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FOREWORD 

This magazine is sponsored by the Stylus Club, 
the honorary literary society of Southwestern. The 
members ·carefully considered the numerous contribu­
tions received and selected the work of ten students as 
being most worthy of publication. The following 
stories and poems are not the products of the class­
room; they represent the voluntary literary efforts of 
the students. 

DAVID RUFFIN 

WHO IS MY BROTHER? 

Joe Bandinelli finished sweeping the sidewalk in front of his 
father's grocery. He leaned his lop-sided broom against the wall 
and wiped his strong hands on his apron. It was August, and even 
the mornings were sweltering. The town creek, which ran along­
side their store, had dried up early in July. There was the yearly 
stinking of dead fish for a while, and then a vigorous crop of weeds 
filled in the fertile creek bed. Shielding his eyes with his hand, 
Joe looked out over Rolling Fork's stucco buildings scattered like 
a few shimmering white blocks in the glaring Delta sunlight. He 
took his broom and went back into the store. It would be noon in 
a little while, and he was restless to get the Saturday stretch started 
and over with. 

His father sat in a splint-bottom chair at the back of the store 
where the light, played out, became dim; and there was dampness, 
coolness, and the smell of where a cat had been. Old and fat and 
blind, he sat poking the tip of his cane between the inside of his 
high top shoe and his ankle, waiting-waiting for Gomito Ventura 
to come by for their morning walk. 

Joe wondered what his father thought about while he sat for 
so long, saying nothing. Every day was exactly the same to him: 
he sat and waited for Ventura to lead him out in the sunlight, and 
then he came back-and sat-and waited. 

"Cat got another mouse?" the old man asked. 

"Yeah ... caught 'im in the flour stack while ago. She's 
playin' with 'im by your foot, Pappa ... he's all wet where she's 
b.ad 'im in 'er mouth. She'd let 'im try t' get away at first, and rake 
'im back in ... now 'e's all messed up ... jus' lyin' on the floor 
in front of 'er lookin' drunk and wet. He's quit tryin' t'get 
away ... " 

"I wish Gomito would come on an' take me walkin'," old Joe 
said, turning his milky eyes toward the ceiling as though they were 
tired of staring straight ahead. 

Young Joe walked to the door and looked down the sidewalk. 

"I don't see 'im comin' yet ... " 

Apd_ while Joe was standing there, the beils began ringing. 
The tollmg rolled across the Delta floor fi::om all the surrounding 
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plantations. It was a throbbing sound that swept endlessly across 
t~e rich fields every morning at five, and every evenin' at quittin' 
time. And now, Saturday noon, the voices of the iron bells bolted 
to their racks, called out across the level acres that another link 
had been added in the unending chain of labor. 

The clamor died, and there was silence. Joe knew that the 
work had stopped at the outer edge of his world and that white 
plantation managers had already turned their mares' heads toward 
home and hot dinner. The dusty han's, thoughts turned to town, 
would be on their way from the flat fields where the mules' lines 
were trai_ling in the dust of turnrows and their harnesses jingling 
as they picked up pace nearing the hay-filled barns and the waterin' 
troughs. 

But no cloud would hide the sun while the workers rested 
from their choppin' and plowin'. It would continue to nourish 
the Johnson grass ·as well as the cotton. It would keep the dark 
e~rth steamy around the roots of nut grass and Bermuda and tie 
vmes. 

Joe walked back to his father. 
"They'll be in befo' long," the old man said. 
"Yeah, it won't be long," Joe said. 
Gomito came by and led Joe's father out by the arm, the two 

of them seeming mostly shoulders and thin coat tail as they left 
the store. 

By one o'clock, the store had come to life with the first in­
s~arming laborers who had not taken time to wash their sweaty 
hides. Some of them had already lost the next week's grocery 
money shootin' craps and wanted to buy on a credik. . Some had 
spent it on whiskey and would soon be sunk into blessed oblivion 
for the rest of Saddy. 

By two o'clock, the nigger women were coming in, their hair 
straight'n iron'd and re-kinked with a scorchin' cur]in' iron, and 
_glistening with pomade. The flash of a gold tooth ... the squeez­
mg-past of fat buttocks, the switching- of lean pelvises ... and 
sweat tricklin' out from under dark face powder. They wiped the 

( ~ off 01? square sponges ~he color of an old brick, but out it 
popped agam ... the Delta 1s a hot place ... hot as hell. 

Joe worked on through the hot afternoon. The store took on 
a smell of rot-gut whiskey and sweet pea cologne. His cars forgot 
the overtone of niggers' don't-care laughter and the hardy thwack 
of their back-slapping. • 

Night came on, and the street lights; and Joe lit the oil lamps. 
He sold more sleazy dress material and horse collars, more overalls 
and plow lines. 

A nigger man kept hangin' around like he was waitin' to talk 
to Joe. He was a high brown just about Joe's age, and he had the 
same wavy brown hair, the same kind, dark eyes with long' lashes 
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curled back against his dusky skin, and the line of his full lips 
and his straight nose were too much like Joe's. 

Joe sold tins of sardines. He took the trays of tarnished rings 
stuck in dusty black plush from the show case time after time and 
spread them on the worn counter before his customers. 

The mulatto leaned against the cash box, looking ... waiting. 
"vVhat th' hell do you want?" Joe asked him. 
"Mistah .Joe, pleasuh, wheah's y'u Pappa at?" 
"He's home," Joe answered, "v\Tatcha want, boy?" 
"M'mother's awful sick, Mistah Joe, and ... " 
"I ain't got time t' fool with you now," Joe said. "Cantcha 

see it's all a man can do, runnin' a store by hisself?" 
The nigger's eyes showed dumb suffering and patience. He 

looked down at his feet for a moment, turned without saying any­
thing more, and left the store. 

Soda pop caps and tobacco tags and spit filthied-up the floor, 
and still-more split-up walkin' shoes and high-heeled patent leathers 
came in from the surrounding plantations. 

By two o'clock in the morning, the street had been deserted 
except for a few drunks who were lost or just didn't give a damn, 
and a death-like silence and aloneness seeped over the stores and 
houses. 

Joe put his shelves straight. He swept out the tags and waste 
paper, the cigarette butts and soda caps, smearing tobacco spit as he 
went. The oil lamps on their wall brackets burned low before 
mirrored reflectors. They needed a wick-trimming and refilling, 
and their pot-bellied chimneys were due a good wash and_ polish. 

When he'd finished cleaning, Joe sat down to work on his 
books. The mulatto came out of the darkness and stood in front 
of him. 

He finished the entry in his ledger and looked up. The lamp­
light cast a trembling shadow from one side of the nigger's high­
bridged nose onto his cheek. Tears gleamed in his eyes, and he 
twisted at them with a big tan fist. 

"M'mother's dyin', Mistah Joe ... an' we ain't got nobody 
t' come . . . nobody . .. " 

Joe shifted his glance from the whimpering half-breed to his 
ledger. 

"Ah'uz thinkin' maybe y'all 'ud do somethin', young Mist-ah 
Joe . .. Yuh pappa ... " 

Joe stood up and started to speak, but hesitated. 
"Fuh Gawd sake, M istah Joe," the nigger sobbed. 
''I'll go with you," Joe said, his voice steril ized of, any emotion. 

"You blow out those lamps on th'far side . .. I'll get these." • 
The two men, so much al ike, walked out of the dark store. 

Moonlight flooded through the door where the cat met them and 
went on her prowling way as Joe snapped the padlock. 
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The nigger followed him in silence across the creek trestle and 
down Blue Front's cinder roadway where a long row of nigger 
shacks were gradually falling apart along the railroad right-of­
way. It was a desolate and dirty place, inhabited by squalid nigger 
women who had to wash long lines of clothes and to steal and 
prostitute to keep a roof over their heads and buy food for them­
selves and the hungry ranks of scrofulous and syphilitic children, 
some yallow and some coal black. 

When they came to the woman's house, Joe went, on inside, 
but her son sat down on the stoop in the moonlight with his fists 
against his forehead. 

