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Soft Garments Are in Palaces
(To the Sisters I have known)

I see a symphony of veils brushed by the wind
As I walk across the campus to the hall;
Some are blown in subtle nuances of molds
Stealing upward, then across, and down in folds.

But underneath their selfsame, unifying force
Lies the different, yet same-directed course
Of mind and heart and will and all the rest
Which owes its power to that same Abiding Guest.

From all appearances (outside of those who know)
There seems to bea lifeless, faded love below,
And yet how surely wrong that thought to those who see

And understand. No greater, fuller love could be.

For love was not thrown out to pine away and stale,
When these, such figures clad, put on a flowing veil,

But to burgeon forth from self in everlasting freedom,
To run and dwell within the everlasting kingdom.

DONALD BOCCARDI, S.M.
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@ “Come in Mike. Sit down,” said
Carter Billings, chief of Washington counter-intelligence.
Mike Scott ambled over to an
easy chair, hunched down into it,
and crossed his knees. Although
not a large man, his well-tailored
coat hid a toughly muscular form.

He looked more like a young dilettante resting at his favorite club
after a hard day at the race track
than the nation’s No. 1 intelligence
agent about to be briefed on his
next case.

A hard man to detect, Billings

thought to himself as he said af-

fectionately, “I finally figured out
why youre such a good agent;
you look so darned lazy all the

time that no one would suspect . . .”
“IT know, I know. But I also know

fired. The reporter was arrested
and held without charge. One of
the underground managed to get
to him and smuggle the coat out
but the ruse was discovered and
she has gone into hiding with the
coat. Only one man knows where
she is.”
“She?” Mike now was sitting upright in the chair.

“Relax, Mike, you look like a

bird dog on the trail of a scent,”
Billings laughed.
“Very funny.”
“But seriously,” Billings went on,
“the ‘she’ is why we picked you for
the job. Do you remember Ana
Dvorak?”
Ana. Of course he remembered
Ana, even though he had last seen

you didn’t bring me all the way to

her during the Allied occupation

Washington at government expense to discuss my shortcomings
— or assets — whichever you think
they are. So, let’s hear what you've
got in mind for me this time,”
Mike interrupted him with his lazy

of Berlin at the end of World War
II. She was working as a secretary
for the Allied Command then until
she received word that her father
in Poland was seriously ill.

grin.

“Okay,” Billings paused, looking
down at the open folder in front
of him, then asked, “Do you remember Alexander Petrov?”
“Wasn't he that scientist who
walked across the line into East
Berlin last year?”

“Right. A couple of months ago,
though, we heard from him through
the Berlin underground. He has
some plans he wants the West to
have.”
“So you want me to go to Berlin to try to contact Petrov?” Mike
asked, interest making him sit up
a little straighter.
“I wish it were

that

simple,”

Billings sighed. (His opinion of
any other intelligence agency is

best left unexpressed.) “A couple
of our bright boys thought it would
be a neat trick to send in a reporter — one who had no connection with CI — and have him bring

out the plans in a secret pocket of
his trench coat. Only the plan back-

They had had many good times
together in frivolous, war-weary
Berlin, yet she had left him without of word of explanation and he
had had to find it out from one of
the other secretaries. Unable to follow her or even to trace her movements because of rush orders which
caused him to leave immediately,
he had thought he had lost her forever. Now she was appearing
again, and back in Berlin. . . .
But Billings was continuing,
“Ana has been working for the
East German government, passing
information on the underground.
She was called in to take down the
reporter's ‘confession’ and managed
to convince him that he could trust
her. She smuggled the coat out,

but then the reporter broke down
and told them what had happened.
East Berlin has been turned inside
out looking for her, but so far she
has escaped them.”

“One of our contacts thinks he
knows where she is hiding,” Billings explained. “And he is sure that
she hasn't tried to get out of Ber-

lin. We hope for her sake, as well
as ours, that he’s right.” He shrugged, “Anyway, you leave this afternoon ona special plane direct to
West Berlin. Don’t read the contents of this envelope until you're
on that plane.”
Billings stood up to end the conversation, “Good luck, Mike,” he
said.

Usually before a trip, Mike’s
mind worked with amazing speed,
speculating on his assignment, but
all through his packing and_ his
other arrangements for leaving, all
he could think of was Ana. She
was still uppermost in his mind
when he boarded the waiting

plane. Then, as he had been ordered, he opened the envelope. The
typed orders explained he was to
contact a telephone operator at an

East Berlin hotel.

The

operator

supposedly could lead him to Ana.
He found it easy to cross to the

East. He joined a large group of
shoppers who were crossing the
border returning home. The border
guards were trying to check credentials, but not very hard. Many

people, including Mike, crossed
the border without showing any
identification. He wondered, in
passing, how many of these were
on missions like his.
He headed immediately for the

hotel and registered. It was a magnificent pre-war building, exhibiting crystal chandeliers, damask
drapes, and “distinguished” clientele. The operator he wanted to see
was at the switchboard but he still
had two hours before he could

leave. Mike decided to spend them
in his room and not risk any suspicion, however slight.
Two hours later the operator,
who said his name was_ Josef,

“How do you know she’s still in

(“That’s enough of a name.”) took

East Berlin, or even in Germany,

him through twisting back alleys

for that matter?” Mike asked puzzled.

and across yet uncleaned-up rubble. It suddenly occured to Mike
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that not once did they pass near
or even see a street light, nor any
other person. It was as if they and
the buildings were alone and lost
in a vacuum of darkness.

