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CJoreword 

THIS year's issue of the Journal shows in a 

varied way a glimpse of the literary talent 

which Southwestern may claim as its own. These 

contributions of both students and alumni mani­

fest the personal pleasure which they find in 

creative writing and show their interest-despite 

the allurement of other activities. May others be 

enticed to seek this same satisfaction. 
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Chinese Tomb Painting 
(An Experiment in Poesque Variations) 

WILLIAM MCBURNEY 

Far to the west a mountain stands 
Of dark green jade the mountain stands 
And the moonlight silvers with lavish hands 
Silvers the mountain of jade. 

Through the jade run veins of white 
Vaguely white as mists of night 
And soft through the green shines the white 
Shines through the mountain of jade. 

'Neath the mountain in a cloudy wood 
Stands a temple of sandalwood 
Countless years there it has stood 
There 'neath the mountain of jade. 

And in the wood a green bird sings 
And flies o'er the temple on silver wings 
Of gods that are gone the green bird sings 
In the wood 'neath the mountain of jade. 

The sandalwood temple is silent and dead 
And the wood 'round the temple is dark and dread 
And the green bird sings of gods that are fled 
Fled from the temple 
'Neath the mountain of jade. 

6 

Idleness and The Man 
THOMAS NATHAN PAPPAS 

IT IS not good for a man to be alone and without work 
in the city. It is not good to sit in the parks and walk 

the streets. It is lonely to be idle. It is a form of death, a 
half-death. It is like a drug that paralyzes the muscles but 
leaves untouched the senses. 

I am an idle man in the city. Jam in the half-death. I 
do not know what to do with myself. I walk the streets 
looking in the shop windows. I stand on the street corners 
and watch the men and women go by. Watch the girls in 
their clean frocks go by. Watch their legs move down the 
street. Look at their bosoms as they go by. Watch the 
smooth movements of their hips. 

When I am vexed with standing on the corners I go to sit 
in the parks. From the parks I go back to the streets. And 
when it is dark I go to the Mission for a meal, and then I 
go upstairs to my bed. My bed is a cot in a large room with 
other cots and other men. On the foot of my bed is a card 
that reads: Donated by Miss Mary Blanchard, our beloved 
Mission worker. Wonder if Miss Mary Blanchard knows 
her donation is full of bugs. 

I have a two-week's stay ticket. When my ticket is 
punched out I shall go back to sleeping in the parks for 
a week and then I may apply for another ticket. It is the 
rule of the Mission. 

We are awakened by a great clanging gong at 5 :30 in 
the morning. We are given half an hour to wash and dress. 
The building must be cleared by six o'clock. I am dressed 
and down on the streets in fifteen minutes. 

The sun is not in sight when I reach the streets. There 
is a pink glow in the east above the tall buildings, but the 

7 
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sun is not in sight. I walk down the street toward another 
Mission that serves breakfast. The Mission where I sleep 
does not serve breakfast. 

At Johnson's Mission I walk up a long flight of stairs 
with many other men. I stand in line twenty or thirty 
minutes waiting my turn at the window. At the window I 
get a tin plate with a vague sort of stew, two pieces of hard 
bread, and a tin cup of black coffee. The food has no taste 
to me and the coffee is only a hot liquid. I have long since 
lost my appetite, but I eat because I know not what else 
to do. 

From Johnson's I go back down to the streets. There are 
few people and few cars on the streets at this hour. I amuse 
myself by looking in the store windows. There are hats, 
suits, shoes, jewelry, tennis racquets, golf clubs, women's 
clothes, flashlights, guns, watches, clocks, knives, books, 
toys, candy, anything I might want is there for the mere 
crashing of a window. But I do not crash the windows. I 
am not a criminal. I am an idle man, alone and without 
work in the city. 

The day moves slowly. It seems the big clocks will never 
turn their spindly hands to 9 o'clock. But eventually they 
do, and I hurry to the library. The library opens at nine 
and if I am lucky I do not have long to wait for the 
mornmg paper. 

The paper is clamped to a desk along the side of the 
wall of the reading room. There are other papers scattered 
about on desks all around the room, but it is the morning 
paper I and others like me want to see. Each man is al­
lowed twenty minutes. You must read standing up. The 
desks are high and there are no chairs tall enough to sit 
in while reading. 

When I am through with the morning paper, I go to 
the fountain in the court and drink my fill of the water. 
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Then, If I am in the mood, I go to the magazine room and 
read something, anything. 

I cannot read long. The idleness I have endured for these 
many weeks has made me restless. I cannot sit still long. 
I must move about to work off the negative energy that 
swells up inside of me and threatens to burst forth in a 
high scream or some violent action. 

I go back to the streets and walk in the hot sun. Then 
I go to the park and sit on the benches with the others 
in the shade. ~ometimes there is no vacant bench and I 
sit upon the grass. The park cop will make you get up if he 
sees you, but when he moves away you can sit down again. 
The law is not as competent as it would have you believe. 

For hours I sit and change position restlessly, then I 
can stand it no longer. I leave the park and go back to the 
streets. I stand on the corners. I look at the same windows 
I have been looking at for weeks. I go hack to the library, 
but I know it is too early for the afternoon paper. I go 
back out to the streets and the sun. 

I go down to the river front to watch the small boats 
load and unload. In the middle of the river is an island. 
There are dark green trees there and it is uninhabited. I 
have promised myself many times to go there. But I have 
not. It will be nothing new to see. It will amount to noth­
ing. It is no different than the parks over here. 

It is a full half-mile swim to the island. I am sure I have 
not the strength. Weeks of inactivity have sapped my 
muscles of their strength and left only the nerves. I know 
I shall never swim to the island. 

From the ,river, I go back to the streets. From the 
streets, I go back to the library. There are already ten 
or twelve waiting to read the afternoon paper when I get 
there. I sit down with the others and wait. 

When it is at last my turn, I look first at the comics, 
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then the sports pages, and finally the front page. I do not 
look at the ads. I have been disappointed too many times 
by the ads. 

From the library I go back to the streets. At sunset I 
am back along the river front. The shadows are already 
closing in along the banks and the island is a swiftly 
growing blotch. Pink and yellow and dark blue are streaked 
in the west. When the blackness has settled over all, I 
turn back to the streets. 

I am somehow refreshed after this final daily look at 
the river. The last rays of the sun, the quiet water, and the 
dark trees in the background seem to soothe that dull 
ache of futility that I carry with me always. Somehow it 
dissolves the great sluggishness, and for an hour or so the 
blood seems to flow a little faster in my veins. 

There is a cop who watches me while I stand on the high 
bluff that hangs directly over the brown water. He thinks 
I have suicide in mind. But he is wrong. An idle man can­
not kill himself. He has no spark within him strong enough 
to excite him to such a pitch. An idle man is soft and lax. 
To kill himself, a man must be taut, tense, excited. 

When it is 8 :30, I turn back to the Mission. For half an 
hour I sit in the hard-backed seat listening to the preacher­
who-once-was-a-sinner-a-drunkard-a-backslider-myself. 
I sing with the others, the songs we are told to sing. Some 
of the men sing, some do not. 

When it is 9 o'clock, the preacher reluctantly leaves off 
his shouting and calls for those who want to be saved. 
Sometimes he has to threaten and cajole for fifteen minutes 
before he ca·n get one of us to come to the altar. Sometimes 
there are three or four who march up at the end of his 
sermon to have him and the other Mission profiteers put 
their arms around them and speak the little phrase, "God 
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be merciful to me a sinner, and help me to be worthy of 
the Savior." I have never been down to the altar. 

After the call to the altar, we are led downstairs to the 
mess-hall. They give us a vegetable stew in round tin 
bowls. There is sometimes a cup of only slightly soured 
sweet milk. And there are sometimes hard sweet rolls or 
doughnuts. The stew consists mostly of beans and carrots, 
but it is acceptable when you have had nothing to eat 
since early morning. 

After we eat, we climb the stairs to the beds. I some­
times wonder why I do not throw away my ticket and go 
back to the parks at night. It is cold there at night, yes, 
but there are no bugs. 

In the big room, I throw off my clothes as do the others 
and climb under the covers and try to go to sleep. But 
sleep comes slow to those who have done no work. And the 
little Chinese restaurant with its piano and half-breed 
girls makes so much noise you do not want to sleep. 

I enjoy the sounds from the Chinese restaurant. I can 
hear the dishes, the piano, and the voices of the girls, and 
it merges into something like a lost symphony. There is 
activity there, and I wish I had a few nickels that I might 
become a part of the noises from the Chinese restaurant. 

Somewhere between the noises of the restaurant and 
the biting of the bugs, comes sleep. But it is not real sleep. 
It is not the deep sleep of one who is tired. It is a false 
sleep. It is a sleep that only makes an idle man more 
restless. 



Brownlow: 
The Fighting Parson of Tennessee 

GERALD M. CAPERS, JR. 

"THE man was a strange compound," wrote the 
Memphis Ledger in its obituary of ex-Governor 

William G. Brownlow in the 1870's, "and there are no 
more like him. The style of journalism by which he brought 
himself into notice and became so terrible to his enemies 
happily passed away before its author and is no longer 
tolerated by an intelligent public ... He could express 
more vituperation and scorching hate than any half 
dozen men that ever appeared in American politics." 

Such was a detached contemporary opinion of Brown­
low the most colorful and most forgotten of Tennesseans. 

' Fate plays strange tricks with human reputations. Though 
he sprung, like Andrew Johnson and Alvin York, from the 
mountain fastnesses 'of East Tennessee where frontier 
conditions prevail even in the day of the T. V. A., the city 
of Knoxville, in which he spent the most celebrated half 
of an amazing life, does not deign him worthy of a single 
statue. Editor for twenty years of the leading paper in 
Tennessee, a national figure whose fame in the North 
during the sixties was equal to that of Lincoln or Grant, 
Reconstruction governor who subjected his state to a 
worse ordeal than Thad Stevens could contrive for the 
rest of the South, and finally ending his political career 
as a member of the United States Senate, the Fighting 
Parson has today been relegated to such complete oblivion 
that not one person out of ten thousand in his native state 
knows he ever lived. 

"The logical explanation of this neglect," concludes his 
12 
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recent biographer, Professor E. M. Coulter of the Uni­
versity of Georgia, "is to be found in the failure of Brown­
low •to grasp the fundamental principles which underlie 
the inevitable progress of civilization. He created a vast 
disturbance, but he produced nothing lasting. The fact 
that Parson Brownlow lived and that he lived vehemently 
may be less important now than then, but it can be no 
less interesting ... (He) is neither more or less attractive 
than the Brownlow part of America then was." 

An essay of this brevity permits neither a close s~rutiny 
of the enigmatic Parson nor a detailed account of his re­
markable career, but it may perhaps introduce to our 
generation one of the most engaging personalities in 
American history. A John Randolph of the backwoods, he 
used the bludgeon instead of the rapier, but he wielded his 
cruder weapon with all the 'effectiveness of that earlier 
master of invective. His unrestrained tongue, his reckless 
fearlessness, and his crusading zeal made his life an endless 
series of personal attacks and slander suits. In 1840 he_ 
was shot through the hip in a bloody encounter with one 
of his enemies on the streets of Jonesboro; in 1842, he was 
badly beaten by a mob at a camp-meeting; and in 1848 a 
citizen whom he accused of being a deserter in the Mexican 
War gave him a clubbing which left him physically and 
mentally impaired for the rest of his life. 

Having tried farming and carpentering Brownlow, in 
spite of his Scotch-Irish ancestry, was converted in a 
Methodist camp-meeting at the age of twenty, and for a 
decade he wandered all over southern Appalachia as a 
circuit-rider, a 19th century Joshua with Bible in one hand 
and a sword in the other. Here the Parson acquired the 
methods and the prejudices which were to characterize 
him later as editor and politician. The circuit-rider had 
literally and figuratively to fight his way against hostile 
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nature and hostile congregations, and to survive he had 
to be a hard rider, a hard fighter, and a hard preacher. 
The ancient rites of Baal seem refined compared to the 
religion he propagated, and his chief enemies were not the 
drunks at camp-meeting nor the Devil, but his Baptist 
and Presbyterian rivals. 

In 1836, having published his autobiography and al­
ready famous, Brownlow entered into matrimony, and 
thereby acquiring hostages to fortune he was forced to 
settle down and to increase his income. Possessing a quick 
tongue as well as a ready pen, and temperamentally im­
pelled to belabor the public on what he considered vital 
questions, he naturally turned to the press as a substitute 
for the pulpit. In 1839, he launched his Elizabethton Whig, 
which in turn became the Jonesboro Whig and then the 
Knoxville Whig. By 1861, his paper had a circulation of 
11,000, the largest in the South, and the numerous books 
he had published and the various conventions and debates 
in which he had participated throughout the country had 
brought the Parson national prominence. 

Long before Hearst and Pulitzer applied yellow journal­
ism to the nation at large, Brownlow introduced it into 
Tennessee. In rough and tumble manner of mountaineer 
society he attacked the Baptists and Presbyterians, the 
Democrats, the Abolitionists, and later the Confederacy. 
"Cry aloud and spare not" was the motto of the Whig. 
He made his own news, in fact, he himself was his own 
copy. With inimitable and devastating pen he attacked 
and slew the countless devils he saw in the persons of his 
enemies. "From his youth to his old age," wrote George 
D. Prentice, the brilliant editor of the Louisville Journal, 
"he has had no personal controversies without attacking 
the wives, fathers, mothers, grandfathers, grandmothers, 
brothers, sisters, children, uncles, aunts, and nephews of 
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his opponents. He has sought to strew his whole path of 
life with the dark wrecks of wantonly ruined reputations. 
He has never had an hour's happiness except in the un­
happiness of others. He never had a friend on earth out­
side of his own family." 

Never was there a truce in the endless warfare between 
the Methodists of East Tennessee and their enemies the 
Baptists and Presbyterians, and ever in the thick of it was 
found the Parson. Frederick A. Ross, a Presbyterian 
evangelist who blasted the Methodists in press and book, 
was, according to Brownlow, "a low-bred, false-hearted, 
adulterous, and unprincipled free negro, ... ruffian, by birth 
and instinct ... a practical amalgamator ... and habitual 
adulterer . . . a loath some blackguard . . . a notorious 
libeller ... a common liar . . . the son of an Old Revolu­
tionary Tory ... the degraded offspring of a Negro wench 
... His admirers shall know that there are better men in 
Hell than he! He shall be shown up ... he shall!" 

