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KASHA

His legs caught in a tangle

of rope, Dino f2ll to the
ground, his body enveloped in
searing dust. A young seer bol-
ted to its fest. headed for the
oppasite side of the pens Dino
hauled on his reata, dragging
the beast back, "Keep your loop
where it won't ¢trip me, or I
swear to God I'lli ureak your
nack!"

\sztch it, you blina idiot?"

"Don't blow your top, Dino.
The old man'll hear youl"

"T don't care if th2 entire
Cattlemen'’s Acsociation hears
me,"

"I do. I'm in bad enough

with Abe already."

"You can't even lLholla steer

down any more. The Army ruined
you, boyi"

Tom Lake grippea "= steer’'s
horns and berated ! msell for

his clumsiness. Dino might have
been seriously injured by the
smtouldering iron. The stench of
burned hair and flesh choked him
as Dino branded the animal. He
longed to run away, anyplace,
until he could breathe, Angel
Salero slapped lime on the brand
and Dino signaled to release the
steer. Tom let the struggling
animal go. It dashe? to the
shelter o. h: other newly brand-

ed cattle, where they stood,
licking thir burns. Angel lean-
ad close.

"We finish alone, Tom."

L
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This was the worst thing a
cowboy could be told to do,
leave the pen. It meant he was
not good enough, Tom {lipped
the rope to Angel, watched the
round-faced mestizo pick it up
with feline grace, and vaulted

over the [fence. Abraham Lake
limped slowly to his side, lean-
inz on a strong cane. He locked
like an infirm Jehovah, s white
hair snining in the sun.

"You thrown outof the pen?"

"Your eyes are still good,
Abe. You zaw it yourself.

"Don't talk tome like that,
you young pup! The Army made
you a sergeant and now you'rs

too uppity to ecivil to your

uncle."

Tom turned his back on the
0ld man and studied the dust
devils blowing the red dirt
across the yard., "The Army did-

n't do anything t0 me except
show me that people can live,
not just just exist."

"Takes a lot of work to

make a ranch 1like this pay off.
Get on the ball, chico; you're
no help the way you are now,"

"Can't youever say anything
good about me? Or 1s that tco
much to expect from you™ I've
beern awav three years, Abe.
Dert thlrx 1 oa teke ovi singla
handed in three wseeks." )

"You're gging to tuake over
for me. I can't boss this ranch



much longer, crippled up like I
am," Abraham leaned apainst the
fence, cursing in turn the rdent-
less sun, his arthritis, and the
stubborn pride that had followed
the famlily for generations.

Dino and Angd left the pen,
Angel was nursing a gash inflet-
ed by a desperate steer's hocf,
He scowled. The heat of the day
had set tempers on edge already,
and would be worse by afternoon.
The wrong word could start a
fight. Dino ran a hand through
his damp, matted halr., He was
still angry about the Tfall he
had taken because of Tom.

"Lord, Tom, you'd better be
a tie man from now on., You'd
lose a finger the first dally
you tried."™ He moved nearer to
Tom and laid & nand on his arm,

"Lay off me, Dino."

"You're touchy today chto.”

"I said ley off. I don't
Teel gocod.
"Poo bad, chico. Shsll I

call a colonel fto hold yow mnd?™

Tom kicked Dinots feet out
from under him, shc Ing on the
big man's chest at tue same tims,
Dino ~at down hard, swore, and

leaped up. Angel stopped him,
The mestizo's eyes were expres-
sionless,

"Don't waste your strength,
Dino. C'mon, I got to wash my

arm."

Dino locked at Tom's tense
fists. "Your hands are white.
It used ¢to be that only top

punchers had white hands," He
spat and reached for the water
bucket, Tom turned cn his heel

and walked away. Abraham watch-

(- ] A A .

Tem tried to understand all
thaet had taken place since his
enlistment ir 1917. He we search-
ing the remuda for his favorite
mare, Dolly, when horses milled
uneasily. He had brokan most of
the horses in his string himself,
but those he recognized sghied
away &s if from e strenper., The
hands didn't have stri ® large
as they used to., Fences had shot
up all over the ecrazing lands,
where few had existed ©before.
Only the big outfits did their
branding outsie pens now. Abra-
ham's arthritis was new; in 1917
he hed been s epry as Dino,
twenty vyears his Jjunior. Tom
surveved the ranch as - stranger

might. It was poor, dry, hot.
He thought of Dino, Abraham,
Angel and Mama Salero. They had

all changed. The Lake ranch had
changed. It gave him a desolate
feeling,

The Army has tken my youth,
he thought. It's robbed me of
my rhythm, my precision. He
stared at his hands. His reflexes
were dulled, his timing gone.
It would take a long time bLo re-
gain his prewar form., He wonder-
ed if it were worth the aTort. Al-
though his uncle had opposed it,
he had enlisted, and Army 1life
had broadened his horizons. He
had seen new things, met all
types of people. The bleakness
of the ranch now appalled him,
Mama Salerco's shrill voice came
from the cookhouse. She was
chattering to her son in rapid
fQaprich. The sound irritated him.

He could picture her, standing
by the &ancient stove, waving a
spoon, while the sweat poured

down her fat face. Angel strode
across the yard, grimacing from
the smarting medicine she had
put on his arm, and ignoring her
exhortations., Dino Jjoined him
and they ambled off toward the
pens. Their retreating footsteps



qore & gign of exclusion. Tom
ragented thelr essy comrsderv.
He oould not decide why, I
heven't changed, he told himself.
I've just learned some things I
nnvar new befcre I went away.
They're the === =5 “°V':'~nz-
od. He wes oniy half rignt,

The afterncon brought onl;
an incresse in the brooding heats
Abrahsm sat 1iIn a rocking chaipr
in the meager shade «fforded by.
the harness shed. He wss mend=.
ing treces s Tom upmnhod‘him.

an sir of dotcrmiﬂltion “adbout
him, Nelther man ke for sev-
eral minutes. Ab sm - stopped
working and btgan tinsnr the
stiff lesther st yna hold-

ing., ™out with g

"Don't ce J‘ ¢ &phico' sny=
more, Abe. I' th 3 lot of
growing up.™ N\ 21!

"and sbout -ﬁib ahgt'o on

your mind?" Abysham scrubinized
his rebellious §fph From the
dsrk hsir to hi hAlv dobo s
waz the Image o % ; s DU

his eyes weras hi The,

were pesnetrating \*t d to
be penetrated. 5  Rto:

filant, proud.

scparated them &
ravocably alien, 'Th
of kinship sudde

«s Abrahem stared
man'a eyes, trying
Pride, the sccuraed Fag
rendersd his voice £1a

"*You out for s 2
nsed to start a lot
"Itm lesving, Abe."
"Dontt be ridiculcus, boy.

The Lske ranch 1ls your plsce.
You're taking over from me,"

"I'm not staylng on this
miserable, dricdaup‘ Godlorsaken
hole in the ground.

"Be ressonsble! This ranch
has been in the family for six-
33 yesrs, You've got a duty to

r tr%gition, to me."

‘ﬂ "a;VlD't I got a duty to

myself, Abe? Thls hsa been on

*#Qﬁy since I got my dischargc.

uy Qiiion is fineal."
ngﬂ"“’ygu going to qult,

“whya Bo use I'm tired of
being s noth A1l my 1life
I've playod toq‘d \to you and Dino
and the rest. T've been kicked
around s trestad like dirt

long enough. I lezrned something
in the A o I wes's sergesnt,
People, ¢t lﬁﬁd me uith s 1ittle
respect. I by’ human. Thisz
i s boti I've got =

te be

out of the

ts back for

Amy plnned strines
; they toléd you vou
r, not a cowboy.
Asppy hers., What's
ng s oouboy? Your
3 father and hls
fn were csttlemex,

et men ~ith education
~never had. They talked
things I never hesrd of.
34 lot of smart men, men
who wouldn't weate their lives
in a place like this, They had
money and clean clothes. They
didn't worry about getting a hand



burned off by a rope, or being
kicked in the teeth by a horse.”

nSo

you want fine things.

Fayte you want me dead, 80 you
could sell the ranch, sell your
fzther's turying place, Then

you'd have money. You'd te a
‘sometedy' like them."

"No, Abe. I d4idn't say
that, I just went to get away
from herel"

"Take my word for it."

"If I took your word for 1t
I'd slave here till1 1 rotted,
for nothing."

The two stubborn men frced
eech other, influmed by the
senseless anger that ruled the
caye. The sun had mede Abrshem
feverish, His worce hissed
through his 1lips. "S¢ this 1=
whet I've reglsed--g quitter, e
megn who'd lesve his family home
when it needs him nost, You're
not your fathor's son! The
blsme's on th& womsn he brought
here to mock usi"

Tom drew in his breath,
choking down the vile worde thst
strove to lesp from his tongue.
He stepped forward, menscing the
cld man with closed fists,

“Shut your mout' ebout my
motheri™

Abrghem struck bhim heard
scrose the mouth with the lesther
etrap, Tom tasted blood from the
blow. Fe snreng on the olc¢ man,
cerrying him down with him, He
streddled Abreham's bedy, hitting

him egein and egein. The old
men went limp, IMems  Salero
screamed from the cookhouse,

Dino end Angel ren to him, pull-
ing Tom off. HMeme Sslero rsiessd
the white hesd,

Abrahsm was

unconscious, Gently, she =and
Angel 1lifted the bulky form to
the rocker. Dino held Tom, pin-
ning hls erms to his sides, He
was 4nar11ng in enger.

"You rotten, misereble,
little cur! Why don't you trv
to fight a men who csn teke ift,
instesd of a crippled oldé man,
You'd be sfreid to, I ocughte
beat you to an 1inch of your
11fel™ Relessing Tom, the big

men stood back, fiste resdy to
etrike if his chsllenge wers
sccepted, Tom did not move;

like @& stetue, b remsinad motion=-
less, while his Jimpenetrsble
eyes glenced from pereson to
person, Angel estered back st
him; his mother tent over Abraham,
Dino strode to the meln house,
When he returned, leheld a shot=-

gun, He pointed 1t s Tom.
"Get out of here, Get out
of here before I shoot, And if

you ever come back I'1l]l be weilt-
ing for you with this,"

Not like this}
in shame like & criminel,

Driven away
Real~

i1zatlion came into hie mind, To
them, to hils uncle, he wee =&
c¢rimingl, He hsad been tried and

convicted 1in ten seconds, The
strength to reesiet 1left him,
But the pride r-meined, Remrod
strelght, he waksd to the remucds
to rope & horse, Ramrod setraighty
he mounted in their sioht snd
left, But slone at lest, the
rebel bowed his head end wept,

The biggest wind does not
elweys cover the most ground.

Net Browder 'Sl
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JANDS

Rough end gnarled,

Wide end strong,

Lines of the land
Engrsined in the hancs--
Cf the farmer.

Light snd graceful,

Clessic end poised,
Responsive to command

Ars these expressive hands--
Of a dancer.

Steedy and sure,

Teught to cure,

Alweys in demand

Are these heeling hends--
0f the surgeon.

Capable and calm,

Vorking for others,

Slow to reprimand

Are these versastile handg--
Of a mother.

Tired end bltter,

Weary of strife,

Wishing to break their bands
Are these war torn hsands--
0f the world.

Ekjtj CJ{"E..Sq




very material object in the

unlverse hze two baslic a2ttri-

btutes--mass and silze. or
these two, slze i the more readily
apparent., We have to welgh or
feel maes, but size, with the ex-
ception of the extremely small
and the extremely large (sclence
nazs two §$1.29 words for the very
snall and the very lsrge, res-
pectively, "microcosmos" and
"macrocosmos") can ve visualized
easily.

Size m=eam t Interest peonle
pore than mess. For examplgmost
people know the earth 1ls approx-
imately 8,000 miles in diameter,
but rhow many know that it welighs
about six ad one=half sextillion
(6,500,000,000,000,000,000,C000 )
tons?

FMan, by a lucky btreak, is
pretty well in the middle of
things, that is, he 1ls sapprox-
imately as much smaller thaen a
star as he is larger than an
atom.

An atom, the tiny bullding
block of rll things--1s about
.000,000,C01 (one tillionth) cen-

timeter in dlameter. There are
about 2% centimeters in an inch.