Suddenly, Josef stopped, pulling
Mike into deeper shadows with
him. A police car was parked in
front of a house in the middle of
the next block and soldiers were

pounding on the door. Without
warning they broke it down and
swarmed inside. Lights flashed on
and then off again as they searched
room after room. They returned
alone. Then getting back into the
car, they screeched away on protesting tires.

Josef started back the way they
had come, “She has gone, sir,” was
his only comment.
“Do you mean she was in that
house?” Mike asked, not wanting
to believe his search had thus ended in failure.

“She was, but as you saw, she
is gone. Now no one knows
where,” the man explained, seeming to stoop and grow older in the
second.
“Something has been bothering
me from the very beginning, why
did she tell you where she was
hiding in the first place?” he insisted bluntly.
“You want to know, sir, if I informed the police? I did not. You
see ...I am her father.” He sighed despairingly and sat down on
a pile of rubble.
“You were supposed to be seriously ill in Poland, the last time I
heard of you.” Mike was thinking
out loud.
“Ana told me of a Mike she
once knew in Berlin during the
occupation. She thought she was in
love with him. She talked of him

so much, I felt that if I ever met
him, I should know him immedi-

ately, yet I never thought for a
moment you were the same Mike.”
A light appeared in the old man’s
eyes. Funny, it seemed to Mike

that the spark of hope the sight of
4

the police car had extinguished,
had been rekindled in Josef Dvorak’s eyes by his reminiscence.
“Do you have any idea where
she might have gone? Where could
she hide?” Mike felt desperate.
What could he do, how could he
find her in a strange city, with police looking for her, and her father, his only hope, sitting speechlessly on a pile of rubble staring
into space? He seemed unable to
comprehend what Mike was saying.
Then he sat up. He straightened
his shoulders and said, “There

might be a place . . . she might
have gone there . . . it was when

she was a child... .”
“Wait!” the old man halted. “The
police know of the spot, too. When
they questioned her friends, one of
them remembered the cave that
Ana had played in as a child. They
have been watching it for weeks,
ever since Ana escaped with that

. . . trench coat.” His speech and
eyes were fiery as he spoke. “We’ve
got to save Ana!”
They ran then. Not caring for
the noise. Not caring about anything but getting to a hidden cave
at the outskirts of the city.
Suddenly Josef stumbled, and
sprawled face down on the road,
breathing
with
deep
gasping
breaths and holding his heart. He
mumbled over and over again,
struggling to get up, “We've got to
get to Ana. . . Got to warm Ana.”
Then he grasped Mike’s arm, “Find
Ana... You must find Ana...
Warn Ana!”
“Where is the cave? Where can
I find Ana?” Mike was frightened
now. Suppose Josef should die?
What if he couldn’t find Ana in
time? Darn that reporter and_ his
blankety-blank trench coat! “Why
do all reporters have to wear trench
coats, anyway?” His mind was wandering hysterically now, and he
forced

himself

to

try

to

think

through sheer determination.
“The cave ... is about a mile

. . . from here.” The old man was

struggling to get out his message
now. “Go straight ahead until you
come to a triple fork. . . ."He stopped.
“Oh, Lord, don’t let him stop
now, I have to find Ana,” Mike half

prayed.
Josef took another breath. “Take
the left fork . . . go up into the
foothills . . . you'll see a rock shaplike a vase . . . behind the rock
... the-cave. . . .” Josef had given
all he had to save his daughter.
Again Mike was running, auto-

matically. He wasn't thinking about
anything, yet his mind was full of
thoughts. The old man had said
the soldiers knew. He would have
to be careful. His training took over
then. He was again the cool,
straight-thinking man who had become his nation’s top agent. He
found the trail, winding its wa
into the foothills. Now he left the
path. He tiptoed through the
woods, treading on the soft pine
needles. “As soundless as a shadow, Mike grinned to himself.
Ahead was the rock, there was
no mistaking it. There also were
the soldiers, strolling openly in the
moonlight. Surely Ana would have
seen them. Suddenly he heard a
step behind him . . . it was too
late for him to duck. He whirled
to face his attacker.
It was Ana.

Her hair was wind-blown, her
eyes were wild with fright, yet to
Mike she was the most beautiful
sight he had ever seen.
She had a heavy branch in her
upraised hand, but she let it fall
unnoticed to the forest floor as she
stared at him disbelievingly. Then
she fell with a quiet sob into his
arms and stood there uncontrollably

shaking. Mike held her, feeling relief overwhelm him.
He picked Ana up in his arms

and started quietly back through
the forest. Twice he had to duck

quickly out of the moonlight to
avoid running into patrols. When

they passed the spot where he had
left Josef, the body was gone. He
would have to work fast now, before someone told the police that
there was another man with the
hotel telephone operator when he
left the hotel that evening.

The farmer, Ana’s friend, smuggled them out in a produce wagon
on another crowded market day.

They boarded the special plane
and it turned its nose back to
Washington.