There was a musty smell of sickness and rancid meat grease 
and cold cornbread in the room. Standing beside her rusty bed­
stead, Joe stared straight ahead for a moment, looking blank in his 
eyes like his father. He was confronted with a spectrum of colored 
magazine covers glued side by side to paper the wall and keep the 
wind out in winter. He heard a freight switching cars in the 
siding to make way for the passenger from Vicksburg. He heard 
the woman's tubercular hack. 

When Joe looked down, he saw a woman who was at least 
three-fourths white herself. Now in her late forties, she had a 
vibrant, hot, and passionate beauty about her face even yet ... the 
sort of beauty which, in years past, had fought tooth and nail with 
the cold beauty of Southern women who lost out, not uncommonly, 
and were forced to share their men. 

"Thankya £uh comin', young Mistah Joe,'' her dry lips whis­
pered. "You grown up lookin' a lot like yuh Pappa did ... " She 
began coughing, and Joe put his arm behind her bony shoulders 
and raised her up so she could get her breath. When she stopped, 
there was a bright red fleck of blood on her lip. 

"Ain't no use much gittin' a doctor ... Ah ... Ah jus' craved 
some white fo'ks ... t'hoal m'han' when Ah goes." 

"It's all right," Joe said. " ... It's all right ... " 

"Y'know, Mistah Joe, us high browns, we jus' doan' fit ... 
y'all's ashame' uv'n (u~ · / · 1n• we's ashame' uv'n the niggers. We 
ain't white or ... ~Sometime ... Ah wonders what the 
Lawd'll fin' t'do with us. What'll the Lawd fin' t'do with ... 
Ohhh, Mistah Joe ... " 

He raised his eyes. There was no sound at all except the long,·· 
mournful howl of the passenger train from Vicksburg ballin' the 
jack toward Chicago. 

The two men met on the stoop, face to face in the moonlight. 
Neither spoke. Neither hid the tears in his eyes. 
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EGYPTIAN TOMB PAINTING 

Crumblin' tomb in the Nile valley .. . 
Nothin' left but the brittle walls .. . 
Ole Pharaoh a-lordin' a painted galley 
With painted slaves in painted stalls. 

Yellow paint for the skin of god, 
And deep red paint for the king, 
But black is for the undertrod, 
No crown, no sword, no ring. 

Why is Ole Pharaoh a-way us there, 
And why all the rowers low? , 
Why's he ridin' in a golden chair 
While they's makin' the boat to go? 

Twenty white men in a shoe shine shop . 
Each one abreast in an elevated chair. 
Right foot, left foot on a brass prop 
Above twenty heads of kinky hair. 

Why is all the throned ones white, 
And what does we have to abolish 
T'get the black backs all upright 
And fingers minus the stench of polish? 

Twenty white men readin' Life and Time ... 
Their shoes gits done for a quarter. 
They gives the bioy a slick, 

1

thin dime 
Which is more'n they think they oughta. 

Sometimes I gets the blues 
'Cause I never see men's faces. 
All day long I looks at shoes 
Propped before me in their places. 
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RICHARD WOOD 
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LIBERAL AR TS 

Chaste and detached and dull 
as a parcheesi game in the parlor, 
the days drone on 
echolalia of last year's learned 
quip timed to the day. Pedantic 
bifocals view bleak success 
in the smugly eager servile face 
of the grinding honor student. 

the books 
new smelling or crumbling to dust 
pile dull fact on fact, 
the truth to make us free: 
Cortez sheds Aztec blood 
on the printed page 
and Job peddles pessimism 
in modern idiom 
(Al Capone dies quietly 
Rice chooses All-America 

Wendell Willkie's World 
birth death and B-29) 

0 phi beta kappa 
adorns the outmoded vest 
where metaph~rahes metaphysic 
and music is taught---t6 be appreciated 

syllabe et syntheses 
cover every dustladen fact, Roman 
Numeral One (I) Cosmology of 
Webster's International. 

Dip-
loma please. 

Now 
Pilate, what 

IS 

truth? 

NIGHT TRAIN TO ... 

Take a train 
t'klik 
take a train away 
t'klik t'klik 
go west young man, go nornoreast 
t'klik 
by plateau prairie podunk 
t'klik 
gonna take you back 
to jubilee down in Memphis, Tennessee 
Memphis bound bound bound fireball mail 
dixie board the Cannonball 
whine Roy my boy sing for your supper 
t'klik t'klik t'klik 

This my city 
shines like a sun 
over Arkansas 
madonna with child 
a'sittin' on the stoop 
takes a look at gleaming Memphis 
and longs to fly the coop 
0 Memphis 

Memphis 
Memphis 

neon jewelled rivertown: 
long staple up on Front Street 
secon' han' blues down on Beale 
sing a song of Humko Lard 
and Leonard's barbecue 
in the year of our Lord 
nineteen-hundred-forty 
I came face to face with 
the legend: tall phlegmatic 
pinko puss behind big hornrimmed 
cheaters, a skinny finger on the 
pulses of men and of angels 
from here to Timbuctoo. 
Hello, Mr. Crump! 
Why, ho there son! 
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0 down on the levee 
levee so low 
late in the evenin' 
hear the river flow. 

You might go down to DeSoto Park 
and ask el conquistador himself 
who dwells down between barges 
a lonesome spirit in the bilge, 
yea ask viejo DeSoto 
for prophecy: 
What would he say about this Memphis 
this city on the bluffs? 

The thinking fell ow 
calls a yellow, 
Mako, Forrest Park, 
Purdy's Drugs and 
Goldcrest 51, 
Market Mall to Normal 
jurisdiction of squad car 28 
Middle Baptist Church 
and Mrs. Drake's own 
sandwich man. 

,vho knows this town of Memphis 
capital of peckerwood ~mJ r~p na 
bluff high monume~esty 
built of Mississippi mud 
and painted with concrete? 
i t belongs to the river 
the river does not belong to it. 

0 take a train 
t'klik 
take a train away 
t'klik t'klik 
you'll never stay 
t'klik t'klik t'klik 
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TO MR. MIL TON 

milton if you hear this minor note 
do not be disturbed to open again 
on earth those sightless eyes; 
what's dead is dead; you will not rise 
again to write mind's music for a 
posterity without the ears to hear. 
no, lie still with your dead morals 
dead age lost dead art, your life 
your immortal soul is shut up in 
musty books on unused shelves 
or worse imprisoned in cowcollege 
classroom liberal sprinkling of your 
rich pedant plush Te Deum to protestant 
deity down the drain with all the sewage. 
poetry is change, from carfare, frigidaire, 
doctor s>f philosophy issued longjohns 
and GI shoes, wailing foetus in the belly 
of jingle jangle jukebox and john 
milton you live on in closed volumes 
while ponce de leon bathes in his florida 
fount and spring comes mighty late. 

JESUS IS COMING SOON 

christus, if you come back 
to judge the world as the 
silverhaired old screwball 
in the square proclaims 
with a fistful of tracts 
to peddle jesus-saves among 
the squirrels and passersby, 
then will we pass you by 
and laugh you off-or will 
you make us mad enough to 
form a mob and string you up 
and remember you at christmastide 
with jinglebells and santyclaus-
or will you ride the sun 
some winter night down through 
our streets and scatter us 
.likt, cold ashes in your wind? 
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MILTON ADDINGTON 

. . . AND STILL BE TRUE 

She moved about the kitchen humming snatches of a little 
tune. It worried her-the fact that she could hum only snatches 
of it. It was a catchy tune, and she remembered that cute lyrics 
went with it. But she couldn't recall the words; she couldn't 
recall all of the tune. 

She burned her finger on the hot skillet of French-frying, 
crackling- potatoes. She burned her arm by leaning against the 
hot oven of the white enamel gas stove. Even worse, she burned 
the black-eyed peas in the aluminum boiler. 

That silly little song. She laughed aloud. Why on earth 
should it annoy her so? Why should it consume her thoughts, 
occupy her mind more than the supper she.was preparing? 