Man 1is perhaps " 7% centi-
metere tall., Therefure if you

eould stack atonms, you could
gtack 175,000,000,500 from the
floor to the top o a man's head,

But if ycu are beginning to
feel ©tlg, compare yoursell to a
star. An average star le aboub
1,000,000,000,000 (one trillion)
centimeters in dlameter. But of
course we don't measure star
dismeters in centimefers; we
measure them in miles. In that
gcale, our sun, an average star,
1s ome 860,000 milss indiameter,

STEVE STEPHENS

Stars themeelver eare grouped
in huge messes alled galaexies or
"island universes." A galaxy 1ls
shaped somewhat 1like a pocket
watch and has & dismeter abtout
100,000,000,000,000, ( 100 tril-
lion times that of a star's.)

Then there ls the universe
as a whole--Einstelin says it
is finlte aml measuratle, not in-
finite and extending "forever"--
whick is many millions of times
as large as a galaxy..eoee

But this is getting out of
hand. Theee fantestlc slzes com-
pletely confound the lmeglinaticn,
Let's look a2t somethling "closer
to nome"---to some living things
of imaginztle size,

The largest 1living things
are the big trees of Cslifornia.

They welgn a thousand tons and
reachh higher then a footbzll
fileld 1s long.

The lergest animal 1s the

eilghty foot, me hundred ton bdlue
whale. They ere much larger than
the dinosaurs whick are often
thought of as the glarts of the
animwal kingdom. Virus--yes, the
things you "get"--are made up of
only a few thousand atoms,

Comparing living thilngs te
the univerce, the sun 18 as much
larger than a big tree as a big
tree 1s lzrger than a virus. But
at the oppesite end of the acale,
the difference in size between a
virus and an tomw 18 thousands of
times less.

Living creatures do remark-
gbly well in the ecales of things
for ae quarter of the whole range
of sizes from the universe to an
glectron (the smallest fragment
of an gom,) living things can be
found,

Metter matters,

D
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Ba,ﬂz j Cv‘iv\?, '54.

—he Kizzikia Sharps of James
View, Virginia am fast fading
away, and fortunate are we of

this generation to have known
onec, Born into slavery in North
Carolina over ninety years ago,
she still remaina loyal to her
native state, though she has
lived in Virginia over [fifty
vears, Her first greetlng to my
mother was "You ain't monna like
me, Miz Cline, 'cause I warn't
bo'n in Virginy."

Aunt Kizzie, an old colored
woman, ls about ninety years ok
I say "about" because she isn't
sur¢ of her age and there 1s no
recoréd of her birth. She has
lived alone fo about Torty years
in an 0lé log cabin on a remnta
part of our .Virginia farm. At
an age when most oldsters have
retired to 1ife of knitting and
vitamin pills, she "totes" her
own water, washes her own clothesg
chops her own wood, cooks her
own foed and 1s vwvirtually inde-
pendent. At one time she raised
chickens but "had bad 1lvck ‘muse
the foxes got 'em. Miitly two-
iegred ones!"

Beinpg very grarlec¢ and bent,
Aunt Kizzie Dbarely exceeds five
feet but must have been about
five-five at one time,. Though
almost blind her eyes have a
plercing quality. She has a N:-
grold nose, a small mouth, bLlue
eyes (now almost white) and high
cheekbones, which would inclcate
a goodly amount of Indian blood.
Aunt Kizzle 1s never seen withod
a snuff stick in her —nuth., The
snuff stick is a roou found along
the banks of the .ames River.

She chews the root untll the end
is similar teo a small water color
brush and then dips it into "Tube
Rose," her own special brand of
snuff, A snuff di-ner, like a
tobacco chewer has tn splt! Aunt
Kizzie pald us a vislt at the
farm one winter afternoon and we
invited her to sit with us in
front of the fire. During the
course of the conversation she
had to spit and upon dolng so
nearly extlingulshed our fire!

Her two-room cabln is immec-
ulate. She has worn out many a
homemade sagebrush broom sweep-
ing her floor and the area arourd
her cabin door, On the floor
beside her little wood stove is
to be sgeen her iron which she
heats by filling it with red hot
coals. In @ dark corner of her
cabin, propped up against the wal
and losuec, 1is a rifle, her only
protection against the wildernes
and "two-lepred foxes."



font Kizzie fie a lady in the
gsense of the word; well
mannared, nsat and pgenteel. Ste
illicverate but her

gsharn and ghe is
whether vyoun are

Lrrus

is: totally
mind le& very
quisk te note

friend or foe.

shbole and hard times
her 1ot most of her
time has vtaupht her to
gpood with the bad, Due
splitary 1ife cha 1is

She ie
have been
11ife, but
take the

to her

My town is™® s count
ihiich neetles “rean
speclkled ep B nes
I know the gle se
iilifolk, 1} or
™ ' $

The slow dray

ocld e

aquare
sllvy

.
!

suspicions of £l11 surapngors, but

no ona could sgk Tor & better
Trriend.

Aunt Kizzie =avs, "1 don't
think I'1l last the winter ont."
We who know her hone that she
will, for her humhle ca®in wonld
lcok mighty ferlorn 1f spring

did not bring her bed of "tech-
me-note" preowing arcund tlecablin
door.,

I yﬁ'@wm

David Hobbe U 156

nother with widae
Lin-ecracking grins,
on & hoet sidowollc
.~,.. oy 3 _:ni‘., nt

of & Yoh=whi
the throatry tr
tree on the town

bylls

churell



CHange of View—

hester A. Lancaster dr.
[:thought this wes no way to
spend & weekend. He stretched

his legs and yewned in the coc-
prit of the two-ssater aircraft.
He hed asked his dad for a week-
end in Florida, but I'lying
there end back would take up
half the weekend. He glenced at
Jemes, plloting the craft, then
lonked bhelow a2t the flat, aray
swamp. "Big Okefehokee," he
mused. "It's funny," he thought,
"I don't even know Jamas' last
name, but I don't care, either."
The engine droned on monotonous-

ly.

"Jemes, "he suddenly raled,
"ecen't you go any lusier?" Jemes
turned petiently towurd the spoll-
ed youth, and said no, he could
not. Chester A. Lancaster look-
ed out the window again snd vow=-
ed that next time he went on a
trip he would make his dac give
him the big plane. He thought a

trip in & small plane would be
fun., Fun? Hal
The animals of the awamp

peered curiouslya th-red plane
as the noise intrude wupon the
quiet swamp. The swamp was al-
ways quiet, but especlally now,
in early fell., The animals with
the keenest eyes noticed that
something rained from the plene,
a light colored 1liguid that
Tloated on the water of the samp
as it spllled through the trees,

Chester was awakened from a
lignht catnap by an execlamation
from James, &nd turned to see
him frantically checking swithes
and gauges, "Whet's wrong now",
he asked sarcastically, "run out

11
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of gas?" Then he. chuckled sat
his 1little joke, but his 1laugh
died es he noticed the gas gauge
was indeed on empty. His first
thought was me of anger. "Janes"
he almost shouted, "if wou let
this plane crash I'll have vyou
fired." To this hysterical out-
burst James merely replied,
"Fasten your safety belt, sir,
we may erash." Chester started
to shout again, but instead mick=-
led his safety telt,

JOHN W

-vocl..\loo

Groggily, slowly peainfully,
Cheater A. Lancaster regained
consclousness, His 1last clear
recollection was of gliding to-
ward a group d tall cypress trees
but now where wass he? He looked
around, Fifty yards away he saw
what was 1left of the airplane,
halfl supported several feet off
the water by a pair of those cy-
preas trees. Wreckage from the
plane decorated the trees for
two hundred yards behind the
plane, He saw that he was on a
eamaell island that wes less than
a oot highs, A lean-to had been
hastily built, and he was on a
mattress made of leaves,

"James, James, where are
you?" James had built this, he
surmised, and must be close by.
He called louder, "Jamesl"  His
only answer was the shriek of a
Jay. The jay startled him, but
the swamp was soon qulet again.

The blue jay watched inter=-
estedly as the youth weaved back
and fortn. The youth put his
hand to his head, which was
bound by & piece of blocdstained



cloth. The jey saw the youth
look around, then cell again and
sgein. This disturbed the jay
=0 1t flew awey into the setting
Sun.

Chester's hesrt waes full of
nate and feer as he stood there
alone on the island and watched
the sun go down. He cursed
James aloud for leaving hin here,

forgetting thet James carried
nim from the plene ard dressed
nis wounded nesad. He cursed

and the plane., n~nd
and it made him feel

James again,
the swamp,
better.

As his mind begen to focus,
it seemed a fire would be the
most important thing at the mo=-
ment. Alreedy s gray haze fill=-
ed the slr, meking it hard to
see, and the frogs eand crickets
had started their nightly songs.
He quickly gethered some wood,
although looking very carefully
where he placed his hands. He
found that he still hed hils cig-
srette lighter, and by pouring
pert of the 1lighter (fluid on
some sticks and leasves, he soon
hed e small, creckling fire.

It wes now black derk, with

meny strange nolses echoing in
the swemp. That sm* "1 fire vas
the most beautiful 1lng he hed

ever seen. He momentarlily forgot
his fesr and hate as he atsred,
fascinated by the comforting fire.
He gathered up anough wood for a
smell wocdplle, but he would not
venture ocutside the ring of light
thrown by the fire.

He then sat down and began
to think. He was =somewhere in
the Okefenokee Swamp. He had no
ides where the closest town was.
He begsn to wonder about Jamea.
Where did he go? wWhy did he
lesve? How? "Why did he cerry
me from the plane, fix my head,
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make a lean-to, then leave?",
pondered the youth.

He no longer heted Jsmes.
One could say James saved his
life. Chester was now curlous as
tc why James bothered tohelp him
et all before heleft. Certainly,
James hal every reason for leaving

him without helping him. Jeames
had been used almost as a per-
sonal slave by Chester., "If I
were Jemes, I would heve quit,
many times,™ spoke the youth

into the darkness.

Chester was indesda spoiled
young man, but 1t was not his
fault. This was the first time
in his life, however, that he hed
been entirely alone end indepen=-
dent. He looked at himself for
the first time, and used himself
as a measuring stick to measure
the human race. He would have
left, if hewere James; therefore,
James left him.

It is too bed, thought the
youth as he drifted to sleep,
that humens have no more regard
for esch other then they do.

He awoke with =a
the morning, by the shriek of
the jay. He slowly rose, and
out of instinct millions of years

stert, in

old, he begen to collect wood
for a fire.
The jey watched him as he

resched for  some wood. The
youth suddenly stiffened; he saw
snother man, dead, at the weter's
edge. "James\™ cried Chester.
But James could not answer. He
had been bitten by a water moc=-
casin, which was lying nesr him,
also dead.

The youth was no tracker or
hunter, but he could read the
story; having csrried Chester
from the plane, and set uwa lean-
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Phe Sa020f Pamther Dan

LINSPIRED BY “PHE SHOOTING OF DAN MeGREW" BY SERVICE )
Now Panther Dan was a fro%x M0 o sE 158

In the days when men were e.

And there wasn't a coot tha t eould out-shoot
Big Dan, the half-breed Cree,

The father of Dan was an old squaw men,
So Den wes just half white,

Of liguor he'd stere a gallon or more,
But never woculd he get tight.

Now Dan was all of aix feet t2ll,

And his hair was black es ¢ 3

His shoulcders were wide as a buffalo hide;
He was known as & men with no soul.

He was fast on the draw like you never saw;
Big Dan hed plenty of zip.

He could nail e card at thirty yard,
Shooting his celt fraom the hip.

He'd roar into town when the sun went down
Anéd bellow and leok for a fight,

He once broke loese from the calaboose
Three times in & single night,

One time in town he wes sitting down,
Drinking and playing stud,

When he m=aw a chest with a star on its vest,
And its owner looked sober as mud.

Like a thunderbolt, Dan reached for his Colt,
And gso did the man with the star.

The pistols flashed, but when the smoke passed,
Big Dan was slumped on the bar.

