THE ALEMBIC

==

MAY, 1930



THE ALEMBIC

Published Quarterly
by THE
STUDENTS OF PROVIDENCE COLLEGE

Providence, R. |.



TABLE OF CONTENTS

VoLuME XXVIII May, 1950 NUMBER 4
EDITORIAL . i 3
CRITICISM . e e 79
FIVE AND TWENTY YEARS AGO ... cciiiiiii i 98
FICTION
THE SAFE SIDE..: soowvns s cuwns pavies 5 somay § emes 560855 Feeue s aess o6 7
George L. Eagle, *50
THE BIG VUGLY MAN o5 i s somis binsis s e 550ds sdmms s mmoni smm 27
Richard R. Hartung, 51
THE INTERVIEW. . ...t 44
Richard R. Hartung, *51
THE BRONZE CANDLESTICK .. s cuuu s covmn s wonnn wvion s scovis snsess 46
Robert J. Beck, 53
OLD: JIM: o s sviis 5 snis asmns onves Lamons $E50 3 508055 Fomans daines 68
Richard R. Hartung, ’51
GOING ASHORE. ... .. ittt ittt e e eieeeannnns 83
Richard R. Hartung, ’51
.7 3 173 o s TR R P —— 88
Richard R. Hartung, ’51
SPRING FEVER.. i scoves covams suimied s soens oaens sae sbevms soases 90
Charles F. Wooley, *50
NON-FICTION
CENTENNIAL COMMUNION ... ..itiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiieianannns 40

Charles F. Wooley, 50
“TWO ANGELS FOUGHT WITH BILL-HOOKS FOR HIS SOUL”

A CRITIQUE ON THE WORKS OF ROBERT LOWELL............
Wales B. Henry, '50

ACIS AND GALATEA i oo onmmin s vsisiars s siomsioss s wintsin s s wisisis § 4 654918 80560875 76
William H. Plummer, ’51

SKIN DEEP: s ¢ snmen oaenies pamies i Semess saess oamens ssmae sasmss 94
Charles F. Wooley, 50

VERSE

A PRAYER i coeusisne » scntonsne s usnisnens bssinionarisasiatate soisisioss ssaimeis sioseoIae §ivisgtes 25
Wales B. Henry, '50

AFTERNOON OF A CASHIER. ... .cctosteesesosncessessssnsesansos 26
Paul F. Fletcher, '51

CLARKE'S GREEN, CLARKE'S SUMMIT...........ccciiieivinnnnnnns 38
Paul F. Fletcher, 51

REQUEST s simuis £ 50 5o Dine s SOmsm aupeis Sopas & s s 39
Wales B. Henry, '50

BARFELY . oo ssnnins vassin samon i £5mmsd aomnn Samime s emwsme s cuamy sy 49
Wales B. Henry, 50

NANTUCKET LIGHT ... .i.ttitiitiittiieriietinteneteneseneannsnnns 66
Paul F. Flecher, 51

UNCERTAINTY coos o otimones ssomtusn s srofoeis oomdieis s s s5me & yslslels Sewning same . 86
Wales B. Henry, *50

BYRON AND KEATS............c..n. Ty SRR 87
Wales B. Henry, '50

RESOLUTION ............ ] Wi e P ¥ SnE AR 93

Wales B. Henry, 50



In a few days, nine months of bdoks, bullegin boards, classes,
late slips, A examinations Wlﬂ eqin to Ttade o the -

Q NOTHER academic Year is rapidly drawing to a close. With-
ming realm of “time past”. For somé it will have been fao rniag\rlnmare;

for others,"a rather pleasant Intellectyal and social sojourn;

it will have been a ?/ear a_boundm%ln ogportumtles for artlcg)da-
thon In extra curricular activities, A handtul of students has made
the most of these 0 RO[’[UHIUES; the vast. majority has remained con-
tent to Jook on apatnetically from the sidelines and to criticize and
vilify what is being done of attem%ted whenever and wherever pos-
siblg. ~ Anti-school SFIrIl seems o be the order of the day. If the
energy expended daily qn this, apparently the favorite indoor sport
on frie campus, were diverted to channéls of constructive thought
and action, ours would undoubtedly be the most active college™in
New England, if not in the country.

Before continuing, however, let it be well understood that our
contention is pot with the m,arrle,? students. ‘The grave and time-
consumlng obligations of famllz life, .needless to say, do and rl(ﬂ?tly
should take precedence overeeplthlng else. Nor'is |1(,W|th 0se
who find It hecessary to work lo g hours In order to finance their
education. They are, rath?r, to b8 admired an comgllme,nted for
ther realization” of the value of a Catnolic college e ucathrh %nd
thejr desire to acquire It at anP/ cost. The problem, then, 1s with that
body of students, and it 15 a farge one, which attends classes, does a
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The Safe Side
By George L. Eagle, 50

S the bartender poured my drink, | asked him if there
was another phone hesides that booth in the comer
¥vh|ch someone had been using for the last ten min-

utes.

_ “That'sthe only ong in the bar, sir, but there are others
in the lobby and the men’s lounge.”

Perhaps a trifle tired from the train, and settled now
at the bar, 1 decided to wait a moment longer.  There was,
after all, no rush about calling Lloyd. It Was hardly five-
thlrt;t |'had the whole evenlng in Saint Loujs, and even if |
met Lloyd for dinner, there was time yet to idle over drinks.

Here in the bar, paneled in dark wood and hung with
ﬁho,tograph,s of actors and hoxers, | glanced about at the men

aving a drink after work. It was that smoke-filled, talkative
rather wearied pattern that repeated rtself wherever you found
yourself at five o'clock. | lighted a cigarette.

Unwilling to separate the voices all about me, 1 gave
m%self instead to lassitude and ordered another Martinj.. hx
| aPpened 0, be ﬁassmg through Saint Louls has nothing |
Itselt to do with_this stary, but the fact is that my train Was
not to leave until midnight and I resolved to,s?end the eve-
ning pleasantly. Since my first moment in Saint Louis, some
years aglo, It hias alwags seemed to me a dreary and cheerless
City, a place where oné needs company to distract oneself from
the \%rasyness and banality of the town: It haf)pened that | did
know someone In town,” Lloyd Pierce, and | remembered, in
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fact, a remark he had made to me, four years before, on a bal-
cony in German%. , o .
“Remember, Curt, if you're ever in Saint Louis, look

. The phane hooth was still occupied, that same face
still framed In Jts IlgFi;_ted window. But there was no hurry
about calling Llogd lerce. _

It octurred to me | had not seen Lloyd since that day
we said good-bye in the hotel, when he was [eaving German
and thearmy.” For a time | missed him.  Of colrse | did:
afterall, Lloyd was interesting, and if he vexed yqu sometimes
with the things he said, he was nevertheless amusing to watch.
We were serq,eants in the same headguarters the chief clerks
of our respective sections, and we had come through England
and France together, and finally to Germany, to share a foom
in that hotel on Parkstrasse, RO

“Remember, Curt, if you're ever in Saint Louis, look

up.

, pThough | had begun to feel the cocktails, but only
S|Iﬁht|?/ of course, | ordered another. There was no need t0
call Lloyd right away, hut i wes pleasant to realize that he
was somiewhere In this city, that | could get him 1n a moment
on the phone. | could tell him to meet me for dinner and we
could spend the evening together, talking o, the army and of
Europe and of that whole ambiguous experience wtilch now
seemed in m)( mind_So remote,

| lighted a cigarette. The bar was crowded now, and
over the conversation and the laughter 1 could hear the five-
thirty melody of drinks being shaken and stirred. =~

Remember, Curt, If you're ever in Saint Louis, look

p'Always bright, always alert, and quite amusing—you
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had to say that about Lloyd, So many of the things he said
came back to me, so many”of the things he_did, and now here
| was in Saint Louis. The phone was still belngkused but
there was no need to call him just yet, and anyway [kept think-
ing of that autumn in Germany in forty-five, and the winter.
And now the bartender was saying something, and from the
way he Sf)Ok_e | knew | must have been deep in reverie.

“| said, sir, the phone is availahle now,”

“Thanks,” I said, “but I won't be needing it.”

From the Rhineland we moved near Frankfurt, to a
small resort city, charming and green in September, with its
sedate hotels and its shops which must have been, before the
war, quite modish. Headquarters was established in’ the
Grand Hotel, with the men billeted in smaller, rather faded
hotels throu?hout the town. Lloyd and | had a room on the
third floor of the Koenig on Parkstrasse, a_gramous European
boulevard with shops and hotels on one si
lake on the other. _

In the room French doors led to a balcony which over-
looked the boulevard and the park. -

. “I'm going to like this,” said Lloyd, dropping his duffel
with a thud,™1'm Eplng to like this quite well.” =

With a khaki handkerchief he wiped the perspiration
from his face. He was sensitive about his pitted complexion
and the sllght trace of acne on his face. His hair was brown-
Ish and fluffed at his forehead in @ manner | had once called
affected, whereupon he had asked me, in his high, clipped
voice, why | had never partaken of the enormous Satisfactions
of minding my own business. In height | should say he was

9

e, the park and a
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medium, and very slender, with narrow hands and fing long

fingers. , .
: "1 've always said," he went on, "“this is how they ought
to treat the boys. L o
It any of our outfits discover how we're living, we
won't be safé. , ,
He told me, in rather exact terms, what the outfits
could do. : : :

.| worked in a busy section, seldom returning to the
Koenig before five-thirty, dsually to find, Lloyd shaving, wash-
|n? his socks, writing & letter, or lounging in a chaiy’on the
balcony and reading a novelette. One afternoon, early in Qc-
tober, coming in tired and perhaps a bit vexed, I found him
on the halcony with a book;

“Don’t you ever work?” | snapped. .
. He looked up, cocked one brow, and gave me that '[I(%ht
twisted |ittle smile'of his. “Work, dear boy, is an effect of
r:gtmal S{I[]. At no time do | feel more moral than when
resisting It,
_ %lo d, | should mention, was a Catholic. | had a few
times troubled to wonder how Seriously he took his rellqmn
and how extensive his knowledge of it'was. | knew thal he
attended church each Sunday, While | have never felt attract-
ed to the faith they profess, it has often stirred me to notice
the dogged way In which most Catholics, even the most super-
ficial and illiterate, strive to keeg their souls in tidy readiness
for another Iife. | suspecteq there were certain things which
Lloyd would never do, or if he fell, repent at once and confess.
_~He came In from the balcony and tossed the hook on
his bed. “And anyway, you might practice the virtue of mind-
Ing your own business.” _
| was at the basin washing my hands and face. “You
10
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sound piqued,” | said, but of course I did not say piqued.
~ “Not reallﬁ, but Elsa’s been in here for an hour, gib-
bering in that ouflandish English of hers.”

.~ Elsa was the girl who cleaned the rooms on our floor.
Coming up to the room | had run into her on the stairs, with
an exchange of Guten Abends. _

“Why don't you learn German?” | asked him. “You're
the foreigner here, She isn't.

“Me lean German?_1°d rather grunt. And anYway,
SP?’aaYStsﬂe wants to learn English.  She™d stay in here all day
if 1'd Tet her.

When | had dried my face and brushed my hair, | felt
better. 1 lighted a cigaretté. “What're Xou doing tonight?”

“The club, I quess. What else? A movie? " I'm fed to

the teeth with Rita Hayworth.” .
_ | laughed. 1t seemed to me that Lloyd was all rlqht
if you understood him, and in his company if was not wholly
unpleasant to S,Pend an occasional evening in the Noncom
Club. “Mind it | tag?”. , _ o ,

He was at the mirror, putting on his khaki tig for din-
ner. “Not at all, but there’s something you should know.
I've got a new man in my section, and I told him 1’d take him
t(t) the club. He’sa private, so we'l have to fix him up with
stripes.
P "A private?” | must have sounded a bit astonished:
there were not many Frlvates in headquarters.

"He’s new, just came over from the States. He cant
be much more than eighteen. A child. The club will do him

| was sufficiently informed on human nature to suspect
that Sergeant Pierce was interested not so much in entertain-
ing a newcomer for the evening as in introducing an inexperi-

1
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enced hoy to the sug%estlve, alconolic atmosghere of the Non-
com Club. I coula seé he would relish the rbLe of the knowing
8UIde and at the same time would practice just enough cor-
escension to, make himself appear the private’s bengfactor.
He would win two ways.

| .had strolled onto the balcony and now. | tumned to
face again into the room. | raised my voice a trifle so LIo?/d
could hear me. "You could entertaini him, if you wanted {o,
in a dozen other ways. You could show him the city on his
afternoon off, . .

“You imply there’s somethln% wrong with the club.”

't‘:’l Ve been trying for a month to find something right

“Well, he'll get there sooner or later,” said Lloyd, “and
there’s no reason, with you and me around, why he should go
with the wrong people.”

|t was one of those statements of Lloyd’s so outrage-
ousI%/_absurd they silenced you. | knew it would be futile’to
ask him who the“wrong people were. .

He was standln(‘; now in the French doors, facing me.
The towel had brought an unaccustomed color to his usually
fgllov% che(ejk,g. It'stime for dinner,” he announced, “and

m starved.

. The Noncom Club was a,re(iulsmoned German cafe
with a low Cel|ln(|}, faint orange lighting, and alcqves for the
small circular tables. The tloor had been cleared for dancing,
with a dais at one end for the German orchestra.  When we
arrived with Private Rand, the club was already crowded, op-
pressive with body heat and the smell of cheapy perfume, stri-

12
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dent with blasts of music, choked with cigarette smoke. The
orchestra was playing somet ing very American by Irving
Berlin._ We found an alcove and sat down.

When the German waitress apdpeared Lloyd and I or-
dered cognac and turned to Jim Rana for his choice.

II'right if | order Coke?”

“Don’t"you want something more interesting?” Lloyd
asked him.

He Eave Us an uneasy smile and though the light was
bad, I think he blushed. “Coke’s fine.”

With the waitress gone Lloyd, havrnP given Jim his
amused compressed smile, remarkéd, “We’ll’ make a Soldat
of you yet. Just keelo your eye on me and Sergeant Atwood.”

‘Curtis,”] told"Jim. ““Curt.  And don't let me hear
YU say sergeant.”

Jim chuckled ina rather embarrassed way. | was sorry,
for his sake, that Llor(dh brought_him. I" was sorry e
should witness so soon the va%rue rY sordrd spectacle of all these
grrls with their counterfeit smr es, their faded, prewar
resses, their strrngy blond hair and scuffed pumps. " | was
sorry he should glimpse so soon their overpainted faces and
their reedy sucking on cigarettes. He would be in Europe
for a time and I Was sorry he should hear 50 earIy their flat,
coarse vorces angd their steely érter He must have won-
dered as | did, if these men WOU| dance in precisely that way
with their girls athome, Even while dancing, some of the men
wore their"caps, peaked at the ends like ondolas sef rakishl d/
on the backs of their heads, their ties and collars Toosene
some even held cigarettes in their %rrnnrng mouths.

The waitress brought our drinks and | turned again
to look at Lloyd and Jim. Lloyd was saying something and
while | could not persuade myself to isten, Jim, perhaps out

13
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of some compulsion, did. |t gave me a chance to get a more
complete impression than had been possible at odr meeting
in the Koenig. o

| found nothing in his appearance—no amusing trait,
no characteristic expréssion, no peculiar mark—from which
| might fashion an Interesting portrait of Jim Rand. Sitting
theré at the table, he was, physically at least, entirely commor-
place. He was rather short, with straight dark hair and small
eves, and his teeth though white, werg crooked and a few of
them broken. Perhaps thie only thing to distinguish him from
any of the other soldiers in the cafe was his fastidiousness. Be-
fore seating ourselves | had glimpsed the lustre of his boots,
and now, When_ he lifted his glass, 1 noticed the impeccable
?roomlng of his nails. His Uniform, snugly. tailored, was

reshly pressed, the buttons on_his jacket polished. and lac-

quered. These things seemed incongruous with his boyish-
ness. There are a féw military expressions which the vul(r}ar
might have applied to Jim’s meticulousness, but | suspected
they would all 'be unjust.

Lloyd leaned across the table toward me. “Shouldn’t
we 7t,e1II Jim that most of these boys and girls don’t stop at danc-
ing’

! _This time | was quite certain Jim blushed. | smiled
at him, trying very hard not to be avuncular. “Jim knows
that, Lloyd; hie’s no fool. _ .

“The boys don’t spend their marks for nothing,” Lloyd
went on. "Wrere the hell’s that waitress? She must think
we're camels.” _ .

“Do_you come here often, to this place?” asked Jim.
It was the fifst time he had spoken vquntanI{. _

“If we had any sense—" 1 began, but Lloyd interrupt-

14
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ed: “Almost every niﬂht._ We generally come here with
women. You can usually find the kind you want.”

“Lloyd, after all—" ,

“After three years in the army,” Lloyd was saymP, “you
Jc,an get pretty damned sick of virtug. You'll see what I'méan,
|

| wondered, if Jim believed the lies Lloyd told. He
passed the tip of his tongue across his lips. “I fiope not,” he
said, quite gunelessly., L ,

_ Lloyd was scrutinizing him with that twisted, amused

smile. “Say, boy, you're staunchly wrgmal, aren’t you?”

