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Only the Valiant
BY Matthew P. Gallagher, ‘41

VER Jerusalem that morning a fhin haze hung on the
soft blanket of warmth which stifled the earth, “catching
the rays of the rising sun_and diffusing them In kaleido-
scopic hues over the roof-tops of the city. [ the deep shadows
of the alleys the chill of the Mediterranéan nignt still remained,
but ?radualé'y the I_ong[ fingers of the sun crept silently Into the
streets and drew bright lings.across the market place and proad-
ened them Into triangles which moved toward the Temple ang
COnverged In glorious splendor on 1Its broad, dome. The soft
sand of the square, bearing the footprints of time, lay dormant,
soon to be sent scurrying under the shuffling of the multitude.
The shadows to the Teft of the Temple, began to shorten. On
the west side qf the square the adobe huildings were completely
pathed In sunlight now, and the first signs of life became apPar-
ent. A yellow Cur yawned at the sun and slunk down an al e¥;
a_determined pattering and a flurry of dust bespoke the activity
of rats; from a aark corner a beg%{ar dragged himself ana settled
nainfully in the [ight of the sun.”Then a’peddler moved through

on his way to the Cephas where the housewlives were wont 10
gather at an early hour. Another appeared ang dlsplag/ed IS
Wares at his accustomed spot. Soon gthers followed, but all were
men of mean rank; the anclents and learned men of the people
would no aggear until much later in the day. The mor_nmg
mist had lifted, and the sunbeams danced no fonger 1§ Infricat



The Alembic

patterns through the colonnades of the Temple. High over Cal-
vary the sun beat down upon the city. The cock had long since
crowed and the city at [ast had come to life and begun to hum
with Its accustomed bustle and commerce.

This morning a new note was superimposed on the usual
chatter of the market place. An atmosphere of excitement had
gripped the people and they talked together animatealy, The
word “Nazarene™ was on everyone’s tongue, and “Jesus 0f Naza-
reth” . .. “The son of David.”

“Saw you the prophet, sire?” greeted a pedaler.

~“Ah, no. | am a stranger newly come. Tell me, pray.
Who Ishe?” o
He 15 Jesus, the prophet from Nazareth of Galilee, sire.
A great teacher, | have heard. Yesterday he entered the city
and a great multitude came before him spreading their gar-
ments Under his feet and cutting branches from the trees an
strewing them In his path. And those who came before him and
after him cried out, “Hosanna to the son of David: Blessed Is
he that cometh In the name of the Lord: Hosanna In the High-
est.” He 1S a great teacher, sire, | have heard tell of his won-
drous deeds though | must confess that | scarce believe them.
On, he Isa great prophet, sire, have no doubt.” |

Two men strolled past and one, a handsome youth, whis-

Pe,red pehind raised hand to his older companion, “Between us
riend, yon Cafphas, the high priest aPpears none too pleasec
with the advent of the strange prophet. See how he wrangles
there with the ancient doctors. “Perhaps he fears a rival. [t Is
said that the Nazarene will preach In the Temple today. Let us
not fail to hear him. | must admit of a great pleasure in observ-
Ing the“dlscon]fort of the anclents.” .

~It'1s already the fourtn hour, young one.. It he Is to ap-
pear It must be soon. And | must warn’you,” cautioned the older

6
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man, “It IS not well to speak of the Priests In such manner. The
Law provides punishment for such rashness.”

“Hark! what 1s that commotion? . . . There Is a crowd
mova from the Bethanian road. See, they move toward the
Temple and in their midst . . . a stranger. A tall and hand-
some man. Do you know him?”

And as if'to answer him, an awed murmur arose from the
multitude. The prophet! It is the prophet—the Nazarene.”

“Come, let us to the Temple to Near. this teacher.”

And a hundred bodies moved, as if in answer to his call,

In the Temple they saw the prophet, standing amidst
the people and talking to tHem. He was a man of supert stature,

|ercmg ex e, and possessm g a voice like the sound of “angels’
trum ets”. And as e was teaching, a grou p of the htgh hests
ang anments of the Reople mterrupte nim, asking: W nat
autlhorlty gost thou these things? And who hath gtven thee this
authorl

\X/hereu on, the teacher, Jesus, turned upon the Priests
ana answerin them he said: “I also will ask you one word
which if you shall tell me, T will also tell you by what authority
| do these things. The haptism of John, "whence was it? From
heaven or from men?

But the Pnarisees could not answer him, for If they said

“from heaven,” the stranger would ask them why they had not
helieved him, and if they’said “from men," they faced the fury
of the geople who all held John as a prophet. “Therefore they
anSWerA th\t/te Pnowhnto 1 h the faint flicker of a smile playin
nd the Prophet, with the faint | |
around his eyes, sa||8| "Neither do 1te|1t youb ata h ht§
| do these thin g " Then In sudden fur e as hed them wi
Invective: “Wog to you, scribes and Pharisees, é{pocrltes HIS
condemnation was fot softened bv fear. He did not allow the
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respect due a h|gh office serve as a cloak for sin. The tongue lash-
Ing which he administered. that day was probably the most bit-
ter that has ever been delivered, before or singe—and that t
the highest officers in the land.. Woe to you, scribes and Phari-
Sees, nypocrites,” he thundered, “becausé you devour the houses
of widows, praym% Iong prayers . . . Woe to you, Scribes ang
Pharisees, nypocrites; Decause you make clear the outside of
the cup and"of the dish, but within you are full of rapine and
uncleanness . . . \Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites;
pecause you are like to whited sepulchres, which outwardly ap-
pear to men heautiful but within are full of dead men’s fones
and of all filthiness . . . You serpents ?eneratlon of Vipers,
how will you flee from the judgment of hell?” o
| happened by chance to stop at the account of this Incl-
dent while_glancing over the verses of Matthew the other day
and | was Impressed by Its possible application to ourselves In
this day, when one’s Very Ideals are measured and encinctureo
b¥ the Tule. of expediency. Our Lord gIves us a s_hlnmgz example
of courage In his fearless exposure and denunciation of the Phari-
sees. 1t1s an_example which, sad to remark, has found few fol-
lowers and still fewer champions throughout the history of man.
The paucity of courageous men has been observed time and again
by tnose who have been able to broaden their view b_}( the Con-
témplation of distant peoples and remote ages even as It has been
noticed by Us less fortunate In our experience. |
~ Courage 1s real and glorious.” Reflect on the pictures
which flood the mina at the mention of our great heroes: of
(eorge Washington, of Booker T. Washington, Lingoln: all
those who have fought against overwhelming odds to realize their
deals, Warmth fillS the heart at the uttering of the name Ponia-
towskl, Kosciuszko; Jeanne d’Arc; of Emmett and Parnell: or
even of Ghandi. Our souls thrill at the thought of the number-

8
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less martyrs of the Church. In fancy we tremble at the feet of
the Titan Savonarola as he strides like a Colossus through the
streets of Florence scourging the cowering rabble. A saintly Car-
dinal Mercier appears, as he rallies his people against an invad-
Ing northern horde. Then abursting flame and amodern Apollo
calls forth from Rome—Pope Leo XIII and his immortal en-
cyclicals. The halo of these few came not In their victories no
more than did the Nazarene’s. None of them lived to see the
realization of their dreams and most of them died in the belief
that they were failures. Compare their glory with that of the
world s great conquerors; contrast the heart-warming sympathy
which their striving has enkindled within us against the cold
awe occasioned by the deeds of the conquerors. How does Mac-
cabeus compare with them; or Alexander, or Caesar, of whom
it was sald no greater encomium coulg be paid than his owr
name. Was Nebuchadnezzar of old, or even the Great Khar
as great as they? The deeds of the conquerors are hallowed or
the pages of dusty chronicles, but the memories of those courage-
ous few are enshrined forever in the hearts of those for whom
they foug”t the poor and the oppressed. And the difference—
that which made those few beloved—was their courage which
persevered In the face of all opposition.

From this parable learn a lesson all ye who are oppressed
yet outwardly Hatter your oppressors; ye sycophants who measure
your censure by that craven rule of expediency. The Prophet
has shown the wapof vlalour and so few have followed. Don't
C 3 t ;
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helr-at-law of the thief who died on the cross.” So was It the sen-
timent of Moses when he, without the reassuring example which
we have, stood before the mighty Rameses and demanded, “Let
my Reople 00.” This was the reaction of two of our great heroes
o' the emer(?enmes of their times. Now when even more por-
tentious and’ world-shocking events are taking Rlace,, there 1 4
?reater_need of that olg coura?e. In our day there IS no room
for pusillanimity. As never before we need Soldiers to carry on
In the footsteps of the Nazarene. “We stand at Armageddon anc
battle for the Lord.”

10



King, O’ Old Time Fiddlers

Guess ¥a heard
That old Cohb died.

A queer ola bira,
ol dern his hide!

Found him Iyin’ still,
Fiadle in fis hand,

Up there on the hill —
That's his piece 0’ land.

He'd sit In the shack
Sawin’, sawin' away,
Thinkin®o' the time
He was “King” fer a day.

TheY crowned him fer his playin’
At the count% fair.
'Usta help me hayin'
N fiddle in his spare.

Died without a con-sarned word —
Liquor, so they say.

Jessle— she’s mfy] COW—Was Sheerea
When she'd hear im play.

He'd sit In the shack
SawIn’, sawin’ away;

Ta& his foot 'n holler
Nough to turn ya grey.
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Kept a gettin’ stranger,
Withered as thet corn —
Recken ain’t much danger
Q" It rainin’'morrow morn.

There’s the sun a settin’—
Kinda pretty suf}ht .
Y’ know, I'm mos reglre_ttln
| won't hear Cobb Tnight.

Hed sit In the shack

SaWIn sawm_awag. |
‘Spec’ I’Il hear him fiddlin’

When 1t comes t’ Judgment day.