In the days long past, when the gold came fast,
At a time when & man was & man,

There was just gne coot that could outshoot

A rough they caliled Panther Dan.

iy
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ivilization is founded upon trust.. It may be plcotured
[:ss sn inverted pyramid; 1ts bottom is trust in One

Thing. Upon this trust csn be constructed uclilevements
snd these become the bases for more trust. Man takes a
bit of knowledge and trusts that 1t is coorect; snd upon
this base, buttressed by his faith, he bullds. All pro-
gress depends upon trust,

One form of trust 1s faith in one's followsrs. On
this ides is Dbased he concept of leadership, a little-
undeprstood talent thot is res.onsible for all movements of
society. Followers ore the life of a leasder; their lojsl-
ty is his longevity. Orpenizstlon snd unlity are under-
stlood to be necessary fr the effeclency d any organization
whether it be & Psrent-Tencher Assccistion or the govern-
ment of the Unlted States., Like its leader, miorganization
Worzs to soe 1is purpose saccomplished., His setisfection
1z ohtained throuph the nebive tnd deveted partieclpation
of Limsell snd the other members. The motlive power be-
Lhind their orpanlzed endscver rmst be loyelty: teo the
orranization, to the sembers and lesders, snd to its pur-
pose. The success of the orpsnizetion will depend upon
this loyelty, and, withoul exceptlion, the orpenizetion
Wwith the =most strongly loyal membershln 1s the most potent.

Then there L8 leyelty on & smsller scale, Yut in
numbers cnly. Thst isthe loyslty of brothers-in-arms Lo
ench other, empleoyee o employer, student to teocher, hus=-
band to wife, end friend to friend. This is the loyslty
upon whick our 1lves snd hepplness depend. Withcutv 1t,
1ife would be & heunted, bsrren exlstence, lonrlv and ir-
potent. Not only rust we have thls faith tc accomplish
anything, we must heve it to hove the coursge o sttempt
to accomplish 1t. The logelly of your compenion must De
known to even enpepe in  convers:étlion. The more personel
the conversstion becomes, Lhe more he is putting bis trust
11 you. Loyslty then bvecomes an obllgation, eluoys its
vost prominent role.

This more per.onal need of loyelty is probsbly the
more obvious also. But when talking of the neeé¢ for
loyelty we nust no. fell te nole the dangers of too much
loyalty or of unreasoning loyslty. First, the wore guick-
17 or of following blindly. These Lwo related couse of
sorrow sre un‘que in that thej ere freguently ignored aven
by the victims to whom they heve bhrought the worsl dissstar,
7his 1is the tele o sountless nstions .« to thdrdestrueticn
L, dietators or of countless innocents duped and robbed
blind by "protectors™ or Mbenefactors" opersting on & less
rpand scale., The slsughterer lesds the sheep on by thei:
ourt lessh .of well-intended trust.

15

=0 =O

Dic.K r-.qhub
‘55




But there 1s more subtle danper, perhaps not so vliclent
irn its menifestetion. That is the shackling of ocne's mind Ly
pocrly-animed loyalty. Unity end orgenization, 2 fsctor of
which is loyalty, sre essentiael to progress and achlevemunt,
but so ere Iree minds, unprejudiced and uncurbed by lalse loy=-
glties or loyalties not worthy of their strength, Bad loyel-
ties are llke detours on the stralght road to gecomplishment
end progress. These who hold unre¢asoning loyalties are 1isbile
to find themselves talken over all the detours on this road.
Only those of & perfectly free mind cun navigate the straight
route,

Cur pyremid, like the Great “rramid, owed Its strergth
to the pecple who built 1t, snd thelr attitude towerds it.
Demonstration of' loyslty must not be an instinctive acticn,
but a ccnsidered cne.

ke sed violins.

That capriclous harp,
The Wind,

’ Wendered,
Looking for life in the desad world.

The @, ni rolled 7\ i
And Lhe cymbels flashed snd clanged! “e_ /
\ )

1

With the steady, Jet beet ol \;:)
The Cosnic Orechestra,
The weking world k;j)
Vibrates tran shook

) ana vewne i aLrietched
And lcapt for lov.
i b

The Cboe-Birds snd even the clungy §§8uun-:u¢;uan
Joined the ever gulckenifg,j
New ecstatlc songft W
The String Bass-Besr rum d
And explored and spiffed end roared.
nd the Prench Horn-Fox frolicked,
Slyly and grecefully snd shyly.
And Lhe Trombone-Tiper rolled &nd pounced,
Like & kitten with a csatn ocuse.

I heard, end knew the Symphony, Spring
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~ JLLINOIS

AND BREJD

7eryday the long, grimy freight

srains rolled by, lurching and

knocking, heading away cn the
prairie reails to tat peculiap
groan of rusty steel., Xach day
numbers of them lumbered out
of the yards, guided south or
north by a treck of steel and
wood and gravel. They came out
of the night, s dark profusion
of ndse, which hid other socunds,
2 roaring assemblage of elements
wrought by the dwarf man,

The thundercus sigh of a
freight is a wistful, Ilonely ut-
terance over the lifesless spaces
of the silent plaina. Such men
as those who c¢lung on the out-
skirt of the Mooneyville yards
had often harkened to the long-
drewn wall of the Ilocomotive=
driving, pulling to somewhers,

They dragged through lives
half 1ived, rooted toc the grim,
suffocating esrth and aah of a
station spur., A tired, wornout
boxcar served them for shelter;

Drowder
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other necessities were begged or

stolen--though on occasion they
ventured forth in search of work
of & day-to-day character. A-
cross the main line from the
rail-car home stood a tank sup-
ported on wooden stanchions.
Trains stopped before it some=-
times to teke on water for thelr
monstercus thirsts. By day the
sun bore down upen it, a dusty,
depressing structure in the
light, but not more so than the
historiea of these men whose
wenderings Tfollowed the tracks

of steel, pine end gravel,

ike lost fowls they rested,
Ay of flight. They were three,
Arthur Spe irs, "Gravel-foot,"
was their lesder--if indeed they

wes

had one. "Gravel-foot'was a big
man, his mein hold on the role
of chief; he hsd black heir--

graying behind the ears--and was
rather cumbersome afoot. Much of
his youth had been passed on the
undercerriages of freight cars



d at backdoor fobr when thay
#ore available, Onso he had been
te Now York City, riding inside
an "mty" hooksd to the string of
2 rod ball esxpress. That Had
bean his greatest oxparience,
The log of his nouadic existase
ilso containcd wvisits to Chicvas,
Omaha, and Denver sach leaving
ivs distinective imprussion., lis
oyss no longer strained at £find-§
ingr In thoe distance a rim o the

Middl= West,

apears wmsa man with a hate
for an indefinabls something an
Aow, massive, brooling snd ‘usly
s degenerated by the years an
hopelessly lost in his stranze
Iive.

Tangel" Steinbery was &
suall, ratfuacad roller-bum who
Foarad people, maialy thoas who
toll ot with grudzes and matraeds,
The third, most Jovial a&af tha
Ctrio, was a plumg talkative man,
bulllng and middles-aped, whose
name was "Gabby.™  Budd was the
rost of it. Gabby Budd sdth his
incessant speech could keap the
Stiier. two away fronm tlhemsalvas,

hough they wero nt infroquently
nzered by him,

gJravelfoot's vindictive oom-
ments cauglit Gabby 111 at sass
orce in a while. Ange' wonld saj
tint he talked tm d--.uch. 3til
the diverai-n tint Gahlby STFsred
#35 welcone, 1n a way--not openly,

Lowever .

Drops of water fell like a
atream frow ths holated spout of
the cank making it coovler in tha
shade on that side.

Corn, for its varaatility of
proparacion, beans, and thin
iff wnter and bread were
ir msin atay., Such meals as

sould invent from these
y Lthey ate uader ths tank
ing thom withi as Littlae

| 1

Taruwg™
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gently lee and there, and dark
rings made fascinatirngdeaigns

on the table tops. Zmpty zlastes
caught and reflected the norning
sun, and various eye-catchins he-
jects were scattered in nooks
and crannies:a slender slipnew,
a aparkling bit of jawelr dryed
gracefully over a volume oi "y
Life and Hard Times," dalipose
ends of cigarsttes--soma laced
in red -- brimmed out of the ash
trays onto the tabla top wheore
they formed frozen whitecaps on
the  3ea of brown, Avartarnad
chairs and stocls flung their
egs  awkwardly to the eceiling,
neise-makers, [eathered
wbe-rivbonad perched procari-
Mon the zdge of the litterad
W The room ‘resamhlad &
momanta f}y 2ti1l" keleldoscope.

Eiright bits of eolor rostad

ettty Cline
134
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But they were not stars;

They were a2 thousand spsrkling jewels
hung in the sky~--

Shining

Blinking

Laughing--

4nd I wented to resch up with my hand
and selze a dozen

and roll them 1n my palm

and drop them on the road and hear
them click

end see them bounce like sapphires
spilled from & gueen's jewel box.

So I reached up
and stood on tiptoe and stretched;
But I could not touch them or taeke
then.

They are stars again--

Just stera--

Names, numbers, words, w
and I wes cold. .y
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First ﬁot_n.
KARL GOULB- '35

o begin with, O0ld Men Stret-

ford was the lest of the greet

finenclel tycoons. He ws rich,
eccentric, ruthless in business,
and, 1ike Ford and Morgan »nc "is
other contemporarises wessza legend
in Americen industry. His esca-
pades had made headlines for
thirty yerrs, pnd 23 » young men,
he had been the toest of three
continents,

I guess it came as o blow to
averyons when 0ld Man Stratford

died, The country seemed to re-
rlize that it merked the end of
an ers, snd the neticn's 01d

Timeras nodded *" '~ haed~ =nd -
stelgicelly mcalled the déys when
the Tinancial gisnts rulec Indus-

try. They mused over the way
Stratford started on the prover-
bisl shoestring, end csasrved s
mighty empire of o0i” fror the
anclent 8ilt of the Loulsiena
bayous.

Of ccourse, ever major ewnt
drews 1ts shere of o.portunists,
end this wes no exception. The
newshounds and publicity sherks
flocked iIn ever-incressing doves
tc my little town of Stratford-
ville, where Eliss Stretford, as
s young boy of twenty-two, hed
set up his rig 2nd firat struck
0il. Thet weas many yszers ego,
but the ollfieléd head grown, end
the town hed grown around the
oilfield, Stretford had baen
content te make his home there,
end glthough he travelled sxtan-
sivaly, he wes alweys glec to
raturn. During his leat fow
yeers of life, he naver lelft the
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zgrounds of his estete, snc when
on hls desthbed, refuse” to »llow
himself to he meved toe h spitel.

It wes stories like these
thet brought the newshounds run-
ning, end I s owner, publlsher,
adltor ené reporter of the Stist-
fordville Sentinel, concelved the
idea o wnerrthing e Bw old ysrns
snd e1 ecdotes concernirgStratbrd
end selling them to would-be ccoom
ertists. For me, I guess, this
is where 1t all sterted.

0ld Men Stretfords will hsd
been mecde public et his desth.
The will didmt surprise enybody;
the bulk of hla vest empire was
left to his eldest sen, Eric,
with the rest divided smong his
remeining reletives, 1including
1is second son, Harold. Although
it was expected the will =till
disgusted the populece of Strat-
fcrdville., No one who knew Erlc
Stratford, save his festher, hsd
sny use for him, and the consen-
sus of opinion rated him a thor-
oughly spoiled, worthlsss little
pup. Naturally, people nated to
see him become the world's rich-

est man overnignht. This, lLiow=
ever, didn't concern me, snd I
proceeded merrily along with
the business of wvending small

bits of Stretford
tory.

personal his-

Cne afternoon, I set musing
over an meclent portfolic full of
0ld photographs and letters thot
I ned frund in the rttlc of Stret-
ford's rembling olé house. There
didn't seem to be anything worth
salveging emong the letters, but



one nf the photographs interested
me. Te picturs showed Stratford,
as & ycung man of about thirty,
stending beside an almost un-
pellevadbly beautiful Soanish
girl, holding what definitely hsd
to bs 8 bundled-up baby in her
arms. This was puzzling, because
I considered mycelf sn expert on
Stratford's personsl 1life, and T
had never seen nor hesard of the
girl in the picture., I turned
it over, s8nd written in Strat-
ford's umistakable hesd was "Eli,
Conchita, and Barney, 1912."

This wes ewn more ~mzzling.
Stratford's mmrisge wes no serat,
Hiszs wite ws & New York model who
had borne him & son, Eric, &
year after they were married, and
two years lster, dled while giving
birth to Harold. After this,
Stratford had never been fit to
remarry., His affairs had .been
many, tut slweys shrt-and ficklg,
and never with any ore of Spafish
blood. Indeed, Ie seemed to have
an abstract hetred for anyone
zven remotely resembling & Spane

ard.