It was an old song. She knew that. Just about as old as her 
marriage-fifteen years, perhaps. A lot of these new songs re­
sembled it. But they were "steals." Her song .had come first. 

She tried to let the melody bounce out of her head. Silly 
little song. She tried to concentrate on the almost harmonious 
sounds coming from the living-room where her son was indus­
triously practicing his violin lesson. She tried to formulate some 
naive plan of getting her husband to take her to the movies instead 
of to the wrestling matches. She tried to block the ringing in her 
ears by breathing in the scent of burned peas. The silly little tune 
persisted. 

Then she heard the spine-tingling grind of a car fender against 
the street curb outside. Her husband was returning from work­
a little late. ,vhen she heard the slam of the car door and her 
husband's shrill, off-key whistling, she remembered the words and 
music of her song. 

"You may kiss .Jack behind my back, 
But I don't go for that. 
You may_ love two and still be true, 
But I don't go for that ... " 

Then she thought, as the front door banged shut, that it wasn't 
a silly tune. It was sweet. The memories it brought made it sweet. 

Popular when she was engaged to that swell fellow she had mar­
ried. Sung by the two of them while her mother pounded the 
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keys of the out-of-tune piano. Full of little memories of her hus­
band's clever sayings and smooth line. Full of other memories, 
too, both pleasant and reproaching . 

She left the kitchen to greet her husband in the living-room. 
"Hello, honey," he said. He didn't speak in his usual suave 

tone. She noticed that his face was unusually solemn. She sensed 
that he had some pressing matter on his mind. She had one of 
those something's-wrong feelings. 

He turned his back to her, busying himself with removing 
his overcoat and hat. 

"You're late," she said searchingly. "Anything_ important 
come up?'' 

He didn't answer. Nervously, he ran his hand through his 
hair and glanced at Son, who was listlessly tightening his E-string. 

He tI!rew his coat and hat on the spacious divan, looked at her 
strangely for a moment, and suddenly took her in his arms. She 
knew that the kiss J::ie gave her wasn't the usual home-from-the­
office kind. 

Still in his arms, she looked up at him. She was just a little 
surprised. She rested her head on his shoulder. "Now what 
brought that on?" she whispered. 

He looked at her, and his left eyebrow arched. He smiled a 
queer, forced smile. "I-I love you, li'l girl." 

"How sweet!" she laughed jokingly, wondering. Of course he 
loved her, she thought. This was a build-up for something. She 
knew. Somehow she was a bit afraid of what was coming. She 
tried not to appear too interested. "You'd better let me go finish 
supper," she said. 

He didn't. He held her tighter, then pushed her from him, 
his hands on her hips. His face took on a serious look. "I've 
treated you okay all these years? I've been all right as a husband, 
haven't I?" 

She didn't understand. "Sure you have. But why-'' 
"You'd never want to trade me off for some other guy, would 

you?" 
"Of course not, silly." She forced a soft laugh, but he wasn't 

smiling. 
"Then how ... " He frowned and lowered his eyes. "I think 

you've been a swell wife, baby. I want you to know that." He 
paused. "You've seemed to be about the most perfect little wife 
in the world." 

She felt as if he were preparing for one of his big-build-up 
jokes, but still his face was serious. She swallowed. Then wrink­
ling her nose childishly, she said, "Thank you," and again she 
placed her head against his chest. As she became aware of the 
comfortable feeling his nearness gave her, she snuggled closer. 
You're a wonderful fell ow, she thought. You know I wouldn't 
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trade you for a million husbands, for a million Van ]ohnsons. 
And I've tried to be a good wife to you. No woman is perfect, 
though. I've done a lot of things you can't consider perfect. I know 
I haven,t been the best wife in the world, but I've always loved 
you. I always will. 

He kissed her forehead, and turned to the boy who had been 
looking on with adolescent disinterest. "Son, how's your _fiddle 
playing coming along?" Before the answer came, he contmued. 
''Keep plugging at it. You're a lot smarter than I ever was. You 
can get ahead in anything if you just keep plugging." 

She looked at her husband with a puzzled expression on her 
face. 

"Something's wrong," she muttered softly. "I know it.. Peo­
ple you love can just tell. What is it? Does it have anythmg to 
do with your coming home late?" 

He smiled again, looking boyish despite the touches of gray 
just beginning to appear at his temples. "I stopped_ at Dr. Regan'~ 
on the way home. New doctor here. I've seen him a couple of 
times already this week. Just having a check-up. That's all. 
Thought I'd better be looked at before I start getting that middle­
age spread, you know." 

At the word doctor her breathing had become irregular. She 
felt for his hand. "That's it! Something's the matter with you. 
·what is it? What did the doctor tell you?" 

He pressed her hand. "Nothing. Nothing at all. Not any­
thing serious, I mean." 

"Tell me what it is. Please. Now!" 
"It's nothing, li'l girl.'' Again he smiled. ''I'm good for 

another fifty years. Don't worry about it." 
"But ... but ... I know something is -" 
"Go finish supper. ,t\Te'll talk about it later. I don't feel 

that now is the time.'' 
She knew him well enough to realize that he didn't consider 

now the time. She would get him to tell her at bed time. She 
returned to the kitchen with an empty feeling in her stomach. 

There was a strained air of gaiety about him at the supper 
table. He seemed to find everything-amusing. He made his usual 
cracks about his bald, would-be stern boss, and she smiled, not 
hearing them. He was covering up, she thought, rather poorly. 

She found that she wasn't hungry. She could eat only a few 
bites, and she noticed that he wasn't eating either. The little 
prodigy ate with his usual growing-boy greed. 

After the meal, while she washed the dishes, not thinking this 
time about dish-water hands and the inane advertisements in song 
for gentle, easy-on-the-hands-and-on-hubby's-heart soaps, the little 
tune came back to her. 

She began humming it again. Then she sang it, loud enough 
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for her husband to hear while he read the Evening Chronicle in 
the living-room. He was troubled now. She wanted to get his 
mind on the happier moments that he had enjoyed long ago. 

'You may love two and still be true, but I don't go for that," 
she sang. 

Then she heard the fierce crumpling of the paper, and she 
heard it shush against the floor . 

Her husband appeared in the kitchen doorway. His lips were 
pressed tightly together. His dimple showed, and he scowled. She 
hadn't seen that angry look of his often, for they had never had 
a serious quarrel. 

'Tm going out. I'm gonna get drunker than Cootie Brown. 
Don't wait up for me!" 

Her mouth opened, but before she could move her lips . to 
speak, he had stalked out and had slammed the front door with 
a bang that jarred the windows. She was jarred, too. She ran to 
the ·door, opened it, and peered out. She saw him pass under a 
street light two doors away. 

She closed the door and slowly turned around. She saw his hat 
and coat still there on the divan. He'd catch cold . . . And he'd 
never been drunk before . . . He might get sick ... 

She had to know why he'd acted so strangely. What had the 
doctor-who was it? Dr. Regan?- found wrong with him? It must 
have been more serious than she had dared think. Poor darling! 
If 011ly he'd explained to her. Perhaps she could have helped in 
some way. That's what a wife is for, she thought. 

She moved to the telephone, looked up Dr. Regan's home ad­
dress in the fat directory, and dialed his number. She explained 
to him that her husband had visited him in the afternoon. She 
wanted to know his trouble. 

Dr. Regan's voice boomed through the receiver. "There's 
nothing wrong with your husband," he said. "He's in perfect 
shape. He had the mumps when he was a kid. Left him sterile. 
That's all." 

She let the receiver drop with a dull click, and a silly little 
tune ran through her mind. 
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EPIGRAMS 

I 
The attitude the world's pursuin' 
ls: "I got mine; how're you <loin'?" 

II 
Those tales I hear of kindly deeds! 
I find them most distracting, 
For the Good you see in people 
Is nothing more than Acting. 

