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College publicatigns have been evaludted by the student body
have always provided a source of wonder to the editors of the

1 Cowl, the"Veritas, and, most of all, the Atembic. The first two deal
primarily with fact and are thus, less vunerable to qualitative crit-
icism, but the Alembic, Since it is purely a creative work, provides
a fertile ground for the would-be literary critics of the student hody.

Most students fail to realize that the Alembic is a magazine
for the students and by the students. That it does not measure, up
to the standards of the Atlantic Monthly is entirely natural, since
the editors and contributors of the Alembic are not expected to
have achieved the degree of expression that can come only from
experience and long, arduous Kears of plain work. And yet ‘the at-
titude still prevailS among the readln% students that unless the
Alembic produces an issue” comparable 1o the Atlantic Monthly, it
IS to be considered as a sub-standard, sllghtl% insipid volume, " per-
petrated by hacks and read only so that” when someone mentions
the issue, one may say . . . and did you read that trash by K. . .,
boy has he got guts.

We have made a psuedo-investigation of the adverse criticism
that have received recen I}/, in an_attémpt to discover what, if any-
thing, will serve to raise the quality of The Alembic, and make 1t

THE standards of literary criticism by which the Providence



The Alembic

more acce table to the averade student. Wit h(iut an mrsgrvrnswe
rea |g t]that our Investigation was a failure 1n regard 1o the

rwhrc It was concelved, but we were more than, Qratified by
t e rnsrg that we %amed into_the sources of the criticism from
which we have suffered, Let if suffice that our minds are at ease once
again and that_henceforward, most detnmenﬁal comments reIatrng
to our efforts will be taken with arIrrarn of salt. We have recorde
some f the more outstandmg instances uncovered by our probe
and will present them below o provide example.

e first cntrc pe we met was hoIdrn? forth over a cold
cup of coffee In the ca eteria. - He should ndh fully be called Joe-
Olleg but we %refer o call hrm Joe all-College. He was nattil
resse zer |acket, oxford gre P and whi tiuc
skin oes T e nen 0 whom he dr ected |fsweII modu ated
harangue was dressed in biue blazer jacket, grey oxforg pants . . etc

.you have tq look at It thrsw the have to mee a

deadlrne see, and when 1t comes up they havent dot a ecentt Ing
rnnnt—so what do they do they _nonn whatever helu c therr
ds on, You know, some day I'm going to sit down for a a an
hour and rip off something and give that magazine a shot in the

Another master-of-all will usu ”Pl he found. |n the rotunda
regalin aseec grouB of obvious inferfors. He will probably carry
a number of ver onscure books under one arm, and ?es iculate
|td¥wrthhrs hand He Wears his clothes neglrgentyand his
alr i very IonH e needs a shave.

T e
xeuse lor litera se liste is wi urr
mdotron e Iacesstlnsdbogks on the benrf‘h”besrde him gnd prckshuPyrt]he
odiys volu al |ou s open fo a page that ha
marke r\{ |Igerall wrt r§f E enrc)rl Ink b%tﬁ blue and
%reen and_fingerprints, He eaas drama fically, a few sentences
om ashrt)rtsor } 'Th car moved sIowI down the street, In It,
were he two pedple in the world who wauld ever mean an

to him. How%olﬁsh |srt ossible to bell Thrnﬁ of the possrhrlrtreg
of these lines. He could have made that a dpﬂmt f departure for
a stream 0 condousnesstem% ave been descriptive
and made the car move sjuggis yt roug teIowenn%saows

he could have been philosophical, ‘wondering whether this were



From the Scriptorium

the culmination of a series of events started Iong before, or the frrst
movement of another series, .. But no, he haS a car move s(? ¥
down, the street,” No imagination!l_ and the)( wonder wh on
contribute to this. . . this thing, (This is not, of course, etota
of Jis remarks, since there remain about eight full audience minutes
before classes resume; but it does give the 8enera| trend of his argu-

ment) .

A particularly outstanding. group of critics is usuaIIy to be
found among the politicians. 1t"is-almost impossible to get a direct
statement from them and all their opinions must be “formulated
from inference. Take for |nstance the friend we met in the cor-
ridor, scanning the, bulletin board ] He smiled benignly and greete d
S warme (a Vote is.a vote) with, WeII heIIo there, how’s It going?

Say, that wasafrne ISsue Kou put out uf .. . last week uh . . fife
|ssue fine i |ssue ewa I drdnt q{et what the fellow
. Joe now the impressionistic
thrn |"didn t get what he was drrvrng at a IrttIe vague wasn't
it? Oh, and whrIeImthrnkrng about |t . . uh . gambrguous
We), We Wwere wonderrng 6 weIIwe were wonderr whe her
or riot you fellows couldn’t put in a few thrn?s that mrd R
more tg the student. . . you know a few newsy little things
about ndividuals in tre school . now don't get the Idea that
we...er... wantto.....

" Now, these arg only a few of the instances of what we con-
srder#rn rounde crrtrcrsm They are not at all unusual. The wan-
der of the situation i found in efac that there are So many who

will listen to such tripe.  You can hear their oratorical offal being
repeated and quoted at all times by their well meaning adherents,
to our supposed! detriment and the general uplifting of the Tisteners.

This Is the real crime, This is where one ceases to treaf the
subj ect “?htl}h and wishes that the average student were aple to
estab ish for nimself a stable principle of Judgement that will rec-
ognize. the fact that we are not in ¢ mPetrt on-with Iarger Indepen-
dent literary. rﬂa azines; We are conp# among orarse VES, we are
com etrn% with other colleges, each man on our board and each con-
tributor | competrnd with hrs past achievements. We ask only, that
we be judged by the criterion that these Integral competitions
establish. £ A K
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The Eyeglasses
By Richard A. Audette, 51

Les hommes sont si necessairement four, que ce serait etre
fou par un autre tour de folie, de n’etre par fou,
Pascal: Pensees sur les Philosophes.

Part One

OCTOR Scaramouche felt somethlng like cobwebs
sIowIY forming in_his throat. It was due, he was cer-
tain, 1o the New England humidity of these June days.

All durln? M. Dauteux’ “eye-examination, the Doctor had
hoped that something would be offered him to ease this dry-
ness, M. Dauteux had been too nervous to be a very enter-
taining host, however, and his wife had spent_her time cro-

cheting_one of the motto-pieces that were till_popular in

1911. "The doctor was all but abashed by their silence.
~ Putting away hislenses and framés, Scaramouche was
inclined to be sceptical of the Dauteux” manners. Yet, proof
that they could afford to_entertain was all about him: the

whatnots loaded with bric-a-bracs, the heavy flare for sea-

?ree_n and dusty-yellow cut and glazed gzlass, the intense af-
ection for flowered wallpaper and carpets, and the portraits

of entranced women and of contemplative kmghts. Although

the Doctor was of the opinion that these products of the art
nouveau would make a very showy window-display for any
antique dealer, he was_convinced that each of these articles

must have had a dignified price taﬁ. The Doctor took out a

slip of paper and Sat down in a Rorrible mauve chair that
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was most uncomfortable; he would give them another chance
to be hosqltﬁble. o L
“I'll have to write this down,” he ?ald drily. “I'm al-
w%vs forgetting things nowadays. Terrible to have to grow
old.” He glariced hopefully in the direction of the kitchen.
"Your left e¥e, Dauteux, has |mﬁroved abit. Very slightly.
Not enough to bother changing the strength of the fens.” You
understand, of course, that'it™l take a féw days before your
eYe%asses are re_ar%. Thery’re s thick! “Where did you get
aczlall at astigmatism?" Scaramouche shook his head sympathet-
ically.
Y M. Dauteux, his fort %/ears well-kept like the handle-
bar mustache he waxed agitatealy, shook his head also. “I

don’t know. . . | never went withlit my lenses for such a long
UX, who was stll

time before. | never realized how handica ged.. '
The Doctor looked at Madame Daut
occeupied countm%,the innumerable small squares to be done
In a delicate turgu Ise. , _
"I'm [gla . Dauteux continued, "I didn't venture to
our office, Doctor. Who knows what Gould have happened!
h¥ did 1 have to get my glasses caklght In that wisterra trellis!
We'e never too careful, are we? Never too careful.”
_"You are always unfortunate, Edouard." his wife said,
glancing up from her work and tenderly tucking in 4 loose
Strand Of her pompadour. "To think of the money. 1t will
cost!_ Two or three days from your work at the office will make
a difference in Vour Ig)ay. You know, M. le docteur," she an-
?gduancggd proudly, “Edouard never missed a day’s work before

" The Doctor was all but convinced that he would have
to refreat without having been offered refreshments. Mishap
had indeed made them inconsiderate! “The effects,” he said

8
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slowly, "mustn’t be too unpleasant, Dauteux? It must be in-
teresting to see familiar wrinkles smoothed, diffused. Probably
It wouldn't be such an evil if we were all alittle blind to some
things in this world." _

“Bien,” Madame said pontlfl_cally, “reality doesn't scare
me." She coughed, apparently looking forward to the Doctor’s
Ieavmq. She fad succeeded in being civil this far; but she had
not foiled to notice the ashes that had fallen from the Doctor’s
pipe, the corpulent and not-toolean hands resting on. the
arms of her favorite mauve chair, and the large, Unshined
shoes which had soiled one of the many rose designs in her
Persian rug. “Edouard,” she said, defeated, “get the Docfor
some wine.” We must not forget our manners even if his visit
will cost us moneK. _ ,

“|'ll call the maid, ma chere,” her husband replied.

“She’sout. She wanted the afternoon. There'sa John
Bunnx movie In town, it seems. She can't read a bit of English
but she said she laughs, just seeing him. A, what IS the
youngerﬁeneratmn coming to?”

The Doctor nodded sagaciously. He had learned long
ago always to listen, seldom o discliss, and never, by any
means, to argue with a woman. Besides, he had no inténtion
of jeopardizing his chances at a glass of wine.