By Louls Rosen, '42



A Man of His Times
By Lionel J. Landry, ‘40

sland In the Indian Ocean known as Reunion, about 400

miles east of the coast of Madagascar. The island, which
- had been known as lle de Bqurbon prior to Its becoming a Brit-
Sh possession, had been a rather Important French colony, with
a good number of French-speaking inhabitants. Many of thesg
no doubt, felt more or less exiled ano kePt casting nostalgic
glances toward the Paris and the provinces of their fatners, long-
mq to return to the ancestral streets and soil. But youn% Charles
at Teast, was nat unaware of the weird beauty of the lush tropical
Vegetation which surrounded h. I.m . 0 n.
Retinion. He was ever after to bear In vivid Imprint the memorigs of
the wild, mountainous terrain, slashed by deep Pu!lles and ravines;
of the burmntg, plumbing light of the tropical high noon; of the
abundance of primitive animal life of that oasis In the desert of
ocean. His vaguely sad, melancholic genius.was to transform them
into the monumerits of his name which all his poetic works were to
pecome later on, when he, too, would have succumbed to the fure

of Paris, . - .
At the age of 27, In 1845, he left his 1sland birthplace to

seek his fortuné | |

CHARLES LECONTE de LISLE was born 1n 1818 on an

rtuné In France, where the. French romantic. move-
ment nad just reached Its peak. He first cast his lot with the
romanticists, out later abandoned them to 1dentify himself with
the soclalistic followers of Fourrier. revolutionists'who hoped to

13
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Ut Into effect the positivistic sociological. teachings of Au_(%uste
omte and lesser social lights. The Fourrieristes ou_?ht 1T Was
time to abandon loosg soclal speculation and to substitute In Its
stead a purely materialistic system of social ethics. The;( Were
to throw over all the traditional philosophical ana theological
conclusions which had existed previous to then In favor of “a
broad humanitarianism™ whereby man might love and help
man without having to_have recodrse to supernatural iceas and
sanctions. So enthusiastic was Leconte de Lisle with this brand of
soclalism that he hunted and finally obtained a newspaper job
with the hopes of furthering the noble cause and lofty i0eals of
the worla-regenerating Fourrierists. . o

~ When the_revolution of 1848 disrupted life In a France
still struggling with the effects of the French and the Industrial
revolutions, Leconte de Lisle and his comrades In thought were
sure that their time had come. When the Second Republic was
formed, they felt certain that the_ fates had been propitious ano
that the long-awaited opportunity was at hand, True, the
revolution turned France once more Intg a republic.  But what
a repudlic! It was an undeciced, tottering republic, filled with
riots.and terrible, brutally repressed insurréctions, aboundm? N
suspiclons and worries,” points out Mary Duclaux. In the tur-
moll that resulted, In which, by the way, Victor Hugo and many
other prominent writers embroiled themselves with the authorl-
tles, the people of Paris did not seem to heea sufficiently the
deals which Leconte de Lisle and his fellow-revolutionists bore
S0 high.  The. Ideals were delivered still-born amid barricacles,
chargmlg militiamen, repellions, treason, deatn and destryction.

rofoundly disillusioned and seized with a bitter listaste
concerning the Parisian populace, he sougnt refuge In writing, a
refuge which he was never to leave. He Was caught In the grips
of 2 sometimes revolting pessimism and professéaly shuddered

14
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at “the shame of thinking and the horror of being human”. He
took to poetry, but by far the great majority of his poems,
although they were masterstrokes of form and color, never
appealed to the general reading public of the period. This was

added reason for the poet’s Iinsuperable disdain of the humar
race, a trait which grew more and more distinct as one poenr

succeeded another. It must be said, however, that It was the

and about all of the reading public of Pa
tempt of life and the living found expressi

black outlook which Leconte de Lisle carried over into his
noems from his life that did so much to re

pel all but a few critics
1S, This pOSItive con-
ONn IN a curious manner

In his poetry, but more will be said of that later. The six vol-
umes of his works, some published before and some after his

death in 1894, have never been too widely read precisely because
of the morbid cheapness in which he held the whole Idea of

ex|stence.

Leconte de Lisle died in relative obscurity. This fact Is
strikingly brought home when we contrast to his simple death

funeral Into an apotheo
bolized In many ways t
with regard to matters o

First of all. he was an ar

precision and moderatio

as much as It was shortly to Irritate readers everywhere. The

sis In 1885, BuU
he era In whicl

fartand thought.
ti-romanticist. The lack of order,

n of the romantl

the brazen pomp and fanfare which had turned Victor Hugo’s

t he nevertheless sym-
he lived, particularly

c writers irritated him

public was just getting 1ts fill of lyric outpourings, and confes-

sions, of exaltations and depressions of the ego. It was, as the
“tiring of romantic claptrap”. And the
death-knell of romanticism had been sounded when an audience
hooted down Victor Hugo’sdrama, Les B

Abbe Calvet points out,

In 1843. Romanticism ma

irgra v e S

naged to linger or

was becoming evident to tf

some time more, but It

e Frenchman in general and to Leconte de

15
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Lisle In particular that there was need for a return to something a
bit more moderate and a bit more formal which would.not allow
every_sentimentalist who happened along to shed his, literary
tears In torrents. Reality wasabout to take the place.in literature
which had up to then beén occupied by emotion and imagination.
Then, too, positive science Was beginning to be. haileo

by many selt-styled thinkers as the true méans of obtaining the
solution to the how’s and the why’s of man’s existence, Every-
where some old conclusion was being exploded by the discoveriés
and the theories of Cuvier, St-Hilaire, Ampere, Fabre, Berthelot
Pasteur and Darwin. - Science was arising on the distant horizon
ang settm? N motion new forces, misunderstood or unknown
Up to thal time, but sovereign and unq‘uesuoned for the re-
mainder of the centur}/. Leconte de Lisle was among the first
to welcome science as the answer to the cosmic questions which
philosophy had been attempting to answer for so long.  Not
content with embracing It as the prophet of a new era, he felt he
must translate It in terms of literature. |f he ever had a super-
natural religion—he was born of a Catnolic family—his ventures
N Fourrierism must have relieved him of them cwﬂe efficiently,
for his violent tendencies toward science Indicated that all his
hopes were In a purely materialistic, scientific system of thoughnt
He delved deep In philology, archaeologz and-history, stuaying
esPeuaIIy Louts Menard’s works on Greek and history of varlous
religions. as well as the_expose of the rehgmns of India by the
Orientalist Burnouf. The earlier French poets Ronsard’ ano
Chenier had Inspired him with his love and appreciation of
agan Greece, but It was principally through nis readmt%s of
enard that he obtained his remarkable knowledge of Hellenic
culture and customs.. Pasteur had busied. himself with test-tubes
and mathematics, Saint-Hilaire and Darwin with anthropologlcal
observations and Ampere with physical apparatus. Leconte de

16
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Lisle spent his time In historical research and the study of Hindoo
mysticism and Introduced both Into French literature.

eanings toward science and aversion to romanticism
were not the only two_representative traits of the middle XIXth
century to be found In Leconte de Lisle. _In his disgust with
romanticism, he had brushed aside the sentimental Christianify
of the exgonents of that school to such a point that he not only
hecame a solute_la/ Unchristian, but even violently anti-Christiar.
As far as the Middle Ages were concerned, they were the oject
of a burning hatred within him, probably for no other regson
but that the¥ were relatively uninitiated ‘in matters of positive
science and that_ they were & Christian age. He adored, on the
other hand, ancient pagan Greece, with Its voluptuousness, Its
sensuality, Its marbles, Its pastorals, Its Homer, 1ts Phidias, Its
Thgocrlt S, He concelved a notable nostalgia for antiquity
anda cried out;

“Hellas, Mere sacree, | |

“Oh! que ne suis-je ne dans le Saint Archipel

“Aux sleclesgloriéux ou la Terre Inspiree

“Voyait le Ciel descendre a son premier appel!”
In the celebrated Alexandrian woman-philosopher of the fourth
century named Hypatia he sees the symbol of Intellectuality and
physical beauty for which he loved Greece and its people. Christ
and Christianity with Him, because they uprooted these ancient
gagan cultures, . he denounces blasphemously, de,noun”cmq them
oth as one with the _eP_lth_et of “the vile’ Galllean”. “In the
3trug?Ie petween Christianity and Hypatia, the latter must
Inevitably. win, for she, representing numan Beauty, “alone
survives,” immutable and etemal, capable of treadmg into the
dust the features of all other civilizations,” Leconte de Lisle
was no doubt a firm beljever that the Middle Aﬂes since they
were so inherently Christian, were rightly being called the “dark”

1
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ages. It he was, he merel)(_ reflected the opinion of aavanced ang
“enlightenea” Intellectualism. of his centur%/.

His need for some kind of thougnht-system capaple of
answering the problems of human destiny he ‘satisfied with the
lore which he culled from Burnouf’s studies on India.  What he
derived from them was not a picture of the India of reluf}lous
pageantry, comglete WIth processions of exotic dancers, stately
eIeRhants,_ nor eljeweled rajans or venerable priests. Nor was
It the India of voluptuous nights and sedate trees, of squalid, yet
delectable cities, of strange rituals, of hauntingly "beautiful
mausolea of sacred animals, of obscene beggars and fakirs, of
castes, filth, mire, gold,_temﬁ)les_, or esoteric poetry. It was the
cola, austere, metaphysical Indja that was revealed to him, an
India that turned Its face mystically to the great non-being, to
tNh_e complete oblivion of the boay, the senses and reality, to

rvana.

For him this non-being, to all appearances, was the term
and the aim of all existence. “Man existed only by accident. He
was to be absorbed Into the immense Nothing after death, to
take part In “blessed and holy Inaction”. AS a result of his
holdmg_these tenets, he expressed In much of his poetry the Idea
of the Tinal engulfment. Death Is the threshold which must be
crossed for ong to e swallowed up In the eternal anonymlty( and
the final annihilation which he desires so ardently. "He on?s
avidly for a death which Is merely the cessation of a purely
material existence. There 1S no question of anything but the
disintegration of the body and the final absorption of his 1dentity
Into the emptiness of the Neant, . He tries, sometimes In vain,
one feels, to heighten the desirability of this death by showing
a proud, stoical contempt of human [ife and of all life, But this
Nirvana of Leconte de Lisle, the reader cannot help but appre-
clate, 1S only a febrile and miasmic dream with which he seeks

18
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to console h|mse_lf_b¥ reviling life and by showing again ano
again the corruptipili C}/ of all existing beings.  The Supreme For-
getting of the dall and the heartaches which alone fill the life of
man, ‘cannot, ne. Intimates, be found anywhere but In this
privative state, this negation of all being and all existence.

But this severe. Ideal cannot do much to give the human
heart the comfort which It craves and to find which It usually
turns to, the supernatural. He was adamant In his, refusal to
believe In the Christian tradition of Europe, Nor did he want
t0.take part In the vague nature-worship which his contemporary,
Victor Hugo, had made fashionaple. ~ Nature was not, 10 him,
the mystical body into which all being would eventually blend
[t was never, for him, no matter how wild and Imposing, an
awful occasion for venting teary thoughts on the puny stature
of man and the tremendous, power of that va%u_e, velled Force
which had brought Nature Into being and had Identified Itself
with her, He sometimes expressed dgsires for a closer personal
union with nature, but only In rare and exceptional Instances.