Who, then, was this girl
Conchite? Had she been his wife?
Did the baby named Barney in her
arms belong to him? If so, why
was the affair kept secret, and
where did Conchite go? Stuffing
the plcture 1in my pocl:t I de=
termined togo and talkto Rafael,
the eancient grounds-keeper for
the town -courthouse. He :had
worked for Stratford & long- time
ago, end 1f anyone knew of &
Conchita, he would be the one.

01d Rafsel Mirasndez was more
or less & fixture in Stratford-
ville. With his comiecslly wrinkled
face end his funny 1little walk
thet was almost & scuttle, hewas
the epitome of 0ld Mexico. On
eny sunny &afternoon, he could
zlways be seen on the courthouse
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grounds either mowing, planting,
or raking, depending on the seae
son, Today was no exception, and
as I reached tie edge of the broad
lawn, I spotted him putting the
finishing trim on a long green
hed thet flanked tre front walk,
As callaed to him, he turned and
laid his clippers on the ground
and walked over to me.

"Buenas tardes, Senor! May
I help you?" He said cheerfully,
his bleck eyes twinkling.

"Buenes tardes to yoyHafaell
I'd like =& little information.
Think you can help me?"

"Si, Senor, I try."

"Very well. A loang time ago
you worked for Mr. Stratford as
a gardener, is that right?"

:S:l. I work for Boss Strat-
ford.




"And when yu worked far him.
he hedn't yet merried, had he?"

"No, 0lé man

answered.

Senor," the

"Well, thern,"™ I sgid, "per-
haps you remember s Spenish girl
he used to know? Her nsme wes
Conchitse,"

"Conchital Pl Male perro,”
he spat, "Si, I ramember Gnechits
Lopez, e we driller's daughter,
Boss Stretford save fer 1life when
oil derrick Bow up. Her fathar,
Senor Lopez killed in blow-up, a&d
Boss Stratford tsake her to his
house, let her ste~ and work., She
young &9 pretty Hs eyes watch
everywhere she gc with s look I
no see before. Pretty soon he
end she together gall the time,
They go eway together, where I
not know, Boss Stratford gone
for more than yesr, when he come
beck he o have Conchita wth him,
We esk waere she go and he get Hg
med, He get drunk and stasy drunk
g long time. When he wske up he

bl bt

Hre Rsfsel's pgdgeon English
feglteared end ke groped helplessly
for tte word. "Furious?" I pompt-
ed,

"sSi, Senor. Gra .ss. He get
like thet and fire gll servants
with Spanish., Csastellias, Mexi-
cenos, COmoles, everyone, I M3xi-
cano, so0o I go too. Conchits,
she to blame, She hwrt Hoss Strat--
ford end meke him nad., Pahl I

not know much, butmy aister, she
and Conchita good friends. She
tell you more than I. I give you
number o her house md jou vig=--"

Here again Rafsel stumbled
over the unfamiliar word., I
prompted him with "visit" and he
continued. "8i, you visit her,
she help you."
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At this point he pulled out
a blue envelope and presented 1t
to me. It was a letter from his
gsister, and as 1 copied the re-
turn address, I noticed that she
lived in New Orlesns. It was
only 75 miles away and I deter-
mined to drive down the next day
and pay the 1lady a visit., I
handed the letter back to Rafael
along with a five dollar bill,
thgnked him for his trouble, and
left,

It was about 10230 the next
morning when I arrived in New
Orleans. There are those who
will tell you that New Orleans
is beautiful, that it has an 0ld
World charm and quaintness about
it. This may be true, btut I
don't 1like cities. To me they
are jumbled up masses of pesti-
lence and death, festered boils
on an otherwlse perfect skin.
With this attitude, it's under-
standable that I might have been
in a bad mond, but my curiosity
was stronger, and the effect New
Orleans generally has on me was
lost that day.

When I finally located the
address, I found myself in front
of a Spanish-~tvpe house that
stood three stories above the
narrow street. There was grill-
work “around the door, and from
the second astory protruded a
small balcony. Rafael's =sister
had married a rather wealthy men
and when he had died, she cor-
tinued to 1live with her maid
alone in the house and re-lleted
herself 4in the cilty directory
under her malden name.

As I rang the door-bell, I
noticed a raint scent of jasmine
on the alipght breeza, Tt seemed
to laden the very atmosphere with
memories of I'iner days, and I
hegen to wonder what kind of
worman Senora Mirandez mally was.



interrupted Wy's

v

negress

Py rusingr were
emall pleasant-looking
who swung the door open and a&sked
if I would 1like to sse the
Senora. I assured ler that I did,
and she left the hallway. Re=-
turnins shortly, she wushered me
into a drawlng room that Wwas
richly decorated in a style gone
for many years.

I
and
bren

During the introductions,
atudied ths lady before me
realized that she had once
& very beautiful woman.
had Tlawn with age, but the culet
dignity remained, and she fully
realized this.

I told herof my conversation
with her brother and explalned
that he had referred me to her.
She sat thoughtfully for a morent
end suddenly snapred, "What are
your motlves, Senor? Why do vou
want Conchita? I will not talk
of her to just snyonel"

"Please, Senora," I hsstenead,
"T do not wish to harm Conchita.
I have reason to belisve that she

ts the mother of the late Kllas
Stratfordts first-born scn. If
I can locate this son, allve and

in the law's
stands %fo become
richest man."

good graces, he
the world's

The Senora reglstered sur-
orise at this. "That * not true,"
she stammered. "His will was
made public, and the newspapers
sald that everxthing was left to

his son, Eric.

"lio, Senors" I said acutetly.
"I read the will. It specifially
gtates that ninety percent of his
holdings be left to his eldest

son., We assume of course, that
that son 18 Eric, but ths will
did not state Lhat son's name.
If T can produce this man and
prove that he Iis Stratford's son,

Conchita will live in wealth for
the rest of her 1ife."

The beaty
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"Jery well," she ss'd., "I
will tell you what I know. What
you assume is true. Conchits and
Mr. Stratford were secretly marrisd
They lef't on & year's honeymoon
and during the course of it, a
son named Barney wes born to thean

Shortly thereafter, they had a
bitter guarrel and e left her Iln
a rare. Theynever sawcach other
again."

"But, Senora, aren't there

any records of their marriage?
Weren't they ever divorced! And
where are Conchita and her son?
Whatts harvened to them?"

N T Y S
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"Please, Senor," she =aid
sof5ly, "one guestion at & time.
You will find no recordes of the
marrispe. Conchita and Mn Stmb-
ford were married in Mexico, at
a place knewn only bo themselves,
I know nothing of a dlvorce. AS
for Conchita, we wre close frends
when we were younpg. She wrote
me often after she aiVMr. Strate
ford were seperated. Her letbters
ceased ebruptly thirty years aro,
and excent for an occasional
Christmas card, I rever hear from
her. I know nothing of her =son.
is

"Where she, Senora?" I

asked,

Cont'd@ ¢n page 3L



NE RNIGHT

LINDA STAHL 6

With a lsnce of 1light

And a horse of white

He came charging over the years

From liis star-held birth. For His birth

Sped like song to eers, far-fluag ears,

And they nesrd. Thrust knlves, mortsl knlves,
To Pagan hesarts,

And The Knight went on,

And the alght grew wan,

For He fought with sanctioned fight,
And the =ky said win, and the earth
Implored win. Believers in light
Rested soul snd hesrt on the fight
To doom not man.

And no stronger snare

Than the angel's hair,

Which He cerried loop'd, then He hurled.
The agnostiec dropjed on his knees,

Dirty knees of blood, changed snd pearled,
But the fight, undone, wes not won:
Knight, horse, lance, on.

find split Pagon blood

Brought to bloom the bud,

Built & spirse, gleaming snd tall,

And the stars reached down, and the ligut
Overshone the land, breaking wsll

Made of stone and stone barrier'd heurt
Embroth'ring man,
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THE TRAVELING MAN

aged man of questlonzstle re-

sources. e gave mo one z nod,
tut seated himself on the frigid
marbtle tench.

‘I’herﬁ camé into our presence

Hls head hung 1low, as 1f
welghted down by some unseen

force. One side of his face was
completely obscured in the sha-
dows. His hair wzes straggly and

unkempt under the anclent Panzma
hat perched atop his head.

A wlthered flower nung from
his button-hole, lending its
serenees to the man'e apparenf
disposition. His sult, long out-
moded, must have been purchased
at some second-hnand shop, years
in the past, A quaint bow-tle
nestled 1tself between the man's
bewhlskered chin snd his Cchest.
4 shirt clung to the man's bvody
with 8 seemingly hopeleszs grasp.

The collar sand cuffs wers
frayed beyond reczll, and GToth
the coat and pants were a maze

of wrinkles and creascs.

His shoes were untellevably
now. They were of a oDoor leu-
ther, & cheap %bYrand, out they
st11l held teir origin.l finish.
They were as two suns in a world
of darknese as the headlights of
a car on a foggy night,

His hands were calloused
from long, kard labor, but these
markings were mot new, perhaos
ten or fifteen years old. The
ring =and 1little flingers were
miseling from the right hand, and
a falnt longitudinal scar peered
from the vack of the szme hand,
Both nands chowed previous hard
use, but now indicated tase dis-
use and mistreatment,

\

B\jron Martin = 's5

' The face of the man was an
extremely intrigulng sight. His
btrow was 1like a newly plowed
field, the furrows being plenti-
ful. His matted eyebrows almost
obstructed his eyes.

4 small V-chaped cut was in
the right ear, but the skin had
healed over this severment. The
ear appeared to be that of a pig
or cow, ear-notched for counting
or branding.

Hls nose was of a Normen
curvature, but hls forehead and
chin seemed to indicate Oriental
ancestry.

His lips were faintly dis-
cernible, they were so rough and
chapped. Tey seenmed b te locked
shut with a key of remembrances,
never agaln to utter a word.

A great deal of suffering
shown through the man's eyes.
In the deep and darkened sockets
lay two whitened orbts which had
seen the world 1in many of 1its
more horrible aspects. They were
clouded over with & vell of dis-
trust and suspicion.

A well-meaning pollceman
walked up and ordere’d evervone
to "move one." So te small band
of hotos rose arnd walked in one
direction while the wizened and
resigned »1ld man went n 8e oten

As he pas=ed by a lamp post,
I saw a sight viich made my btlood
run cold, Heretofore umseen, m
his left chesk, glowing with a
livid purplenesg, was A scar
about two inches square, in the
shape of a branded German swas-
tika.
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fit t zeemed tome thon that never
| before led I been s exceeding-
1y glad-=-glad to be walking;
g{ad I was here =20 early, thuat
the eclty wa= beginning its day
the very minute I was gled with-
out the doubtful little voices
which suggest sometimes that glad-
ness is a cruel, deceptive joke.

It was plain there would be
no sun this morning; sharp grey
winds nipped at my legs and hus-
tled the rubbish up and down the
gutters., But lesser, man-made
suns glowed palely. The street
lights burned still, though night
was past.

Itnlian people estwmd in smo-
ky shop doorways. Their windows
wera' hung with balls of cheese
end strings of sausage, Heaps of
pink salami filled the air with
their rew smell. The push carts
of endive. tough, small arti-
chokes ad csbbages were trundled
out.  Apples and oranges caught
the light brilliantly, and ‘in my
rapture I almost knooked over a
bushel of =nalls

for my arm.
1y

,f: ./
JIKK
Liz Lnz " B4

Three bakeries stoed ina
row. I chose the center one,
and gaped deliriously at trays
and trays of cakes snd twisted
loaves and piles of creamy, egg
colored baigles and froateddoyh-
nuts, When I left I was munch-
ing happily at e crumbly cook-
ies covered with sesame saeeds.
For our breakfast 1'd bought six
cheeoleto eclairs each no longer
than my fourth finger,

Grest  trucks lumbered to
work. Worlmen were finishing
thelir coltee, Women were shop-
ping meny with black-eved hables
tucked efficliently under !heir
arms,

How ebundant the world was!
People and talk and food and
trucks filled this single incon-
spicuous block.

As 1 turned onto & highwey
a man appeared from sn alley.

"plesse Miss, just give me

A little. « o I. o " Hir eayes
were red and I shranlcq: he olawed
Hia nose dribhlgds




"Just for & drink; I don't
mean any harmj juet went a cime.
. « I'm sorry, Miss., . ." [Filth

vellow teeth, his mouth flebbed
on anc onj with his other hand
he wiped his nose.

My heart wes a tight knot

and I wantcd to push himhard and
run.