To his Methodist brethren who thought he had exceeded 
the bounds of good taste, the Parson replied, "What! 
write lovingly about one who has called us all hypocrites 
... usurpers of man's rights ... tyrants in government .. . 
persecutors of the innocent ... slanderers of others .. . 
popes ... friars ... inquisitors ... adulterers ... slaves .. . 
vassals ... dupes ... fools! As soon would heaven form an 
alliance with hell, as for Methodists to have Christian 
fellowship for those who have thus accused them!" 

Political polemics eventually absorbed more of Brown­
low's energy than religious. Henry Clay was his life-long 
hero; his devotion to the Whig party was as intense as his 
loyalty to the Methodist Church, a fact which helps to 
explain his later opposition to secession. President Tyler, 
the apostate jWhig, he dubbed "the Long-eared Virginia 
Ass," but his most vitriolic epithets he saved for his fellow 
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East Tennessean, Democratic Governor Andrew Johnson. 
"! ·therefore pronounce your governor," he roared in 1856, 
before a large crowd in Nash ville almost in the shadow of 
the capitol, "here upon his own dunghill, an UNMITIGATED 
LIAR AND CALUMNIATOR, and a VILLAINOUS COWARD ... 
He is a member of a numerous family of Johnsons in 
North Carolina, who are generally THIEVES and LIARS; 
and though he is the best one of the family I have ever met 
with, I unhesitatingly affirm, tonight, that there are better 
men than Andrew Johnson in our penitentiary." 

Yet, if sectional zeal was occasionally controlled by the 
Democrats, Brownlow was surpassed by no one in pane­
gyrics to the South and in defenses of slavery, nor does he 
seem to have been subject to any poorer-white prejudke 
against planters. Ferociously he attacked "vile Aboli­
tionists" and Black Republicans. Harriet Beecher Stowe 
was a "deliberate liar ... an abomination in the eyes of 
civilized people." So worked up was he over the "villainous 
piety" which led Northerners "to contribute Sharpe's 
Rifles and Holy Bibles to send the uncircumcised 
Philistines of New England into Kansas and Nebraska to 
shoot down the Christian owners of slaves" ... that in 
1856, he carried the war into the enemy's territory by de­
bating the slavery issue with a Garrisonian clergyman, 
Abraham Prynne, in Philadelphia. After an eloquent, and, 
for him, an unusually intelligent defense of the peculiar 
institution of the South, the Parson warned his audience: 
"But we of the South intend to fight you in the Union, not 
out of it! And when your blue-bellied Yankees come 
South ... to seize upon our slaves, let me say to you that 
they will not find themselves in Kansas!" 

It is understandable, therefore, that secession put 
Brownlow in a dilemma. Not until six months after South 
Carolina's fateful departure did Tennessee reluctantly 
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leave the Union, and then only upon Lincoln's threatened 
invasion. Throughout the war, East Tennessee remained 
loyal, as did its ubiquitous Parson. The Republican 
victory, he contended, did not endanger the South or 
slavery, and secession was but a diabolical ruse of the 
Democrats, aided by editors, demagogues, and preachers, 
which would actually surrender his beloved union to the 
hated Abolitionists. "When I shall have made up my 
mind to go to hell," he stormed, "I will cut my throat 
and go direct, and not travel round by way of the Southern 
Confederacy." In anger and reckless abandon he attacked 
Davis: "The bow of Ulysses in the hands of a Pygmy! 
The robes of the giant adorning Tom Thumb! The curls 
of a Hyperion on the brow of a Satyr! The Aurora Borealis 
of a cotton farm melting down an icy North! This would 
be to metamorphose a minnow into a WHALE!" 

In regard to East Tennessee the Confederacy was like 
the man who had the wolf by the ears. When mountaineer 
Unionists, who had been unmolested except by local 
Secessionists, began to blow up railroad bridges in the fall 
of '61, Davis ordered their subjugation. In the process 
Brownlow suffered several months of imprisonment which 
he claimed to have caused a physical breakdown from 
which he never really recovered. At any rate, when he was 
escorted to Union lines in the spring of 1862, he became the 
great Southern Martyr to the North and proceeded to 
tour its leading cities on the lecture platform, whipping 
up great enthusiasm for the Union cause and thereby 
making a small fortune. After the Federal conquest of 
East Tennessee in 1863, he returned to Knoxville and 
fate soon gave him the opportunity for vengeance. The 
election of Brownlow in 1865, to serve as governor during 
"reconstruction" was the worst punishment Tennessee 
could have been called upon to pay for its earlier secession. 
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The Parson can be described but not explained: he is 
sui generis. Closely kin to the late Huey Long and that re­
nowned son of Mississippi, Senator Bilbo, he is an 
indigenous phenomenon of American democracy which, 
like the poor, we must expect always to have with us. A 
megalomaniac who wanted power, his genius was entirely 
destructive in quality. As an artist in vituperation, he was 
forced by his very nature to destroy ... it was his form of 
creation. Always an actor ... like Long and Bilbo ... he 
entertained the public, and it rewarded him with office. 
Privately he was almost pure. He boasted that he never 
tasted liquor, never used tobacco, never saw a play at a 
theater, never dealt a pack of cards, never courted but 
one woman and her he married. These were and are the 
criteria for statesmanship in our fair land ... particularly 
in the Bible Belt, and as a consequence a maniac was 
elevated to the high position of chief executive of a 
sovereign state. Balzac coined the phrase for the Fighting 
Parson and the society which produced him: Le Comedie 
Humaine. 

Homey Thoughts From Abroad 
H. R. HOLCOMB, JR. 

Oh, it's gobs of fun that I have with me 
In my orange house by the white-washed sea, 
Where lavender whales go coquetting 
Lifting their tails to keep them from wetting, 
And get done wrong by urbane sharks­
Cunning maskers of ocean parks. 

The guppies gup at the lavender whales, 
At the nonchalant way they lift their tails, 
At how the marlin marl and the fly-fish fly, 
And threaten to tell the octopi, 
Who come and weep over it all to me, 
In my orange house by the white-washed sea. 

But when hermit crabs collect sand-dollars 
To trade to sea-horses for their collars, 
And the dog-fish gather 'round to sing Aloha 
While mud-puppies wet their kennel flora, 
Then I must be off and aswim to Bermuda 
With a lovely, green-eyed Barracuda. 
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Winston William 
(After the Manner of Edwin Arlington Robinson) 

H. R. HOLCOMB, JR. 

Winston William finds life a problem: 
Complexities eat at William's mind. 
With quick perception he sees through the sham 
Of greed that prays and piety that shines .. 

Winston William's sensibility is tender; 
Movies are vulgar, and dances too personal. 
Winston was meant for that by-gone age 
When manners and wit were casual. 

Winston William is an alien at home, 
His parents praise God, love Man in the masses. 
A God, says Winston, would have to be cruel 
To make his creatures malicious asses. 

Winston William is learned and proud, 
He walks alone, mind and tongue lucid, 
Blandly he pays the price for attainment-• 
Friends seem so awfully stupid. 

Winston William is consistently scornful, 
Fame, God, and the ladies are rejected by him. 
They are mirages of our wasteland, 
"I take," he sighs, "no pleasure in them." 

Winston William is twenty and sad, 
But do not pity; his case is not chronic, 
For down inside our William knows 
It's quite fun to be Byronic. 
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Backwater 
ROBERT WATTS 

"WARNING! ONE DOZEN LIVE RATTLESNAKES HAVE 
BEEN RELEASED IN THE BELLE THEATRE." That 

was the way the handbills distributed to the doorsteps of 
the town had read. Soon afterward, the plant of the 
Queen City Dry Cleaners had been blown to bits by a 
time-bomb. The people were half-crazed with rumor, 
hatred, and a sense of impending doom. The old man 
walked hastily in the sultry Alabama night, his head 
lowered and his white cane beating a steady staccato on 
the sidewalk as he turned over in his mind the events of 
the past few weeks. A group of "organizers" had come to 
start a union among the employees of his factory, but the 
indignant townspeople had stormed their offices and hotel 
rooms and forced them to leave under heavy police pro­
tection. Feeling was running high. 

It was strange that there should be unrest in a normally 
peaceful town, set so comfortably between the foot of 
Lookout Mountain and the lazy Coosa River, and the 
old man knew that no everyday grievance could create 
such an atmosphere of suspense. Less than sixty miles 
away, eight negro boys were sleeping and sulking in the 
little prison at Scottsboro, awaiting their fate in a trial 
that had stretched into months. At first the people had 
merely gossiped in subdued tones over back fences and 
lunch counters, but as the newspapers had begun to bare 
the details of the trial in ludicrous headlines, the scandal 
had become public property. An undercurrent of innocent 
whispers had been changed into unrestrained malice, and 
all the prejudices and antipathies of a century now dead 
had been brought out in the open. 
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The old man stopped ip front of the Masonic hall. On 
the door he saw a big placard on which was written in 
huge red letters, "COLORED MASS MEETING TONIGHT. 
All who want to see JUSTICE done should be on hand." 
He opened the door quietly. The low-ceilinged room was 
overcrowded with negroes and filled with the heavy stench 
of plug tobacco and sweaty bodies. As he looked· on un­
noticed, a well-dressed negro at the other end of the room 
was introducing the speaker of the evening. 

"And now I want to present someone with whom you 
all sympathize." The audience listened in amazed silence 
to the clearly articulated tones of the speaker. "She is the 
mother of one of those poor oppressed brethren of ours 
at Scottsboro." A portly brown woman in black satin 
mounted the platform and began to speak. 

"My son never would harm anybody, and now those 
white trash are going to hang him for something he never 
did, and just because he's a colored boy." Her voice Was 
charged with emotion. The old man smiled inwardly. Her 
diction was too studied, her gestures were over-theatrical, 
and her accent was decidedly too Northern. "I want you 
people to help my poor innocent son ... I can't say any 
more, it grieves me so, but please listen to what my friend 
says, so you can help me save my boy who is so dear to 
me." Her great bosom heaved with sobs as she sat down. 

The man who had made the introduction, and who 
·seemed to be in charge, got up again and addressed the 
crowd in stentorian tones. "You see here, friends, an ex­
·ample of what the white capitalists are doing to our race. 
I know you all want to help this poor woman to save her 
son. Here's what to do: before you leave tonight, get your 
'membership in the League of Struggle for Negro Rights. 
Those innocent boys must be saved from their cruel op­
pressors. You can help free them. If we let it go this time, 
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the same thing will happen again, even in your own town. 
We don't want the Ku Kluxes to get started again. The 
white capitalists are no better than we are. They must be 
put in their place." As he paused, the building fairly shook 
with cheers and excited conversation. 

The old man suddenly stepped forward. As he pushed 
his way toward the middle of the crowd, the yells were 
hushed to a low hum of awe-struck murmurs. "It's Mistuh 
Johnny!" He rapped sharply on the floor with his cane and 
said in a calm but determined voice, "Listen to me, all of 
you. These people have come here to take your money and 
stir up trouble. I know you want to keep your jobs. You 
won't, if -you let these people tell you what to do. They're 
just frauds. Don't you notice the way they talk? Why, 
they're Yankee niggers!" 

There followed a buzz of excited whispers. Everyone in 
the room respected the old man and, in paying strict at~ 
tention to him, they had failed to notice that the intruders 
had slipped quietly out through the back door. "Le's git 
'um!" shouted one big buck. 

But the old man rapped on the floor again with his cane. 
"No," he said, "we don't want to be the ones to start any 
trouble. I'll see to it personally that these dandies are 
well taken care of. Meanwhile, let's forget all about it and 
go home and get a good night's sleep." The Masonic Hall 
was soon quietly emptied. Everybody trusted "Mistuh 
Johnny." 

The next morning the old man was pleased to hear from 
the sheriff's office that the two communists had been given 
twelve hours' notice to leave the county. 

A patron of the Little Harlem Cafe said, "Mistuh 
Johnny sho did get them Yankee niggers told." 

"Yea," the waiter answered, "he's quality folks." 



Note on Le Long du Chemin du Bon Dieu 

Early French travellers called the St. Lawrence River the highway 
of the Good God. Dr. Haden's sketch is a first-hand account of the 
folk who today live beside this beautiful stream-the French Ca­
nadians, associated in most minds with Longfellow's "Evangeline," 
as well as the Dionne quintuplets. The Acadians of early Nova 
Scotia; their descendants, the Cajuns of Louisiana; and the habitants 
of the St. Lawrence River lands and the Canadian backcountry are 
all the same people. 

Those who like the Gallic flavor in dialect verse have long enjoyed 
the famous poem, "The Habitant," by the Irish-Canadian physician, 
W. H. Drummond, which begins: • 

De place I get born, me, is up on de reever 
Near foot of de rapide dat's call Cheval Blanc; 

and the best novel thus far produced by Canada is by a Frenchman 
about the French: Maria Chapdelaine by Louis Hemon. 
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Le Long du Chemin du Bon Dieu 
ERNEST HADEN 

"EST-CE QUE M. Time Duchesne est la?" My shouted 
query seemed to make little impression on the wet 

silence, but the tall overalled man in the barn lot started 
over to the fence. He moved slowly, but not a line of 
indolence showed in motion or posture. Eventually he 
called back: 

"Bien, c'est me, Time," (pronounced tseemay). As I 
passed throug}:i the gate and came up to him, for he had 
stopped and was waiting with a questioning smile, I asked 
him if we might possibly put up our tent on his land. 

"Why, yes," without the slightest hesitation came his 
reply. "That plot across the road there. The grass is 
rather long. I turn my horses in there at night. If you 
don't mind the horse, he won't mind you." 

George and I thanked Time and drove into the grazing 
lot lying between the road and the water of the St. 
Lawrence channel. We were on the south shore, some few 
miles from Sorel; it was June first. At this point in the 
mighty river's course its broad expanse is dotted with a 
number of islands, large and small, like stepping-stones 
leading from shore to shore, before the river widens into 
Lac St. Pierre. 

The grass in the horses' grazing lot was indeed tall, 
full ten inches, and as we spread the tent-floor over it, it 
made a comfortable padding underfoot and underbed. 
Pitching tent, a little campfire and supper occupied the 
beginning of the long twilight, as the ducks and geese came 
ashore with much chatter: the mothers telling their broods 
a bed-time story whose moral tone was all too pronounced. 
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We sat and smoked, admiring the quiet of the scene: 
the low-lying Ile aux Emharras, a couple of houses, a light­
house, and, huddled 1).ear the end of a long fence running 
down to the water's edge, a herd of cows, the image of 
patience. Time and his son Alfred shoved off in a flat­
bottomed chaloupe, carrying with them two large metal 
milk containers-the same kind as one sees drawn on little 
carts by great dogs in Belgium and Northern France­
to do the evening milking. 

