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EDITORIAL--

T HBRB's a lot in a motto, they say-and if you tell yourself-"! 

really can't do much of anything but I'll get by on what little 

I do," you certainly will never be a success in anyway. 

For the past few years this has been the attitude of most of the 

campus activities including Riushlight. This year, however, the 

college magazine has shaken free of the stigma attached to it by its 

former motto-A Rusl,/igl,t flickering and small is better tha11 no light 

at all. It has disowned this quotation, has kept its name because of 

the tradition connected with it and has turned its attention from small 

flickerings to more important phases of its existence. It has aimed 

to be representative of and of interest to the entire campus, it has 

searched for and found more material, less nebulous and more 

understandable to the campus entire, while retaining its tradition of 

literary excellence. 

Today we crown a queen-we crown two queens because here's 

R.ushlight-you can be proud of her. 

PEGGY KING 



RU S HLIGHT 

CREDO 

Rain and sleep win bring together 
The indifferent forever. 
Argument and scorn will never, 
Dust being dust, have strength to sever. 
Nor shall the differing you and I 
Be individual when we die. 

Jean Nevius 
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l-larply---

It was her first dar at the new school when she overheard them. 
She stood behind the lockers and heard them speak. 

llnrp/y, they said. 1/arply is t/ze girl's 11ame and s/ze is nn 
idiot. 

/1 '/znt do you 111m11f 1/'/zat do you mean'? I nwer luard t/zat 
fora girl's 11nme. It im't true/ 

S/ze is n11 idiot, they said. lier 11101/zer is insane, s/ze's in a,1 

nsylum. /lnrply was /zer mot/zer's name too. 
She drew in her breath and leaned against the locker, a sick 

horror growing in her. 
T/zey're mad, mad, they said. T/ze whole family is maJ. 

Je1111y once lived i11 t/zat tow11 a11d s/ze knows. S/ze wasn't let 
u•alk b3• their street after dark. 011e of them might •.. 

D oes SHE know? D oes SHE k11ow? 
-Jrn11y says 1101. J c1111y says 1/arply's F11cle sent her away to 

sci,""[ w/zen she was five. lfl' 's always sending her away. 
Does 111 iss Penney know? 
Of course 1101. She let 1/arpl}' come /zere to school! Tl'e must 

act as if we didn't know. /Fe 11111st avoid lier. I s/zall sit on t/ze 
other side of tlie room. 

1/arply. flow strange. 1//e will sit 011 the ot/zer side. Tf?e will 
avoid .• . • 

She crept around the lockers. She held her breath. But They 
were gone. There was only the swinging door at the end of the 
long room and the echo of Their voices dying in the hall. She 
was fifteen and it was her first day at Miss Penney's school. 

"How silent you are, Harply," said 11iss Penney at tea. "It's 
just because you are new. Our girls are all so friendly here. You'll 
grow to love it as they have." 

The girls looked at each other and giggled. They looked out 
of the window and at the ceiling and laughed, and stared at Harply. 
She held her teacup tightlr in her hand; she stared into its dark 
depths. She saw her mother in a madhouse, clutching at the bars 

9 



RUSHLIGHT 

of a door. Her mother named Harply. She remembered her 
mother's long thick hair, and her bright eyes. Her hand shook, and 
she held the teacup tightly. She remembered the house in town, and 
her uncle with his stooped shoulders and tired eyes. f I e swt /,er to 

scl,ool wl,en sl,e was /ifle. 11 r's always se11di11g lier away. Does Jl,1iss 
Penney /mow? 

"Have some sugar cookies, Harply," said Miss Penney. "The 
little ones. It's just because you're new." The girls moved about 
the room. They talked in low voices and laughed, and stared at 
hc:r CO\'ertly over their teacups. She remembered the succession of 
schools she had attended, and how quickly Uncle had taken her 
away from each of the schools. -The last school she had liked so 
well, but he had appeared one morning and taken her out of class, 
Je,111>,• Knows. Jenny 011ce lived i11 tl,at town a11d site knows. "The 
little sugar cookies, Harply," said !\Iiss Penney, in a voice from far 
away. "Just try one." 

She clutched the handle of her teacup, and stared into the black· 
ness there, as the realization broke. Harply is the girl's name ond 
site is an idiot, they said. The blackness spun wildly nbout her :ind 
engulfed her as her head filled with sudden unbearable anguish, 
Harply slid to a henp on the floor, and the tencup shattered in pieces, , 

That night she slipped from n dormitory window and ran out 
into the wet grasses above the sea. The trees along the cliff were 
dark shadows, and she withdrew under them. Too exhausted, toO 
frightened to cry, she lay face down in the grass, and the trees closed 
over her. Harply, Harply, she thought, your mother is insane. The 
strain runs in the family. They call you queer. They whisper behind 
their hands; they look at you over their books. Because you arc not 
like the others, you are strange. You have idiot's blood. 

She turned and pre,w·d her head against the wet earth, tryin..; 
to remember. A picture of !\lather gliding through the rooms of 
the old hou ,e, !-inging French songs, came to her mind. Dimly she 
recalled ht:r enrly governess, her kindergarten. Then Uncle, who 
had come to get her one day, and carried her off to the first school. 
-One of the schools of the endless grar walls, quiet corridorf 
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starched blue uniforms and cotton stockings, porridge for supper, and 
singing on Sundays. All the prim walks she had taken with other 
little pigtailed girls in blue, with an instructress walking stiffly beside 
them . . . . She was a sensitive, introverted child and had kept to 
herself much of the time, reading books too stimulating to her 
curiosity, too wise for her to comprehend. She remembered the queer 
incident at the last school when she had come upon three teachers 
talking in a corner of the library. They had been discussing some
thing furiously but when they saw her they stopped abruptly, and 
self-consciously busied themselves with the card catalogue. She had 
noticed and questioned, as a child questions, the constraint and 
watchfulness of the women. It was just after this that Uncle, tired 
and harassed as usual, had appeared in French class and announced 
that she was leaving immediately. Ilarply had pleaded but 
Uncle was firm. He had been very kind to her while she was at 
home, and had told her delightful stories of Miss Penney, who was 
headmistress of the new school she was to attend. 

This, then, was the meaning. She was the devil's stepchild; she 
had been born mad. The tears came then, and she cried into the 
wet grass, kicking her feet in agony against the turf. Below, the sea 
curved ominously, and white waves crashed against the cliff to draw 
back slowly with a hollow roar. The black trees bent over her, 
pinning her to the yround. Harply screamed and screamed again, 
and her voice was l<>'-t in the sound of the sea. Her breath came fast; 
she opened wide her eyes upon nothingness. Suddenly the Voices, 
calm above the sea's roar, came to her ears. Ilarply. Dots SHE 
knowr Does she knowf IP e will sit on the other side. If? e will 
avoid. 

. . Jlarply, llarply, we are the wind, we are the sleet, and 
the hail, Ilarply J'O U are the devil's stepchild. Come, only come 
where the wave beckons. 

\Vith a tremendous effort, Harply pulled herself to her feet. 
She stumbled past the trees, stood still i.n the tall grass, looking down 
through the darkne~s. Three jagged rocks gleamed wetly where 
the waves lashed and foamed around the base of the cliff. The wind 
blew her hair out behind her; the dress clung to her thin body. Com" 
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011/y Come, shrilled the waves, draw111g back into the sea. The se.l 
was an immense blackness filled with sound, it was nothing, nothin~ 
at all. // arp/y, I I arply ! cried the waves, rushing back over the roch 
in a wild crescendo. 

She was climbing down the cliff, quickly, quickly, not feeling 
the rou!!;h wet earth, the thorns tearing at her bare legs. She wns 
looking down, intent on the white line of spra)' and the three: 
jagged rocks. As she neared the bottom of her descent, before the 
first rock, the tide receeded, beckoning, calling. She must reach the 
wet rocks, the fonming, churning water, the darkness-then nothing, 
nothing at all. The tide curved again toward the shore, thundering 
in swift approach. As the waves broke on the farthest rock, the water 
reached JI arplr, swirled and frothed about her feet. She cried out 
and drew back, the coldness penetrated, the shock opened her ere,;, 
Terrified, she scrambled wildly up the bank, loosing her footing, 
finding it again. At the top she tripped, regained her balance, and 
ran out into the night, her back to the sea. And They murmured 
behind her. 