“Lloyd,” 1 said, perhaps foo sharply, “why don't you
get the waitress?” L

But he was still considering Jim. “I bet you've never

“You bet your boots | haven't.” _ ,

“ “You bef your boots—can’t you put it more vigor-
ously than that?” " _ ,

“Tell the kiddies, Sergeant Pierce,” I said, “how you
ever learned to be such a—

“Silence, dear boy.” ,

“And quit saying’ ‘dear boy”. | wouldn’t blame Jim
for calling you a pansy.” . .

Llgyd arched his brow with insinuation. “I should say,
offhand, thiat the opposite has been true.”

Jim asked where the men’s room was, and when he left
the table, | faced Lloyd squarely. “What the hell’s your racket
tonight? V\/,h% are you taunting that kig?” ,
. He lighted 4 cigarette and cast down the match with
impatience. ~“Why doyou take everything so seriously? I'm
just having some fun.”

“YOu can have it some other way. You don’t have to

15
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embarrass him, you don't have to make him feel like a child."

Lloyd muttered an obscenity which until now | had
never heard him use. “He’ll be here when we're qone. He’s
HOt to find out sooner or later what it'slike. Dont you think
e knows what those dames are? He’s not that young.”

| drained a glass of cognac and it must have given cour-
aqe to my thoughts. Though not in the habit o cnhmzmq
Lloyd to’his face, | knew for once | would. “I know wha
you're up to, Lloyd, and any idiot could see it. You get a
nasty, cheap little satisfaction out of making Jim think you're
quite the man of the world, quite the rogug.”

_Lloyd chuckled, a bt sardonically, | felt. *You know,
Curt, in your own damnable way you're fight. But if | can't de-
ceive Jim, who can | deceive?” “"He looked at me then with
an unwonted candor, “I've lived such a rigidly chaste life
I'm a little sick of being considered a saint.”

“Preserve us.” , ,

From the expression on his face | inferred that m%/ re
mark, especially coming from an unbeliever, had not been
entlreIY discreet. At Iéast | should not have rolled up my
eyes. 1t had offended and perhaps even hurt him. _
_ “You may not realize it, Curt, and | don’t usually admit
it, but 1've never in my life gone too far with girls. I all my
life I've never—" o

He was making me feel like his confessor. “You don't
have to te]l me these things, Lloyd. All you have to do is shut
up with Jim.  But I suppose nd one can”make you do that."

He seemed to have become suddenly grave. “Asa mat-
ter of fact, Curt, I can tell you how, | feel—ahout morals, |
mean, and conscience, |I'm dead serious about it, | don’t be-
lieve 1n fooling around. | may not be very holy, ver¥ religious
and all that, and | guess I'm pretty flippant sometimes; but

16
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when it comes to conscience, | make pretty damned sure I'm
on the safe side.” _ o
, |t made me uncomfortable to hear him talking like this
in the Noncom Club, and | was relieved to see Jim making
his way toward us across the floor.

_“By the way,” he said, when he was seated, “where can
| find out about Masses?”

. Brotherhood flickered across Lloyd’s face. “We use
the civilian church,” he said. “It’s a beautiful little church
Saint Boniface, near headquarters, by the river. A sort of
moderate Gothic, 1'd say, with functional overtones.”

| suspected that t0 Jim it mattered naught if the church
was Gothic, Romanesque, or nothing much atall. | suspected
he had different uses to which he put a church.
“What time is Mass in the morning?”
“You mean Sunday?”
“No, tomorrow.” , o
. “Oh.Seven, 1 guess. Seven-thirty, something like

~ The waitress came to see if we would have another

drink. Jim read his watch. “None for me.”

“We've got plenty of time,” said Lloyd. “They don't
close for an hour,” .

“But it’s after midnight, and I'm receiving.”

\Y

“Guten Abend, Elsa.”

“Guten Abend, Herr Atvood.”

| entered the room, sank onto my bed, and started to
take off my boots. Lloyd was at the basin shaving. "Busy
day?” he asked me. _

“About the same.  Club tonight?”
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“Might as well.”
“Jim gorn?’)”
He was spfashing on is shave lotion, filling the room
with a Pungent fragrance “He’s making the mission.”
had been ook ngon the floor formy low cuts but now
I glanced up at Lloyd. “The what?”
The mission, You know—at the church. Three
nights of prous platrtudes
What about YOU
“I'm not the type.

Vv

Late in January, with Lloyd on furlough, the room,
though Tor the first feiw days | had enjoyed the’solitude, was
a lonely place. One evening | put down my book, %ot into
my overcoat, and passed through the dark streets to the Non
cdm Club. 1 took the only alCove thatwasem t%’ g
the.orchest ra Was pIaYmg, onP/afewcou ples danced, the rést
sitting amorousIP/ at thelr tables. The waitress appeared

Itte."

I Irghted a cigarette and reIaxed in the warmth of the
club. Predently | saw Jim apJ)roac mgwta e unsteadrly
Onceortwrce he stagpered and lurched” He had spilled some-

thing down the front of his jacket, his shirt was unbuttoned
at the neck, his hair tousled, He looked ten years older than
he had that evening of our megting in Octobe,

"H'a, sarge.” His voice was sonIen and furry.

"Ggog 10 seeyou lim, St dow )

Cant Ve got the dame here ‘Where’s Lloyd?

"In London He left on furlough a week ago.

18
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“Hell of a swell guy.” |
“Hell of a swell guy,” | said.
“Do anYthlng for you. Sure shows a %uy the ropes.”
_Suddenly his eyes'became watery, as though he were
%om? to cry. Aware of how conspicuous he must be, | tug]ged
Is sleeve and he tumbled into the chair beside mine. The
waitress came with my drink, and rather to my surprise Jim
reached for it clumsily and swallowed it in a gulp.” We had
said nothing since thepanegyric on Lloyd.
“How are things at Church?” _
. Itwasa disarming question, under other circumstances
ajoke. 1did not know what to say. “I don't know, Jim.”
“That'sright, you're not a Catholic, are you?”
It seemed somehow heartless just to say no, such a
naked word, about something which meant so much to Jim.
“Butyou could go to church, couldn’t you, if you want-
ed t0?” He looked at'me with something I"could recognize
only as envy.
“| suppose | could. So could you.”
He snapped out a little bitter laugh. “What good
would it do, with her, with the way I'm living?”
| did not know how to be adequate. Perhaps Jim need-
ed a word from me, perhaps just a word would_help, but |
could not put myself in the role of a moralist. The Idea of
my suggesting to' Jim that his Mass might strengthen him
struck me as'Incongrugus and even a trifle grotesqe. More-
over, he ml%_ht resent it. .
_ | noticed his woman watching us across the floor,
a painted, sullen girl with lanky stréaked hair and square
shoulders. She was dragging deéply upon her cigarette.
Turning to Jim again, | contemplated the rent in his
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life and the two hungers which opposed each other so fiercely.
“You could give her up,” | suggested. .

The [ook, he gave me, | cannot describe it, told me the
answer,

_ The waitress came with more champagne and this time
| lifted the glass and held it in my hand. There was no point
in Jim’s drinking am( more. Hoivever selfish it was, | wanted
him to leave: | wanted him to return to his alcove with the
girl, if that was the only Rlace he could go. . .

. Astring of saliva had spilled acraSs his chin and onto
his tie. He was looking at me with his small liquid eyes,
streaked with little flashes of red. “How did everythlng get
so damn’ loused up? Curt, how the hell did everything ever
get so damn’ loused up?”

Vi

Lloyd returned in time to sort the effects of Jim Rand.
He threw "all of Jim’s personal things into a helmet and
brought it into our room. | knew fe was being careful to
avoid sending to Jim’s mother any mementa of his recent life,
any provisions from the Post Exchange which she could not,
If She received them by accident, regard with indifference..

“I wish you'd téll me exactly what happened,” he said.

“|'ve already told you twice.”

“You must know Something more.”

| had been ertln? a letter at the table and now | stood

up with annoyance. “I told you. He took a jeep and drove
to Frankfurt—to see a girl, I"suppose. He must have had a
lot to drink, and | figure he Jeft Frankfurt about mldm%ht,
and coming back on the Autobahn ... when they found him
they hardly could tell who it was.” ,

For'a time Lloyd said nothing. He was looking at
20
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everythi,n% in the helmet, the fountain pen, the identification
tags which Jim had hated to wear, the lacquered buckle for
his belt. | saw Llogd take uR a small olive Bible and turn it
over in his hand, and then a photograph. . “Must be his mother.
—You know, Curt, | feel awful about Jim, but he had let go
of himself, hadn't he?” _

Just then 1 could not stand looking at Lloyd another
moment. | turned about sharply and stodd for a time at the
doors to the halcony. The sky was slate, and beyond the Park-
strasse the trees stood naked and gray with February. They
were strlpﬁed and senseless th_mqso lead. | could not he-
lieve they had once, on our arrival, been so verdant and alive.

When | turned back, it surprised me a little to see
Lloyd standing at the mirror, examining_the pits in his face.
He swung about and faced me with a srhile. .

“London is almost gay,” he said. “Rather different
from wartime, dear boy; really quite lively and bright.”

Vil

. A week later | was in the Louvre, contemplating the
Winged Victory. | was glad to be away from headquarters
and Trom Germany and glad mostly. | Suppose, to be away
from Lloyd. | was content now to” linger in the qaller for
8 long as it pleased me; there was somethln(g In 1S vastness
and 1S stillness which freshened my perspective and helped
me to rearrange my thoughts. . .

As | stood against the wall, at a distance from the Vic-
tory, a soldier passed before me whom 1 knew. ~ He was a man
from headquarters, in Ll%ydssectlon, and so slight was our
acquaintance there seemed no need at all to say nello. But
he turned and saw me.
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He_smiled genially. “Hello, sarge. How long have
you heen in Paris? _ _

| told him | had arrived the night before.

“Lloyd with 3/ou?”

“No. He had a furlough last month.”

. “Too bad he couldn’t make it. But he’s pretty con-

scientious and | quess it’s hard for him to get awa?/.” .

| said nothing, . I amaman of but one talent, a capacity
to face the facts, and it would have to be proved to me that
Lloyd was ever too conscientious to take a furlou?h.

“Lloyd’s okay,” the man went on, “a hell of a swell

g' / His words reminded me of my last conversation with
Jim Rand, and | must have smiled in that wry way which |
have tried from time to time to overcome.

"What’s so funny?" _ .
. “Nothing,” I told him. “Nothing’sever quite so funny
8 it should be.

Al

“Guten Abend, Elsa.”

She mumbled a Guten Abend and came clattering
down the stairs past me. When | entered the room Lloyd was
writing at the table.

“Busy day?” | asked him.
He looked up and smiled. “A wonderful day.”
| wondered what he meant.

. When_| took up my soap, | noticed in the basin a bottle,
lying on its side and covered with water. “What’s this?”
Lloyd looked up again from his letter. “Oh—cham-
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ptagne. The colonel gave it to me. 1 thought we might have
|

efore dinner. _

. Hecrossed the room and lifted the bottle from the ba-
sin, wrapping It in a towel; then took from the bureau two
of the stemmed glasses he had fiiched one night In the club.

As | washed my face and hands | remembered Elsa. |
took a towel, and when | turned to Lloyd he was strug%l_lng
with the cork in the champagne. | did riot offer to heIF im,
experience having tau?ht me that he resented it as a reflection
upon his vu{;or. He fold me once that when it came to his
opening bottles, | could just mind my own business..

Byt ewax, dsked him, “what’s wrong with Elsa?
| just met'her on the stairs and she looked like gloom Itself.”

“Elsa,” he said pettishly. “You know, of course, when
she comes In to clean up, she always stays longer than she has
to. | must be a complete idiot, but | never caught on, until
today.” He gave a little, tired [augh. “Lord knows why, but
th(ej poor girl"likes me, and just before you came she tried to
seduce me.

I droRped the towel on my bed and, for somethlnﬂ to
do, crossed the room to the table: The cork popped. “And
what did you do?”

He was ahout to pour the chamPagne when he looked
at me with surprise. “I'told her no, of course. You remem-
ber what | said that night in the club, about staying on the
safe side, | thou?ht | éxplained it to you.”

"5 that all you said—just no?”" .

.l was quite honest: T told her it’s against my con-
science. _

For a moment | stared at Lloyd, then turned quite
abruptly and opened the doors, welcoming like a benediction
the draft of cold air.
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“Hell, Curt, it’s cold. Shut those damned doors.”

I stepged onto the balcony and shut the doors behind

me It was dbut foramomen t at least, | did not want
(?0 |n5|de A ew people hurried along the street below
the park ang eskywere bleak and gray and heavy, |
feltaveryfnemls ?amstm face. M handswereclenched
on the rail of the balcony. Presently the doors opened and
Lond came out with the champagne handing me one of the

“Is this your idea of sport°” he said.

There was nothing for me to say, nothing clever, noth-
ing bitter, not |n WISe.

“Curt, th|s Is the perfec time for champagne. I'm
celebratlngn 'Remember | 'told you It's been a wonderful day?
I'm gom? ome. | gotmy orders this mornln[q §

| Tooked at him,  “Congratulations, Lioyd.”
We litted our glasses and drank.

“Remember, Curt, if you're ever in Saint Louis, look

me up.”
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A Prayer
By Wales B. Henry, 50

SuS, t(}H\c/re]Th meqnerué)
fﬁ ou%d o not defame
eau feeI Iﬁ%m always there:
ﬂl Jrheyvmay make each \k;or(p
us, fouch m snfuI
fgivxllo%f éi{]n st at re “ﬁ
e$ brags ana no 0 rtlj "
wev%’ ]e Ee tific |g5}1
R 5 g I
nd[osF ge e on to.si
E())F{ove a j/ Famfrom Thee
J Oﬁs %ha}shtg %% PX thhe :Ig\l;j Land.
yJes Qo' toletmes tray.

00 pose alls
|erc (? p% grxe/é)t(! ﬁ-nandss for me,
ove mys an set me free.

Lord Ieﬁ} me kl?:BThy Blﬁ)odg Hands

Thal gy B Gl s

And% ?n I Ieraveﬁg 5 Barthlé/ strands
Tl iy it i s

a prayer.
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Afternoon of a Cashier
By Paul F. Fletcher, 51

| sit here in a cashier’s hooth

For the afternoon show:

From twelve to five, and then some more:
And | watch them come and go.

| watch the clouds on a windswept day
Skip over that dirty building,

And sometimes a qull flies Over that way,
And the sun sprays its wings with gilding.

The dampness gets af m% curls sometimes,
And the winter gets fresh with my legs;

And sometimes a woman complains™of her change
And sometimes a poor kid hegs.

| read on lazy afternoons, .

When the children are %met in school;
And fellows and girls are off at work . . .
Except when the manager fools.

But | have dreams and dreams and dreams
Of quiet country brooks,
And'maybe a dréam or two of him . . .
And how he laughs and looks.



The Big, Ugly Man
By Richard R. Hartung, 1

DDENLY | left the street window of the cafe and ran
to the gpen doorway, and stepﬁed in. | caught the sharp
odor of wine, and the atmosphere was hot and close and
noisy. | stared hard through the cigarette haze and confusion.
Chairs Were being pushed b peopewere jumping up and
waving their arms and shouting, and 1 couldn’t'see his face
any more.

But then they scattered quickly, as the fighting men
Iurched forward from the bar andcraslied against atable: The
gDy man Wwas Wrstrng, Kicking, Iashrng out with all his
force ut he didn’t have a'chance dgainst the five Frenchmen
Three were trying to hold him from behind, and another was
acing his face and a fifth was krckrng vroIentIy at his groin.
hen'| saw his face agam, U Yan Wet and ‘Smeared with
blood and—yes, | was Sure of'it! - That livid scar across the
cheek and thiat crooked beak nose.

In spite of m seIf | was edgrng forward through the
jeering crowd which had formed in & circle arqund e six
men. | stared intently at that face, and hegan to feel the same
od consumrngnhatred all over again. | watched that face,
loathsome and Ioody ang contorted with pain, snapping back
and forth and sideways, from the Frenchmen’s blows, and
visions of the past that'I d tried hard to forget seemed to blend
with the face and become an ugly part of .

The big ugly man suddenly wrenched free and dashed
over to a tablé, and picked up a chair. He held the chair
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R,oised over his shoulder and waited, his jaw thrust ut and
is full lips twisted in that repulsive half-scowlmg smile. He
could have made for the door, but he didn’t budge. The peo-
ple stopped jeering, and there was hardly a sound.

And it was as if | were again on watch in the bridge-
house, that raﬁlng,helllsh day off the capes; when | stood
braced on the Reaving deck with my face pressed hard against
the hatch window, transfixed and shocked and awed at"what
| saw outside. The picture of the captain out there had sta¥ed
with me for long after. And my dreams had been haunted
by the hig u?ly man on the sea-swept bnd?e wmg, Ieanln(%
far out over thie rail and silhouetted against a dark overcas
sky: thrusting out his jaw toward the White mountain of sea
gﬁg Eoee%rgn gend his ugly face twisted in hatred, and mockery,

lance.

_ That picture had (Igrown old and stale with time. But
now it was vivid again as the man stood there in the cafe—de-
fiantly, mockingly—and waited, and smiled. | stood at the
ed%e of the crowd and watched the five Frenchmen move in
and watched him: and | wondered why | gave a damn, and
what the sam-hell | was about to do.