III 
The small boy picked up 
The pheasant with the broken wing, 
Gently cradled it in his arms, 
And wended his way from the forest. 
"Ah," sighed the Lily, 
"An act of pure altruism." 
"Aha!" said the Larkspur, 
"Tonight the boy feasts." 

IV 
A man thinks he wants a truthful girl 
Forever at his side; 
But if maidens never told a lie, 
There'd never be a bride. 

V 
"How fine it is to be in love!'' 
Say girls petite and belle-ish. 
But they don't really care to love; 
It's being loved they relish. 

VI 
Saying NO for effect when they are necked 
Is the way that all of 'em play it. 
But although they do, there are just a few 
Who mean it when they say it. 

VII 
Ask Bill about Ray, and I'm sure he will say: 
"He's smarter in books than me." 
Invariably then, he'll add with a grin: 
"I've more common sense than he." 
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RALPH DUBROVNER 

THE ICEBERG 

In the bubbling crowd that filled the sidewalks with a holiday 
gayety one person seemed to drift aimlessly, all alone. His blue 
overcoat fitted his medium frame loosely. His features were domi­
nated by a mass of wavy hair unhidden by a hat, a certain grim­
ness about his mouth, and a steady, unyielding look in his eyes. 
With an air of graceful leisure in his movements he paused at each 
shop window to stare at the New Year gift displays. When he 
reached the corner of Hamilton and Sixth Street the flashing neon 
lights of the Circlon Bar caught his eye and he pressed his nose 
against the glass. An inviting swirl of merrymaking was in motion 
within and the snug warmth of the interior made him sharply 
aware of the tingling cold of his ears. 

Behind the polished bar at the upper end stood Michael J. 
McGrane in a tight-fitting white jacket and a polka-dot bow tie. 
His ruddy nose and ballooning paunch revealed that here was one 
bartender who fully appreciated the opportunities of his profes­
sion, when off duty. As he poured a jigger of rum into his shaker 
and added a squeezed lemon and a dash of sugar he exchanged 
smiles with the blonde-haired woman who had just ordered. He 
was tempted to whistle at the frontless, sideless, and backless 
evening gown she was wearing, but Mike was a dignified gentle­
man and one who had seen the parade of styles since the days of 
the suffragettes. "One cuba libra, fifty cents. Ring out the old 
and drink to the new, lady." 

He looked up at the hatless man in the blue overcoat who had 
just come up and said, "What'll it be, friend?" The man's eyes 
roved fleetingly over the assorted bottles on the shelf in back of 
the bar. "A boiler-maker,'' he said, and planted his right foot 
casually on the low brass rail. He gazed at his own solemn reflec­
tion in the mirror, scarcely noticing the pretty girl with a partial 
evening gown at his right. 

Mike tilted a bottle and watched the liquor trickle into a 
whiskey glass. Then he pushed a frosted stein under the beer 
spout and twisted the tap. Sometimes if Mike took a liking to a 
guy's face he would tilt the stein so the beer could slide in gently 
without foaming. This time he held it squarely up. 
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The newcomer remained motionless for a moment after the 
bartender had set both glasses before him. He gazed idly at the 
scene around him and for the first time seemed to notice the bal­
loons suspended overhead. He glanced sharply at his watch. Five 
minutes after five. The witching hour. The charmed hour of 
romantic cocktails. And New Year's Eve to boot. The crashing 
babble of gay voices suddenly oppressed him. His forehead 
wrinkled in a frown of irritation, but then quite abruptly rela~ed 
as he peered deeply into his distorted image in the whiskey glass. 

That first holiday away from home he had looked just that 
way into a six-finger shot of Southern Comfort in an ordinary 
drinking glass. He and Davis B. Carter were in their hotel in 
Goldsboro, North Carolina, fully dressed to go out. It was New 
Year's morning a:n,d their week-end pass from Camp Lejeune expired 
in eighteen hours. They gulped the drinks down and without 
pausing for a chaser they headed for the elevator, Davis brandish­
ing a sealed bottle of champagne in his right hand. Twenty sec­
onds later they hit the lobby in a magic whirl of exhilarati'on, 
danced over to the lass behind the cigar counter and kissed her 
simultaneously on each cheek. She blushed so winsomely that Davis 
B. generously offered her a drink of champagne. "It will tickle 
your nose," he gravely said. Then· he, and his comrade dashed 
into a restaurant across the street and ordered breakfast. How viv­
idly he still recalled his pride in the pure bullishness of his strength 
as he ripped a piece of toast nonchalantly in two. Carter was now 
a regimented cross in the Third Divvy Cemetery on Guam. 

Mr. Grim Face filtered back to reality. He raised the little 
glass to his lips and then took a quick gulp of beer to chase it along. 
He nodded to Mike. "A shot of Southern Comfort this time. 
Straight." 

The lovely blonde on his right was unescorted and inclined 
to be sociable. She leaned toward him and said, "Having a good 
time?'' 

"Uh, what'd you say?" 
"You don't talk much, do you?" 
"No, I guess not." 
"You're drinking 'em one right after another. How do you 

expect to get home?'' 
"I'll get home all right, I guess." 
The conversation subsided. 
Hoffmeister had wanted to go home, too. What year's end was 

that? They were college trainees for commission. Hoffmeister had 
compiled an incredible total of demerits, and the C.O. had informed 
him that his leave was cancelled. The rest • of the fellows were 
cheerily {Jackin[!, their skivvies and socks and uniforms. Hoffmeister 
sat watchinr them in his solitary gloom, and suddenly he dug out 
of his foot locker a fifth of scotch that had been smuggled past 
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the gate. The bottle was half empty when Sergeant McCoy walked 
in and said, "The C.O. wants to see you right now. I think he's 
changed his mind.'' Hoffmeister stood up and slapped his cap 
viciously on his head, the emblem facing to the rear, and said, 
"That bastard!" Then he staggered out in the general direction 
of the office. The old man was long-suffering that day, and though 
H offmeister's breath stifled him across three feet of desk, he handed 
him lem;e papers, wished him a Merry Christmas, and told him 
that when he got back he could consider himself restricted for 
two months. The fellows said they would face bayonets with 
their bare fists for the skipper after that. Maybe. 

Again a soft voice was murmuring in his ear. "A penny for 
your thoughts, handsome." He glanced up and for the first time 
was really aware of the girl's features beside him. In her grey 
eyes was a mischievous twinkle. She had a pert, uptilted nose, 
and a luxurious mane of silky blonde hair. "A penny for your 
thoughts." 

"I'd be taking your money under false pretenses. I really 
wasn't thinking. I don't think." 

"Aw, come on. You were thinking of something. Who was 
she?'' 

"Well, oddly enough, sweetheart, I was thinking of you!" 
He glanced swiftly down at his empty glass. 
Yes, she did look almost exactly like her. The blonde hair, 

the nwcking smile, the fiery eyes, the saucy nose. Strange that that 
meeting should have taken place on New Year's eve, too, at just 
about this same time. It was 1944 in war-time Washington, D. C. 
He had come up from Quantico in a taxi with four other guys for 
two and a half bucks apiece. He walked from the Hamilton Hotel 
to the Mayflower to the Statler to the Cairo where the British 
Hlrens were living. Everywhere it was useless. No hotel rooms. 
Even dinky boarding houses were filled up. He had gone into a 
rnthshelln on Ninth Street to eat a roast beef sandwich with french­
fries and Falstaff beer. When he came out again at eight o'clock he 
saw a girl readini a jJoper in the dark as shq_ was walking by. A 
combination of moods-sheer boredom, perhajJS genuine curiosity 
-urged him to apf?roach her. "What could possibl'Y interest y'Ou 
in that paper on New Year's eve in the heart of D.C.? And how 
can you read in the dark? But then, you do seem to have cat's 
e"yes. A hell-cat's at that!'' Then began what he always afterward 
thoue:ht of as the Affair of the Communist Girl. For she was reading 
the Daily Worker, and so absorbed in it that she couldn't wait t10 

1 get !J,ome. 
A motion at his side distracted him and he looked up. "Brr. 

