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EXPERIENCE
IS THE BEST
TEACHER!

Remember? You stood in line
to get cigarettes. ..took what-
ever you could get. That’s
when millions learned
Camels suited them best.

Yes, experience during the war
' shortage taught millions the
differences in cigarette quality!

® Mrs. Dorothy Newstead speaking:
“During the war shortage, I smoked
many different brands. That’s when I
found Camels suit my ‘T-Zone’ best!”

You and millions of other smokers,
Mrs. Newstead.

Result: Today more people are smok-

ing Camels than ever before. But, no
matter how great the demand, this you
can be sure of:
Camel quality is not to be tam-
pered with. Only choice tobac-
cos, properly aged, and blended
in the time-honored Camel way,
are used in Camels.

According to a recent Nationwide survey:

MoRE DocToRrs
SMOKE CAMELS

than any other cigarette

©® Three nationally known
independent research or-
ganizations asked 113.597
doctors — in every branch
of medicine — to name the
cigarette they smoked.
More doctors named Camel
than any other brand.

EXPERIENCE IS
THE BEST TEACHER...
IN DEEP-SEA FISHING...
IN CIGARETTES TOO!
CAMELS SUITMETOAT

YOUR 'T-ZONE'
WILL TELL YOU...
T for Taste...
T for Throat...
That’s your proving ground for any
cigarette. See if Camels don't
suit your' T-Zone'toa T’
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WAR OR PEACE

It is up to us.
® By Jonn J. WELDON

This year is a year of decision for
us in the United States. No, I am
not an alarmist, but I see the ob-
vious facts. We have a choice, yes,
a choice between living or dying.
Since we live in America, a part of
this earth—and not in some dream
world—we must learn to face cold,
hard facts. The consequences of not
facing them is simply the annihila-
tion of our civilization. Now what
are the facts, and what must we do,
now. To reach an intelligent con-
clusion, we must go back in history
so as to place 1947 in its proper
environment.

Wars have been with us since the
beginning of time. At first, war was
confined to individual fights be-
tween the men of the first tribe;
then distance and ‘time brought or-
ganized assaults with clubs; some-
time later, man “progressed” to us-
ing hatchets, swords, spears, cross-
bows, and the bow and arrow. The
introduction of gunpowder into the
West brought a new kind of weap-
ons to the military art. But a long
time before gunpowder, the various
tribes and nationalities living in se-
lected spots had organized warfare
into a science, a taken-for-granted
profession. Every ruler had his army
and the great powers of the day
had navies. Certain men were se-
lected, or volunteered, to live by
the sword, but more often they

died by it. With the advent of gun-
powder, new techniques of warfare
developed. Soon mobility became a
big factor and with it, supplies.
Horses were replaced by tanks; the
airplane swiftly lent itself to battle;
huge navies appeared, and what we
know as “modern warfare” devel-
oped. Science plays more and more
of a part, and atom bombs, guided
missiles, pilotless planes, germ war-
fare, and many other things now
appear on the stage; some were used
in their embryonic stage in the clos-
ing days of the past war. Doubtless
if there is another “World” war,
these and many other things will be
used.

Now too, it was up to us toward
the middle of the twentieth cen-
tury to take warfare out of just the
hands of a military machine and
place its disastrous effects on whole
populations. Well, so much for a
sketchy account of the transforma-
tion of war from personal struggles
with clubs to universal battles with
atom bombs.

Why war? We know that as long
as men live on this earth of ours
they will always have struggles and
fights with each other. Why? Be-
cause our human nature isn’t per-
fect, and we give in to various things
like anger, pride, jealousy, vain am-
bition, mistrust, and lust. We always

want what the other fellow has
whether we actually need it or not.
So some of the unprincipled among
us sct out, some way or other, to
take it. How large the struggle is,
depends on how many of us are in-
fluenced into getting together on
first the issue, then, the war. Yes,
wars are caused by ambitious rulers,
selfish and greedy interests, over-
crowded populations, hungry peo-
ple, lustful and proud military
cliques, adolescent scientists, and
thoughtless thinking by whole na-
tions. Greed is a root cause for
every struggle, because in the back
of every war is the fundamental de-
sire to take by force goods and serv-
ices that some other person, group,
or nation has produced or possesses.
Immediate causes are just the fa-
vorable time, place, person, or senti-
ment to put the blame on.

Now since it is fairly evident that
we can’t change human nature, it
should be easily understood that we
can’t take away the fundamental
cause of war—the unjust desire, on
the part of a few, to take by force
what isn’t theirs. But in the face of
the realization of what awful de-
struction a full-fledged ‘atomic war
would bring, we of 1947, in Amer-
ica, cannot remain indifferent. The
choice between war and peace still
remains.