When they came back we met them and helped them 
unload. Our help was not needed, but they indulged our 
friendliness. As soon as the snows are over the various 
herds of the farms along this section of the sou th shore are 
ferried across to the island. And morning and night each 
herd· comes to be milked at the spot across the channel 
from its home~farm. The cattle all graze together on the 
fenced-off commons which covers the major part of the 
island. 

Beyond the little island, gliding down the main shipping 
channel, a white transatlantic liner passed silently. Com­
ing upstream a black-funnelled freighter belched its long 
cloud of smoke at the sunset sky. Whatever her cargo 
now, in a few days she would most likely return down­
stream again, loaded with wheat from the great elevators 
at Sorel. 

As Time and Alfred, each carrying a milk can, reached 
the house, Time (short for Petit ( !) Aime) turned and 
yelled: "Come on up for a smoke!" We sat on the narrow 
porch that ran along the full length of the frame house 
on the north side, and smoked for a few minutes in silence. 

June along the St. Lawrence has its charm: the stream 
laps quietly at the pebbles on the beach, the ducks 
sleepily snap their beaks and somewhere in the distance a 
pair of oars grind and drip, grind and drip in slow rhythm. 
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Low white clouds float by, and the smells of grass, of water, 
of rain-soaked earth, of wet wood, drift with the chilly 
breeze. As the northern twilight darkens, the breeze 
sweeping down the peaceful river-channel becomes cooler 
and the sky turns purplish blue between the round clouds. 

"Let's ·go inside,~' says Time. We troop into the house. 
The front door leads directly into the large kitchen­
dining-living-room. It is a spacious room, running back 
the full depth of the house. The ceiling is low; the floor 
covered with -spotless linoleum; the big, wood-burning 
cooking-stove looks comfortable and hospitable. There is 
_a roaring fire ·in it. In her rocking-chair near the stove, 
sits Maman Duchesne. Eighty years old, at least, she has 
onJ,y three te~th left, but her eyes welcome us. 

"Come on in, come on in. It's a little cold outside, this 
time of year." 

Time takes his big old chair and waves to us to sit down. 
They are heavy, hand-built chairs. The one I have is over 
a hundred years old. Maman volunteers the information. 

'"W ' h on t you ave some candy?" she adds. 
We demur without meaning it. Little Louise is dis­

patched to fetch some sucre d'erable (maple sugar)-about 
-a pound of it, I should say, large irregular lumps, on a 
plate. 

"Go ahead, eat all you want. It can't hurt you," chimes 
in Time in his hearty voice. "Why, you know, when the 
sap's running, if the horses feel sluggish after being kept 
in during the long winter, we give them a drink of sap 
every day. It's just like a spring tonic for them. Perks 
them right up." 

As we munch maple sugar, Time and Maman Duchesne 
sit placidly taking us in. Their appraisal is not in the least 
offensive, c;ompounded, as it is, of simple, honest curiosity 
and friendliness.•. 
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"So you're from Ontario," says Time as he fills his pipe 
with home-grown tobacco and lights up. (He has noted 
the license plate on the car, of course.) "What town do 
you live in?" 

"Hamilton." 
"So? I don't know Hamilton. Where is that?" 
"Near Toronto." 
"They don't talk French there do they?" 
"No. You see, we teach French." 
"Teach French, eh? This is your holiday time then. 

You want to do a little fishing?" 
"No. We're not fishermen." George and I answer the 

catechism indiscriminately. 
"Well, what are you going to do here? Just camp?" 
"Yes, camp and study French." 
"You speak French all right. It's not just like our 

French-Canadian, but we don't talk very well, you know. 
We don't have much education, of course." 

"No, that's not the point. The French spoken in Quebec 
is more interesting to us than the 'good' French in books." 

"Then you don't think it's bad French?" 
"Why no. We're interested in the old ways of saying 

things, the speech that the first Canadiens brought with 
them from France long ago and that they still speak here 
in Quebec." 

Maman chuckles at this. "Well, you know," she says, 
It's not the same now. In the old days we used to wear 
different clothes and talk differently. The children are all 
learning English nowadays. It's a good thing for them, I 
guess, but they don't talk French the same any more. 
They use English words in talking." 

"Yes," puts in Time, "and the old folks used to have 
different tools. Why, when I was a boy, we used to cut hay 
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with great long scythes. Now we use mechanical mowers. 
Have you ever seen a scythe?" 

When we assure him that we have, Time looks ever so 
slightly disappointed. 

"Do they use mowers in Ontario?" 
"Yes," I answer, and his expression becomes perplexed. 

"What we want to do here," I add, "is to ask some of the 
old folk to tell us all about the way people lived and 
talked when they were young. You, Madame Duchesne, 
you can help us a lot. Would you be willing to let us ask 
you some q ue_stions ?" 

"Oh, now, I don't remember much, you know. I'm 
eighty-three years old." 

George, with his ingratiating ways, soon makes up 
to the old lady. They arrange for a session some time 
later. 

Night has fallen completely now, and we bid our hosts 
good-night. It is half-past nine. 

We crawl into our sleeping-bags, as the rain begins to 
patter on the tent. We lie there in the dark and compare 
1mpress1ons. 

"They don't like les Anglais do they?" says George. 
"Oh, I don't know. They treated us rather nicely." 
"Yes, but we were speaking French with them. What 

they resent is the English-speakers who haven't the 
courtesy even to attempt to speak French with them. 
And they think Ontario is peopled with Anglais of that type. 
That's why they were just a little surprised at us." 

"Well, you can't blame them for that. And yet, Maman 
thought it was a good thing for their kids to learn English. 
Astonishing to find such broadmindedness in people who, 
after all, have no education." 

"Yes," says George sleepily, as the rain settles down to 
�~� steady drumming. In a few minutes he is snoring 
soundly. 



The Long Day 
MAYNARD DABBS 

T HE slithering cable lashed the ties in rhythmic whip­
like motion and sound. With a roar the black mouth 

disgorged the string of cars that it had swallowed a few 
minutes before. The cars went rocking up through the 
gloom and stopped at the lighted scale-house. Then slowly 
clanking onward, they hit the tripper and dumped their 
cargoes into the bin. The coal showered down through 
troughs and poured upon the shaker which shuffled back 
and forth screening it into various assortments of lump­
s1ze. 

Two slate pickers bent over the shaker usually requir­
ing six. The bleak wind whipped up from the valley and 
the two men winced from its pulsations. It swept into the 
steam-clouds rising from the boilers, sending them swirling 
into nothingness up the mountain side. 

"How many men down with the whistle, Sam?" the 
white slate picker asked. He was a tall man, thin, with 
watery blue eyes. Already his bearded, long face was 
smudged with coal dust. 

"Don't know, suh," the black man said. "Not many 
though." 

The man stared for a moment, then turned again to 
picking slate. "Looks like they mean to go through with 
it in spite of hell." 

''I sho hopes not. Look lak a man don' know what to 
do; do he, Mistah Bob?" 

The white man cut his finger on a sharp piece of slate 
and did not answer. He put the finger, numbed by the 
cold, to his mouth and sucked the oozing blood from it. 

"I intended to buy another pair of gloves yesterday," 
30 
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he said, "I just can't make two pairs last the week out." 
"It sho do look dat way." 
They hurried to keep up their work. The dim shadow 

reflected from the mountain towards the east moved 
slowly down the mountain on the west. The wind gradually 
died away. Several hard-faced miners, not wearing 
muckers, walked up the tipple to where they were. 

"So you-all decided not to stick?" one of them growled. 
"Joe, you know I ... it ain't for me to decide, Joe." 
"And you-you scabbin' black bastard." 
"Cap'm I ... I ... uh." The· negro was tense. 
"Why ain't it for you to decide?" the first speaker 

asked. 
"If it was left up to me, I'd stick, Joe. But I'm barely 

making a livin' the way it is. If we strike for a shorter day 
and git it, me and my family'll starve." He turned and 
looked up the mountain side at the little black specks 
against the sky-box-shaped houses with pyramidical 
roofs. A pain waved through his stomach and passed 
against his throat. Tears began to wash a track down his 
weak, blackened face. "They'll soon be another baby at 
my house. If I don't stay on the job, the company'll run 
me out of the house. Then what could I do?" . 

The muscles of the other man's face knotted. "How do 
you figure we are goin' through it, flowing with milk and 
honey?" His eyes flashed angrily. 

Just then the company deputy came up the tipple be­
hind them. He approached in a sort of a half sneak and half 
swagger with his hand close to his pistol. 

"All right, boys, what's it all about? Break it up. Come 
on. This is no place to hold a meetin'." 

The men began to back away. 
"We'll see you no good sonszabitches," one said. 
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"Don't worry, boys," the deputy assured. He walked 
down the tipple at a distance behind the others. 

The two men turned quickly to the shaker and resumed 
work. It had kept running during the conversation. Some 
of the fine meshes of the upper screen had become clogged 
and Sam reached under to unstop them. Before he realized 
it, the shaker caught him and jerked him into its base. 
The steel screen began to grate the flesh from his face and 
arms as it shifted back and forth over him. The cross­
beams were crushing his bones. He cried out in agony. 

Bob saw the wild face of the negro through the screen 
but did not grab him to pull him out. Intuitively he 
dashed through the haze of coal dust and threw the switch. 
The shaker stopped. Two men who heard Sam's cry came 
running and pulled him out. He was bleeding profusely. 
His clothes were shredded and his flesh was cut and ground. 
As the two men carried him down the tipple his head was 
hanging back and he was crying, "Oh, Lawdy, Thank 
you, Mistah Bob. Oh thank you, Mistah Bob. Please 
Lawd, please." 

Again and again the cars rumbled overhead and 
dumped. An endless rain of coal fell upon the shaker. At 
intervals came the grinding sound of drums in the engine 
room, the hissing of steam, a metallic clink about the 
tipple. The shadow of the west mountain shifted across 
the tipple and climbed the east mountain very slowly. 
Bob tried to brood about Sam, but he was too busy doing 
the work of both men. The wind had risen again and his 
body did not generate enough heat to counteract the 
needle points that pricked his skin. 

He worried about how the striking miners would feel 
toward him. He felt that he would be ashamed to meet 
one of them. But he had five hungry mouths to feed and 
five bodies to clothe. Soon there would be another. He 
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thought of going somewhere else for a job. After studying 
about it, he decided there was no hope for better anywhere 
else. He knew nothing but the mines. It was the same, or 
worse, wherever he went. There was no release. He was 
bound to the tipple. At sundown he left it there and 
dragged himself home. His sleep was burdened. His 
conscience seemed to be pulling him back to work. He was 
not one self but two. And when he arrived at the tipple 
each morning one self reunited with his other self and he 
started the same day over again. 

The whistle blew for quitting time and the mine became 
silent. Bob started toward the little black specks against 
the sky. Half way up he met several men. Some of them 
were the same hard-faced men who had talked to him on 
the tipple that morning. 

"You scabbin' bastard." 
"But, boys, the doctor bill. Joe, you know I ... " 
A man hit him across the head with the butt of a pistol. 

His knees sagged and he fell to the ground. Another man 
kicked him a heavy blow in the ribs and he rolled into the 
gulley, face down. Blood ran through his hair, down his 
face, and trickled into the gulley. They stood looking at 
him. 

"I guess he just can't help it. Wasn't for him to decide 
nohow." 

"Naw. Don't s'pos'e it was, at that." 
The men walked on down toward the mine. 



The Dog-Star 
FRED R. THOMAS 

RHU glanced upward at the darkening sky and quickened 
his pace. 

"Come," he said to the man who followed him, bearing 
a large bundle upon his shoulders. 

Although the two men had been for some moments on 
their journey up the mountain, the forbidding gray walls 
of the temple appeared hardly nearer than when they had 
started, even though the ships in the harbor far below 
seemed mere toys as they lay moored to the rotting piles 
of the wharf. 

"Khol-Dhijja is angry," said the man after a time. 
"Yes." 
Rhu spat blood through his swollen lips, and painfully 

shifted the weight of the sack on his shoulders. His com­
panion grunted, and occasionally cursed softly as his foot 
caught a stone and sent it spinning down the mountain­
side. 

"The wind is rising, and the foam of Khol-Dhijja's 
wrath is upon the sea," the man said, motioning toward 
the whitecaps. "Smoke is coming from the mountain." 
He shuddered. 

"Yes." 
Rhu lifted the hem of his robe to avoid a scrubby thorn 

bush, and pursued the difficult ascent with added vigor. 
Far out upon the ocean could be seen the sails of several 
fishing vessels running before the wind as they attempted 
to make harbor before the storm. 

At length they reached the temple, which stood on the 
edge of a cliff near the cone-shaped summit of the moun­
tain. Rhu knocked at the heavy gate, and presently it 
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opened sufficiently for them to enter. Rhu led the way 
across a courtyard and into the cellar of a low building, 
where he set down his burden and motioned to his com­
pamon. 

"Put them here." The man obeyed, and was conducted 
back to the gate. 

"I must hasten," he said, gazing upward, "for the storm 
is coming. Already there is lightning in the sky." 

"Yes, you must hasten. Farewell!" 
"Good-day." 
Rhu bolted the gate, and as the man's footsteps faded 

into the distance, he crossed the courtyard and re­
entered the building. He walked a short way down the 
corridor, stopped at a door, and knocked. 

"You may enter!" 
Rhu went in, and bowed to an aged man who sat by the 

window with a parchment spread before him. 
"Good afternoon, Father Gahnd." 
"Ah, you have returned, my son," said the high priest, 

without looking up from his work. "Did you bring the 
articles for which I sent you?" 

"Yes, Father." 
"And how is my friend, the fish merchant?" 
"His health is excellent, Father." 
"That is good. And Dhul, the carpenter?" 
"He is well." Rhu sank wearily into a chair, and leaned 

against the wall. A silence of some moments followed, 
during which the scratching of Gahnd's pen was the only 
sound in the room except the distant pounding of the surf. 

"What is wrong, my son?" 
"Wrong? Nothing." 
"But you are not your usual talkative self." 
"The load was heavy, and the path is steep. I am tired." 



36 THE SOUTHWESTERN JOURNAL 

"Tired? You? Ha! You usually revel in the exercise of 
such a journey." 

