severs We bave fine
mdm!hgfnr%ﬁglamnnjnu.n:;rrﬂkh—
s a wonder— Fna.n-i-cn strings. mnd & beaisti-
l‘l.l]ytlh‘llhlﬂdh r:ﬂ'\rm.hhhnﬁd

poing to take up tennis—I wait o racket—
mnulpu:r_ Show me vour sfock,”

'I'}Hluhmnnwhthdmﬂuaulunh-.ﬂq
retrented hastily bebind the counter.

“We have them aearly all prices up to thirty dal-
lnrs. Fumm.ffmfamfm r-rJ::{EImt
s very good for $1058 I'm pure.”

“I take the thirty dallar coe”
M-p tongue bad gatten away from e agats; [ bie

"‘l’ﬂ alr," the sulesman gulped.

He nearly fSew arouncd the counter, and broaght

ru.lal:n.nllrai:lztﬂmtalmnlttnql: breath awy,
pena: really phrwﬂhan Ing =0 nice o8
I tdma-am.nj

n-"lndnfmm!rrw'ﬂmdwm

"'R. what? 1 tremoced, "Oh  yeah—sure—that's
rights
F]lhwmdnntwiﬂlm bundle of bare meceasities
=1 waa now resdy to play tennis, ot ihe modernie
rnnt af nin;:rlhm dollars and thirey-nine cemts,
had purchised slightly more thon | hod Rt iotended
—ini m motter of foct, | hod belleved thot an eight
dallar recket end four hits worth of balls would
wsufficient; but there 15 nothing like beirg well squipped
for whatever one Infends o do
My flent anad nﬂl:.- experience with fenmin came the
next  day—[ had brother-ioslaw—
lmmy. Perhapm, 1 w:u. u hit I:{i I regretted my
rsh  defiance  fmmediniely, for my hmbhr-in.-l.w
Tnughed Ellwlnnlr uml mdd, “Yeali—sare, TNl teach
o o
“Tea me, indeed.” 1 soorted, I'H teach you a
thing or twn.”
{I,.rmmv laaghed mastily,
e ware on the courts sl dawn, ond 1 was trem-
tilimg with anHelpation—nt laat | had & chance to
o up mn n- -l
"Which court do you wamt,” my wifn's brodher
Im ::d HmlI?—hnlt: Eﬂmv 1 themghs,
riig Abcibders dn s
et 1 o
'ﬂlul'r" he 5d.:|.:]:|nr|'.l'gr and toak the far cowrt
“Let's rally firt” he soggested,
'R.ull-,’" 1 asked.
Bar the ball aver the pei.” he explained.
" 1 snswered, “F £ In:mght that was all thers
Wt Bn ﬂ1=
He grll'l':rh:l: uﬂt didn's Enawer. '[ruh;.;!
he ‘drove a hall at me, but [ was shis to get ot of

its

m\r didn't you hit #7° he asked,

T wamn't remdy for it 1 anvwered meekly,

| bounded after the hall, recoversd It and took o
viclous cut at b Idm:hmmnﬂv The  ball
dropped onhaemed 1o the court. [ could leel the
ﬂﬂ!ﬂﬂmﬂ'ﬂmmh’!hﬁuduﬂnulm-pedhn
cever it 1 B more cautlous . omd the ball
ealled imto the net Tenmin 1 i oot e
ensy na IE looks.

Jemuny ’h‘wmﬂgrf;rlﬂﬂbumcnfqmif
over el kL] ldﬂnq_. mm
wialen —L'I'Il Lall o ”::Indinnnnmﬂ past e,
picked it upmrrh.hunpdlrrlrrlhnlt.-r-d wtruck
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at it the ball west over the pet—] was exultaot. The
ball had

the direction thar T
beief search | foussd Bt apd retrned fo the court
Jimmy wms practiciog his serve,

' s ploy,” L.mu i

“Before we start, told me, “let me help
yau with your stroke—Iet me show you how to: bold

racket
Wf wak mlh.!lh.I insalted. bus 1 decided thar perhops
he wns :nl?
e tald me “You blmldr;‘irhn'hf a racker

ﬂr that's betfer. Mow, When you lmng—l’nlluw
h like this—no, mo—not like thal .
dj.é];ahmlp fip: 1 ‘wna suppressing sy hrmper with
—|:.|1I phi=spy = thanks,” | gritted. "noor, let's plag,”
IJrﬂlIT}' was diftiona.
Clny,” he sadd fmally
w’ BT I'Irlu"tj.d ]I!!mwld and Lot ohe deive,
goed,’ Y
anoiber fy.