We must, from right reason,
choose peace, but our choice de-
mands action, or it will be an empty
choice. While it is true that we
can’t take away the fundamental
unjust desire that is called war, yet
it is also true, and encouragingly so,
that we can limit and channel war,
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by limiting and channeling the basic
unjust desires.

How? First of all, we must realize
that- the fight for peace is every bit
as intense, time-and-energy-demand-
ing as the fight for victory and bat-
tle. There must be and can be no
quitting till the job is done. And the
job is never done. There are no
medals of honor, no commenda-
tions, no war bonds, no desire to
return to loved ones—there is no
emotional incentive, strictly speak-
ing; there is only the case for the
survival of our civilization. And
these are not empty words; they are
stark realities. Unless we as a nation
stop and think and plan this war
for peace—unless we do this, then
we shall all surely perish. There can
be no compromise with destruction,
and the annihilation of atomic war
would need no conference to make
it truly and absolutely unconditional.
We must fight in the schools and
in the churches, we must fight over
the radio, in the movies, and in our
newspapers, magazines, and books;
we must fight in the halls of Con-
gress, and in the courts of the
United and un-united nations; we
must carry the battle to the enemy
wherever uncertainty lies, and we
must do it now. We must fight des-
perately with all our mind and
heart, all our soul and being; then
we must pray to God. But if we do
not fight for peace, we will soon
be fighting a war after which there
will be no more peace treaties, for
there will be no one left to draft
them.

The weapons in our battle for
peace, are ideas; some will scoff, but
no one has yet disproven the age-
old adage that the pen is mightier
than the sword. In order to get
ideas we must think and think, and
then think some more; to para-
phrase a motto of World War II,
“The difficult we do immediately,
the impossible takes a little think-

mng.
I believe in our battle for peace,

we can find a way to limit and chan-
nel war. First, we must be willing
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to fight and think. Next, we must
consider the nature of war—the fun-
damental, unjust desire to take by
force what another has produced or
possesses; we have admitted we can-
not change this, without changing
human nature; but how has this un-
just desire developed into modern
war.

At our stage of the game, it has
developed by intensive and exag-
gerated grouping over a period of
some three hundred and fifty years,
namely, from the time that England
came into being as a nationalist
state. There were many wars before
that, but they didn’t have the cumu-
lative germs of ever increasing war-
fare that came from the new nation-
alism. While it is tue that national-
ism was a necessary part of the grow-
ing pains of our world civilization—
yet, it is also true that the good of
nationalism is completed, and we
are ready to go forward in progress
together, not backward in steps of
atomic destruction. Let those who
prefer war to limited, national sov-
ereignty now speak ' their peace.
There was a time when we decided
that our thirteen colonies must
unite against a common danger. Our

states gave up some of their sov-
ereignty.

There was a time when we de-
cided that two United States was
one too many. And though it took
a bloody civil war, we again became
one nation. And now, there is the
time that there cannot remain
seventy-three absolutely sovereign
nations in the one world that com-
munication and transportation have
made next-door neighbors. The na-
tions must surrender some of their
sovereign power to one absolute
government. No part of our world is
greater than the whole.

The only way we can channel war
—channel that unjust desire to take
by force what another has produced, -
or possesses—channel it back from
national struggles into individual ac-
complishment—is to set up a gov-
ernment above national struggles;
yes, a world government; a govern-
ment that will by making use of the
laws of comparative advantage and
free-trade, insure to all people the
basic needs of life. Surely that will
eliminate the unjust national de-
sires, by their roots. If some indi-
vidual lawbreakers remain, we will
have an international police force
to deal with the criminal types of
individuals.

There can be no international co-
operation, no solving of racial issues,
no deciding of boundary questions,
no trust, without an international
government to insure it. To gain
much we must all give a little. There
is no other answer to the problem.
All else is mere deceiving ourselves
to the obvious facts of human na-
ture, and the nations as now con-
stituted. Ours is the answer. Will it
be war and destruction, or peace
and life. There is no other choice.

And finally, it is a choice between
hate and love; these two emotions
are at the extremes of war and peace.
We must love our neighbor, before
we can unite with him, under God.
In the end, love always wins out;
let us begin with it. America, wake
up and think. Yours is the choice
between war and peace.



A THREAT IN ASIA

Suggestions in the face of a world crisis.