It was her sixteenth birthday and Uncle had ordered a cake 
with candles. They were living in an inland town high on a mountain. 
and Harply went to school no more. l\lornin~ she walked to the 
library to borrow books, and occasionally in the afternoon she had 
tea with the vicar's wife in the garden. It was better than school, 
because no one here knew, even Uncle. No one knew who was her 
mother, or starecl at her as ~he passed in the street. No one knew 
that she too was slowly going mad. Sometimes IIarply doubted the 
truth herself, but she knew. And They knew, for They spoke to 
her sudden)} a, she walked under the trees, or as she lay in her bcrl 
at night while the wind howled down the mountainside. 

That evening after supper, cook brought in the birthday cake 
blazing with lights. "Sixteen years old!" cried Uncle, as the cak.: 
was placed before her. "Aren't you going to make a wish as you 
blow out the candles?" 

I iarpl} moved her hand to touch the knife. She looked at the 
candles flaming bra\'ely on the cake, and the fear rose in her once 
more. She stood up, her hand on the chair. Uncle looked at her 
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with a great sadness in his eyes. "Harply," he asked, "How did you 
know?" 

• • • • • • • 
The corners of the room were dark; soft dusk stretched up to 

the high ceiling and crept along the floor. Harply's book was an 
island in the midst of shadows and the darkness about her stroked 
her shoulder and arm as it passed. She rubbed the place where she 
felt its touch and drew a shallow breath. 'Pightening her fingers on 
the book, Ilarply sat alone, shivering in space. Her uncle in the 
next room was surrounded by another island of light. He had the 
evening paper spread before his face. A newspaper and two hands-
Harply wondered if he were behind them. A newspaper and two 
hands hanging in the empty dark. 

Harply looked at the page of her book as it grew smaller and 
smaller. Far off it seemed, a bright page held in two pale hands 
miles and miles away in a realm of dusk. He had told her to make 
a wish-sixteen golden candles on a chocolate cake. The wish had 
died in her throat so she had made it in her mind instead but only 
thirteen of the candles had gone out. Only thirteen out of sixteen 
and her wish would never come true. Make a wish, he had said, and 
Harply had wished and three c:1J1dles had clung to their quivering 
flames. And far off there in the dusk was the book she was reading, 
but the print was tiny and blurred; she squinted her eyes. The 
pale, mad hands tu,ned pages that were too far away for her to sec 
or care what they had said. 

Harply laid her book on the white tablecloth under the circle 
of light. On top of it she set another book-it might be lonely there 
in the dark all night. She would have to turn out the light now 
and the white circle and the books and Harply would disappear 
together. She must turn the round button on the side of the blue 
china base of the lamp and make it all vanish into nothingness. Her 
uncle had told her to make a wish and blow out the candles but they 
wouldn't go out. There should have been a button, a round button 
which clicked twice before the light would go out and the dark 
would press against her more roughly than before. Why did she 
stand there hesitating, when all she had to do was to turn the little 
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button and walk quickly through the dark to her uncle's ring of 
light? In a moment she had done it and had slipped breathless!}' 
into the next room to say good-night to her uncle. 

He said, "Yes, Harply, go to bed. You must be tired-another 
year is quite a sudden thing to come upon. Now that you are sweet 
sixteen kiss me good-night." She kissed his rough cheek and stepped 
back into the dusk. She felt his pitying glance on her back as she 
left the room. He was saying Poor Ilarp[y, Size has found out. A11d 

size is only sixteen. Iler mother was twenty-four. I/arp[y won't 
wait . .Already she . .. 

She went up the stairs quickly, touching the mahogany bannister 
at every third step. She held her breath when she entered her roolll 
and shuddered after she had found the light. All around the voice<; 
spoke. II arply has found out. She is so young-only sixteen. But 
fier mother was }'oung when . . . She set her shoes side by side next 
to the chair and put her clothes across the scat. She straightened then1 
once more and then again. Size is only sixteen. She set the shoes a 
little further under the chair and smoothed the clothes. 

Her face was pale in the mirror as she brushed her hair. And 
the eyes-yes, they did look wild. I larply could see right through 
them into black pools. They were deep and empty and the light 
made them look as it two tiny candles burned in each. Four candles. 
she thought, had clung to their flames. She was sixteen and her 
wish would not come true. She squinted her eyes to sec if her face, 
too, looked mad. The light coming from the left side made shadow, 
on her narrow, white face. Like a death's head it looked in th~ 
mirror. I larply opened her eyes and turned quickly away from the 
r,lass. 

The window rippled her reflection tauntingly before her as she 
went to open it. Iler breath stopped when she saw her own pale £ale 
and dark eye•, distorted b} the pane. Turning her head awar, 
Harply flung open the window and knelt beside it clutching the sill 
and trembling uncontrollably. Outside she could see scattered houses 
~nd trees for miles. She leaned out and looked directly clown. Far 
below her the ei~ht cement steps leading to the front door were cold 
in the moonlight. She drew herself up and sat shivering on th· 
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window sill. 1\venty feet of space and eight cement steps. Behind 
her back her uncle had said We tried to keep it from her but she has 

f ou11d out. She is only sixteen. Sixteen from seventy-yes, seventy, 
that was right- that left fifty-four. And already she knew. Harply 
supported herself on one arm and leaned far out. Eight steps--it 
was nice of them to give her the room above the steps. It had been 
her mother's room when she had come to visit. Her mother hadn't 
noticed the eight steps,-hadn't noticed them until it was too late 
and they had taken her away. Her uncle had known Harply would 
notice. Ile hadn't said anything when he had shown her to the room, 
just, "This will be your room, Harply." He had said it kindly but 
in his mind he had hoped she would notice. The country stretched 
out around her and below her were cement steps. Twenty feet 
beneath the window-yes, at least twenty, maybe more-were eight 
sharp steps. Eight steps beautiful in the moonlight. And she 
would become part of the sleeping countryside and part of the moon
light and part of the steps. And her uncle would be glad for he had 
hoped she would notice. 

A blast of icy wind swept around the corner and Harply 
shuddered suddenly as it hit her burning cheek. She grasped the 
edge of the sill with stiff fingers and, pulling herself up, stood 
shivering inside the window, the white curtains blowing softly agan~t 
her long nightgown. Her face was chapped when the night air had 
dried the hot perspi ration. Still trembling from the realization of the 
previous moment, Harply went to bed. 

The moonlight, now that the electric light was off, lay in a 
square across the floor and over her neatly-piled clothes. Her uncle 
had known she would notice. There was another empty room in the 
house but he had hoped. She was sixteen today and tomorrow she 
would be sixteen and she would never be older than sixteen. 
Weariness came over her, mingling with the dark voices that 
murmured on all sides. Siu is 011/y sixtee11. Jf"e tried t o conceal . •.. 
As reality and unreality merged, Harply slept. 

• • • • • • • 
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I larply seldom went out for lunch but today the snow was 
falling dizzily around the skyscrapers across the street, and the 
elevator boy had only this morning hung a wreathe in the lobbr, 
Not that Harp!} felt much of the Christmas spirit; she hated the 
cold wind ~peeding in and out between the buildings like the noisy 
taxis that darted through the streets. The other live girls in the 
office were already talking in undertones about gifts and tinselled 
trees and parties on Christmas Eve. l\liss Ayer, Miss Reese, and 
::\1 iss Blauvelt would go to lunch, talking quickly together and 
laughing at nothing at all. At first they had asked Harply why she 
didn't go to lunch; now they left her alone. H arply knew what 
they said, now; she had heard them whispering from desk to desk 
and saw their set faces when she walked in each morning. But 
Harply would show them that she, too, could go out for lunch when 
she wanted to. She, too, could have her secrets and no one would 
be let in on them. 