Billings met them at the airport,

“Great, but to get back to the
coat... . Billings was getting nowhere.
“Yes, chief, we want you to be
best man,” Mike was grinning
again and still holding his arm
around Ana.

That evening. . . . Was it still the
same day? It seemed like years
since he had left the plane at the

“Where's the coat?” he began without premise.

“Mike, I will be flower girl if
you will give me the coat.” Billings was pleading now.

airport.

But Mike, with his arm around
Ana, was oblivious to Billings’ impatience. “We're not going to lose
any more time, were on our way
right now to make wedding arrangements, Mike was talking to
Billings, but he continued to grin

“The what? Oh, the coat? It’s in
this package. Here.” He handed
him a suit box. “And thanks so
much for letting me go after Ana,
chief. Ill never forget it,” Mike
added over his shoulder as he and
Ana walked away.

Ana raised her head from his
shoulder and shook her soft blond
curls, “I can walk now, Mike. You
can put me down,” she said. “I
have a friend near here who will
help us escape.” Mike had forgotten that he could always count on
Ana when she was needed.
They walked another half mile
through the forest. A darkened

house loomed up out of the darker
shadows. “This is the house,” Ana
murmured.

at Ana.

“Fine, but where’s the trench
coat?” Billings insisted.
“We
church
sible,”
always

plan to have a_ formal
wedding as soon as posAna added, “as my father
wished.”

“But you went after the coat,
not the girl,” Billings yelled after
them.
“Oh, well, as Shakespeare said,

‘All's well that ends well,’ I guess.”
He smiled as he turned back to
the waiting staff car.

ae
JO DeHAVEN

They, the Wiser Ones, say we are so young,

That the dreams of youth never mature,
That our quixotical imaginations lead us astray.
They say we will come down to earth,

But will never find perfect happiness in this life.
They, the Older Ones, tell us so.
No matter where we go, or what we do,

We will never be happy or unrepining in extenso.

In our youthful enthusiasm we would give to life and living,
Our few isolated talents and abilities, such as they are,
Our incommensurable moods, the different sides to our characters and
personalities,
The best of all that we are — Ourselves.
But, they say we are irrational —
We are so young.

The Preslyan Faith
“You aint nothin’ but a hound-dog!” — Old Chinese Proverb

Joseph J. Tripp

@ Perhaps I could have chosen no
better subject than Elvis Presley to
begin my series of critical articles.
The editors have already intimated
that I am as impartial in my criticism as it is possible for mortal man
to be, and that I let no personal
notions or emotions sway my judg-

ment. Now, on the subject of Elvis
Presley there are two well-defined
and diametrically opposed schools
of thought, and those individuals
who do not subscribe at least passively to one or the other may be
roughly divided into idiots, lunatics, and J. J. Tripp.

The intellectual high-brows (eggheads, they are calling them now-

adays) take a very definite stand
on the question. They prefer the
contrapuntal subtleties of Bach to
the spasmodic cacophonies of Pres-

ley, and they do not hesitate to
express their preference violently
to all who will listen.

The opposite party, on the other
hand, which (for want of a better
term) we may call the beer-andpretzel set, look upon Elvis as a
demigod, and regard his recordings
as divine dispatches from Mount
Olympus.
The eggheads refuse to touch

Mr. P. with a ten-foot pencil, so
that I, having launched into an
article about him, can scarcely be

one of their number. The fact that
I did not start the article in an
6

ecstatic high gear, spouting encomia for him, should suffice to
prove that I do not embrace the
tenets of the Presleyan faith.
It should follow that if I am
impartial enough to remain neutral
on so controversial a subject, I
should be able to keep cool in
judging almost any person or thing
that should chance to come under
my criticism, and this, I hope, you
will find to be the case.
I have said that I am impartial
— I may also mention that in proving my principles I do not rely on
any sort of testimonial or authoritative evidence. All my defenses
are drawn from reason, and are
presented to the reader in full so
that he may trace and test their
logic himself. Now let us consider
the subject at hand. I wish first to
pass judgment on the artistic status
of Elvis Presley.
It is obvious that a performer in

any branch of the arts is more or

less an artist, as he possesses to a
greater or lesser degree the natural
talent and technical ability of an
artist. Before we can investigate

these particulars as they apply to
Elvis, however, we must determine
the nature of art.
For centuries art has been defined as an imitation of nature — but
a definition is only as good as it
is true, only as useful as it is accurate. It is one of the greatest
evils of human thought that men

have always put entirely too much
trust in definitions. Once a thing
is defined, it is assumed to be
frozen in statu, incapable of
change. Once a definition is in all
the books, philosophy is stood on
its head, and that which in the first
place determined the definition, is
now determined by the definition.
In so variable and so human a thing
as art, definitions become inaccurate as readily as a violin goes out
of tune.
Let us, then, derive a new concept of art — let us call it a combination of old things in new arrangements for the enjoyment of
man. I call upon the common sense

of the reader to agree that this
expression amply defines what
modern America, at least, consid-

ers art. What is the point of saying that, since nothing has been

produced lately that fulfills the

(Turn to Page 24)