® By W. J. FrrzraTrick

Asia is the largest continent in the
world. Its three important nations
are Russia, China, and India. Of
these three, one i1s well-developed,
well-fed, and well-equipped. This is
Russia. But China and India are
starving. The probabilities of the
situation are quite obvious. The
people in China and India are
aware of their healthy neighbor, and
their neighbor is aware of them. A
union of these three nations with a
common social system appears ad-
vantageous to the unhappy pair.
Any change from their present state
which might lead to better condi-
tions is welcome to them. Conse-
quently, the possible union of
China and India with Russia is a
danger which democracy must real-
ize and, if possible, forestall. It
would be easy for Russia to accom-
plish this coalition, for Britain is
losing her grip on India because of
her own failing strength, and Rus-
sia’s strongest foreign minority is in
China. The increase in Communist
power which would follow a union
of this magnitude would be a seri-
ous threat to private enterprise and
religious freedom.

Since China and India are look-
ing to Moscow for salvation, the
problem seems to be that of pre-
senting a more attractive solution
to these desperate nations. Presi-
dent Truman seems to have adopt-
ed this plan with his proposal of
financial aid to Greece. But this
would have to be done on a much
larger scale in order to combat
Communist influence in Asia. Per-
haps some type of social and eco-
nomic sponsorship by Britain and
America would be possible. This
would not be relief or charity, but
a form of national mortgage. In fact,
it would be an “adoption” of the
weaker nation by the major power.
This hints of imperialism, though it
is by no means to be thus inter-

preted. Yet even imperialism has ad-
vantages. Along with the returns
from imperialism goes responsibil-
ity for the welfare of the satellite
nation. Particularly, when contrast-
ed with the probable repellent ef-
fects of a communistic world gov-
ernment, this plan seems logical.

A good example of the adoption
plan was the relationship between
the United States and the Philip-
pine Islands. No one will deny that
this was modified imperialism, but
the mutual benefit derived far out-
weighed any disadvantages. When
the people of the Philippines were
ready for independence, they were
heartily supported by America; this
certainly was not a characteristic of
“old-fashioned” imperialism.

Under the adoption plan, the
major power would guarantee the
monetary system of the satellite,
thus enabling it to expand indus-
trially, for prosperity comes only
with full production and employ-
ment. Commerce would be in-

creased between the satellites and
other nations. In the case of China,
who has no merchant fleet, the use
of excess American cargo ships

“methods and

would serve to promote her inter-
national trade.

The economic advantages of this
plan would almost be exceeded by
the cultural and social benefits. The
satellite nation would gain knowl-
edge of democratic governmental
ideals, while the
“adopting” nation would gain valu-
able understanding of her neigh-
bors. This understanding cannot be
overemphasized, for in these critical
times Britain and America need all
the friends they can get.

The strategic locations of the pro-
posed satellite natidns are such that
their friendship and cooperation
would be invaluable in the event
that we should “disagree” with Rus-
sia. In fact, their support would
practically insure peace between
Russia and the democracies.

Of course, this plan will not be
permanent; when the weaker na-
tion regains her strength and be-
comes capable of governing and
supporting herself without aid, the
democracies will withdraw, as Amer-
ica has done in the case of the
Philippine Islands. Perhaps when
that time arrives, a world govern-
ment will have been established, and
Communism will be a thing of the
past.

We should remember, however,
that even now the fate of democ-
racy lies, not in the possession of
power and arms, but in the minds
of the individuals of all nations.
Therefore, our best course is to im-
press other nations by practical of-
ferings that a world under demo-
cratic government will be far better
than a Communistic state.

*x X
RAIN

The Rain will come.
There is no returning
To that land of no rain
Before Time was—
There is no evasion—
The Rain will come.
Yet it will cease—
When Time is no more.
And so we wait.
—Mary Van Dyke BrownN
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THREE SHORT, SHORT STORIES

Two about love and one about world politics.

® By Turee BuppiNe Scrises

CHANCE MEETING

Three beers ago Johnny Wheeler,
Bert Taylor and Ed Logan had just
finished their spaghetti dinner.
From their vantage point at ‘the
table they watched the dancing
couples move gracefully to the
soothing strains of the hotel orches-
tra. Ed Logan was talking.

“You know, Bert, it’s funny the
way we met tonight; here I'm just
back in town and what do I see—
a beautiful blonde? A shapely bru-
nette? No such luck—just you two
guys all buddy-buddy standing by
the cigar store chewing the fat.”

“Listen to the lad, Johnny! You'd
think we were blots on the land-
scape or something!”

“Since when did you start notic-
ing the slick chicks, Eddie, my boy?
Methinks the Armv has wrought
some subtle change here.”

“Say, Ed,” interrupted Johnny
Wheeler. “Your outfit was in
France, wasn’t it? How about those
French gals? Are they responsible
for your change of heart?”

“Bet you didn’t even
them,” chirped Bert Taylor.