Rhu made no reply, but gently poked an inquiring finger 
around his battered lips. As the wind shifted, the biting 
odor of sulphur smoke was borne down from the crater 
and a faint rumbling was heard. The old man looked u~ 
from his work, and squinted narrowly at Rhu. 

"C 1· ome, come, my son, you are concea mg something. 
Some problem weighs heavily upon your mind." 

"Nothing, Father, nothing but the memory of that poor 
devil in the fish market." 

"Your face! Your hands! Ho, so it is that again, eh?" 
Father Gahnd shouted, flushing with anger. "So you are 
still such a fool as to listen to that rot! It is no wonder 
that the fires of Khol-Dhijja's wrath are rising within 
the mountain." 

"Perhaps there is something to it, Father. After all-" 
"Enough! Enough, I say! I will tolerate no more of your 

contemptible heresies!" Gahnd's face was contorted with 
rage. With amazing agility for a man of his years, he 
snatched the heavy inkpot from the table and hurled it 
at Rhu. 

"Get out!" he shrieked. "Get out! Get out!" 
Rhu uttered a sharp cry of pain, and lurched to the 

door, flung himself into the corridor, and slammed the 
door behind him. Half-consciously he made his way 
down the hall, and across the courtyard to another build­
ing. Reaching the sanctuary of his own cell, he bolted the 
door and dropped exhausted to his husk-filled pallet. 

Night had fallen when Rhu awakened. He lay for a 
time on his uncomfortable bed, dully reflecting upon the 
events of the day, and presently he stretched his aching 
body, arose, and went to the window. The wall cut by this 
window served both as one side of the building and as part 
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of the outer wall which enclosed the grounds of the 
religious community. _ 

The wind had abated somewhat, and as Rhu leaned 
against the jamb, he was refreshed by the cool sea-breeze 
that drifted through the window, rumpling his hair and 
soothing his welted face. A nimbus of smoke hung about 
the summit of the mountain, lighted against the blackness 
of the sky by the red-orange glare from the crater. 

From deep within the mountain came a rumble like 
the roll of distant kettle drums-like an echo of the angry 
murmuring of the crowd in the market place that after­
noon. Rhu had seen nothing in the man's words to cause 
such insane rage among the people. Indeed, he had stood 
spellbound at the edge of the crowd listening to his 
wonderful stories, just as upon other occasions he had been 
fascinated by similar tales from the bearded lips of others. 

To Rhu's clouded memory it seemed longer than just 
a few hours since, with sickening fear, he had sensed a 
growing change in the attitude of the crowd. An ominous 
muttering punctuated by raucous shouts-then a surge 
toward the speaker. He remembered having made a 
desperate attempt to prevent trouble, having struck a tall 
man who had a knife, having been struck by someone 
else, and trampled by many feet. As he lay in the gutter, 
the mob had passed down the street, dragging their 
victim in the dust. 

Rhu's hands tightened on the window ledge until his 
blood-stained knuckles were white. 

"There was nothing I could do," he murmured to him­
himself, "nothing." 

Presently the storm clouds began to dissolve. In the 
southwest, brilliant Sirius appeared through the haze at 
the summit of the mountain, now shimmering in blue­
white splendor through scattered wisps of smoke, then 
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temporarily hidden from view by patches of darker cloud. 
As Rhu gazed at it, a smile crossed his swollen lips. 

"Perhaps even now that star is shining upon this Man 
of Galilee," he whispered. "If only I could see Him!" 

Rhu drank in the beauty of the star as it stood in con­
trast with the terrifying grandeur of the volcano. For some 
moments he was torn by conflicting emotions; by an innate 
fear of Khol-Dhijja, and by an insatiable yearning for 
love and peace. 

A new expression of determination settled upon his 
face. Turning from the window, he gathered a few articles 
together and carefully tied them into a little bundle. Re­
turning to the window, he thrust his shoulders through, 
lowered himself to the ground, and with his eyes upon the 
star he disappeared into the night. 

In the Name of Charity 
WILLIAM T. LOWE, JR. 

I ASKED the nurse at the desk by the elevator where Dad 
was and she said Room Four Sixteen. There was not a 

sound in the dark corridor as I went down the hall. It was 
pretty late but I had dropped by the hospital because it 
was too hot to go home. I knocked once on the door, 
then pushed it open and walked in. 

Dad and a trained nurse were loading a hypo needle at 
the table by the bed. I stood with my back to the door and 
looked at the man in the bed. He looked ghastly. I knew 
Dad's patient was expected to kick off any time, and I 
wanted to see him out of morbid curiosity. He was another 
of Dad's charity cases he ran across out in the country 
somewhere and brought in to the hospital. 

Dad would go out and get some hick farmer or some­
body who had never had a thing all his life that was sick 
and about to die and bring him into the city hospital. He 
would give him everything; the best food, nurses twenty­
four hours a day, the best service, anything, just to see if 
he couldn't keep life in the man. It was the usual doctors' 
hobby, but when I saw the one he had this time, I thought 
Dad was overdoing it a little. 

In the first place, Dad tried to save and did save people 
who weren't worth it and probably wouldn't want to be 
kept alive. If the person lived, he was sent home from the 
hospital right back to the same dirty little twobit farm 
he came from, back to the same fight to eat he had before, 
and with nothing to make life any easier for him except 
something to tell his mother-in-law about. 

So here was this old man, surrounded by everything 
science and medicine could offer. In a private room he 
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couldn't have paid for in six months. Treated like a 
millionaire. If he lived Dad got a pat on the back from_the 
rest of the medicos and if he died he got the cheap pine 
coffin he was slated for since the day he was born. 

The old man was about sixty and looked at least eighty. 
His hands on the white sheet looked like they were made 
from pieces of dark, knotted hickory, with big veins 
stretched over the back like vines. There were lines around 
his eyes that were sunburned and blackened like the rest 
of his face. And there were new lines around his mouth. 
White lines, dug by the erosion of pain, that hadn't felt 
the heat of the sun and wind over his cotton fields. 

I thought he had gone; then I realized that he was still 
breathing. Dad came over and said he would be at the 
hospital all night and I needn't wait for him. I told him 
I would stick around a while anyway. Not that I thought 
I could help him any, but it was too damn hot to go home 
and go to bed. And there have been many times when I 
have helped him around the place. I like to hang around 
the hospital; I want to be a doc just like Dr. John Wade, 
Senior. 

Dad knew it wouldn't do any good to tell me to leave 
if he wanted to, so when I asked him he started telling me 
about the history of the case and what was the matter and 
what he had done and so on. I am studying medicine and 
he knew I was interested. 

Well, we were standing there talking in low tones by 
the door and the nurse was mixing up some dope for the 
patient when he woke up. He looked over and saw me 
talking to Dad. He sat up in bed. The effort must have 
cost him; he gave a long shuddering groan and sank back 
on the pillow. Dad and I both started forward and went 
over to the side of the bed. 

I thought he had passed out again, but he opened his 
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eyes and stared straight at me. He reached out his hand 
and closed it over my wrist. I was surprised as hell and 
started to draw away. His hand was so wasted away it 
was as light as a dead leaf. He started talking; he thought 
I was his son. He gasped out a lot of stuff about what he 
wanted me to tell his wife and so on. 

I could see it was hard for Dad to tell him that I wasn't 
his son and explain that his son couldn't come right then. 
I guess he had been counting on some sort of stimulation 
like that to help pull him through. 

Anyhow the old man seemed to sink back farther into 
his pillow and he closed his eyes. I started to speak to him 
and tell him, well, tell him something like I would go and 
get his son or his wife or anything he wanted. But Dad 
gave me the high sign so I went out into the hall and 
closed the door. 

The nurse on duty in the hall had rolled out the wagon 
they use to carry bodies upstairs that didn't need the rooms 
any more. She had left it outside the door in the hall. It 
seemed like they were trying to hurry the old man along 
and make him die sooner. I didn't like it somehow. 

Well, it didn't matter. He was going anyhow and he 
would be better off dead. That was the way I thought a 
doctor should look at it. I went down the hall to the 
elevator and got in. It was still hot but I wasn't sweating. 
It had been sort of chilly back there in that room. 

I let myself down to the first floor and padded up the 
hall past the visitors' rooms, dark and silent, to the 
reception desk by the front door. There was a new nurse 
sitting behind the desk in the chair with her feet propped 
on one of the desk drawers she had pulled open. She was 
reading a Liberty. When she heard me coming down the 
corridor, she slid it under the desk and dropped her feet 
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back to the floor. I pretended not to notice it, but I knew 
she was supposed to be reading some medical journals. 

She was one of the new nurses from the nursing school 
in connection with the hospital. As a part of their graduate 
work, they were given jobs in the regular hospital; 
nothing important, just apprentice stuff. I knew this was 
her first night on the desk because she hadn't been there 
the night before. I guess she felt pretty important having 
charge of the receiving desk all by herself-but, Lord 
knows, nothing happens around that place at night. The 
Davis isn't an emergency hospital; all "quick"cases are 
sent to the Palmer on the other side of town. 

The student nurse was a shapely little blonde. That 
stopped me right between the eyes, because most of the 
girls that take up nursing are pretty plain, but this one 
was a knockout. 

She looked up at me and gave me a big smile and said, 
"Hello, Little Doc." I knew she knew who I was when she 
said that, because "Little Doc" is what all the older nurses 
and the doctors around the hospital call me. I got it from 
dogging Dad's heels so much. I was glad she knew who I 
was, because it helps to be known as the son of the biggest 
doc in town, if you know what I mean. 

Well, this little number looked like she wanted to talk; 
so I went over to the desk. I opened the gate and walked 
in behind the desk to show her I had the run of the place. 
And I wanted to get a better look at her, too. 

She was shapely, all right. There was a ceiling fan 
droning away, but it didn't do much good. She had been 
sweating pretty much and all of the starch had melted 
out of her uniform. The dress had lost all its shape, but 
she was still right there, all right. 

Well, we were talking of this and that, or rather I was 
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talking and she was filling in the right answers, when she 
leaned back and crossed her knees and began adjusting 
a garter she wore above her knee. She took her own time 
about it, too. I didn't know whether she did it on purpose 
to attract my attention or not, but she sure had nice legs. 

Then she looked up at me with this look in her eyes that 
can mean anything you want it to. Man, her eyes were 
wide open. She knew what the score was, all right. 

We gossiped for a while and pretty soon I asked her 
what time she got off duty, and she said two in the 
morning and why. I told her I would pick her up at the 
north entrance. I said it in the sort of commanding tone 
Dad uses when he is laying down the law to some of the 
staff, and she said all right. 

Then she changed the subject and started talking about 
Dad and how much she admired him and the work he was 
doing and so on. She was making her play strong all right. 
And she started calling me Johnny. She was talking about 
the nurses' school and what all they did. I knew all about 
it, but I kept quiet and let her go on when this dumb 
kid ran in. 

He came busting in the door and would have run on 
down the hall if she hadn't jumped up and stopped him. 
He was about eighteen and had on a dirty CCC suit. He 
looked like he had travelled a long way, and he was 
panting so he could hardly talk. I could see he was just a 
kid, big for his age. 

She asked him what he wanted and what he meant by 
running into the hospital like that and making a lot of 
noise. She jumped all over him. He was really dumb, he 
had a stupid expression on his face and his mouth hung 
open all the time. He got out something about running 
all the way across town from the other hospital and want-
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ing to see Dad. He was making a lot of noise and sort of 
staggering around in front of the desk. 

Well, the student got horsey and told him to get out. 
That really set him off. He began shouting and slamming 
his hands together in front of her. She turned on all her 
authority and threw a scare into him. She told him he 
couldn't see Dr. Wade or anybody else. I was standing 
away from them, and she knew I was watching her. 

She told him he was drunk, and if he didn't clear out, 
she would call a cop and have him put in jail. He stood 
there and stared at her with the sweat running down his 
face and his mouth hanging open and scared stiff. She 
went over and picked up the telephone and acted like she 
was going to call the police. I knew it was just a bluff, 
but he didn't. He made an animal-like sound in his throat 
and went back out the door. 

She turned around to me and made some crack about 
the things nurses have to put up with and how to handle 
drunks like that. I said, "Yeah, sure," and started out into 
the hall. She wanted to know where I was going. 

Well, I was interested in the kid and was wondering 
what it was all about. So I ran my hand down her back 
and said I was going to get some gas for my car and would 
see her at two. She went back and fished out the Liberty 
and I left. 

I found the kid sitting in the middle of the steps to the 
hospital. He was crying his eyes out. Seeing a guy cry 
always rattles me. He really looked pitiful sitting there in 
the moonlight that late, crying. He was sobbing so his 
whole body shook. I could see he was getting hysterical 
and going out of his head. 

I grabbed him by the shoulder and slapped him across 
the face twice as hard as I could. He flinched from the 
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blows like a horse. He stopped crying and looked at me. 
He jerked me by the arm and his grip was like a vise. 
I thought I was in for a fight. Anyhow, I hit him again 
and he turned loose of my arm. 

Well, I made him quiet down and drug it out of him. 
He wasn't drunk. At first all I could get was, "They said 
the Old Man's dying and I got to see him." He was the 
son of the old man up stairs. He had been in a CCC camp 
twenty miles outside of town. Somebody sent him word 
that his father was dying, and he took French leave and 
beat his way into town to see him. 

He got in town late and had gone to the wrong hospital. 
After he finally got straightened out there, he had run all 
the way to the Davis. He hadn't had a thing to eat since 
morning and was panicky and rattled as hell. 

Well, to make it short, I overrode the nurse's authority 
and took the kid in through another door. He was so thick­
witted he was afraid to ride the elevator. But he got in 
after I hit him again. It was pretty crude persuasion, but 
it was the easiest way to get him upstairs. For all I knew, 
the old man, I mean his father, might have passed away 
by then. 

I took him in the room where his father was. The old 
man was awake and the boy fell into his arms and started 
crying. I stayed for a while, but I couldn't take it, so I 
backed out of the door into the hall. Pretty soon Dad and 
the nurse came out too and left them alone. 

I used to think charity like that was pretty impossible 
and the results weren't very good. The trouble was that it 
lasted only a little while and didn't do any real good. 
All the patient got was his health back, and that didn't 
seem to mean much to then generally. They usually got 
drunk as soon as they left the hospital anyhow. 

But the kid's devotion and the way he carried on trying 
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to see his father meant something somewhere. Anyhow 
that was reason enough for all the trouble and expense and 
sweat Dad put out. At least I thought so. 