~ More usually he was content to portray flashing nature-
pictures In which. motion, color, light were rendered in clear,
sculptural and brifliant Ian(guage. HIS power of evoking sun-
drenched, hard, sharply outlingd scenes to the reader's min
makes him rival many painters in his ability to conjure up vast
riotously hued pictyres, And when he describes the virgin
jungles of India, as In Bhagavat, the luxurious and languid
gardens.of Persia, or the manotonous surging of the sea, or the
mountains and gorges of, South America, We see that the olg
boyhood scenes On “Reunion are being re-created, This fona-
ness for landscapes can be easily seen In most of his poems, and
whether he be sg_eak,mg of Inferminable vistas of wheat-fields,
or the bleak forbidding crags of Iceland, or again the flower-
panked, winding streams of the Orient, we can notice the Influ-

19
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ence which his youth, spent amid the varied topography of his
native 1sland, bore upon his creative life. .
~ But always, It must be stated, his attitude toward nature
S objective and exterior. He shows nature as It really Is, not as
1t 15 distorted by lachrymose sentiment or by poetic emotion. It
remains outsidé the poet, entirely devoid of the mysterious ele-
ments of gloom and might with which Chateaubriand had asso-
clated It. ~He was seldom stirred by It. As a matter of fact, he
claimed to be entirely impassive toall of it. If he succeeded In
Introducing Into poéms on nature overtones of bitterness and
somnreness, he rarely went further for fear of becoming lyrical
and romantic. | |
In this, of course, he differed radically from the school of

Lamartine, Hugo and Chateaubriand, which had held the oppo-
Site view, that the ego should be untrammeled In Its expression.
For some writers, the weepier the expression. was, the better.
And If a heroine had the good fortune of being a sickly, con-
sumptive creature, given to swooning, with dark; feverish eyes
pallid and wasted and In the habit of giving Iength¥ explanations
of her mooas and melancholy, she was assured of popular suc-
cess and of long_life (in literature, af least). Leconte de Lisle
represented a violent reaction to this. He and the school of
writers which he headed, called the Parnasse, had as their catch-
word “Impersonality”. 1t has been agreed that it was In Leconte
de Lisle that the unjon of art and science, the prime desideratum
of the school, was the most perfectly consummated. The result
Was not, of course, a thesis on evolution In verse, but the temper-
Ing .of artistic Imagination with scientific restraint and con-
Crétization. . | |

- Yet In spite of all these rules which Leconte de Lisle
laid down concerning the writing of poetry, It was Impossible
for him to be as Impersonal and” Impassive as he would have

Ul
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wished to be. His personal traits are to be found In his poetry
even In g cursory analysis. _ It was no more possiple for him to
hide behind the mask Of anti-lyricism than 1t was possible for the
contemporary, scientists to hide behind the mask of philosophy.
HIS most stnkm%_ characteristics, mistrust ang distaste of hils
fellow-men, Impatience with [ife, pessimism, bitterness, love of
art and love of science, hatred of Christianity, mysticism, longing
for death and dislike of living are all revealed to us In his poems
In spite_of his professed reticence. . |
True, he became downright IO}/rlcaI In one of his poems
at least, Qain, in which Abel’s ciirsed brother, surrounded by a
anmve scene replete with earthy, husky men, Gauguinesque,
arge-breasted women, old patriarchs ‘and Vvistas “of newly
nloughed sil, curses the God'who once cursed him. He swears
an awful and horrible vengeance. Heroic and awe-Inspiring,
et an acknowledged traitorand fratricide, he shouts to heaven
s direful blaspnemies ana defles the Creator to resist the God-
destroylr%suenc_es and Inventions which his progeny will dis-
cover.” The Qain In question 1S no doubt a thinly disquised
Leconte de Lisle, carrying his hatred of society and Its acCepted
religion to deplorable”length. He sees the God of Christianity
about to be destroyed By Hypatia, although this time the
)l_(W etlHa S %he DOSItIVe science of the disorientéd and bewildered
century. | |
Ths |syno doubt one of the greatest of all Iyric poems, Its
strength, 1tS overpowering sweep and Its aﬁnate_d,_ burnmg_ DACe
makmg it live In the ,memory_lonq after the original rea mc[; S
forgotten.  But this Is exceptiondl In Leconte de. Lisle. 1T IS
nof” often that he chooses. to let us examine his Innermost
thoughts and desires o Intimately and so closely. - Admiranle
a poém as "Qain” may be. It IS not very gooo theolo?y and an
excess of open hatred of God would have made of the poet
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merely a rabid, anticlericalist, where he 1S now considered as
heing’surely militantly atheistic, but a great poet as well. But
digressions ‘asice, this Is probably the only poem In which we
can see the secret soul of the poét brought out Into broad gay-
light.  However, may we repeat, It IS not therefore Impossible
to plumb the depthS of the poor misanthrope’s heart and. to
dlrgw the picture of a miserable, Socratic-appearing, kind-looking
old man.

L econte de Lisle was a great poet. He was, furthermore,
amemper of X1Xth centum{ French Society who mirrored exactly
and faithfully many of the thought-trends of his period. He was
a man of his times and represents probabl}/_ Detter than any
other person of the XIXth century the multiple moral, philo-
sophical and artistic crises which that bewildered and blinde
century experienced.  How much better Leconte de Lisle might
have Peen had he lived In another century IS an mter_estlngz
speculation, but Is entwelg Deside the Romt._ The fact Is tha
he reflected In his poetry the thoughts, the aesires, the griefs, the
sorrows, the bewildermient, the worries and the hopeléssness of
his people and his period.
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Vignette
By Edward Kaylor, 4l

OC. FROMER_meant well but the more he talked the
more nervous Jim Sloane became. “Your record thus far
s excellent, Sloan, and | have no doubt that you'll come
through with flying colors. NaturaII}/ though you can't afford
to make any mistakes. Now don't let my presence bother you,
forget everybody and remember everything.” o
(5000 gosh,_doesn’t the old” buzzard ever stoP? Jim
groaned, inwardly. Feverishly his mind raced back over the mass
of detail he had heen absorbing during the past months—mus-
cles, arteries, how to.cut, where to cut, nervous System, bones—
what hadn’t he studied? And now he had to produce—or else.
Try ashe ml%ht the only thmﬁs that were clear In his ming were
stories lie had heard atout the few students who had failed to
keep the heart beating. - ,
Elbowing their Way through Jim sthouc%h,ts Fromer’s fast
few words pounded home. “Well, Sloan, | think our patient
S quite read}q or more correctly, your patient,” he amended
graCiously. "He’s well under thé anaesthesia and. | might add,
ou have a splendid specimen. Yes, really a splendia subject.”
henever there was any cutting to be done the cut-ee was always
a nameless “supject”, or “specimen”. How could.anyone be So
detached at a time like this? Did he actually realize how much
this meant, Jim wondered? He took a deep breath, swallowed
and exhaled slowly. He knew that the weight In his stomach
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wasn't really there but the knowledge didn't heIP any. And the
fact that twenty commiserating students were watching him only
made matters Worse. |

Twent%/ palrs of eyes and one man followed his slow prog-
ress toward the fable. Scalpel, forceps, pins, clamps, Welghts
string, stylus, cylinder, all In place Waltgnig for him. Closing his
eyes e preathed a silent prayer, then ?m ed up the scalpel” As
he touched It to_the soft white skin of the patient’s breast Jim
Saw the sEasmodlc Jerk of the leg. Panic stricken he looked at
Fromer. Fromer nodded, “Begin.” o |

Once again the scalpel descended. What If It should slip
and cut an artery? Gritting his teeth he tried to dismiss the In-
numeranle possibilities which would spell failure. He had to
succeed! Working swiftly but surely now the skin gave way to
muscle and finally—the ‘heart! This was the critical stage re-
quiring all of his'skill; all his speed. Beads of sweat formed on
nis forenead. The quiet of the room was oppressive. That heart
had to keep beating. 1t was life and death. ‘A race against time.
Fromer, everyone completely forgotten now he sped through

the final stages of the operation. |
At [ast he signed as he dropped the needle and wiped

away the sweat. Doe! and a good {ob. He heard Fromer’svoice,
Now sweet It sounded now, “That was fing, Sloan. 1 don't be-
lleve |'ve ever seen a student do better. Your dissection was neat
and the cardiograph Is excellent. Yes, quite excellent. Of course
as_tlh sald before you had an exceptionally strong frog to work
with.

The practical exam In “Zoo’ 202" was finished for Jim

Sloan.
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BY Joseph A. Conway; 43

the Icy grip of February. None of the soft qutlings or
seductive breezes that May brings, but ev,er%/_llne drawn
Man or God passing suddenly from™sharp reljef in the hard

winter light to blocky Indistintness. The billows of frigid
gloom smother the city with amazing suddenness; .uneasily man
Wwatches the sun sink elow the horizon, as he has since the dawn
of time;_he 15 seized by fear of the terrors that lurk In the black-
ness. The first man reached for his firebow, but slow centuries
of progress have placed better means of 1llumination In the hands
of the Bostonian: a throwmq of & SWitch starts generators hum-
ming ang whining desperately. |

Light! 1t Streans Intd the city, conquering the shadows
along the” thoroughfares, it banishes the night from countless
rooms, It races aloft to twyst tortuously through the tube lights
advertising beer and gasoline. Boston lies like a great glowmg
ped of embers from Which dart small fingers of Tlame towar
the suburbs: automoniles, carrym% thelr own I|Pht from the
greater fire, much as the sub-man hurried fearfully back to his
Cave with a sputtering fagot Ilghted at the central Dlaze. Inter-
mittent street lamps, “Tike torches left to frighten away the rav-
agIng beasts, spray current at the fgloom, and man laugns, If
hollowly, at the unnamed terrors of the dark.

DNlGHT comes on roughly In Boston when the city.lies In
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| Abortively man seems to be attacking the night, for
Immediately beyond the city limits the blackness wins again;
It swirls thickly around the lighted areas as though they were the
vortices of mighty whirlpools. Even so, rivulets of darkness are
sucked down Info the city Itself, and only the theatre district
seems really I|%hted., People make their” way along the. side-
walks cursing the biting wind, the traffic lights and their fellow
man; they are, In the vortex, and a_part of the blackness seems
drawn down Into thelr breasts. Five hundred centuries have
not divorced mankind entirely from the steaming forests of
the slowly-cooling earth. When men collice with one.another,
the sub-man glares out through their eyes.  Only their clothes
separate them from an age when a slopé-jawed forebear roameo
the dark glades In search of prey. _Lignt'they have now, but In
thelr breasts 15 a common bond with the shaggy ancestor: none
quite knows what he Is seeking, and Is driven only by the fear
of becoming lost.

Yes, Tom liked the night man’s job. It afforded him 3
chance to rest, and that was Important; after forty years of work
that had all but crushed him Into the grave, It was good to Just
It by the big oil furnace and smoke s plpe. Since the “oll-
purner had been Installed In the Infirmary there was little for
him to do; no more coal to wheel In or barrels to wrestle with.
Aside from his hourly trip to ring.In the clocks—and that was
hard enough for a man with an artificial foot—nis time was his
OWN.

During the first hour after the Greek day fireman left,
Tom wielded cloth and. polish on all the brightwark,. for Mehos
came of a race which did not pride itself on'the shining cleanli-
ness that was Tom’s birthright.  He remembered the chaste
tidiness of his old home In Germany, and the righteous hatred
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his mother had. had for dirt. He rubbed the brass until It
?Ieamed In the light of the single naked bulb, swept the accumu-
ated trash from Upstairs Intoa battered drum, and after a final
survey@ glance, Smiled with satisfaction and filled his pipe.

0m’s examination of the evening paper never took very
ong; there was nothing behind the screamm_?, headlines that
Interested him.  Murder done . . . another political scandal . . .
squabbling In- Washington.  Russia’s attack on Finland still
bogoed down In the Arctic snows—that did not Interest him, for
ne "Was a lover of peace and a hater of Russians._ It was In a
Russian prison camp that he had lost his foot. Tom grunted
N disqust and turned abruptly to the music section. The
Mastersingers. of NuremburP t0 play the Opera House next
month. Good! He loved all music, and for him Wagner epito-
mized all the passions and yearnings .of a smitten world. = A
calendar hung on the wall, ‘with a picture of a nude Indian
maiden and 4 grocer% advertisement. Tom glanced hopelessly
at 1t, knowing even Defore he aid that he had to work on the
twenty-third. - Oh, well, he could make the matinee, though It
never seemed up to the evening performance.