“Have your fun, lads. Have your
fun,” retorted Ed. “I've changed
my mind about gals. Theyre hu-
man like everyone else! If a fella’s
lucky, he might even find one with
brains!”

“Listen to the little man! I can
remember not too far back when
you wouldn’t cast a second glance
at the slickest whistle-bait around.”

“Speaking of whistle-bait, take a
look at that de-luscious vocalist,
Gloria Baker,” suggested Bert.

“Right out of this world!” agreed
Johnny.

“Oh, T wouldn’t go as far as to
say that,” rejoined Ed. “She’s pretty,
yes—but beautiful, no!”

“For your enlightenment, brother,
she’s the acme of feminine perfec-

tion!” explained Bert.

notice
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“Probably resorts to a ton of cos-
metics a year,” from Ed in the man-
ner of one who has yet to be con-
vinced.

“You know,” said Johnny, “this
lad doesn’t know a dream when he
sees one!”

“Pretty strong words” replied Ed
with simulated mild indignation. “I
don’t profess to be an authority on
the subject, but .

“Here! Here! From Bert. He
added by way of explanation. “This
particular gal happens to have half
of the fellows in town going around
in circles. But strictly no dice! No
one’s even been able to date her
yet!”

“I shouldn’t think that too diffi-
cult!” stated Ed very deliberately.

“Not difficult!” snorted Johnny.

“I've five good American dollars
here that says vour fatal charm won’t
work,” wagered Bert Taylor.

“Look fellas,” pleaded Ed Logan.
“Let’s not get serious about this
thing! \Vhat say we drop the whole
matter.”

“You don’t gct off quite so easy,”
cautioned Johnny Wheeler. “I'll put
up ten that vou can’t get a date
with that vocalist!”

“Put me down for ten of the
same,” from Bert Taylor, as he
placed a ten dollar bill on the table
next to Johnny’s.

“But fellas!” protested Ed Logan.

“No ‘but’!” commanded Johnny.

“Be on your way, Doubting
Thomas!”

Reluctantly Ed r1ose from the
table and started toward the band.
He was plainly unhappy. The music
was almost over and Ed started to-
ward the bar to wait for the dancing
to stop.

“He sure doesn’t look like much
of a Romeo, does he?” asked Bert.

“Maybe we were too hard on the
lad, but it will be a good lesson!”
replied Johnny.

2

“You know, ]ohmw,” said Bert,
“we really ought . . . ” He stopped.

“Hello!” said Ed as he and the
vocalist stoped at the table where
Johnny and Bert sat open-mouthed.
Ed was very deliberate as he gath-
ered up the money and gave it back
to the men with a “next time not
so fast.”

“Gloria, I'd like to present Johnny
Wheeler and Bert Taylor . . . Gen-
tlemen, my wife!”

—Frank J. Hucugs

%N
SPRING LOVE

It is wooin’ time in the hills.
There’s a boy,

There’s a girl,

There’s a moon—

“Howdy, Emmy.”
“Howdy, Luke, give me yore hat?”
“No, I'd rather keep hit on; hit
Lccps my hair in place.”

(Silence)

Pulling at his rope suspenders
and rocking back and forth on his

heels, Luke asks, “ kinda warm,
hain’t it?”
Emmy utters an unresponsive,

“Kinda.”

Undaunted, Luke drags his toe
through the dirt and glances bash-
fully at Emmy.

“Purty moon, hain’t it?”

“Um hum,” she replies,
growing interest.

“Could T set with ye awhile?”

“S’pose so.”

Luke starts to sit down, but he
sees that Emmy is still standing, so
he jerks himself erect. Unaware of
his movements, Emmy does the
same thing. This is repeated once
again. Finally in unison, they ease
themselves down at opopsite ends
of the bench. Rigid, and without
looking at Emmy, Luke says—

“Crickets shorc sound nice—must
be agoin to rain.”

Emmy agrees with a faint, “Must
bei

Edging gradually toward Emmy,
he inquires, “Work hard todav?”

“Not much—canned three bush-

with

(Continued on Page 22)




The Easter Bunny and the Squirrel

For young and old

® By Marm: BenNADETTE CALLAHAN

Some of the highlights of many
Easter Sundays came to my mind
as | began to write but one Easter
I know I shall always remember
was the one three years ago when
the squirrel stole the chocolate eggs
that the Easter bunny had left for
our little girls.

The bunny had placed the be-
ribboned baskets filled with choco-
late eggs, jelly beans and other
Easter dainties under two low-
branched spruce trees in our back-
vard. The Easter bunny was, of
course, my husband who had got-
ten up early and had slipped out
of the house while the children
were still asleep. I stood guard at
their bedroom door and waited
there until he had hidden the bas-
kets under the trees and had crept
noiselessly back to the house. Now

the stage was all set. Even the
weather favored our early morning
play.