“| ve found,” Madame resumed, “that servants work
harder if they are ﬁermltted a few congés. And seeing that
Itwas her firstday here .. " . o
_ First day™ Dauteux exclaimed. “A new maid! This
is news to me, Donalda.. Come to think of it, | asked her at
Erebakflas,t, this morning if she had a cold. | thought it was

abiola,

“Voila!” Madame said. “Men never notice anything.”

Scaramouche smiled condescendingly.

9
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. “Will'you have some wine, ma chere?” Dauteux asked,
rising to his feet o ,
“You know, Edouard, | onlxndrlnk wing at the dinner
table. M. le docteur will excuse me: , ,
"Of cou[sg," the Doctor said magnanimously trying to
hurry Dauteux’ departure! _ e
The host finally left the room, cautiously making his

way to the kitchen. _
"I have heard, Madame,” Scaramouche said, punctuat-
mq,afew minutes of silence, “that your new maid is Cleo-
buline Nadeau?”

“Yes,” Madame answered. “I had good references
regarding her,” she added quickly.

“Oh, undoubtedlg ave r%;ood glrl,” Scaramouche re-
assured her. “She ... hasn't béen blesSed with the most cap-
tivating of features, it's true, Some might even Igo,as far a
callingher ‘plain’.” Most unfortunate! “The poo glrl elther
does ot care or does not know . .. Somuch the befter.”

The %r,andfather’s dock with chubtg cupids chasin
pastel butterflies on Its face rang three as Dauteux returne
with two glasses,

“You took the largest glass | have, Edouard.” Madame
blandly remonstrated. “And that Is new vintage.”

“The glasses didn’t seem large to me, ma chere,”
Dauteux said. .

. “Itwould be ashame to dirty other glasses,” the Doctor
ginted OHI. Il .. I'll force myself to drink 1t all.” A fr
_electln%t e g{lass with the greater amout, the Doctor casually
Sipped s content. .
quired “How do you like it, M. le docteur?" Dauteux in-

10
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more truth in them than in my hours of sensibility.”

Having regained her aplomb, Madame retorted with
“Then, M. & docteur, you do not approve of mariage?
Probably, the refusal of one woman has set you against"it?
Or do you regard it as a mistake? _

he Doctor shook fis head and waved his hand,
commandl,n? interruption. "No, no, Madame. Not a mis-
take—a misfortune.”™ She did not catch the inflection of his
phrase, he noticed. _

"HIStOf(}/ and custom are against you,” a flushed
Dauteuy added. _

“Since when does one marry to follow history and
custom? That is somethln? new to me. Apres tout, there are
only three reasons for marriage; necessity, convenience, and
love.” The Doctor wondered, but only Tor a moment, If it
was the wine or the subject which started him moralizing.
“Everybody s in love before the marrlage,”, he kept on,
“But With"wnat? Money. Children. Position.  Physical
charms, So very seldom with the person one Is marryln%. I
have often asked myself if there are some foolish endugh to
think they marry for only one reason.” ,

“And why do you think Edouard married me?” Ma-
dame asked absently.

Dauteux ,uncomf,ortabb{ warm, frowned.

“An unfair question, Madame, So very few people
love us for what we really are. ,
~“My suspicions,” "Madame said ruefully, “are con-
firmed. NO one would want to spend  lifetime with you. A
woman would find it unbearable. ,

_ “I'do not doubt it. At times, even | find myself bor-
mg,” the Doctor confessed. “But,” he said lightly, turnln?
thé conversation to Its former course, “as regarads women,

12
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am of the Church’s opinion. In Her places of worship and
In my home, a woman Is not allowed—merely tolerated.”

o "Wl Madame exclaimed, giving voice to the
diapasonic range of her larynx and bringing her handkerchief
to her mouth, _ _

“Ah, ma chere Donalda," Dauteux said consolingly.
“The Doctor Is not serious. Look at him smile"—and turnirig
Bo, lthethgtor—“Les femmes, ces belles créatures, elles sont Si
elicates.
~ "Delicate!” the Doctor shouted. “I hold another
opinion: elles m’effrayent! In close to fifty years on this Elanet
| 'have not met one man who understands them. Naot one!
And I'm always afraid of what | don’t know espemallx if
others don't séem to know either. Change!” Changel They
don't have enough of their styles. No! They come to my office
and they want to change it.” They want t0 touch this, move
that. They want to change me,"also! Can't they let well
enough alone?” _ .
“Christian charity perhaps,” Madame offered, asking
herself if he would_ever [eave, ,
“Charity!  They ascribe too much power to their
words, then anid not enough o their é)rayers. And what tells
them | Wouldmchanﬁef I the worse? At my age, Madame,
nothmg IS more repulSive to the mind than thange. In my
outh, T muyst admit, | wished to ?et somewhere 00 quickly.
ow, | desire to go nowhere Slow %/ ... and comfortably.”
“Then,” Madame interrupted, “at your age, | don't
e wh?(women should hother you at all.”” She rioticed djs-
Egpﬁgrr ingly the dried lobes on the polypody plant In the

. “I'm not that old!” Scaramouche said gamely. “Be-

sides, 1've always discerned too much of the “adolescent in

13
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me. What French writer was it—| forget his name now, ah,
but my memory is indeed severely impaired,—who wrote:
S la jeuness savait, i a vierlesse”pouvait? | have grown
old, I Suppose because there have been so few children about
me. It marrla?e IS a mistortune, children definitely make it
heg% &r}pleasan. Don't you approve of large families, Ma-

. “Certainement—when they are the neighbor’s,” she
replied, wondering If the Doctor was not qbuotmg greater
fools only to make his own folly more acceptable.

"I 1 don't leave,” Scaramouche said, this time getting
to his feet, “I'll be lucky to have one J)atlent left. "Your wine
Dauteux, your delicious wine has made my stay more pleasant
but my parting . . . my parting all the more difficult. I'm
?frald It 'has loosened my thoughts as well as lubricated my
ongue.

. Dauteux, also rising to escort the Doctor tq the door
discovered a sudden numbness in his legs and a [ightness of
head which were comgletely forel%n 10 him. He asked himself
how beln? without eyeqlasses could affect so many and such di-
verse pars of the hoay. . _

Doctor Scaramouche howed, a bit over-aﬁectlonatelkl,
to Madame, wishing her a pleasant day and, on the way {0
the door, whispered to Dauteux not to misplace that wine,

When Dauteux returned to the parlor, he found
Madame walking abou the_room, paddmﬁ_ the sunken
cushions and scraping off the Doctor’s ashes which had fallen
on the chair and'rug. _ _
- “Onpent remercier le bon Dieu, he's gone!” she sid.

He’s such a hig man, Wh)/ does he have to c_arr)( most of
his weight beneath his belt? I'm going upstairs o take a

14
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nap, Edouard. | can't stay down here with that dreadful
smell of tobacco!” ,

“What am | going to do with myself?”

“Lig down. The wine has probably affected you also.
No, no. Don't come any closer. ‘The odor of wing on top
of this would turn my stomach.” _

. With Madame gone, loneliness made inroads upon the
highly-spirited Dautetx, His greatest divertisement, read-
Ing, had now heen curtailed. EXamining the many pamtlnﬁs
about the rooms was futile and strained his eyes. * And e
dared not do any work In the garden for fear” of damagmg
aplant or bud. “The clock struck off the slinking hours an
he found himself patrolling the house, wishing Strongly for
some company. Finally, hé heard someone humming™in his
library and proceeded to Investigate. ,

“How do you do,” he saidto the girl dressed in grey
and asmduousl}g busying herself about the bookshelves.
_“Oh!™ the majd ‘screamed, jumping noticeably. “Oh,
Monsieur! | did not hear you. ,
“Apparently. What, m%l ask, are you doing?”
.. “Dusting, Monsieur. There is so much dust flying
in with all the Windows open."
“Oh, you are the new maid?”
“La méme, Monsieur: Cleobuline Nadeau,”
“| didnt notice you this morning,” Dauteux con-
fessed. “Really noticed, that is.” . _
The maid, not lookmg] at him but keeping on with
her work, felt, after a while, the steadiness of her employer’s
gaze. “Is something wrong, Monsieur? Is my face dirty?”
“No. No. Not that at all.” _
“Then why does Monsieur keep staring at me? Does

15
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my plainness strike you?” she asked |nd|fferentlg, her arms
contlnumP their_familiar momentum over the bookshelves.
“Pain? But you are not plain.”

ohe laughed slightly.

SItS true. I7,am VEry serious.

“Donalda—my wife—showed %ood taste in hiring you.
The earlier maids were really something. You should have
seen them: horrible witches!”

“Really, Monsieur?”

“But you . . . you are lovely . ,

The maid attempted to suppress her ngglel., "No one
has ever said that of me. Monsieur is a flafterer." She left
the bookcase and went to the chairs. “Has Monsieur sprained
his ankle?” she asked, noticing her employer’s unsteady gait.

You could call 1t an Tllness. ,

“It's not conta%l_ous?” she asked furtively, ,

“You have nothing to fear,” he assured"her. Time
made a gap in the conversation but Presently Dauteux said;
“Watching you work is like looking at a swan'gliding through
the room. ~ Your hands flutter over everything. How old dre
you, Cleobuling?”

“Nineteen, Monsieur, , ,

Achild. A sweet, Inpocent child! You are like a
flower. And | like to (I}rasp flowers,” he added, attempting
to touch her hand. BuT she was already at another chair,

Flowers die, Monsieur,” Cleobuling instructed him,
“when you clutch them.” , ,

1 You are really beautiful. And | like beautiful
At first her employer’s compliments had struck Cleo-
buline as comic but his persistence and the pleasantness of

16
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his remarks soon found her acquiescent. The motion of
the turl‘gg)/ feathers on her duster slowed and then stopped.
_ ou are soft and tender like a breeze” Dauteux
said, touching the inanimate hand. “And | love to be ca-
ressed by a breeze.” , .
he maid hurriedly withdrew her hand from his.
“Please, Monsieur! You must not hold my hand. | have
work to do.. This room has to be dusted and the supper—
Madame will certainly punish me if supper is late,” she
stammered, the duster taking on a more agitated motion.
“My wife does not Know beautiful “things; she does
not |ove them. She has not seen. the beauty In you. The
sparkle of your eyes. The invitation of your lips; The de-
licateness of your cheek. And your hair! Your hair like a
?lant, brownchrysanthemum!” “ Dauteux reflected that Doc-
or Scaramouche had been right about the wine. “You are
like a swallow,” he continued; “you fly from me when | ap-
proach. Dont you like me?
o “Yes. .. yes. .. | like you ..thou%h you are rather
different from miy other empldyers. 1t must be due to your
ilness. | cannot’ help thinking, thougzh, that it would have
been better Monsieur, had you gone To work today.”