I never have seen that nurse again. I didn't go by for 
her at two. I guess I was out of the mood. She really did 
have nice legs, though. I went home, but I couldn't sleep. 
It was too damn hot to sleep. 

Two People 
GERALD BURROW, JR. 

0 N A side street in the small town of Arlington, 
Tennessee, there stands a large house little different 

from the others. Most of the day on the porch of this house 
there sits an old man silent. He speaks to no one. Passersby 
do not attract his attention. Now and then he gets up and 
walks off down the street. At each corner he pauses and 
speaks to his dog: "Goddam it all, Rab, which way?" 
The old man follows the dog. Eventually they return to 
their porch on the side street. 

Inside the house there is a youngish woman, haggard 
and illkempt. She never stops, but covers the house, 
doing this and that-anything. She is never silent. When 
her children are there, she talks to them, until she 
becomes angry. Then she rages, curses them, and drives 
them from the house. Alone, still she talks, or sings, or 
laughs-all in an ugly voice. 

In Arlington, Tennessee, twenty-five years ago there 
lived a family of three. The woman I remember little; she 
was always al~ne-her husband and daughter hardly 
knew that she was alive. He was my uncle, she his 
daughter, and each summer I went to stay with them. 
Each year, soon after I arrived, the family would move 
to the country from their place in the small town for the 
three hot months. My memory of these long days of hot 
summer forms an image of happiness with few details. I 
was with two people whom I worshiped. 

Cornelia and I got up early each day to ride with the 
man on his trips over the place. We were a wild trio-the 
big, brawny, laughing man and the two mad children. 

47 



48 THE SOUTHWESTERN JOURNAL 

We spent days of feverish activity doing little, followed 
by nights of lying in the dew before the house, looking up 
at the stars. With a child leaned against each arm, the man 
told marvelous tales of lands which he had never seen. 
"You too," he would say, "must go there." 

Sometimes Cornelia would answer quietly, "Yes, I will 
go there." At others, alive with excitement, she would run 
and dance in the tall, wet grass until exhausted. I was not 
like these two people; I could not feel as they did. I could 
imitate their actions and love them. Galloping across the 
fields on horses near wild like' themselves in the day, 
lying and watching the stars at night. 

The summer of 1917 was the most glorious I ever spent 
with them. Cornelia and I were both eight years old. We 
swam in the lake and tramped through the woods for 
hours; we went wilder than ever before. And he was with 
us constantly. The farm was running itself. 

But one day near the close of the summer, he went to 
town alone. Desolate, we waited for him to return. He 
seemed no different that day, but it was the first time he 
had ever gone without us. When we had found that he 
was going, we had prepared to go also. We were waiting 
for him out in front of the house, impatient to be gone. 
He came out, rushing with his big strides. He mounted 
his horse, and with a brief "You two must stay here," he 
rode off. Deeply hurt, we hunted desperately for something 
to do. There was nothing with him gone. Late in the 
afternoon he returned, and life was the same as before. 
Neither he nor Cornelia nor I mentioned the trip to town. 
The next week was a repetition of the ones past. We did 
not realize that anything was going to happen. 

One Wednesday evening not long after the trip to town, 
as the man and the two of us lay in the grass, he told us 
the story of ·Galahad and his search for the Holy Grail. 

TWO PEOPLE 49 

And then he told us that he was leaving the next morning. 
He was to visit a distant land and fight for a great ideal. 
At first excited by the nearness of adventure, Cornelia 
went mad with joy; then heartsick because the man was 
going, she wept on the shoulder of the man who was lying 
looking at the stars. 

Early the next morning we rose to bid goodbye to the 
man, but he had slipped away. There were then no fare­
wells for him and the two children. We were left alone 
with a woman who never mentioned to us her husband's 
leaving. The summer dragged to a close. The man, 
Cornelia, and I had gone to war. 

The summer of 1918 I did not go to Arlington. Cornelia 
and her mother were visiting relatives. But the next year 
I went early. He was back. Neither wounded nor decorated 
for heroism, he had returned late in March. The three of 
us would know the same days, and nights of tales even 
stranger now. 

They had already moved to the country when I arrived, 
but everything had changed. There was no more riding 
or tramping or looking at the stars. The man now was 
kindly yet strange. He was around the house most of the 
time but he did not want Cornelia and me with him. At 
time~ he talked to himself. I remember only one thing that 
he said. Over and over again he would repeat, "God, which 
way? Which way?" The girl too had changed. She too 
stayed close to the house. Always she found something 
to do. In the mornings she would clean the house; in the 
afternoons she would begin all over again. She was noisy, 
but she did not talk to her father or to me. She was a 
queer sight, this girl of ten who now looked like a woman. 

The family did not remain on the farm all the summer. 
After about a month they moved back into town, and I 
went home. I have never been back to spend the summer 
since then. They have never been back to the country. 



The Brief Hour of a Tyrant 
JOHN KIER 

T HE little man sits quietly, almost meekly behind his 
big desk. As he fumbles about in his disorderly 

drawer, seeming to be just a sweet, kindly old gentleman, 
we find it hard to believe that in a few minutes he will be 
roaring at us like a Bessemer furnace. The usual stragglers 
have wandered in, and class is about to begin. Then sud­
denly his much-feared but much-expected wrath descends 
tornado-like upon us. "Don't you men know better than 
to leave your Bibles open?" he storms, his few lingering 
strands of white hair swirling violently as he pounds 
thunderously upon the desk. "How many times do I have 
to tell you, HUH?" During the ensuing banging of books, 
he distributes wrinkled and mussy sheets of yellow paper 
for the usual daily test. 

As he slowly scribbles the questions on the board while 
we vainly attempt to decipher them, someone wants to 
know what he means in number three. Turning quickly, 
he confronts the class, his face suffused with rage and once 
more begins his fearful tirade, extolling lowly freshmen as 
perfect examples of jackasses. As we patiently listen, un­
able to write or even think during the tremendous com­
motion, we gather that he definitely will not as long as 
he lives explain a single one of his questions. "You dum­
mies," he shrills, his face screwed up so that he reminds 
one of a wailing little boy who has just dropped his ice 
cream cone. 

Soon the papers are handed in, during which process he 
continues to lament over our pathetic state which, he says, 
was all caused by our nice lady teachers in high school. 
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"Jimmie," he mocks, in a sweet feminine voice, "is such a 
dear boy. I'm sure he knew that question, so I'll just give 
him a hundred anyway." Then in a very different and very 
masculine tone he ejaculates a loud and disgruntled, 
"Bah!" 

Upon his asking who led the Jews out of bondage, a 
voice from somewhere in the back of the room pipes up, 
"Oh, Aaron or somebody." 

"Yeah, yeah, Aaron or somebody," the venerable old 
gentleman derisively mimics, sucking desperately to keep 
his upper plate in place. "Why, men, can't you see .. . 
Aw, shucks. You're just· like that old Negro man ... " 
With that he lapses into his favorite and more than twice~ 

• told tale. 
It seems that an ancient colored man was asked the 

name of our first President. He immediately replied that 
it was Booker T. Washington. When told of his error, the 
darky nodded, "Y as-suh, well, Ah knowed he wus one uv 
'em Washington boys anyhow." Then he raves on, "Why 
men, don't you see that's just the way you act. Won't 
you ever grow up. Aw ... " 

Picking up his ever-present map stick, the old fellow 
shambles from behind the desk and attempts to pull down 
one of the stubbornly refusing maps. One can almost hear 
his joints creak as he laboriously stretches upward, vainly 
trying to snare the one he wants. Finally, after consider­
able effort and much confusion, he seizes it and jerks it 
sharply down, his rather plump middle region heaving 
furiously from the exertion. At this point it is pure folly 
to interrupt him since he wields the light stick with con­
siderable vigor when aroused, and unwary students are 
courting disaster to excite him. 

About this time some weary lad pulls out a watch and 
gazes longingly and intently at it. The tyrant immediately 
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ceases his lecture and in the expectant silence that results 
asserts sweetly, "Well, now, isn't that fine. The little bo; 
has a watch. Come on sonny, show it to the class ... Aw 
shucks!" Now thoroughly aroused, he is off again on one 
of his fiery orations, interspersing it with bon mots and 
rather bedraggled anecdotes at which we feebly and 
politely snicker. 

However, we are saved by the bell, whose cheerful clang 
is then heard. As we scramble madly out, the last scene 
that meets our eyes is that of a quiet little old man, stand­
ing with his hands on his desk, all the anger of a few 
minutes ago completely vanished. We wonder, though, if 
he isn't still musing over how he will ever be able to teach 
anything to such blockheads. 

Five Period Pieces On Love 
H. R. HOLCOMB, JR. 

Had we loved in an age that's past, 
Pearls in words I would have cast 
Before your feet, and felt no shame­
But no praises now: the Time's to blame. 

In Provence, we'd played at Courtly Love, 
You proud, I moaning to gods above, 
For succor from Eros' binding dart 
Which flew from your eyes to pierce my heart. 

With ten years past, you'd still be cold 
And I still trembling to be so bold 
As to urge a sensuous consummation, 
Though our love had no spiritual aspiration. 

And in Eliza's bustling day, 
Through enameled meads we'd picked our way, 
My conceits doing scant justice 
To your coral lips and eyes of amethyst. 

But when a learned fool sat on the throne, 
Metaphysics in love would set the tone; 
The charnel house would shade your skin, 
Intermingling our love with God and Sin. 

If you did cry, you would but cry 
Tears of rich, strange alchemy. 
Each drop would become a globe, the Earth, 
And mirroring you, take on its worth. 
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When our Oh-God-so-painful Earth 
Became a dream of Platonic birth, 
Amid shadowy forms your Soul I'd see, 
The one white gleam from all Eternity. 

In Nature's naked Beauty I'd rediscover 
Praises fit for an ethereal lover, 
The You in you is what I'd hallow, 
You bewitched by my tubercular pallor. 

Thus had we loved in other days, 
'T would not be hard to sing your praise, 
But courtly making is out of season 
In a neurotic age of castrated Reason. 

So with conceits and philosophies invalid, 
And the movie technique become too pallid, 
I'll admire with a glance, and still my voice. 
Mr. Eliot has left me no other choice. 

On Homer's Blindness 
WILLIAM MCBURNEY 

Seven years Ulysses lived with the nymph Calypso fair, 
Who gave him honeyed wine to drink and pillowed him 
On her golden hair. 

But still he yearned with all his mind 
For island home and aging wife-so Homer says: 
But he was blind. 

No Parking 
WILLIAM MCBURNEY 

Where are you going, my pretty maid? 
I'm going to walk home, sir, she said. 

It's a far, far walk to your smug little bed. 
I'd rather still walk home, she said. 

Well, climb back in, my miss, he said, 
And home, straight home, you'll go instead. 

May all your children have knock-knees 
And long, long tails, my chilly breeze. 

'Twill be a high, dry day with lots of rain, 
Ere i ask thee for a date again. 
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Milton and Me 
GERALD BURROW, JR. 

My dear, dear, dear Mr. Milton 
The other day I read your verse 
Without the least, least, least, little joy 
In lines that went slow as a hearse. 

You said, 
"Ah, woe is me, 
I'm twenty-three, 
No hope for me-
0 tragedy!" 

My dear, dear, dear, dead Johnnie, 
How very unlike you I am, 
With my deep, deep, deep, deep yearning 
For years that weren't worth a damn. 

You Name It 
THOMAS NATHAN PAPPAS 

I ain't dead, an' I ain't livin'. 
I ain't drunk, an' I ain't sober. 
I don't know what the hell I is. 
Does you know? Jus' think it over. 
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Can the South Finance Its Industry? 
JOHN B. MCFERRIN, JR. 

FROM the standpoint of the Southerner, the answer to 
the question as to whether the South is the nation's 

number one economic problem, the position taken by 
President Roosevelt, or the nation's number one economic 
opportunity, as suggested by Fortune, will be materially 
influenced by the availability of local funds to finance 
further development of Southern industry. If local funds 
are available, the development of Southern industry might 
well go forward on a basis that would primarily aid the 
South. If outside funds have to be relied upon, the taking 
advantage of the South's economic opportunities might 
well result in the enrichment of those providing the capital 
with the South being benefited only incidentally. This 
has been essentially our position since the Civil War with 
the result that the South has an economic relationship 
with the East analogous to that of a colony with the 
mother country. The Civil War destroyed in one way or 
another a considerable part of our capital. And since 
productivity is dependent in large part upon capital, this 
destruction of our capital placed us in a decidedly dis­
advantageous position relative to the rest of the country. 
The nation's tariff policy and freight rate structure have 
been, and are, artificial barriers effectively preventing us 
from making any great headway in improving our position. 

There may be other factors which have had the same 
effect as those mentioned, but regardless of cause or 
causes, the South is poor. All estimates of national wealth 
and income bear out this statement. A few figures will be 
sufficient to indicate the extent of this poverty. The 
National Industrial Conference Board in Income Received 
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in the Various States, I92<)-I935, gives the per capita 
income for the United States in 1935 at $432. In no 
Southern state did the per capita income approach this 
figure. In Florida, with the highest reported income, the 
figure was $352, while in Mississippi, with the lowest, the 
figure was $170. Further, it can be said that in no year 
between 1929 and 1935 did the per capita income in any 
Southern state reach the per capita income of the United 
States. From the standpoint of wealth, using the figures 
for 1928 given by Howard W. Odum in Southern Regions 
of the United States, in no Southern state did the per 
capita wealth approach the $2,138 average for the entire 
country and only in West Virginia-if it be classed in the 
South-was it as great as 50 per cent of this figure. 

It is to these fundamental conditions with respect to 
wealth and income that we must look for the basic causes 
of the difficulty of financing Southern industry with capital 
accumulated within the region. These fundamental con­
ditions make themselves felt in a lack of organized 
channels through which Southern industry can seek 
Southern funds. 

For short term funds, industry normally looks to com­
mercial banks and to commercial paper houses. If the type 
of activity is· such that a relatively large volume of sales 
are made on an installment basis, the business may and 
frequently does obtain funds from finance companies. 
While' there are some small Southern finance companies, 
none of them can approach the financial power of the 
giants, such as Commercial Credit Company, Commercial 
Investment Trust, General Motors Acceptance Corpora­
tion, and Universal Credit Corporation, which, while all 
are operating in the South, none by any stretch of the 
imagination can be called a Southern house. Commercial 
paper houses are non-existent in the South. That leaves 
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the Southern commercial banks as the only normal source 
of short term funds accumulated within the South and 
available to Southern industry. To what extent is it 
possible for these institutions to finance a great amount 
of industrial activity in the region? 