About ten minutes later Claire
and Aileen came running happily
out of the house in search of the
baskets. It was a warm, sunny day
—a perfect Easter Morn—and the
children ran about in tiny bedroom
slippers and little flowered house
coats which they had put on over
their sleepers. When they woke up
they were so excited and so eager
to find what the Easter bunny had
left for them that I had not insisted
that they dress before beginning
that joyful round of the shrubs and
the trees. There was much scamper-
ing about the lawn while my hus-
band and I stood by enjoying the
fun and waiting for the children
to look down under the spruce

branches where the baskets were
concealed. Finally they were found
and at almost the same moment we
saw a squirrel hurrying up a tree
and munching on a chocolate egg.
Left unguarded on the lawn for only
ten minutes the baskets were still
there but most of the chocolate
eggs were gone, particularly the
larger ones.

The children were too happy with
the pretty baskets and the small
candies that were still left in them
to grieve very long about the choco-
late eggs which the squirrels had
taken. Anyway, a few minutes later
the baskets were refilled with choco-
lates from a box which the Easter
bunny had given me.

The squirrel did not spoil - that
Easter morning but we have never
since left the baskets outdoors to
tempt him. Now the bunny leaves
them just inside the door, which
is always partly open when the chil-
dren come hurrying downstairs on
Easter morning. Each year they say
about the same thing: “Oh, look,
the door is still open. That is where
the Easter bunny hopped out.”

Well... DO something... the

Easter Bunny was your idea [

(&)
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ONE NOVELIST VIEWS ANOTHER

Troltope about Thackery.
9 By Jon~ KeLLEY

To appreciate completely a work
of art one must be an artist, in soul
at least; to fall into rapture over
fine sculpture one must need be a
sculptor; to understand completely
a fine piece of Gregorian Chant one
must realize the deep and beautiful
meaning of the words, appreciate
its techniques, or at least have tried
to sing it.

In the same way a novelist’s biog-
raphy of a fellow-novelist is more
likely to be critically accurate and
understanding than would be a
biography by any other person.

Anthony Trollope has given us
this sort of biography in his book
on William Makepeace Thackeray
because he knew the man, and he
understood and appreciated Thacke-
ray’s novels because Trollope him-
self was a novelist. His book is sym-
pathetic to Thackeray but it is ac-
curate in critical details.

Thackeray was born in 1811. He
was a fair and gentle child, but was
rather timid. Even late in life when
great success should have given him
confidence in himself, he occasion-
ally showed this timidity and lack
of persistancy.

He was popular as a lad and popu-
lar as a man. He liked people and
most people liked him. Several
times he tried to edit and run news-
papers, but he had little success in
doing so. Later, after his fame as a
no\ehst had established him as a
national figure, he became a suc-
cessful editor but, according to Trol-
lope, he was never really a good
one. He was not energetic enough,
not hard-hearted enough, not pa-
tient or scrupulous or judicious

enough.

As a contemporary of Charles

Dickens, Thackeray must necessarily
be compared to him, though in
truth there is little resemblance in
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either their personal lives or their
writings. Dickens was born one year
after Thackeray, but he reached the
zenith of his popularity while
Thackeray was still unknown. In
1837 Dickens was a confident, suc-
cessful man of letters whereas
Thackeray had very little confidence
in himself and had even less suc-
cess. Dickens was always steadfast,
industrious and full of purpose,
while Thackeray worked haphazard-
ly and inconsistently, was idle and
changeable of purpose. The style of
their writings is distinctly different,
their tonality is different, their
works are not at all similar.

Thackeray’s married life was full
of trials; his wife lost her mind after
an illness; and one child, a daugh-
ter, died at a very early age. Thack-
eray provided well, however, for his
other two daughters, both of whom
married literary men in their day
and both of whom found pleasure
in writing.

His personal health was quite usu-
ally very poor, and this may have
been one of the reasons, though not
the chief reason, for his inconstancy
in. applying himself to his work.

The first stepping-stones to his
success were his writings for Fraser’s
Magazine and his work for Punch.
A sense of humor was one of his
chief characteristics: he was always
trifling yet always serious. Prob-
ably his humor is more easily seen
in his verses and ballads than in his
novels, and it is sometimes directed
at himself:

And here I sit, the
Muses™ "appy ‘vot’ry
A cultivatin’ every kind of po’try.

Grammatical errors and spelling
mistakes were two of the tricks em-
ployed by Thackeray to make his
reader snnle but we also find satire,
a trace of cynicism, a genuine sense

of humor, and even occasionally the
aspect of the moralist: in “The
Cristal Palace” he says,

Ther’s statues bright
Of marble white
Of silver, and of copper;
And some in zinc
And some, I think
That isn’t over proper.