This Christmas would not be like other years, Ilarply mused, 
as she filed the received payment form from Zimmerman & Co. in 
the last row of metal cabinets. Ever since she could remember 
Christmas had been a twilight day spent in her uncle's house on th~ 
hill- a house filed with the perennial grey-headed relatives who 
leaned down to shake her small hand. "So this is little Ilarply," the)' 
would say with a meaning glance at her uncle, and then, mechanicaHr, 
"How you've grown!" And Harply would curtsy and finger her 
sheer white dress which was always a little longer than the dresses 
other children wore. This year for the first time she would not 
spend Christmas in her uncle's house. Less than a year ago she hod 
believed that no world existed outside that house and the small 
Pennsylvania township. The things she heard about the re,t of th~ 

world were like the things she read of in books- beautiful but non

existent. Iler days were wedged between the scarlet beam that 

appeared each morning through the stained-glass window on the stair, 

and the last dusty rays of the sun which glided horizontally into the 

parlor. And as she walked down the carpeted stairway or read under 

the silk-shaded lamp, she had been sure that her destiny lay between 
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those dim walls and high ceiling that mapped off reality from 

unreality, order from chaos. 
Then the September day had come when her uncle had said he 

wanted to speak to her in the study, had told her of his former 
partner in N cw York, and asked if she wouldn't like to get out in the 
world and do something. Her amazement when she heard about 
the job she could take was obliterated by the sudden realization of 
what he was saying. His offer of sending her to New York to work 
as a filing clerk and typist was the same as if he had said "Harply, 
this can't go on. I cared for your mother for years; I loved her and 
supported her. But for you I cannot do the same. You arc her 
daughter and you are going mad as she went mad. I have my own 
life to live-you can't expect ... " Ilarply felt deadened. Far off 
she hardly heard his actual words explaining how she could live with 
her aunt in Teaneck and how good the change would be for her. She 
knew he had never been fond of her, knew that his love for her black

haired mother could never descend on her own dark curls. But she 
had hardly expected him to ask her to leave. She stood silently 
before him, her lips glued shut. When he asked what she thought 
of the idea Harply spoke slowly. Iler voice was dry and expressed 

none of the fear that enveloped her. "Yes," she said, "I'd like to 
go," and she walked quietly out of the room. 

So she had come from the village in Pennsylvania to live with 
her aunt's family in one of the neat brick cottages of the New 

Jersey town. Each day she climbed crowded commuters' busses and 
battled for a place in the subway. Each day she typed letters in a 
room filled with other girls and already she had filed away three 
months in the ball-bearing drawers of the green metal filing cabinets. 

Looking up now Harply saw l\liss Russell watching her from 
the other side of the filing room, watching her vacantly fingering 
the papers while she lived over in her mind the last year. As Harply 
lifted her eyes, l\liss Russell turned and walked smartly into the 
the other room and Harply could hear her whispering to the othel"'i. 
Then she heard all of them talking in low tones together. Breath

lcs~ly she stood there listening to the voices from the next room. 
She'll be fired, they said. She'll be /in•d because she doern't work. 
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llow did sht gel here'? Her uncle-he's the boss's friend. Thel' 
say !,er name is llarply, 1/arply . . . . The voices laughed a high. 
taunting laugh. But 110 matter, slit wori' I stay. You can' I hatJe a 
mad perso11 arou11d-011e who stands and looks at the snow tl1rougl1 
the tu ind ow. You wait, II arply will be fired and we will stay. Tr t 
will whisper over our desks to each other and buy new silk stockings 
so he will notice us. But she will be fired. She is mad. llarply, 
what a f u1111y name. I wonder . .. 

Ilarply slammed the cabinet drawer and walked quickly into the 
other room. Miss Russell sat there alone typing out a last minute 
report. Taking her pocketbook from her desk, Harply went to the 
rest room to get her coat and hat. She looked in the mirror as she 
buttoned up the black cloth coat and, although her face was shiny, 
she didn't bother to make use of the new compact in her purse. She 
slipped into the corridor hastily and rang for the elevator. 

Out on Forty-fourth Street Harply turned right and walked 
half a block before she was caught in the whirl of the Fifth Avenue 
crowd. Involuntarily she moved with the mass, hardly noticing the 
gaudy jumble of shop girls, secretaries, and out of town matrons. 
She felt the pressure of bodies on all sides, automatically dodged 
those coming the other way. She was confused by the sea of noise 
in which she had been submerged and turned off sharply at the first 
restaurant she came to, pivoting through the revolving door. There 
was a waiting line but Harply, being alone, soon got a seat and 
slumped into it with a sigh of relief. At the same table were two 
other girls talking in nasal tones about their dates the night before, 
Harply received their cold glances and dropped her coat back on 
the red synthetic-leather chair. 

She had ordered omelet with tomato sauce but she couldn't cat. 
The din of the office typewriters rang in her ears as she dabbled :i 

bit of food in the sauce and put it to her mouth. The restaurant was 
hot and the thousands of voices seemed to close in on her on everY 
side. Above them all she heard the shrill voice of one of the girls 
across from her saying "So he said 'All right, I'll take you to see 
it,' and then we had to wait three and a half hours in line and 
Bill .... " Harply looked at her plate, felt the voices pressing dow11 
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upon her like so many falling bodies. She sensed the motion of humans 
around her, saw them eating and gesturing and talking, always talk
ing. Then she heard her name; a middle-aged man over at a corner 
table had said it. Ile was talking about Harply to a young man and 
said Harply, what a funny name/ On the other side of the room 
someone had heard them and a table of four women were whispering 
about her now, whispering and turning around to look at her, and 
smiling with knowing smiles. Harply tried to eat another mouthful 
but at the table right behind her sat a little boy and his mother. And 
the little boy had said in his clear voice, Wlio is tliat lady, M otlierf 
And his mother had said Shli, and whispered something to him. 
The girls across from Harply were looking at her now and all 
around her people were saying Look at Ilarplyl and they were all 
noisily putting down their forks and their knives and their spoons and 
turning to look. As she sat she heard their voices rise in a whisper 
from all sides circled like smoke about her head. They were saying 
Look at Ilarply. Look at Harp/y. Slie is mad, quite mad. I knew 
her motlier when she was a little girl-she lived next door to me. 
Too had thtJ.' named the child Ilarply. A /ready she is going mad. 
See, she too must know it. She looks as if she were mad. /low does 
it feel to be mad, mother'! 

Harply picked up the blurred check from the table and put on 
her coat. She felt the eyes of everyone upon her as she moved across 
to the cashier. Shr saw their lips whisper in unison as she walked 
dizzily out of the door. They said Where are you going, 1-larplyf 
Where are you goingf 

She had hoped the fresh air would make her feel better, but it 
was almost as warm as the air inside. She loosened her coat a little 
and turned mechanically downtown. Shop windows glowed in the 
dim December afternoon; it was too early for the street lights to be 
on. All Harply saw was a moving gray mass threading its way 
between golden windows and car-filled streets. The scream of an 
ambulance siren, the blowing of horns and the shrill cry of brakes 
filled her ears, while around her head like a swarm of gnats were 
the voices of the people. She tried not to hear them speak at all, 
then tried to pick out a single voice, but they were entangled in 
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each other, some coming nearer and fading out again, others running 
like static throughout the whole. All she could make out above the 
shuffie of the feet of the crowd on the avenue was a steady undertone 
of her own name repeated over and over. llarply, llarply, I /arpl)', 

the voices said and the hoofs of a policeman's horse beat out I larp/1' 

and bells in the department store window whispered / far-pl_,., 
liar-ply. 

She turned the corner at Forty-second Street and walked across 
town to Eighth Avenue. It was not so crowded here but the air 
was more stifling and I Iarply wondered that people could wear heavy 
fur coats. She waited for the light automatically at each corner, 
hurrying unnecessarily across the streets, fearful of the traffic's 
starting up. Over the sound of voices and taxis Harply could hear 
the wind sighing between the tops of buildings, whispering her name, 
llarply, llarp[y, it said, / am the wind. I have spokm to you be[ ore 

ill other places. I Iarply, I am the wind. She heard its voice mingling 
with the others and she hurried before it, not wanting to see the 
giant that she felt pressing against her back. 

It was not until she reached the steps of the Eighth Avenue 
subway that Harply remembered she had left the office at noon. The 
realization pressed on her conscience but had no effect on her 
actions. She didn't bother to think of an excuse for the next day or 
of the possibility of losing her job, as she ran down the steps under 
the ~quare green lamp marked "Subway" and fumbled her nickle 
in the slot of the turnstile. Until she began running she hadn't 
realized that she was being followed. But now they were ail 
around her, those voices of the people in the restaurant, the 
whisperings of the girls in the office. They were joined by school· 
girl voices chattering at the end of a long corridor. fl er 11a111e is 

llarply and she is a11 idiot. Iler uncle stood near her now and he 
was looking at her. I lo,w/ your mother, 1113• brother's wife, he said, 
but that was all. They were all talking to her now as she stood on 
the gray platform waiting for the uptown car. They were pressin!! 
her closer and closer for an answer. llarp/y, they said tauntingly, 
lf'here are you going'! If/lure are you goi11g, !Iarply.J And her 

uncle frowned and the school girls laughed, and the rest just 
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whispered. The wind tied their voices together, but the wind only 
said over and over / larply, I larply. She stood near the edge of 
the platform and, as she concentrated on the long, dark track, the 
voices seemed less loud. So she stood close to the edge to keep the 
voices behind her and she didn't look back. 