The heavy, old-fashioned watch, with Its, fanciful Ger-
man picture-face”of gnomes and maidens, read nine o'clock, so
Tom began the long™climb up the three flights of stairs: he hac
to punchi the clockson the third floor first. “The same old musty
smell, the same tiny squeaking that always marks the presence
of mice In old buildings; the Same ajr of degenerate %randeur.
HIs pocket llght picked oyt familiar aetals: the messy Spittoons,
the empt I|(%ht SOCKets In the over-elaborate chandellers, the
grotesque}/ ramed pictures of presjdents annq,the crumblmg
Plaster wall, with President Hayes still tipped alittle askew, an
he same crack that made an dcute angl_e with President Taft’s
moustaches. The pictures lined the staircase up to the second
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floor, ceasing abruptly with President. Cooll_d?e; the Board of
Qverseers apparently Tuled that American his OI{X had stop]ped
there; certainly progress In the Home for Aged Men had. The
tiny night [amp was burning_on the heavy Victorian taole when
he Teached the third floor. “There was Mr. Williams’ door ajar
as usual, with a syspicion of strong tohacco Smoke Wls?]mg out.
Smoking was against the house rules, but that was the night
Nurse’s vvom(. Someone Was running water in the bathroom
downstairs; the ancient plumbing gurgled and groaned, and
shook the building. | | |

~ Tom always stopped. at the third floor window to enAOy
the view for amoment. He liked the way the West Boston Bridge
arched Its graceful pulk across.the Charles, tiny lights tracing
the spans and flooalights tendering a Iovmﬁ gglow UpOn the stong
towers. Jawonhl, the man who demﬁnedt at bridge, must have
been to Euroge; the towers made the structure ook like some-
thing out of the Middle Ages: qne almost expected to see knights
riding across. It made him think of a bridge over the DanUbe
near Vienna, and for a moment he was sad, The bridge. termi-
nated In a broao h|ghvv_a¥; elm trees, naked now and Shiverin
In the February wind, lifted high above It; lamps here were so
and dim, and Nis eyes followed them along the road until it dis-
appeared Into the mass of the city. The Skyline of Boston was
nvisible at this hour, and only the thousands of lighted windows
gave evidence of life and warmth within; they sparkled on the
rosty air. A church cross outlined. in a ]ghostly blue |I%ht hung
on the_horizon, and made Tom think of the émperor To whom
the vision had appeared. He noted the floodlit dome of the State
House, the severely functional gesign. of the Technology build-
Ings bathed In a white glow. Tom"sighed. Truly, Boston was
the only American city with a touch of Europe, Few jagged qut-
lines, and the soft serenity that comes only with age. A nation
had been born here.
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~Tom always thougnt that the city across. the river looked
l1ke a beautiful backdrop for the ugliness of his iImmediate neign-
porhood. |t was as _thou?h an ethereal curtain hung between
Boston and_ this section, of Gampridge; seen through 1t, Boston
had an exotic aura; the Imagination Saw there ghttermTq Oriental
SpIres ang H_Ch|%/ piled onion-shaped domes. But on Tom’s side
of the curtain there was poverty and hideousness. He glanced
distastefully down at the red brick apartment houses, squiat and
unmghtlty(, the rubbish cans set ou on the sidewalks, drymg
clotnes aPplng hideously on the roofs, The gas-lamps Sputtere
and threatened to ?o out_entirely;. Tom wished they would.
There was no room for ugliness in"his soul.
~ Resignedly he started the clocks, hurrying to get back to
his comfortable Basement. The metal foot clanked and scraped
He must be getting old; lately he coulan’t seem to get the stiffness
out of his legs. . He repassed the frowning Presidents, made the
rounds on the first floor. Gott, what a relief to reach the last one!
[t had been prudently placed In the Kitchen by the Directors
50 that he would have to make certain the gas weré burnm% Under
the morning oatmeal, that the faucets were shut off tightly, ano
no lights butning. That was wormwood to Tom: it never faileg
to outrage his honest German sense of auty. As If he wouldn
do It anyway! He grimaced at the half-Cleaned kitchen: ver-
dammte Tlazy cook! Often he had even to prepare the oatmeal
himself, to Cover up her forgetfulness. |
Once again the cozy basement—the third step squeaked;

he would have to sCPeak 0 the carpenter aboyt that. Tom was
thorough-going, and couldn’t bear small Imperfections. His artl-
ficial foot™struck sparks from the stone floor. Linoleum would
be safer, with the qil stored nearby, and easier to clean. He sank
stiffly into his chair. Nothing to"do for another hour.
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The diversions durln? Tom’s shift were few. Sometimes
one of the Inmates from upstairs would come down to talk with
him; they would discuss conditions and events of the past over
thelr pipes. There was old Mr. Williams, He seemed never to
Sleep. The poor.old man was feeble-minded. An ungrateful
family, tiring of his odaities, had shunted him Into the Infirmary.
He had fought In the Spanish-American War, and his conver-
sation always centered anout the days of '98; he would mentjon
long-aead Qenerals as though thelr exploits were news topics;
his Teeay voice would quaver at long-forgotten battles. Tom re-
mempered having seen a shrine-like portrait of Theodore Roose-
velt In the man’s room, and he always mana%e_d t0 speak rever-
ently of the Colonel to Mr. Williams,”though his own knowledge
of the conflict. was yac_‘ue, The veteran’s memory ceased at San
Juan Hill; he invarialy inquired of Tom whether Wheeler had
finally been successful. “He seemed to believe himself on hospital
leave: he talked endlessly and incoherently, but Tom was always
patient and kindly toward him. | .

~ Then there was old Chandler, a bitter man with an In-
crediply thin body. He seemed to speak with no one but Tom
and his words were filled with venom toward life. A disordereo
system that made his [ife an earthly hell gave him a jaundiceo
outlook; ne had once been a man of position, but had sunk un-
der his allment, Life hela nothing for him but pain and bile,
and he looked forward to death as a release; a tomb-like hollow-
ness already held possession of his voice.,

But tonignt there were no visitors, and Tom turnec
eagerly to his favorite diversion: from a pile of music covered
against the dust, he produced a score of Wagner. Another man
might be content to read cheap magazines or a pook from the
lIbrary upstairs, but not Tom. He had scores of the great operas
and classical selections for his literature. He loved the mathe-
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matical counterpoint of Bach, the tinkling loveliness of Mozart
hut Wagner remained his favorite. The Squared German head
pent lovingly over the score; the music lost Its paper-and-ink
character; always Tom_would see himself first violin of a great
symphony orchestra. Then even that reality woulg dimipish,
and Tom would soar off Into a world that consisted only of m|ghty
crashings and harmonies; his spirit would be borne uP_Wa_r i
would expand with \Wagner’s dramatic crescendoes, until finally
he would see himself armed In splendor at the head of a glitter-
Ing host, passing Into Valhalla by the siae of the gods

He had marked In agdvance a place to stop, because he
knew that In his rapturous fl|%hts he would forget the realities
of making the rounds. When he came to the marked place, the
big Jaw Snapped shut with something like anger, the Inspired
gleam went out of his eye. Valkyries and gods vanished as sud-
, enIP/ a If a beautiful bubble had burst. Only a_last reverberat-
Ing fone seemed to hang on the air, and the fwilight of the gods
diminished to the dull Toar of the furnace fire awaiting his In-
sPectlon. Regretfully he. put the music aside, and glanced again
at the old wafch. Ten minutes before ten—time Vet to rest.

|t was always difficult getting back to, earth again; Tom
qutifull stogaﬁe_d_ reading [n fime toTe-gear his thougts to reall-
tles, . The transition was aifficult. Wagner always seemed a part
of his boyhooq; both were difficult t) asspclaté with mundang
affairs. EVery line of the music reminded him of the Fatherland;
he could picture the Germany of his youth,

That had been a time of plenty. He remembered how he
would come In from the fields, sweaty and exhausted, to. his
mother’s wonderful cooking. Details Sprang out of the mists:
the fresh red-checked tablecloth, the steaming dishes of the
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Homeland, The rich-red carrots, the bowls of greens and tur-
nip, ever thln% grown on their own little farm, produce of the
ﬁpod earth of the Rhine Valley.. He remembered how proudly
s father would grin through’his formjdable moustaches as he
carried In the Sunday roasf, with its rings of fragrant roasteo
potatoes; the big table set with snowy linen, and the sparkling
Flasses for the Rheinwein. And oh, the tall clay steins, with the
ittle castles and German sayings painstakingly carved on them
—now they creamed with the marvelously good beer of Munich,
the color f a ruby, solid and nourishing, with thick foam run-
ning over the top, ~ o
The good life, the Gemutlichkelt of pre-war Germany:;
the local Hoforau, with_its genial townspeople joining lustily n
roarmg} the songs of the Fatherland. The lovely waltzes of Strauss,
newer then, .and dancing with the pretty village girls—ach, Gott
where had It all gone?” What was this mad order In the new
Germany, this Third Reich, where people received two eggs a
week and had to show cards to %rocure rancid butter and rotten
fruit? How could such things be?
~ But Tom knew why such things could be, and knew at
first hand. He had been a part of the war which had created the
conditions. 1914 had found him entering upon his thirties,
with a good wife and two beautiful blonde babies—ach, meine
Bubchen—a happier home a man never had. On that fateful day
when Uncle Karl had come In gravely with the news of the mopi-
[1zation, the}/ had nearlfy %one craz%wnh grief: Tom, as an artil-
leryman of the Class of 1902, had een simmoneo |mmed|ateI¥
to @ Bavarian Geschutz regiment. In the mad years that had fol-
lowed his old life had been shattered, and the pleces could never
be put together again. He had C?one with the first wave against
the Marng, then his regiment had been one of those recalled from
the west to stem the Russian advance In the blunder which cost
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the Kaiser victory In the openin% months. The Germans had
peen markedly stccessful against the wretchedly equipped Rus-
Slans, but Tom had been captured, and spent the rest of the war
Io%ween a nightmarish prison camp and a frightfully-treateo
ador gang. o . . .

It was In working with the gang In the terrible Russian
winter that he had lost his foot; a drunken, bearded %lant had
amRutated it baaly after gangrene followed the frostbite. Even
with the metal foot they made him work, and he had developed
his passionate hatred of the Russian officers. Those were his out-
standing memories of Russja:. the terrible, relentless cold that
seeped Tnto his body and drained the vitality from his blood.
and the merciless COssack %;uards, thelr free Use of the nagaikas,
steel-tipped whips that could and often dia flick off a half-Trozen
ear. He remembered the fate of his stubborn friend Schmiat
whose rebelliousness had caused his own death. The quards hac
stripped. him to the waist In the sub-zero weather, and beaten
him until his back hun? in shreds. Then they had rubbed the
raw flesh with chunks of dirty ice. Schmidt was a Prussian, ano
Underwent the torture withqut a whimpey; that had Infuriated
the Cossacks; they stuffed nis mouth and nose with snow ang
left him_naked to"die In.the drifts.