_Her smile took the sting ‘out of her words, Dauteux
told himself. She couldn't possibly hurt anyone. “You have
not heard of my accident .. .7’

“Accident! And illness! You are most unfortunate,
Monsieur. , o

_ “Can't you keeE still a moment!” Dauteux said im-
pgtlgptly. “Don't you know | am your employer, that | pay
u

" “Oui, Monsieur. You pay my wages, but your wife
inspects my work. | must pleas¢ both of you.”

17
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“Does my wife frighten you $0?”
e doe;At present, Monieur, you frighten me more than

“Me?  Frighten [){ou? You oor bird. 1 could not
harm you. It|SJustaI| le kiss | wish from you .
“Mats, pourquoi?' the startled maid asked.
“To prove our amicability.”
diour” “I am sure we can be good friends without it, Mon-

Certalnlly you cannot refuse, Cleobuling,” he said
advancm’g towards he

ol No! I\/Ion5|eur| You had better get to bed. |

think your illness is getting more serious.’

“You are the Cause of it. You cannot refuse your em-
pl y H

| do refuse!" Cleobuline said sternly, slapping his
face. Her lack of experience in thig matter wes |mmed|ately
evident b% the woun ed condition of her emploger s mustache
once the blow had been parried. A flush crossed her face as
the doorbelrang “The door . . . The door, Monsieur,” she
said seeﬁgls ly. ]

he door! The door!” Dauteux bellowed. Well, go

answer

|
i]e frustrated maid obeyed, pausing before the parlor
mirror to stralghten her cap and aﬁron Nervously, she opened
the door to find a slim man with heavil ggrease hair.,
dark-blue suit was immaculate and he I oked a hit startled
apparerltly expecting to see someone else.

IS Monsieur Dauteux in?” he Inquired.

“Yes ... Come in, please. Who shall | say is calling?”

Il announce myself he said dehberatel Walkmg

into the parlor. “Ah, there you are, Dauteux.” He place

18
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his large package on a chair and turned to Dauteux with an
extended hand:

ot “And what do you want, Parletrop?” Dauteux asked
! yThe other’s dignity was not to be easily swayed. “The
heavens are really smiling upon you today, my man."

. “I'think,”"said Cleabuline, who had followed the man
into the room, *I think Monsieur is not at all well today.”

Not well? He looks in perfect condition to me. Prob-
ably a bit flushed, but that’s due to the heat.

"Yes . . . the heat,” Dauteux acquiesced. "But what
has brought you here?” ,

_“I"hedrd about your misfortune,” Parletrop sympa-
thized, “and thought you'd be home. So I came right over
with this painting.”

“Tut tut,” Parletrop commanded. “A man who
knows beautiful thln%s as you do could select a masterpiece
with your eyes closed,” Parletrop soothed.

| would rather have them open.

“Naturally, ~ [t’s not everzdaly, though %ou get a
chance like this."Just take one look at it. Thatll eenou%h
to convince you It’s a,masterﬁ)lece.” Parletrop removed the
c_overln% of the_painting. “Just_look at the purity of the
lings, the coloring, the” third dimensional effect, the fine
chiarascuro. - Why, | wouldn't have brought it over if |
could afford to keep i, o

“I 'was not looking for a new painting, Parletrop,”
Dauteux said protestingly. “I don't think thiere would be
room o han?nlt. ,

'You ean to tell me you wouldn't have room for a
masterpiece!” ParletroP said, notlcmrg the maid in front of
the mirror, looking at herself closely, arranging her hair,
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wetring her eyebrows. “I didn't know you had a new maid,
Dauteux? ,

Dauteux nodded. "Her first day.”

“She looks odd to me."

0da? Nest-elle gas dolle? , _

Parletrop stared at Dauteux, quite certain now of a

"Cleobuline,” Dauteux called, thinking this a means
of leveling the barriers that separated them.” "Cleobuline,
come heré and look at this painting, won't you?”

Dauteux ...amaid ...whatcanshe” .. " Parletrop

sale.

argued.
! “Cleobuline,” Dauteux explained, “this is Monsieur
Parletrop, one of my closest friends. He has_brou?ht me a
pamtm% and | woufd like to know }éour opinion of It."

oy |1 MaId examined it and asked, “Mals, qu'est-ce-que

“A work of art, wench!” Parletrop said forcefully.

“You don't like it, Cleobuline?" Dauteux inguired.

"Bien . . . if Mosieur is g|v_|nq ittoyou..."

Dauteux laughed. “Giving it to me!

Dauteux,” Parletrop insisted, “what would a com-
mon scrub-maid know about art! _

Cleobuline admitted to herself that this_was a very
strange house, When the maid had to be an art critic, wel. "

Ecoutes-moi, Dauteux!” Parletrop pressea.  “For
three hundred dollars it is a give-away."

No, no,_ParIetroP. | ‘Would not S_Pend that much
money 0n a painting without examining it more closely.”
“Do you have to examine a genuine Chaubre?

“You'say, Chaubre . .. ?
Bien oui!
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. .“You know, of course, that he is my favorite artist,
his paintings have always held a deep fascination for me.”
Parletrop rubbed his hands commercially.
“As you say, Parletrop,” Dauteux agreed, “she could
not know art. - You will accept a check?”
“Certainement!”
_“You will excuse me then, Il have to go for my check-

When Dauteux was out of hearing distance, Parle-

moving languidly before the paintings in the room,
snickered audlbl¥]. "t's 100 bad, too bad,” he mumbled.
“If only I could have sold these to Dauteux under the same
circumstances. . . Think of the_profit! Ah, you—Cleobuling,
Is it?—how | envy your position.”

“My position, Monsieur?”

. “Yes. A maid has such ready access to loose change
hanging about the house, to sufqar bawls, to flower vases. Not
large amounts, | agree; but a steady income. How I do envy
your position!” . .

“Do you suggest stealing, Monsieur? How can you,
one of Mongieur Dauteux’ friends . . . " _ .

“And by whom are we robbed most? Qrdinary thieves
steal our moneK and jewels; our so-called friends rob us of
our wife, our honor,”our name. One has to be practical.
You don’t think that this painting is really worth three hun-
dred dollars, do you? In this world, we do riot eat sumptuously
on our Virtues. o o

“Monsieur ne vivrait pas pras, ) 'en suis sdr."

“It seems to me that, as a maid, you should know
more of this trade than . For you, | make an excePtlon.
You parade your ignorance as others do their knowledge.
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Why shouldnt you feast when the bantiuet table is set? Why
shouldn’t | capitalize_on Dauteux” blindness?”
His blindness? , o

“Does a stranger have to inform you of what is ?omg
?hr}sbemngragihn our own roof? Dauteux broke his eyeglasses
, “Oh!™ Cleobuline mghed, the pungent reality deliver-
ing a mortal blow to the Oream and Iea_vmq only a disap-
Pomtment to mourn its passing.  Cleobuling turneq towards
he window, averting the eyes of her employer, who re-en-
tered the room. 7 o

| had a little difficulty making it out,” Dauteux
said apologetically. ,

“You won't regret this, Dauteux," Parletrop assured
and, Iooklnq more closely af the signature, he muttered, |
hope the teller can make this qut.” He folded the check
neatly. “Au revoir, Dauteux. Say bonjour to Madame for
me. 'Et. bonjour a toi, ma jolie!". Unescorted to the door,
he left, his sardonic laughter Tingering in the house long after
the front door had closed. :

i “This is indeed my lucky day,” Dauteux admitted
roudly,
P ,XAII Cleobuline could say was, “Vous étes |mf)033|ble,
Monsieur. Maybe, though—mayhe Monsieur Parletrop IS
right ... " she added.

. Meanwhile, upstairs, Madame Dauteux reclined
Ielsurela/ on a billowy feather-ped.  She had fallen into a
deep and complicated slumber from which she awoke at the
sound of M. Parletrop’s departure which she mistook for the
arrival of unexpected guests. Hurriealy, she rose, straightened
the trough in" the beéd, brushed hef hair into place, and
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gmgerl dabbed some fragi,rant powder qn her face and neck.
he noticed in the. reflection of the mirror the copy of da
Vinci’'s Madonna Litta and lowered her eyes instantly. She
was glad to have won the argument with Dauteux as to
wherg the_painting should be hing. It would have bothered
her conscience ng end had it been placed where her gaze
travelled more often. ,

In front of the mirror, she wondered if she should
change her dress, for she had creased It somewhat in her
sleep. But she thought better of it and, fearing that it would
be discovered that” she indulged in afterndon naps, she
hastened below, , ,

She could hear voices from the parlor and strained to
catch the flow of conversation o as to identify the visitor,
She heard her hushand saying, "If it ismoney you want. . . "
And then a feminine voice answered, “Conime cadeau pour
mes services." Madame thought it sounded ver){, much like
he maid but tried to make certain. “You are alittle thief,”
her husband said and the other replied, “No, Monsieur, not
athiefl | am .. . sweet...and innocent _

Madame had heard quite enough. Thou%h she did
not grasp the essential meaning of thé words, she did not
ike their tone. After all, it was nat proper for Edouard to
be speaking to the maid in such friendly fashion, especially
If n0 one else was there. She straighténed her dress once
more and walked in. _

The drama that greeted her eyes sent her gasping to
a nearby chair, her voice strammﬁ for words” powerful
enquph 0 convey its horror. To see Rer husband kissing,the
maidf One hand at her throat, Madame fell limply “into
the chair. Like two surprised culprits, her confused hus-
band and the questioning maid were, alas, speechless. “Don’t!
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Dont!” she said meekly, her voice slowly returning.
“Do not dare touch mel™ she warned her approaching hus-
band. “I think 11l die! How could you do this {0 me,
Edouard!  How could you do this to a wife who has been
faithful to you all these'years! And . .. and with that belle
téte frizée avec rien d'dans!"