It's chilly in this neighborhood," said the pert young thing as she 
moved two stools farther over to the right. 

Chilly? It was colde1, than a witch's nose. They had walked 
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twice around the block, he and the Communist girl, before he could 
persuade her to alter her plans for the evening. They danced at 
the crowded Press Club, and when the atmosphere got too stuffy 
they walked to the park up the street arid sat on a bench and became 
furiously involved in dialectics until he masterfully shut her up 
with an impulsive kiss. Then they didn't mind the cold. They 
parted for good when he shipped out for overseas. Partings always 
left him cold inside. 

"Hey, bartender!" 

"Okay, buddy," said Mike with a half-smile. "What is it?'' 

"Fill me up again. A double shot. I'm tired of this kid stuff." 

"Okay, friend," said Mike skeptically, looking into the cus-
tomer's reddening eyes. "No more kid stuff." 

Mr. Grim resumed his musing pose. 

Just one year ago. New Year's Eve in China. When he was 
a kid he'd believed that if you dug straight down in your back 
yard you would get fo China. The little girl, Vernie, next door 
insisted that you'd reach hell first. That was his earliest meta­
physical speculation. Destiny was an inscrutable guide and it 
landed him one day there in Tsingtao, a seajJort on the coast of 
mystic C,athay. How strange that people were not walking upside 
down on their heads, and why weren't they reall'Y yellow? He 
looked hard but he could not. see the long fingernails and tapering 
queu of anybody, like Fu Manchu. And it was an awakening to dis­
cover that some Chinamen were not laundrymen: But the sight 
of poverty struck him right away, almost as real as a physical blow. 
He saw it in the straining bodies of coolies as they pulled rickshas 
up fifty hills across the city for an American dime, which some­
times the white-devil Marines even refused to give them. He saw 
it in the shivering skin of beggar kids reciting in English: "No 
mama, no papa, kum-ee-sha, thanka you." He and his buddy Gal­
lucci had left their chow hall with their stomachs stuffed with tur­
key, that New Year's, and their pockets filled with little hard candies. 
Gallucci would stop every little urchin he saw and say: "Nee yaw 
meigwa tahng? American candy?" S(ome looked disbelieving, and 
others grabbed with both hands. One kid had never eaten candy 
bef0re. He did not know to take off the cellophane. Kid stuff. 

The glass before him was drained. He glanced blearily at his 
watch. Five-thirty-five. How did time fly so fast? He pushed the 
knot of his tie back up and buttoned his overcoat. The blonde 
babe was still there waiting for a pick up. He caught her eye, 
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hesitated a moment, and shoved off. "To hell with it, " he said 
as the door swung closed behind him. 

Michael McGrane mopped up the moisture at the vacant spot 
with his towel. The girl in the backless and sideless and frontless 
evening gown leaned over toward him and said, 'Tm glad that wet 
blanket got out of here. What kind of New Yea 's spirit is that? 
In life it takes a capacity to enjoy yourself. You know what I mean? 
Icebergs can't melt. Him sitting there alone that way, all by him­
self ... " 

The piano player had started to play. The music floated idly: 
There's nothing left for me 
Of days that used to be, 
I live in memory 
Among my souvenirs. 

Mike gave her that half-smile of his. "I didn't like him at first, 
but I got to watching his face, mam. Looked to me like a guy who's 
got a lot of memories to keep him company." 

The tinkling of glasses and sounding of laughter welled up 
again to crescendo. 

page twenty-three 



JAMES ROPER 

TRANSLATION OF 
MIGNONNE> ALLONS VOIR SI LA ROSE 

by Ronsard 

Come, let us see, love, if the rose, 
All glad at dawning to disclose 
Her crimson gown to my lord Sun, 
Has lost, as dusk comes drifting down, 
The draperies of that crimson gown, 
And her blush, by only thine outdone. 

Alas! behold how brief a day 
Has slain her with its dying ray! 
Mourn, mourn her beauties swiftly shed! 
0 Nature! Tender stepdame, thou., 
Such bitter glory to allow-
With morning come, with evening fled! 

Then, if thou trust me, love of mine, . 
Now, in this morning year of thine, 
Pluck, all fresh, thy youth's spring flow'r, 
Ere summer noon and autumn eve 
Shall leave thee naught but tears to grieve 
The proud-kept petals of this hour! 
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THE CRITIC 

I sailed a winter's wind 
And sank with quiet pumps 
Down to a murky wasteland 
Strewn with pale bones. 

There in the swirling death, 
Spr_ung from a crusted rib, 
And warm with digested sunlight 
Swayed a young orchid. 
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EVIN PERDUE 

LUNCHEON 

Th·e two young men entered the low-beamed door and walked 
slowly across the dimly-lit room to a table with a sputtering candle 
upon it. 

"You know, Bill," the taller of the two said as they sat down, 
"I really like to eat in this joint. This quiet atmosphere is great 
for calming one's nerves." 

"Yeah," Bill answered, "I like this place myself. In fact, I've 
eaten here the last three days. But I'm afraid the quietness is just 
temporary. The new subway is being built not far from here, and 
the blasting gets pretty hot sometimes." 

Thei;~ was a loud explosion nearby, and the floor beneath them 
shook noticeably. Dust drifted down from the rafters above. 

"That's what I mean, Jerry," Bill conti\lued. "Noisy, isn'~ 
it? Wait till they cut loose with the jack-harrimers. They real_ly 
do make noise. I think it's damned rude of those workers to dis­
turb a guy's meal, don't you?'' 

"Oh, it'& not so bad," Jerry answered, "as long as we get those 
good steaks this place fixes so well. I'm starved-let's order." 

The noise continued outside as they ate. Neither spoke much 
until the meal was completed. 

Then Jerry lit a cigarette. "That's a great meal, eh, Bill?" 
he said. "You can't tell there's a war on when you get food like 
that. I'm so full I'm ready to pop. Say, how's that job of yours 
coming along? I suppose good liquor is hard to find these days, 
isn't it?" 

"\,Yell," his friend answered, "I don't have to worry about 
getting too good a brand these days. Not with all these soldiers 
around who'll pay plenty for any kind of rot-gut you sell them. 
Their 'eat, drink, and be merry' motto isn't so hot for their health, 
but it really pads my bankroll. And how's your little night club 
doing? I've driven by there several times, but the place is always 
jammed with soldiers and sailors. And I like a little nicer crowd 
than that, don't you?" 

"Yeah,'' Bill grunted, "they clutter the joint up. But they 
really spend their dough, and in spite of the trouble they cause, 
that's what counts. Say, where do you get all the gas to drive way 
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out there? All I've got is a measly B-card. I sure could use some 
extra gas. I like to go down to my fishing c~bin every week, but 
with this damned rationing I can't manage It more than once a 
month. How's about fixing me up with a few gallons? I'll be 
glad to pay anything within reason. I c~n afford to spend money 
for something important like that anytime. Do you want some 
dessert, Jerry?" 

"No thanks, I'm too full. This place really dishes out the good 
food. I really feel sorry for _those guys fighting whenever I put 
away one of these T-bones, don't you?" 

"Yeah, I hear they don't eat so well overseas. Say, hav:e y~u 
ever seen those boxes called K-rations? They've got everythmg m 
them. But I guess they can't compare to one of these meals here, 
no matter how healthy the army says they are. I was reading about 
them the other day in a magazine, and the article said a complete 
meal is in one box about half as big as a cigar box. I'm glad to 
see that the government can take care of its fighters that well." 

"Speaking of the army, I nearly got drafted last week! But I 
did some fast talking and heavy paying, so I guess I'm safe for 
awhile.'' 

"Well," Bill said, leisurely blowing a smoke ring across the 
table, "I'm 4-F and proud of it. Leave this fighting to the flag­
wavers. I'll stay here and rake in the cash.'' 

"Me too," was Jerry's answer, but before _he could say more, 
there was a terrific explosion. Then everythmg became deathly 
silent .... 