The MEDALLION
Faith survives ruthless war and prison camp life

John E. Koehler

PART I — THE TRAVELER
@ La Rochelle was different; it

wasn't at all the way I'd remembered it. I don’t mean that the
streets weren't where they used to
be, or that the air wasn’t still heavy
with the sweet, pungent smell of
maturing grapes — it was some-

thing else. Something that you
couldn’t quite put your finger on,
but it was there. Maybe it was the

way people looked at you, avoiding your eyes. Or perhaps it was
the way they talked — being so
careful about what they said. Or
maybe I'd changed. Two years of
Flossenburg would change anyone.
Flossenburg! I could feel myself
start to shudder and a cold sweat
break out on my body. “This is
France,” I told myself. “This is
1946; the war's over.” Time and
again I'd told myself the war's

over, but each time Id see the big
steel gate, the long stretch of high
barbed wire, and the big mounds

of earth outlined against the sky.
I'd remember what Doc said: “The
grass always grows greenest on the

mounds.”
From far off I heard the faint
coo-00, coo-oo of a dove. There
werent any doves in Flossenburg
—and the war was over....

I fingered the neat little package
that nested deep in my trouser
pocket; I heard the faint crackling
sound it made as I ran my fingers

over the paper.

It was a good

sound
—real, not like
that haunted my sleep.
age was the reason I'd
I had to deliver that

the sounds
That packcome here;
package. I

didn’t know why; it was just something I had to do. And directly in
front of me I could see the place
where I had to go.
It was an old stone house, somber and brooding, but four tall
columns fronting its porch seemed
to lend it an air of elegance. The
whole place was surrounded by a
high stone wall overgrown with a
rank fungus. A wide curving drive
led past the house, then tured
abruptly back towards a high, ornate gate set in the wall. A large
stone fountain, guarded by a naked little cherub, stood in the middle
of the oval formed by the drive.
A knocker, shaped like a gargoyle’s head, was attached to a
dark oak door. I knocked twice;

the door was opened by a squat,
middle-aged woman with bright
red cheeks. She smiled at me as
she said, “Monsieur?” I told her
I'd come to see Madame Benoit.
She led me into a high ceilinged
drawing room, obviously designed
with an eye towards luxury. It was
colorful without being loud, tasteful without being stilted. Madame
Benoit entered almost at once.
She

was

an

elderly

woman,

about sixty I judged. Her heavily

wrinkled face was set off by a
wide, firm mouth that seemed loath
to smile. Her luxuriant growth of
milk-white hair was dressed high
on her head. For all her years, she
stood straight and tall, which seemed to give her an air of authority.
But it was her eyes that fascinated
me. They were a deep grey and
unusually bright, as though they
had a life of their own.
“Madame Benoit?” I asked.
Qui, Monsieur.” Her voice was
deep, rather masculine. “You are
an American, are you not?”
<<

.

.

>>

*.

“Yes.” I answered, rather startled. Her English was almost perfect. There was only the tell-tale
trace of an accent.

I fished in my pocket for the
package. “I have — I've brought
you something, something from
Pierre.” I could feel the blood rush
to my face; I was painfully aware
that I was blushing. It was such
an awkward way of putting things,

not at all what Id planned.
She motioned me to a chair in
front of which stood a low table.
Her movements were easy and
graceful as she drew another chair
for herself. I wanted to say something, anything to break the heavy

silence as I placed the package on
the table in front of her. But there
was nothing to say. I heard the

loud snap of the string, and crisp
7

cracking of the paper as she undid
thewrapping.
There was nothing remarkable
about it, nothing different. A fragile silver chain with a small medallion attached to it. Although indistinct, the faint outline of a Madonna and child appeared. It was
like so many other medallions I’'d
seen. Like so many other, and yet
this one was special. It had been
Pierre's medallion; Pierre had believed in it. What was it he had
said? “To protect me, Monsieur.”
But Madame Benoit was holding
it; her hand trembled slightly as
she raised it before her eyes. They
had that same distant look that I
had seen so often in Pierre’s. And
there was the gate, the long stretch
of wire, and Pierre — Pierre and
the medallion ....

PART IT — FLOSSENBURG
It was dark, so dark that all I
could see was the vague outline of
many heads. They were all around
me, rising and falling as countless
unseen hands sought some means
to pull their cramped, aching limbs
erect. All I could hear was a sharp,
monotonous click, click, as heavy,
metal wheels turned on an endless
stretch of silvery, metal ribbons.
And there was a stench, a sharp,
pungent kind of stench that stung
my nostrils and brought tears to
my eyes. It was everywhere, rising
from the sweat and waste of the
unseen bodies that turned and
twisted like the writhings of injured_ beasts.
And I was hungry, so hungry

I was half asleep when I heard
it, a sort of scratching sound. It
grew louder and louder until it
seemed very close to us. Voices!
Harsh, guttural voices. And I became aware of something else; the
clicks had stopped. We weren’t’
moving any more.
All at once there was a brilliant,
blinding flash of light;; I blinked
furiously for a few moments as I
felt clean, fresh air blowing over
my body. Damm, damm, damm
but it felt good!
I saw hands reach up and start
to pull us toward the doorway. It
would have been comical to see
those hands reach up, a_ body,
framed in the doorway, bob once,
then disappear — but I was afraid.
I crouched farther and farther back
in the shadows as more and more
bodies bobbed and fell. Like a
cornered beast I clung to the shadows and waited.
Then I saw them in the doorway, two uniformed guards armed
with rifles, steel helmets pulled low
on their heads so that the cutline
of their faces was framed in shadows. I saw the crossed “Z’s” of the
swastika encircling their arms as
they reached down toward me. I
felt myself being lifted, then half
carried, half dragged towards the
doorway. For a moment I hung
precariously in the square of light,
then I was lifted and flung into
space. I heard the thud as my
body hit the ground, then I was
falling again — falling towards an
ever-narrowing point of blackness.