It was not surPnsmg that Madame mistook her hus-
bands silence for that of a ictim of circumstances and soon
turned her ire towards the maid. "I would not be surprised
If you were entnelr responsible for this!"

“| was merely doing, mr work,” Cleobuline shot back.

“You are vefy efficient at it!”

! t“MtonS|eur was responsible for it all!” the maid was

uick to stat
X “Is that right, Edouard?” Madame asked, carrying
her handkerchlef to her eyes.

yes Let me explain, Donalda .

:Explaln What is there to expla|n7 IsaW| all!”

“You do not understan Donalda!”

Too well!  Oh, wh%/ didn’t | enter the convent &
Maman wanted me to do. This has been too much, Edouard!
| will take no more from you. | shall write to Maman and
when the arrangements aré mace | am leaving!” She sobbed
heavily. “You“can have her!” she screamed, leaving for a
more Cloistered room in which to shed her tears,

Dauteux, surprised at this change of events, went to
foIIow her but Cleobuline ret neved h|m ingood time, re-
minding him ofapecumady Igation due her.

| am getting a headache Dauteux confessed feebly,
placing his hand in h|s pocket and Wlt raw Wg some |s
‘Ther® has been tog much activity here.”  With his duty
discharged, he went in search of hIS wife, his legs wobbllng
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because of the wine, his head reeling from all these novelistic
and romantic proceedings.

_ Sobriety had brought regret. Dauteux found his days
being spent in either offering explanations to his wife or trying
to avoid Cleobuline. Howgver, Madame was adamant t0 his
excuses and Cleobuline would burst out into a giggle when-
ever she saw him, which was too often for Dautetx.”

_He noticed, also, that Madame had begun packln? and
the third day after the incident in the parlor; a trunk of Ma-
dame’s clothes and articles had alreaay been sent. In the
middle of that forenoon, Madame descended with two satchels.
She wore a black bombazine dress and a hat replete with
ostrich feathers. It was a false note for the season, but it
apparently suited her mood. o

“Les hommes! Les hommes!” she wept, coming_into
the parlor, a supplicating Dauteux at her heels. “They
trample upon our virtues; they laugh at our delicateness.
They want everything from uS and” they give nothing in
return, except pain!” |
i dl“Do not talk this way, Donalda ... " Dauteux hegged

0ggedly.

99 ‘ylf the people only knew, Edouard, what | am suf-
ferm?(because ofyou ... No! They think I have nothing
to ask for, nothing to desire hecause” I am not out on the
streets be glngl”

"M@ chere, Donalda! You must not shout so! Les
voisins! Les voisins! , S

"You worry_about the neighbors at a time like this!
How ungrateful! “They will know more of the story than |
do..." she warned.
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“‘Mais, comment. .. ?" , _

“That . . . that maid! Do fyou think she will keep
her mouth shut? Didn't | extract from her what happened
at the Roue’s down the street, what drove Monsieur Nigeault
fo grow fond of the bottle? Do %OU think others won't get
from her what went on here? Oh, Edouard, Edouard, how
could you wound me like. this!" .

Donalda!” You will not listen to my explanations.

“You men are all alike, | thou?h,t—l had wanted—
you to be different. The disgrace of it! No wonder |
couldn’t sleep these past two nights.

Neither could |, ma chére. You don't know how
hard that mattress in the attic s .. . ”

Macdame burst into tears again. “You are so cruel.
| am convinced you have no heart” .

. “Ofcourse not. | have given it tg you. This is all a
mistake, a weakness upon mg part. Forglv,e me and say that
you will not go away. -You can fire Cleobuline.. .. ”

Madame examined him shrewdly. “Fire her? Your
\rﬂ)utatlon certainly would he known Tar and wide then—
hat does It matter? Nothing could hurt me as much as
you have. Or,” she asked, hlowing her nose dellcatelx, “or
Is it that you want to get rid of her? Do you tire of her so
quickly? o \ ,
.~ “Why are you so difficult, ma chere! | promise you
| will not approach her again.

.. Promises! What good are they when | have lost all
faith in you?” _

eobuline entered the house, announcing to Ma-

dame the arrival of the hansom. L
.. "Good!” Madame sa|?. She noticed |mmed|ate,lg the
maid’s new dress and could not suppress her curiosity.
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“That’s a new dress you are wearing, isn't it? It looks ex-
ensive,
P “| bought it.” Cleobuline answered readll¥, “with
the money, Dyour hushand gave me. | had enough 10 buy a
hat also. Do you want to see it?”

_“Oh!” "Madame sobbed, grasping her satchels and
leaving the room.

“Donalda! Donaldal” Dauteux shouted—but the
door had already slammed shut. Discouraged, he went to
thetwln(t:iot\)/;/, saw his wife off, and then returned to his chair

e table.

/ “Has Madame left?” Cleobuline asked, returning with
ahbroad-brlmmed leghorn hat that was at the height of fa-
shion.

Monsieur nodded. ,

“| wanted to show hex my new hat. Isn't it lovely?”

Again Monsieur nodded without looking ug.

“Oh Monsieur! How can | ever thank you? | never
had such beautiful clothes." She waltzed abodt the room,
the ribbons of her hat fluttering above her bl||OWInﬁ skirt.
“You ook so sad, Monstewr. 15 Tt because your wife fas left
you .

Monsieur assented. . oo

“Ah, cest d valeur.” Flndlng% her employer in this
uncommunicative mood, the maid leTt him but Shortly re-
turned with, M. Parletrop’s pamtln%. “I'would like to know
what Monsieur intends to do with this painting? It is in
my way w?en_lt am dusting. Madame would not bother find-
ing room for it.

’ .M. Dauteux heard footsteps coming u,? the walk and,
%onﬁdent that it could be no one but his wife, raced to the

oor.
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. Doctor Scaramouche saw the lines of disappointment

spring across, his patient’s face.

Oh, it's you, Doctor! ,

“Bonjour; Dauteux. | thought 1'd bring your eye-
glasses before you r%et into any moré trounle.

“You have heard?

More or less. ,

Showing the Doctor a seat, Dauteux informed Scara-
mouche; “You Were a wise:man, Doctor, never to marry.”

“You don't have to worry about a wife; you never
suffered the an?s of love . . .

. The Doctor smiled. “Would P/ou_ say, Dauteuy, that
marriage does not have its assets aswell as its labjlities?”

. Oh, probablement. | am at a point, though, where
| think_its trials far outweigh its compensations.”
. Scaramouche agreed that Dauteux was very much
like the rest of mankind: a miser with his happiness, a prodi-
gal with his unhappiness. ,
. “l am not looking for an acme of joy,” Dauteux con-
tinued:; “just peace. o ,
- “Well, 'some men marry to find it, others remain
single to assure themselves of it—Here, try your lenses,”

This is not a time for love, Doctor,” Dauteux said
dourly, his eyes squinting beneath the thick lenses.

“It pever has been—| ook here a minute. The world
has generally managed to kill the greatest lovers. Apres tout
love”is byt divine craziness, and n?/ou know how fhe world
regards divinity.—A little adjustnient nere. You'll have to
ggirﬁtes with m¢, Dauteux: love has made more fools than

“Mais, my Donalda! What will bring her back? Her
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words were so hiting. 1 have never heard her speak like
that before. .

“Try these on again.. Apparently, she has confused
the Third Party in the marriage Ceremony with the mother-
In-law! A very po?,ular habit nowadays. And these mothers-
in-law! Theyare like our modem philosophers; elles savent
tout ef elles ne connaissent rien. How can marriage succeed,
though, when its Partlmpants are constantly trying to dis-
prové the fact that nearness often divorces what time and
distance could not separate?”

“If she does not return, what shall 1 do?”

“Then, Dauteux, you will no Ion?er have to envy
my state of life. How do’your eYegIasses eel?”

“Strange . . .VW strange!” ,

. “Misericorde! 'We hecome adapted to our ailments
in so short a_time! _

“I think | could get along without my eyeglasses
better than. without my wite.” ,

“Evidently, shehad never faced reality before now.
No wonder she was not afraid of it.”

_“You must not be unkind towards her, Doctor. She
%lgggvered my defects. s that not reason enough to leave

- _“And does not one love the rose even if it has thorns,
hein, Dauteux? In matters of love, however, chacun a son
?out. _Speaking of taste, you wouldn't be out of that wonder-
ul wine you treated me™to last time | was here?
. “There is some more. | will getoyou a glass. You
will have to drink alone. | am in no mood . . .
. Love, the Doctor pondered, after Daueux had left,
was indeed a serious affair if it kept anyone from enjoying
a lass of wine.
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When Dauteux came back, the size of the glass in his
hand was very modest, But at the first sip, the Doctor was
not sorry. 1t'was sacrilege!  Such good wine—it had been.
And now: mouthwash! ,

__“l'... I think your eyeglasses could be straightened a
bit, Dauteux," the Doctor said, removing the heavy spec-
tacles. The Doctor was a man who, t_houg]h he believed in
closing doars, did not approve of locking them. He walked
to the  corner of the parlor, nearer the window— and the
polypody plant. “This will be better” he said, putting the
now-empty glass on the table and replacing the lenses on
Dauteux’'nose. The Doctor cleared his throat. “Did you
hear what haPpened to M. Parletrop?” ,

“No. 1 could not read the papers. | know very little
about what has happened outside this house.”

“It seems that he acquired a certain sum of money—
three hundred dollars, some say—and hought himself one
of those gas-bugfgles. The fool Was out yesterday and raced
It up to twenty-five miles an hour—une Vitesse épouvantable
—and poof! He hit a fence, fell out of his car, and proke a
leg—I forget which one, It will keep another fool like him
from doing the same thing."