The roll of a train was heard in the distance, growing louder as 
it neared the station. It was drowning out the voices now, sweeping 
the wind before it. There was a turn in the tunnel a few rods down 
from the station. TI1e train screamed as it rounded the curve and 
the voices screamed and Harply stood in the midst, a frozen figure 
in a throbbing, hysterical world. A stale, dead wind swept through 
the tunnel and for one moment the whole horror of her mother's 
bright, in5ane eyes, the horror of her own mad, futile life flooded 
over I iarply. Then she jumped. Her rigid figure lost its tension 
and she let herself crumple easily, quite easily, on the track below. 

No one knew how she missed the perilous third rail. No one 
knew how or why this pale girl, neatly dressed in her black coat and 
hat, fell onto the track. They only knew that as the downtown 
express hurtled into the station, a scream like the scream of the brakes 
was heard and there lay the limp, white, figure on the uptown track. 
The subway attendant gave the newspaper the complete story. lie 
heard the scream, saw the crowd looking at the girl, jumped into the 
::rack himself and pulled her to safety in one of the hollows of the 
wall before the uptown train came in. With the aid of two otheN 
he lifted her up to the platform and called the ambulance. That was 
all, he said, absolutely all. The tabloids made a hero of him and he 
posed for pictures at the scene of the accident. They wanted a 
picture of the unconscious girl in his arms but the ambulance officials 
prevented it. 

Ilarply lay at ~Iedical Center in a room high above the city 
streets. lt was four days since the operation for a cerebral 
hemorrhage had taken place and she had not yet regained conscious
ness. J ler head and left shoulder were swollen with bandages. 
Officials had notified her uncle but, although he had come with all 
haste, he was not allowed to sec the patient. I le felt old and 
stooped as he sat there in the spotless office telling the doctor of 
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,Harply's mother and of Harply's life in his house. "I love the 
girl," her uncle concluded, "and she must live. She had all her 
mother's light and genius, none of her eccentricity. She is, well .. · 
she's just another girl named Harply." He sighed an abstract, far· 
away sigh before the realization of the moment flooded back again 
into focus. "She must live. I ' ll do anything .. " 

The doctor walked back and forth as her uncle spoke. I'm 
afraid," he said,-then seeing the man's anxious face, "But there's 
still a chance, that is, if she wants to live." 

Late that night Harply woke in the hospital room. She saw 
the light from the nurse's dim lamp in the comer, felt the half-black 
night moving around her. She spoke to the rough shapes spinning 
slowly, silently, through the heavy air. "Please," she said, "let me 
go." But they only answered llarpl}•I The nurse heard her sigh 
and saw her lips move, and on the patient's record she jotted a note in 
small, round letters. 

IMMORTALS TO BE. 
(1940) 

M. A. Lynen 
B. Shaw 

Once Jonson sat with William, 
Once Keats with Percy Bysshe 
And laughed and talked together 
Above a steaming dish. 

Now in a shadowed tavern 
That serves delicious tea 
To hold the old tradition 
You laugh and talk with me. 

Jean Pedrick 

22 



Saturday Night: Dut:y---
Stanton is such a gay place to bell hop these Saturday nights. It 

is as quiet as a tomb except for that howling mob of seniors down the 
hall. One is madly trying to get ready to go out. She put polish 
on her right little finger three times and threw the bottle of polish 
across the room twice before she got it straight. By that time her 
roommate was tearing her hair and screaming out of pure nervous 
tension. 

Just as I get my first letter well started, the phone rings. '\¥llen 
I tell a second floor freshman that a man wants to speak to her, I 
start a minor hurricane. l leads pop out of the neighboring rooms, 
and the freshman literally falls down the stairs in her agitation. 
\Vhcn ~he has retired to the upper regions, I return to my letter. 

At this point I am interrupted by a polo coated figure wandering 
aimlessly in the door. 

"Hi," says Kingsley, "what are you doing?" 
"Writing a letter," I answer, rather unnecessarily. Obviously 

I am writing a letter, but I suppose Kingsley is trying to make 
conversation. She runs her hand through her short blond hair, paces 
up and down for a minute or two and walks vaguely out of the 
room. She must be waiting for someone, I decide. 

"This time next week I'll be home," I write on the piece of 
notepaper in front of me. Before I have time to add the period, the 
doorbell rin~. Standing at the entrance are two female figures: a 
large elegantly clad woman a.nd a large youthfully clad daughter. 

"ls l\liss Weinstein in?" says the woman in a carefully rich 
voice. I see by her gracious condescension that I will have to be 
humbly conversational. 

"Just a moment and I'll see. Won't you come in and sit down?" 
After a quick dash to the third floor, I report that Miss Wein

stein is .not in. Wouldn't they like to leave a note? They would. 
I answer politely the woman's questions while the large daughter 
scrawls some words on an infinitesimal calling card. 

"Are you a freshman?" Insult to my dignity. 
"No indeed," I answer sweetly, "I am a sophomore." 
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"Do you like it here?" I nod and smile dutifully. "It's nice 
to be out in the country, isn't it?" I can only agree dumbly, wish
ing to the Heavens that there were a movie less than seven miles 
away and thinking of the miles of dreary, snow-patched country 
between me and civilization. The questions go on until the large 
daughter has finished her note. I find that I have told her all about 
bellhopping ("No indeed, not a bad job at all. One meets so many
ah-people") and the other jobs I do, as well. With a sigh of relief 
I escape upstairs with the note. They can find their own way out 
of the building. 

Downstairs again, I return to my letter. 
"Hi," says Kingsley, exactly as though she had,n't seen me before. 

She wanders through the doorway, still wearing her polo coat. "\Vhat 
are you doing?" she asks, making conversation again. 

"Writing a letter," I answer, giving an air of originality to 
the whole episode. Kingsley describes a circle or two in the middle 
of the room and goes out again. She is definitely waiting for some· 
one, I decide. l\ly decision is confirmed when she turns around and 
pokes her head i.n the door again. 

"I can't remember whether I have a date tomorrow night o~ 
tonight," she says, a worried look in her blue eyes. 

Despite telephones, doorbells and the wandering Kingsley, l 
manage to complete my letter and start on another one. I get 
no further than "Dear Putty-" when two boys come in with a girl. 
The girl goes upstairs, and I stay where I am, since they are waitin~ 
for the girl and need no help from me. I hear them rattling around 
in the parlor: a paper rustics; the piano emits a tinny "plink"; and 
there are several rather self-conscious snickers. Suddenly one of their. 
peers in the. room where I am sitting. 

"' V ell, look what I found," he announces in a voice of dis
covery. I concentrate on being unconcerned. l\ly discovcror come; 
over and sits down beside me, filling the room with an aroma of beer 
and bars. 

"\Vhat are you doing?" he says, with an air of beginning n 
conversation. 

"Writing a letter," I say, giving the routine response, but with 
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an air of finality, as though writing a letter were the most in

triguing way in the world of spending a Saturday evening. 
"Aren't you going to be bored tonight?" 
"Oh, no," I answer distantly, becoming more and more engrossed 

in the epistle in my lap. 
"\Vhat's your name?" I am taken aback, so I tell him, not 

being able to think of any more suitable response at the moment. 
He presses his advantage; "What year are you?" I tell him that 

too, casually, in the manner of a man who tosses bits of fat to his do~ 
while he eats the steak himself. 

All of this is leading nowhere. I am cold sober, and anyhow I 
don't want to talk, I wa.nt to finish my letter. Just as I am about 
to sweep out of the room in a dignified and haughty manner, a broarl 
expanse of brown coat appears on my right. This boy is even morl! 
beery than his voluble friend. I appraise him coolly, starting from 
the feet up. I get as far as the second button of his overcoat, when 

he speaks: 
"ls there a men's room i.n this building?" 
~.ly dignity collapses completely. " I 'm afraid not," I stammer. 