. Then suddenly there was a short metallic scraping
noise, and a woman screamed, and something glittered in' the
tall” Frenchman’s hand.

All at once | picked up a chair and heaved it hard at
the tall Frenchman. "And before | realized it | was beside the
uglx man, and_ bracing myself, and swinging a broken bottle
with all my ml,ght. vert;)/,thln% converged, and | was caught
tight In the midst of bobbing heads and twisting bodies and
swmgmr%; fists and gouglng_fln ers. | %ot free arid lashed out

hard, and was caught again, and then free again; trying to
28
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stay free, shifting, _turni,nﬂ, kicking chairs in front of me,
swinging and slugging with all | ha

| was mad, mad as hell, and the blood on the jagged
end of my bottle made me madder. | knew | was backing up
and coulq feel People trying to %,et out of my way. Somet mg
Was %nppmg a m% arms, somet |n%else Was smashing upwar

and knocking my heag hack, and I had quick painfulglimpses
of shadows on the celling.

| backed a(];alnst something hard and even, and | knew
it was the wall. T could feel him slugging 1t out beside me
and heard him cursing 1n that qutturaltong of his, and I could
almost see that smile, still on Ris battered face.

e I AL
arouné to ,b%c the%glgindoﬁ aer grag%ed at the ﬁst that kept
slamming intp my face, and tried desperately to keep my head
down. ['could see faces close In the background, smiling fages
ang I,au?hlng faces and hearded faces and prett}i faces, with
red lipstick and glatlnum-blond_e hair and black berets and
black pipes. And then everything blurred together, and all
the noises merged in a far-off din,

* * * *

Qutside it was cold and damp, and the narrow street
was dark. | told th$m | was all right now. so they let %? of my
wrists and got out from under my shoulders. |"'was bleeding
badly, and”shivering, and the chill air bit into the oPen
wounds on my face,” | hurt all over and couldn’t see out of
one eye. The'man in a police uniform spoke to me in broken
English and asked where my ship was. | said Pier 16, and
another man said something in French to the cab-driver, |
got In and sprawled on the back seat.
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point K,our meer at and say, we’ll do this or that and then
everything will be all right, "She was a safe ship with safe car-
go, riding’a safe sea to a safe destination. But she was guided
y a bl% ugly man.
nd as | lay there on the floor of the cab, | pondered
what there was about the man that kindled such an odd mix-
ture of fear and hate and—respect; about a man whom_one
can detest, and at the same time risk his life for in a filthy
barroom fight: a man you can hate and fear and yet—not
really know. ,

He was a hig Powerful man. But although he wasn't
deformed, every bit'ot his power seemed to blend with an ugly
disproportion 0f frame. He was always hunched way over
like an ape, as if his massive chest werg too much a burden,
and his long, thick hairy arms added to an impression of un-
leashed animal strength. But this impression was offset by
his face. - For althqugh it was twisted and scarred and centered
with full sneering lips, it was ruled by a Ralr of intelligent eyes;
deep eyes that genetr,ated, everything they saw, that spoke of
a capable but brooding intelléct, and séemed to guide and
temper every motion of the man’sanimal-like body. _

But it wasn't his physical ugliness that striick fear into
the hearts of matuyre men. | uséd to watch him pace the
bridgedeck; he'd slouch back and forth from wing to wing,
hours on end, and it was as if every muscle of his body wefe
being inwardly withheld from some act of passionate violence.
He never talked to anyone on watch, except to mutter an or-
der, and he was always starln% Intently out to sea and at the
sky. He'd glare foréver at the sparkling ocean beyond the
rall or across the heaving bows, or up at & brilliant sun above
the swayln% crosstrees, Or a clear heaven flaked with stars in
the tropical night; and no matter where he looked, his face
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The car lurched forward and clattered over the cob-
blestones. My body was tense, and | gritted m%/ teeth a%alnst
the seatcover.” What the hell had | done? Why did_ | do it?
Why, wr&y?—m,heaven’s name!  The cab-driver said some-
thing and | realized | was saying “Why?" out loud.

| closed m}( eg/es, but it was no good. | covered them
with my swollen fists, but that didn’t do any good either. |t
wouldn’t shut out the memories. Vivid memories of a ship
In tropical waters two years ago.

. The jolting taxi slanted upwards along a crude brldﬂe
Ieadlngf to fhe dock area across the Seine, and | heard the
mourrtul wail of a ship’s whistle somewhere in the distance.
We reached the summit of the bridge, and then | was thrown
to the floor as the car lurched down toward the opposite hank
of the river.. | just lay there on the floor with my fists clenched,
staring up into the darkness of the cab and tasting blood as
It ran"down my face; and trying hard not to think about that
ship two years ago, and its Ugly detested captain.

That ship. Outwardly just like any other freighter
at sea—,holdlnP steady. course” with her cargo hatches stiffed
black with coal: changing watch every 4 hours, day and mght,
to the reqular plpmg of a mate’s whistle; washing down fore
and aft each day under a blazing tropical sun; and the cease-
less throb of her en[qmes blending softly with a suzlmg of sea
past the waterline, fike any other"ship.” Clean and well-disci-

plined, too.

. But she was too quiet and uneasy, and smouldering
with fear below decks, as she slid on throu%h the tropical sed.
A strange kind of fear—one that couldn’t De easily explained
or traced to normal causes. There was no im
or threat, or even remote danger; anyway, no
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was convulsed with the most horrible expression of hitterness
and hate and defiance | have ever seen in man.

The 3rd Engineer said the captain lost his shirt in the
depression and had never lived it down. Qthers would tell
from hearsay, about the time he watched his only son lashed
to a stanchion and slowly drawn-and-quartered, by pirates off
the China coast; he did"all that drinking in his cabin, the
said, because often at night the boy’s screams would echo stifl
In his ears. And men whispered in the fo'c’sles that the Old
Man was possessed hy the Devil and hated all creation, and
that he was “gettmq,back" at God for making him ugly.

_ Aslongas I'live, I'll never cease to wonder at'what the
sklpﬁer did that day off the capes. We'd just been lashed hard
on the starboard, by 80-knot winds—I had the late afternoon
watch with him in the bridgehouse—and mad hell was break-
ing loose all over the ship.” She was, already swinging at 40
degrees, and a hurricane Sea was roaring in on the wings out-
side. | stood braced on the shaking™deck with m%/ anms
clutched around the engine telegraph, yelling at the two
yyh%elmen anéj”waltmg desperately™for the"crazy fool to order

reduce speed”.

Tﬂze Old Man stood unsupparted at the bridge-window,
hunched over and bracmq himself easily against each slant-
ing lurch of the ship.. Hislong, hairy arms hun% down limply
from a wet undershirt—he néver wore foul-weather %ear ar
a life jacket—and he was like a_%orllla ready to lunge through
the window. Every time we pitched forward, a njountain of
seawould come thundering against the thick glass before him,
and his ugly face was conorted in a sneer.

.| waited and waited for the order to reduce speed, won-
dering just how much the damn fool thought she could take
at this pace; and It maddened me to see hint standing there o
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stron%and stead WI thout any support, when | had all | could
do to % he two hel msmen were falling all over each
other as they strained frantically against the wheel, and our
compass scale took a holiday. T heaving deck shook hard and
there was a hollow: poundln all over the ship, as she slammed
this way and that into, the ra?(mg ocean. He just stood there
by the W|n ow, weavmg back and forth and ‘sneering at the
hurncane and flnal 7y could hold my tongue no longer.

speed, cap'n

The ngxt moment he was hover| lg over me by the compass,

legs wide apart and fists clenched. Fle looked awful, standing
there before me n the grey dimness of the bridgehouse.

“Full ahead,” he Said.

| thought | was hearing things. But the order was clear
enough—clear and emphatic’in that guttural tone of his.

“Captain! What the hell------"

He took a step towards me, and his face was hastlg
[ljr; ftlgﬁcdelm light of the compass scale—ugly with crazy hate an
ditle. “Full ahead.” This time he whispered it, barely au-

Above all 1 remember his eyes, deep and strong and
defiant, and staring right through me as | hesitated ovér the
engine telegraph
| said a prayer as | shoved the lever to top speed, and the

r r-r-fing of th te egra h could ust be heard above the roar-
ng din out5|e Present] teen%me room phone rang ur-
gentl and | knew that down ther? they thought I’ made a
mistake, but | couldn’t look awaE from hIS eyes to answer it.
That evening the Chief Engineer stumbled into the
bridgehouse, yelling'that two of his men had heen injured be-
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low and what in the name of hell did we think this was any-
way. But he suddenly stopped short when he saw the big
shddowy form at the window; and. there was a strange fear i
his eyes, as he turned and groged,hls way back into fhe lighted
Eo_mpgnflonway. The Chief Engineer had sailed with thé cap-
ain before.

_ Bless that Shl?. She took a constant, terrific beating
all night, and well into the next day, as she plunged on wildly
through the towering seas, She Seemed fo be under water
most Of the time, lurc ml%frantlcall,y for air and screaming in
protest to the merciless T20-knot winds that lashed her o all
sides. The wheel watches tried desperately to put the sea
on our quarter and keep it there, but under such speed it
was no use. Davits were smashed and the starboard hoats
carried away; hoom rigging was crushed and scattered U'P
forward; and throughout the night, there was a terrible split-
tmg, all over the Ship as heavkl sea crashed against metal
plating. We all knew that her steady full headway, in such a
sea, was suicidal. But nobody said anything.

For sixteen Ion% hours, the old man hardly budged
from his position at the bridge-window. Once during ‘the
nlﬁht, shortly before my relief, he came out of his trance and
left the bridge for fifteen minutes, When he returned there
was a revolver on his hip, and | caught a strong odor of
whiskey. He relapsed into his strange Spell by thé window,
swaying back and forth and starln% Insanely Intg the pitch
blacknéss beyond, and no one werit near him all night.

And | loathed him for it. For what? He never harmed
me as an individual, or anyone else | know: he seemed to be
above personal malice. True, he almost’ killed us all by
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diving that ship through a hurricane sea at fop speed—an un-
heard-of, fantastic thing to do. But he didn't intend mali-
clously fo endanger anyone’s life.. His malignant defiance
or what you will, seemed to be agamst the hurficane—absurd
and unréasonable as It sounds; against the hurricane on the
other side of the bridge-window.

Yes, | loathed him. But what is it that might accom-
pany hate for stch a man? Fear? Awe? Respect?

|1l never forget those endless nights in a hot stagnant
sea off the eguato,r. XIH% awake on a Sieat-soaked bunk and
hating the captain, and hopelessly wonderln% why. Lying
awake one night, tense and Staring’ hard Into the sultry dark-
ness of my cabin, and hating the cai)_taln with all my soul
and b_eln(t;;,suddenl,y a dim flickering Tight in the cabiri from
heat ligh mr&g outside, the dark contour of may 45 revolver on
the bulkhead: TFd then—unging o to[ be ,wreRchlng the

un off the wall and pitching 1t"with all my might through

e open port; hearing it splash in the smiooth"sizzling sea
belé)w ang %tandln %here In the darkness, shaking all ‘over
and horrified at the thought.

And so, aboard that ship in the middle of nowhere, |
had learned what |t_reaelllsy IS to hate and  fear, without
knowing exactly why it was that | hated and feared. |t haa
nothing to do With any personal ties between me and the big
ugm Jnan, ecause norfe existed, | never knewhm\(—nobod
could possibly know him—and he didnt care to know me:
except as his 3rd Mate, that s, without name or ﬁ,rsonah .
And'it couldn’t have peen his physical, natural Ugliness, for
that was merely repulsive. .

There was an inner ugliness about the man. It
could be seen in his eyes—in his'deep, brooding eyes—which
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penetrated everythrng they saw with mockery, and defiance,
and contempt.
- IdBfLete |I thrnksrt n\nNar% gennsed or feIt moretttétre}]ne anrgtt;rng

I In th U up bi r
all that exrsted—somet Ing un%e)esgngt)lepand ternﬁe |gnsr
nim, and controlled onIytéyhrs strong Intellect and will. A
bitterness a ainst the worl

The Di % ugly man seemed to have a kind of hatred and

contem Afr verythrngC For his shrF and the men %board
her: and the sea which | love, with Its strange beaut
and ch farm and power, and ts thousand different moods con-
temg or the winds that rule the sea, and the sky above if, and
he sun and moon and stars. For Go d

And yet I'd helped the big ugly man in need I had
fought for him—right at his side—In a dirty French cafe on
the other side of the world, against five Frenchmen 1'd never
even seen before fully aware of the, odds, and knowing that
! rrrgou Id }nrobab y never see him again or be thanked by any-

ecab had stopped, ang the was yelling t
someone |n French. Iwggon the?loorst(rjf Y)Teedrn toovgeaﬁ
to look out the window, and | didn't care an %/w?%/ | was still
gnnttte (r)r(r) “Why?” "and the word had a gargling sound as |

Then there were quick footsteps and the loose rattling

gangway chains, and voices. . They were, familiar voices,
f (r)%ndl a dAmengﬁg anrd Isagggnharld toS lift m ggef%%he
ggrrrrs Some d Brow?edl “Eagy!” as)theglvit? (P R] dltoftﬂg
3
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| was being held up in front of a bright lighted gang-
wa()j/, and frlendlx faces were all around me.” Then the Tacés
and gangway lights all blurred together.

When | came to, on the bunk in my cabin, the friend|
faces were still there. 1’ been stripped to the waist and ban-
da?ed all over, and there was an odor of merthiolate and alco-
nol. The purser was rlpplng adhesive tape, as Sparks PUt the
finishing touches where a Knife had knicked m¥ lett arm.
Others Smiled down at me, inquiring how | felt. They asked
me what had happened—where, whén, how—and | told them
briefly about the fight in the cafe. They asked more ques-
tions,"and | told mare of the fight.

_ Then came the damn question 1’d been frantically ask-
ing myself. They waited in Silence for an answer, and there
was a steady, slow dripping of water somewhere outside.
Finally, I"said | didn’t know Why.

Debut

GG e O % D 9
alle Acadenty.” "Mr. Beck Is"an afts major, and’is con-
centrating In-social science.
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Clarke’s Green, Clarke’s Summit
By Paul F. Fletcher, 1

Clarke’s Green, Clarke’s Summit,

One a little township, one its satellite;

Willows, willows, heartstrln(%s strum ! ,
Through the joys of Spring o the quiv'ring Northern Lights.

Aeons past when earth was younger,
Glants roamed its maiden Strands.
Qne called Pocono wooed her, sung her,
Died and lay on Penn’s fair lands.

Maiden earth this giant loved dear,
Lavished with kisses and hot tears,
Even kept his body whole here;
The Pocono rangé of modem years.

Nestled close to hear his sleeping,
Set upon his nether lip, _
Clarke’s Green, Clarke’s Summit
‘Neath his murm’ring gently dip.

On Summer nl(h;htg when parched deers venture
To the watershed’s algae shore,

Pheasants whir and pegpers censure,

And lightning summons the giant’s snore.
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Pocono, 1've seen your quilt-work,
Down the valleys, on the hills,
Threaded by a Patchvv_ork clever . . .
Proven fences closer still,

| have watched at ni?ht your valleys,
Stared down at the blackest voids
Then a light would cross a threshhold,
Light the“orchards blossom-buoyed.

GlimmYing green of hemocks silvered
By the beecties and the birch,

Rivulets and hawthome’s crimson
Skirt the hillocks, lone hearts search.

Clarke’s Green, Clarke’s Symmit,

One a little township, one its satellite:

Willows, willows, heartstrings strum it! ,
Through the joys of Spring'to the quiv'ring Northern Lights.

Request
By Wales B. Henry, 50

hit of sadness, a bit of gladness,
house and a hed and a,got of peas,

A
A
A shagay dog and a burning log—
Most %ge%plegare content wﬂh l%ese.

nice long twirl with a_Iovin? ?irl

nd a Bui comglete with anfl-freeze

Hdampofrye nd a roving eye—
a

A
A
A |
That’s my order, if you please.
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Centennial Communion
By Charles F. Wooley, 50

1849—And into the hills of California came a race of
men with mud-covered hoots, shining picks and shovels, a
feverish look in their eyes . ..~ _

1949—And down from the hills of North China came
a race of men with mud-covered boots, shining American rifles,
and a feverish look in their eyes—tramping into the fourth
largest méy In the world . . .

Advertisements in bold type announced, “103 days to
San Francisco, aboard the elegant and famous cl’wper_ ship
‘Reporter’,” while other ships, the “Atlanta”, “ |dn|Ight ,
"Creole”, and the “Aurora™ made like claims. . Men of all'pro-
fessions, and men of nong, dropped their duties, and formed
companies that were California bound. Some 90,000 persons
answered the challenge in 49 alone—The challenge contained
mockingly in the criés of “Gold!”, and “California Ho!™

fe scene soon became one of thousands tracking

across the plains and mountains, with ox-teams and on foof;

while other thousands crossed the isthmus, with tropical dis-

ease and heat-renched Aungles as added hazards, Around the

horn, in Magellan’s shadow; and up the coast of South America

EellssSd a gteady procession of ships, on past Mexico to the new
orado.