Several days later a group of American soldiers were clearing 
the debris from the cellar of the war-torn French farmhouse. Ger­
man artillery had scored a direct hit. 

"Poor devils," a slight, unshaven corporal_ said. ~e sta:ed 
down at the still forms of the two dead American soldiers lymg 
amid the ruins. "They were holed up in that cellar for three days 
with only a couple of K-rations between 'em. This is w~at makes 
me want to go out and kill every damned Hun I can fmd. Jerry 
and Bill were a couple of the finest guys I knew.'' 

The corporal bent down, lifted a scorched beam, and pushed 
it aside. He took a cigarette from his pocket and fumbled for a 
match. He looked again at the two inert forms. 

"Wonder what the hell they were talking about when that 
H.E. shell hit .. .'' 
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LOUISE FITZHUGH 

RAIN 

RAIN-down-down-down-down 
The car slows to a stop and through the splashed window between 

the 
passing red of freight cars illumined by the lights of cross-track 
autos close to the ground-
I see the rain. 

Tiny drops speckling the tar-covered street-down-down-down­
down 

and on the metal roof-thunderous-crashing down 
raindrops-down-down-down-down. 

THE AUTUMN IS QUICK 

The autumn is quick 
a time of awakening senses 
I am alive. 

I come to you to learn-I do not come for friendship. 
Friendship is only the concealing for a moment of the fact that I 
am alone. 

Friendship to you is giving and taking 
and I will give you none of me. 
I will take from you only knowledge of you 
you will not miss that. 

I come to read great books that I may talk with men who think 
I come to work-because I must always be working 
those who work have more time than those who don't. 

the autumn is quick and as I write, I sit beneath leaf-shedding trees. 
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WAKE UP 

with loud horns Blowing and bare breasts Beating with Sky and 
Water joining 

I come. 
hear me, HEAR ME, you of little mind 
LISTEN! to the ever ever roll of the Sea to the vVind Look UP! 

to the Sky! 
What have you heard, dear parrot? 
"I hear the ocean and I hear the ·wind and I see the sky" 
thought: So what? 
NO! 
you do not hear the churning screaming sea beating beating beating 
but always---for one God------and the wind . 
the wind is the music of God, (far better than your music) 
and the sky-wide-wide open sky, symbol of Freedom! 
(the fight of men for freedom is chainlike; this is the freedom of 

the sky-God's freedom) 

Trite? Poor? for sure-so oft repeated 
But--
Listen! and listen to me for I will say what I know 
that there is One God--and ONLY ONE 
one who demands of you 
ATTENTION! 

WORSHIP! 

you do naught but sit-you look dreamlike 
but your thoughts are of people and of things-you are little 
so little and I hate you! 

WAKE UP! 
Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how far does your future go? 
'til death---precisely. 

WAKE UP! sons and daughters walking blindly 
Do not cry for blood---but cry 

CRY! 
the salt of your tears will make you blink. 
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NANCY DAVIS 

"\!\THEN HEAVEN LAY ABOUT HIM 

Jimmy walked slowly over to the sea-wall and sat down on the 
edge. The walk around the island had made him very tired. Just 
a little off shore a school of porpoise was playing in the sunshine. 
The boy watched them until the glare on the water made his eyes 
sting, then he looked far along the bare beach and finally glanced 
down at the scuffed toes of his sneakers. They looked blurry 
through his tears. The lump in his throat hurt now, and the big 
tears rolled more freely down his cheeks. 

"I'm too big to cry," he thought. "I'm six now, and going to 
start to school over on the mainland.'' With the thought of the 
word mainland, he searched the horizon for some landmark or 
friendly sign of familiarity. There was none. Sitting there he 
began to think ... 

His world until now had been bound by sandy beaches and 
a sea-wall. Today when they would come after him things would 
be different. "They" is a funny way to speak of parents. It's a 
loveless way, but then "they" had never really loved. Only his real 
dad, the island, and Poppo had ever loved him. And he loved 
them too. He knew every nook and cranny on the island. There 
wasn't a bird that flew the coast that was unfamiliar to him. He 
knew their habits, their calls, and their food. The fish were his 
playmates, and the thought of leaving them had made him dislike 
even Poppo's best stew. Poppo c;lidn't say much about his leaving. 
They just sort of felt their conversations. 

Jimmy didn't remember much about his parents. He had 
cloudy pictures of a big room, a lady crying, and then his father 
had brought him to Port Alansas. Here they lived with Poppo, 
going over to the mainland only for winter supplies, or to see Mr. 
Parker, a friend of Dad's. Jimmy loved Po,ppo and Poppo's house. 
It was bare and clean and smelled like cedar shavings. The main 
thing was that the old man loved him, and now he had to leave 
the only person whom he loved. More and more he began to 
remember, and his head began to hurt from crying ... There was 
the night that he had lain cold and afraid in the dark while Daddy 
and Poppo were gone. Daddy had gone out early, while the tide 
was in, but Poppo had gone out very worried, while it was dark 
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and storming. Then Poppo had come back, and Jimmy had gone 
downstairs where it was light. Half way down he could see Poppo 
sitting at the round table with his wet gray head buried in his arms. 
He made funny noises, and when Jimmy ran over and climbed 
on his lap, he could see that Poppo had been crying. Of all peo­
ple, Poppo crying; Poppo, who only laughed and sang. Then 
Jimmy had cried, and long after he had gone back to bed the light 
burned downstairs. Something had happened to Daddy that night; 
he never came back. People came to the house and packed books, 
and took away the typewriter. A pretty lady in a soft coat came. 
She picked Jimmy up, hugged him a little, and talked to him 
between the times she talked to the men who were packing. 

Then Poppo came in, and he and the lady talked for a long 
time. It was all so strange that Jimmy ran up to the cove to play 
with his shells. When he came back all the strange people had 
gone, and Poppo was cooking supper. That night was the begin­
ning of the dream ... a dream that Jimmy didn't want anymore, 
a dream that someday, when he was older, he would go to the main­
land and start to school. foppo told him all about the city where 
his mother lived. She would buy him everything, and he would 
have other boys to play with. He could tell all of them about his 
island and the porpoise, tell them about his shells and Poppo. 
They would all want to come to see these things, and someday 
when he was rich, he would buy a boat, bigger even than Poppo's, 
to ta~e his friends to the island. That was before today; now he 
didn't want them over here, ever. Now he knew he wouldn't like 
the city. There would be no ocean, no gulls, no shells, and no 
one to love him. That's why he had got up even before anyone 
to walk around the island and tell it goodbye. Maybe his mother 
would never let him come back. Maybe she wouldn't let him come 
back to see Poppo . . . 

Suddenly he jumped from the wall and started a frenzied run 
across the .sand. "They won't find me in the cave," he thought. 

He hid crouched in the farthest corner of the cave, but Poppo 
found him. He knew where to come, and he cupped the tear­
stained face in his hands, then said, "Son, it's not like you were 
leaving old Poppo for good. You'll come back in the summers, 
and I'll be waiting right here for you. We'll fish in the summer, 
and while you're away in winter, I'll order new shell books.'' 

"I don't want a new shell book," Jimmy sobbed. "I like my 
old one. Poppo, I don't want to leave you." 

"Jim, life is made up of goodbyes ... goodbyes to people ... 
goodbyes to things and times. It's times like we've had that aren't 
likely to be forgotten, ever. They make us rich and strong, right 
here," said the old sailor, pointing to his heart. "Just remember 
that. And remember that anywhere you go, an island and an old 
man love you and are waiting for you.'' 
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Jimmy smeared a damp chubby arm over his eyes to wipe away 
the tears. "Poppo, I won't cry anymore. I will come back in sum­
mer, and I won't ever forget." 

Voices in the direction of the cottage were calling. The time 
had come. Bags were put in the boat. 

"Poppo, take good care of the shells and feed Dan'l when he 
flies over this winter." 

"Don't worry son, I'll take care of everything." . 
Half way down the path Jimmy stopped and turned back. 

Then he ran to the old man, who knelt down putting his arms 
about the boy's waist. 