“AR, le pauvre didole!" _

“He'l be in the hospital a good four weeks. He is a
good prospect for m¥ daily game Of chess . .. If your eye-
Olasses botheryou, let me know. 1'll mail you the bill. Don't
get up; I'll let myself out. Au revoir, Dauteux.”

Dauteux mumbled a farewell. It was true, he realized
as he sat there looking about the room,_ that he had grown
accustomed to his ailment. He rose with the intentjon of
taking the Doctor’s glass to the kitchen; but Cleobuline
entered the parlor, trying to tidy the house without ruffling

30



The Eyeglasses

or di,rtyinq her dress. Dauteux checked himself: for, at first,
he did no recogPlze her: and when he did, he could only
gasp: “You aren't Cleobuline!” . _

| "Of coure, Monsieur—Oh, Monsieur, has his eye-
8556,
; "But .. but she was . . . beautiful». . and . . . you
youare . ..

“Don't you
Cheeks? My fair?”” o

- “Forall ' know, it might still be there. It might still
be in your %/es, Your cheeks .", . Buf their arrangement! And
| gave up Donalda for [v)ou! Je suis foul Je suis fou!” he
said mournfully, falling back into his chair.

At the moment, something else weighed more ur-

gﬁntly on the maid’smind, “There . .. thereis something,”
She stated nervouslr, “which | must ask you, Monsielr,
Vous onez, when ,bou%ht this dress and”hat, there was
a parasol that went with the outfit. | spent all the money |
had and | would need new shoes and a purse .. . ”
. Dauteux was momentarily stupified by the forth-
rightness of her demand; but when he regained possession of
his senses, he said tersely: “Do you expect me to pay for
your cllgthes as well as your wages? I'll' give you no more
mone

still think I'm beautiful? My eyes? My

“But . . . | need these things,” the girl protested.
“They are so expensive, and Monsieur is so good.

Lose one woman, Dauteux thought, and you get
caught with a worse one. “Pay for these fineries yourser,”
he fold her curtly. _

. “Perhaps Monsieur would not want a story of our in-
cident told—with a few added details?” Cleobuline said with
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ﬁll the sweT ness, if not tpe innocence, which her employer
ad formeryascrlbed {0 her.

“You wouldn't!”

‘A whlte handbag and . shoes would go well .

“How could | ever think r¥ou tender and harmless
You are_a blackmailer! How much will you need?

Ten dollars should be enough

“| suppose if | must have Kou around, Dauteux re-
marked, ﬁIVIn her the money,” | should break my eyeglasses
to dull the edge of my remorse.’

“Mongieur is S0 generous CIeobuIme soothed
feminingly. “He hasa?oo heart 1f he does not have good
ees She gsed hlmpayfullyon the foreheadasthe ront
oorsamme violently

Madame stood there in the parlor doorway, dissect-
ing each of them with her unwavering stare.

Donalda!” Dauteux cried, Tushing to her. “You
have come back. I am so glad!”

Maclame, however, “was_not notlceablg affected b
this luxurious display and withdrew her hand " from h|s

gerazedul am so happy that you are here!” Dauteux re-

“You will have sufficient tlme 10 change your mind,”
Madame replied. “Why should suffer for our ecoentric-
ties. There arg other Ways of keeping you from that maid,
Jal fale une folle de m0| meme,” shie “confessed.

Moi aussi. Maybe it is ony CIeobuIme who has not

made a fool of herself auteux said jok mH Y.

Madame did not protest. “| see at you have your
eyeglasses, Dauteux."

"Doctor Scaramouche was just over with them,” Dau-
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tgtgl(]tsezﬂ)d(, noticing, much to his discomfort, the impersonal
“Then you will be able to start to work after dinner.”
There’is no hurry, Donalda.”

“You shall start after dinner! | think | am capable
of putting my nose Into your affairs without brln(h;m nmy
heart Into them also.” She took her luggage and then, think-
ing better of it, put it down again and” proceeded to the
stalrs. “Dauteux!” she called severely from the top of the
stairs. “Dauteux, bring my things to my room!

“Or course, of course,” Dautéux accepted gladly.
Hastening out of the parlor, he tripped and fell over the
Pamtmg which Cleobuline had unconsciously placed beside
he couch. He saw upon examination that there was a Iar?e
fear in It. Instead of shedding tears, Dauteux burst into
laughter. - He wouldn’t bother how, he admitted, to look at
what he had embra%ed in_his bllndgess. ,

“Dauteux!™ his wife_shoute |mpat|entI%/.

“Oul, oui, ma chére” he said racing to her.

_Later, Cleobuline left the house for some afternoon
shopping. 1here was a smile on, her face, probably due to
the money she squeezed tl?htl in_the heart-shaped pocket
of her dress rather than to_the infectious domestic tran-
quillity which had resettled itself over the household, She
opened her parasol, thoug%h the sun was not Insistent, and
hastened down the path that was edged In earIy-bIoomlng
magenta rhodogendrons, across the lawn that wias spotte
with greening for,sx\hla bushes, and turned Into the street
that wWas heavy with the sweetness of roses.
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A Pear Orchard In Spring
By Paul F. Fletcher, 51

There’s infipity in a pear orchard .
Substance dies away,

But there’s a form remammg
Memonesa white and gol en
Spiders’ foam and wood bark olden;
Petals sound their lay.

Somnolent bees their droll complaining . .
Memories to cheer some still-born day.

Wguess that’s Why lovers love a pear orchard . . .
rds take on fiowers

And faII like he faII|ng petals,

Oge e a.qol en |oam:
memaries build 3 home:

T e what-you-said calls hours

To live again and honey settles . .

And marfied languor gains renascent powers,

There’s infinity in a pear orchard .
The this-life and the after;
Snatches of pear plossoms i htlng
Life on earth and then a rotfl n(t;
Crumple petals dead with spotting;
Love and hate, tears and. laughter,
Then eternal Iife bedighting .
White crisp petals heaven's Tafter.



Some Notes on Modern Religious Art
By LeRoy C. Hoinacki, Special Student

fused. Part of"this confusion results from the fact

that almost all the relrﬁrous art of today 15 derived

from two, main sources: the past, which furnishes art objects
whrch are copied, and the &resent which produces orrgrnzil
work and copies of this work.  The former source copresa
most all its work from the renaissance, a period in_history. In
whrch the art of the trme derrved almost all_its msrttrra [on
from th epa%an pastan added, from time, to time, gstensibly
Chrrstran Su ect ma tter for 1fs work. It is this limited boay

nagan W?] Christian only.in name, which fumishes LS
toda%/wrth the bulk of our religious art, either in direct copies
Or 1 conscious imitations.

And within this comparatively small body of work
there | |s the Work of ong man, Raphdel, which overshadows
everytn |n%ese In quantr% and popularity with the contem-
porar ublic. 1t s thougnt by many that Raphael, especially
nh adortrnas has parnted some of the ost Itfea fiful re
grous art of Western Euroge |s Raphael really this good

of Is he top a nea an in spirt? | tend toward the latter vrew

although it tpossbcrﬁbe conceded that his work ex-
presses certain aspects @ Christianity, In preference to others
which | would rather see in religious art.

We might take a representatrve work of his, the “Me-
donna in the ?dow ﬁna ze It for pagan or Christian
content. _Probab ¥the first £ rng In the pictlire to strike one
15 the perfection of composition, built up of a heavy triangular
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mass in the foreground, cut and halanced in the deep langscape
e
anrf th chm grfectl ba anced, tends to estastha r%;eneral
Itoneo peace, serenrt an reP(ose The general design of the
rneso the three figuires considered as a tnit, and, more espe-
ciall Ythe Irnes of desngn of tr}e figures thems%]ves ée ds toward
one thing on Sy Ph sical er ection of attitude and form. That
o e
flRathae?s ldea of femr%rne antfl Infant J)h¥srcal g rfection.
But the perfectron of this woman and of these Children Is
wholly natural. It is a ?h sical Berfectron which has nothrn]q
to do wrth SRrrrtua nless one admits that physi-
cal perfection Is the ymho ors irtual perfection,
Incidentally, vie might as t}ue tion Whl%h IS never
asked.in t epresence of Ra%haelswo What Ist rpurpose
of religious art? | think that St. John of the Crossw%te thg
reIrgro S art has a twofold Rurpose 0 give honor to t & SuD-
fportrayed and {0 lead the Viewer ¢ oGod Dogs the “Ma-
on aIn the Mead o | %&/e ono to its su éects’) The V"q

haawomanw IA vvrtht grace or God emrnen|ari
{Ca”{]ﬁ for her divine Son, an radratrn%thes Iritu
heau spresencea] t her feet. None of these thrn%s IS
seen In this painting,  This woman needs no grace tOP ect
ner nature, for Raphael Pas alre% made h emct In
er order as she can be. Sewou ave o become erent
woman rn order to e filled and rfecte] with race
e]ems f0 be calmly dycarrn 0r a healthy, Tat, ta%
hut there rs no |n cation of haggrness cao}e y e
divin her Son.  This woman reeks with t sica

|
beau %P sixteenth century Italy. But there is nothing Zprrrt
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ual in the beauty portrayed here. Itisnot that |g{hysmal beauty,
85 such, excludes spiritual beauty, but that Rdphael has in
feet excluded any possibility of thie supernatural appearing in
his idealized tyf)es. _

. Much af the honor reflects upon Raphael. We admire
him for adapting certain tpag,an,ldeals of physical_perfection
tohis own age and style of painting. Also, this painting does
not give honor to thé reality of its subjects because it cannot
have any symbolical meaning. All religious art is symbolical,
I,eadln? us'to a reality beyond that of"a sensible representa-
tion of something. But in this picture we become bogged
down in the subject matter as it exists on canvas because of
the obvious attempt at technical and physical perfection. Does
It lead one to God, that is, to prayer? The foregoing adequate-
ly answers this question. , , o

This sort of thing comprises the main body of religious
art which we are copying. But we have also évolved Some
definite_schools of re |%|ous art, The main one of these is
what might be termed the sentimental su?ar-and-tea,r school.
Like almost all European art, this school has definite ante-
cedents in the art which preceded it. It is derived almost
completely from the school of Raphael. But it is a kind of
watered down Raphael. 1t has taken certain things from the
surface of Raphael—his sweetness, love for physical beauty,
mildness—and adapted these to the exqenmes of its own
mood and times. [n addition to using only surface qualities
of Raphael, this school adds only surface qualities of its own
to its religious art. It supplies Such things as the facial type,
the coiffure, the clothing, and attemPts to"assemble them into
some kind of semblance of ?h%sma, beauty, Since the feds
In female physical beauty of fhe nineteerith and twentieth
centuries have not been & lasting as the classical ideal of the
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renaissance, the rellglous art of this school becomes dated
every generatlon 0r 50

In addition to not havmg any lasting qualltles for an
ideal, this school also has no ideals of sEmtua depth. It
art does not hecome a symbol or expressing the deep and
profound truths of its refigion, but rather a Series of, for the
moment, pretty pictures an 0 statues. They are pretty in the
sense hat th%are artificial, petty, and sha low, not beautiful
with the depths of spiritual splendor.