Time's ?Iass lost its sand in 1849, and it was easily re-
placed with gold. Yerba Buena became San Francisco {offi-
ual(lly) and While Gen. Zachary Taylor was being inaugur-
ated’"the Apache and Navajo nationS rose in defiarice against
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adduce all the contingent evils that have resulted from the
matter, but forget thaf ther cannot divine the hidden purPose
of Divine Providence, that has revealed the hidden wealth of
the earth to man’s eyes. It seems to have been reserved till
this day, as one important auxiliary in bringing.the whole
world tnder the influence of civilization and Teligion.” This
was 1849. . o

One hundred years is a long time, simply because a lot
of people have livedand died, their lives separate or inter-
woven, as their destinies would have it. History tells much,
conceals, or fails to know much more—We know of disasters
and sqcial upheavals, war and camnage, births and deaths. The
slave is free, Lincoln is_dead: so too are Gandi, Edison, and
millions of other men. The airplane s a reality, just as a labor
union, the Communist, the State of Oklahomaand the two-
piece bathing suits are realities. Kipling has written, along
with Tolstoy"and Mark Twain—a thousand other pens have
cried qut for recognltlon, hatred, humor, love, and a good five-
cent cigar. Freud has established his pattern of intérnal con-
flicts, Marx has been content to develop the external social
conflicts;_both have left indelible stlogmas upon society. Persh-
ing and Rommel fought wars, so dic” MacArthur and”Admiral
Déwey. The Nobel Prize, the Iron Cross, the movies” Oscar,
—all "became coveted awards, and now electricity darts
through the world’s veins, Psychlatry probes the world’s mind,
Spam ‘feeds the world’s belly:

. And this much we know; but what of that we do not
And in history books? Mine isa young mind, and it has ?ues-
tions—and thils is a challenge to the agg and the wisdom of our
world, our exalted civilization—questions that, like an aged
blind man, search ?roplngly, hopetully, pititully,—for the an-
swers, In terms of truth.
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Where are the new worlds to conquer? Can't a man
look for new horizons to explore without a Ph.D. in Bacteri-
ology, a command of electronics, or a knowledge of Einstein’s
Physics? Where are the bold, new faces, jutting jaws protrud-
ing into the b”%vht and,ﬂlorlous future—or wasn't there ever
sych a thing? Who will command Magellan’s crafts, climb
Pike’s Peak, Tededicate the field of Gettysburg? Who will stand
trial for the millions of Chinese who were to'wallow In plenty
while Europe and Asia starve—lying hungrily In a thousang
qutters, searching vainly through'a thousand garbage dumps?

We've built our walls; from Jericho to the subways of
toda}é; enclosing, tunnellmgC limiting, protecting reserv!nﬁ,
blocking; the Great Wall of China, thé Dikes of Holland, hl%
walled Boulder Dam. But where can we build new wa

ls,
what is there left to block off? You can’t wall people—Hitler
tried with the Jews; by 1949, he had returned to the slime
from which he came, his Jews had formed their own_nation.
You can’t wall off ideas, not while man has a free will, with
which to burrow under these walls. We've walled in every-
thing worth having—give a man a plot, and immediately up
00es a hedge, a fence, a wall, We've walled in our cities; our
Frmmples, ouy treasures—what else is there to enclose, to iso-
ate and let die—where will you go now to build your walls?
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The Interview
By Richard R. Hartung, '51

kL ,SOME I , _
| opened the door and went in.  The captain
was hunched over in a swive| chair, and the cabin
smelled of_hguor. He looked up, and his head swayed slightly.
“Sit down, Mr. Hartung.”
I dropPed some papers on the desk, and sat down on a
settee under the porthole.
The 'Deceased' forms,” | said.
“When d’it happen?” he murmured tonelessly.
“Last night.”
“Where?”
“Cafe de Paris.”
"Knife?”
“Yeah.” . . .
There was a long silence. The captain was staring at
the deck, and his arm huing Ilmply over the back of his chair.
His face had a queer, sort Of torture, expression, and his eyes
looked blood-shot. | crossed my legs uneasily and looked
away. | heard the rumble of a cargo'winch back aft, and the
cabin vibrated a little.
“Seen the Agents?” he asked hoarsely.

"Take care of everything?”

“Everything, Cap™.
ieing,Co

" “The coff|¥1"ll be on the dock at 2:00, just before we
et go.
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“Tell 'em to use #1 winch; | want it lashed way up
forward.”
There was another pause. His head had dropped for-
ward and his chin was resting on his breast, and he seemed
almost unaware of my presenice. There was a loud slldlnﬁ
sound outside on the Fler, and some coal dust flew in throug
the open port and fell on the settee.
“See about a replacement?” he asked. ,
“Yeah. . American Consul sent one over. | saw ‘im at
the Agents’ this morning; signed 'im on as 2nd Mate.”
“Okay,” he sighed. ,
. He sfraightened up, and swung the chair around, and
PUt his elbows on the desk, and covered his face with his hands.
got up and went toward the door.
“Uh, Mr. Hartung.”
Yes?

::\C(sot'hhjs gear together?”
“Bring_jt up to me,” he said sofly.
. He glanced down at the papers. “Where does the ‘next
of kin’ signature go?”

“At the bottom,” | said.
“Got a pen?”
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The Bronze Candlestick
By Robert J. Beck, 53

N the ||V|n([1 room_of the Peterson farmstead is a hu?
stone flreE ace.  The fireplace.1s topped by an equally
huge mantle in the center of which stands a bronze canglé-
stick. This candlestick 1S unique in design, a pig standing on

Its hmd legs and holdln? a yellow candle 1n its mouth, Not
a usual pig, but a fantastic and Erotes%ue |mpreSS|on ofa plgz
It Is obvious that the candlestick is not one of a f[])alrorase
but is complete in itself. And there it stands, the sole occu-
pant of that huge mantle, like some k|nd of %ganl ol hold-
Ing the mos {)romment place In the housen

More than one person has “Oh'd” or “Ah'd” upon en-
terln? the I|V|ng room and seeing the pig candlestick for the
first Time. And on such an occasion Mrs. Peterson usuaIIy
smlles seats herself In an overstuffed chair by the fireplace and
looks up at the candlestick

‘That’sJohnny’s” she says, with just a hint of motherly
pride in her voice.

Johnny is the youngest of Mrs. Peterson’s four boys
and is different from fis three brothers. - Somehow he doesn'
Seem to fit in with farm family life nor farm routine.
armln%nw ard Work |t requires a great deal of phys-
ical energy on eparto everyFne concerned, from the father
down to"the last youngster. The operation of the Peterson
farm | |5|n nowa¥ |fferentfrom that ofanyotherfarm Every
member of the Tamily has his alloted chores to do, Johnny,
being the youngest in the family (he is sixteen), has lighter
chorgs than his three brothers, ~ But even the lesser work of
farming is hard for Johnny. Not that he is physically unable
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10 do the work nor that he |sIaz¥ He just can’t seem to keep
his mind on wark long enough to finish a task.

Of course Johnny's brothers resent this trait in their
ounger brother. He is a constant target for their rebuke
ecause they have to finish his work for Rim. His father, too,

loses patience with hrm and p rrvaeI)Mo Mrs. Peterson caIIs
hrm an adle -pated  lazy-hones” Peterson  defends
Joh nn%/ mildly, saying that he’s not azg he's just different
from the other boys, to wh |c her husband says, |ddlest|cks

For a shart trme last fall J ohnanfather and tree
brothers thought that he had at last leamned to “stir his
stumps” as they put it. It was at harvest time and the Peter-
sons were making preparations for the annual Fair,  Mrs. Pe-
terson Was cannrnq eaches and small frurt for exhibitjon at
the Fair; Joe, the olaest son, was grooming his purebred heifer
to enter in the catteexhrbrt Peter and” Paul werg working
together on a poultry exhibit; Mr Peterson was making ready
an exnibit of arden groduce Johnny had no project. The
rest of the famr y urg dhim to do somethrng and his brothers
heckled_him about being too lazy.

S0 Johnny decidéd he would enter something at the

Fair. He hunted around in his mind for something to do and
decided to enter something in woodcraft. Mr, Peterson, upon
learning of Johnny's deciSion, got the material for him and
even loaned him his best tools.” Johnny st arted t0 make afancX
smoking stand.  He laid outapreceo wood ready to cut
spider roi)ped down from a rafter and began to Weave a web
In the angeofa Wo- g four stud.
Fair day arrived, The Petersons were up early and
Ioadmg therr exhrbrts Into the truck. Johnny was In the work-
sorr)an when everything was about ready, Mr. Peterson went
ustle Johnny ard hrs exhrbrt along. ~But Johnny had no
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exhibit._ Mr. Peterson hustled Johnny to the truck in disgust.
Johnny felt bad about the whole thing. _

_ At the Fair while the rest of the family were setting up
their exhibits, Johnny wandered around the grounds looking
at all the other exhibits beln% set up. At thé 4-H section hé
looked at the handiwork of the other youngsters. He didn’t
think any of them remarkabl_e—nothlng? he couldn't do him-
self If he'wanted to. That bird house, Tor instance. Or that
model birch-bark canoe. Simple. Anybody could do that.

He thought of his own. project, the fancy smoking
stand, If he hadl only finished it.. He thou?ht 0f the spider
and the fascinating way in which it had ?u_t ogether the net-
work of its web. "He thouPht of other things which he had
Intended to do but never gotaround to domgi. Even his every-
daY work. ~ Yesterday forinstance, he had Teft the hen mash
half mixed when he Saw a flock of geese fIymg,south and Paul
had to finish the job.  Maybe, he thought, fis brothers were
right, Maybe he' was Iazkl. Maybe he Couldn’t do anything.
BUt he could—If he wanted to. T

J,ohnngi(found himself at the booth where applications
were being taken for one of the contests to be held that day.
He didn’t'have an exhibit but he could enter a contest.

Late In the afternoon Johnny approached the rest of
the family r?_athered at the truck,makln? ready to leave for
home. I fis arms he had the pig candlestick: The family
wanted to know where he had gotit.

“Won it,” said Johnpy. ™

“Won it?” they exclaimed in unison.

“Yup, In the greased pig contest.” _

Mr. Peterson and Johnny’s three hrothers were incred-
ulous. Theg/ had {0 ?o to the contest office to find out If it
was true. Johnny, left alone with Mrs. Peterson, said:
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“| did, Mom, honest.” .

_Mrs, Peterson looked knowmglcy at Johnny and smiled,
and with a hint of motherly pride, said:

"I know you did, Johnny.”

. S0 the candlestick occupies the place of honor on the
big mantle over the fireplace in the I|v,|nﬂ]room of the Peter-
son_home.  Mr. Peterson and Johnny’s three brothers insist
on it heing there “as a symbol of the only dam thing Johnny

ever did in his whole ife. N
Mrs. Peterson smiles and tells visitors:
“That’s Johnny's.”

Barfly
By Wales B. Henry, 50

“My friend, here, will have a bracer;
Adouble scotch, with a cold beer chaser.

My friend's name? Oh. | don’t know.

| think he said his name was Joe.

What's in a name? | always say;

| meet a new friend every Qay.

As for myself, I'll have some’gin ,
With a dash of salt and some mint thrown in.
So here’s the bill! Well curse the luck!

Hey, Joel Give me anather buck.

You know, bartender, it's awful funny

| should forget to bring my money.

Oh no, Joe fasnt ﬁone 00 far.

| think, he just fell under the bar.”
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“Two Angels Fought with Bill-Hooks

for His Soul”
A Critique on the Work of Robert Lowell
By Wales B. Henry, ™0

HE sum and substance of thirty-year old Robert Lowell’s
pogtic work might well be expressed In the sentence
which I have chosen for my title; the closrng line of his
gloom-ridden poem, “The Soldier”. Perhaps one of the most
outstandrn%themes of this newly arrived Eoet IS his deep medi-
fation on the uncertain posrtron of mankind caught between
the Eternal reward, on the one hand, and the Eternal damna-
tron on the other The recipient of the Pulitzer Prize Award
for Poetry in 1947, Lowell ‘comes from a venerable Boston
family to Whom the plaudits of the literati are no unfamiliar
echo.” He can claim James Russell Lowell as his great grand-
uncle and the well-read Amy Lowell as his cousin. Educated
at Harvard University and Kenyon College, he developed an
acute literary Interest which was to he reflected in his Tater
work. Lowgll has more than a passive hatred for war and
this resulted |n his bern% a conscientious objector during
World War Il for which he was sentenced to five monthg in
grrson His works have appeared In Partisan Review, The
ewanee Review, The Kenyon Review, The Natjon, Common
Sense, Portfolio, Fore round The Commonweal Poetry, The
Vrrgnnra Quarterl [yan in asma limited volume published

e Cummrng on Press entitled Land of Unlikeness. His
on y major work is a collection of forty-two poems under the
title Lord Weary’s Castle for which he received the aforemen-
tioned Pulitzer Prize for Poetry in 1947,
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Lowell is not easy to read, but he is conducive to stud
for he presents subjects and matter that one fegls are wort
while “digging out™ even though the digging may be a labor-
I0US process. ~However, it beComes Impossible"to read  his
work without becomin eramed with some of the pessimism
and desperation with which the author views his mode of life,
This may render the total result of a knowledge of Lowell
distressirig and lessen the vigor of the final reward. To share
his desperation would be fatal, but to know it for what it is
and to understand the reasons behind it offer a %oal that mlght
be well worth attaining.  If we were o feel that man is but
the lineal descendant of a Cain glorified by modern society
and that Abel remains forever fne forgotten victim of his
brother’s duplicity we might well appreCiate, the theme, of
Lowell’s work. Buf to feel that Abel is entitled to the just
retribution of an Almighty God, as we do believe, gives Us a
safe perspective. from which o view the work of this giloomy
Younﬁ poet. The realization that man is not the evil beast
hat fie ml(?ht be, onlg the occasional transqressor of the law
of God and certainly Qlestined for an Eternal Reward gives us
a bulwark against which to brace ourselves when we read the
shrill invective which Lowell hurls at humanity in.general and
his own Boston miljeu in particular. One is reminded of the
apprehended culprit cursing society, not so much because he
IS caught by the law, but because the law is the representative
of all he rebels against. Lowell isnotalone in his cries against
cor&tem orary soclety, yet he is unusual in that he cries so loud
and so fong.

The critic, Randell Jarrell, says of his work:

“The poems_understand the world as a sort of conflict
of opposites. " In this struggle one o%po_sne IS that cake of cus-
tom'in which all of us [18"embedded like lungfish—the stasis
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or_inertia of the complacent self, the satisfied persistence in
evil that is damnation. . In this realm of necessity the poems
Place everything that is closed, turned inward,” incestuous,
hat blinds or binds: The Old Law, |mEer|aI|sm, materialism,
capitalism, Calvinism, Authority, the Father .. . But strug-
gling within this . . . is everytfiing that Is free or open, that
grows or is willing to change; here’Is the gene_rosnyor,wulln?-
ness or openness. that is itself salvation; here is accessibility fo
experience, this is the realm of freedom, of the Grace that has
rceﬁglascted the Law, of the perfect liberator whom the poet calls

It is because of these two opposites that the poems have
the structural necessity of moving from the "ospen" to the
"closed" or from the “closed” to the “open”. Since Lowell
believes that his world is composed of a constant battle, as it
were, between the human will and the desire to free one's self
from the constrictions imposed b¥ a superficial society, on the
one hand, and any kind of solid faith, on the other, this form
comes of necessity, The people, events or currents of Low-
ell’s poems move in a constant pattern between constriction
or breaking forth into self-assertion. In “The North Sea Un-
dertaker’s Complaint” we find evidence of the movement from
the open to the closed inasmuch as the immediate desire for
good ‘and the freedom symbolized in the movement South
comes to an abrupt and unforeseen closure with the introduc-
tion of the crlpptlhe andt

Of ‘oné mord r%?l??é-lipped priest .. .

“In- Memory of Arthur Winslow”, depicts a steady
movement from closure to openness, signified by the release
of the once young Arthur from the trialS of this earth through
the medium of death by cancer. It is fortunate that many
of the poems of Lowell move from the closed to the open struc-
ture, else we might find the air of tragedy and depression al-
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most insufferable, Notwithstanding this fact, the constant
theme of death, despair and hopelessness constitute a burden
to the reader which is seldom alleviated.

If it is, indeed, true, that the Cabots speak only to the
Lowells and the Lowells speak only to God, young Robert
Lowell must have a ready access tothe ear of the Deity, for
he displays a remarkable comprehension and knowledge of
the spiritual and bespeaks more than an ordinary interest in
the supernatural, His themes are divided betweén New Eng-
land and Catholicism, Calvinism, Puritanism, and the stern
Father of the Old Testament, Alwa)(s there is some repre-
sentation of his native envirgnment; glways there Is reference
to God. Lowell is a Catholic. He is a convert to the faith
which perhaps is most radically opposed to the stem, tenets of
his Calvinist forefathers. His God, now, is the merciful Deity
rather than the aII-Hust. But throu?hout his poems we can
find the constant reference to the Calvinist God and the hell-
fires that burned so brightly in the not too-distant past. He
IS influenced in his Catholicism bY the background of Calvin-
ism.  God the Son is the benevolent God of the New Testa-
ment—God the Father is yet the violent and just King.

_ Of his Puritan ancestors he stands somewhat a?_hast
seeing through their smallness and feeling their tight- isted
religious ways:

Pilgrims unhouseled by Geneva’s night,

Th%y planted here thé Serpent’s seéds of light;

And here the pivoting searchlights probe fo shock

The riotous glass houses built on rock, .