Using the figures given for all active banks in the Annual 
Report of the Comptroller of the Currency, a simple com­
putation will reveal that, as of June 30, 1937, total bank 
assets per capita in the "poor" South were $172 as com­
pared with $1,109 for the "rich" East and $475 for the 
entire nation. These figures indicate very forcefully the 
limited resources of Southern banks and their inability to 
finance any great industrial activity. It is the incapacity 
of the Southern banks rather than the unwillingness of 
Southern bankers to lend the funds that must be blamed. 
Comparatively speaking, as of the same date mentioned 
above, Southern bankers appear to have been more willing 
to make the types of loans business men need than bankers 
in other parts of the country. Thus, Southern banks had 
a volume of "other loans"-the classification which in­
cludes the short term unsecured loans and loans secured 
by inventories which business men expect to be able to 
obtain from bankers-equal to 33 per cent of total demand 
deposits while Eastern bankers had slightly less than 17 
per cent and banks in the entire country, 23 per cent. 
Given the resources of the Eastern banks, we might well 
have had a Southern industrial boomlet in 1937. But that 
is to assume a solution to the problem. 

For long term funds, industry normally looks to the 
investment banker to sell its long term securities in the 
open market; or if not large enough to use this channel or 
if other conditions make it desirable, it can look to life 
insurance companies for loans, provided usually, of course, 
that there is something to mortgage. The availability of 
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the services of these agencies in the South is perhaps less 
than that of commercial banks. The . Commercial and 
Financial Chronicle once each month carries a detailed 
account of new securities issued during the previous 
month. An examination of these lists for the four year 
period, 1934-1937, give some almost startling results with 
respect to the proportion of new industrial securities­
that is, securities of all corporations except railroads, 
public utilities, and monied corporations-offered by 
Southern corporations as compared with the national 
totals, and with respect to the amount of new Southern 
issues handled exclusively by Southern investment bankers. 
The figures appear to be significant enough to warrant a 
brief table. 

Year 

1934 .......... . 
1935 .......... . 
1936 .......... . 
1937 .......... . 

Total ......... . 

Total volume of 
new industrial 

securities in the 
u. s. 

$ 64,607 
780,944 

1,697,618 
1,218,213 

Total volume of New Southern 
new Southern securities handled 

industrial exclusively by 
securities. Southern houses. 

(all amounts in thousands) 

$ 2,241 
15,435 
24,057 
24,483 

$ 
None 

935 
2,400 
9,784 

$3,761,380 $ 66,216 $ 13,119 

These figures are perhaps more important for two things 
they suggest than for any facts they conclusively show. 
First they suggest the small amount of funds raised 
through the sale of new securities to be invested in the 
South. New Southern securities amounted to 1.8 per cent 
of the nation's total for the four year period. This is not 
an absolutely accurate statement of the amount of funds 
raised through the sale of new securities and spent in the 
South for issues of corporations engaged in nation-wide 
activities which might well have given rise to funds a part 
of which were spent in the South are not included in the 
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total of Southern issues. Issues sold specifically to finance 
the construction or enlargement of a Southern plant, as 
in the case of several large issues sold by paper companies 
to finance Southern construction, are, however, included 
as Southern issues. 

In the second place, the figures suggest the relatively 
small amount of new Southern securities sold in the South. 
The amounts of new Southern securities handled ex­
clusively by Southern investment houses indicate the 
amount of Southern funds flowing into Southern industry 
through the sale of new securities. Approximately 20 per 
cent of new Southern issues were handled exclusively by 
Southern investment bankers. The actual amount of 
Southern funds invested in new Southern securities is no 
doubt larger for in some cases, though by no means in 
all Southern investment houses marketed a part of the 
other Southern issues. Even with the error from this 
source the fact remains that in spite of the extremely 

' small amount of new Southern industrial issues, the South 
is not -buying a very considerable portion of them, and the 
inference is that it is not in a position to do so. 

Southern life insurance companies are almost equally 
impotent to aid in financing Southern industry. The fact 
has recently been presented before the Temporary 
National Economic Committee that as of December 31, 
1938, life insurance companies domiciled in New York 
and New England owned 74.1 per cent of all life insurance 
company assets. When from the remaining 25.9 per cent 
are taken the assets of companies located in such states 
as Pennsylvania, Ohio, Illinois, and California, the paucity 
of insurance company assets in the South is strongly sug­
gested. A more definite picture may be obtained by ac­
cepting the estimate of the President's committee on the 
economic conditions of the South that Southern insurance 
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companies have $756,000,000 of assets, or about 2.6 per 
cent of the total assets of American life companies. 

This brief survey of the facilities of Southern commercial 
banks and life insurance companies and of the operations 
of Southern investment bankers leads to only one answer 
to the question given as a title to this paper. Under exist­
ing conditions, the South cannot finance a great industrial 
expansion without obtaining aid from outside sources 

' aid which has all too often been available only when there 
was present some chance for exploiting the region. It may 
be worthwhile to repeat that it is not the lack of banks 
and insurance companies with vast amounts of funds to 
lend that is the fundamental reason for the negative answer 
to our question. These formal channels through which 
funds will flow to industry will be made available as soon 
as there are sufficient funds to justify their existence. And 
an increase in the amount of available funds will depend 
upon the success which the South meets in its efforts to 
make itself-shall we say ?-less poor. To aspire to be rich 
can come later. 

The Tree 
MILDRED NOCE 

JEANNINE thought it a delightful feeling to let her 
stockings slowly slip to her ankles and then flutter 

around her feet. They made such pretty ripples going 
down. Wouldn't it be Heaven not to hear Sister Am­
brosine's sharp "Roll your stockings up; this is a school 
for young ladies, not hoodlums." Spring would soon be 
here, and if no one had to wear stockings, they could all go 
barefoot on the soft new grass. Jeannine seemed to feel 
the coolness of the grass which was always so thick around 
the tree . . . The tree . . . 

She forgot about the stockings. Now she couldn't get 
the tree out of her mind. Somehow she was a little afraid 
of it, so gaunt and leafless. If only spring would come, 
then it would seem more friendly. But it wasn't exactly 
a friendly tree; it gave her a feeling of awe. Since her last 
wish had come true, she was even more sure of the tree's 
power. Yet it was a sin to believe such things ... it was 
... it must be true. She was getting sleepy. 

Now the lights were out, and the bumpy lumps of 
twenty pillowed heads made shadows on the wall. 

The quiet before going to sleep was nice and comfort­
able. She felt her ring on her finger; it was the last night 
for a long time that she'd be wearing it. The ring, hair 
ribbons, ice cream, chewing gum-they were all going for 
Lent, and tomorrow was Ash Wednesday. It must be a 
good Lent, because Mother Superior had just told her 
that she had been very good, and she must keep it up if 
she wanted to be in the Carnival. It was funny the way 
Mother Superior looked when she said it. Her face was 
dark and crinkly, and the bristly black hairs on her lip 
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looked like a moustache. She was so old ... older than 
Sister Cecelia who had been older than anybody. 

Mass the next morning was very solemn as they all 
went up to get ashes. Jeannine, with her hair tightly 
braided and ribbonless, knelt in the shadows and prayed 
very hard. She prayed for everyone: for Papa and Mama: 
"Oh, please don't let them worry about me, and make me 
be good;" for Sam, the gardener, and Toto, his dog; for 
Annette, for Sister Theresa, even for Sister Ambrosine 

' then particularly for Mother Superior: "Please don't let 
her need the doctors any more." Then she prayed for 
Doris. "Oh, my goodness! Doris Levy getting ashes!" 
What would her granny say? She wondered if they had 
ashes in the synagogue and if Doris's granny would let 
her get converted. The last bell rang, and the last Hail 
Mary was said. They all filed out to breakfast. 

Jeannine had scarcely finished breakfast and made her 
bed when the bell rang for classes. If only there could be 
just one day with no classes! She didn't want to pay at­
tention, and drawing was so much fun. A note was 
quickly passed to Annette who, receiving her orders, 
posed with her chin on her hand, a pencil behind her ear, 
and her little black-rimmed glasses on the tip of her nose. 
But Sister Gregory's sharp eye soon detected the mischief. 
"Jeannine, march up this aisle and bring your paper ... 
Aha, if you are such an artist, perhaps you can be a woman 
of letters, too. Write a three-hundred-word letter of 
apology before the end of the hour." 

Oh, my goodness, a letter. Last time she had had to 
write lines of Latin, and that was bad enough. It made 
you have to concentrate so hard ... It was going along 
well now. "I know my Mother and Father saved their 
money and made sacrifices so that I could come to this 
wonderful convent. They wanted me to learn something 
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and not waste my time and be a dumbell all my life." 
Finally the bell rang, and Jeannine walked out saying 
seriously, "Sister, here's a letter that will bring tears to 
you eyes." 

At recess they all gathered under the tree. The word 
went around; Doris had told Sister that she really wanted 
to be converted, though Sister just said she mustn't tell 
her grandmother such things. But anyhow, she wanted to. 
Perhaps they should tell her about the tree. Ash Wednes­
day would be a good time; it ought to work. It was agreed 
to tell her that very afternoon. 

Looking at Mother Superior made Jeannine tremble a 
little. Maybe there wasn't anything to the tree. The girls 
from junior hall were playing under it now. Toto barked 
at squirrels that ran up it, and Sam said it was going to 
be cut down, because it had gotten too old, and it might 
fall down. If Mother Superior found out, she'd scold them 
severely and say, of course, it wasn't true. She could just 
look at you and you felt as though she could see every­
thing inside. Well, she didn't know_, and why should she? 

At last three o'clock came. They'd have to hurry up, 
because the sky was clouding over, and the sun had to be 
shining for it to work. Doris was there, and they told her: 
"Walk three times around the tree with your eyes shut, 
and make a wish." It was rather hard, but you could man­
age if you walked with one hand against the tree's large 
trunk and picked your feet up high so as not to stumble 
over the roots. They all wished once, that is, all except 
Jeannine. She had wished this morning ... wished they 

, would have a special day, besides Sunday, with no classes. 
Now, after all the things she had said in the letter to Sister 
Gregory, it seemed very foolish; so she wouldn't let her­
self wish again. 

The clouds made the sky so dark that they all came in 



A Splicing Back Yonder 
MAYNARD DABBS 

j\ BOUT two o'clock the bell of the church in the grove 
fi rang out glad tidings. Surreys, buggies, hacks, 
wagons, horses, people, and mules had swarmed into the 
grove. Outside the church people standing in groups 
shifted restlessly from one foot to the other and glanced 
expectantly up the road. Inside, people craned their necks 
for the appearance of the bride and groom. Then, driving 
a fine horse and buggy down the mill-road came the bride 
and blushing groom. Not finding a hitching place in front 
of the church, they drove around to the back under a 
heavy barrage of eyes. As Harvey Jenkins took Viny 
Potter's hand to help her from the buggy, a peculiar sound 
reached his ears from somewhere down the mill-road. It 
sounded like the successive firing of many muzzle loaders. 

When the repeated sounds did not cease but grew louder 
and nearer, inquiring eyes began to strain down the mill­
road. Eyes peered uneasily from the church windows and 
door. The unceasing sounds grew louder and louder. Mules 
and horses pricked up their ears, whinnied, and stamped 
about under the trees. Now and then a man hollered, 
"Ho boy! ... who-o-ah !" trying to quiet his animal with­
out running to him, so that he could stand and satisfy his 
curiosity as to what was coming. Through the rows of 
trees along the road, dust could be seen boiling up, and the 
constant shooting noises sometimes grew spasmodically 
and then slowed down to a steady staccato firing. 

"What on earth is that thing?" a man yelled. 
"A man on something bigger'n a bicycle and raisin' 

more hell'n a cotton gin!" shouted another. He was stand-
68 
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ing on the top church step with his neck stretched like a 
listening snake. 

The shooting machine crossed the creek bridge and 
swept into full view like a storm. A chorus of "Whoa's !" 
sounded out as men ran to calm their horses and mules, 
slashing about the trees to which they were tied. The two­
wheeled vehicle popped along with a smooth orderly 
firing on the hard section of road up the hill. As it came 
in front of the church it hit a sand bed and darted like a 
scorpion. The rider sailed over the handlebars and the 
shooting became a roar. The spinning back wheel threw 
a spray of sand, and fire belched out of a long pipe. A 
barrage of hoof beats sounded behind the church as horses 
and mules snapped their hitching reins and stampeded. 
They ran in all directions with men after them. One horse 
ran into a tree and tore a wheel from a buggy. Two mules 
busted through a rail fence and trotted so fast that the 
wagon bed jolted up over the bolsters and dropped into a 
cotton patch. A stallion ran through a cemetery fence 
with a hack, the hack jumping graves like a grasshopper 
and knocking down several tombstones. Finally the 
stallion leaped the back fence with only the shafts behind 
him. 

There was such a dust about the thrown driver that he 
was hardly visible, but he could be seen struggling to get 
the roaring machine upright again. He appeared none too 
expert in the handling of it, because as he straightened it 
up the wheels made traction and it shot forward spurting 
from one side of the road to the other with its would-be 
rider running and leaping at its side in a sheet of sand. 

When all eyes had been attracted towards the popping, 
Viny lifted her white lace dress by the ruffies and ran with 
little ducksteps towards the front of the church, leaving 
Harvey to hold the horse. Of late she had caused much 
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gossip at quilting parties and log rollings because of her 
traipsing about with a wild city blade who made her break 
her engagement every time she renewed it with Harvey. 
She stood by the church watching the man struggle to 
gain control of his strange vehicle. Suddenly her eyes 
quivered almost shut and then widened. 

"It's Ru pert!" she cried, "It's Ru pert on the Excelsior!" 
Harvey had been watching Viny from the corner of his 

eye as he nervously unhitched the horse. When she called 
the name, his spirits fell. He had managed to hold the horse 
during the uproar until now when the Excelsior bounded 
across the gulley which separated the church property 
from the mill-road. It threw the driving belt and roared 
like a tornado. The horse bolted away, Harvey holding 
the lines. For a quarter of a mile his legs whipped the tall 
weeds, now well greased by the wagon axles of church 
crowds. When he stopped the horse, he found that his 
wedding suit was ruined. He led the horse down to the 
mill-pond and tied him. Then he went down to where the 
water poured from the dam, took off his suit, and scrubbed 
his trouser legs until they were foamy. He stared at the 
gurgling water swirling around the rocks and wished he 
could jump in and be swept away. He wondered why he 
wanted Viny, ~nd Viny wanted Rupert, and why Rupert 
wanted to make a fool of him. He tried to think. 