Th ere IS another schoo which now seems to be in the
ascendancy. Th|sm|h eca lled the é)ln u%sc 00l and stems
directly from Hollywpod. ~ It has a very definite ideal which
is.unashamedly physical beauty of the Hollywood formula,
with a varying’amount of sex added Raphaél had his pa an
world which ‘offered him msFlra lon, and the artists of
school have their Pagan world.  The difference is tha the
modern pagan world is infinitely more petty, base, and sinful,
since it has been exposed to thé Word and”has re#ected Him:
This art Is accordingly more petty, base, and sinful_in add|-
glrt%n to being much more imperfect technically than Raphael’s

In some of the renaissance religious art it is possible
to |dent|fy contemporary persons paintéd to represent various
m tho ogical and religious flgfures In th|s art today It I pos-
sible to |dent|f¥ various Ho C)(]wood sluts and male morons
Portraylng all the figures of Christian iconography, although
he more general tengency is to create figures who combine
the phXNcaI characterlstlcs of anumber of living degenerates.

nen one aépJ) lies the criterion for the E J) se 0f re-
ligious art mention above the effects are rather devastating.
one of this work gives honor to, the subjects for whom 1t
stands. It Is ratherthe reverse, since it degrades and drags

38



Some Notes on Modem Religious Art

in the mire the real sutgec_ts whom it gortra 5. And how can
mésr glrt,éegtq) to God whén 1t immediately retinds One of some
Idiot’
_But the real danger in this art is the feetthat it selected
these ideals in the first place. It attempts to portray some-
thing in terms that_ are contradictory to the reality Which is
supposed to be manifested, Therefare, those viewing this art
will form ideas of this reality—the Christian religion—which
are foreign to 1. They will be misled, receiving entirely
errongous ideas. In other worgs, this art Is pernicious, .
_Is there any remedy? There are wo major things
which can be done Cop}/ truly good Christian art of the ﬁast,
and encourage good contemp ra%Chrlstlan artists. We have
great Christian art in the past. The French in the thirteenth
century created the most exalted, the most intellectual, the
most pure Christian art ever produced, The Italians of the
late Gothic period executed some verg fine religious art which
IS, in aqdition, quite charming. Some early” Italian renais-
sance figures, including Fra Angelico, are” not too. much
tainted with the ideals of the renarssance to be good religious
artists. In the baroque period we have EI Greco, the painter
of that aspect of Christianity represented by St. John of the
Cross and St. Teresa of Avila, among othérs. El Greco IS
becoming more popular, and It is to be hoped that he is also
becoming better understood. These are only a few things
which can be copled. Almost all aspects of C rlst,lanltg/ have
been adequately handled In the past.  But nothing Created
In the past will completely fill our need for a vital, plirposeful
rellglous art. This must be supplied by ourselves since our
needs are, In.a sense, peculiar to our ties. We need a rell-
glous art which is a valid expression of our age. ,
There 15 one artist today, a Catholic, who in my esti-
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mation Is painting rehglous art that will eventually be placed
alongside the %reates creations which Europe has produced
In the ﬂast This man, Georges Rouaulf, has produced paint-
ings which are powerful dedlcated religious, beautiful and
nacked with meaning. His works are powerful. They de-
rive their power from two sources: their intellectual and their
sensual content. There intellectual content is based primarily
on thetrsubgectmatterwhtch In the case thIS reh 10us, Sub-
Jects, has the entire tradition of Chrtsttamg/ ehind 1t ?tvm
It force and meaning for the Christian of to ay
tual content 1S aIso reahzed through symb 0 ism. A (];ood ex-
ample of his sgm olism maa/ be Seen’in the two soldiers in
the pamtmg hrist Mocked by Soldiers™ at the Museum of
Modern Art in New York. These two men are_ presented as
1085, eV|I sensual, almost obscene in their ughness & onl
ouault can paint such ughness yet they are Completely int-
personal. They are not Jews or"Romans or Italians of the
ﬁertod of some artist, but rather are symbols for all of us. We
ave all mocked Christ by our sinsand Rouault wants to show
that this is what we logk like when we sin.  The idea is sym-
bolized there with terrible intensity and feeling. We cannot
escape |
g His power is also derived from the sensual content of
his work, for Rouault has found the real secrets of expression-
ISm. Although to one who looks at his work for the first time
It seems UP y and repulswe yet, in its own way It has great
ye appeal, greater probably than the eye appeal, although
is of a different kind, of Mattsse Rouaultsron ly affeCts
our senses with his strang colors, heavg/ ines and forms con-
torted to express a parttcular idea o féeling. In some of s
work, as.in the “Christ With Arms Ratsed "the paint seems
to be hoiling and seething on the figure because of its intense
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inner feelings. In the etchln?, “Jesus Always Scourged,” he
uses his heavy outlines and slight distortion of forf at his
best in order fo express the idea of Christ, beaten, abject, con-
tinually under the pain of our sins, now as in Jerusalem, yet
tgﬁrriestls nothing In the etching except the single figure”of

His art is dedicated. Everythlntg he does is done_for
a purpose, has a message to co,nve¥, Is filled with conviction.
Rouault Is dedicated t exposm? he horrors of social 1lls in
addition to portraying subjects from his religion. =~ Art does
not exist in a vacyum for Rim but rather hasa definite Place
In society and In the Church, and he means to fulfill his func-
tion as & useful memper of both to the best of his ability. .
_Allofhis art is rell%l,ous, but that portion of It which
IS confined to rellglous subject matter is more explicitly so.
It was noted above that religious art ought to give honar to
Its subgect am lead one to God. It is mg OEInJOH that Rou-
ault’s art fulfills both these functions In an eminent manner.
Mu%h of hig rellglous art ortr%sone,subject: Christ. We
mignt take the “Christ Mocked by Soldiers™ mentioned above
asan example. In the first place, we know and Rouault knows
that Christ did not look like the figure In this painting. Since
religious art Is essentially symbolic, not representational, this
figure is meant to be a symbol for Christ beln? mocked. The
flélure’s shoulders are howed, he js comgle elg Submissive,
abject, humble m the face of the horrible mackings by the
brutﬁs on either sjde of him. By the manner of his Fortraﬁal,
we know that this person can Tepresent no one other than
Christ. It honors Christ because It is impossible to think of
anyone else in the presence of this work.

Does 1t lead us to, God? Yes. We are lead to God
through two sources: the figure of Christ and the two soldiers.
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We are lifted by the sight of the passivity of Christ—caused
by love, and we are moved to contrition bey the sight of the
cruelty of the soldiers, in whom we see thé crueltyand con-
tempt’of our sinning selves. ,
_ . The beauty Of his work may ever remain a controver-
sial issue.. But there s beautg In pain, in suffering, because
of the_pain and sutfering of Christ,  Rouault’s work partici-
Pates in this pain and suffering and has developed a visyal
anquage to express all the anquish of the reality. Insofar
as the reality of pain is beaytiful; to that degree is the tortured
visual langtage of Rouault beautiful. ~

It was Implied above that Rouault is filling our need
for a religious art today. This is true. Rouault Is a very
definite Prqduct of his“age and can only be understood I
relation to it. 1t was only in a terrifyingage that had Placed
God aside that someone could eme %e, wih so powerful an
expression of religious belief, centered in Christ.” This Is the
age of the WOfShIR of Mammon, of brute force spread over
a global scale, of the middle class with its smug and contemp-
tible mores, an age in which every thinking man becomes
acutely conscious 0 somethln? to which he can cllng. Rouault
IS excruciatingly conscious of the sufferln% of Christ and of
the moral chaos and suffering of the world Today. This is the
source of his art and Its meaniing for us.
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Poem
By Thomas W right, Special Student

‘| am the vine, you are the branches. He who abides
in me and | in him, he bears much fruit; for without me you
can do nothing. —John 15, 56.

There is a cloud across the sun:
A film so grey that hides the |I%L‘I'[
Asmothered soul msadow ar
A stifled cry, so muffled-soft;
We hear but what He wants us to—
h sounds are mixed with bruised-sighs

A soul is sealed—
But to One Else;
One more alone
Can open it.

A touch, a taste,
A smell" a sound:
All'strip it clear
Of naked-show

No blinds are left,
No closets closed,
Not even dark

Can keep it dimmed:
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He sees 1t rise

To heights untouched:
The mountain peaks
Become 1ts nests.

The scales are gone,
Are burned away;
They fall to ash
Without a sound,

Where once was death,
Now lives a flame;
Adiamond

With lustre-white!

A 3|?htless wind

hat passes Soff,
With whistle-slight,
With breezy-hush.

A voice so strange:
It speaks no words:
There isno tongue
That speaks to Him:

No language borne
Among a face—
No mortal Ehrase
Can grals,e he Word.
So free this soul
Becomes at death:

[t would consume
The body-cold
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Cause-Uncaused
Mover-Source:
he Reason-Clear
he Only Faith:

e Spirlt known!
AM'WHO AM’
Name is Love!