. Cannot _one almost see these erstwhile “Children of
Light” living In their ?Iass houses, hurling stones, pragtically
defying any manner of retribution whilst they h;{ ocr|t|callﬁ
coridemn and deride their neighbors. Let us follow Lowe
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hypocrisy, Boston can be frozen, frozen to the extent that
even the” “serpents whistle at the cold”.

Lowell finds in his city a Puritan people that are
a hardy but outbred stock. He has little of emotion for his
ancestors, - He analyzes them, he does not sympathize with
them. We wonder”if this lack of sympathy ‘Shows any real
?oetlc substance after all, any justification for using the poetic
orm for the use he has put it'to, 1S the loss of the New Eng-
lander’s source of power, their fajth, a tlttlng,subject for the
poet’s pen? Yet even when Lowell chastizes Ris Bostonians in
‘Where the Rainbow Ends™ he finishes with a note of hope:
'uWhvstbcﬁ”V&F%&%V%ﬁfe%e%g%ﬁ’dvend e
me dove s %rou%ht. & Olive dranch-to edt.
~ Lowell hates war. 1t is that same hatred which made
him a conscientious objector in the past war and which is re-
flected in his poems on or about the war. They are numer-
ous and for me they were among his best. “The Exile’s Re-
turn™ depicts conditions under Which almost all hope must
be abandoned. 1t tells of the sordid mechanications concemed
with war and the void they leave behind. 1t makes war empty
and unkind: . _ o
B SEChE ki el v nter
nere tom-up [lestones crown the victor . . .
and again: i
.« .quNS untimoer
@n?glumber down the nélrrow aql%d street
. ast your gray, SOrry and ancestral nouse.
It isa place wheré you will not see,
%ruttln children or mﬁ?t
%pe -leq and re roaﬁ. lﬂ)| %han ellor
Ith'a Jorget-me-n dn IS %Jton-ﬁ?le
Y\/hent n?(ee{s%ne liberators ro
nto the Market Square . ..
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Lowell tells of his cousin, Warren Winslow, whose ship
was torpedoed in the North Atlantic, and this is Perhaps one
0}‘ ttfple bgs}j poems in the book. Lowell describes the recovery
of the body:

Light flashed from his matted head and marble feet,
He ﬁraﬁpled,at the net o
With the coiled, hurdling muscles of his thighs;
The corpse was bloodless, a botch of reds and whites,
Its open, staring eyes
Were |usterless dead-lights
Or cabin_ windows on a stranded hulk
Heavy with sand . .. ,
And as we read on into “The Quaker Graveyard in

Nantucket” we find the burial at sea of this unfortunate sailor:
.. We WeI%h the body, close _
Its eyes and heave it seaward whence it came,
Where the heel-headed dogfish barks its nose
Pn Ahab’s void and forehead: and the name
S blocked in yellow chalk . . .

... sk for no Orphean lute

To g_luck life back. The guns of the steeled fleet
Recoil and then repeat

The hoarse salute. .

And then, throu?h the rest of the poem we find the ref-
erence to another Nanfucket sailor, anather tragic figure of
the_sea, Ahab, the whaler captain of Moby Dick—and we see
an influence of Herman Melville (who is mentioned by name
in “Christmas Eve Under Hooker’s Statue”™) :

... Sailor, can you hear

The Pequod’s séa wings, beating landward, fall
Headlong and break on our Atlantic wall

... Where the lfones _

C% out In the long night for the hurt beast
Bobbing by Ahab’s whaleboats in the East.
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In “Salem”, Lowell returns to the sea again with a loud
lament for the dead sailors and for the past greatness of Salem,
There are three main pictures in this poem, each interrelated
and yet each separate and distinct. In the first four lines Low-
el pictures for us a sailor, asleep and dreaming as he holds
the knitting needles in his hand and half-automatically works
them. Then, as is Lowell’s way in many of his poems, the
scene suddenly shifts and we see a drowned seaman floating
In the oil slick'around his torpedoed ship. - Lowell then passes,
In the same vein of death, into the image of Charon dumping
his damned goods, the “sewage which'sickens the rebellioys
seas” (the badies of dead sallors% and finally swings back, In
his final image to_reminisce on the past glory of Sdlem. It is
a poem of great imagery, but it is disjointed, unrelated and
thorqughIY morbid. ~ Also, the words “British Lion” In the
last ling of the sonnet have a tendency to be trite.

_In"“The Dead in Europe” Lowell injects a real Catho-
lic feeling, In a highly graphic and suggestive order and with
interspersions of such good radical fiqures as “hugger-mugger”
and “Jellied-fire”, Lowell tells of the trap?ed victims or the
bombing raids, telling how the dead ask the intercession of
Mary, not now, because they are dead, but at the day of Res-
urrection.  The line, “Our sacred earth In our da)éwas our
curse™ can be accorded two interpretations; either the fear of
the dead that they will be denied Heaven because they were
not buried in sacred ground, or a more plausible explanation
—they were finally cfushed and died by and in the earth they
valued so much in life (temPoraI things). And in his last
stanza Lowell gives his own offering and expresses his fear that
the world is the worse, not only for the chaos of war, but for
the immorality and lack of re,hg{;ous aspiration. - Once. again
the individual soul has lost his Dattle against the inertia and
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complexities of the world gone mad. We are left with the
distressed feeling that perhaps there is no hope and our sacred
earth in our day'is our curse.

~ There are F_Iaces,where Lowell departs from the alle-
gorical and & ces life with a stark realism that is somewhat
apart from the %eneral tone of the rest of his poetry. If It s
a venture into the school of stark realism it is one that he had
best be done and over with, for it detracts from the general
tone of his work and drags it down to_a level that might be
called sensual or at least amoral. Consider these lines in com-
parison with the rest of his work:

It must have been a Friday. | could hear
The top-tloor tyﬁlSt_’S thunder and the beer
That you bro_uP tin cases hurt my head;
1'd sent the pilfows flying from mY bed,
|_hugged my knees together and 1 gasped.
The dangling telephonie receiver rasped
Like someone In a dream who cannot stop
For breath or logic till his victim drop
To darkness and"the sheets . . .

| sat at a q,old table with my ag|rl _
Whose eyelids burn with brandy. What a whirl
Of Eastér egos Is colored by thie Ilghts._

As the Norwegian dancer’s crystalled tights
Flash with her naked leg’s high-booted"skate,
Like Northern Lights upon my watching plate.
T

he whiskey circulates, until | smash
The candelabrum from the mantel’s top, _
,C,ertamlg/ this is not the stuff of which %re,at poet% IS
made; it is moré the superficial rantings of a poet like Thomas

Benton, well read in a “slick” like Esquire and on the best
seller lists for his cheap pornography, especially that “master-
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lece” This Is My Beloved. Its inclusion adds nothing to
owell, but in my estimation takes awaK much, inasmuch as
it stood out as being out of context with the tone of his writing.

To say that Lowell is difficult is an understatement.
His rmagery ang aIIer]tor do more to hide his message than
the # do fo feveal it. Tf the themes he is tr rn to express are
cult, he does nothrn% 0 Iessen the drf cu b coudrn
te Issue to such an extent th att e read er 1S ore o con
centrate on two or more suP posed ideas and still be left won-
dering If he has ap roxrma ed the original thought of the au-
thor. ™ His aIIegorrcaI method becomes immediately evident
{0 US even as we read the title of his book for this t0o is alle-
ory. - Some of his poems, “Winter in Dumbarton”, “Mary
inslow”, “The Soldier”, “The North Sea Undertaker’s Coni-
plaint”, and the poem “Salem” which | have endeavored to
explarn are clearly the product of an entirely aIIegorrcaI
He has a'certain subtlety, to be sure, but sometimes
I am convrnced that he has overdone it and his subtlety has
become a curtain which completely hides the messa?e e IS
tr;{rng fo effect. . We also find, when we read Lowell, that the
total effect of a single allego ry or.asing| e Image has a tendency
to strike us with an impact that is out of keeping with the ten-
ure of the poem. In line with this we find also, that this em-
phasis on allegory, this constant proguction of picture-Getail
comes at the expense of the total effect. We are distracted
by the constant brilliance of the poet in hurling before us a
conundrum which must be solved before we, can appreciate
what he Is try rn%nto saly In his “Colloguy in Black Rock”
we are met with the following opening lings:
Here the jack-hammar OJabs into the ocean;

My heart, you race and stagger and demand
Mare blood-gangs for your nrgger -prass percussions,
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Till 1, the stunned machine of your devotion,

CIangm? ypon this cymbal of & hand,

Am ratt gd sprew and f,ootli)ose - )

The reader 1s Immediately lost. He has to think and
ponder the question, often never knowing whether he has
achieve the rlght answer and altogether o often _basm%hls
conception of the poem on an errofeous interpretation. Now
| am not saying that the inability of the reader to grasp the
allegories of Lowell make the paetry any the less effective as
eachl reader has onlr his own measlire of perspicacity to !udge
ny—hut the overall effect is to make the reader teel lost onCe
he has the uwzlﬁasant experience of delving into L(ivyell and
c,omm? out with nothing concrete. Here 1s Lowell’s rend-
tion of death by cancer, o
"f“s'e 00 St it e e

H? c{}aws drop_fles u? Cyour %acmng blouse

ntil (hn shoreman h%o(rj) ome {0 Sta
p]r u&sz%ﬂgr ar Jtl)lsted,, e
Were it ot for the fitle of te poem, | honestly do not believe
that | should have been able to ascertain the meanm% of this
allegary. . This sort of |mage making detracts from the emo-
tional drive which could be present if Lowell would fone
down the extent of his allegory. His erudition often defeats
the very emotion | imagine ne’is ,trylng to describe.. The two
are not always compatible, especially as Lowell strives to ex-
press this erudition constantly In a mediym which in itself is
difficult of comprehension. “As one reviewer, Mr. William

Elton, describes it: _

The question, nevertheless, is whether Lowell has not
too often merely a jeweled frame for his verse, whether his
suFerIatlve strategles are not sometimes Phyrric In thelr re-
sults .., In, s ;maﬂery, one misses the subtfety as well as the
shock of life, his rhetoric hampering his wit”
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Lowell is undoubtedly clever with his phrases and he
seems to have frimmed away all excess verbiage and every un-
essential detail until the completed whole stems to dovetail
effortlessly but in so doing, it seems that he has lost much of
the connection with reality which would brm(t; his poetry down
to an understandable level. It is not up 10 the reader to
fathom the working of the writer’s mind—that is the writer’s
task, to present his'work in such a manner that there will be
N0 Vagueness or obscurity concerning the messa(T;e that he is
attempting to put acrogs. . Lowell’s Vivid, but far detached
flashes of "Scene and his intricate description of character
couPIed with his faculty for switching his train, of thoucI;ht add
up to a general feeling of unintelligibility which hardly com-
pensates for a very occasional but Undefined snatch of mean-
Ing, lofty as that meaning might be. John Frederick Nims
says of him:

~ “Lowell’s manner is a sort of baroque, a great collec-
tion of allusion and detail, byt its motive is not So much ex-
uberance as it Is harsh ratiocination, which tends to analysis
rather than sympathy.”

As yet | have said nothing of the form into which Low-
ell condenses his poetry, but at this time | might mention that
the application of his far-fetched allegory into strict poetic
forms such as he uses api),roaches the hieight of poetic ability
—but inextricably complicates the reader’s mind.

. Lowell is a contemporary writer revertln%,ba,ck to the
classical forms.. He introduces many of the old Biblical char-
acters, many historical references and many of the names of
mythoIoPy. King Herod, Stephen, the Furies, Troy, the red
edgles of Ares, Lazarus, Atlantis, Charon, Cain, Abel, Caesar
Babel Tower, Jericho, Sodom, Aeneas, Helen, Apollo and
Laomedon. These and many others are mentioned: He also
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mentions places apart from his own; New England, connected
with the Civil War. Hooker, Geftysburg, Chancellorsville.
The Peguod and Ahab come fo the Teader direct from Moby
Dick. Yet, with the incongruity which is often characteristic
of Lowell, he associates Mars and Charon in the same poem
with strip-teasers; places Brooklyn and Manhattan in the'same
verse with the Pax Romana. - Contemporary names are used
indiscriminately along with the names of the past in very in-
congruous associations.  The net result of this usage Is"that
his Contemporaneity Is apt to strike the reader as having de-
?enerated Into_some odd form of journalism and even, some-
Imes, makes his images fall into bathos.

Mot of his poems are set in pentameter—the sonnet
is the predominant form. _His rh){]me schemes run an elabo-
rate pattern from the simple rymln,P couplet to more
involved poetic patterns.  His gredt failing_in. much of his
work Ishis constant use of the “eye-rhyme”. ™ This consonance
expresses itself in such rhymes as™house” and “cows”, “stove”
and “love”, “God” and “blood”, “Greece” and “grease” and
countless others. Lowell’s work finds at least two or three of
these “eye-rhymes” in every piece. - Of course, this does not
necessarily détract from the work inasmuch as there can be
any combination of end and internal consonance with end or
internal rhyme in the same poem, according to modern prac-
tice. EmHY Dickinson is lavish in her use of consonance. The
E)oet, himself must be the judge of what form is most pleasing
0.his readers and to his.own inner sense of music. Perhaps,
this strikes Lowel| in this manner. Certainly the perfection
of his form is an indication that he is also capable of produc-
ing the desired rhyme if he wishes to. However, rhyme has
been used and over-used to such an extent that the tendency
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toward consonance is a marked feature of most contemporary
poetry.
Randall Jarrell says of Lowell’s poetic technique:

Lowell is an extremely professional poet, and the de-
gree of intensity of his poems is equaled by their degree of
organization. Inside its elaborate stanzas the poem is put to-
gether like a mosaic; the shifts of movement, the varied pauses,
the alternation in the length of the sentences, the counter-
point between lines and sentences, are the outer form of a
subject matter that has been given a dramatic, dialectical in-
ternal organization; and it is hard to exaggerate the strength
and life, the constant richness and suprize of metaphor and
sound and motion, of the language itself. The organization
of Lowell’s poems resemble that of traditional English poetry
—especially when compared to that type of semi-imagist mod-
ern organization in which the things of the poem seem to
marshal themselves like Dryden’s atoms—but often this is
complicated by stream of consciousness, dream, or dramatic
monologue types of structure. This makes the poems more
difficult, but it is worth the price . . . Lowell’s poetry is a
unique fusion of modernist and traditional poetry, and there
exist cojoined in it certain effects that one would hitherto
have thought mutually exclusive . . .

I believe that Lowell is sincere in his work, he has a
fine grasp of the hard, clear and concise rhythm which he in-
corporates onto the framework of classical pattern. His dic-
tion is erudite and he has a mature and effective technique.
But his objective correlative fails with his inability to trans-
late image and event into an allegory that does not defy solv-
ing.

The Harvard Professor, John Ciardi, recently request-
ed fifteen American contemporary poets to contribute speci-
mens of their work to his new volume of poetry, Mid-Century
American Poets. In the general consensus of opinion which
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was current after the publication of this book, Robert Lowell
and Delemore Schwartz were the only two of the contrlbutln%
poets who successfully broke aw_aY, from the influences of suc
reconged literary masters as William Bulter Yeats, T. S. Eliot
and W. H. Auden and wrote with individyating character.
If this mark of |nd|V|duaI|t¥ now separates him from his con-
temporaries, it augurs well for his poetic future. Indeed, time
and maturity may find Lowell the equal to if not better than
Yeats, Eliot and Auden.

With his enormous sincerity and his desire to find a
reconciliation between peace and God on the one hand, and
the weary reflections of his probing mind, on the other, I am
sure,we will see much good work coming with time from this
particular author,

ST L FON vl Mo e
er, marcourt, orace and Lompany, Inc.

The deadline for the next issue of the Alembic
will be October 16. Those who intend to contribute to
this issue should work on their manuscripts during the
vacation in order to have them ready before the deadline.
Manuscripts submitted during the summer months should
be sent to: Harold E. Vayo, 118 Wentworth Avenue,
Lowell, Mass.
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Nantucket Light
By Paul F. Fletcher, 51

A giant hand all em’rald and pearl
Struck the length of the sea

And whacked the sentry, cement and steel,
And the rock shore shook under me.

Thwack! and it struck again—staggering blow;
The sentry stood stoic and still;

The sgume fell away like lifeless tears
And the sea demon reared for the kill.

A-ee, A-ge! the terns careened,

Caught in a maelstrom of air,

Dizzying, dizzying, down towards the sea,
And the sea-thing loomed from its lair.

Shafts of murderous, sword-hued light
Cleaved the raw pearl skies:

Its scimitars pierced the lighthouse through,
And the sea shrieked its blasphemous lies.
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Churning, churning, sickening green,
Like the depths of hell, _
Churnlnf';1 from Nothing to Nothingness,
And retching a noisome smell,

Here as | stand on the chalky cliff

Watching the ocean swell,

| know a step forth would plummet me down . . .
The sea casts a luring spell.

Arise, Arise! the legions arise;
The sea-king revels wild;
Thus breeds his fertile giantess
Each wave a storm-tossed child.

The forces gather the heaving now
Is awful to behold;

Like Fujiyamas row on row

The waves their peaks unfold . . .