"You know hog 1t is. .don't
work. ., Jhaven't done anvthing
wron-."  He hiccoughed snd shuf-
fled an § clutched his coat. I
=mil canbly and fuavi @ for a
a2, L& isn't old or maimed.
ar can't he work? What made him
like this? Poor ¢uy. At - the

same time I wented to look & him
thoroughly ané yet not at all.
I put 2 coin in his hand and
smiled again,

coffee" I said
him & halfl

"Buy some
stupiély. I'é given
dollar without mcaning te. Well,
the poor guy neecs it, I thought
virtuously, ané wae alckened with
myself for t i
I loathed

I walked away auickly. e
atood swaying where 16 left him.

"God bless wou, Miss" he
whined loudly. "Thank you, Miss,
didn't want to bother you. . .
sorry. . .Lord protect ycu, Miss.
You're a pood mirl."

as I passed
armisement.,

People watched
and smiled with kind

I didn't look bacl, I felt crawl-
ing with his yellow amell, and
voiee end nose,

Disrust and pity, anger, and
compassion without wormth made
me gag; never before had the world
acened so dirty, end choked with
unkindness. Never had I feit so

twisted and small and wretchedly
ashamed.
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mfipuramen
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"nity, ineleps -~
gualor; p D
The visid .r'e peyp =
ce¢ved v zht
// 4ﬁ"1ng° peFte Leeble

n
, ome : aXosaWwhich is tar-
ished by ignorgdgee?
/ Hagpard, yes, ¥Rt not horrible; ghast-
1y, but not ukkind.
Is ics want symmetry so unseemly
there's no r-\iance
To set off &\charm go when & butterfly
peeps throgeh its coccon?
Does not the distorted yearn for com-
plainsahce:
To manifest ite brilliancy &lthough
ugly and forlorn?
I’'he graceless has its tidiness; the
unwieldy ite splendor.
The odious for the becoming; the grinm
for Lhe sttractive must be forborne.
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The Heritage

'okay,' boys, tak ten," said
che tall Neziro. Dave sat

down and 1lit a cigarette. His
rehearssl wasn't going too well
and he was worried. Getting a
new combination to elick was no
easy matter but the opening was
only two days esway and he had to
produce or lose his contract.

"Sunh?"

Dave started and looked out
over *"e lights where he saw &
skinny Ve :ro kid standing on the
desertec dance floor.

"Suh," the timid voice con-
tinued, "Andy said fuhpu tec e
to de office when yo is dohe."

"Thanks kild--an' heah's two
bits~--git yo'self sumpin!' t'eat.
Yo! sho' 1looks 1lak yo' needs
nit," saié Dave while tossing
the coin to him.

"Yassuh," said the kid obe~-
diently but he didn't .ove.

"Whut yo' stanin' dere fuh?
Go on an' git," said Dave.

"Suh, I jist wants to stan!
an' heah yo!' play dem drums.
¥Why Ah spect dat yo! is de bes!
drummin' man in &ll Chicago. Ah
shot do wish Ah could play dat
way," he blurted out.

Dave grinned knowingly,
picked wup his sticks, and beman
to beat out a slow, rocking Hlues
rhythm. The kid's words had
brought back long-bhried memories
of New Orleans. . .

Paula f'\-')vgolf A
3 4 e

&t ten he had run awaz from
home and gone 4into the "City"
and for the past six years he
had been sleeping in sewers and
grubbing for his food. He plcked
up a few cents every once 1in a
while by shining shoes, sweeping
bars, &and general handy-work.
This particular night found him
with ten cents iIn his pocket so
he decided to go to Barney's and
get a bucket of beer.

As he walked through the
latticed doors into Barney'a he
was momentarily blinded by the
smoke, Through the haze he made
his way to the bar. Ordering
his bucket, he grabted a chalr
by the bandstand and settled down
to hear the music, Barney's was
famous for good music and he had
A. Arlen Roberts beating the
leather for him, Dave haod heard
a lot sabout this once~famous
drummer--how he had played the
top places all over the country
before dope anéd gin caught up
with him. Now he was on the way
down==in fact, he had almost hit
the bottoms, But, he still had
drawing power and Barney's was
always crowded, That night Ro=-
berts was really doped and as he
played Dave became enraptured,
He could not force his eyes to
leave those sticks and & the owl
night slipped into sultry mornig
he still s&t watching, wondering,
marveling.
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As the first rays of the
sun broke into the dirty room
Dave realized he was the only
patron left. The band was breaking
up but Roberts was still toying

with some rhythm. Dave pulled

his chair cleoser to the band-
stand and studied the reeking
man. His eyes were sunk and his

face pouchy. His shirt looked
as if it had been pulled in and
out of the ash can a couple of
times, and his studs had long
since turned green.

"Far cry from de great
places he's been in," Dave mused.
He wondered how a man could rise
so high and then fall so low.
Roberts became aware of the care-
ful scrutiny of the youngster
and gazed sullenly upon him.

"You play de drums, boy?"
he asked.

"No suh, but Ah sho' would
lak t'learn. Ah reckon dat yo'
is de bes' in N'Awlins," replied
Dave.

"Ah used to be de bes' in
de worl', boy, but dat was long
ago," said Roberts. and then he
lapsed into silence. Suddenly
he said, "You say dat yo'd lak
to learn, huh? Well, get yore
black hide up heah in' Ah jist
might gib yo' some l_arnin'."

Dave jumped up onto the
platform and gingerlv rrasped
the sticks. Roberts began by

telling him how to hold ilhem and
showing him some simple beats.
For the next hair Dave toyed with
the snares and became convinced
that he was going to be a drumer.
Abruptly as it had begun, the
lesson ended.

"Dat's all, boy. Ah cain't
spen' meh time teachir® some
no 'count beggar how t' play de
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drums," szid Roberts. Ulave nod-
ded and got up. "Tell you boy--
if yo' was to be heah t ™~ row
mawnin' at dis same time Ah might
teach yo' some noh."

"Yassuh." =aid Dave "A''"1
be heah--ah' will, Ah'llbeheah."
"

"One thing, boy, and dat is
Ah'm not spenin' mah time teachin'
yo! if yo' isn't goin' to learn
good. If Ah don't lak de way
yo! 1is goin' Ah'll jist stop
dese lessons." Dave nodded in
agreement and Jjumped down from
the platform and ran happily out
into the teeming streets.

The next morning Dave ap-
peared at Barney's at the un-
earthly hour of seven o'clock
and waited for Roberts. After
what seemed like a century, he
came in and began where ge had

finished the day before. When 2

couple of hours had passed, Ro-
berts ended the lesson and told
him to return the next day. So,
the pattern was set. For the

following year Dave went to Ro-
berts for his lesson. Actually,
never has there been & stranger
t2acher-pupil relationship or a
more haphazard, hit-or-miss pro-
gram. JSometimes Dave had to show
up for six or seven days in a
row when he would be driven be-
yond endurance and then at other
times Roberts wouldn't come for
ten or twelve days. At times he
drove Dave so mercilessly that
he wanted to quit--but he hung
on and sweated his way to that
far-off goal. Meanwhile, Roberts
became more and more erratic.
He continued to fell farther in-
to the hell he had made for him-
self. He was getting more doped
and filled with gin as the days
passed’ and Dave heard rumors
that he might lose his Job.



Still, he tmsught Dave all he
knew about hils trade in return
for the 1led's friendship and
spint=-like adoration.

After &8 year of lessons,
Roberts =aid to him, "Well, boy,
yo' has done mch an' better dan
Ah eber thought yo'!' would when
we atarted. Ah've gibben w ell
Ah knows an' Ah'm gettin' tired
ob dis place, Ah'm leatin' de
clty in a couple ob days but
Ah've got yo' a job., Be heah co-
night et six an' Ah'll tak yo!to
de nlace., Hit ain't much, but
hitfs a start."

"Thank you, M=
Roberta." said Tave,
He couldn't believe
that his lessons wvee
over and that his

teacherwas leaving
nim. He turned and Kasha
wallked slowly, sad=- Larew:

ly, to the door. o 4}

When he got back tohis room
he lay down with the idea of get~
ting some sleep., After hours of
tossing and turning he finally
threw in the towel and got up.
He dresssed carefully and left

fro the aaloon. It was only
four o'clock but he we ted to
beat the leather before loberts

ceme for him,

As he rounded the corner of
bEasina and Conti Streets he did
not see the familiar front of
Barney's--instead he saw & crowd
milling araund & pile of smoulder-
ing embers, He let out an ex-
clamation and ran up the street.
A brick wall, hot ashes, and de-
bris were all that remained of
Earney's, He =aw the bartender,
Mooney, standing apart from the
crowd endran over to him,
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Featters from the et of Mas,
Jehovah's besard,
Angel's breath,
Zeus's goose-cown tolder

"Whut heppened hesh?” he

askKec,.

"Lawd, boy, Ah dunno. Ah
dis place mbout two hours
ago, ancw hen Ah cum' back dis
was all det was left, When Ah
left Roberts was still dere try-
in' some new routines for yo!
He sho' thought a lot ob yo', "

left

"What do yo mean 'thought'?
Wheah is he?" cried Dave,

IIBoy ) "
jist hit.

said Mooney, "dat's
He was in dat mess,

Nothing in Dave's
experience had prs-
pared him for what
he had just heard.
Turning frem Mooney,

he broke through
the cordon of police
and ran Into the

smouldering debris
to where the bandatand had been.
Choking back his sobs and brush-

ing aside the pain, he grubbed
through the "ot ashes,

"Hey git dat boy,' called
a policeman, and three huskey

firemen pulled him back onto

the sidewalk.

He sat down on the curb
and, burying his face in hils
seared hends, he sobbed uncon~
trollably. Mooney walked over
to him and lsid rough hand on
his shoulder.

"Whut's he carrying on fuh?
inquired a policeman.

"Roberts was in dat mess
an' he was & god friend ob
his," replied Mooney.



"Huh," snorted the police~-

man, "dat rummy? He was probe-
bly too drunk to know when to
git. Ah sho! wouldn't waste no
sympathy on dat pguy. Eb'ryone

¥know dat he wasn't good for any-
thing. Nevah did nothin' fuh
nobody. Hell, he might hab been
sumpin' once but reended nothin'
but 2 rummy. An'! dat ain' all
he was--Ah knows he kept mos' ob
de pushers in N'Awlins in busi-
ness."

"Ah dunno 'bout dat, boss,"
he said, shaking his head slowly,
Wah dunno. « «"

% 4 3 %

Dave finished playing &and
Pushed the memory from his head.
'"Wou lak dat, kid?" he asked the
spell-bound figure below him.

"Yas suh, Ah do, Ah sho!
wish Ah could play dem drums lak

Mooney looked down
huddled

pathetic figure
feet and then turned

the charred ruins.

dat, Mr. Dave."

at the
at his "Well den," said Dave, "Yo!
sadly to git yo! black hide up heah an Al

jist maybe'll teach yo' how."

I

J J
Ambition &

Dears. Well Ackocd ‘o

4\
Behind me lle earth's care and sin, M
Before me nothing te hem me 1ln. i
I must ;l* and eut rreat s;frn agunder
To prasp trnu kxnowledre of points I ponder.
The siky, so blue, sc elecr, SO brl('r,
Studded with distionds each moonllt nlght.
what lies Leyond my rescalig hend?

Things only God cen understiand,

I must s8¢k =2nd lecrn end LIowW; il
¥y curiosity ssn butl grov.

What can be feund 1n the cormers of spacel
Jeer and st yelngs of encther race?
iy CY ing heert, I fesr,

I wender fer and necr,

I ’IL\__ hlll £ind all I SCCi,
For spsce 1s just too dark, too deep.
>¥<
A;l I e¢sn do is bleze the trail, ™
hers will follow; they'll not fail.
I think theti esch nos his plan
Leid Clt for bLim b the Creator of mecn,.
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t heprened 1n the 1
of BT . 1 remamberp
[} look back. It

canasion f'or sl1 of us. Nargy
found him lyling heside Lhe rose
btush, hia fest up in the -air.
Lie wus atill he w&g
desd. I coulén't bellove it
they £irst told me, Wky,

Just the other dey I hed
secnt ldm  perehed out on  the
swlng, there on the poren, with
his toudé cocked Lo the sgide,
Ard  nowe---=desd. We wvrnoed
hinm pentl in one, of Mother's
Ald figh towerls poF Tald him in

-

lFui

tter pert
well now
W&s & aed

l—l"‘

l‘;l‘-“-l

and

Hneln

it wes

e olger box. & .
e Y- haen the be-* frien, snjy-
one could ever heve, A resl,
Tull~-blooded, Pkeantiful Enrlish
Sgerrow. I corisd,

We deelded to Lgle Ll 3ew
viees thet evenlng., It wss hol,
80 We it bDim into the lce-Gox

until then, The d wee long aid
it scemed Lo dreg by so slowly.
As 1 pulled the wesds Lrowm the
tonato pinnls I hept thinking of

Ne ¢ult oupr cliores o&rly in
the u«fte n ao that we eonld
get retdy. We gol the 1d wash-
tull from the shed and met it
ander t apnle Lrao o uzsd to
hie Iz Loos, fmth ond MNargy
gethersd {lowers, & few Gaisies,
sgoms olover, und & roadis (ror
color). Relph and Hubert plsnned
Llie funervl. I aupsrviged.