The plain Russian soldiery wasn't so bad; they were
usually deserters or Pauﬂsts_. He had a blurrea memory. of play-
mq the violin while the soldiers hummed sorrowful RusSian peds-
ant songs In those deep, powerful basses that only. Russians nave.
|t seemed more as though the ground were coming to life than
that men were smgmq‘;_ the volces themselves, were Indistinct
and only a low, organ-like tone hung on the air like a sigh, In-
tangible and beautitul. At first, wher food had been bettef, they
wotld sing wild Cossack songs and, do that squat-kicking dance
with arms folded, the others keeping the barbarous tempo by
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clapping their hands. After 1916, though, only the filthiest gar-
bage had been thrown to the Pnsoners; aysentery set In, and no
one felt very enthusiastic. After that théy had consoled them-
selves with the mournful songs of the steppes. |
~After the war, It had Deen as bad, With his frostoitten
fingers he could no longer play the violin and had wandereo
OVer Europe with that ravag_m([] pack of human refuse vomiteo
INto being by the war. Terrible times, when one stole If there
Was anyth|n|q to steal, slept in the filthy Berlin Nachtasyls, or
thelr equivalents In Paris and Vienna. He remembgred the sour,
opPresswe stench of excrement and unwashed bodies. He made
only the one trip back to Germany; on the graves of Maria and
the"children he vowed never to return. Germany had become
a forelgn Jand to him. Maria had died of some sickness brought
on by waiting Ion%hours N the ration lings, the neighnors tolo
him;"the children had caught pneumonia In the unhéated house
—there was no fuel—and how could one take proper care of
-them? Ever}/ house had Its own sorrows, and the hospitals were
needed for the soldjers. -
~Bitter ana sick at heart, Tom had come_to America, ship-
pmq as fireman on a British tramp steamer. The wealth of th
world had flowed to America, he heard; the cities streamed with
prosperity, and there was food In abundance for all who woulo
work. He had done every type of lanor; travelled with the har-
vestlnRAgangs north to soUth, orange picking In California under
dirty Mexican foremen, harvesting wheat i the Mid-West, He
haa had his first disillusionment concerning American standars
of I|V|n([1 In Texas, where he was a driller in the oil fields. The
people fived on beans and green coffee, their children were rick-
ety and pellagra was an accepted condition. He had mined coal
i West Virginia until his Iunﬁs refused longer to pump the tu-
perculous atmosphere of the shafts.
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FIinally approaching ag{e and the difficulty of keeping up
the Eace on dccount of his metal foot, had lea him to seek easier
work. He had hopped a freight going to New York rldlrag the
rods with professional bums,”a tougher gang than he had” met
even In the army, men who sneered at the 1dea of respectanility,
and resorted to pett%/ thievery. Tom had witnessed the kllllng
of one of them for the ten dollars he.had with him. New Yor
had overwhelmed him: everything In it suggested size and power,
but he had tired of tramping the employment agencies. . The
depression had set In, and Cripples weren’t wanted with a million
strong men roaming the streets looking for work of any kind.

‘Defeated, he had gone to Boston, and In a fit of nostalgia,
had visited @ German Hofbrau, The old folksongs, the EsSen,
trinken und [asst uns frohlich sein carved over the door, the Mu-
nich_beer, all were there, but an essential part of it all seemed
missing, and Tom was sad. 1t chanced that a comrade of his from
the Marne was a walter there; the man had directed Tom to the
|ob at the Inflrmar?_/. |

After that [Ife had been easier; he was free to read and
attend the opera, he had a respectable job and felt_like a man
again. But_never, even In this City so s_ugg‘estlve of Europe, hao
he been quite content; a vital part of him'lay buried back In the
modest ittle (h}raveyard of Windesheim. Often he would come
to a place In tne score where the music, was sadder; It would take
Rossessmn of him, and he waulg son like a child. The day man

ad once come In and found him so; Tom had been grutf and
aprupt with the Greek, and bad feeling had existed™ between

them from that time. | |
Often .he would take from his pocket the liftle cracked

snapshot of his family; Maria’s sweet smile and the little blonde
heads of the children would deepen the lines around his mouth.
Perhaps God really knew best; when he yearned for their pres-
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ence 1t was as If a splendid archangel stood between him and his
dreams. Maria was up there, and the children; one day they
would be reunited. But meanwhile Tom was Immeasurad Y S0F-
rowful, and took refuge In his,music. That escape at least had
been provided, but thé Teutonic gods seemed a flight below Goo
the Father, and Valhalla was more easily attained than Heaven.

Mechanically Tom made the second round. The routine
had become a fixed part of his life; he knew In advance that when
ne reached the second floor the night nurse would be preparin
the evil-smelling medicine for the eurotic patient In Room 28,
Tom nodcded curtl_¥ t0.the nurse; he could never bring himselt
to like the. man, With his smug, patronizing air and his Irritating
way of gazing at Tom s artificial foot. The nurse looked up from
IS Tussing with the nasty-looklnP bottles; Tom noted the familiar

p%g-l_ike ves, the brick-red jowfs larded with fat; the slow turn
0f hIs hedd, as though he were a genius disturbed In the midst

of an experiment

“You, Beyer? A little late on your rqund,. aren’t you?”
He pursed his lips, and eyed the measuring vial critically, Seem-
Ing to dismiss Tom withthe gesture.

Tom flushed furiously. “A minute, perhaps. 1'm no ath-
lete, Mr. Guild.” The fat swine! What a worla of good a month

under the Cossack whips would have done him ", . ah, God
?IVG any of them their bellies filled and they were the same, It
0ok agony and blood to strip the shell fromthe real man.

~_The oatmeal was simmering slowly; the rich fragrance
of It filled the kitchen. Tom noted In dlSﬁUSt the sleek-lookjng
water bugs darting about near the sink, then laughed to thin
It should Tevolt him, who had survived months of [ice ana corpse-

rats In the war. He must be getting soft
3



Traumere|

Well, there was another hour gone, Gott sel dank! Now
he could retjre to his iDs and music again, forget Guild anc
his narrow 1k for the nobler world of hi3 heloved gods and he-
roes. Guild’s kind must have Inhibited, souls, he thought; they
Ive, they are In the world but not of It; they glut themselves
with food and reproduce their kind, put they don't really live
They never have a glimpse Into the fuller world of music, and
DOOKS and beauty. Even of the simpler pleasures themwere H{]O-
rant; Gemutlichket was an unknown. quantity to them. They
falled to grasp the true pleasure of sﬂ_tmg I a Hofbrau, convers-
Ing over a pottle of Rheinweln with 1ts Tragrance of flowers an
its” graceful slenderness; of listening to the lovely strains of
Stratiss, until wing and Wienerwalzeér merged into"a beautiful
catharsis of the spirit, a state of mind. To fhem Strauss was Hut
a restrained Dorsey or Goodman, and a noble wine but a costlier
way fo Intoxication, | |

Money or education they. m|ﬁ_ht have, but they didnt
pelong to the real aristocracy of Intelligence. ~ That stratum of
soclety found Its recruits In‘the materially poorer but aestheti-
cally Tar richer; not that all poor people Were lovers.of beauty,
but” that lovers of beauty found their consolation chiefly In In-
tangibles.  They remained Indifferent to the standards of posi-
tlon set up by a warped society. The two classes travelled arouna
(5od In separate orpits, and Tom couldn't help thinking that of

the two,_the aesthetes must be the nearer to Him.
Tom_had just started to trace the place where he had

stopped reading, when the basement bell set up a nerve-shattering
inging.  Gott verdammte Ding! He would attend to that In

short orger, after he answered tre door. |
The_door opened_creakily to admit a blast of air almost

Iioluid N Its jcingss.  Tom Immediately reco?nized the_ two
rather unsteaay figures standing In the' ghastly glow of the

street lamp.
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“Well, come In, bo%/s,_ come In! You neean't stand there
und freeze!” He wasn't Deing entirely hypocritical In his wel-
Come; Visitors broke up the monotony of fis night—ne couldn’t
read all the time. BUt In one way he was regretful, for there
would nevitaply be a discussion of religion; one of the pair was
an athelst and argumentative about Tom's Catholicism

“It looks, (I;rlnned the godless one, “like a cheery spot
for toastlng the feet and reviving the flagging spirit.  How goes
it, myTeufonic friend?” N

“As ysual, your spirits don’t need reviving,” grunteo
Tom, but his eyes were understanding, “you've been making
the rounds of the beer places again.”

“Lissen ta him!™ said the other visitor, “and him brought
Up on the stuff!”

“Beer we enjoy, yes,” Tom retorted, “a solid beverage
hut not this stinking stuff vou swill here in America, But Sit
down—you don’t look fit for many more steps. And If you feel
sick, pléase leave; | haf just cleaned the floor.”

The two visitors enjoyed the ﬁruff reception; they knew
Tom well. Once on a Snowy nignt they had s o_Pped py for the
warmth, and Tom had become acquainted with tnem. The
atheistic one Tom knew as Stephens, a thirty-year-old Enghsh-
man who had had a_year at Oxford and béen expelled for
drunkenness.  Tom |iKed to talk with him, for Stephens had
sailed up.and down the world, and coulg speak Interestingly of
his experiences. He had remained at Oxford long enough to
ac%uwe 3 punt;( of accent that ten years of rough™associations
had not corrupted, and he had a_colorful way of speaking, of
creating pictures with his words.  Tom liked the fellow, though
he resented his way of putting God under a verbal microscope
and attempting to Tabel His component parts.
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“You worship an anemic Christ, a picture God,” Stephens
had said that night, “a face on stained qlass, a statued Jesus.
You forget the hardy teacher who fasted In"the desert, who railec
at the Pharisees and whipped the usurers from the House of

Goa."

The other fellow Tom djdn't ?artlcul,arly care for; he
Was 4 ou_nc_l, cocky sort, a product of the city’s vilest slums.
What the Intelligent Stephens saw In_nim Tom “couldn’t under-
stand, unless_It could be the boy’s ability to drink glass for 3I_ass
with him.  Tom noted with relief that the kid Was nodding
from the heat and the alcohol he had consumed; In a minute he
would be asleep. | |

“We won't make this a lengthy stay.” Stephens stiflec
3 yawn, and rested his feet on Tom’s pile of music.” “It’s about
time to sip of the sluggish Lethe, what? And | have to get up
for the early Mass.” He laughed aloud, a little unsteadn;(.
The heat was affecting him too; the thick fumes from the ale
Were smotherln? his brain.  Tom mentally resolved to get rid
of the two snortly; he seethed under Stephens’ mocking remark.

A little” communion with your God, wouldn’t harm
you,” he retorted angrily, “you need some quiding force."

Stephens sonered a little at the rebuke; Tom saw some
of the natlve Intelligence showing In his eyes, the heavy mists
enveloping his brainlifting briefly. |

“1 gve my gmdlng pr_mmPIeS.” He weighed the words
carefully. "It you are re errm? 0 the liquor I'am carrying at
the moment, It IS an avenue of escape for me. | preserve™m
petter self by drowmnﬁ my baser side. If | am weary of man-
Kind's Ignorance .and yﬁ)ocnsy, why should | not escape to a
plane apart, a misty warld where | tan at least forget? It you
can't carry away a darrel of trash alone, don’t you cover It until
help comes, to drown the stench? My help comes In compan-
jonship with kindred souls, and that 1"haven't found yet."
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“You would find 1t n the Creator,” Tom replied Serl-
ously, “take the side of Christ ang You will find yourself happier.”
. Stephens smiled indulgently: he fumbled for a cigarette,
It 1t and sucked the smoke deep Into his lungs before replying.
~ “Your terms are tog harsh,” The smoke trickled Trom
IS nose, and rushed from his mouth with the explosive syllanles.
“My personal religion 1s Hedonism, or aestheticism, TOm, the
Pursun of the beautiful and the pleasures of this life. Your
enets recommend mortification of the body, cultivation of the
soul, as though tney were things apart, | feel that they are In-
separaole, that attention to the body leads to expansion of the
soul, as does fondness for beauty.  Why should 1 overlook my
poay, and eartnly loveliness? What Is the good of it?”
Tom’s eyes softened with a rough reverence; he mignt
almost have beén one of the apostles preaching to the mocking

agans.
: g. “There 1s.a more beautiful life to come, Stephens; one
which makes this period only one of Impatient transition,
whatever Its beauties. |

“But that'swhere | don’t follow %ou,” argued the English-
man. “Faith Is the fulcrum of your whole belief. | don’t"have
it Anyway, | agree with Nietzsche that Christianity Is for the
meek, the Tollowers. The leaders are those strong enough to
reject religion.  Your church, prescribes repression of fleshly
Jesires an |mRuIses; to my mind that has an harmfully Inhibl-
tory effect on the natural manifestations of the body.”