0 futile ﬁassmns, Nature bred

That rush forth, smash, are rent . . .
Q’er the lighthouse bursts the sun . . .
The sea lies worn and spent.
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By Richard R. Hartung, 51

E'D been at sea for a long time, our destination having
been chan(fed fwice Indeep waters, and | had come
to know Old Jim pretty well, Of course, I don't say

| really knew him, because 1'd Seen him in only one enviror-
ment, and life at sea on a tramp can be deceptive in so many
ways; moreover, this was our first trip together. But a cloge,
If not intimate, friendship had formed bétween us, and with
It a mutual understandln?.
_From New York {0 _eastern waters, and then back to
the Big Rock, and from Gibraltar to our present position in
the English Channel, | had never known Jim to change. He
couldn't have been more than forty, and yet he was known
to everyone as "Old” Jim. . Maybe 1t was fils easy-gomg man-
ner and the way he kept Sml|lnﬁ all the time, even aftey a drag-
ing two months at sea when the rest of us were on edge. Or
e waP/ hed cas,uallg lean over his table in the chartropm and
point {0 a position on the chart, and tell a quaint little story
a]pout sgmethmg that happened there on a ship in the middle
of nowhere. , ,
Or maybe the way he acted once in a hurricane off the
Capes. We'd"been hattered constantly all daK, and the star-
board boats had been carried away, and our hull was slowly
cracklnrq u;% forward. The steerage had been smashed, so that
we couldn't head her into the sea,"and she was taking a terrific
beating. We were hyddled together in the darkngss of the
bridgehouse, waiting for the bow to give away, and we could
hear the splitting of metal planks whenever thé sea came crash-
ing down on the forward maindeck. Old Jim was leaning
over the compass, smiling and pufing his pipe, and tellln%a
sea yarn in that casual good-humored way of his. The aroma
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from his pipe was strong and sweet in the closeness of the
brldgehouse, and his %met voice could barely be heard above
the roaring din oufside. Everybodywas_llstenm?to him, and
staring at i sha_dovvg form, and watchlng the fittle light of
his pipe bowl as 1t moved with his gestures, and nobody gave
adamnaboutthebow.
| used to walk the flying bridge with him when he had

he watch. He would pace back andforth, from wing to wing,
hack and forth for hours on end, stopping only to relight his
nipe or drawl out an order to the helmsman. And all the time
ne would talk—of ships at sea, and men at sea, and_ the sea
itself, of its strange beauty and charm and power and its thou-
sand different mOods. |"was never quite_sure he was talking
1|rectlg to me, because he was always qazmg out at somethlng
heyond. the wing ralllnq, or heyond the swaying masts an
HoOm rigging, OF across the hea,vm? bows. Until™l knew him
petter | thought he was searching tor something—a ship per-
haps, or a strip of coastline, But he wasn't lodking for any-
thing, he was just looking at the sea . _

_Sometimes the sea was smooth and quiet, and just
smiled back lazily when the sun danced and sparkled on its
face, At other times It was angry and menacing and all puck-
ered up with foam and spray, and it leapt up ‘over the hows
and thundered on the deck.” But no matter how it was, Old
Jim Just smiled and gazed at it with that sad, devoted expres-
sion‘in his eyes. Ofe time when we were taklnag on heavy
seas all over, I saw him knocked down by a wave and washed
abeam and smashed against the wheelhotse. Instead of curs-
Ing to high heaven as most men would have done, he just stood
up and Hrabbed hold of something and peered through the
mist at fhe towerln% water, and smiled.

Jim loved the sea and everything that went with it. He
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loved ships and could see beautﬁ in any part of them, from
masthead to hilge. Often, on the fIylngi oridge in the mid-
night watch, he"would suddenly stop talking and stay quiet
for along time. |'d wait and wonder why he didn't say any-
thln%, and then 1'd follow his gaze to a running-light far off
on the night horizon, a little green speck, now dipping from
sight and"then coming up again and bobbing all arotind in
the darkness. _

... And one nlght in the Mediterranean, when we were
riding hea,\Ql ground-swells off the heel of Ttaly, he looked up
at somethig-and then suddenly came to a halt and braced
himself on the rolllng deck, his feet wide apart and his head
thrown back and a sort of rapture on his face. | looked up
and saw the moon making a wide arc throu%h the mast rig-

ing, a cradle of light racing upward through the port stays

en beaming along the crosstrees, and then arcing downward
through the Starboard rigging. o

.. But it wasn't only ho b|n% running-lights and moon-
lit rlqglngs and sea-swept decks that took hold of Jim. He saw
beauty in anything at sea—a cargo hatch stuffed black with
coal, Or garbage thiown over the side and trailing in the wake,
Or even-a pair of dividers plotting position on”a navigation

chart.
One night on the hoatdeck he broke off in the middle
(t)rl; a sea yarn, and craned his neck, and asked me how | liked
e musi

C.

[hat music?” | asked.
“Listen,” he whispered,
“| don hear any music.”
Listen. o
"Jim, you're hearmg thm_gs."
“Shhhhl™ Shut up and Ii3ten.”
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| cupped my ear and listened for faint notes of a har-
monica down in the crew mess, or maybe the soft strumming
of a guitar from the 2nd Mate’s cabin; but all | heard was tha
muffled throb of the engines and a monotongus creaking of
the midship house and Iaughln? voices trailing downwind
from the bridge, and | knew What Old Jim meant. Wind was
strumming throu%h the taut wire rigging, and light spray pat-
tered along the Bulwarks, and canvas covers were fIappmgi
grentgg%t Isoe%sge e"nds, and somewhere In the night the mournfu
ull
/ . When Jim talked to a man, he had a way of looking
at him that made him feel like a little kid. ~His sad squmtlng
eyes were set deep, and they peered right through you, an
it seemed there was something In back of thent that knew
everything about you, and you wouldn't dare be anything but
your natural self.” At first’|_didn’t like to talk with hir, be-
cause | was afraid to [ook him straight in the eye or say any-
thing | dian’t mean; but | got to kiow him bétter and thén
It made no difference. | felt'| was talking to a man who knew
every fault in my character but didn’t give a damn, and so |
didri't care either. _ . _
_ One time the new 2nd Engineer was in my cabin tell-
ing me, at much length, about his combat experiénces in the
Na\éy during the war, Jim happened to walk in and qmetlﬁ
sit down, smoking his pipe reflectively and waiting o' sped
to me. And then s,uddenll_¥ the othér man seemed embar-
rassed about something.  He broke off in the middle of an
excmn%story and changed the subject, spoke the busingss he
had come In"about, glanced nervo,uslg/a his watch and then
lett the room. | knew he wasnt in & hurry to qo anywhere,
And he couldn’t have held_anythlng againstJim, becatse he'd
Just signed on and they didri’t evén know each other. But
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magbe, somehow, he could feela lpresence in the room of some-
body who knew him exactly for what he was, someong who
sensed perhaps that he hadn't even been in the Navy. That's
the way Old'Jim affected peogle. o
| learned a lot from that man, and realized in myself
what | saw In him. It began to sink in that the main reason
| kept sailing wasn't to ledd a Iaz;r life or make quick money,
or see faraway places or tell people where |'d been. “In the
blood™ 1 what ‘some men say, and | can't think of any better
way to put it. Something that takes hold and becomes a part
of you and then you've simply got to have it. You don't always
appreciate that something vilien It there. You may resent
It or taking you away, and rebel a%amst those gays and nights
of endless monotony, and curse when it knocks; you arotnd
and fear Its treacherous moods and unleashed violence. But
qust fry staying awa%/ from it and before long you're cravmq
or the saltness n the air, and the unceasing’ movement 0
everything around you, and the ever-present Sights and quiet
sounds you know so well. - And then when somebody wants
to know why you're ?omg back, you talk about a two months’
rest or that final installment on the car, or ma,}/be somethlntg
nice you have lined up on the other side; but It you're smarf;
you realize you're onIY making excuses. ,
~Yes, 1t took Old Jim to make me know these things.
But in this man | recognized something more than a healthy
love of the sea.  Exactly what it was, | Can't sy, but | saw in
Jim something unnatufal, extreme. | still don’t know why
he never menfioned anything to do with dry land. He talked
a |ot about his past years at'sea, about all ‘Sorts of ships he'd
sailed and the men aboard them. Often, at chow, he used to
monapolize the talk with a sea yam, or discuss at great IenPth
the ship’s daily affairs: but whenever the others Would sfart
gabbing about things back in the States or what to do when

12



Old Jim

we hit the beach, he'd shut up like a clam and finish his meal
quickly and leave the saloon. .

And something peculiar happened the_ afternoon we
had our first landfall. ™ I'was topside with Old Jim, he had the
12t 4, and as usual he was pacing the deck and smoking his
pipe and talking a mile a minyte.™ It was a clear sunny day,
and_ in the distance two beautiful shades of blue met in the
straightest line | ever saw. The wind and sea were roughing
us up a bit, just enough to make us feel good, and Jim was as
happy as | Ve ever seen him. He halted out on the port wing,
gazing ahead with binoculars, and said he liked to watch tfie
Sea when she was knifed by the bow and got white with
re%?e, and slapped our hull on the way back and finally shied
off in a cloud of spray. And then suddenly, for no apparent
reason, he became silent and glared hard at the deck, and con-
tinued his walk. | thought It was rather odd, because hed
been in such a good mood.  There was some yelllng and com-
motion below on the maindeck, as several men ran to the port
side and cluttered around a seaman who was peering through
binoculars. 1 looked through mine in the same direCtion, and
S points off our bow the peaked capes of San Vicente had
broken into the clear sky and now blurred lazily over a sharp
horizon. Old Jim kept'looking down and didn’t say a word
for the rest of the watch.

|t seemed as if that voyage would never end, We were
more than two months out now and had covered plenty of
ocean—over the wide swelling expanse of the. sunny Gulf
Stream, then south along the black hulk of Africa, up again
and across the blue waters of the Mediterranean, and then
t,{IacIEhthrotugh the narrow straights and bearing North-by-

orthwest.

And now we'd escaPed the treacherous winds of Bisca
and were feeling our way slowly through the English Channel.
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A thick veil of fog floated in across the bows and curled around

the rigging and ‘settled ?entlg over the hatchcovers, hIdInP

from View everything forward of the mast. Decks and ral-

r|1r]1gs \t/vege slippery, and the lifeboat covers were dripping with
Isture.

. Atlast we were nearing port and the spirit aboard was
high. We were all hl_dlnc%our cigarettes, and hoping the Cus-
toms were on strike In erbourg, and boasting about what
we'd doin Parjs. All except Old Jim, that is. He’d been act-
Ing funny IateIY, ever since we hit the Channel and held our
colirse toward the Cherbourg Peninsula. He wasn't smllm%
any more and didn’t seem himself.  On watch he was quie
and sort of nervous and spent the entire four hours nside the
wheelhouse. He never said a word at chow, and when he
drank coffee the cup would shake In his hand. We haraly
ever saw him when he was off watch, and his cabin door was
alwa%s locked. 1 wondered what'd gotten into him, but | had
too man thlné;s on my mingd to glve It mych thought.

.. Toward evening the ship bustled with activity. Boom
rlg ing was unlashed and cargo, hatches uncovered, and the
%,gway_was made ready to swing. There was a loud rum-

ling noise all over the ship, as winches were being tested, and
the Sound of heavy objects falling on steel decks. And then
It became dark and thé deck crew knocked off for the night,
The fog thickened so that we couldn't see the mastlight and
there was a sort of tense quiet on board, broken only by the
sizzling of calm sea past the waterline and the screectiing blast
of the ship’s whistle every few minutes, .

_ It must have beeri long after mldnlglht when | awoke
and_ instantly | could sense fere'd been aToud clattering of
chain way up forward. | didn't feel any motion or hear'the
steady thumping of the engines, and ‘the fog whistle had
stopged blowm(|;, and the whole ship seemed dead. Outside
the drone of a faunch engine became louder, and then there
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Old Jim

was a sydden whirring noise as a boat came anngS|de and a
man Yelled something mguttural French I Tgotu p and Went
to %he p?trthole andt saw the | on saso orm Otﬁ [)eat
Water jutting out in rkness, - Somabody on the boa
deck vnas poInting afash %t over the sige, and a black beret
{us dlsappeared a the pi ot eased his way down the Jacob’s

g ot dressed and went topside. ~Sea watches had been
topped and everything was quiet in the bridgehouse. The
Wheel had heen secured and a canvas cover was draped over
the compass. The captaln Was eanln%agalnstt e bridgewin-
dow staring out at the long line of harbar lights thattwmked
in the distance and lit up the sky. I walkedover to him.

“Good morning, Cap'n.

“Moming,” he muttered

Where's Old_Jim

“Locked in his cabln

“What!~ Doesn’t he have the security watch?”

The captain didn’t answer, and | wondered if anything
Was wrong.

“Cap™n.”

ah?

“What in heII scome over Jim lately?”

There Wasa % ause,

“He'salways thisway when we hit port,” he murmured,

at way:
The ca taln straightened up and turned around and

walked IOWﬁr ﬁdoor
e this way till we sail,” he said. “I wouldn'

go near him if | were OH
Went out o the wing, and down the ladder, and
walked aft along the boatdeck, 7As | passed by Old Jim’s port-
hole | caught a'strong odor of wh|sky, and a drawling singing
voice came from inside, -



Acis and Galatea
By William H. Plummer, '51

HEN Alessandro Scarlatti, revolting against the nar-
row classicism of his contemporaries,” perfected the
Da Ca{),o Aria and ga,ve It as Important a place in his
operas as recitative, he esfablished opera as a permanent art
form, while at the same time opening the way for the decay
of Opera Seria. He was the founder 0f the great (also called
“the beautiful”) Neapolitan School of Operd, which enchant-
ed the world from its foundling, in 1684, until Gluck’s reform
in 1762. The Da Capo Arid, containing a first and second
part followed by the da capo, allowed of such var!et,Y and out-
pouring of lovely sound—it could continue indefinitely—that
recitative became a mere appendage of the aria, a convenient
link between melodies. Drama was forgotten while audi-
ences waited expectantly for each succegding aria and the
singers waited impatiently to display their skill. It was as
though Italy had burst into song, and with her all the world.
Each’ day began with an aubad€ and ended with a serenata.
The king's mistress—or the queen herself—sang in the pal-
ace and her song, wafted out of the great windows, was an-
swered by a fisherman on the bay. o
|1'was an age of sopranos, and natural limitations were
no barrier to their heavenly music. For somewhere, some-
how, the art of manufacfuring_male sopranos had been
learned, whether from an earlier’Constantinoplel where they
sang In Santa Sophia, or later when the splendor of Suliman
the Magnificent had captured the imagination of Europe. One
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Acis and Galatea

realizes how necessary they were when he learns that Opera
Seria required a cast Of six persons, three men and three wom-
en: the first man a soprano, the second either a soprano or con-
tralto, and the third a tenor (occasionally a fourth male role,
for bass voice, would be, included).

The opera was divided into three acts and each mem-
ber of the cast had to sing at least one aria in each act. The
aria itself was divided info five classes: aria cantabile; aria di
BortamentO' aria di mezzo carattere; aria parlante; and aria di

ravura. Convention prohibited the singing of two arias of
the same type in succession and duos, trios, quartets, etc., were
In(%t allowed. The third act terminated with a chorus and bal-
et.
. The magnificence of these productions taxes the imagi-

nation: the avenues c,onver?mg In the center of the stage,
formal Rardens, fountains, palacés, grand staircases, and clouds
from which ({%is and godaesses sang before decending in gold-
en chariots. "When Domenico Freschi’s opera “Berenice™ was
Produced a book of attractions was published in which were
isted: “choruses of 100 virgins, 100 soldiers and 100 horse-
men in iron armor; besides 40 comets, on horseback: 6 mount-
ed trumpeters; 6 drummers; 6_ensigns; 6 sackbuts2 6 flutes:
12 minstrels plaz/ln on Turkish and other instruments; 6
pages; 3 sergeants; o cymbaleers; 12 horsemen; 12 grooms;
12"charioteers; 2 lions [ed by 2 Turks; 2 led elephantS; Bere-
nice’s triumphal car, drawn” by 4 horses; 6 other cars drawn
b% 12 horses; 6 chariots, for the procession; a stable contalnlng
% 0 I|V|r%g horses; a forest, filled with wild boar, deer, an
ears—etc,

_ All the gods and heroes of antiquity told their tales,
wearing heroic "Roman dress, each possessing the divine so-
prano of the castratl, OrPheus sought Eurydice among the
shades, singing more sweetly than she, and Apollo sereriaded
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The Alembic

Daphne with a voice to defeat a hundred Marysases. “Nero”,
“Florindo”, “Dafne”, “Aqgg rrprna” “Rinaldg”, “Radamesto”,
Tolemeo”, “Floridante”, “Giulio Cesare” Tamerlano”,
“Alessandro”, “Ezio”, “Ariadne”, “Arlodante”, “Alcina” are
some of the numberless operas sung. The skrII of the singers
was boundless, Every ornament évery method of enhancrng
their art, was known to them. 1h eKlwore years unr per-
fection was attaned. It is said that Niccola Porpora eﬁtone
of his stydents on the same exercise for five years and that he
kept Farinelli on the same scale for twelve years. Amang the
reatest were:  Giovanni Francesco Grossi; called Il Sifacio;
aldassare Ferri, srnger fo the Krn? of Poland for forty years,
opera was sung In Italian In Pofand, & it was everywhere
else, and the theatre in Warsaw was nightly turned intoa mini-
ature Italy, with fountains, ruins, peasanit cottages a la Cala-
brese, and the bluest of Ifalian_skies), and to the Emperor
Leapold for ten more; Nicolini Grimaldi,_upon whom the
Serenissima bestowed the fitle of Cavalrere Seesino, who had
the honor of being cursed by Handel, an honar he shared with
many; and the great Farrnellr the ni trngale Whose singing
kept the spectre of madness at bay in epa aces of Spain.
when the last aria was sung and the story ended
all the characters reassembled (those who had died réturning
from the wrn?s) and a ballet closed the entertainment. Sara-
and, Gavotte, Minuet, Gigug, Allemande, Courante. Gal-
Irard Pavan, Canarres Horn ipe, and Ground followed one
another unti]. the harpsichor sounded its last note and, Wrth
a skirl of violins, the music ended. The comp an¥r owed
curtain fell, and the quttering candles were snuffed by foot
men, one by one.
1Some rs orians claim this cuslmorr BC eth Cr eks consrderdt
i R R
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HE transition of circumstance and action into the writ-

ten word often results in a product similar to our in-

genious drigd eggs, insofar as comparison to the real

thiing goes, This process may be considered under the aspect
of the Aft ‘of Communication, and its mastery is a problem
which has faced authors since the days when man had his first
thoughts. Always,P_resent are the to extremes: the crudity
of form which signifies the failure to make 4 person or an idea
come alive, and still worse, the state that s reached when a
thing 1s too good, and takes on a sort of sterility from which
everyone gets the same idea, and can go no furthgr on his own.
It hecomes easy to see that the communication of our thoughts
constitutes a peculiar art, the acquisition of which finds many
on the short end of an_adequate phraseology with which 0
determine their respective form of expression.