Yother declded we should ent
dinner hefore we hed his funerzl,
ghd sg after we aat down
2t the teble in slleonce., Hothier
tried to console us, but it wesnt
muel use,., Qf course, We reomefi-
bered tmnt Duffy hed been o happy
Lird. Wzsn't he slwzjys singing?

r g v
ws! .41
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Owen Porter

After dimner we rll went
ontside, Eubert pot Daddy's old
macKinew and & straw hat,. He wes
to e the prescher. We got the
Bitle and opencd it Lo----- well,
it didn't motiter. Kone of us
could read anywey. The two Mill-
¢r boys, next door, ceme over to
veteh, end we stopped to help
them set a fow cookles. Then we
ell sat down on the ground and
Eubert elimbed on the big tub to
preach. Deciding ket he could
not reed the Bitle he lgid 1%
down 2nd recited what he knew of
"The MNight Uefore Christmes™.

We hed already dug & hole
in beck of the bsrn by the pig-
pen. It wesn't the Lest place,
but the ground was soft, casy to
dig, snd 1t was out ¢f the wuiy.
We laid the flowers ia the well-
frosted . eigar box with Duffy.
Covering the greve with dirt, we
planted the radish on top.

It wes then declded that a
:Jrn wes in order end we returned
to our "church® under the & ple
tree. TFour yeszr-old Ralph olimh-
ed upon the tub, folded his
hends behind his back snd 11fted
tiis head towerds the sky, while
his shrill voice burst forth inte
the chorus of "Yes Have No
Benanes Todey". We all bowed
our hegsds.

e




Continued from Page 23

She studied my face a mo=-
ment and finally said, "T see no
harm in telling you. Her letters
come to me postmarked El1 Paso,
Texas. I'll give you one ol the
cards if you want. And, Senor?"

"Yes?" I said.

"If you find her, do not
hurt her. Do not put her name
in the papers. 8She would not
1ike that. Please pronise me,
Senor."

"’ea, Senora. 1 promise,"
I answered,

"fhank you, Senor, very
much." The old woman produced a
card from somewhere 1in the desk
and handed it to me. I mumbled
a "thank you" and headed for the
door, When I ©reached it, I
turned and saié, "Goodbye Senors,
and thank you for your help."

"Goodbye, Senor," she said.
"You sre a good men., Vaya con
Dios."

I swallowed an adam's apple
that suddenly seemed too larpe
for my throat and walked into the
sunlight,

El Paso is a 1 g way from
New Orleans, After .wo days of
hard driving I arrived weary and
windblown, anéd decided to pet a
zood night's sleep before trying
to get anything accomplished. I
stopped in a fairly respectable-
looking motel, ate supper, and
went to bed. The dry desert air
was a welcome change from Louis-
iena's sticky heat, and I slept
well,

Upon dsing the next morning,
my first official act was to aecan
the telephone book. There was one
Stretford 1listed, an Albert Q.,
who operasted a floral shop. I
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had no luck there elther, There
were seversl Lopezes lisfted but
no one who coulé ©be Conchlta,
Resigning myself to doing 1t the
herd waey, I sate breskfast and
drove down to the city librsry.
Here I exsmined the Chriatmss
card thet Senora Mirandez had
given me, The envelcpe, ss =he
said, was postmerked EL Psgso,
Texas, and the card inside seld
"Sesson's Oreetings, 1S46." I
esked the librsrian for a copy
of the 1946 city directory, snd
after a ten minutes' weit, she
returned and hended it to me,

I found whet I was
The first Lopez I

Here
looking for,.

looked up wes & Conchita, 707
Cielo Blvd., I quickly copied
down the address on the beck of

my soclal securilty csard, thanked
the 1librarian, end consulteé s
map of the city thet hung en the
Wwell, Having loceted Cielo Boul=-
evard, I 1left the librery and
drove towsrd the address, ny
appreheusion building insice me
as I neared it.

Abowt Tifteen minutes later,
I stcod in front of 2n olg seedy
looking red brick building thst
ran the entire 1length of the
blocks It was chopped up into
small, sandwich - like dwellings
that were one room wide and two
stories high, Number 707 wes
third from the end, znd my knock
wes answered by s fat, ill-kept
Individusgl who greeted me with,
"Whaddys want?"

"I'd 1ike & little informa-
tion, if 1t 1= convenient, "I
answered,

"You &
countered,

cop or sumpid?™ he

By this time I was getting
8 little sengry., "No, Mister,
I sald. "I'm not & ‘'cop or
sumpin’., I'm locking for s womsn



named Conchita Lopez who used to
live here,"

"I don't know nothin' about
no woman. Go away."

"Perhaps this will refresh
vour memory," I said icily. The
five collar bill in my hand csused
his eyes to gleam, and he became
gll =smiles.

"Sure, Mister; sure. Whaddys
wanna know?" he asked, reaching
for the money. I waved it just
ot of his reach and informed him
that he'd get #the money when I
got the information.

"Okay, okay" he sald hastily.
"™'his =ame, Conchita, she moved
out when I moved in, I used to
get some mail that belonged to
her, but the only addresa she
left me was a little town celled
Yudalupe, down in Mexico."

"hat's all
asked .

vyou know?" I

"Phatts it," he replied.

"Thanks, Mac I dropned the
five doler bill inhis d4i:ty out-
stretched hand and walked away,

Yudalupe, Mexico, was a lerd
place to finds It took me halfl
a day in the library tc even find
a map that showed whoere 1t was.
That evening, I drove across the
border and learned from tie Mexi~-
can Highway Police that Yudalupe
was 1100 miles south of E1 Paso,
thet it lay in  the heart of the
Sierra Madre Mountnins, and @ 4t
could be reached By road, if one
didn't have & secntimentd attach-
ment to his automobile., There
is no room for sentiment in the
life of a newspeperman, so I
bought about forty dollars worth
of geer, had my car greased and
checked, and embarked on what I
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dred adobe huts

hoped was the last Tleg of thie
odyssey of & missing heir.

After three days of driving
flat, steaming deserts anc tor-
tuous mountain roads, I entered

the tiny, primitive village of
Yudalupe, It Wwas, indeed, in
the heart of the Sierra Madre

and had not been affected much
by the hand of modern eciviliza-
tion, There were perhaps a hun-
clustered to-
gether in a small green valley,
with the land around them culti-
veted in small =aquares, The
different colored ecrope belng
grown in them gave the effcct of
a giant checkerboard.

I pulled into what might be
called the town trading post and
called a greeting in Spanish, M
aged Mexican proprietor hurried
our of the 1little shop end stopped,
his mouth hanging open in amasze-
ment, He was obvfﬁgaly not used
to seeing automoblles, egpecially
those driven ly klond men wearing
sun glasses,

"Buenos tardesg Sencr, Tiene
usted agqui una Senore Conchita
Lopez?" 1 asked.

The old man recovered some
o his sedf-composure and stammered
"N-no, Senor, no tenemos uns
Senora Lopez, Tenemos ure Senora
Conchita Stratford,"

g d"81, si'l'“ I responded eagerly,
onde esta?

"Esta in la casa 211i," he
anawered, pointing to one of the
nicer loolking huts,

"Gracias," I said, and
handed him a peso. He stared at
me rather confusedly and I took
his withered hand ané placed the
coin 1inside it, "Gracias," I
said ageain.



"Gracias,™ he responded,
end walked back into his little
shop, shaking hk head s he went.

The hut he had gestured to
was situsted perhaps s half mile
up & nearby hill, Twilight wes
in the process o beccming night,
and by the time I reached the
little doorstep, several stars
were visible. I knocked scoftly
and welted for a reply. Nothing
happened, and I knocked again,
this time = little louder. Thn,
I heard » faint rustling inside
snd the pad « moccesin-shod feet
approached. I heard a [faint
click as the lstch opened, =nd
Conchita stood framed Iin the
doorway.

She was tall,
thin, with the gaunt, timeless
besuty of a goddess. Her cheek-
bonea were high, eand her mouth
was small and delicate. Her
white hair was braided earound
her head, and she was dressed
simply in s robe and shawl. Her
eye=, however, were her mozt
commeanding feature. Jet bleack,
they burned 1like twin flames,
end I dropped My gaze to the
ground.

and rather

"Buenas roches, Senore Stra-
ford," I managed.

"Good evening," sw mnswered
in English, This did not sur-
prise me, she had lived in Texas
only seven years ago, and cne
does not forget a language com-
pletely in seven yeers,

"May I come %, Senora? I'd
like to speak with you if I may!

"You mey, she esnswered.

"Who are you?

I introduced myself, and
after a suitable pause, s» sald,
"Senor, I think I know why you
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ere here, You wish to tell me
sbout my husbend,"

"Your husbend?" I =ssked.
"Do you mean you were never div-

orced, after all these years?"
"No, Senor, we were not,"
shé snswered quietly. "My re-
ligion forbids divorce. Whet of
my husband?"
I turned saway end didn't
snswer ter, "Plemse, Sehor," she

sald,

I turned beck and looked at
her eyes for » moment. "He's
derd, Senors."

Her face stiffened for an
instant, sand then relsxed. She
looked the same as before, a
little older perhaps, but, 1if
possible, a little more composed.

"Where 1s your scn, Senoraf™
I asked.

"My son?™ she murmurred.
"He . is here, in Yudelupe., This
is our home, end we shell live
here the rest of our lives. Wuhy
do you want him?"

"Senora, your son could be
the prichest man 1in the world.
He stands to inherit his father's

estate, and I wsnt to tek~ "'~
back to the Louisians State
Court snd---"

"He will not go with you,

Senor," she interrupted.
I stopped. "Won't go with

me?" I gasped.

"No, Senor, tewill nnt. Do

not question me sbout ¥ trlk to

him, He promised to visit me

this evening and he should---"

At this point the old woman
was interrupted by a knock frem



the outaids. "It is he," she
said simply and opered the door,

A small, kindly faced man 1in &

black coat entered and kissed the

Senora on the cheek. "Thls 1s my
son, Barney," she said.

"Greetinws, young man, what
brings you here?" he sald warmly.

"News, my friend, news," I
answered. "You hawe a good chance
of becoming the world's rlchest
marn, The entire Stratford for-
tune has been leflft to you, and
you have only to return to Lou-
isiana and claim 1t." -

The man and *his mother ex-
changed aympathetic glances.
"pleese, Senor," he seid gently.
"I will not leave here. I cannot
use wealth or power. My work
entells none of it. I'm grete-
ful for your concern, but I cen-

not go back with youd

"But, 1listen!
reslize the-="

You den't

"I'm sorry, Senor," he seid
softly. "Pleese try to under-
stend." He removed his cost and
leid it on the back of a chalr.

My mouth drooped open & the
sight of the 1long, black robe
end the high white collar. The
rosary at his waist seemed to
sparkle and dance 1in the flick-
ering candlelight.

"Do you understend, Senor?"
he asked softly.
"Yes, -==— I understend,
Geodbye, Senora. Goodbye, Father."

I turned and walked selowly
down the nill toward the village,
The sters shone overheed, end I
looked humbly up at them. I
felt werm inside.

METAN

The old men, limping down tO®
Raflected ell the .uman rece.
By-gone days, cer. lree and sead,
Werse shown in wrinkles on his face.

His dﬁ' blue eyes were [ ;
From yzitgi?enrs pomm menmories past;
His bent 61d body werped in pain--
Hils Journey?s\gﬁd in shadows cast.

I laughed at nig\hsiggiingly.
"Look," I yelled in s of mirth,

"At his ancient form, so eceooked, spent,
Why he, himself, is old men e&rta."