He might at least have been more subtle about it. Something like, 
"Isn't there some place where I can brush my teeth?" would have 
been so much more effective. 

Luckily for my rapidly dissolving composure, the two girls appear 
just then. I hope they have a lovely time tonight. They will 
probably have to drive themselves home. No, I will not be bored 
tonight. I will just sit here in the comfortable chair and think 
of all the poor suckers dri\'ing with dates who arc tight, or walkinc; 
through the puddles on Howard Street. 

l\ly complacency is interrupted by Kingsley. 
"Hi," she says, still as if it were the first time she has seen me 

this evening. Perhaps it is, at that. She has taken off her polo coat 
by this time, and she walks over to the window disconsolately and 
stares out, her chin in her hands. "Let's go and have a cigarette. · 

\Vith one last sad glance out the window, Kingsley turns awar 
with a sigh, saying: "l t must be tomorrow night." 

Linda Thomas 
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Her Name,---

'It sometimes happens that one person is right and the rest 
of the world is wrong. I am not sure that I am right but I am 
certain that I am the only one that ever called Mrs. Luigi Joe's 
wife. To the rest of the world she was Joe's widow whenever 
they talked about her and they did that a lot. No other name was 
ever given her. I'll grant you that isn't a.n important distinction and 
yet it seems to symbolize the whole strange story to me. 

It all began a long time ago when I was just a young girl and 
Joe's wife was still a rather attractive middle aged woman. But 
I'm getting ahead of myself. As I said I was young. Maybe that 
was the first time I was i.n love, I don't remember, but I used to walk 
down by the seawall and watch the waves. Well, one spring day I 
was sitting there kicking my heels against the wall and just waiting 
for summer it seems. The wind off the bay was damp and bitter 
cold and I had my hands dug deep in pockets of my coat. That's 
why I was so startled to look up and see a slender little woman 
in a sort of thin grey dress that fluttered about in the wind. She had 
a little bunch of violets in her hands over which she nodded and 
smiled as she said, 

"Good afternoon, my dear. Spring is really here when these 
little ones bloom along the path, isn't it?" 

"Yes", I said and stared. 
You see I'd never seen her before but I'd heard people talk about 

her often in that hushed pitying tone they use when someone's died, 
I knew right away it was Mrs. Luigi, Joe's widow, they always said, 
She was supposed to wear grey and walk along the shores of the 
bay watchi.ng for her husband. Joe, they said, worked on a lishin~ 
boat and one rough day he fell overboard. He had on heavy boots 
and thick clothing and he couldn't swim, lots of the men couldn't, 
you know, and so he was gone. \Veil, they said she lost her mind 
when she heard the news. She always insisted he was alive. Yet 
she didn't look a bit mad as she stood there smiling at me and 
holding out the violets. I wanted to talk to her but my throat closed 
up tight and my voice couldn't get out. She didn't seem to notice 
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anything wrong and went on talking in her soft little voice. 
"I wish they didn't have such short stems, they're so hard to put 

in any vase. B~t I love them, they're so brave to bloom in this cold 
weather." 

"Oh, yes they are," I said surprised to hear my voice answerin~ 
her. I had forgotten everything in my eagerness to agree. Smiling at 
my enthusiasm she talked on about flowers and we had a lovely time 
until she said, 

"I love to walk along the shore and pick them while I'm waiting 
for my husband." 

As she said that I felt myself shiver. 
"Your husband?" I asked in a thin frightened voice. She nodded 

and looked out across the water. 
"His boat will be coming 'round the point soon and the sun 

is getting lower so I'd better go get his supper. I've a nice hot stew 
for him tonight." 

And she left as quietly as she had come. Yet because she 
carried the violets so carefully as if the}' were precious I couldn't 
believe she was crazy. You see I thought the same things about 
them. It was like a bond between us and I felt that I must be a 
little bit crazy too if she were. I watched until the little grey figure 
disappeared behind a curve in the shore. 

It was June before I saw her again because I had been in 
school and didn't have much time to sit on the seawall. I suppose 
that's why I had never seen her before, I was always so busy with 
school and everything. But it was June and school was out. The 
fields were filled with white daisies and red clover and the blue flag 
bloomed by the brook. Best of all the wild roses in the marsh were in 
blossom. I kept .thinking about the flowers everywhere I went and 
they made me think of Joe's wife. Somehow I wanted to talk to her 
about them. I knew she loved them as I did. The more I thought 
about it the more I determined to find her. So one day I walked 
slowly along the path by the shore where she walked so often and I 
hoped to meet her. Our dog came with me and he was bounding 
gailr through the tall grasses, the sumacs, and the bayberry bushes 
beside the path. I picked a bunch of wild roses for her. I knew " 
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way to do it even though their thorns were so sharp and close 
together. I thought perhaps she didn' t know how and would like 
to have them. The sun was so bright and our dog raced around so 
gaily and everything seemed so comfortable a.nd familiar that I 
wasn't scared a bit. There was a little sailboat out on the bay and 
I watched it. It kept me from being afraid too. After a little 
war 1 came to a stone wall with a broken down place where the: 
path went through. I had ne\'er bern farther than this :i.nd suddenlv 
1 felt panicky-you know the way you do sometimes. I stood there 
and pulled leaves off a ba} berr} bush and cru~hed them nervously. I 
can still feel that queer frightened f1 cling whenever I smell that cleau 
spicy odor they have. It's funny isn' t it? l don't know how long I 
stood there playing with the leaves :\nd gingerly holding the little 
bunch of ros.:s. They were ~hort stemmed but I knew she wouldn't 
mind. I guess it was the flowers that drove me on to see her be· 
cause once I started again I walked right on without stopping until 
I fowid her house. l knew it had to be hers because there was onl)' 
one little weatherbeaten house down there so near the rocks. It 
looked just the way every one described it. The flower garden had 
spread and spread until it almost covered the front walk and it sort 
of trailed off into the field because it had no boundaries. Some of 
the flowers had even crept down near the beach and were clustered 
around the rocks in places. It was beautiful but I didn't dare stol' 
agr.in even to admire it so I marched right up to the door and knocked· 
She let me in at once and seemed very pleased to see me though l 
wasn't sure she remembered me. She put the roses in a bowl and that 
sort of broke the ice and we talked a lot about flowers. It was a nice 
little house she lived in and I looked around while she talked, hopinl,': 
I didn't seem too curious. I suppose it was partly curiosity that 
brought me but it was partly a desire to see her too because I likej 
her and I kept telling myself that was the main reason I had come eve11 

as I looked around . W ell, I was really enjoying my~elf whell 
suddenly I heard a clock striking and she looked at me and said, 

"Joe will be here any minute now and :i.nxious for his supper.'' 
I remembered with a start that she was no ordinary neighbor but 
I could only nod like a speechless fool when she asked me to stay for 
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supper with them. I didn't want to stay, I wanted to run, but some· 
thing was making me stay there. It must have been my curiositr 
again. She didn't seem to notice anything wrong and we went out 
into her neat little kitchen. I set the table for three. I can remember 
it so well, I put the roses in the center as she told me to but I 
moved in a sort of trance and I felt as though my eyes were fastened 
to the third plate and I must wrench them away before she noticed
but I couldn't. When I heard the front door open I wanted to hide 
but I was paralyzed. 

"Hello, l\laria", boomed a man's deep voice and a great tall 
fellow in boots came into the room. He looked so alive and tanned 
and strong and just like every fisherman or clam digger that I had 
ever seen that I sighed with relief and knew there must be a 
mistake. This was no ghost and yet the queer part of it was that 
he was Joe the dead husband. Well, I didn't know how it could be 
I just knew it was. He made me feel so much at home with his 
joking a.nd rough heart} manners that we had a gay little supper. 
Aftenvards we washed the dishes and played some kind of a game. 
I can't remember what. And all the time I felt so comfortable and 
at home. When it was dark and I realized with a guilty start that 
I should have gone home hours ago Joe offered to walk back with 
me. I was glad of his company too because at night the waves beat 
on the shore with a funny whispering sound and the grasses rustle 
and the bushes are full of shadows all along that path. But Joe had 
a lantern and we talked and I wasn't a bit scared. When we got 
to the break in the wall I saw my dog come bounding into the circle 
of light and there was my aunt with a lantern. She looked ~o 
relieved and started to scold that I knew what a worry I must 
have given my family staying away so long. I turned in a hurry to 
thank Joe but he wasn't there. I called but no one answered and 
I could see tn) aunt staring at me. Once I thought I saw a light 
bobbing away down the path and once our dog barked at somethin~ 
but that was all. 