"Poppo, don't you be sad anymore. I'll come back every sum­
mer; mother said so. Things will be just the same," But when 
the young brown eyes· met the old squinted blue ones they said, 
"We've lost something, Poppo." 

Then the old blue ones answered, "Yes, we've lost something; 
thing·s will change. You will grow up." 
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ROBERT WHERRIT 

RIVER 

The stars were blotted out with promised rain; 
Distant lights lay shimmering on the stream, 
Flowing undisturbed along the bluff; 
Low sounds of night were echoed through the hills. 
The chilling wind swept on without a halt 
Across this small secluded isle, our camp. 
What warmth we felt was from the driftwood fire, 
.. Which burnt with fitful flame, its embers aglow 
With hues of red-glimmering, flickering, fading. 

True, we were cold, but something warmed our hearts: 
Were soft-toned words the cause of this strange joy? 
Our conversation there was not concerned 
With lofty, deep, or moving thoughts, but touched 
On common things, was even nonsense talk. 
Some thing unknown to us, but present still, 
Our tired spirits knit in love and mirth. 

A n ever gladdening warmth touched lagging hearts; 
Yet ,,vhat the source of this most happy mood? 
Perhaps the tunes we sang with joyful voice, 
Or burning brands which shed their ,velcome warmth, 
Or our own nearness il). the lonely spot, 
Or yet the waves' soft playing on the bank­
.All these cont·ributed their share Lo lift 
Our spirits; yet there was a deeper charm­
The Mississippi rolling on and on. 
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WILLIAM H. MARSH 

THE STRAW 

I 

I dig with the knife. I dig a little hole just deep enough to 
hold it. I scoop the earth out and drop the knife in the small g:a"'-:e. 
Now with my foot I move the earth back to the hole and sho·oe zt zn. 
There is a little mound of dirt which I press down with my feet. 
I dance on it, jigging the mound to flatness. It is smooth. I sprinkle 
a handful of aravel over the dirt to hide the fresh color of it. The 
garbage truck~ in the morning will pass over it and seal it forever. 

Mr. Weathersby, in his usual manner, prepared to leave the 
office. He wiped off the pens, meticulously placing each in its 
proper holder. He straightened the blotter on his desk and laid 
the letter opener and paper weights in t~e exact place each b~­
longed. He hung up his alpaca coat and his green eye-shade. Th~s 
ritual performed, he went to the corner lavatory and washed his 
hands. 

The stenographers were tittering over their last few minutes' 
work. Their sharp whispers and subdued giggles made a strangely 
harmonious discord with the clatter of calculating machines and 
typewriters. Sunlight, coming in the west windo~s, fingered_its four 
o'clock tide mark on the wall. As though this were a signal, a 
buzzer sounded which silenced the clatter of mechanical noises and , 
spurred the whispers into full volume. A wave of feminine laugh-
ter swelled into the last whir of the signal. Mr. Weathersby put 
on the coat to his suit and walked toward the door. 

Grover Tate came out of the office of the manager. The ste­
nographers gathered to him, holding themselves with_ a certain dig­
nity but archly exhibiting their womanhood before him. Decorum 
and sex cleverly mixed to make an impression in the manager's 
eyes. 

"Oh, Weathersby,'' he called, "have you grown so absent­
minded that you forget your check?" 

At this dart the girls laughed hugely. 

Mr. Weathersby, murmuring an unintelligible excuse to no 
one in particular, came into the circle of laughter. 

"Here it is." Grover Tate extended the paper to him. "Since 
you're in such a hurry, we'll let you get on your way.'' 
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Mr. Weathersby took the check with a quivering hand and 
elbowed his way through the girls. 

"Only fools hurry," he muttered, at which the circle of laugh­
ter grew huge again. 

Carrying the knife into the alley is no problem at all. It is 
dark, and no one notices a man walking into his own alley. I walk 
straight in case some one should see, altho!tgh it is n_ot likely that 
anyone is about at this hour. I walk straight back znto the alley 
and begin to dig. The earth is hard. The earth is friendly. The 
feel of earth on my hands is good. 

The cafeteria was just beginning to become crowded when Mr. 
Weathersby entered. He selected a tray, shook it, and wipe~ off its 
surface with a paper napkin. He picked up a bottle of milk and 
moved to a row of soup bowls where he picked out a thick green 
soup. The girl behind the table handed him a dish of crackers 
and asked if there was something else. Mr. \ 'Veathersby only grunted 
and slid his tray on toward the cashier. 

His favorite table was in the rear of the house. He went to it 
and carefully set out the bowl of soup and the milk. There he 
could eat undisturbed by in-c·oming patrons, and because it was a 
small table he was seldom bothered by eating his evening meal 
with a stranger. He sat down and began methodically ladling soup 
to his mouth, alternating each spoonful with a bit of cracker. When 
the soup was finished, he drank the milk with steady rhythmic 
swallows. The meal was over. He rose, brushing the cracker 
crumbs from his trousers, and made his cautious way to the door 
through the suspended trays and projecting feet of the other diners. 

No one on the bus notices the knife in my pocket. They 
are going home from the evening shift, or they have ,been to a show. 
They are busy talking union politics or holding hands an_d wonder­
ing how to say good night. None of them puts out !us hand to 
me. None touches me with a glance but to return his eyes to more 
important business. I walk through them. I stand at the d'toor. I 
step down from the bus and no one remembers that I was ever 
there. 

In the park across from the cafeteria, Moses was harangui~g 
the few curious idlers who stood about. Moses had long gray hair 
and a longer, grayer beard. 

"Vengeance is the Lord's," he wheezed. "Vengeance is the 
Lord's, and I am the sword in the Lord's right hand." 

Mr. Weathersby permitted himself the merest crack of a smile. 
At that point the late afternoon sun wasted a few dying rays. in 
burnishing the general's bronze statue, for Mr. Weathersby, musmg 
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through the park, did not notice the transformation. Blind to this 
beauty, he strolled out of the corner path and crossed to a movi(;! 
house where premature neon announced "Romeo apd Juliet." Still 
wearing the fragile smile, he stopped at the box office and bought 
a ticket. 

Leaving the building is most difficult of all. I must not be 
seen by the night ele1;ator operator. The service stairs are still open 
and at this hour, the watchman is checking the warehouse. I have 
fifteen minutes before he will be at the foot of the stairs. I walk 
down slowly, not making any noise. One flight, two, three, four, 
five, and the door a few steps beyond. The alley is dark except 
for this single hood of light. I step quickly into the shadow. I 
walk silently, silently. No one is in sight. The night policeman has 
gone into the drug store for his coffee. I step along the street to 
the bus stop. In another minute the bus will come. There, it turns 
the corner and comes this way. 

The court house clock struck ten-thirty as Mr. Weathersby 
came out of the movie house. Only a few automobiles snaked up 
and down the thoroughfare. Only a few youthful voices cracked 
the calm evening with young vigor: Mr. Weathersby tapped his 
hat into place and crossed the street to the park. He strolled 
through the darkness, appreciating the shadows and the silences. 
Through the trees a light shone high up in an office building. 
The stroller let his eye run up to the light and down again. Below 
the first window a second light winked on. Mr. Weathersby shocked 
to a stop and stared. Then, moving rapidly, he crossed the park 
toward the building. At the corner, he turned toward an alley. 
The street was deserted; only fai-nt noises filtered through the trees 
in the park. Down the alley he went, to a door which stood out 
stark and naked under a cone of light. He pushed through this 
quickly and felt his way to a flight of stairs. Up, up one flight, 
and two, and three; a pause for breath and on in the thunder of 
his breast he climbed; four, five and another door. Mr. Weathersby 
pushed it open and tipped into the empty hall. He tipped to a 
crack of light and let himself into a large room. At one corner 
a door was open, shedding an incandescent .flood into the room 
where he stood. Avoiding this stream of brilliance, he t'ipped far­
ther, approaching the open door. Through the black-hooded ma­
chines, around the blotter-topped desks, he tipped. Then, just at 
the door, he felt on his own desk for what he knew would be in 
just a selected spot. 