Tom spat vehemently Into the trash barrel. “Why don't
Yo,u leave Freud to the worms, Stephens? But then I dont
hink even they would touch his filthy carcass.

Stephen’s lip curled derisively. . “Take off your halg
for a moment, Tom. Freud had his grain of truth. You crush
down your so-called baser impulses, but you can’t destroy them.
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Consequently Inhibition, builds up dams; your normal desires
become muddy puddles In the brain, and thiey throw off a filthy
reek.  Hence 'most of your degenerates, your auto-eroticists.”
He Faused, lIke @ general preparing to bring up his heaviest
artillery.  “The .ancient Greeks were worshippers of beauty,
and_ 1 my opinion they had a more genuing morality than
Christianify ever produced.”

Tom smiled sadly. “You're wrang there, boy, By re-
course to God .In times™ of trial we pulld up stren?th for re-
istance; dams Indeed, but they are filtering dams. 1 too am a
lover of beauty, but | keep that feelln? second to love of God
| look forward to the fuller life hereafter

Stephens shook Nis head gloomilﬁ, partly In defeat and
artly from the effects of the alconol that clotded his vision.
¢ puffec res_lgnedly on his cigarette, and lapsed Into silence.

Nor did Tom speak. . HIS mind was reviewing the part
that religion had played in_his own life. Herr lieber Gott, what
would there have beén to fill the emptiness—to keep before him
the vision of some day rejoining his wife and bahies? His mem-
or¥ sketched, scenes: the eautrtul Nuptial Mass at the German
cathedral, with Its gromed massiveness—now proud he had been
of Maria that day” He thought of his parish church here In
America; a splendid edifice, with Its altar tracery and polishe
gold vessels, Its richly tinted glass and dramatic pictures, painteg
on the ceiling, of saints and, popes, and the awful flames of Hell
licking hungrily up at Lucifer named Satan, And the rolllng,
powertul vidrations of the church organ—without all these life
Suffered a great lack.

~Stephens’ younger companion awoke suddenly; he gaze
N bleary-gyed bewildérment around the basement, then lookeo
horror-stricken past Tom.
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I I,,“All’gators!” he rasped drunkenly, “all over the bloody
ace!
: “Millions of them.” Stephens grinningly agreed. He
rose unsteadily to his feet, crushed his cigarétte carelessly o
the stone floor. “And time for us to get a gait on, t00.” Betieen
him and Tom, they piloted the kid to the door.
“Until ['msober eno_uglh to argue with,you, Tom!”
Then they went out Into the night again. Tom watched
them weaving past the rubbish cans on the corner; It seemed
even colder and blacker than before, and the street lamp shed
only a half-hearted light. A milk team clop-clopped past: the
horse breathed I_ong Dlumes of vapor, and the driver clattered
noisily among his Dottles. In. the apartment house across the
street’ a Neg[ro chorus was practicing late; Tom listened for a
moment to_the simple spiritual, _
Sometimes Ah feels like a motherless chile,
A lo-ong wa-ay from home............. ”
Stephens and his companion turned the corner, and Tom re-
turned to the warmth of his basement

~S|xoTlock. Two hours now and the Greek would come
In, scowling at the polished brasswork.

“Sothe place ain't clean enough for you, eh, Beyer?” he
would say sourly, and Tom would answer as always, “I haf never
Yﬁt V\{orke,gl Ina pigpen, Menos. Someone must take care of

e place.

I_O And then there would be breakfast, the carpenter chewing
hastily on his oatmeal while he absorbed the morning’s paper;
hostile silence between Tom and the Greek, and the night nurse
entirely oblivious of the three of them. o

"By God,” the carpenter would gulp, “them Finns Is
still beatin’ hell outa the Rooshians.  Now, can yuh tie that?”

42



Traumerel

- The same routine_always, same faces, same arguments.
Nothing ever changed. But Tom was satisfled; It was a stead
ana substantial means of earning a living, and he didn’t com-
Rlam, even though ne felt his companions as far removed from

Im as Hell from Heaven. It was better than beating over the
country with the harvesting.gangs, better than the Beflin Nach-
tasyls, better than the Russian, prison_camp, the cruel Cossacks
and the relentless Siberian winter. But the comparison went
no further, for beyond that were his wife and babies, the abund-
ant life of his beloved Fatherland, the far-off time that seeme
somehow_bound up with the German legends of his boyhood
?endentgselil\%agmatlve genius of \Wagner, who had made’ those

g ~Life had been harsh with him; It had taken his famil
and his home, and smashed his little world to bits. But throug
it all, under the Russian whips, drifting over the Continent
with thieves and. murderers, he had cling with a ferocious
stubornness to his religion, his music and. his dream of joining
is ittle famCI,Y again. " Life had cursed him with the compan-
lonship of godless, empittered men; It had scourged him with
|eers. and mockerx and a consuming pain.  Now, s he looked
out into the blackness of the nightand observed smPIe St
the thouqht of astronomical distances occurred to him: [et them
lIve out their shallow little lives, these Insignificant men; one
day he would turn his back uRon the Guilgs and Stephenses, the
swillers of drink, the jeering hoboes and all the others with their
taunts and prutality and narrowness; he would follow Michael
and Gabriel, splendid In their ropes and their mystical beauty,
peyond the sphere even of Valhalla and the heroés, past all the
exulting choirs of angels; In Paradise there was no Gotter-

ammerung, and ajust God awaited togrant him his dream. Of

that Tom was positive.
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" 0 NLY elqht minutes to go,” breathed Nurse Manning
thankfully to herself as she glanced at the operating room
“clock. 1f'had been a pusy day on the surgical floor, ano
the trim, ca able_“?wl in white™had good reason‘to be glad that
It was time for relief. o R

“Guess |1l wear my new blue outfit this evening; Dick
has never seen It,” she mused while automatically checking the
equipment In the operating rooms.  The shrill ring of the Rouse
phone Interrupted her thougnts of the vastly different kind of
ring she would_be getting later: the beautiful emeralg-cut dia-
mond she and Dick™had selected as her engagement qift.

"oCrub for emergency,” crackled a voice authoritatively
as she lifted the receiver. “Set up Surgery Ong; Dr. Adamson
will be there shortl%. | |

“Darn 1t!” she exclaimed, vexedly, headln(% for the scrub-
up room. “What will Dick think when | dont meet him on
time? . . . Hope he waits,”

As she began Industriously to scour her hands and arms
the assisting docfor, an intem, Hastened in and commandeered
an adjoining wash basin for his preoperative cleansing

~“ThiS 1s a fine time to have an emergency,” she teased
him. “Why couldn’t you have waited until | Was off duty?”
- “That would Rave meant an eternity of waiting for the
rRgtlept,” retorted the Intern.  “His chances are slim enough
W.
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“What Is the case?” Miss Manning inquired.

“Gunshot wound In the_uRper abdomen. | hate to
sound hard-borled, but ['m qlad It happened, because a chance
to assist at an ‘op’ like this will certainly help my record.”

[t will mean a lot to, Dr. Adamson, t00,” asserted the
nurse.  “Successfully performing a major operation of this type
should_surely Influence the powers that be to appoint Aim
chief-of-staff “and . . . Oh, here he IS now, o

“| 'was told that the patient would be brought in di-
rectly,” said Dr. Adamson by way of %eetmg. “Please see that
averything is prepared immediately, Dr. Robbins.”

“Certainly, sir.” the Intern”assented, hurrying.into the
o'oeratlnﬂ1 room, Following him, Miss Manning noticed that
already the patient had heen wheeled In, draped, and had the
anestrietist’s craale placed over his head, Quickly she donneo
?own and gloves and started to set up her suture and sponge
able and the Mayo table. . Meanwhile, the technician Proceeded
to administer the anesthetic while the Intern proficient
the patient’s apdomen with ether and loding.

Dr. Adamson, approaching the table, asked, “What’s
the story on this case?” |

| This man was attacked and robped In the park a short
time ago, and In the scuffle was shot In the upper epigastric
reglon,” answered the room supervisor. “\We don't even: know
who.he IS, because his wallet was stolen and no means of Identi-
fication could be found. ... The police are checkmﬁ the launary
marks on_nis clothing,” she.added as an afterthought, ~~—~ °

“Bullet In epigastric resglon? Hmmmm, that’s bad,
murmured the surgeon. . .. “Scalpel, please, Miss Manning.”
Turnmg[ to his attentive assistant, he remarked, “ThiS promises
t0 be Interesting; watch carefully, and I'll explain as | progress.
... Flrst, an mcision 1s made through the skin and fascia. . . .
Clamp the bleeding points, doctor. .". . Good.”

y painteo
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~ Dr. Adamson noted the Intern’s work with approval
while thinking ruefully, “If only I could hope that some day
my son would be here’In this room with me .. . but he has no
Use for my profession, Never once has Richard even come to
see this hospital of which | am so proud. ... | don't believe that
anyone here knows that | have a grown son, except by hear-
%ﬁy. ” Clean knife, nurse,” he demanded, breaking off his

oughts.

“Now,” he continued, “I will penetrate the peritoneum.
.. Hmmmm, just as | feared: the bullet has lodged In the an-
terior_lone of the liver. That makes the prognosis very poor.
_. . Respiration and pulse normal? (This to"the techriician.)

Good.  Now comes the most delicate procedure, the extraction
of the bullet.... Nurse—"

~Anticipating his wish, Miss Manning slapped a probe
Into his gloved hand. The Instrument’s Iridescent gleam re-
minded her of the diamond she was to receive that night, an

unconsclously her thoughts reverted to her first meeting with
Dick at Marge’s party. ~She would never forget his look Of sur

r1se as he exclaimed, “Don't tell me that *ou’re the eﬁicienf
ss Manning | ve heard Dad speak so highly of!”
g

~“This will never do,” she admonisned nerself severely,
Forcing her attention back to her work she became aware that
Dr. Adamson was speaking.

“I've located tne bullet,” he was saying, and then, taking
the forceps which Miss Manning handed” him, he grasped the
leaden slug and with the uncanny skill of a competent surgeon
began to Withdraw It. - An immédiate gush of blood Indicateo
to the observers that the_ bullet had pierced the Inferior vena
caa/a. With an exclamation of dismay the doctor clipped out
Orlers.
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“Suction! . .. Westerly roll! . .. Doctor, pack the wound.
.. Careful, now."