Of course when. I got home I told my family and they didn't 
believe me. They said I must have been asleep down by the shore 
but I knew that was absurd. Didn't I still have scratches on m, 
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ha.nds from picking the wild roses? Well, I'm not trying to explain 
it. I'm just telling you what happened. I never dared go there 
again and I never saw her again either though plenty of people saW 
her walking along the shore after that. All I have to say is that's 
why I always speak of her as Joe's wife instead of Joe's widow, 
There arc plenty of strange things in this world and it seems to me 
after all I saw that I could be the one that's right and all the rest 
of the world wrong. But I don't know.' 

Eleanor Traver 

30 



-
-=---

-- -=--- =-- ----- ----
..::::--==-== ---



RlJSllLICIIT 

WOl\lAN'S SONG 

I would be cleanly beautiful for you, 
As freshly fair as dew upon the grass, 
Or clouds the waters mirror pearly blue, 
Or budding leaves where morning sunbeams pass. 
I would be gleaming beautiful as sun 
That quivers in the reeds, or shines remote 
Among the nodding tree-tops, or is flung 
Against the water's liquid satin throat. 
All rest and motion beautiful I'd keep. 
And yet I would not have an other seem 
Desirable by day, or sweet for sleep. 
All plains and misty castles that you dream 
And cities to be won, for you I'd be; 
But you must love no other one but me. 

J ane Morgan 

TEl\lPORAL PENANCE 

Not Tityus in taut, mind breaking agony 
And horrible despair at the lean bird crouching there 
Over his heart, to pierce, devour, and tear, 
Not Tityus, in agony forever, 
But for a brief time only, bared to immortal art 
And sweet disproven promise, shall I care 
Or yet permit perfection's pain to wear 
I ts fine destroying line upon my heart. 

Jean Nevius 

0 madman toll your drumm ! While Finland sleeps 
Envelopped in a si lent cloak of flight, 
Into a mute, snow-frozen void now creeps 
The slow, deliberate insistance of the night. 

Barbara Reid 
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Ward---
The breeze blew in spasmodic puffs and with its delicate rustle it 

seemed to be playing a muted background to a more persistent noise,
that of continual coughing. This tiny wind cooled the room, and 
there was no perspiration on the faces of the people, although the 
middle of hot summer had come. 

Except for the incessant rasping sounds of throats contracting 
and relaxing, there was a stillness in the room. Filled as it was with 
people-at least thirty of them were scattered about-there was no 
reason for sound, and that is why there was none. Sick men and 
women, segregated from the "out there" in a building whose large 
windowed porches can indicate but one thing, these people lose their 
desire for talking. They are gregarious oniy in the sense that theJ 
all perform identically. Theirs are the common habits of the sputum 
cup, the glass of milk every two hours, the thermometer placed 
between the lips seven times during the waking day. Theirs is the 
common fear of the rib operation. They suffer alike from the duties 
of routine, from the dread of the future. Why should they talk 
when they arc assembled thus, outside of the Floroscope Room? 
Nothing new can be said, except perhaps that there is an empty bed 
in Ward D or that Nick, the oldest inhabitant of \Vard B, had to 
have his chest shaved in preparation for the operation after all. 

The thirty odd people, seated in wheel chairs or lying on 
stretchers, paid no more attention to the new boy who had just been 
wheeled out of the elevator than they did to the brilliant sunlight 
that splashed through the tall windows. Their eyes were fixed upon 
the door of the Florosoope Room, as each waited his turn to receive 
the semi-'\veekly inspection. 

Why bother to scrutinize the newcomer? After all, ther would 
see plenty of him from now on, unless he were so sick that he would 
be placed in Ward D immediately. And if his case were that ad
vanced, they did not particularly want to have to watch him nor 
listen to him choking away his life. 

The monotonous sound of the coughing greeted the new boy as 
soon as the elevator doors opened, and he was pushed into the room. 
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His knuckles glistened white as he grabbed the arms of the wheel 
chair. This serenade of gagging unnerved him, yet he forced himself 
to turn around and smile at the two women who had followed him 
out of the elevator. As soon as they heard the rasping noises, the)' 
stiffened. Both clutched at the pocketbooks they carried, both in· 
~tinctively walked on the bail~ of their feet so that the click-click of 
their high heels would not ring out too clearly in this atmosphere of 
sickness. 

The invading trio were escorted by a nurse to a corner by the 
window. The boy, a new patient entering the sanitorium, had to 
have a complete examination before he was assigned to a ward. 'fhe 
nurse snatched a yellow data card from the boy's lap, and went with 
it through the doors marked Floroscope Room. 

Left to themselves, the three started to talk quickly, hardly, 
ending one sentence before beginning the next one. There wns 
little coherency to what they told each other, for their purpose w:ii 

to drown out the horrible sound of coughing. What did it matter 
what their tongues said, as long as their ears could be spared. 'J1ie 
younger of the two women, a girl in her early twenties, leaned o,;cr 
the wheel chair and took the hand of the boy. 

"Look, darling, what a beautiful view you have from th& 
windows. You can see everything, why, even New York. And such 
coolne~~. \Vhen we shall be sweltering at home, you will be cool 3' 

a cucumber here, and you-". 
The older woman interrupted her, "Susan's right, son. lt 

must be ten degrees cooler here." 
The boy looked up at them, taking a hand of each into his o\\ri1 

warmer hands. "If you're both very very good, I shall arrange it~-' 
that you can come visit me four hours a week, two on \Vednesd01' 

and two on Sunday. I low's that? But, mind you, you've got to l,. 
exceptionally well behaved ladies to come share this cool utopia with 
me. " 

The three of them laughed, and there was less restraint in their 
demeanour now. The reassurance that the women felt in holdill,: 
the boy's hands strengthened them. They were even becoming u~eJ 
to the coughing of the other people in the room. 
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The nurse returned to interrupt the temporary feeling of ease 
that they had at last achieved. Without even looking at them, she 
blurted out, "All you have to do is to be lloroscoped. The doctor's 
are checking up on the X-rays you brought with you now. They'll 
be able to assign you to a ward once they've lloroscoped you." So 
saying, she wheeled the boy away into the Floroscope Room, past the 
sick people, whose number had now diminished to about twenty. 
There was no commotion when the boy went in ahead of those who 
had been waiting thirty, forty or fifty minutes. Their lackadaisical 
attitudes showed that they were no longer apt to be hurried by any
thing. Too many hours without purpose every day to live through, 
had wilted them. They no longer knew the meaning of time. 

Alone by the window, the girl and the woman talked in fit-. 
and starts their conversation as spasmodic as the wind. The eyes of 
the girl suddenly grew large and shimmerin~ as a tear slipped, just 
as she lifted her left hand to wipe it away. A diamond ring caught 
the sparkle of the sun for a second, a diamond ring that had an air 
of newness about it. 

The doors of the Floroscope Room were flung open. The 
newcomer's wheel chair was being pushed by an orderly, who told 
the girl and the woman that the boy was to be placed in \Vard D. 

"Ward D sounds impressive, doe~n't it, darling," said the girl 
as she followed the wheel chair towards the elevator. "I wonder in 
what way Ward D rliffers from A, B, or C." 

At last there was a slight commotion among the waiting pa
tients. Now they looked at the newcomer as he was wheeled by 
them. 

"Ward D already", murmured one of them, "and he can't be 
more than twenty-three." 

Ellen Bamberger 
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Inauguration---
"l\ly God!" said a woman in a drab brown coat as ~he huddled 

under her umbrella. "How can even a president be inaugurated in 
weather like this?" 

The man next to her only muttered and tried to find a little 
extra room under her umbrella. Frank smiled ironically as he 
pushed his way past them. I [e must be up in front this time. He 
must see all of it. Perhaps if he were where he could see the whole 
thing, if he were where the tremendous cheers of the crowd 
bombarded his back, he would understand. He'd understand why 
this other man had become president rather than his friend. He'd 
understand why the country had poured forth its votes for him like 
a torrent sweeping downward towards the whirlpool. Finally he'd 
pushed his way to the very front lines, to the frayed edges of people 
standing and crowding and pushing behind the ropes. A young girl 
obligingly moved a little closer to her companion to make room for 
him. 