There was a rough, undulating

that it was like a sickness gnawing
at my insides. I wanted to retch,
but couldn’t. My tongue had long
ceased to obey my will; it had
dried up and swollen until it seemed to be nothing more thanastick
of wood hinged to my mouth.

movement, and every movement
sent a sharp, aching pain through
my muscles. I was wet, wet to the
skin. Thin, trickling rivulets of
water dripped steadily from my
hair, down my forehead, and into
my eyes. I tried to sit up, but

The wheels rolled on and on;
the clicks droned on and on. The

Slowly,

darkness,

hunger,

thirst.

The

stench, the wheels, the ever-twist-

ing bodies — on and on, and on.
Click, click, click.
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something was pinning me down.
painfully

I

opened

my

that if one fell, he would be held
upright by his neighbors. It was
raining, a heavy, misty type of rain
that all but obscured the gentle,
rolling hills that rose and fell on all
sides of us.
The truck jogged on and on. No
one said a word until the truck
pulled up in front of a monstrous
steel gate set in a high, stone wall.
A guard tower reared omniously at
each corner of the enclosure.
“La porte de lenfer.” It was an
old man next to me. “Abandon
” The guards werepulling us out of the truck.
I heard a loud, metallic clang as
the gate swung open. I saw the
sheets of rain dripping from the
smooth, metallic surface. Another
clang as the gate closed. I looked
back over my shoulder as we moved on. For a moment I could see
the gate outlined dimly through
the rain. A little farther onward
and it seemed to merge with the
mist. What was it that the old man
had said? “La porte de lenfer.”
The gate of hell.
We were moved into a large
compound completely hemmed in
by barbed wire. The guards busied
themselves pushing us into some
semblance of an orderly formation
two men deep. The formation was
split into segments. The first segment moved into a long, stone

building.

As the second segment started to
move, a dark haired man bolted
from the line and ran towards a
guard. The man was screaming

wildly, his arms waving like a madman’s. The
and brought
crack on the
ond segment
ing.

guard raised his rifle
it down with a sharp
man’s skull. The secmoved into the build-

The building was divided into a

series of processing stations.

At

the first our clothing was _ taken

eyes.

from us; next we went to a shower.

But I could see now. I was in
a truck — there was a whole group
of us jammed so tightly together

brown trousers, a shirt resembling
a discarded uniform jacket, and a

At last we were given prison
clothes:

an

old

pair

of

faded,

pair of rough, hobnailed shoes already worn out. As the segment
left, it was assigned to a barracks.
The barracks was a long, low,
wooden structure with a cement
floor. There were no provisions for
heat or light. A series of shelves
fastened around the walls served
for beds. It was already overcrowded; I didn’t see how more of
us could crowd in, but we did.
As my eyes grew accustomed to
the darkness, I could make out
something of the occupants. It
made me sick. They looked like
little old men; their flesh had fall-

en away until all that was left was
the skin draped loosely over their
bones. They were all pale, drawn,
and dirty; hair and beards hung in
a matted cluster of knots.
The days that followed were the
hardest of my life. If Doc hadn't
helped me, I don’t know what I

would have done. I met Doc that
first night in the barracks. “Can I
help you, Monsieur?” he said. I

had no idea of what to expect; no

he patrolled his stretch of wire, but
we couldn’t see him and he couldnt see us.

“Ah, Monsieur, what a night this
would be back home!” Pierre would
say.
“Where is home, Pierre?”
“La Rochelle, Monsieur.”
“La Rochelle? I was there once
— a long time ago.”
“Were you, Monsieur? In the
evening my mother would have
friends over to our house. We used
to sit in the yard; my mother would
serve wine we made ourselves, and

you could smell the grapes in the
vineyards. And sometimes Antoine

would come — he wasa violinist,
Monsieur — and play for us, and
we would dance right there in the
yard.”
And Doc would say, “When this
war is over, Pierre, Ill have to
move my practice to La Rochelle,
where I can get some of that wine
of yours.”

idea of what to do or what would
happen to me. I learned my first
lessons in survival from Doc.
“You have seen the rest of us,
Monsieur.” He pointed out. “Learn
this lesson well. There is little food
here, and what there is, is rotten,
but eat all you can get; never
throw anything away. Never share
it; there will never be anyone in
worse need than you, Monsieur.
Never!”
And through Doc I met Pierre.
We stayed together, Pierre, Doc,
and I. During the months that followed, I learned to know Doc and
Pierre as few men learn to know
one another. I learned to wait for
Doc’s friendly “Monsieur” meaning
that it was time to break the grinding monotony of camp. We did
this the only way we could, by
reliving the past and creating a
future.
We could talk only at night. As

died during the night were dragged out, too, so that they could be
included in the count before being
stacked by the gate at the opposite
end of the camp. After the count,
we were taken to the job to which
wed been assigned.
My job was reclamation; that’s
what the guards called it. There
were two gates in Flossenburg, the
one by which I had entered at the
front of the camp and another at
the opposite end. I worked at the
latter. A metal trough sloped gently down a short incline that ran
from this gate and entered a squat,
stone building about as large as a
small, one story house. This was a
crematory. Another shorter trough
ran from this building; the ashes
were collected into this trough

to be sprinkled over the farm
grounds. My job was to load the
dead onto the trough and push
them down into the mouth of the
crematory.