This spirit of satire and good
humor shows itself everywhere in
his poems and ballads; occasionally
he uses the spice of the Irish brogue
to season his dish; in this example
he ridicules those who seek special
favor from public figures:

This gineral great then tuck his sate,
With all the other ginerals,

Bedad his troat, his belt, his coat,
All bleezed with precious

minerals;

And as he there, with princely air,
Recloining on his cushion was,

All round about his royal chair
The squeezin and the pushin was.

After the success of his novels,
Thackeray sought to receive an of-
ficial position with the Postal Sys-
tem but fortunately for literature he
failed; later he sought to use his
popularity to advantage by running
for election as the representative of
the people in Parliament (1857).
Fortunately again for literature he
failed, but only by a small number
of votes:

His greatest novel from the point
of view of construction, character
creation and historical accuracy, is
Henry Esmond, but probably the
most popular of his novels is Vanity
Fair. The historic notes that he took
for his historical novels were very
profuse, but he was not a man of
great system, even in his diligence.
Most of his novels were written in
installments, each one usually being
written the month before publica-
tion. The one exception to this
method—if we may call it a method
—is Henry Esmond. At the time of
his death in 1863, a novel which he
had not finished was in publication.

Thackeray made one trip to
America during the time he was giv-

(Continued on Page 24)



SO VERY EASY

It happened in the Balkans.
® By Joun D. Wnarron

“They should promote me to
commissar rank for this coup!”
gloated Yadaloff to himself as he
gazed around the long refectory
table at which were seated nearly
all of the members of the former
government of Straladia.

“——1I, Serge Yadaloff, greatest
detective of the NKVD, have
trapped the whole band of demo-
cratic resistance-leaders.” Yadaloff
beamed around the table as if he
loved them all dearly, and did not
in truth intend to betray them
shortly. He clapped furiously with
the rest as the member speaking
concluded and the chairman an-
nounced the serving of refresh-
ments.

<

‘—— 1T shall slip away after re-
freshments and lead the Civil Guard
to this hidden den,” continued the
Secret Policeman to himself with a
smirk, then aloud to an approach-
ing waiter, “Thank you, I will have
some of the delicious meat.” He
accepted spam and black bread,
and, thinking of the arsenic filled
bodies of other NKVD men found
in the capital city, deftly switched
his portion with that of the next
man. He saw water and wine ap-
pear, but close watching revealed
no one drinking. He laughed silent-
ly; the poison was obviously there.

It was so transparent; the Society
had placed the arsenic there for un-
wary, undermining agents like him-
self. But how laughable, even had
he not been so clever as to join the
Society first, and to discover their
tricks; a fool would have noticed
that no one drank. “—— Yadaloff,
you will drink later, as you inform
the Garde Civile,” he told himself.
“It has all been so easy—so very
easy!”

NKVD agents had been looking

for the legitimate democratic gov-

ernment of Straladia, “weather-vane
of the Balkans,” ever since the
war’s end, when a satellite govern-
ment had usurped the power with
a fake election. At that time the
members of that government wisely
went “underground.” It was dis-
turbingly apparent to the satellite
regime that they continued to meet,
keeping up well organized resistance,
and awaiting outside help for a
counter-revolution.

Indeed, more was at stake than
control of a small mountain land.
Rightly termed the “weather-vane,”
so strategically was it placed that a
counter-revolution here would in-
fluence the whole of the touchy
Balkans. Since Yadaloff’s superiors
had no desire to see all of their pup-
pet states swept away by a con-
flagration started in Straladia, they
had sent the best agents of the
Secret Police into the little state in
force to find and liquidate the gov-
ernment-in-hiding.

Four NKVD agents had reported
having contacted the elusive ex-
government, but each had been
found in obscure parts of the state
apparently poisoned by arsenic.

Yadaloff left it to men of lesser
imagination to trace the actual ar-
senic; they would get nowhere: Ar-
senic is too easily obtained. Yet it
was arsenic that led the detective to
his goal; Yadaloff reasoned in this
wise: Arsenic is not a common
weapon, even in warfare which
threatens gas, fire, and germs; the
resistance group were superlatively
proficient with grenades and
Thompson guns; they would hardly
find it efficient for use by the rank
and file, even if its use were con-
sidered warranted by the democratic
ex-government. To the astute Yada-
loff, the drug indicated such a se-
cret society as those that had rid-

dled the Hapsburg Empire in 1914.