One bright Sunday morning the voices of Sacred Harp 
Singers resounded from the little white church in the grove. 
Long before meeting time, the "Do-do-do-do-so-fa-mi­
do's" began and grew in volume. Farmers with their 
families arrived steadily until the grove about the church 
was thick with farm animals and vehicles. Buggies, wagons, 
and hacks stood all about, while mules and horses drooped 
sleepily in the shade of trees. Occasionally a horse roused 
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from his stupor and slung his head viciously at a pestering 
gnat, or a mule swished his tail and flung a hoof to rid 
himself of a blood-sucking horse fly. As the morning 
lengthened, the sun beat down on the grove. 

Deep in the cool of the trees stood a young man with 
one foot on his buggy step. On his lifted knee he held a 
shiny derby while he fidgeted with a bright red bow-tie. 

A black horse came pounding into the grove pulling a 
buggy in which was seated a young farmer wearing a 
checked peg-top suit. A cap to match it covered his mat 
of red hair. 

"Who is that?" asked a third man, walking from behind 
the church. He had come down from the county seat as 
a side-kick for the one who wore the derby. 

"Aw, that's old Harvey Jenkins. Jist a feller that loves 
farmin'. He's plowed so much he can smell a mule's breath 
and tell what size collar he wears." 

When the meeting broke for dinner, Harvey Jenkins 
walked down the steps with Viny Potter. He sniffed the 
spring air and felt that he could break more new-ground 
than any man alive. Boys were fastening on their pants 
guards and straddling away on bicycles. People in groups 
were walking in both directions, up or down the mill-road, 
some barefoot and carrying their Sunday shoes under 
their arms to keep from soiling them with dust. Then 
Viny saw something that made her gasp. 

"Rupert Paine! Oh Rupert, I'm proud to see you!" She 
ran out under the trees. 

Harvey fell against the nearest tree 1and 
1
buried his 

head in forearms. Rupert assisted Viny into his buggy and 
rasped his horse. As the horse plunged forward he steered 
the buggy close enough to grease the seat of Harvey's 
pants with the hubs. This was a keen delight to those who 
stood watching. On two wheels the buggy inscribed an 
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arc around the tree. The narrow tires gashed the ground 
and raised a cloud of dust. 

Peg Cranford, the skinny miller, hopped over to Harvey 
and shook him. They talked a little, then got into his 
buggy and drove away. 

That afternoon, the people who had gone home to dinner 
began to gather back into the grove. Viny and Rupert 
got out of his buggy and walked towards the church. A 
burst of hoof beats suddenly broke the peaceful a tmos­
phere. A black horse catapulted down the hill with hoofs 
and mane flying like something that appears in a drunk­
ard's dream. He hurdled the gulley, snorting, and the buggy 
bounced into the air, clearing the ground several feet. 
Harvey leaned out over the dash-board with the lines in 
one hand and switching the horse with the other. The 
wind blew his hair back like a spearhead. 

"Look out, they're drunk!" somebody yelled. 
Before Rupert and Viny realized what had happened, 

the panting horse was upon them. Rupert cringed from the 
hot breath and Viny wilted to the ground. The buggy 
pitched up on two wheels and the iron steps made a 
vibrant whine. It skidded sidewise fifteen feet and a 
stifling dust exploded into the air. Taking turn about, 
several women screamed and fainted. Peg lay coiled up 
in the folds of the buggy top, his hickory legs pointing 
straight up. 

"Confound, buddy, this high life is killin' me!" he 
yelled. 

Harvey was s1ttmg on a rock with half his clothes off 
when Peg looked down at him. 

"It ain't no use, Harve. She's up thar marryin' Rupe 
Paine, right now." , 
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Harvey slowly turned his face up toward Peg. His eyes 
had a tired, dazed look. 

"I ain't a-mind to worry nary nother bit, Peg. That 
Viny's nearabout run me crazy. I ain't aimin' to worry 
nary nother bit." 

"I said it ain't no use. She's up thar marryin' Rupe this 
very minit." 

Harvey braced up as though he had drunk a big gourd 
full of cold freestone water. 

"What! . . . Whoopee! . . . Wha-oo-pee !" 
Peg glanced towards the church and the people were 

coming out. He feared that some of the best members 
would come down there and find Harvey with his clothes 
off. They were already looking. 

"Whooooo-pee !" 
Buck naked, he leaped up the bank like a frog and 

streaked towards the horse. He untied him and sprang 
upon his back. 

"Wha-00-0-pee !" 
The church people seemed thunderstruck. The horse 

m'ade a running-go and dove towards the water. Harvey's 
hair, the horse's mane and tail lifted upwards as they 
hurtled downwards. The reins trailed after them through 
the air. Twenty feet from the bank, man, horse, their 
shadows, and water all came together with a splash. 
Harvey's last "Whoopee" was echoed by shrieks and 
yells from the church. Women began to keel over, hus­
bands and lovers leaped to them and began to wield 
palm-leaf fans, and unattached males bounded away to 
the mill-pond. Harvey and the horse rose to the surface 
churning a white foam in the greenish water. 

"Harve, what'n hell!" yelled Peg. 
They headed upstream, waves broadening triangularly 

toward each bank. The horse kept his head high above the 
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":ater and swam in lunges. Harvey clung to his mane and 
his feet knocked the water like a steam propeller. 

"What'n earthly hell!" shouted Peg. 
Feet came flapping to a stop at the edge of the bank. 

The men were breathing heavily. 
"Some say they call that damned contraption a motor­

cycle." 
"I'll kill the next man that brings one into this neighbor­

hood." 
Peg tore out in a hopping run up the bank hollering 

"Wh ' h ' ' at n un oly hell! ... Harve! ... Harve!" 
The horse and rider rounded the bend faster and faster. 

They went sloshing from view behind the mill-house, and 
the men stood looking in their wake. 

William Faulkner and Verbena 
GEORGE GAGE 

EVERYONE and no one knows what romant1c1sm is. 
Well, as for Faulkner, besides being an analyst of 

psychopaths, a master of horrors and cruelty, an untiring 
experimenter, he is a romanticist; or at least he is sub 
specie by way of the recurrent warmth with which he 
assumes, inverts, and discolors the fictional antebellum 
tradition. 

When a writer's name becomes an adjective, the word 
implies either a recognizable style or a tonic series of sub­
jects and mannerisms. "Faulknerian" is quite current and 
familiar, but as customarily applied, it is an understate­
ment of the temperament and language norm of the novels 
and short stories. Since Sanctuary, The Sound and Fury, 
and the critical essays "School of Cruelty," "Literature 
of Horror," "Nightmare Literature of William Faulkner," 
a heavy left-hand has been applied to the term, approxi­
mating a fixation or system of connotations of the gro­
tesque and sensationally horrid, built up through de­
rivative and experimental devices. The cruelty and horror 
are certainly present and thematic, carrying the burden 
of the action. That the result fails to provide tragedy and 
catharsis, as critics have suggested, is no fault in con­
struction; to expect such serious passion and conflict is 
to be unaware of the cold comedy, the diabolic humor 
which forms and controls Faulkner's cult of the ugly. 
But relief of some kind is necessary, and it is frequently 
supp lied by a softer side of regionalism. 

"Aberration" is a journalistic tag for Faulkner's dis­
tinctive characters-Temple Drake, Darl, Sutpen, Mrs. 
Powers, the wild Sartorises. The tag seems also to be 
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appropriate to the Faulknerian South and to his treatment 
of the Southern romantic mirage. In building abnormal 
characters Faulkner has proceeded directly, for the con­
ditions of normalcy may be assumed (i.e., the idiot is the 
narrator for the first section of The Sound and Fury). To 
secure a strain, a perversity and contrast in the regional 
scheme, he uses a quiet indirection, first alluding to, then 
vibrating with the sentiments of Southern aristocracy, 
nobility in the blood, gallantry and courage, manners and 
closed society, the plantation scene, and similar traditions 
of the C.S.A. By playing these motifs in counterpoint to 
the figures of "bitchery and abomination," Faulkner 
works out an emotional shock to outlast a purely realistic 
study. 

There are no traces of romantic nostalgia, sympathy or 
irony in As I Lay Dying and in The Sound and Fury, 
belonging, as they do, to the "hogs:--ate-grandpappy" and 
general "poor white" genre. On the other hand The Un­
vanquished, note the title, is only a cut higher than stock 
romance. First published as short stories in the Saturday 
Evening Post and other magazines, it follows the picaresque 
scheme of narration; its centers of unification are derived 
from old familiars: devotion and loyalty of a white boy 
and negro to each other; the genteel "Granny" who mixes 
crinoline and manners with horse-stealing; the gallant 
yet irresponsible figure of John Sartoris, who breaks up a 
carpet-bagger election; melodramatic revenge; the mys­
terious Drusilla, fighting for her own female independence 
and fighting, dressed as a man, in the army-Drusilla, 
passionately attracted to the son of her deceased husband; 
a yellow dress and the odour of verbena. 

If the full flower has blown through The Unvanquished, 
Faulkner's latest utilization of the tradition, it was in 
germ in his first book, Soldiers' Pay. This is a "1919" 
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novel, a hybrid of frustration and naturalism. The sha?es 
of the Old South are blocked out by a curious coloration 
of personalities. The protagonista exist on instincti~e 
levels. They are imperfectly realized through the media 
of psychology and bio-chemistry, and when the author 
fails with these methods, he substitutes pathos and 
sympathetic stimuli: Donald Mahon, aviator, returning 
home to die; Mrs. Powers, war widow, in love with Mahon's 
scarred face; Joe, fortress of post-War common sense, 
loving Mrs. Powers for her pity and hopeless devotion to 
Mahon. Disillusion becomes fascinating. 

Sartoris, the novel which seems to be the most typical 
of the author, has the prescribed elements of the Old 
Sou th, though in modification by the very time setting: 
it is of the new, deflowered Sou th, the region now known 
as "The Nation's No. 1 Economic Problem." The new 
cuts across the remnant causing paradox and disintegra­
tion. In the nineties, James Lane Allen was sentimentaliz­
ing upon the breaking up of Kentucky culture (eg., Two 
Gentlemen of Kentucky, The Mettle of the Pasture); blue 
grass, Doric columns and faithful niggers are played i? 
full. Faulkner pretends to expose this sort of senti­
mentality; actually he turns the technical process upside 
down. The themes and scenes are framed with a close 
naturalism colored at times by the "stark realism" for ' . which the author is distinguished; but the large, fi.mshed 
aspect is one of emotional, mental and cultural exhaustion. 
Frustration may be left as an end, but when sentiment 
or feeling is reflected upon it, Weltschmerz, definitely a 
romantic attitude, is a logical consequence. Young Bayard 
Sartoris should have been a hero, but world neuroses per­
mit him only the rank of daredevil. He makes his gesture, 
which is at once pathetic and melodramatic. 

The basis of the plot in Absalom, Absalom is Col. 
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Sutpen's attempts and failures to found a dynasty. Al­
though he is conceived as a vicious enigma, Sutpen is 
allowed sentimental justification in one of the author's 
off moments. The supporting characters follow a gallant 
code of honour, at which social fiction Faulkner takes 
steady ironic cuts; but he makes these characters at­
tractive only through their attempts to follow their noble 
lights. The air is suffocating, yet through the mustiness 
there can be detected magnolia, jasmine, and the swamp. 

Verbena grows by the long verandah. Sometimes when 
the day is hoarse and the night waits for its stealthy im­
potence, there is a light fragrance; it is the remembrance 
of a dream within a dream. 

The -Bishop's Passing 
HILLSMAN TAYLOR, JR. 

Grief down on the corner, 
Brings a black brood 
Around with priests and coroners, 
And long cars that crowd 
Like blackbirds in the yard; 
And nothing is ever heard 
But, do not intrude, 
Do not intrude. 

Clergymen with white scarves 
And their black porkpies, 
Are there in number that proves 
It is the Bishop who lies, 
A picture of health in the hall 
Helplessly awaiting his pall. 
Do not intrude, 
Do not intrude. 

Sleeping Ariadne 
In the Vatican, the Bishop had held, 
Was the only marble statue 
With eyelids in the world. 
Now fondly a coroner takes his place 
Devoutly guarding and watching His Grace. 
Do not intrude, 
Do not intrude. 
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Many, Many Will Come 
WILLIAM MCBURNEY 

T o the south and east, a black fringe of clouds hung 
over the swamp. The rest of the sky was low and 

yellow, reflecting in the ditch by the roadside and giving 
the rice fields a strange yellow-green tint. Miss Eulah 
Landry was tired and walked slowly-a tall flat-chested 
Cajun woman. Once she stopped, and putting her box and 
heavy suitcase down in the dust of the road that lead from 
the village, she placed her hands on her hips and surveyed 
the sky carefully. Noting the yellow glow, she sighed, 
"It gonna rain again, yes." 

About a mile farther on, she stopped in front of a gate­
way almost overgrown with weeds and peered under the 
oak trees that hid the house set some distance back from 
the road. Mopping her face she said, "So, dis is de place 
I will live." She shrugged her bony shoulders. "Well, it's 
more better than no work at all." 

She picked, her way up the long drive. The oyster shells 
hurt her feet and weeds brushed against her legs. In the 
hot gloom under the trees, clouds of mosquitos shrilled 
about her. She was surprised at the size of the house-long 
and sprawled on its flood-water foundations. 

At the backdoor she found a slim mulatto girl sitting 
on the steps fanning herself with a palmetto leaf. Her 
dress was dyed with perspiration down the back and the 
light shone dully on the silver coin tied around her bare 
ankle. 

The girl stood up. "C'jait chaud, ehn?," she said good 
naturedly. "Ai mo pas connais quoi faire. I don' know 
what to do, it's so hot." It was "nigger French" and Miss 
Eulah looked closer. In the yellow reflection she had 
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thought that the girl was white, but she saw that she was 
not-very high tan, but a negro just the same. A poor 
white, she disliked the girl at once and wished that she 
had not come to the back door. 

"You de new lady come to stay wit' Madame, ehn? 
Me, my name Celestine." The girl grinned. 

"I'm Miss Eulah Landry. Where is Madame Blanch­
ard?" 

"Oh, she gone to bed already. She been sick. De swamp 
air was give her a li'l fever. Mais, she better now. She say 
if you come to show you you room and she see you in de 
morning." 