If ever there was a place where
time stood still, it was Flossenburg.
Time was measured by the bodies
pushed into the yawning mouth at
the end of the trough. Time was
sprinkled over the fields. And
when there was too much time to
burn, it was covered with dirt
heaped up into a big mound. Snow
covered time in the Winter; grass

covered time in the Summer.

“All you can drink, Monsieur le
Docteur.”, We would laugh then
and extol the benefits of various
wines.

And for awhile we could forget
where we were. We could forget
that we weren't supposd to have a

tomorrow. But then the sun would
rise, and we were forced to see
where we were. Another endless
day would start again.

And yet I was luckier than most.
In stripping the bodies, I often
came across things I could use,
things I could hide even under the
watchful eyes of the guards. Even
a button was priceless here. Pierre
and Doc worked on the farms just
outside of camp. The moment a
guard would turn his back, they
would take the chance to sneak

some bit of food into some secret
comer of their clothing. So between the three of us, we managed
to subsidize ourselves as few were
able to do.
There was a world of difference
between Doc and Pierre. Where
Doc

was

cynically

philosophical

we grouped ourselves in front of

The routine of Flossenburg sel-

the barracks, we could hear the

dom varied. Each morning we had

Pierre

crunch, crunch of a guard’s feet as

to fall out for count; those who had

Pierre was never without a small

was

devoutly_ religious.
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medallion he wore around his neck.
Somehow it seemed in its own way
to crystallize all the elements of
his faith to him.
“Pierre,” Doc jibed, “what good
will that trinket ever do you?”
“It will protect me, Monsieur.”
“Protect you, mon pouvre? And
how will it do that? Will it get you
out of here? Will it put food into
you? Will it keep you from going
down the trough of Monsieur le
Reclaimeur, here?”
But there was no shaking Pierre’s
simple faith in the power of his
medallion; his answer was always
the same. “I’m still alive, Monsieur
le Docteur.”
“For how long, Pierre? For how
long?”
There was no answer to the
question, and we grew silent for
awhile as Doc seemed lost in
thought. Then, as if he saw something we couldn't, he said, “Keep
your medallion, Pierre. Who knows
what... .” But he never finished
it.

As our smuggling operations became more efficient, our small
horde of contraband continued to
grow. We consumed things as fast
as we got them; we were too afraid.
Perhaps our jobs would be changed. And what would we do then?
What would we do during the
winter when there would be no
more farming for Doc and Pierre?
So we hoarded. We never left
things too long in any one place,
but moved them around between
the three of us.

There was little

enough for ourselves; we couldn’t

supply an entire barracks!
We guarded our treasure jealously perhaps. It’s hard to keep
something secret from people who
live with you. I could feel eyes
watching me as I crawled onto my

shelf at night. The eyes were hungry as they watched; they were

judging, looking for some clue to
our hidden cache.

Still, things had been going well,
too well; something would have to
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happen soon. I could feel it. As
the three of us crouched in front
of the barracks one night, I told
Doc about it. There was nothing
unusual, nothing different, it was
just a vague feeling of uneasiness
I had.
“You worry too much, Monsieur.
What could be wrong?”
I didn’t know. I looked at Pierre.
“What do you think?” I asked him.
“I don’t know, Monsieur, but
I've had the same feeling. Yet, I
can't think of anything wrong.”
I heard it then, a dull sort of
scraping sound like two boards being rubbed together.
“Listen.” I whispered.
“What?” I heard Pierre.
“In the barracks — that scraping
sound.”
“I don’t hear anything; what are
you muttering about?” It was Doc.
“I heard it; now listen!”
We sat in silence for awhile until

I heard it again. “I'm going to find
out what it is. You two stay here.”
I went softly into the barracks.
For a second I couldn't see anything. The sounds were coming
from my left, over by my shelf. I

stood quietly for a moment as my
eyes grew more adjusted. Finally
I could make out the outline of a
man. The scraping sound was caused by his tugging at the fastenings
of my shelf; no one else seemed to
notice him or care. The cache! He

was looking for my cache.

my arms. I jerked myself free,
grabbed at its legs, and pulled; I

heard the loud thump as it fell.
Quickly I rolled on top of it, pin-

ning it to the floor. I raised my
hand and brought it down sharply
on the outline’s neck. Again and

again I struck full force until I
heard a loud snap as the neck gave
way under my hand.
Suddenly I was conscious that
my hand hurt; my breath was coming in short gasps. I saw another
outline in the doorway; I stood
up...

“Monsieur — Pierre!
Pierre?” It was Doc.

Where’s

“Pierre? He’s with you!” I gasped.