From the files of the dozen Euro-
pean police bureaus which were
open to him, Yadaloff found dos-
siers mentioning likely societies. In
Prague dossiers advised of one in
connection with an arsenic poison-
ing, and here he knew he was on
the trail. Vestigial remnants of the
society existed in the district where
it had originated in the middle
ages, stated the dossier, and per-
sonal investigation in remote Tran-
sylvania confirmed this.

Believing that the society had
some sort of connection with the
government - in - hiding, Yadaloff’s
next step was to insinuate himself
into that society. Papers of a D. P.
lodged in a Siberian camp fur-
nished Yadaloff with a new idenity,
that of one Adam Lemke, native
born of the very district in Transyl-
vania that was the fountain-head of
the society. Traveling there, he
found that taking up the life of
Adam Lemke was singularly easy;
there were but few relatives (the
D. P. camps had been combed care-
fully for such a man as Lemke),
and those remaining accepted the
returned Lemke with no question.
If slight changes of physiognomy
were evident, as well -as lapses of
memory in the returned one, it was
put down as the natural conse-
quence of a period of years of war
and hardship.

Membership in the Society Trag
was gained quite as easily. The So-
ciety, he found, made up an inner
clique in oneof the parties of the
former Straladian government; sev-
eral of the important figures were
members of both. The use of ar-
senic was historic with the Trag
who followed the custom of the
peasants of Transylvania’s remotest
district, that of eating quantities of
arsenic. Although the peasants did
so claiming that it improved the
complexion, the Society used the
immunity gained thus as a means of
defense and the drug as a weapon.
What device was used to prevent
the usual affects of the poison were
never revealed to Lemke-Yadaloff;

(Continued on Page 23)

Page nine



LESSON ONE, MISS MARKS!

Not so hasty
® By Davip CARRIGAN

Alice Marks waved to Mr. Fadd
in the classroom across the hall and
had just entered her own room
when the blackboard eraser hit her
squarely on the cheek. It left a white
trace that reminded her pupils of
the chalk marks they made when
they pounded the erasers outside
against the schoolhouse wall.

It happened quickly, and the chil-
dren were back in their seats so soon
afterward that Alice felt strangely
as though the situation were both in
and out of hand.

The room was suddenly quict and
well-ordered. Far too orderly, she
thought, for the fifth grade. Alice
stood for a moment, dumbfounded,
her face reddening. She darted for
the protection of the cloakroom and
wiped the chalk off her face with
her hanky.

Back in front of the class, she was
poised and searched systematic-
ally up and down the quiet rows of
students for the most logical culprit.
Her eyes meeting those of Freddie
Fallon, she recalled that Fred had
been the last to regain his seat after
the missive struck her. She made a
quick decision.

“Fred, come up here!”

“Yes, Miss Marks,” the boy said,
slowly lifting himself from his seat.
He frowned at Alice’s choice of a
victim and moved to the front, not
taking his eyes from her.

“Did you throw it, Fred?”

“No, Ma’am, I didn’t.”

Don’t lie to me,” she said loudly,
thrusting her head forward and
clamping her hand on her hip. “Go

stand in the corner for the rest of
the afternoon.”

Freddie shamefacedly turned and
walked to the customary corner be-
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hind Alice’s desk, though it was not
Freddie’s custom to stand in it. He
stood with his back to the class,
and the rest of the pupils looked
on, awed by the teacher’s quick ac-
tion.

Alice felt a small triumph as she
reached to her desk top to take up
the set of science questions she had
placed there before lunch. The
paper was not on top. Strange! She
had at least a vague recollection of
putting it there. Opening the mid-
dle drawer, she found the paper
promptly and took her usual spot
before the class.

The room was like a mausolem as
she started to run through the ques-
tions orally with her pupils, and the
steady drone of their answers added
a gloomy monotony. It was a well-
drilled set of questions, and Alice
asked them automatically. Her mind
went back to the boy who stood
mute in the corner behind her.

The more she thought of Fred,
the more she felt falsely justified for
putting the blame on him. She
looked around at the boy, and the
sight of him shifting from one tired
leg to the other was no comfort to
her. Gradually she realized that her
personal pride had played the big-
gest part in reprimanding him.

Perhaps, in her first year of public
instruction, she had made enemies

- ORE BRG Sen SoE ARG
BEAUTY

For I know—
True beauty cannot die.
It does not fade,
It is a sigh—
A word unsaid,
Yet still spoken
In silence. With—
Faith unbroken.
—Mary VAN Dyke Brown

too fast with the idea of progressive
teaching. Maybe a little patience
would have helped in this case. But
she could not take back her decision
now; the class would drop all re-
spect for her. Still, Fred might be-
come dangerously bitter, standing
there for the remaining two and a
half hours on such a flimsy convic-
tion.