There 15.a seqment of qur present day authors whose
mastery, or semi-mastery, of this process has earned for them
the right to be heard—the almost compulso obllgatlon on
the part of the so-called discriminating readers to hear them,
and more jmportant, to ponder for a while their content.
Qf course this last, Part entails thinking, a most lahorious pas-
time, and necessarily reduces by two-thirds the number of per-
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sons interested; for we are a generation that leans heavily on
pictures, condensations of condensations, and the osmotic
properties of television and the tabloids.

. There Is a common denominator among these afore-
mentioned authors: for the most part their themes revolve
around the tremendous clash of ideas that characterizes |ife
amang thinking and non-thinking men, and the innumerable
conflicts that arise in the clash which accompanies the exist-
ence of various patterns of life; one always finds the immense
sympathy that a cause elicits in the reader, all too often to
have it interred when the covers of the ook are closed., Here
we are dealing with a few such authors, and the respective rec-
ommendations are based on the assumption that a reader
mfPSrtt at times add a bit of his own thought to the author’s
efforts.

Among the more recent and readable volumes, one
called Top of the World (Hans Reusch) provides a peephole
on the top of the world, with a sometimes searching, some-
times awkward portrayal of the Eskimo’s contact with the
White Man. _ In tones that ring of Jack London, habits and
customs are integrated into a Story paralleling that of the
American Indian; insofar as it tells'of the external destruction
of a requlated society by the White Man, who manages, by a
reverse” Midas fouch, t0 reduce everything he contacts 0 a
state of contamination, for want of stronqer phraseology. The
whole business, related by the competent Mr. Relsch,, is
vagfuely reminiscent of the feeling one experiences standing
in"tront of the lion’s cage at the zo, t,rylnF to justify the con-
finement and destruction for another’s satisfaction.

Two war novels are next, providing a change of pace,

|us some very worthwhile reading. - Exhibit number one—
he Strange Land (Ned Calmer), which in our humble opin-
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Criticism
jon is the best war novel to date, cuffing the brass about a bit,
and on the whole, resisting the tendency to make the heroes
escape from a Jocal rabbit warren. The storY itself brid es
the qulf that inevitably separates the front ines from
warrh, safe rear, and does so with a facility as to make most
of the characters involved stand on their own, rather than lean
on th estor)( or support.  Handled superbly is the feeling of
futility that war brtngs & Its accompamment that so domi-
nates t 0se caught In its patftern tetnammate ghetiresston
ex ressed througnhout makes for a story both extremely read-
abeand qune ossmly,acommermal success Call It Treason

(eorge Howe) is of'a different vein, and should establish
Mr Howes position at the head of any story-telling class. Con-
cerned W|th cag tured Germans who”become agents working
under Army G-2, he is deahng with an unsung group that the
Germans paid with terror an sava%e reven%e and the Amert-
cans ignored.  In the penetration of their individual motives,
either “riches, risk, of faith”, the author manages. to muffle
the screaming terror of modern warfare while awelling on the
Intricate mechanism that is a human placed in these Circum-
stances. You might even change your present definition of
the word treason.

_ Inasmuch as CaII It Treason is a Christopher Award
wmner this might be a good place to mention Fr. Keller’s
Th reeM %tesaDaP/ |t7ls one ofthose hooks that shouldn't
be talked about, but read, for It is a collection of twentieth-
cenfury parables that have's run from the tlmelesssonofthe
ScnPtur It comprises a goo grescrlp ion for aworld which
has forgotten that the mermful 0d I also just and that there
are sing that cry to heaven for vengeance

Probably the lanel of a contemplative essax would best

fit Here Is New York (E. B. White), for in its short, stylized
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form there js ample evidence of reflection in the modern Co-
%sus that 1s New York. As the twentieth- centu}r Babrul
ecrtgl will alwa v\}/s be a farget for writers, but this s a
usual approach wortny ofconsrderatron One sectiop caught
our fancy: “The city’is like ooetry It compresses all life, all
races and breeds, 1nto a small island and adds music and the
accomevanrment of Internal engings. T he Island of Manhat-
fan |s |t out any doubt the greatest human concentrate on
eart the poem V\i 0se malgarc IS comare ensih eﬁo millions
. but whose full meanirig will"always remain illusive.

In assrng it might be well to_note one or_ two other
efforts alo ﬁmotdrssr llar Tines: Life of the Queen Bee
(Louis Sutherland) is nothing less than a breathless fantas
of nature’s SPIendor resulting’in an almost oerfect crystalliza-
tion of the life pattern of the amazing, almost intellectual, bee.
Another Prop,e Into the much discusSed, little acted upon “N-
gro Problem™ comes |n Without Magnolias, (Bucklin Mogn),
ut |t differs radrcal dy from Its assocrates |n that the auth
nasa deep un erftan Ing of s su 1ect rather than th es |r|c
nypercritical style that such nov soften carr wrt
ere 1 a sort of wisdom In the wa tepeogean su jec
are h ndIed |t should suffice to sa¥ hat the story s good
enoug Ftosan on Its own| , e best ¢
ollowing the age-0 cuso o saving the best ti
last, we come m %ost eautr T<vr/qee yet rear!
a 501t 0 CPersonal introdyction to Our La ry (ca led A Woman
Wrao/g In Silence (John . rﬁt ally vent res In
this uo tears of necessr qck our concei)to equt
ha thin mist, and |t takes & hook like this to llustrate Just
at reaA eau ItS tones are ILke the caress of a nin’s
C(t)ra clo(te Salrl;(rjos an altar, its author knows Maré What more
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Going Ashore
By Richard R. Hartung, bl

gortholes were open wide, and the maII f nm ?(e
ft wh |rr|ng sound as It tuned sow ontebu
hea but still'it was hot and close and stuffy In the dim-
lit cabin, and m %/kha I shirt stuck to my wet back as | stood
g by e ol i The Q10 Mon s uncred o
his chin and b?urrr Og fneprnk of the signatures. pFIJ-Irsg vein-
knotted frnger traced” slowly up and down anng the neatly
typed pape
There was some laught er and singing outsrde as sev
er}a]l of the ?rewl rched d ownt enangwaey gnt heir first nigh
ashore, | leane |mpatrenti¥ against th kan stare
the veins on the caPtarns fl %er as It moved sow%/ through
drops of sweat and left a line Of smudge on the pap rbehrnd

And then the men were gone, their voices t rarlrnﬁ]
down the pier, andlcould almost feel the hot sweet stil ess
ofthe nr%ttn] lﬁ Ehe ortholes. Iwatchedt efrn er and
tou%ht nd the ports, exond % way,
e’v dthe ler smewhere |nt forer nrght and again
| felt tha éfdenrn% sh and sureo loo A
|twasnt oba as It had been man tmesbefore When there
been no ing but endless waste of sea beyond the porholes;
nothing but emptiness ana I?]nelrness and a feelin gfabslrgrg

lost from the world. Now there was a gangway, a
The finger stopped moving. The captain leaned way
&
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Eerétm his swivel chair and wiped his face with a wet hand-

“That all, Cap?” | asked,

E\e/gtrt %uess s0. Everything secured below

“You've hadatou%h dax son. Going ashore?"
the atI n(?nddegt %mrjeo rtset(tj Sttrgaﬁoor o Ithne %?]dtsgld att !

W -
wayrpntenex Eﬁeerﬁ) minutes, ou?{krgow ft me,’ s
o't be too eager, son. Better e choosy.”
“That %ust ené out my other ear, Cap,” | laughed,
cIosmg the do r behina me.
| walked gmckl down the S|Ient comE)anlonwa and
hrust open the door of m cabln and went in. - Everything
In the room was dimly visible 1n moonlight, and beyond the
Fortholeabr|%htr¥ell sphere hung, low'In the blué sky and
it up abroken lirfe of hills. 1 stoo foramoment gazmgout
atit, and at the mjrrored path it made across the smooth Water
of the haLbor Then | switched on the light and tore off my
sweat-soaked clothes.

The shower was nice, and also the feeI of dean
dry, khakis a%alns t the skin. | loaded m){ small revolver and
gtrtt %jetr\tl\tloocu trtons of Chesterfields down the back of my shirt,

The ajr outside was stil and warm in the quiet ni
and the who’e sHt seemetf J § Iswun? down t %l

adders and ran across th e steel deck, ,my ootsteps echomg
sharplyfrom the mIdShIa/ OUSe.
m way i rICthee loose chglnsS\tv § edogg?ncreaﬁgﬂdas ‘tmgr? gﬂ
) gn (tte dock; the solid dock. q WanI|P(1 Wlt?t coal qust
and littered with rotten hawser Imes and it stank of melted
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Going Ashore

tar and shjp’s garbage; but it was solid wonderful land, and
| was on It. -

_ Sweat was alread tI’ICk,|In% down my face but | kept
walking fast along the dark silent pier, codl dust crunchmﬂ
under my shoes and flicking in at my ankles. The ships hu
loomed black and menacing above, hiding the moon from
view; but here and there was a shaded glow Teflected on white
superstructure and,hl%h up in the rigging a small mastlight
mingled bnghtly with the stars.

And then the ship was in back of me—the dark, empty,
lonely hulk was behind me; and the moon had come ouf from
behind the bow, dimly lighting the dock and glistening faintly
in the coal dust.

. Close up_ahead was a small guardhouse, and a guard
leaning on his rifle by the open Pate. The cigarette cartons
scratchied against my “back, and [ suddenly remembered the
Customs fife on Arerican uFarettes and wondered if 1'd be
searched. The guard straignfened up as | approached, and |
tried to assume a casual air, ,

Comment ca va, msieur,” | hailed, in the cheeriest
tone | could. , , ,

He just grunted and fingered the butt of his American
M-I, and eyed fe as | strolled nonchalantly through the gate
and onto the dirt road. _ ,

The countryside was quiet, and here and there a fire-
fly made its little pattern through the darkness. Some farms
lined the road, and there was & strong smell of wet manure
and dry hay. The distant lights of the’town twinkled and lit
lroP the"sky'in a hazy glow; and a faint, sort of musical, din.of

any noises came from that direction. 1 had a warm ticklish
feeling in the pit of my stomach, and | walked faster.

The road narrowed considerably and became cobble-
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stoned, and Presently | was hemmed in by high walls that shut
out the light of the moon. Here and thére arches hung over-
head and 1t was very dark. | stuck to the middle of the street
and kept my hand on the revolver in my pocket, and kept
shlftmg| my eyes from side to side. ,
walked on, and on, between the walls. Again | felt
lonely and empty insice, and sort of lost from the world, and
| wanted the street to end.
. Butthe narrow street seemed to have no end, or mean-
ing, as it wound this way and that in silent darkness. | walke
on through the night, and the only sensation was a hollow echo
of my fodtsteps against the brick walls.

Uncertainty
By Wales B. Henry, 50

| must confess, 1I'm.in a mess,

A woeful state of dire distress,
For never does a problem vex
Like one that's founded upon sex.

My girlfriend’s a burlesque queen,
The" prettiest thing you've ever seen,
But I can't take her iome to mother
So | think I'll get myself another,

And when | get myself another

And brln? her homie to meet my mother,
Mom wilT say, “She's not yourkind."
Oh for the girl I left behind.
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Byron and Keats
By Wales B. Henry, "50

Here’s to Byron, Keats and Kunkle;
Kunkle is my grocer’s uncle.

Here’s to Byron, Keats and Sawyer;
Sawyer is the family lawyer,

Here’s to Byron, Keats and Boner;
Boner Is a tavern owner,

Byron and Keats set my lyric mood
But | like Kunkle’s népfiew’s food.

Byron and Keats; both I hail; .
But Sawyer keeps me out of jail.

Byron and Keats: | hold them dear;
But also Boner, for his heer.

| married agirl and her name is Nellie,
So now 1've'taken to reading Shelly.
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Mist
By Richard R. Hartung, !

and how |'d gotten there. It couldn’t have been ordi-
nary mist because It was too white and billowy, and it
didn’t come above my knees; and it was undulating all around
me and cur ing racefulg/ in and out between my Iegs But
beyond this opague whiteness on either sjde I coflld See dark
blue water and light blue sky, and an unbroken ling of hon-
zon dividing them'In the distance. Itwasaveryfamrlrar Ineg
one | had Often seen, a meanranul line whose every mood
and variation | knew by heart. 11, haol always been far away
and often obscure and'yet | had lived with 1t intimately day
in-and day out.
But the thick mist below me was strange and meaning-
Iess and as | walked it heaved and fell gently and enveloped
dan pressed me onward. | didnT try to turn back be-
cause here was nothing to (%o back to, and soI ust kept walk-
mgt rough the whrte mrs And Present I egan to feeI
nére was Somethin Paea that | wanted very much; that
| not onIy wanted but needed, hecause It was aImostapart

| was walking in something wet and sticky, and |
reached down and tfied to part thé mist; the white billows
simply closed over my hand and I couldnr see or feel anythrnd
below, but | knew I"was wa krngi on melted tar.  And Soon
Was stumblrng over thrnr%s famr iar thrng]s of Jron and hemp
and wet canvas, but the mist kept me from falling and pressed
me ever onward, T he st rangeness was gone now, and | knew
where | was and what lay beyond. | walked faster and foster,
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Mist

and | could feel coal dust crunching under my feet and flick-
ing against my ankles,
And thien the black hull of the ship shone up ahead as

if it had risen out of the mist, and | trembled all over with
joy and excitement. She [oomed above the rolling mist in a
\INI%et glraceful arc, her masts towering majestically against the
ight Dlue s

! Suddenly the mlstwas rising all around me, and | broke
into arun. It tose higher, andhlg er, until it was blllowmg
overhead and caressmg/lmy face and all' | could see was a dar
shadow of the ship. . My ‘eyes were smartmq as | ran toward
It and 1 had a choking feeling in mﬁl throal. And then the
shadow faded away and there wasnot mgbut the mist in front
of me, engulflng me on all sides and above,

| Was groping rantically for something as I ran, and |
could see the mist curling through my stff open fingers. |
clutched and clutched, tr)()mg despera ely to catch Rold of
something in front of me, beyond the mist.

And then | felt the chams in my hands and pulled on
them, and | could feel the gangway swaymP beneath me. As
I groped my way up through the mist | could hear a fat, sort
of musical,” din"of many familiar sounds above They were
quiet sounds that | knew and Ioved T ey creaked monot-
onously, and throbbed softly, and fla %ent There was
the whlstlmg of wind through rl% mq and he patter of spray
on decks. And_there were vices 100, 1 knew them well, voices
that blended with the other sounds and seemed a part of them.

I pulled and dpuIIed on the gangway chams cllmbmg

upward, everu ward, and straining’ my wet e estrou
|st for sight ofsomethln or soméong.  Groping and cu
Ing over the chains, swaymg back and forth with the gangway,
climbing higher and higher through the mist
89



Spring Fever
By Charles F. Wooley, 50

heneficial effects of alternating currents, merged with
_the muggy air that lay heavy across the desks and helped
induce  State of mental equillibrium. ,

- “Curly” Jameson slumped at his desk—the laxity of
his position allowing the well-padded shoulders of his sports
acket to droop, ever so slightly, over the edge of his not-so-

road shoulders. His smart, yet quiet tie, [d one’s Haze all
the way down the sharply creased trousers to his neatly-kept
tan and white sport shoes. All in all, “Curly” gave the very
naty, yet casual appearance that he sought—even though the
effort was not as casual as one might be [ed to helieve,

The period was but ten minutes old—and the class
called for forty minutes more of this endless tirade. “Curly”
slouched slighitly deeper in his seat—and the glaze that came
over his eyes became the screen behind which he and his day-
gLetging.were hidden from the factual, droning world on tfie

The, r?e ) grbabove
the sweltering crowd below. The shirt-sleeved bleacher fans,
with their protective score cards shleldln(% their eyes from the
blazing sun, gave Indication of the heat of the day. aven though
this was September.