“No, Monsieur, he came in here
after you.”
“In here? After me?”
“Qui, Monsieur.”
For a moment I couldn't feel
anything as I started to realize —
that outline — it was Pierre!

“Doc!” I sobbed. “It was Pierre;

I've killed him. I killed Pierre!”
No one said anything as I carried him out the next morning. I
held him in my arms while the
guards counted; then I carried him
back to the gate and placed him
with the others.
I waited as long as I could, hoping for something that I knew
couldn't happen. As I took the
clothes from his body, I saw the
fragile, silver chain. Pierre’s medallion. Gently I lifted it over his
head and placed it over my own.

“You bastard! You sonofabitch!”
I yelled as I threw myself at him.
We both fell in a tangled disarray
of arms and legs. My hands closed
over his throat; I felt my nails dig
into his flesh as I squeezed. He

“Adieu, Pierre.” And the empty
sky seemed to mock me.

started thrashing around wildly;

seemed very faint, very far away.

still, I held on.

Something was tugging at my
arms; my hands were pulled from

their hold. I felt the fury rising in
me as I turned. There was another
outline behind me; it was holding

PART Ill —- THE RETURN
“Monsieur, Monsieur!” The voice
“Is

something wrong,

Monsieur.

Are you ill?”
“Oh? No, Madame. Excuse me;
I was thinking — the medallion. It

brought back some memories.”

(Turn to Page 16)

“Drayer of the Manor Born
DIANE CROSS

“O come, thou Father of the White,
O come, thou Source of all our Might,
Our wounds and bruises heal.”

Oh, where is He now?

We sang in the evenings

Wecry in the night,

And laughed and played games;

For something is wrong.
We go to the windows,
But the outside is black,
And inside there’s tumult and noise.

We were born to the Manor,

Mary has locked the door to her room,

And Mother is upstairs crying.
There is no time Now
For those long, happy evenings

When Mother read.
We at her feet.
No more may we watch
The golden sun
Whispering down,

And praised we the Lord!

But that is all gone,
And Mother cries,
And Mary is locked
In her room.
There is no time Now
To go to school,
Cr to ask our comrades

“What is life?”
Picasso is no longer
The talk of an afternoon,
Nor do we listen to Chopin

Dying an echo’s death.

In the lingering hours of morn.

I do not dare

There is no time Now —
The tumult is upon us
Oh, where has He gone?
He who would lead us.
The night is not inviting,
And stars do not smile down;

Step into the street

And hear my feet
Pat along the curbstone.
There is no time
For singing those songs
With all the boys,

Harry quite off-key.

Instead the moon hangs low
And cold like a dead man’s face.

Nor may we wait
For Christmas time,

For white-gloved hands

And hurry and bustle
And bump.

There can be no holly,
No green mistletoe,

No lighting the Yule log
Or toasting with mull.
Oh, where has He gone?

There is no time Now,
That served us tea
Have turned upon us.
Yet we are Manor-born!
Oh, where is someone
Who would hear us...
For there is no time.

They knock...

For something is wrong.

At our very door,
But Mother still is crying,

Mother is crying.
It was different before
When the world was right;

And Mary...
Though we die!

We lived in peace

Oh, come thou, Source of all our Might,

In our Manor White.

For we are the Manor-born!

Who would show us the way;

They shall not enter
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Hector vs.

The Greek Hero

@ I had appropriated the new aluminum-and webbing lounge and
was stretched in that wonderful
semi - upright, semi-flat position,
giving a thrilling rendering of
Vachel Lindsay’ “The Congo.”
That is, it was thrilling as long as
my voice stayed where it was supposed to and didn’t hit a screechy

note worthy of Lily Pons when she
does her stuff on Sullivan’s show.
The books say I’m going through

an awkward stage.
Andy was lolling in the hammock making light patterns by
squinting through her eyelashes,
and for about the past five minutes
her face had the slack look she
gets when her mind is a thousand
miles away from Laurel Springs.
Suddenly the lashes popped wide

“Theater Arts, Saturday Review,
New Yorker, lots of places.”
“Why?” Clenching my teeth, I
awaited the answer which would
surely sound the call to arms.
“To subscribe,”
the same sort of
Lucrezia Borgia
when mixing her

she replied with
wide-eyed stare
probably wore
famous refresh-

ments.

“Um-huh! Where does the cash
come from? You've spent the last
of your birthday money.” I gloated
that I had her stumped there.
Andy looked up at me and smiled or, more accurately, she shot
me a triumphant leer. “From Pop-

pa,” she said.
I was licked. When Dad and

open. “Heck,” she said.