When the flow of blood had been arrested, he completed
the extraction and turned to receive the suture which Miss
Manning held ready.

~ “Now,” commented the surgeon, “we come to a Very
difficult task: that of stitching the fiver. Because the tissue IS
S0 friable, @ mattress suture IS the only safe method to employ.”

As he was_ dexterously attending to the wound, blood
spurted suddenly Into the pefitoneal cavity, Indicating the most
feared of all occurrences: Hemorrhage!

Coincidental with the doctor’s perception of this danger
came the technjcian’s startled cry: “Doctor! pulse rapid and
thready . . . respiration shallow.”

“Prepare an Intravenous glucose Injection!” Dr. Adam-
son shouted to the operating room supervisor.

Like cogs In @ well-oiled machine, all five in_the room
worked frantically with one purpose, the saving of a life. Con-
versation was limited to the technician’s tersé reports on the
patient’s gradually weakening condition; o
~ “Skin cold, clammy .". . pulse dicrotic . ... respirations
Increasing rapidly—" There was a sudden break In her speech
and before she could utter the words, all knew instinctively that
further effort would be futile.

- With as%l the surgeon straightened uP and turned to the
intern. . “Close the Incision.” he directed dully: “nothing more
can he done. |
A mantle of enervating age seemed, suddenly .to .drape
tself upon his stocky figure,”displacing his usual ‘vitality, as
Dr. Adamson_ spiritlessly Plodded across the room. Miss Man-
ning felt a twinge of pity for the eminent disciple of Aesculapius
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as she watched his leaden progress toward the door. Losing a
case at this point in such a highly successful career ... 1t must
be so disheartening. . .. Oh, well, . . . |

~ The sudder snap of the rubber as the intern pulled off
his gloves aroused Miss Manning and she turned to find that
the. Inert, sheet-covered body was deing wheeled from the room.
(G0Ing quickly to her own rdom she began to change her clothes,
thmkmgl,, “Dick will be furious. . .. Glad I’'m to meet him In the
park—it’s only a short walk. . .. Gee, but I'm late!”

A few minutes later, as she passed through the office to
check qut for the evening, she saw Dr. Adamson Standing before
the switchboard and heard him ask as she approached, “Has the
patient been identified?” |

“No, doctor,” replied the operator. “The police havent
reported k?/et.” _ ) _

“No matter,” said the doctor, “ was merely curious.
Well, good night. . .. Good mglht, Miss Manning,” =

~ Good nignt, Doctor,” they chorused, and a third voice
chimed In the farewell as the acCident room nurse entered at

this moment. _ |

“On, Elsie,” the latter added excitedly, “do you want to
see something? We—" | _ _

Show me later,” Interrupted Elsie I\/\annm%},, rushing to
ﬁhe door. “I've got to run. My date will think Tm standing
Im up.
l_OThe slam of the door affixed an effective period to Miss
Manning’s abrupt statement. The accident room nurse, unre-
puffed tirned to the switchboara operator. “Look, Grace,” she
exclaimed, “Isn’t this a beautiful ring? We found It In that emer-
gency patient's pocket.” o

Gosh,™ remarked Grace admiringly, “isnt It gorgeous?
A real emerald-cut diamond.”
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ette, lIfted his glass of beer, and took another drink. Rick
looked at the Kid a moment, glanced quickly at the clock
and, pushing his empty glass toward the bartender, signalled
for another drink.
“T_ou?h m%ht,” volunteered the bartender.
: Rick Tooked up, and spoke disinterestedly. “What? On,
eah, sure.” | |
/ The kid, clad in a brown suede jacket and blue _ser%e
trousers, lit another cgare_tte, and turned around apprenhensively
as the door opened. A middle aged woman, with sharp features
entered, followed by a tall melancholy-looking man, whose face
reminded Rick of the English setter"ne had had when he was
young. The couple walked across the room and sat down In @
corner booth, as the hartender’s wife shuffled across to the booth
to take thelr order.

Rick %Ianced toward the other end of the bar where a
too plonde blonde and a bulbous-faced man rolled dice with
the bartender for drinks. Rick eyed the clock again, and took
another swallow from his glass. In"another hour he would phone
and make that date, Lord, how the boys at the fraternity house
had ridden him when they found out” that he had never been
out with a married woman. That afternoon In the frat house—
Len, the roue of the house, standing there and calling him a
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Boy Scout. He had argued that dating @ married woman was
against his principles, but they had continued to taunt him. |t
was only to himself that he would admit that It was only because
ne was afraid, that he had never gone out with another man’s
wife. Thelr continual merciless jioes—and last night when he
nad walked Into Len’sroom and asked Len to get him adate . . .
The Interested voice of the woman when he had called. He had
become nervous when she had told him to call again at eleven
0'clock when her husband had gone to work. Now, In less than
an hour, he would call to find out where she would meet him
have his date, and be ahle afterwards o stride around the frat
house freely, now that his manhood was established.

~ The hartender’s dog, a fat, sleek-looking mongrel, walked
to. RIck’s side, and, placing his paws on the bar rail, nuzzled
RICk’s leg, He extended a potato chip to the dog. The mongrel
accepted It and moved around behind the bar, and, standin
on his hind legs, stood against the bar opposite Rick. The bar-
tender’s wife hastened towaras the dog. | |

“Down, Pat. You damn hog.”_ She smiled for Rick’s
benefit, “That dog Is always eating. Eat us out of house anc
home, If we'd let him,

The berouged blonde looked at the dog. “Cheez, you
know, sometimes dogs are almost human. My two dogs are just
l1ke banies to me.

~The blonde appeared as though she once had been pretty.

Her f|g\t/1vr_e still gave evidence of once trim lines.
ith almost paternal affection, the bartender patted the
gogc’)soge%% “Pat’s a damn nuisance,” he growled, “but he’s still

“No%v, you take my dogs,” Interjected the blonde, “theye

lad to see me"when | get home, They sit up and beg for some-
Ing to eat. Of course, the collie always has to bring her bones
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Into the living room to cat them, but | always say ‘What’s gooo
%notugh?]jor me 15 good enough for my dogs.” Ain't that right,
utehy-
yThe partender nodded assent, as he drew another ale
from the tap for the Kid at the far end of the bar. |
‘The paunchy man with the blonde put down his glass
and wiped his mouth with his coatsleeve. “I"ll be damned if I'd
et any hound eat bones on my living room rug. 1'd scatter his
r1bs over the lawn If he ever tried It. |
~The blonde laughed. “Yeah, my husband doesnt like
it either. But he 1sn’t home much, o you can tell anybody,” she
added, looking at the man beside her. “If he ever caught me
with you, It wouldn't be anything to tell the kiddies about,”
The man laughed uricertainly, and resumed his drinking
~ The bartendér moved down the bar, and switched on tie
radlo. Rick listened to the routine news reports while he
thought of the blonde at the bar who was out with another man
whilé her hushand was miles away. The Bruins had beaten the
I\/\ewle | eafS in an overtime hockey game at Boston. Was he
really any different from the man with'the blonde—after all, he,
RICK, wds only gomg on this date for a lark, not to steal a man’s
~The FInns had repulsed another Russian division. Fight-
Ing devils, those Finns.” Two. kids had shot and killed a drug-
gls N an attempted holdup_ip Sharon. Sharon, why that was
nly three miles from here. The kid at the end of the bar rose
nd nervously walked along the bar to the door, and out into

the night.
the blonde g{azed after him. “Cheez, he sure left in a
hurry. Wonder what was eatin”him.”

~ The news reports ended, and Rick listened to the dance
music which followed. The orchestra was playing ‘Stardust "
Rick thought of Fran. The clean smell of her Hlonde hair, that
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night when they had parked by the yacht club, waiting for the
dance fo start.” Fran had laughed when he had told her that
her hair was soft and silky. | |

Glass splintered on the bar, and Rick, turning at the
sound, saw the bleeding meers of the blonde clenched around
the stem of the shattered ghass which she had dropped on the
par. Rick looked beyond her and saw a man standing In the
doorway. The paunchy man with the blonde stood Up, and
looked at the man fearfully. | |

The newcomer advanced wearily, as though this were
something that he had done many times before. Lord, he must
pe the blonde’s husband. If there was qomg to be a shooting,
he'd better get out of here. Rick started 1o rise.

- There was no sound In the bar as the blonde’s hushana
continued his advance. He extended his arm, qrasped the
paunchy male, and knocked him against the bar. The blonde
shrieked, as her husband’s fists rose and fell. Rick recoiled as
the blood streamed from the paunchﬁ man’s face. Only when
the man lay moaning on the floor did the husband speak. “‘Come
on, I\Aa%y we're going home.” |

he battéred man sat down on the bar stool with a thud
as hushand and wife walked out the door. Perspiration showed
on his forenead, and blood streamed from the cuts on his face
as he Iltacqarette with shaking hands. o
~Rick looked at his watch. 10:50, Maybe this icea of dat-
Ing another man’s wife wasn’t the exciting ‘aaventure that the
poys at the house had made It seem to pe. The blood on that
man’s face—suppose he should be caught by the woman’s hus-
pand. Hell, It wasn' thnllmg at all, but only a big risk. Then,
he could always tell the boys that It was morally wrong.
The bartender was c!eanmg the par, and looking at the
paunchy man sitting with his head on the bar. Rick stood up.
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He walked to the phone, stood there a moment, and then strode
to the door, opened It, and stepped outside. Rain fell on his
face, and seeped down his neck, as he looked up at the murky
sky, South, the road led to the home of the woman. RIcK grinned
as his headlignts swept the road that stretched northward In

front of him.
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Catholic Action and the Catholic Collegian
BY Mark John Ryan, "1