The Risingpofthe sun

By Austin P. Nagle, 51

Awake, and fo the window stealthily
To watch with awe, a battle 1n the Skies;
Now sleeps the darkness cautiously
Now creeps the dawn with statlc In her Byes.
Two oliaths, one youth the other age
One, iery, brill |an and aloof,
The other, feeble, 9rey an sage
. Enact a timeless battlé on the oo,
First hints and subtle fralqrance of the light,
Bestlr the anment to a slow retreat;
Then shafts of st mgflng bundles blind his sight,
And trip him to a Tlushed defeat.



Seasons Change
By Edgar A. Kelly, 52

E watched her come toward him, her brown legs flash-
ing in the last reflected rays of the dying sun and the
darkening shadows blending with the short, blue cor-

duroy jacket she wore over her sta_rtllng_whlte bathing

_ Shé came straight to him, sthplng irectly in front

of him_and then dropping, almost without transition, to her
knees in the soft warm sand. o
, “Day-dreaming again .. . | think if I were to come here
in the midale of the winter I'd find you sitting right here,
staring at nothing.” _

He smiled sadly, “That’s what | like about you, |
Quess, nosne7 of the usudl subtleties."

1] 0]"

“Yeah, s0. And. for God’s sake will you please drop
thatgllt-ed%ed, bound in brass, Boston ‘s0? “You sound like
someone who wished she had gone to Vassar.”

- “Temper temﬁer,” she sang. And then in a more
serious tone, “I thought we had this out last night?”
“Sure, sure, we had it out last night. We_%]rab,bed the
old_ faucet marked ‘qush’, turned it on and let it drip for a
whileand then turned it off. Simple. Then we turned to each
ot,rhedr _f%ndpggg,d sweetly, ‘How about the beach tomorrow to
wind it up
o “Well? ... . It's worked before: and remember, it isn't
as if you didn’t know about it from the beginning." _
“Yeah, | know, it worked before, I knew all about it
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from the beginning. 1 can go home now and in twg days all
I'll have isaice niemory and another name for my Christmas
card list. Look, has it ever occurred toyou that there might be
sometttung Jyrong with this system, that maybe it doesn’f work
every time’

y. She watched him quietly for a while as she stared past
the disarranged halo of her hair at the sea beyond. Finally he
turned ‘E(\)Nloltl)?K’at her squarely.

“Well what? ... Do you want me to argue with you?. . .
Sure, there m!?ht be something wrong with itbut | don't think
| can change it. What | meanis | don’t think either of us can
change it. You will go home with just a nice memory. We'e
young, we're supposed to have summer romances . ..

“But do you realize what that means . . . we thought
we were in love—we really did . . . and | think we were . .
and now | know that we dren’t .. . we can turn it off and on
when we want to . . . we don’t have to feel anythln%] or want
anything. That makes us just like machines; turn it on, turn
It Off Use It, don't use it} it works, so why worry about it?
Good Lord, don’t you see what | mean?

“| don't think so. Are you trying to tell me that you
wouldlike to ... well...togodn ... evén when we go back?”

“No, I'm not, that’s just it!”

“That doesn’t clear 1t up much." .

“l...Ohhelll ... let’sforget about it, huh? Let’s Hust
talk about what a nice summer it’s been . . . or, even better,
tell me what you intend to do when you get back.”

She looked at him quizzically for a moment and then
turned slowly away from him and spoke out at the sea

“You know what I'm going to do. | mustVe told you
48
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Blgt;( times so far . . . have you decided what you're going to

“Don’t you think you should?” _

"No .. it bad enou,?h knowing that | will have to do
somethlrgwnhoutmakmgl Worse by nowm?what.” ,
_ “Oh look, can’t we'end this thing up without dr_agglnq
in your damned philosophies? Why can't'you take things a
thelr face value withqut trying to make thém fit into a set of
rules? You'd be a lot happier that way.”

“1 suppose | 've explained this before, but look . . .
the things” don't fit the rules. The rules fit the things . . .
theyre the story of how thlnﬁ_s are”

“If thatS true, then this must be in the rules, too.”

“Yeah, yeah, It must be.” ,

They were hoth staring out at the water now. A chill
breeze was coming In off the water. 1t was getting darker
now that the sun”had set. = She drew her knees up under
her chin and locked her wrists around her legs.

“Which boat are you taking?”

i ue'SdaP/I n
“Going fo see me off tomorrow?

He reached out and let his fingers Play gently with the
short, bleached yellow hairs at the nape of her neck.
“Wiltyou send me that picture when it’s developed?”

“Why?" he asked in g slightly dull tone,

She furned now and lgoKed at him. His tanned face
was even darker in the evening shadows. She released her
wrists and placed one of her hands in the sand beside her
and reached her other hand up to his forearm. Gently, she
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drew her fingernail across the smooth, dark skin leaving a
faint trailing White line.

“Why?" he repeated. -

Because you really dont want it.”

He. seemed to be dbout to say something for a few sec-
onds, but instead he rose slowly to his feet. She’rose with him
and for a moment they stood [ooking at each other in the clos-
Ing twilight. Finally, She broke away from his (I;aze and stooped
down to™pick up is worn old ledther jacket that had been
half covered by the shifting sand. She shook it out and threw it
over his shoulders, ,

Do you want to walk back with me as far as the sea
wall?” she asked quietly. _ _
_“No. I'don't think . . . well, it’s best that we . . . just
letitgo.. . here.”

“Uh-hun, all right...” _

“She leaned toward him sltllghtly hesitantly, and then
turned away from him slowly and” walked dowr the beach,
receding quickly into the deepening shadows. He watched her
until she was a small blue and brown figure blending with the
sea and the damp wet sand.
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The Parable of the Snow
By Paul F. Fletcher, 1

| watched the sea swa}i the length of carmine along the con-
cave of Horsenec
And the sky a colossal mackerel loomed ominously over the

Thrashrng |ts scales of scarlet and crinoline and the pale blue
armor 0

And it | fla ed the water to fury fill its great tail bled and red-
dened the sand.

Sandpipers and. semi-palmated plovers flitted along the surf,
Their, nigatjch stick Jegs in-head-splitting motion—and  they
icked up snails.
The Fsea -rass, pred at the throat with the storm-morning sun,
saw {ts shadow on the sand
Andfmaddened by the sight of blood whipped itself into a
renzy

Gulls stared with unseerng C}/es at the outgoing Steamers,
And the violence of the wind splintered their feathers,
And the shook their salt- crusted heads and sought refuge in-

For tpday would be a day of frozen huddling. . . and lean pick-
Ings.

Then the snow came. Whirring in a lust-shot whirl;
The flakes mergrn? and separating, alive only to the sensations
of their own Trail bodies:
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Living their lives while they lasted . . . and then the damna-
tion of cold waters . .", B ,

Yet some fell on the land, and they glorified God on a jewelled
tomorrow.

Silence Pond
By Paul F. Fletcher, 1

The manarch rides the fall-shot currents of tantalus air
That falls wedge-cut by the flocks of Canada %eese _
That blue-chip the heavens and, at sunset, gild it with old

ola", ..
Oh r%ark that mobile speck that blurs to blue, and rest
refreshed on the chasm of the heavens.

This is the hour when the hawks cease to shriek their philip-

ics;

And the FEnink, glutted with bloog-letting, leave their stains
like roses on the forest floor; _

And the winds no longer ravage the withered fields, for long

since
They have_ceased to be fruitful and now they fester, fruit
despoiled, and await the cleansing of snow.

Men’s tongues wag like winter winds that lash the leaf,
And either shatter it and call it cripple or rip its bloodless
~veins from root, ,
And \spt It out, broken and haIf-dlg,ested, to generate hate.
et here by the pond called Silence thére Is peace . . .
and even the trees have ceased to point.
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James Stephens
By William H. Plummer, 51

principally, | suppose, because he had taken his %Iace
In my mind among the immortals and the thought of
eitherlife or death in connection with such a legendary figure

never occurred to me.  Such a man is sent us infréquently.
His picture showed_ he looked ex_actI%/, as he should, like"a
leprecaun, a weg, fairy creature with |% ears and a comical,
sad expression, in whase soft eyes could be discemed the fires
of a divine madness. A gentle, wild thing who preferred the
company of animals to that of men, he was meant to be loved
and verierated and protected from the harsh winds,

Of course he was born in Ireland. No country of the
West could have nurtured him except that land where spirits
still walk abroad and the old legends are repeated and be-
lieved, or, at least, not doubted. A place where progress has
not yet dammed the rivers or withered the sod. [t Is.to pe
regrétted that he was born in a Dublin slum instead of in the
country; that he was forced to strugﬁle for an education and
then tied to an office stool as though™he were an ordinary man
as undeserving of such a fate a his predecessor Lanih had
been. He was only fortunate in being born at that particular
Perlod of his couptry’s history when” the awakening nation,
00 long. subjected ta foreign tule, sought inspiration for the
conflict’in the legends of & heroic past. Here was a Spokes-
man for the gods, a man Who could pass from world to world:
to whom nothing was a mystery and all was wonderful. Maeve
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and Cuchalain were alive to him. He saw Angus Og in the
clouds and_If Pan was not native to the placé he was well
known to_ Stephens, who could hear his song on the breeze
and see_his mark In the earth, ,
The Crack of Gold will always be my fayorite of all
James Stephens’ books, perhaps hecause it was the first of them
| read, and that many ¥ears ago, before time had clouded the
Imagination oy dulled the edge of enjoyment. How pleasant
It was then to look Inon the Phllosop ers in their deep wood,
each with his Xantippe. Into that place, shadowy as Plato’s
cave, the sun streamed through one opening in the trees mak-
Ing 4 bright circle for Seumas and Brigid to dance in with all
the friendlly beasts. Where the leprecauns lived was called
Gort na Cloca Mora, which is not unknown to American
theatre-goers. 1t was there Pan stole Caitilin N1 Murrachu
and there she left him to go with Angus Og. At an onosne
extreme to fantasy of that'sort stands Etchéd in Moonlight, a
book of stories so cruelly realistic & to strike terror into the
reader. | read the story called “Hunger” to a small audience
one evening and wheri it was done We wept together. Not
sentimental tears but tears of heartbreak and desi)alr. We wept
for ourselves and for the world, but most of all, | think, we
wept for James Stephens. Because he was not merely tefling
astory. He had not imagined what he wrote, he ha experl-
enced it. However changed it was, whether for effect, or
secrecy, or to safequard a name, we knew it had hasppened.
That “was the most unusual thing about James Stephens
stories, Whether by art or lack of it'the man mage the reader
share the related experiences with him. _He did this com-
IeteIK In Etched In Moonllght and The Charwoman's
aughter. But even in The Crock of Gold and In the Land
of Youth, a retelling of old tales, in The Demigods and in his
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poems he gave the. impression, although the allegorical char-
acter of those stories was evident, of complete and unques-
tioning belief in the gods and fairies he wrote about. When
he described a satyr, one knew that, if he had not seen a satyr,
he had seen something. If Angus Og Was not passing, Stephens
felt he was. This can be explained simply enough as mytho-
poetic fancy but who can explain the natdralness of it? Yeats
was self-conscious, Russell was self-conscious, but Stephens
was not, He wrote not as an artist using a means of expres-
swntbtuha,st someone who had seen something wonderful and
must tell t.