Over the threshold silently; he stood a moment hefting the let­
ter opener in his hand, staring with months of stored venom at the 
well tailored back of Grover Tate, who studied a sheaf of papers 
intently. Mr. '\Veathersby hefted the knife and stepped forward. 
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Grover Tate, startled by the office door clicking shut, turned 
around in his chair. 

"Oh, Weathersby, it's you. Have a chair, l'll be through here 
in a minute." 

Mr. Weathersby sagged into a chair. His shoulders dropped 
and the paper knife slid with a clatter to the floor. 

Grover Tate sprang to him quickly. "I say, man, you're sick." 

But Mr. Weathersby only collapsed into a shuddering heap of 
sobs. 
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CONVOY TO NORTH AFRICA 1943 

I TIDE 

Up through the dark morning 
Stretch the fingers of the tide, 
Creeping up the docking piles. 
It is the cold hour preceding dawn. 
The sounds are hushed sounds; 
The moving booms are ghost arms in the mist, 
And the turning screws 
Make little disturbing murmurs 
In the swelling river's lap. 
Now the last splashing hawser 
Runs dripping through the chock; 
The thread-long wail of the bo'sun's pipe 
Blends gratingly 
With the groaning fender of a tug. 
We move; 
,!\Te pass beneath the arched back of the bridge, 
And like a huge belligerent swan of grey 
w· e glide between the concrete giants 
Standing at attention on the river bank-­
Borne on the breath of morning 
Out to the mercies of the sea. 

II FAREWELL 

The shore line is dusted with fallen stars 
Shining through a kindly mask of darkness, 
Friendly twinkling eyes of light 
That sparkle through to say, 
Farewell ! 

Farewell ! _ 
And we turn quickly now, 
Not wishing to see them die 
,vith distances. 

Farewell ! 
We turn our faces to the east, 
Tucking in some pocket of our mind 
This memory of harbor lights 
Winking merrily across the bay. 
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III DAWN 

And dawn breaks gently on the sea, 
Moving westward 
With a calm and tranquil fl ow 
Born in the certainty 
That proved and ancient majesty 
Knows to be hers. • 

The dark retires, 
Vanquished by the glow of sun approaching. 

And like a grand parade 
Our long l ine of vessels 
Marches into the east, 
Where morning smiles across the sky. 

I V DESTROYER 

How proud she prances in the turn! 
How regal li fts her prowl 
How crystall ine the frothy mane 
Boils from her side 
And trail s her haughty march! 

This is wild dignity she has! 

No piece of studded plate and steam 
Could move with such a reckless ardor; 
No inanimate manufactured hulk 
Could ever leap the pockets of the ocean 
With such exaggerated majesty, 
Or play at being Pegasus 
Over this tossing meadow of the sea! 
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V LAUGHTER 

Up out of the afternoon 
Rise bell voices of laughter. 

It is a game we play-
Joking with the teasing sea, 
Throwing our small voices 
Against the hush-hush sound 
Of breaking waves. 

And the joking sea laughs back at us, 
Cascading a shower of suds 
Across the deck; 
The joking sea, 
Amused at these audacious little men 
Daring to trespass in his wild domain; 
The joking, mighty sea, 
Tossing us high with a pranking hand 
And casting up a rainbow in the air 
To strike the afternoon with splendor. 

VI s UN BATHERS 

White bodies are toasting brown 
Under the wand of southern suns. 
Never a woman kissed so sweet 
As January's burning wind, 
And never a summer sun could be 
As warm as January's sun. 

Here is a calm moment. 
'\!\Te roll in rhythm with the sea 
And let our thoughts 
Rise and mingle with the spray. 
We sigh, 
And the sympathetic breeze 
Sighs back a sound 
Like old, forgotten laughter. 

Here is a calm moment 
To sleep and dream. 
The Stalking Shadow under sea 
Is but a dream. 
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White bodies are toasting brown 
Under the wand of southern suns. 
Never a woman kissed so sweet 
As January's burning wind 
And never a summer sun could be 
As warm as January's sun. 

VII Foe 

We are caught in a net of gossamer 
Spun in the night by some nocturnal spinner. 

The voices of the ships 
Speak through the cloud 
With a sound that echoes 
Off each crystal drop of fog. 

We hug the sea 
And grope our blind way 
Through the grey and filmy folds of mist. 

And crash out brazenly 
Into a sudden island of clear air! 

Our companion transport 
Pokes a cautious eye into the sun, 
Then, trailing tattered edges of the fog, 
She dashes high in the restless sea 
And shrugs aside a too pretentious wave 
Like a capricious goddess 
Flinging back her cloud of golden hair. 

VIII INCIDENT: THE PLANE CRASH 

Up creeps the sun 
Out of the red embrace of moulten sky 
That reclines on morning's ocean. 

Up, up he creeps 
To shoot his golden arrows 
Through the silvered gaiety of puff ball clouds. 
And the laughing ocean rollicks 
With the dancing lace-tobogganed waves, 
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While over head our white-starred eagle 
Swoops and soars and sings 
In the sheer bright ecstasy of flight. 

Oh! interjection of dark thunder! 
What breathless, startling blow 
Strikes silence into his singing? 

Staggered! 
Skewered through! 

And for a breath 
He hangs onto a cloud 
With one fluttering broken wing; 
And breaks, 
And drops away, 
Stricken with some sudden loss of flight, 
And plunges with a fierce and angry scream 
Into the waiting bosom of the sea. 

And the laughing ocean rollicks 
,!\Tith the dancing lace-tobogganed waves, 
And overhead . . . 
The sun shoots golden arrows 
Through the silvered gaiety of clouds. 

IX REQUIEM: SUNDAY 

How grey 
Is the color 
Of sunlight. 
Yesterday 
The same beams 
Struck silver sparks 
From the turret top. 

Today 
There are no tears. 
The captain of the riflemen 
Has red-rimmed eyes, 
But there are no tears. 
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Silence. 
And the hushed sea sounds, 
And the hum of the chaplain's voice 
Offering up a liturgy. 
Silence. 

And the sudden 
Sharp, 
Quick voll ying reports 
Saluting the ocean's dead. 

There are no tears, 
• But half way up the mast 

The silent colors weeping. 

X ROUTINE 

The dead are dead. 
An empty plate, 
A loudly silent laugh 
Is all that's left of them. 

The sky is still a play-ground 
For gamboling hoards of cloud; 
The sea still rises evcnl y 
And falls without a hint that it remembers. 

Along the ship is a sound of hammers 
And a raucus din of pots and pans; 
The signal halyards hum 
And blossom out with many colored popping flags. 

Routine: 
Keep a certain pressure on the gage; 
Keep a sharp eye on the far horizon; 
The sea is filled with hunters of the deep. 

The dead are dead. 
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XI SUNSET AT SEA 

The sun bows and descends 
The last vermilion stretch of evening sky; 
And I become less than a tit of dust 
In the hand of God, 
Looking with my gnat's eye 
Up the long high canyon wall of space. 
And peace is on the sea. 

Across the still waters 
Comes the friendly touch. 
The clam wind speaks it to the rigging; 
The feather splitting from our bow 
Dances it into a glad ballet. 

Quiet are the sounds 
And subdued, 
Like children's laughter 
Seeping from another room 
Into our hearts. 

War ? 
Tonight the very elements 
Deny the name. 
The distant rumble 
Of more distant guns 
Is drowned in Beauty 
And smothered in 
The gentleness of evening; 
And a kind of awe 
Is settled on the earth. 
This is a moment of Eternity 
Laying a blanket of contentment 
On the hearts that see, 
And to the listening intellect 
Dropping a quick shaft of wisdom. 

War? 
This is a moment of Eternity. 
How clear it is to find that war 
Has being only in the hearts of men. 

And with a quiet tread 
Night steps across the sea. 

page forty-four 




	1947_stylus_001
	1947_stylus_002