MOST notable feature of the nineteenth century was
the, extraordinarily large amount of evil it produced.
- This world of ours has never distinguished Itselt by being
angelic, but at least It has not always been uniformly bad; It was
less reproachable at some times than at others. The last century
Was one of Its worst periods. Diabolic movements and subversive
ISms” sprang 'UP' eVerywhere. | |
~ Capitalistic Industrialism, which some benighted souls
still consider a blessing, took root In England and spread through-
out the world. Liperalism, economic and political, did Its best
to cut religion out of the life of the State and even out of the
public lives of Individuals. . Science, over-confident because of
s many Important discoveries, insisted dogmatically that mate-
rlalistic evolution was a fact, thus causing great subse%uent harm
to revealed religion. Materialistic philosophy reigned supreme;
and Communisim, the most virulent form of this philosophy
[aunched its vicious attack on the world, seemingly determinéd
to destroy everything that Is really worth while, ~
~Although these tremendous forces of evil, with the excep-
tion of Industrialism and Communism, are not so_flourishing
as they once were, nevertheless the world is still suffering from
them.” The root-cause of all the evil In the world Is, of course,
original sin. More Immediately, . the present disorders of the
world, which have brought our civilization almost to the doors
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of death, are due to the so-called Reformation. Great masses of
people at that time cut themselves loose from the solid pillar
of truth, Christ’s Church, and since then have drifted ever far-
ther fom Him Who 1s the Way, the Truth, and the Life. Today
thelr Iliness, occasioned by théir separation from the Divine Phy-
sician, and Intensifiec b%/ the Rla Ues of the nineteenth century,
mentioned anove, has drougnt tThem to the paint of supreme
madness: they are opposing Christ’s Church with a_united Sa-
tanic front, determined, It Seems, to wage a final decisive battle
with the [nvincible. | |
In this crucial moment, In order that the Church mignt
not only not suffer a setback but rather win an overwhelming
victory :and, rout forever the organized forces of evil, the Holy
Father has 1ssued to the faithful a resoundlng appeal to assemple
for pattle under the banner of Catholic Action. We know that
the Church cannot suffer a final defeat, but it would be possible
for Her to suffer great losses In the present struggle, were the
faithful to fail to respond to the Holy Father s pléa, The Popes
have reminded us constantly that Catholic Action Is absolutely
necessar¥ and Indispensablé. |
1t Catholic Action 1S so Important, then c_ertamly We, @
Catholic collegians, ought to be doing our part In applying Ifs
healing Rower to the wounds of the World. ‘But In ordér t do
that we have to know precisely what Catholic Action 1s—and It
seems that there are few who g0, Our late Holy Father. Pius X1,
gave us our best definition of Catnolic Action’when e called it
the participation of the laity In the apostolate of the Church’s
hierarchy.” It 1s evident from this that Catholic Action IS pri-
marily an apostolate. that Is, @ mission. An apostle IS one Who
S Serit, one Who has a mission to Perform. Now the apostolate
of the hierarchy Is the same as that of the Twelve whom Christ
sent to teach the Gospel to all nations—the work of saving souls.
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The first Christians, those. who were converted by the
Apostles and thelr disciples, Bractlced Catholic Action ver¥ ar-
dently. They realized, much better than we do, the value of the
human soul"and the Inestimable price of the Blood of Christ
shed for our Redemption; hence they threw themselves eagerl
INto the, work of heIng the Apostles, They knew, as our mod-
ern Christians unfortunately do not, that 1t IS not enou%h t0 Save
our own souls: the only trué Christian Is the one who also assists
I Nis neighbor’s salvation.

True 1t 1s that there Is much that could be and ought to
pe known about the Church by her children, but much Knowl-
edge IS not necessary In order to appreciate the spirit of the
Church. We have hdd a number of saints who never learned to
read and hence could never have studied a catechism. Yet they
understood Christ and His Church well enough to attain heroic
sanctlt}/. This was possible because they understood the funda-
mental truth that the first law of Christ Is the law of love: “Thou
shalt love the Lord thy God with thy whole heart, and with thy
whole soul, and witfi. thy whole mind, and with thy whole
strength. This 1s the first commandment of all. -And the secong
S 11ke to It: Thou shalt love thy nelqhbor”as thyself. There IS
N0 other commandment greater than these.” N

S0 we can sum up the spirit of Christ and the slom_t of
Christianity In the oneword love. 1fwe love God apove all things
and If we fove our neighbor as ourself, we fulfil the whole law,
pecause our love will prompt us to fulfil all our duties, The
MOSt |mPortant characteristic of love Is that It tends to unite the
wills of the lovers. He who loves another desires what that per-
Son desires, and If he does not, he cannot say he truly loves him,
Now as St. Pau] tells us, God wills that all men should be saved.
If we love God, then we too will desire that all men be saved
and we will not stop with merely desiring, but will also do what
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We,can to further tne salvation of others. Moreover, love of our
neighbor, as well as love of God, demands that we be solicitous
for our neighbor’s eternal welfare, for we know that salvation
S the. most Important thing In life. Heaven Is our goal, and If
we fail to obtain It, then our whole life 1S a failure., ™
This general apostolate to our neighbor 1s binding on all
Catholics; 1t always has been and alwa}/s,wnl pe. Catholic’Action
S mereIY_ a new Specialized form of this, general apostolate; Its
novelty Ties In the fact that It IS an organized apostolate, Never-
theless, It also, according to the teachings of the Popes, Is a duty
pinding all Catholics. = | |
nat was the special purpose of the Popes In sending
forth @ call for Catholic Action? None other than the purpose
of Christ In establishing the Church—to lead men to heaven.
The supreme and_general aim of Catholic. Action Is, then, the
triumph of the Kingdom of Christ in individuals, in families
and in society: in other words, the honor and glory of God and
thf salvation of souls. But In order to brln?_ anout such a whole-
Ba_e Christianization of the world, Cathofic Action must first
N0 @ ?ut certalq more limited reforms, such as the Christiani-
Zﬁtlo 0 Lhe family, the defense of the rlfghts and liberties of
the C furc X ar\smn and Improvement of our schools, promo-
tion of the Catholic Press, the Christian solution of the social
(uestion, and mang/ others. |
. It can be seén at once that the pro?ram of Catholic Ac-
tion 15 hoth Intensive and all-embracing. Tt will not_be. accom-
plished In a day, nor @ month, nor a year. Neither will It pe ac-
complished haphazardly by untrained men. No. indeed; the
work of Catholic Action mast be done In an organized and logi-
cal manner, and_ It can be done only by well-trained apostiés.
Tp]e Catholic child's training for the apdstolate oygnt to beﬂln
when It enters grammar school. But the sad fact IS that such a
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training IS almost totally lacking; seldom Is it, In fact, that the
child Iseven taught that'it has a duty to en%age In the apostolate.
The result 1s that the Catholic h|% scnool Or college graduate,
Instead of carrying the Faith to others, Is In %{_ave danger of los-
ing his own fajith by his contact with the working world.
~Thus the very first step In the Catholic Action program
S to make honest-to-goodness Christians out of Its members;
whole Christians; true Christians. This work Is known as the
formation of consclences and IS {Jrehmlnary and Fp_reparator t0
the exercise of the apostolate. [n the words of Pius XI, “The
P_rofoundly Christian formation of the members of Catholic Ac-
jon 1S presupposed: fruitfulness comes second.”
It has already been pointed out that Catholic Action IS

not an Innovation, but rather that It was practiced most fervently
Ey the_members of the early Church, and that the noveItY of

atholic Action lies In its organizational form and In the details
of Its program. We have also declared that all Catholics have a
duty to engage In the apostolate to their neighior since love of
(50d and nerghbor, whigh, IS the core of Christianity, demands
that the Catnolic be solicitous for his neighbor’s spiritual wel-
fare, Now Dbesides this %eneral duty of the aposfolate, every
Catholic also has_the duty, according to the teachings of the
Popes, to engage In Catholic Action, Or at least to assist It and
co-operate WIth It to the best of his ability. This duty devolves
principally from the necessity of Catholic Action.

~The need for Catholic Action should be apparent from a
single glance at world congitions today. We have already men-
tioned "the great evils which arose I the ningteenth céntury,
all. of which seemed to converge on the Cathalic Church In the
vain hope of crushing her once and for all.. The Church’s ene-
mies did not of course succeed In their ultimate purpose, but
on the other hand, to state that the Church passed through the
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attack unscathed would be far from the truth. While only a few
left the fold completely, the faith of a great many more Was
hadly damaged. A great number of people, while still profes-
sing to be Catnolics, Ceased almost entirely to practice their faith.
~ Great harm, moreover, was done even to those who re-
mained staunch Cathalics, for haraly a single soul escaped Infec-
tion by the poisons of liberalism arid its unholy offspring, secu-
larism:. More and_more_have Catholics confined their religion
to thelr private lives, Imitating In public their unfortunate
brothers who do_not possess the faith that they possess, More
and.more have Catholics forgotten that they form one body In
Christ, that Christ and His Church are not two segarate_bemgs
but one living reality, a smh%le organism, and that Catholics, be-
Ing mempers of Christ’s Mystical Bod¥, are also members of
Christ’s Chureh, Havmg,forgotten this. Tundamental truth, they

naturalh( fell Into the Individualism which liberalism fostered.
It 1s evident from the Rrecedmg paragrapns that, while
there is an enormous field for the apostolate autside the Church,
there 15 also a great deal to be done Inside the Church before
the ma{onty of those who call themselves Catholics will be true
and_ Integral Catholics such as our Lord and Founder, Jesus
Christ, wants them to be. Our Lord never Intended that there
should be such a divorce between the public and private lives
of Hs followers as only too apparently exists togay, nor that they
should practice the sort of rellglous and social_Individualism
Wh|§h S at Pre_sent S0 prevalent among them. Rather He In-
tenaed that their religion should be the basis of their whole Jife
N fvery aspect, secular as well as religious, public and social as
well as’private, that it shoul ﬁrovoke and permeate their every
action. “Mor overqqe Oesired them to be fully conscious of their
[0le aS mgm 5.0 H‘ﬁ' Mystical Bogy and“to act accordmglly,
not as Individuals making“up a colléctive society called “the
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Church,” but as Integral parts of a divine organism of which
Christ Is the Head and they the members.

. Itisclear, then, that there Is plenty of work to do. But
S It being done? No, sadly enough, It 1s not. Why? Primarily
| think, Because there are too few lay leaders. The hishops anc
priests of the_country, on the whole, have done thelr best to
arouse. Catholic Action, but they have not received sufficient co-
oPeratlon from the laity. A beglnnm% has heen made In a few
places, such as San Francisco, where the Catholic Men have a
mandate from Archbishop I\/flttx to engage In Catnolic Action
(such amandate Is necessary for Catholic Action to be consicered
truly official). But as yet the United States lags far behind
almost all the other couptries of the world, even such seemingly
backward places as India and Africa. And principally because
there are two few laymen willing to do their share.

With thousands of young men and women being ?radu-
ated from Cathalic colleges every year, It seems strange thaf there
are not more who are willing to take the lead In o,rganlzm? the
lay apostolate. Surely If there are any who are trained for ead-
_ers\wo, they are the ones. A speaker at the, Pax Romana congress
In Washington last Au%ust stated that It IS from among univer-
Sty men and women that the Holy Father Is awaiting the effi-
ciént, able general staff of Catholic Actlon, But before we can
staff Catholic Action there has to be Catholic Action.

As long as Catholic collegians and Catholic college gradu-
ates. continue shirking their duties with re_gard to It, Catholic
Action IS not gomg f0 flourish in_the United States. And we
may be sure that litfle or nothln? will be dong by Catholic gradu-
ateS unless they make some sorf of preparation” while In schoal.
As has been pointed out before, this ﬁreparatmn_ought to begin
In the grammar school. We, as Catholic collegians, cannot do
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anything about the grammar schools just now, but we can do
something about ourselves. | |
Tne very first thing to do Is to acquire a_thorough knowl-

edge of Catholic Action Ttself, the theory of It, the principles
on"which It I1s based. For this purpose there ought to be organ-
1zed a stuay club, or clubs, preferably under thie guidance of a
priest, composed of students of the College. Along with study
on the_part of the members the priest cotld begin the work of
formation. of consclences, building up and rodnding out the
spiritual life of his charges.

~Soon the study group would be ready to become also an
action group. Its action would be small. and”seemingly Insignifi-
cant at™first, but then every begmnm S small. Remembper the
acorn and the oak, the tiny seed and the mustard tree. The lit-
tle group which landed at"Jamestown In 1609 never realized fo
what an extent their labor would spread and produce fruit
Thelr descendants can say that they founded a great nation. \We
cannot say to what an extent the [ittle beginning we make here
may Incréase. Perhaps our descendants will be able to say that
we'have renewed the face of the earth. Af any rate, we can make
the beginning; we ougnt to and, God willing, we shall.
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