1 le
Dunh[n he il
Idm.uq-pd nmm:nd:nnﬂuu:dmmw.lmw&

m-r—-Eu
I ik rd now, and my patience was
nenrly uhn 1 med m lu-milh. choerfully, but
the soimnd stick In =y gid my stance

with debermination. anﬂ walted far 5
ur\-e.ﬂﬂﬁnr had I lomg to walt. He tqurnme:rn.l
lightly In the sle, dnd swung eforilessly—ibe hall
111::;-1 by mee 1 felt pertacbed, bist guibethy chon
wourts; this' time 1 st behtnd the base lime, [im

ated the performance, bt 1 wns able to hit the
ball. It bounded high in the air nnd dropped |ust
out of reach—won the other side of the fence. T was
campletely discosrnged. 1 had Bolieved that ieenks
wus o game lor the Feimale of the speies—I couldn’t
wi-n hie the = e n .

was - om verge af a zim 11:| o
dragging him out I‘.;ul‘]:lz EF' . CITR OVET
to me and said reprov I.rhlfzr

"Dhan’t you think yoa i clowned lm;ml-.?
What do you say you play same tennds

Thut wis (e hest sbrvw—the camel's back wam
broken. I had controlled myaelf up to that paimt—
then | blew up nﬂ:nE:u}'r 1 gathered in my tenmis
:qulpm.:nt with a sty sweep and galled  off the

If o0 aoe s r.me in the market for o good mcket,
isn pronend— 1 hove ene for hl:v—:lgrnp.

Judgment

By Ravumono WALLACE

Pale, raked, powerless, wrembling, slone,

1 comse forth Jor judgment befare Ged on his throne,
And pleading bor mercy, my soul T lnid bare—
But the One on the throne did not kpow [ wes there,

oMy Love

By Jean Honooway

I love youl 1 love yaul
I sang it today

To tell every Sower
you'd ke here aoo

7§

rled on & str's thpe
Pegasns’ wings.
the world wos @ place
i of Taley-Bke ihinga,

EER

Z

Il you love me aho?
benrt dochte. it's troe,
Lavel The magle
loving youl

REF
i

Rainbow Gald

By JEan HovLioway

Sing & s of sin pence,
Pocket ull of ryel

Wherever there is ralnbow gald
There—go—1

Rownd the wirl] oo back, lade
Henr my merry sang.

I'm off ngnin at dawning,

| cam'e atay long.

I have found the ménbow gold,
Foumd a raihow's end
Exvervtime ['ve pansed o hiz

T make n pew Friend,

Ruinbow gald i averywhers,
There—go—1

Fm rich with bui & six-pence—
Goodbye, lnde, goodbye!
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Recollections of a Violinist on Hearing a Cadenza

By Banton Woon

Yes, it wis long ago.

Youi remamber too]

That e atrnge—,

The long, dark-red curtain

Thet dropped opon the past,
Like o bond of bloody amow in poin,
Would seem to hide il yesterday
From eyes profaner by less ouch
(4 inttmacy than mine,

And yet, you say = 7

Well, e B0 . o .

Far that was when Scheheresade

Called across the pit to me.

O pain — paln of denth

Waa in that atring

That dripped with melody

Like tiny threads of honey-sweet,

Blown out upea a moonlis hreeze ot night,

When all ks atili

Exvepd one erypi-like tone

Drawn cut an sk from hooey jarm—

And span upon the wind.

And then siscocato—

Chiseled dinmosidas that  reflected

All the dazzling moons of Seturm

‘When the night b turned,

And every facet sang a vibrant, plercing,

Dviving, screaming thought of

Death — death — desth,

Dawm the dark stedrway of Hine,

Inte etermity—~and then beyond—
Far she was dying then

Yet higher aed seill kighee

Sang the stringa—siriving, colling oat

To that grest Thought

That chaina the mmiverse,

Come to me, 1t sald 'Ol comel

“Tomorngw 18 too: lane.”

And sill sncenin dropped the  jewels
From off the strings—

Brillinn: red, as is

The paignant sunrise in the Eosi—
Red ae deops of Blood wpan the Boon
In mid of winter when the smow is cold
And white within the woods.

And then o change ~iue—hlue

As are the vyes of bobes—

Blur aa ibonghts of love.

Then buming yellow —green it was—
Then beown —brown--deepening ever
As the shadow on the hillaide
Where the sun will come no more—

Brown as are the walmut leaves yet hanging,

Waitlng —waiting
Por the deadh of winmes.

Yeu, it was long ago—.

Your hond my friend.

Of weary way! This step

Is mot s Aem o whei

I pealed w miser note

Raw with feeling fram the atring
In secomd chair.

But you say—you do semember?

It b eld,

Howi?

Your wife!

O Irlend —imy Fiend! Your hamd— — |
Oh sacldened thought . . A brotherl
Let us go together towand the hlk,
Slowly—=dowly na the seascona
Deepen mto ans anither,

Cluieily an time,

And let us bold communian.
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