"Been waiting here for four hours in this rain, and then that 
guy comes up and I let him in. I must be getting old or something." 
Ile heard her say to the young man next to her. He smiled at her 
shyly, and for a moment she smiled back. But the rain was too cold 
for even a woman's smile. 

He leaned for a moment on the ropes, and stared hard at th,: 
great blue back of the policeman standing in front of him. There 
were a whole line of policemen in front of those ropes; a whole line 
of great solid, blue backs to keep the crowd in order and to keep any 
stray bullets from hitting the president as he watched the parade 
in his honor majesticall} pass in front of him. \Vould the men 
inside of those blue coats actually be willing to receive a stray bullet 
meant for someone else? Frank wondered as he gazed at the emptr 
reviewing stand. The president hadn't arrived yet. Ile would onh· 
now be taking his oath of office down in front of the capital. He',! 
be swearing anew allegiance to the poor people of his country who 
had so overwhelmingly re-elected him. 

Frank sighed and shook his head. How had it all happened? 
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How had th is man been elected? He'd known for several months 
now of his friend's and his own defeat, those terrible months io 
which he'd s ta)ed in Washington to help clear up the remains of a 
lost campaign; but it had never before touched his rea)iZ,ation-
it had reached his brain earlier in little pounding waves, beating out 
like the insistent tatooes of a wireless ; but it hadn't really reacheJ 
his heart. 

"How different," he thought, "would things have been no\\', 
had we won. I wouldn't be standing here just another man among;t 
these many. I'd have been down there listening to the inauguration 
address. I'd have had a real future in front of me, instead of a 
future of nothingness." H e held onto the ropes a little tighter and 
watched the rain slowly trickle ofI the rim of his hat. It counded 
111 his ears like war drnms, the drums of savages about to make • 
human sacrifice. 

"Gee," said the small boy next to him, "It's raining even 
harder. It looks like it'll never stop. O 'ya suppose the paradc'll 
come anyway ?" 

Frank focused his attention on the small boy standing there 3t 

his side barely reaching up to his elbow. I le saw the boy's questionin~ 
eyes reaching and pulling up to his. 

"Yes," he made himself say ; "it'll come, sonny. The parade'!' 
come even in the rain." The boy looked relieved and strained for· 
ward poised, waiting for the first sound of a distant drum or th· 
vibration of marching feet. 

"It'll come, all right," thought Frank I "it'll come now. Nothing 
can stop it. Nothing can stop this awful thing happening to out 
country." Ile felt somehow detached and dead inside. What 
was going to happen to him when it did come? What would happen 
when it w as all over? vVould he have to go back to his small 
Kansas town and se ttle down to a life of defeat? What did per· 
spective aides to the not-elected president do? Suddenly, he shud 
dercd. It was all gone now, all his years of training and interest Ji:iJ 
been swept away over two months ago by that tidal wave. It W~' 

all gone and nothing was left of his dreams and of his hopes. N othiit~ 
was left but the reality of his small home town. 
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The girl next to him seemed to feel the shudder that had gone 
through his body. She held on a little tighter to the hand of her 
young man. 

"Jeese," she said, "it gets colder and wetter all the time; maybe 
we oughtn't to stay?" 

"Sure, Jean," her young man replied. "We want to stay now. 
It'll just be a few minutes and then the president'll be here. We 
want to stay and see him." 

A sudden gust of wind blowing up Pennsylvania Avenue blew 
the girl's coat away from her body, and revealed the form of it. 
Frank looked at her. There'd never been any place in his life for 
girls. He'd always worked too hard and his dreams had never 
found room for women. But suddenly he wanted to extend his 
hand and touch her. She looked warm and alive. He needed warmth 
and life now. For the first time he felt that he really needed a 
woman; the feel of a woman's lips under his, and the security of a 
woman's hand on his arm. She pulled her coat close around her 
again and for a moment rested her head on her companion's shoulder. 

Frank quickly turned away. 
The crowd was shrouded in the rain and even the sound of ir,; 

voice was muffled by the rain's steady, mournful beating. The crowd 
no longer had faces. It was no longer made up of individuals. It 
was just a headless, featureless thing, covered by one great black 
umbrella. Frank didn't want to see it, anymore. He didn't want 
to see anything in this rain. He felt that he couldn't bear to watch 
the parade and the smiling president. Why had he ever stayed over, 
anyway? Why hadn't he left? He had to leave as soon as it was 
over; didn't he? He had to get out of Washington then, certainly. 
He was almost broke. Why, why had he stayed to torture himself 
with this inauguration? 

Again his unwilling mind turned to his future. What could he 
do, after today? He didn't want to go home to Kansas. If he did, 
he'd never be able to leave again. This was his only chance at 
getting away and something had happened to it. It had been drowned 
in the rain. And yet, he couldn't stay in Washington any longer. 
Ile couldn't take that Civil Service job which the new administra-
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tion ha<l laughingly ofiere<l him. That would really be admittin; 
hi~ defeat. li e stood a little straighter at the very thought of it, 
i\o matter, what happened, he wouldn't stoop to catching that 
eigh teen dolla r a week bone. 111at was one thing he wouldn't do, 

The little boy shifted his weight uneasily from one foot to the 
other. " H ey, mister," he cried up into Frank's ear, "I don't think 
they're coming. I think it's raining too hard. I 've been here since 
seven o'clock this morning and now 1 don't think they're coming. I 
guess I won't be able to see the president or the parade or anything.' 

Frank saw that the rain-soaked little body next to his w,1• 
on the verge of tears. H e inst inct ively put his arm around hi111· 
"Sure, sonny," he said; "they'll be here any minute now. They're 
corning all right. Just hold tight for a few more minutes and you'll 
see the president." 

And then there was a mo\'ement and a rustle in the review111; 
stand across from them, the miniature replica of Andrew J ackson', 
home. Several important looking young men strode upon the porch 
and began to arrange chairs hastily. They're the president's aide,, 
thought Frank; they're doing what I might have been doing, and 
feeling the ecstasy and exultation and promise I might have bee1 

feeling. 
"Sec," he said to his small rain-soaked companion, "the presi· 

dent must be coming now." 
He was afraid of his own words, so afraid that he wanted to 

run. To run anywhere--away from this place. He looked doW~ 
Pennsylvania Avenue to the right, the opposite direction from the 
capital. He looked steadily and hard, so that he wouldn't see th' 
president come triumphantly-so that he wouldn't see the approach 
of the Greeks bearing their gifts. And then suddenly he saw thr 

end of that road. If he followed it far enough, he'd come to Krl' 
Bridge, and then if he took Route 29 straight out he'd come t0 

Charlottes\'ille. It wasn't so far; was it? ~ot so far to CharlotttS' 
ville and the U niversity of Virginia where he 'd gone to college, 
If he started now, he could almost walk it. J le could get do\\'O 
there where defeat wouldn't matter so much. One could never trub 
feel defeat inside J efferson's great stone walls. They might gi\'' 
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him an assistant professorship in political science. They might let 
him come back to peace and tranquality. He looked around for a 
means of escape. He wanted to go back to Charlottesville now. 
The rain was turning to snow. He wanted to get away from that 
snow. In Charlottesville the winters weren't white; they were red
the red of the earth. Even the sky took on the orange-red hew of 
the earth. He must get back there. 

But the crowd had closed in upon him. He couldn't get out. 
They were cheering and clapping and putting down their umbrellas. 
The girl on his right side kissed her young man in the excitement of 
the moment. He felt the body of the child on his left tighten with 
pleasure and excitement. All those umbrellas were screaming with 
joy. Slowly his eyes turned to the reviewing stand. 

The president had arrived. One of his aides was helping him 
to his feet. Ile clutched the miniature railing of the replica of 
Andrew Jackson's home. Frank's eyes were glued upon his. 
Charlottesville no longer existed. Nothing in all the world existed 
but this man holding onto those frail white railings. The crowd 
cheered madly. They were all madmen to cheer for this man. He 
waited for the president's usual smile. But it didn't come. He 
appeared not even to hear the crowd. He was looking through 
them, looking for something that he didn't see in that mass of 
unbrellas. What was he looking for? He looked tired and rather 
old as he stood holding himself up by those flimsy make-believe 
railings. 