She picked up Miss Eulah's bag and went into the dark 
house. The Cajun woman followed. Inside there was the 
damp mustiness of long closed rooms and shuttered 
windows. Celestine's bare heels thudded softly in the dim 
hallway. She opened a door. 

"This hyuh you room, Madame say." 
Miss Eulah took off her hat and looked around. The 

girl brought a lamp. 
"We too fah out for 'lectricity," she explained, and 

stood watching Miss Eulah take her clothes out of the 
suitcase. 

"W'en you fini, come to de kitchen. Me, I go fix you 
'. " so met mg to eat. 

Miss Eulah, left alone, looked around the room, at the 
big bed with the mosquito bar, the marble-topped dresser, 
the crucifix, the high ceiling. To her it was very grand. 
She turned down the bed and looked carefully. "Ah, c' est 
hon," she murmured. It was clean and there were no bugs. 
Washing her face and hands in the china basin, she went 
down the hall to the kitchen. The rest of the house was 
dark and quiet. 

Celestine was glad to have company. She stood fanning 
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and talking a great deal, partly in Cajun French, partly 
in English. It was lonely to be alone in the big house, she 
said. And now so hot one could not move. No one ever 
came and Madame stayed in her room most of the time, 
especially since the swamp air had given her fever. It was 
bad for one, yes, that swamp air. Madame was very 
particular too. "Dat woman have live too long alone since 
her husban' was die a long time ago." She nodded her 
head for emphasis. 

Miss Eulah ate her supper and said little. It was not 
good, she thought, to talk much with niggers. No matter 
how light they were. She said she was tired and went back 
to her room. Taking off her dusty dress, she braided her 
hair and sat down in a chair by the window to say her 
beads. 

The clouds that she had seen to the south and east 
rumbled faintly, but the rain did not come. The smell of 
the rice fields, of mud and ripening grain was heavy and 
there was the mustiness of the house. When she had 
finished the last decade, she placed the rosary on the 
dresser, blew out the lamp and lay down under the net. 
The darkness and heat made a pressure in the room and 
far off a pumping plant beat like a drum. 

Miss Eulah lay and listened to the hum of mosquitoes 
outside the net. The house was quiet and she could hear 
the blood in her eardrums. She was tired-the train ride 
had been long and the walk from the village quite a 
distance for her. But she was happy. She had just thanked 
the Blessed Virgin for this job. Odalie, her second cousin, 
who worked here before had quit. But she was younger 
and wanted more gaiety-dances and men. Miss Eulah 
was an old maid, poor and past all that. No matter how 
much the old lady fussed or how hard the work was, she 
was glad to have the job. She was used to hard work. She 

MANY, MANY WILL COME 83 

was deciding what to wear in the morning when she was 
lulled to sleep by the hum of the mosquitoes and the 
rhythmic beats of the pumping plant. 

* * * 
Miss Eulah could hear a faint sound of someone 

knocking. It became louder and then when she finally 
woke, she heard Celestine's voice. 

"Miss Eulah, hyuh you cafe. Wake up. It big day 
already.'' 

She brought in the tray and set it on the bed. Miss 
Eulah noticed the silver and the delicate china cup. 
Celestine had already taken Madame her coffee. 

"Madame, she say she see you when she fini dressing." 
When the girl left, she got up and dressed slowly. 

Then she went through the hall to the big front room. 
Inside the house, it was still dark. Miss Eulah noticed the 
closed shutters and heavy drapes over the windows. The 
furniture was shrouded with white covers and stood 
vaguely in the gloom. She went up the carpeted stairs and 
knocked on the door. 

There was a pause. Then a low voice called, "Entrez." 
Miss Eulah opened the panelled door and went into the 
room. Madame Blanchard was standing in front of the 
empty fireplace. Her hair was piled above the white mask­
like face and her white frond-like hands were clasped 
over the black silk of her bosom. There was no sign of age 
in her face and the black eyes were dull. She welcomed 
Miss Eulah politely and asked if she found the room in 
order. She apologized for her illness, gesturing vaguely 
toward the swamp as if to explain everything. 

"Mais, oui, madame, everyt'ing, it is so nice. Me, I 
find myself ver' lucky for the work. Work is so hard to 
get in New Orleans." 

"I am glad," murmured the old woman. "So glad that 
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yo~ are here. Yes, so glad." There was a long pause, then 
Miss Eulah excused herself and went downstairs. 

Celestine was in the kitchen, singing and jangling pans 
noisily. 

"Eh bien," she placed her hands on her hips. "Eh bien 
how you like Madame? Ai, she a queer one, ehn? Wit~ 
dat face paint' white like a Mardi Gras and dat hair so 
black for a woman old like she." 

"She seem' ver' pleasant to me," said Miss Eulah still 
. ' stramed from talking to the old lady. Her feet in the un-

accustomed shoes hurt. 
"Mais oui, oh oui, ver' pleasant when she want. But 

so strange and Dieu Seigneur! when she get mad. J us' 
wait. You gon' see." She threw back her head and 
laughed. Miss Eulah, angered, went back to her room. 

The days passed slowly, weighted down with heat. 
The pumping plant ceased and soon the far-off sounds of 
threshing could be heard from the rice fields. Miss Eulah 
had little to do. She combed Madame's hair in the morn­
ing and sat in her room in the afternoon. The fever, caused 
by the swamp air, lingered, but she refused to stay in bed. 
Miss Eulah tried to talk to her, but there was little to 
say. She was glad when one morning Madame questioned 
her about New Orleans. The old lady's eyes flashed and 
she became very excited. 

"And Pierre's, it is still in the same place? Where was 
it? Oh oui, at Chartres and Bourbon ... Have you by 
chance heard of the Lalauries? They used to live near the 
park. No, you wouldn't of course. It has been a long time. 
A long time. I didn't realize. Yes, a long time." Her face 
settled into its smooth whiteness and her hands were 
quiet on the black silk of her lap. She never spoke of the 
city again and seemed to dislike the woman for reminding 
her of it. 
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The days were dull and filled with sameness. Soon Miss 
Eulah began to ignore Celestine's color. She was someone 
to talk to, to relax with. The two drew together in the 
silence of the house. She helped her with the house­
cleaning because it was something to do and because she 
liked to run her hands over the rich velvet of the chairs 
and the pearl inlay of the old piano. 

Miss Eulah pulled the white cover off the small plush­
lined curio cabinet. 

"Que c' est belle, she sighed. "It mus' have cos' dear." 
"Mais sure, dis furniture Madame brought from 

N'O'leans when she was marry. Dat ol' lady, she was rich, 
rich, 'fore her husban' was die. But her, she los' it all 
trying to farm rice. Her what never comb her hair in her 
life. My maman, she remember when Madame was firs' 
come to dis big house. She was pretty den and dur was 
danses and fetes hyuh. A, yi," Celestine grunted as she 
bent over to dust the rungs of a heavy carved chair. 
"An' now no one ain' been huh for year. All we doin' is 
to clean every week for mo' dus' to come. Mais, it some­
t'ing to do, ehn? She laughed and the sound echoed from 
one thick wall to another and was smothered in the musty 
dampness of the ceiling. 

Celestine leaned forward and whispered, "I tell you 
somet'ing. Me, I was glad w'en you come 'cause I was 
'fraid. Dur is somet'ing mysterieuse about dis house." 
She lowered her voice still more. Miss Eulah looked around 
nervously and put her hand to the medal at her throat. 

"Som nigger w'at was walk rice levees at night was 
telling dat dey saw un f eu follet dance round de house. You 
know w'at dat mean, ehn? It come out of de swamp at 
night." Her voice was hoarse and Miss Eulah felt her 
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spine tingle with superstitious fear. They hurried with the 
cleaning and went out into the backyard in the sunlight. 

* * * 
One morning when Celestine brought Miss Eulah her 

coffee, the minute she set the tray down she began to talk. 
Madame had come downstairs early, as soon as daybreak. 
Celestine heard the noise and looked into the front room. 
There Madame was, walking around among the shrouded 
furniture. She was talking to herself and her black silk 
dress swished in the quiet. Her face was so white in the 
shadows that Celestine thought she was a spirit. The girl 
crossed herself. 

""So Madame, she walk all t'rough de big empty rooms 
and look at all den come back to de cuisine where I was 
make cafe. And she say: 'Dey are cobweb on de chandelier. 
You must get dem off.' And I say, 'Mais, I dust dem yes'­
day.' But she wouldn't listen and walk off mumbling. 
She say: 'Non, non, non, day mus' be clean for de com­
pany,' and she wring her hands and go back to she room. 
Company, she say. W'at dat ol' lady mean, ehn? Ain' 
nobody been hyuh since I was start work t'ree year ago." 

Miss Eulah dressed quickly. She had not heard of any 
visitors. That was strange. She found Madame Blanchard 
sitting in front of her dressing table. She turned around 
and her eyes glittered. She spoke in a low excited voice. 

"Last night I woke up and I saw Christ, the Sacred 
Heart, with a crown of thorns on His head, standing in 
front of a velvet curtain. And the curtain was dark red 
and scarlet and crimson as blood." She leaned forward and 
her hands fluttered excitedly. "I saw Him very plainly 
and He smiled and said, 'Many will come'." She stood up 
and Miss Eulah could see her bosom rise and fall quickly. 
"And then later the Blessed Virgin appeared in a purple 
robe with flowing sleeves and white fur around the collar. 
She told me the same thing. Many, many will come." 

............ 
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Miss Eulah stared at her. Madame spoke with such 
conviction and she remembered, too, that one time the 
Virgin had told Tante Angelique that she would marry 
again. But still-no one had come in years. 

"Eh bien, don't stand there," said the old lady. "Go and 
tell Celestine to clean the house and fix coffee and polish 
the silver. We will have many, many to entertain." 

Eulah left and she turned back to the mirror, fixing her 
hair and powdering her face. She put on the Blanchard 
family garnets and three diamond rings on her small white 
fingers. 

Celestine and Eulah started to clean the parlor, taking 
off the white covers. Celestine was disgruntled at not 
knowing about the guests before hand. 

"W'y ain' she tell us befo', Mo pas pouvais faire tout ca. 
Me, I cain' do all dis so quick," she muttered, sweeping 
vigorously. "Ain' no one come since I been hyuh. W'y 
dey come now?" 

Madame Blanchard came downstairs and directed the 
work, counting on her ifinger. "Celestine, you ;will [Open 
all the bedrooms and see that they ate cleaned. The 
dining room must be opened also. There are so many 
things to be done." Her eyes shc~me. "The china must all 
be washed and the lamps filled. And we must prepare much 
food. Many guests will be here. Many," she murmured. 

Miss Eulah and Celestine worked all that day, cleaning, 
washing, polishing. From the north a wind swept over the 
bare rice fields and there was a cold mist. No one had 
arrived. They fell asleep exhausted from the work and 
tension, planning what had to be done. 

The next day the preparations continued and finally all 
the rooms were cleaned and they waited. They waited and 
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only the wind could be heard sighing through the long 
moss of the oaks. The house was silent and a cold damp­
ness hung in the empty rooms. 

The Madame Blanchard ordered Celestine to clean 
again. "Mais, we clean it Monday. It don' need no 
cleanin'," the girl answered. Madame's white mask broke. 

"/7 as-t' en, Jou!" she screamed. "Imbecile! It mus' be 
clean for the company. You hear? Soon, soon, they will 
be here! Go!" 

Celestine ran. She found Miss Eulah in her room. 
"Mon Dieu Seigneur, dat ol' fool mus' be craze. She say 
to clean de house encore. Whooee," she let her breath out. 
"Me, I never see her so mad befo'. I afraid of her, me. 
She queer, queer." Afraid to disobey, she went over the 
furniture and polished the brass andirons till they shone. 

Madame Blanchard did not leave her room. That 
evening Celestine went upstairs to see if all the windows 
were closed for the night. Going through the upper hall, 
she was passing Madame's room when suddenly she 
stopped. She could hear Madame's voice, talking to some­
one. Her gay laughter sounded faintly through the thick 
door. Celestine stood dumfounded. The shadows grew 
thicker in the hallway. Then, she heard laughter again, 
louder, and footsteps in Madame's room. 

Miss Eulah was frightened at the girl's wide eyes. 
"What's de matter?" she asked fearfully. 

"Sainte Vierge!" the girl gasped and crossed herself. 
"Madame, she up dere talking and laugh wit' some people. 
She say, 'It good to see you, ma chere.' And she talk 
anudder kin' of French. She ask dem, 'You have un bon 
trip?' Who she talk to, Miss Eulah? Who up dere wit' 
her dat she talk and laugh, ehn ?" 

"Mais, I don' know, me," the woman answered. "For 
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sure, no one could come in wit'out us to know it. I don' 
know who it is," she said nervously. 

The next day Madame's door was locked. Miss Eulah 
could hear the talking and the laughter as Celestine had 
said. Celestine refused to stay alone and sat in Miss Eulah's 
room. She wanted to leave. Late in the afternoon, they 
heard Madame Blanchard's voice in the front room. 

"Felida! Felida! Viene-ici. Come here!" she called. 
Miss Eulah went to the doorway. Celestine stood in the 
hall. Madame Blanchard was standing in the center of 
the room, talking loudly. She had lighted the large 
chandelier. The flames of the lamps sparkled on crystal 
prisms and were reflected on dull polished mahogany 
surfaces. Her hair was piled ornately and her face was 
very white. Then she saw Miss Eulah. "Ah, there you are, 
F elida. I had to call and call. You black devil, I could 
choke you. Can't you see my guests are waiting for the 
coffee." The diamonds on her hands glittered. "Now 
hurry," she screamed. 

Celestine was in Miss Eulah's room clutching a crucifix 
and sobbing. "She gon' kill us, Miss Eulah. She gon' kill 
us. You hear w'at she say. She crazy, crazy. Dere ain' 
nobody hyuh but us. Oh, Mere de Dieu, priez pour nous. 
Le's go. You see de way she look at you. Le's go." She 
began to moan. 

Miss Eulah's eyes were wide with terror. She stuffed 
her clothes into the bag and put on a coat, then went with 
Celestine to get her belongings. A laugh came from the 
front room. 

Outside it was cold. As they ran down the drive, the 
weeds clutching at their legs, they heard a strange sound. 
The tinkle of the old piano and singing. Madame and her 
guests. The road was hardly visible and the two women 
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held onto each other as they stumbled in the muddy ruts. 
Looking back they saw the old house among the trees, 
every window streaming light over the tangled rose 
brambles and the weed-grown path. 
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