She came to the last question on
the sheet before she realized that
she had been paying no attention
to her class. For all she knew, even
her star pupils could have given the
WIOng answers.

The art lesson was next. Alice
went to the closet to draw pastels
and paper. The colors were stacked
evenly on the shelf, and soon she
had the correct number counted
out. She called two boys forward to
distribute them; then she went to
the board to write a series of in-
structions.

Her chalk glided smoothly over
the dark gray expanse, and the white
letters contrasted vividly against it.
For a moment, the sense of peda-
gogic exactness brought her pleas-
ure. But she paused. The instruction
was right, the class was quiet—the
feel of the blackboard was almost
too perfect. It all emphasized the
one improper aspect of the picture!
Freddie Fallon did not belong in
that corner! She had known it from
the moment she called him up
front. Her eagerness to make a
quick killing had punished him—
nothing more. She could not see
him throwing erasers around the
room, not even during the lunch
hour.

“Continue to draw the still life.”
Alice announced, wheeling around
suddenly, “and let me see what you
people can do with it. I'll be out
of the room for a moment. But let
me warn you, I'll be close by.”

Alice left hurriedly and closed the
door behind her. Mr. Fadd, who
taught the class directly across the
hall, was bending over the water
fountain some distance down the
corridor. She was glad to see him,

(Continued on Page 23)



ONCE WHEN APRIL CAME

Once when April came,

And found me far from home,

I looked at her in all her truth,
And was glad that I had roamed

Far from my own sweet land.
Yes, once when April came,

She took me by the hand;
Showed me what she had to give,
I hoped I would understand

All she had to say.

Once when April came,

Quaint flowers, rolling greens, and peace
Praise God and beckon His good word.
Would that I could capture but the least,
Yet go unseen.

Once when April came,

She brought dark skies of woe,
Yet clearing in the East;
Many untold tales I know,
But choose to bury in myself.

And once when April came,

Then ushered in sweet May, came hope;
Joys which I had never known,

My heart (poor thing) could not cope,
The happiness her dear face brought.

—TraoMAs S. Heap

oo =y
THE SAME OLD SUBJECT

He said that I was in love with Love,
I denied it with all my heart.

I told him that I was in love with him,
And Love in itself was apart.

My love for him never ceased to grow,

It warmed and mellowed with age.

While he merely laughed at my sleepless nights—
Trapped alone in this cage.

The love was within me—deep within—
Torturing, holding me fast.

Yet still he said it was Love whom I loved,
And now he’s convinced me at last.

—MAry VaN Dyke Brown

INTERIM

The twilight blue melts into gold,

The gold to deepening red,

The fields are still, the trees grow quiet—
The Earth prepares for bed.

The evening star now guards the West,
Sweet lark has sung his last,

And o’er the peaceful countryside,

A dew-damped shadow’s cast.

—Traomas S. Heap

Lok ok

OUR DREAM

Do you suppose we'll ever find

That sunny hill again,

Where happy, laughing, colored hours
Were ours to fill and spend?

And if we find our sunny hill

To lie in grass so green . . .

Do you suppose we'll lose our fears
And find once more our dream?

ok

RAIN

Dear Rain—you bring a lull—

The lull that drugs my aching heart,

You gently sooth my ruffled soul

And mingle with the sighs and tears that start.. _
Dear Rain—How often have I tried

To lose myself in sun-filled clouds.

It brings no good so I return

To wrap myself in rain-swept shrouds.

Dear Rain—your drops are potions strong.
They cure my ill—a breaking heart.
Drive on—oh gushing, restless storms
And mingle softly with my tears that start.

—MARJORIE CRUTCHER
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KINGS

These are certainly sad times for kings. There was
a time when to be a king was the ambition of almost
everyone. After all, the king had good hours, fine pay
and was, in general, the lord of all he surveyed. Times,
however, have changed.

Even though almost every square foot of Europe
was ruled by some sort of a king or emperor once, the
crowned heads can be counted on one hand and none
of them are absolute in any sense of the word. Revolu-
tions, some hard fought and some bloodless, have taken
their toll in France, Spain, Italy, Germany, Poland and
Russia to name only a few. Sometimes the country
gained, sometimes it lost but in any case the ex-king
joined the ranks of the unemployed if he escaped with
his life. Those monarchs remaining in places like Eng-
land, Norway, Denmark, Sweden and Holland merely
serve to give elite society a regal glow. As far as politics
go, they have far less influence than a Tammany Hall
politician.

All this reflection was occasioned, of course, by the
recent death of King George II of Greece. When mon-
archy was in full bloom, it would have eclipsed all other
news for weeks. The selection of his successor would
have far outshone any paltry conference. But, as we
have alre<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>