Here was the ball game of the season, and you could
feel the eager expectation that ran through the stands as the
fans watchd the expected duel unfold héfore their eyes.

0

THE steadgi drone of the professor’s voice, discussing the

nnants hung Iimplg/ on their poles hi
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Here was a game to tell your grandchildren about, one
that the official score book wouild record 1n a unique fashion,
The regular season had ended five days before, and when it
did, thé two ﬁennant contenders had” been deadlocked; the
Beavers and the Braves tied up in a pice tight package, thus
necessitating the playoff that was now in #,rogress. TWO games
had gone by the board, each team winning one, leaving one
0ame to settle the issue In a t}/é)lcal,photo-flnlsh. On thisgame
fode fame, glory, and a World Series share. _ ,

For “this reason, “Stubby” Reynolds, ci ar-chewmg
Beaver manager, had selected his ace,” “Lefty” Jameson, t
quiet the bI? Brave bats. “Lefty” Jameson, whom the sport
scribes had tagged another Hubbell, had justified their faith
by notching twenty-five wins during the réqular season. The
same “Lefty”, onx three days before, had hurled a nifty
five-hitter o clinch the first playoff game,

And now, here it was thé seventh mnmg. The sun
seemed N less stronger than it had an hour andl a half ago,
and up fill now the”invincible Jameson had given but one
scratch single, that in the second inning. The pig Brave guns
looked like water pistols against Lefty’s deceptivé motion; his
high hard one, and remarkable change of pace. In the toR of
the seventh the middle of the Brave batting order took their
feeble cuts—and returned to the field, This'was repeated with
the tail-end during the eighth. In the ninth, the fans moved
to the edge of theiT seats; for, although the Beavers had threat-
ened constantly, and battered three ?ltchers rather freely, they
had amassed only one run, and that on an error.

Top of the ninth, top of the batting order, and “Lefty”
Jameson goes into his motion. A high pop hehind first, which
Holcomb™lost in the sun; a sacrifice bunt which the kid third
baseman threw into the stands; and a walk by the tiring
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“Lefty”, filled the bases. The stands buzzed with excitement
—then quieted as Jameson 80t Stewart to pop to the catcher,
caught Roberts with a called strike; and prepared to face the
har -hlttln% Durfee. , _

“Le )( ever the object of atention, stalked around
the mound, Tooked Durfee over cautiously, almost with con-
tempt,  Into his full motion with base runners prowling and
breaking falsely, coaches screaming shrilly, fans both Silent
and uproarious, the World Series went riding on the next few
pitches. “Lefty” rocked in the box and firéd hard and high
—t00 high, Ball one: he tried for the inside comer and missed
in his_eagerness, Ball twol  Out came Burrows, his catcher
not with advice—but rather to still the excitement as much
as he could. . After a few words he returned, and signalled for
a curve, which in turn broke inside to the right-handed Dur-
fee for strike one. ,

_ Away from the plate stepped Durfee, dusted his hangs,
wiped the handle with his pants leg, then strode in again, dig-
gm? In firmly. . Jameson watched cautiously, then_Into his
motion, fired with a hook brea_km%/gown and away. The man
at bat lunged and misseg. Strike two! o

Forty thousand fans took a deep breath—into millions
of homes came the low voice of the anpouncer—"“top of the
ninth, two away, count two and two—Jameson &s cool as an
|,ceber%—bas,es O0.B.—full 0" Braves—"Lefty” into his mo-
tion—full windup . . ."—and down below on"the field Jame-
son purpjoed—klcked and fired—and Durfee swung_. . .

ameson, William Jameson” came the voice from out
of nowhere. “Curly” Jameson blinked once or twice—then
felt a tremor pass through his body and end at his red-hot ears,
as he jumped to his feet and triéd to focus his attention on
one Mr. Franklin Haverford, Ph.D., and Professor of Physics.
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“Would you explain, Mr. Jameson, the plausibility of

the use of either alternating or direct current, from an &co-
nomic standpoint?” , _
, “Lefty” Jameson’s pitch never reached Durfee’s swing-
ing bat—the screams of triumph or despair never left the fan’s
thioats—and Curly Jameson never did answer Professor Hav-
erford’s question.

Resolution
By Wales B. Henry, 50

There’s lots of sin
In this world we're in
But I will try to shun it.

Yes, 1l be good
Like a good Doy should ,
And the world can't say, “He dun it.”

Oh, 'l be nice.
And avoid all vice: _
| swear |1l keep me from it.

'Cause had don’t mix
With my bag of tricks _
And | will reach the summit.

But the summit’s high
And that shot of rye
Went through me like a plummet,
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Skin Deep
By Charles F. Wooley, 50

CROSS the years, I remember himwell. The cold wind
with stingers in its tail scurried up and down the water-
front, every now and then sending a whiplash scout

or two flitting between the docks and the ferry. The hustling

commuters had Ion% since made their way from ferry to trains,
hurrymg to catch the 5:18 and get in from the cold,

n one of the platforms dverlooking the yard that the
commuters had swarmed, through earlier, ‘a haridful of men
were busy sorting, throwing, and carr¥|ng bundles and pack-
ages of varying Sizes. The"object of their attention was the
bagga?e car of the, 11:15 expréss to Chicago, and its loading
Was a Tast and tpremse affar. _ ,

_Two of us had just come in from the tracks, where it

was windy and bitter, and were Plad to be away from the mon-
strous hox-cars, which seemed fo take an_eternity to unload.
“Peanuts”, the little Mick who was section boss, told us to
grab a cup of coffee, and then to _hlgh-tall it to the Chicago
Car for the rest of our evening, which ended at twelve.
Comlnq back from ou coffee, we stopped at the plat-

form, waited till we got the drift of things, and started in. Th
big mail sacks came whirring down the Chutes which overhung
the platform, their metal tags clanking till the bags scudde
to ahalt on the wooden hoards. From the alley-way leading
into the yard came huge hand-drawn trucks loaded with pack-
ages and” boxes, these ‘also to be sorted and loaded.

, this was more or less bewildering, and to us, baf-
fling. As | was about to drag the wrong sack to the wrong sec-
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tion of the car for about the twelfth time, a firm, ,restrammP
hand came down on my shoulder. | turned to find a well-
built, fine-featured Negro fellow, who proceeded to explain
to me the system of gedgraphic location'in respect to sections
of tkhe car, plus the meariings of the stamped cards on the mail
sacks.

This was my first meeting with “Jackson”, the boss of
the platform; a quiet, unassuming, and industrious worker,
who had gained the respect of the Whole outfit, mcludlnﬁ the
ever noisy “Peanuts”: a recommendation in itself. If he Rad a
,flrstt sz\me,, | never did hear it—to every one he was Jackson, or
ust “Jax”.
) We worked well with him, in turn he relayed this to
Peanuts, and the garrulous Section boss assigned s to work
with him every_mglht startl,n? at seven. From then on we
worked every night 7-12 shiff with Jackson: the easy-giomg,
always-going Jackson. Late afternoons on the tracks always
dragged until seven came, when we could then work on a job
where we enjoeéed the responsibility that "Jax" was soon {0
send our wag/. f course we made ofir mistakes, like the nlght
that "Jax” [éft early and the rest of the packing fell to us, Four
nights later a trainman back from the Chicaga'run complained
about the entire load coIIap,sm? while rounding the first turn
they came to. Precious minutes were spent Correcting our
mistakes and, as the Express was the pride of the road and was
In turn late that special evening, much “buck passing” was
In order so that the crime was progressively traced.

But as time went on our mistakes became fewer, our
work faster and more proficient. Jackson was agood boss who
tolerated no loafing, worked harder than any of us, and was
aIwa%/s sure to reward us with “coffee time" ‘when thmgs be-
gan to drag. He was probably the strongest person |'v8 ever
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met, for despite his catlike way of walking his_arms and shoul-
ders generated the strength of a bull mooSe. The usual stoli
expression that covered his fine features occasionally lapsed
Into_an easy, meaningful grin which heightened the ‘contrast
of his dark”skin against the whiteness of”his teeth.

Thoug%h ordinarily very laconic, now and then he spoke
at some length to a favored few, but only after he had care-
fully mulled’ over what he was to say, as though rationed in
his Use of w?rds. During qne sfuch conversation, he gpé)ke fo
me at some length about his wite.and six months old”daugh-
ter: how her birth, and the ensuing sickness of his wife had
sent him into unaccustomed debt, which must have been a
blow t0_his independent nature,

S0 now dunng, the pre-Xmas season, he togk another
hob both to clear his pills and insure a Rlentlful holiday in his

ome. The strain of an additional elq f-hour stint must have
been terrific; yet he had been_domtg It for several days hefore
cor],fl,dln% in s, _ This too, withouf ever a noticeable “easing
off” In the terrific pace he set for himself.

S0 there you have “Jax"—a man in anyone’s Ianguage
—a qood quy to-work under, work with, and to know. ~ And

et i1 was ,amazmg how the qffice-bound hl,%her-ups treated
IS case, with the Same inconsistent sheer blindness that men
of their type exhibit so often. To them he was just another
"Nig”, to e treated accordingly; ?,IVE him so much rogm,
but o more—not because of RIS actions, nor his personality,
but rather hecause of his skin, and the inherent characteristics
which intelligent men deem a necessary companion.
Jax""was no personification of ‘all that was ([](_)Od in
the world, neither was he the Eersomflcatlon of all that is evil.
Like the night before Xmas Eve, when “Jax” came In carry-
Ing an unaccustomed “load”. Men who work hard do o off
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the deep end occasionally. But he had made %Wlthout realiz-
Ing 1) preparation in” advance—iwo of us that he had be-
friended hustled him off intg one of the storage shacks, where
he slept off the noticeable effects.in four hours or so. In the
meanwhile his training paid dividends so that he was never
even missed durgn% niS absence.

S0, as | said before, there you have “Jackson”; you prob-
ablg know a Jackson yourself, his skin might be white, yellow
or brown; his rellqlon anY one of the hundreds that dot the
universe.  But let'that hold you back and. your case will onl
be one on the long list of ndrrow, inconsistent minds; minds
that forgot to leave notches on their measurmg% rods foraman’s
g#ts, hig character, his ability, and most of all the potentialities

at are nascent in every human being.

What happened”to “Jax”, YOU ask? Oh, the usual |
(l]uess. | really don't know. Probably he was banged from pil-
ar to post by his “superiors”. Wha knows? After all, he was
only a Negro!
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T ”S often interesting as well as amusing to look hack on
old | |ssv(es of ma(\;azmes and see what went %n In those day i<
T0o make a short story even shorter, the other day we too
a broom to, the cobwe ssurroundln?Vo ume VI of the Alem-
bic, removed it from its accustomed resting place, blew arather
substantial cloud of dust from 1ts top, and settled down to
peruse its slowly yellowing (no_kidding) pages for |tems of
astlng Interest”.” The results of this I|terar?/ Hourne through
the 1975-26 Alembic are herewith and forthwith resented

* * *

THE JOURNEY SOUTH

Despite our attempts to Iau%h away this bugaboo if is
becomln% ore and more evident that odr mills are moving
South. Only afewweeksago this factwasbrou?ht home for-
clbh/when dne of the | ﬂes concerns dn R‘wode sland located

the southern part o the state closed Its large factory for an
Indefinite perlod to re-gstablish its industry in‘a southern state.
The Industrial migration Is affecting not only our own state
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Five and Twenty Years Ago

but all of the other New England states as well . . .
Editorial
G hey've been hollering about it | CI)CtObe’Ejlr?ZE
it s soer%em?n\évaﬁ/e&v Iey e been hollering about it lately, you'd thin
CHANGES OF CLASS ROOM
The many improvements in the college building were
greeted with expressions of approval b¥ the” upperclass men
on their return. In order to provide tor additional seating
capacity due to the larger registration of this year . .. The
museum has been moved to a'small room on thé first floor . . .
College Chronicle
_ October 1925
Do you suppose he’s referring to the bookstore?

CONVICTED

The)( found a boftle beside his man%!ed body—a
broken bottle, and what is more, a broken whiskey hottle;
his right hand still clutched, the neck of it when they found
him; after prying it from his death-like grip, then fook the
cork off its héad and smelled it—whiskey—Ves, undoubedly
that odor was whiskey—to be particular, moonshine, Thus
the conclusion was that he was drunk—everyone said he was

drunk—everyone believed he was drunk—_.". .

Thomas F. O'Neill

, _ November 1925
ormal reaction to any senior after taking the Graduate

Record exams.
THE DAILY DOZEN
| stood one day to watch the fray,
As the studenfs went to eat, ,
When a senjor said with a shake of his head,
"This has all football beat."

9



The Alembic

“| e seen many a fight that sure was a sight
And murders, holdups and crimes,

But thIB— IS the one that cant he outdone
As the hoys start spending their dimes.

“With a wolfish look they claw and hook
To get to Fd’and his gang, .

Poor’ ‘Ed”, Instead, just Scratches his head
And curses the bell that rang.

“For to feed this bunch that is calling for lunch
IS sure a he- ews rige’,
Cause to feed them all he'd need a hall,
And a ten-acre lot on the side.”
H. T. Kaveney

. November 1925
Times never change, do they?

.. THE COUNTRY DOCTOR .
... Smiling sweetly, she countered, “And, Francis, you dance
S0 beautify ){ _
Still glowing from the pleasure of her nearness he led
her out—away from the blare of the orchestra, from the fool-
IS Iaughter, and from the crowd, = Slowly they walked an_n%
beneath the sorcery of a moon which was shiriing down wit
all the golden glory of July. They were chatting aimlessly
when stadenly the” doctor Stopped, “There 1S a time.in the
life of every man, Aljcia, when the soul that is within him
cries out for companionship, for_tenderness, and for love,
There is a time when the heart—Oh, Alicia, | love you," He
halted and with hanging head awaited the outburst which he
expected would come.
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_ Shyl¥ she looked UP at him and said, “I have been wait-
ing S0 Ionq, or you to say this. Francis, | love you, too,” Ten-
derly herTittle"arms créep around his neck and she drew his
head down and down until his lips met hers in the first, sweet
Kiss of love, ~ Passionately he crushed her to him and sought
Eer thholne)1ed lips again and again until she pushed him aay
reathlessly.
Sof I}/ he murmured, “My own—now and always.”
Shortly after, their engagément was announced ", . .
George Cloutier
December 1925
| should hpe sot

BITS FROM LIFE

Some unknown tool for petty gain,
Amid the Senate’s bluster.
Dropped a homb of chlorine gas,
To end the filibuster.
It ended.
John W. Murphy
December 1925

., Don't believe it. One of the reporters in the balcony took off
his Shoes;

CORRECTION

_The editor of this department wishes to correct an error
made in the November isste of the Alembic. In the Provi-
dence starting line-up for the Syracuse game the name of Bride
should be sunstituted for T,rlggs at the right halfback post
and Trigos should be substitutéd for Spring at fullback.™ In
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the Boston College contest the name Bride should be substi-
tuted (or Triggs at right halfback.
Athletics
_ December 1925
Are there any questions?

COLLEGE PUBLICATIONS

Providence College Alembic
Providence, R. I. o
W. Harold O’Connor, Editor-in-Chief
Dear Sir: . ,
COEIGS of your November and December issues came
to my desk today"en route to our checkln? department, and
inasruch as | find myself pIeasantIY affected by the literary
and news contents, it ‘occurs to me there should be no harm
in my saying 0 . . ,
Cord|allé ,
eo. W. Danielson, President
Editorial
Februarﬁ 1926

. We wonder where Calvin Coolidge was during all these
carryings on.

THE PERFUMED LETTER

~ ... Mrs. Lane strolled into her hushand's office and
with a glance through the mail on his desk she passed on to
his chair. - Suddenly her delicate little nose went up as she
detected the odor of roses.
i 9”“Warren, have you any roses around here, 1 smell
em’
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“Why no, dear, you know | can't bear flowers about
my desk. ,
“Well, querilously, I smell roses.”
H. Edmund O’Connor
_ _ February 1926
Well, querilously, I don’t smell a thing.
~ LOVE
He met her in the parlor
As the moon was rising high,
She acted sly and hashful,
He dared not to come nigh.
He waited until eagerly
His proffered sweets she took,
And then he hung his battered hat
Upon the well-known hook.
He came up_to her closer now,
For all was fing as silk.
She started in to chew her cud,
And he—started in to milk.
Henry J. Kaveney
ike that movie that made th d OCtOlIJerf1925
a0 ﬁoeurcjiadle reLo \?e.gnowe at made the rounds a couple of years

~ WISTFUL

A mystic bell is rlnglng0 o
In my heart is always bringing
Memories of other Tays.

The stars in their gleaming
Shine sad in my dreaming
With visions of other days.
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My heart always yearning
For the lost one’s returning
A pal of other days.

In my garden plot
Sweet Forget-me-nots
Lift perfume of by-gone days.
AUsTIN A. SHEEHAN
May 1926

We know how you feel, Austin. Maybe a dose of sulphur and
molasses would help.
H. E. V.
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