OREELASIS

The years have passed, and I have sged,
The days of youth have from me fled;
I plecture now his broken shape,

And I don't laugh, I weep lnstsead,
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VIN VNIV

gpors twisted end swlrled up

from thse river, {llurinated

by lights dimly shining Irom
distent houses, in e night of
blackness. There We nothing
menecing *‘-ut the river and 1lts
andless derkness; mther Te hount-
lnv ssdness of e helf forgotten
mal _‘:,'.

On her wey scross. she “top-
ped and stood looking l1ntu the
mist with eyss that did not =ee.
far puay, in the lonelliness, the
fog "norn of e river bost pene-
trated tne silence, yet the aha-
dow on the bridge did not hesr.
For this figure wes e woman who
{in thet moment of pesce Inn rest-

less city atood reviewinz tne
hollow emptingss of her life.

And yet she did not ery. For her
end thoss like her, there wers
rno tesrs.....only scceptance of
fate.

Cnce
seemed, two
together I+ the
bridge. - That wes the night of
heppinesa., They had forgotten
whet they were end why, for there
hed been thet wondering softneas
in s herd life that co; 28 cn wings
of whispering velve., stays but
en hour, then ls gone.

before, long eagc 1t
figures hed cluug
ahadow of the

They forget whaet she wasa,
with the dirt, the desgradation,
the unseeing tragedy of her use-
less life. Forgotten wes the
filth of the gutisr, the chesp
wine, the fslse, glittering gei-
ety of the cefes., In the she-
dow of the river there was no
Peris. The men with the cynical
eyes end the ache inaide cf him

for one moment to sesrch
for something he would never, lIn
his endless travels, find.

Kesre 7 frx

In two lives; hers ugly,
traglic, accepting, end hls, oy-
nicsl and .L“ul=ss...t1..o wes Bn
hour of beasutye. OCne hour to re-
member all the empty years thet
would come, eech yesr more ~hpi-
low snd mesningless then the lst,

Strangers the
o loat people, snd
ey would pert. And

were, thes
strangers
Jct, no

matter where
Alexendris or New York, when fog

he wes, Hong Kong,

filled the night wita silence,
he weuld remember even as the
lonely figure on the bridge re-
membered.

The softness of the moment
would egein drift with the mists
of & forgotten river, end invoacde
thelir memory like the scng conly
one hesrd. But thess two nsopls
were fortunate...for some people
never nave thet Llicker o’ besuty
to remember.



as shadows lengthen

Kasha Larew '‘se

As shsdows lengthen on 3 wintsr night

Until the world is covered, calm, and deep

In velvat wraps, my love hss clsimed the right
te cloaik me In its plow and drug my sleep.

You stand beslde me snd my lips sre prassed,
Two quivering deves jyou hold &in your command,
That long to fly to you as to their nest,

But must remsin, snd sigh, #nd kiss your hsnd.

AU nltars 'round your wreathed snd jeweled throne
I'1ll humbly kneel, until I sscrifice,
And call your nsme, and hesr you breathe my own,
And rsise my hesd and gaze into your eyes.

Then would I tell you cof the many ways

My love for you has grown to fill my dsys.

Night'as breath is & liqueur,
_drink i' slowly: = oo plioa
=S Yettbt-turn—to-the-resches ¢f jour }
The cold, aloof breath warms and t

WOrmS Lo .
Laves the intent,
crmboldens the soul.

o

¥ipht's brezsth is an ode to Melancholia--
pierces the pose

Jidders your heed.

The emptiness, bleckness--

distant beauty,

S¢ Vast--

Sc Sed.
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A SECF=-RIADE AN

ester Morgan was a self-made
man. He, before anyone else,
needed the help of no one to
get where he was now. No one had
given him his New York penthouse
apartment, his late model car,
steady job, or personal servant.

Morgan himself was of med-
jum build with a hairline which
was receding a lot faster than
he would care to divulge. His
acquiline nose, piercing black
eyes, and bughy 2yebrowes gave him
the appearauce of abird of prey.
His ample paunch and greying
hair gave away the fact that he
was leaving that undecided stage
of life that we call middle-age.
He could still remember reading
about Warren G. Harding's inaug-
uration over the teletype of thre
East Lansing Herald where he
spent his cub reporter days. It
had been a long haul for him from
those lean years.

Now he could feerl 2 sense
of pride that as ¢ syndicated
columnist, his col mn "Iaside

Broadway" appeared in papers of
every major city in the country.
The purpose of his column was to
expose little known facts about
famous people. Usuallvy these
were shocking and almost unbe-
lievable, but as Morgan himself
said, "Ihe people will believe
what they want to believe." He
did feel & pang of regret, how-
ever, that his name did not by-
line the column. But for obvious
reasons he was forced to use the
pen name of Frank Candid.

L0

RICK WALTER 97

It would seem to any casual
observer that Lester Morgan was
at the top of the heap as far as
success was concerned. But even
a casual observer could not help
noticing that all was not as it
should be in the apartment. of
Lester Morgan one  particular
morning in the fall of 1955.

Foron that particular morn-
ing the columnist had given his
servant, James, the day off and
was Jjust settling down to abreak-
fast prepared by his own hands,
when the doorbell rang. Upon
opering the door he was cnfront-
ed by &n old stoop-shouldered
man with a carefully wrapped

ackage in his hand. This was
ir. Conby who was a sort of
janitor, handy man, and general
adviser for the building. He was
a grey haired man who claimed to
have been a captain in the United
States Army during World War 1.
He walked with a limp supposedly
caused by enemy shrapnrel, and
this, along with his grey hair
and slumped shoulders, gave him
the appearance of a small bird
with & broken wing. This was +}
man who now confronted the suc-
cessful Mr, Morgan.

"Well, what do you wanti?"
bellowed out the coeolumnist.

"Someone left this narckara
in your ©box downstairs, Mr,
Morgan, and 1 thought that it
might be important so I brought
it right up," replied the old
man in a thin, cracked voice.



"Je11 , dor't just stand

there. Give it to mc!" demanded
the columnist. Timicly Conby
handed the npackare to him and
steod with hla head cocked to
one aide 1like a dorm awalting
praise for a trick. Snateching
the package from the hesitant

hand Morgan surveyec the outside
of the bundle for s mement and
then threw s menacing glance at
the old man.

"You're not to tell anyone
about this packare. Understand?"
4o sald in a threatening voice.

"Ves, sir, I understand.”
renlied the o0ld veteran.

"A1l right, then." said the
columnist and punctuated this hy
3lammineg the door inthe o0ld man's
face.

The mnackame was orobably
from one of his informants, musec
Morean, and the less anyone knew
atiout the shadler aside of his job
the hetter. Crossing the room he
speculated on the contents of the
bundle., More than likely it was
some evicdence exvosing the night
1ife of one of our happily mar-
ried senators whose name had been
oprominent 4in the recent news,
AnyWway thers was only one way fo
find cut, sand that was to oveniht
The package had not gors through
the mail, and the only riting on
the wranper was Morgsn's name
an¢ apartment number. Tearing
off the paper he discovered a
shoe box bound with string .
Cutting the string with his
pocket knife he proceeded to
remove the ton of the box.

Morgan's first Impulse was
to laugh out loud at the contents
of the hox but on closer ins-
vection his 1look changed from
cne of enjoyment to one of great
fear, Beads of operspiration
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broke out on his forehead, and
his hands shook so much that he
almost cronvned the package. For

Inside the harmless looking
little box 'vas a doll not more
than & foot high which was an
exact revlica of the successful

Lester Morgen. The doll's resem-
hlance to him was fantastic.
Nose, receding hair line, opro-
truberant belly and small black
eyes were all there. The doll
was even dressed as Morgan would
have been if he were about to gn
out for a walk through te city.
But the fact that the deoll was
so much 1like him was not what
had chenged his mood so suddnly.
The reason for his fear was that
through the heart of tha nlsverly
made doll was a two inch blade
of ahining steell

Meorgan's first thought
was thaet it was some vpracticsl
joke and he raised the pankage

un off the table to throv it into
the wastebasket. DBut on =second
thought he reasoned, who would
nlay such a vicilous joke on him.
After sll, as Lester Morgan he
has not enemies, and only a few
close friencs knew hewas reslly
Frank Canc’d, snd surely they
wouldn't have, or maybe they would

Only thrse peonle knew of
his cdual life. That is, so far
83 he knew. But these were
certainly people he could trust
and who would have no reason to
reveal hls identity. Well, let's
see now., PFirst there was Vicky
but it couldn't have been her,
After all Victoria Heywood was
one of the most respecteé actrea-
ses on the Broadway stage. At
thirty-five she was st the peak
of her scting fame. Lester had
met the smell bleonde woman ten
years earlier at a narty celeb-
rating her debut. They had imm-
edistely become good friends end
to this day she would come %o



aim if sbe needed probleme solv-
wWhy Jjust yesterday she had

€d.
come over to ask
sever relations

friend, who wes,
out, ruining the

respectable and happy pecple and
might even ruln her,
told her that the
to breask off with him quickly for
this
spread hle corruption to others,

a man like

Zut surely she
meant him.
anytody's 1life

would there te

mortid Joke on

couldn't possibly be Wicky.
the successful Mr. Morgan

had a 11nger1nt
doutt whichk he
tried to pretenc
ween't Lhere atell.

Then there
wasg Ferry Carson,
a fellow newspaper-
men, wWwic hed help-
ed him over the

Wky he never rulned

et a cast party and had become
very fond of him,

He 1liked hls
way o doling

stop him from getting

how she could precise, calcualting

with an old things, not letting anything or
she had found anybody

llves of many what he wanted.

And he had
only way was

gelf-made man.

could easlly inent

couldn't have

end what sense

OD§ FLOUR

Softly, silently, reverently,
Nnite flour sifts from heaven,
Blanketling the lonely farm,
Muffling the boisterous city.

3lowly, surely, relentlessly,

God turns the gifter's crank;

Vorgan consid-

ered him a perfect example of a

Just last week

Jason had szid he was planning
to get rid of &
individual
power to dlvulge some ftrade sec-
rets thet could ruin him.
he meant...but no,
£11ly, he had meore then Jason's

certain prom-
who had the

Maybe

" that was

in playing thils trede secrets in his files.
him. No, it There was no sense in letting
But this doll ccntrol him so. After

still all, he was 2 big and successful

san., Why should
he & tds dild's
plaything make
him suspect hils
best friende of
things he dldn't
een like to think
atout.

Again e rals-

early difflculilse
of Journalism.
Of course he nad
written a 1little L

Slumbering Yelow,

xihrns in sleep’ unda~ba~nnm blariet.
(f%?t{y

the tired earth | ed his hand as

if tdiscard the
10ll, but =again

‘7'eagm 56J ne put it down.

sometning in his
golinge o between Ferry Carscm Jr.
and a certaln disreputatle shtov-

£irl, tut as Perry Sr. himgelf
had told Morgam 8o wm™uy Yyears
B850, "Print the tru . =B you see

it and you will mske a gai news-
paperman.” M he culdn't belleve
Ferry nad dome this to him, Af-
ter gll, with the goocds he had on
Ferry...

That left aly Jason Tinker.
Legter liked Jason more fran anv-
cne £lse he had ever known. Kay-
te 1t was Dbecause they were &0
much slike., Tinker was a legend
in the business world. The way
he had galned control of so many
busineeses s¢ gulckly wes aston-
ishing. He tE contrclling share
of stock in one & Vicky's plays,
and Lester had met him earlier

L2

corumn apout the

It occurred to aim that it was a
shame to throw away something so
cleverly made. If le kept 8= doll
1t would show whoever sent it
that the Joke had not bothered
him at all. But Tfirst he had
tetter take that knife cut of
the doll's heart. It was start-
ing to give him the willies to
see an exact replica of himself
with a smile on his face and a
knife in his heart. Even as he
pulled the knife out of the doll
he wondered whet could possibly
be the reason for this silly
joke.

Ten seconds later he found
out. Jason Tnker, Perry Grson ai
Victoria Heywood, who wae lunch-
ing together at the Stork Club,
swore they heard the explosion
vhich wasz over a mile away.



MO M)
Beﬁtj Shelton 's4

Mom, you're wearin' e purty dress,
The first you've had in yesrs, I guess;
For love, you sscrificed your style
To give our kids the things worthwhile.