Frank watched him almost in bewitchment. That was the man 
who had ruined him and all his dreams. That was the man who 
had sent his friend home to Kansas, where he, Frank, too must go. 
The distant rumble of drums and the sodden voices of trumpets beat 
upon his cars and beat upon his heart. But he didn't hear. The 
crowd was suddenly silent again. They were all watching ex
pectantly. Any minute the first of the Inauguration Parade would 
pass befpre them. The trumpets and the drums and the C. C. C. 
boys and the Veterans and the Midshipmen were all coming up 
Pennsylvania Avenue to pass before the unseeing eyes of their 
president. They were almost in sight now. 
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And then the president's unseeing eyes became seeing. Ht 
looked up towards the capital as the parade came into view. Hi• 
tight hands relaxed a little. His whole body and face were ereC1 
and expectant. Frank saw the change and he knew that the parad1 

was almost in front of him. The girl next to him threw confetti· 
The silent, wet crowd began to cheer once more. And still he would 
not look. His eyes remained fixed on the president's face. 

The child on his other side yanked madly at his arm. "Hey. 
mister," he screamed; "ther're here now. They're all comine 
Aren't you going to look, mister? Ya gotta look now. They'rt 
here. It's the parade. They're here. It's our country. They'rt 

here I" 
For a moment the words were lost in the rain and then Frank 

heard them. "It's our country. They're here I" Frank turneO 
suddenly and saw them. Saw them all-the veterans and th1 

C. C. C. boys and the ~lidshipmen and the Cadets all paradin, 
proudly past. They were here. "Hey, mister, ya gotta look! They'rt 
our country." 

They were Frank's country, all of them. They were here tJ 

parade before their president and no matter who he might havt 
been ther would have been here. "They're our country." 

Kansas faded in Frank's thoughts as had Charlottesville. OnlY 
\Vashington remained. Washington with its tinfoil promises which 
sometime turned into silver. Washington with its bitter defea~ 
which only occasionally turned into victories-but Washington just 
the same with all of the excitement and the thrilling blood of • 
nation at work. Perhaps the Civil Service job at eighteen dollar! 
a week wouldn't be so bad after all. It certainly wouldn't inean 
steaks at Harvey's or late champagne at The l\ladrillon. It wouldn't 
mean distinguishment or even individuality for a long time anJ 
perhaps not ever. But it would keep him in Washington and jr. 

politics anpvay. Ile'd be able to know what was going on in hi• 
country, and be able to feel himself a part of it. lie might even lit 
able to do some good in time. And while he was waiting for that 
time he'd have the feel of \Vashington pavements under his feet an 1 

the smell of soft coal in his nostrils. Those were the sensations ht 

.p 
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wanted-and then suddenly his head was clear again. The defeat 
between his teeth was no longer bitter. 

"Gee, mister," the little boy screamed admiringly into his ear, 
"you sure can cheer the loudest." 

SONG 

Love another, don't love me. 
Strew your roses gracefully, 
Never give them wastefully,
Love another, don't love me! 

Martha Sloan 

Grow them in a garden fair, 
Prim and proper, have a care,
Ah, I see you've learned to wear 
Gloves when plucking roses fair. 

Place them in a pallid vase, 
Clip the stems and prune the maze 
0£ beetled foliage; freshness stays 
By cultivation in your days. 

Love another, don't love me. 
As a proper garden you can see 
Mine's not all you would have it be,
So love another, don't love me I 

Camilla 
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It was damn cold that night. W11en I came out of the house 
the l\larch wind hit sharply against my face, and I knew that it wt 
too cold for walking. I felt that I couldn't stand it if I went homt, 
and back there it was too horrible. So I crossed the street and sat 
down on the curbstone. I waited there for hours. The snow wit! 

dirty in the gutters, flecked with black, and I didn't have anY 
cigarettes. I just sat, crumbling the tiny pieces of tobacco at the 
bottom of my coat pocket between my fingers, trying to move !lll 
numb feet around, and wishing that I could think of something t~ 
whistle. The tune of "Stardust" faded to a place beyond my grasP· 
So I just sat and watched her window, and thought how damnablf 
cold winter was, and of cool spring evenings that would never co!lle 
again. The church clock st ruck ten, then eleven, then twelve. Jlourl 
of blankness, with only the light in her window to watch, with a 
drawn shade that pranced with shadows; a tall lean shadow that 
was her father, a short fat shadow that was the doctor, a bent little 
figure that was her mother. There was no sound, no anything· 
It must have been one thirty when the shadows all merged, and a 
hand reached forth and put out the light. Then there was onh' 
blankness. I got up and walked away. 

Down the street, and past a cemetery that I didn't quite dare 
see. Past the woods, silent with night. Across the main thorough· 
fare, empty of traffic. Down the hill with sleeping houses, and 3t 
last I came to the square. It was dismal; cakes of rotted ice dun; 
to the car tracks, and there was brown coarse sand sprinkled ever)" 
where. I headed for Quinlan's. It was the only place open at that 
hour in the dirty little town. 

J oe was wiping the counter with a gray rag. He was alone, 

and looked pretty glad to see me- his little eyes dropped their sleeP1' 

ness, and he actually smiled one of the first smiles I had ever see~ 
cross his pudgy little face. 

"Kid", he said, "you look like the ghost of Christmas pas!· 

Sit down, and I'll set you up." 
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I dragged out one of the barrel-back chairs, and sat down in 

front of him. 
"What'll it be? Beer or ale?" 
"Make it something straight and strong", I said. "What's new, 

Joe? Has the gang been in?" 
He started to talk, but I didn't listen very much. After a 

while, I went over and put a nickel in the record machine, and it 
played something I had never heard before; jitterbug stuff, I guess. 
I didn't listen to that, either. Joe made me mad as hell; he kept 
looking at me in a funny way. I knew that my hand was shaking 
when I picked up my glass, but what business was it of his? 

After I'd had a few-it may have been three or four-Joe began 
to lose his cheeriness. That infuriated me, too. I turned away from 
his owly gaze and looked out the window. There was nothing there 
but a red sign that flashed "Quinlan" then nothing, then "Quinlan", 
then nothing. It nearly drove me nuts. 

"How's Susie?" Joe asked suddenly. It had been beautifully 
quiet, and he had to interrupt. By that time I was beginning to 
despise him. For a minute I wanted to jump O\'er the counter and 
push those blank eyes of his back into his skull, to twist that grim 
mouth into nothing. But I didn't of course. All I said was, 

"She's fine. Why?", and passed the glass over for him to fill up 
again. 

When I left the stinking place, it was pretty late, and the town 
wasn't worth looking at even if I could have seen it. I felt swell; 
if there had been any songs to sing, I would have sung them at the 
top of my voice, but there weren't any. So I just walked; up to the 
left, the first to the right, across the street, left again, and there I 
was at home. The front door was locked, so I climbed in the kitchen 
window. The dog rushed toward me barking, and I kicked him hard. 
I stumbled against the dining room table, and at last I was in the 
hall, an endless endless flight of stairs in front of me. The third one 
'.escaped me, and I fell down flat. God knows how I got to bed, 
roaring drunk as I was, without any sight, without any light to help, 
without a single tear or a prayer. 

Joe probaby found out the next morning; I don't know. I've 
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never been there since, the very thought' of the place brings back that 
night-when I should have gone home, or else stayed there at Susie's ' 
house and tried to help her mother or the doctor; that night when I 
should have knelt down and said "God keep her always"; that night 
when I got piggishly drunk instead, and fell without effort into a 
dreamless sleep. 

Patricia Keelan 

ANALYSIS 

Examination proves a futile process, 
All things considered we are still the same. 
Search of the heart and mind uncovers 
Little beyond our pulse-beat and our name. 

Spring is as nothing in a laboratory, 
April dissolved in acid is alloy. 
Mankind cannot be put on paper 
And keep complete his sorrows and his joy. 

Eleanor Wells 
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I loved you once in summer 
And then knew perfect bliss ; 
But all that country summer 
You gave me not one kiss. 

I saw you once in winter, 
When love had passed away: 
One of the city's dirty crowd
I got my kiss that day. 

Alice Haines 
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