. Oliver St John Gogarty once said that the park in
Dublin should have been namieq after James Stephens. It
IS a fact_that he has not been given the recognition he de-
serves.  There may he reasons why he has not been honored,
reasons of either ateligious or a political nature, or other rea-
sons known only to a Small circle of cognoscen,u. The great-
est and most lasting memorial that could be given him, how-
ever, would be that his works should be mare widely read.
This happy condition may come about now that he IS safely
dead, sincé most people prefer great artists so. The world
would be better for it, since it is Surely better to see gods and
heroes, even if they do not exist, than"not to see them if they
do. And it is better to see them through another’s eyes than
not to see them at all.
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A Ballad of Fall River

By Paul F. Fletcher, 1

maples green the hills
t leap above the mills,

the Sunsets hide the sewerage
f Mount Hope Bay.

he Highland mansions grace
talwart Durfees of the race,

And their architectural wonders

he
Tha

nd

0

Cheer the slums across the way.
H

Y

1
A
7
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n
h
The bluebirds flee the sparrows
That roh their nesting-place.
The Irish and the Frénch
old their sectors in the trench;
et we'e pleased to call them Catholics
That worship race and race.
And yet | may say
There’s beauty there in MaYJ
And maidens dab their lipstick on
When coming home from work;
And many thiere’s a flower
((T hrougfi a trifle wan and dour)
et they 9amely hide their nzlon runs
And hunt a homebound clerk.
Now some, I'm sure, will say
I'm a cynic, and blase,



The School of Loss

And a man who'd knock his birthplace
Would surely beat his mother.

But its not quite that dramatic:

| was cleaning out the attic,

And | came across Don Juan .. .

Blame Lord Byron, please—none other!

The School of Loss

By Paul F. Fletcher, 51

Leaves turning, turnm% cross-veins of poetry,
Of calendulas and woodbine and red cherries,
Fluting thrushes and robins stained with berries,
SilkenToses rustling a heavy scented lay to me.

Turn the S)a?_?s Eulsatmg in the dewspun mom— .
Pages of D. H. Lawrence—and envision cloud-dipt hills,
Aqirl and a haystack and a bough of esoteric thrills:

A man who could tap the Vision and still go forlorn.

Wessex, land of hillowing orchards mad with blossoming,

Undulaﬁmgthwndwood of Hintock and breathing Egdon
ealn, .

Cide_r-_driprings_ on the pine-muffled dragon’s teeth,

Druidical revisions to long lost nights of revelling.

HardY, architect of \Wessex—so much substance gone
And lost to dying, dying for want of a form—a purpose of life,
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Wraiths of Casterbridge and Bournmouth devoured by strife:
And Tess andeude are lost in helpless curse—nor by Him
moured.

Why must those who catch the rainbow and weave it with

the pen . :
Into the pglnt and counter-point that nerves our kind,
Know the yearning, quench its golden cup . . . then weakly

whine
That rr%ﬁrning flushed to afternoon meets darkness . . . then
e end.

A Promise, Y et W ith Pain
By Paul F. Fletcher, 1

| watched a falcon fleck the hills with shadow
And careen down the frost-caked vista of cider-logged

orchards
And | walked the meadgw nailed at the knee wjth frost;
And earth, winter crucified, yet stirred its bloodied hands.

For earth, |ike that falcon, so_u%ht the sun,

And immobile in a mesh of liverwort and fungus

Heard the far off call of sun—of far off s rln,% _
That looses earthy lips and leaves all to music and motion.

And yet my hands were numb with February chilblains;
And the height of the mountain giddied my frozen brain
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A Promise, Yet With Pain
Till I fancied | saw a distant steeple shaking a bloody finger

atme.. ..
Spread as it was by the crimson of the setting winter sun.

The ClOFdS’I great bats of the night, already hovered danger-
ously close;

And oneygr,eat one smeared the sun to running blood and
sucked it dry; , o

And the enemy camps of the night pain-pricked the hope of

spring; _
And tﬁelrgpale white emblem set the seal of ghostly death on
earth’s poor lips. ,
And yet | know the moon will soon be a mandelzé){,

Strun? by the tender fibrils of zephyrs, its handle some gold
cloud picturesquely placed; o
And the stars will be simply so many notes materialized into
visible music ... ,
And garth will celebrate its yearly mass and transubstantiate

Its crust and wine.

DEBUT...
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Transition at Noon
By Vincent C. T rofi, '52

1 HAT'S wrong with you this morning?” the lad
W with the greying hair said. *Is something the mat-
, ter? ‘You're” awfully quiet,” she added,"this time
with a note of kindness. o
e young man was disturbed and said, as if the fact
that she noficed ‘something wrong worried him, “There’s
nothlnq_lwrong, nothing really.” _
IS embarrassment increased, for she continued,
“Don't hand me that; you can'’t fool me.” She leaned forward
over her desk that was to the side of, but facing his, “l know
you young people, 1 have a son your age. | Det you've %ot
a luricheon date. Yo,ung people are always non-committal be-
fore a date,” she whispéred slyly. , ,
The young man smiled faintly; he said nothlng. _
. “Silence is'no denial, you know,” she remarked, this
time quite Joudly, _ o _
Aﬁam he forced a smile that indicated nothing.
_ The morning seemed longer than usual. 1t segmed to
him that it would néver pass, and e wished it to Pass fast, very
fast, It's understandable then that he felt better when he
was outside at noon-time. He walked a_ bit, quickly, throu%h
crowds of people which, however, thinned” out "hefore he
reached his destinatjon.
Once there, he opened a great door and when he en-
tered he waited a few moments 1o get accustomed to the dark-
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ness. Then he climbed a few steps and,dipped his right hand
Into some water which was contained in a large storie vessel.
He touched with his rl%ht hand his forehead, his chest, his
leftand then his right shoulder. o

SupPorted by his right hand he touched his right knee
tg a stone floor. PreSently Both his knees were on wood. Soon
afterwards, his flngiers were on wood also; small, round black
pieces of wood, held together by a wire. But unlike his knees
which were solidly planted, his' Angers moved slowly, equally
tuned. over the separate pieces of wood. His lips moved to0
and his ming worked. He addressed his hardly audible words
toward the far_end of the place that was flanked with tall
columns and windows of blazing color.

. He stayed there for what seemed to his knees a long
time; to him & short time—too short a time. Before he left he
repeated the process with his right knee and then again the
right hand in'the water.

. Qutside it was brlrIJht. /After a short walk that brought
him again through the Steadily increasing crowds of people,
he was Indoors once more. _ o

- “Well that’s better,” the lady with the greying hair
said after Iookmg at the youn? man fOr a few minttes, “Now
you look more like your old self. Yessir.” she surveyed him sus-
piciously. “I notice a definite change,” and with a sparkle
she added. “and my aging, though Stll active, woman's in-
tuition tells me this transition is'to due to a woman. It’s a
woman’s work, | can tell.” o

This time the young man smiled, without force.
_“How did the date turn_out? But | know %ou you'll
deny it or else you tell me some ridiculous story, probably, that
you visited your long-neglected mother,” she”said, with a de-
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cided playfulness that carried with it a fair amount of im-
patience,

The Young1 man looked at her. He smlled qmetly and
drew a short bresth. “Yes | did visit my mother, —a5|?n
hesﬁ]atlon then™ almost” wistfully e repeated “Yes, my
mother

DEBUT .
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Reflections
By T homas W right, Special Student

The world has gone and left us—
Gone and left s far behind.
Yet in our shadowed caverns,
Where the night can never leave.
Some swift, but pondrous rhl}/
Comes again to aunt and ta
For lost and tortured lovers
Who never knew the Lover:
The One for Whom you lived on
Your foolish, senseless decades . .
f Love had’ only been your
Continual wish—=your sole hopel

We watched the world
behind a window:
We saw the rajn,
yet never felt it.
And knew the worst
(all in the rank-cloud)
And yet we wept
for'every lost-leaf:
The least and most
in life are thought-full.
O Nature: senseléss,
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Unthinking, faithless!

God madeus all—

In His great image:

The soull-enchairied

So sinful-mankind!

It is this sight:

The S|gh t OF spent-sense—
All on & hell

Of comprehension!

Such wisdom-foul:

What useless thinking!

Deus Caritas Est
By T homas W right, Special Student

Stretched across a Cross of Wood—
Heaven made a cruel d g

hrist could move His H ad in joy.
Yes! In Jo\x that Love had done
eracle hich man could not:
God b ecamﬁa Man to die

In a Way that saved us all
From our sins and brought the Lord—
Same Divinity of Old

rought the great [mmanuel

[n our mldst and linked us to
That Inf mﬂg once lost:

ne Separated One!