— A
< 4;> We worked together through the yeers,
;\&. > And shared each other's joys end tears;
A A 'g You helped us all through sun end rain,
&3§§'* = But never once did you complain.
‘,‘. ':“._ - o
?3. ?Nib‘ ~ Remember, Mom, thet swful dey,

When God took little Marie awey?
Wie though Merle wss too much to give
And seid we didn't want to live.

S ==
5
-
5 g

You shook with sobs, your eyes were dim,
But still you knelt end preyed toc Him;

I knew right then that we'd come through
And so I knelt to prsy with you.

A .q_-_{ip

Remember how we skimped snd slaved
And lost the little cash we'd seved?
But Mom, yocu had s fighting hesrt
And spl éd we'd meke another stert.

——

Remember, Mom, how we were proud,
The day we sat with that great crowd
Thet must have come from every state
To see our Jeannle graduate?

P e m————— TE T
S ——

Remember how you squeezed my hend,

The day that Jesnnie, dressed so grand,
Came down the gisle, an hsppy bride?
We smiled a little; then we cried.

Remember, Mom?

Of eourse, you do;

I though when all the kids were grown,
We'd have some pleasures of ocur oun,

But Mom, life's a funny game,

That time of pleasure never came,
And still you didn't seem to mind;
You found your joy in being kind.

They tell me that I shouldn't weep,
Becesuse you've only gone to sleep,
And so 1'1l say good-bye, I gueas,
And gosh, thet is s purty dressi

L3



found it completsly crowded

and gay. A veristy of every-
thing, werywhere; bans--taffeta;
loud veicez--hushed whispers; hest
dogs~~cetton candy + 4 s « lines
for the rides, lines woven
people running, walking, .
ing off to nownere . , .
hawkers, loud, boistergus, too
femilier . . « The band, set off
slightly from the confusion,
their music knltting together
all the neise into something
besutiful . . . The music from
the merry-go-round and the var-
ious booths, peopls, with food
or & cheap toy they had just won
in hand, jostlinge:ch gther. . .
The rolle coaster sd the screams
from i1t, the laugha from people
loocking in the crooked mirrors,
the curses at a micsed shot at a
lost friend in the crowd," the
bright, furious dsctric lights--
not suceeeding, Scmshow a feels
ing of' oneness, 1like a warm
blanket, fell over ths people.
I could sense it and it made me
feel mellow and glad that I was
there.

ﬂenteyed the Echo of Glen and

But safter & time I found
myself quite alone--only a few
fluttering papers arcund, and
just 2 1mndful of pecple. The
deep night had finally sent them
away, The ridea were not empty,
perhaps a passenger or twe. But
I found the place still to my
likirg; chamelson~like, it pro=-
vided for hundrads of laughing,
heppy pecople; or it sheltered a
few lonely, asd ones, I sighed
deeply, got up from <the bench,
and left,

DORIS HAWES




COI. Of S Hiety boisd Relleg

ow would you explain s color to a person blind from birth?
}1Yellow is warm end bright like the morning sun stresming
through the window. Green is the feel aad the smell of

a cool forest snd a slow 1littls mountain stream. Blue 1is a
starlit bsllroom =as you whirl gayly eround the floor. Pink
is a garden 1n the spring and a baby's touch. Purple 1is a
deep melancholy eard an unexplsinsble sche in your throat. Red
expresses great joy. It gives the feeling of wanting to jump
up and down aad to lsugh and sing. Grey is @ soft and silent
color, quiet es s hush that falls st the end of & day. It is
the drip=-drop of rein on 8 Saturday afternoon. White 1s the
rustle of a nurse's unifcrm as she walks down 8 hospital cor-
ridor. Whiteis the smell of Ivory soap. Wine is organ music,

deep aand rich. The salt breeze, the roughness of the sand are

a mixture of aqua snd belge. The ring of the telephone is
orange, punctusting the other colors.

NOCTURNAL MEU[][]Y

Hszily,
Through the darkns s of night,

A melancholy meloc y floats
Uncertainly. -

It touches your hesrt.

It brings back memories

That you thought you had forgotten*
Long ago.

You muse a minute; it linpgers

And then floats sway into the night--
Perhaps never to return again,

Mor’)ou Ta-j lor '%—_,—_—*—‘-‘_._7 : o
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THE mouamms

by Ted White, ‘56

-

IR
—
-

e stood, gquietly, on the damp
Heoncrou, grey mists swirling
slowly around him, He stared

unseeing, =&t the long strip of
white fading into the grey that

surrounded him, He was twelve
years old, and it was not right
for this to happen to him., Mem-
ories flooded back upon  him,
reenacting themselve for him,

for they were very close...

* e e

They swept the track eagerly,
ummindful of the meagerness of
their chore, There were two of
them, brothers, and they shouted
to each other as they swept,
over the rumbling roar of reve
ving engines,

"Boy, this is it, huh, Nickl™

"Man, you said i1t! Come onj
it's almost starting timel™

I

Ay they swept the last pieces

of gravel off ths turn, Dean
Grennell stared at them, forget-
ting his own work. Two kids,
one maybe fourteen, the other
younger, Was he like that when
he was & kid? It wass e long
times ago. The memories were
filled with tracks and wheels
and speed, Did they let kids
see the races If they swept off
ths turns in his day? Seamed
1ike then they had only dirt

tracks, but it was so far swemy...

He shook his head, He
couldn't spend his time daydream=-
ing this close to the @ctual
race., He returned to his job of
checking the engine over, Care-
fully he polished avery chrome
bolt on the head, It was a fim
car, and his own, ™lhe Grennsll

Special.”



He heard them coming up
behind him Defore the first
sroke. "Hey mister, what Xkind

of car is that?"

He turned to face the youn-
ger of the two bojs. "Well,
son, it ain't sny brsné of car--
just & homemade job."

" oh % "

"lHey, Joey, don't pester
the man. Gee, I'm sorry mister;
he loves to look at carsg."

"Thetts all right. I used
te Llang sround the Lracks when
1 wie your sge myseifl. 1 was
going to be the moat famous drl-
ver in the world..." Ho hzd to

sinile at that., It had DLeen a
long time.
"Hey mister, could Jou

taceh me how to 'm& racs driver?'

"Son, I wouldn't tesch m
son to drive a recing csr. I
can't think of an sssier way w
cormit sulcide. Here I'm forty-
five, and 1 don't know mysell
how I made it. PEul I'm washad
up, Gonna have Lo quit 'oon
K'Y reflexes slowin' downy énd
I'm gettin' forgetful. ¥Ys g-tta
be on your toes tn bLe & racer)
He'd been ‘'going to qult for
over & yesr now, snd .T Was go-
ing to have to be soc¢r, he real-
ized belatedly. "“Well, gotta
got my cesr in the line-up far
the rsce, and I don't want jym
kids messing around this pit.
Dot et too clese Lo the urscl
j& hear me?"

and Nick
across the track to the
of the first turn, and
up on the bales of hay
thiers. They'd abhle
everything!

scampera
outslde
climbad
stacka
tc see

Joay

be

L7

A moment lster, +the cers

that had been moving slowly in

formation down the trsck got the
flag. The race was on.

From their vantage point,
both Joey &nd Nick watched exci-
tedly. With a "whoooomi". the
cars shot by, almost within
arms' resch. Joey pulled on Hs
brother, s pointed ouf & Lright

red car. "Look's 1liks Mister
Crennsll is out frontt"
He wss ripght. Grennall and

his Speclsal stayed In front for
the rest of the rsace.

As soon as it was cover, the
two boys ran across the track
to the pits. There they canme
upon an oil-streaked Doun Gren-
nell.

"Cee, Mister Grenncil, you
wonl" Joey made 1t sound as
though the possibllity had nevar
occured to him.

"Yeah, but I'm going to
Lavets check thst front wheel.
Don't 1like the way it felt on
the last lap."

The boys picked up their
brooms which they had left nesr
Grennellt's pit, and hurried out
to sweer the gravel off the
turn once more. They hurried
now more thsn beforez. Crennsll
reflected that perhaps having
the pit closest to the tumrn
wasn't all 1t might be., The
kids would be bsck soon, and
they'd be in his hair sll the
time until the next race. The
next race! It was the 100-1lap
race, He'd better give thes car
@ thorough going over.

Laughing to themselves, the
two brothers returnsd to the Gron-
nell pit., Desn glsnced up &t



thien with a smile
wasn't too bac havl
of kids hern-worshi

Te spent almos
time talkine with t
ing, and hls ouwn
Mty own brother was
race=--his second., I
cocky dter f#r first
it was a cinch, It
me at the tlme, but
it was & freek 1ccid

never happei oo me.:

you belleve it. The
drivers hwe been ki
Believe me, l've
fall around me.

"How come you
nwer ot ort, thenf
Mister Grennell?"

"I have been,
Nick. I went into
nne srin I thoursht
sure I'd rawer come
out of allve, But
Iwmstill hae. Guess
I havent cd enough
sense to ret out
while te pgettings's
good. I'm gonna
quit som, anyway."

. It really And then 1t happened! As he
nz a couple tried to get closer tc the Inslide
D you. of the t>sgiz, the czr went out of

contral, nd hls rirht front
t all of his wheel shol off on 1ts own crazy

hem dout rac- tonpenl. Lz wesnearing the turn,
experlences. erd he lzaned to the lel'’, hop~-
killed in a ing he could pet he car into the
ruess he got pit on lhree wheels. Suddenly it
time, thourht skidded egoin, throwlng uc showers
really shook of sparxs behind him. He shot,
I just thought careenlng inte the bsles!
en.that could
Wesl, don't "Good Lord, those Lkids...l™
world's best It wss his 'sst theught before
Ied In races. the cur ceannoned through the
seon 'em all bales, throuing them high into
the air behind him.
[ "\ The cer smashed into

[re cheesecloth cloud drifted,
iccidentally goring itself
Sn & tapering pine.

The gaping puncture

caused the cloud

[o resemble a gisnt,
irinning broadly.

le drifted onm,

o te dispersed

ihen the wind discovered
it was in a foul mood.

s the boy shw-
lywalked baci L 'fe

bales, Joey trned b hls brother.

"{ don't care what he says. Me,
I'm gonna race when I pgrow up!
"Sure. Ille's old. They all
talk 1like ¢that when they pet
o01d." visited Deen

This time Dean, with a win-
ning car, was placecd to the back
of the pack, with the othcr bet-

ter cars. As hc began Hs second

lap, the wheel seemed suddenly

slack. "My God, I forgot to fix

*he d--- wheell' He triec Fn there wes
think desperately. If only he aveided 1it...

could get to the pi

J

q

It wes cver

1 occoncrete TIence,
ind &t Lhe same time
Mlemes circled it,
alevolentlly claim-
g It for their ovn

Joey had seen
the car go out of
control. He jumped

buek, rrebhing his
brether's erm in
his haste. Zut Mick

hed seen it toc,and
was jSumping the other

A67. He 1lost his
alance and foll
setween Lhie bules.

in &n instant,

end Nick's twisted body f€l with
the bales bHsck to earth.

Joey

stsred, uncomprehendingly.

It was 2 week lder tuct Jey

Grennell at the

hospitel, Grennell hec been ser=-

t. ed off

iously burned, &and
compound frectures. He looked up
at his visitor.

"I'm...I'm sorry kid.

uncenvinecingly.

hed ~uffered

Tneir eyes met,

snd he lowere. his.

Ir

eny way I could have

Hls volce trail-
Joey

looked et him s minute.
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"I knov it wasry your self,
Mister urewn,--. I wanter
s )Y L*lt." yor™
nies mind s You kew
the wheel!

I 1 ied

Y ki1l aAd my
brother! He turned quickly,
n

Grey mists swirled <=l1nwly
around him. He stared, ugeeinr,
at the long strip nf white fad-
ing into the grey tha surrounded

fore Dean Grennell could see his him, He was twelve years old,
tears, and laft. Grennell stared and it was not ©right that this
at the closed door. He had seen should happen to him,.

the tears.

Suddenly, through his vivid
He kn e uld newrdrive jemories, ait theshrill volices of
again, He shou 1"1 quit years cther boys.
ago. Ha shou i'"r checked the
d--~uheel, He should've....Lost "Hi Jc
in his recrimi udt‘vns, Dem Gran- lown here?"
nell began to noisslessly sob.
Ix\.- » J
Early the n He locked st
went down to © said, imporx
were no races somedey I'x

wanted tc look

Dsats Pssew Orer

Tom 13evr LJ 'S6

?
$#dght, black heir.
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