Andy get together in any scheme,

She stopped me right in the middle of a BOOMLAY, BOOM so I
guess may mouth hanging open
made her think I was breathless to
know what new idea she had produced. I wasn't — for good and

there isn’t anything in the second
or third dimension that stops them.
They are, I should explain, exactly
alike. Both are tall and have the
kind of pale blonde hair that looks
more like silver thread than hair,
both are blessed with serene, misty gray eyes, and both move as
though there were a hidden orchestra playing “Pomp and Circumstance.” These, as you will readily see, are assets of the most blatant kind. Unfortunately, both also
possess temperments to match their
eyes — misty, I mean. They do the
most illogical things for supremely
logical reasons and their most sensible remarks lead up to conclusions of the most eccentric kind.
You may think I was making a
terrible tempest over a few innocent magazine subscriptions but,
be assured, I was sure that Something Awful would come of them.
But, as I said, I had lost round one,
and retreated hastily to the kitchen where Mum, who is usually as
sane and practical as I, was baking.

plenty reasons.
“Heck, do you know what?” she
orated with a dramatic gesture that
nearly upset the hammock. “We're
stagnating!” Lips set in a_ thin,
ruler-straight line and eyes glinting, she flounced into the house.
Right away, I knew we were in
for it, but I waited a cautious quarter hour before I followed her indoors — it usually takes that time
for a whim to either die or take
complete hold. I found her in the
study writing rather terse looking
letters on Mum’s best stationery.
“Heck, you must remain very
calm,” said I to myself, “you must
not be abrupt or sarcastic. You
must win her confidence and dissuade her from whatever mad thing
she intends to do.” Acting on this
excellent advice I bent over the

desk, a toothy smile graven on my
face.

“Andy, what are you doing?”
“Writing,”

she

explained

somely.
“Who?” I prodded gently.

ful-

I must have overplayed the part
a little because Mum stiffened her
spine and fixed me with a greeneyed stare that means business. It
was time, I could tell, for my

monthly lecture on filial and fraternal affection. “Hector,” she said,
“I have repeated numerous times

that people are individuals; we are
not all alike; we should be terribly
bored if we were. Everyone has his
own separate personality, his little
idosynransies, which we must respect and, in your sister’s case, even
cherish.”
“But Mother,” I cried — I always
called her Mother when she_ is
being tiresome — “is it not possible that a person can be too individual? Can't a person have en-

tirely too great a number of idio— whatyoumaycallits? Can you not
imagine a person having a personality so separate that everyone re-

fers to that person as a nut!”
“No one considers your sister a

‘nut,’ as you so inelegantly put it,”
answered Mother with finality.
Harsh words were trembling on
my lips and I let them tumble out
gladly. “Oh yes they do. I will
give you chapter and verse. Do
you remember the time two years
ago when you gave Andy permission to smoke, immediately after
which she purchased a carved
ivory cigarette holder of ridiculous
length. She lost three regular boyfriends soon after. And do you
recall the early part of this summer? Your daughter, inspired by
some demented hat designer,
bought a hat as big as a lampshade trimmed with every flower
known to Burbank? Due to the
fact that her face was completely
obscured, she forfeited yet another
male companion,

who was

later

the troubling event I had just wit-

heard to remark that walking with
her in that gear was like escorting
a mushroom. Mother,” I cried,
waxing eloquent, “my sister has
only one beau left, whom she
doubtlessly will soon drive away,
and she shall be left on my hands
— an old maid for life!”

nessed, concluding with a soulful
“Whatever shall we do?”

was looking decidedly troubled.

Stamping in just in time to
the ruination of an angel
cake — never a favorite of
anyway — I settled myself

cause
food
mine,
com-

fortably on the floor and told Mum

I had achieved my goal. Mother
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“It may be,” she said, “that you are
right. You have no proof, however,
that a very few magazine subscriptions will end in disaster. We will
wait and bide our time. And it is

now about five-thirty, so you had
better go and clean up — we will
eat in an hour, and there is to be
lemon pie.”
That remark, let me say, was a
masterpiece of maternal guile, for
usually the promise of lemon pie
will turn me into the most brotherly brother imaginable. This afternoon, thanks to the indignation I
was determined to hang on to, it
failed to work. I left the kitchen
unshaken in my premonition of
calamity.
I will say this for a hot, piney
tub of water — you can sulk in perfect privacy and great comfort. Unlike a cool shower, which inspires
song, a steamy plunge will help

you realize that life is just a futile
bow] of jello. The water had started to chill by the time everything
had worked itself out for me, and
one thing stuck out clearly—everything was Dad’s fault.
Dad is head of the Greek department at Laurel Springs College, and more interested in the
Trojan War than the presidential
elections. That’s the way he looks
at things. No matter what happens,
Dad has a couple of lines from a
Greek poet to fit the situation. Take,
for instance, when my sister and
brother and I arrived. Sure enough,
there was Dad with a big smile on
the mouth that was to christen us
Andromache, Achilles, and Hector.
Later on, we didn’t hear about Red
Riding Hood. No sir! Our story

hour was filled with the adventures

of Jason and Odesseyus. It didn’t
bother me too much since I read

the Hardy Boys on the sly, but
Andy
whole
of the
blown
Greek

ate it up and blighted her
life. Especially in the matter
opposite sex has Andy been
off course. Thanks to the
hero drivel and the Idylls of

up and sweep her into his manly
arms. I am not sorry to point out
that Laurel Springs is not populated with males of heroic dimension, but it grieves me to think
that because of this my sister may
never wed.

In the next few weeks, Andy’s
magazines started pouring, in along
with reproductions of modern
paintings and “advanced” publishers’ catalogues. You couldn't walk
through the living room without
being blinded by a Van Gogh or
tripping over a pile of “little” magazines. Andy herself unstagnated
to the point where she resembled
a finger painting by our kid brother
Achilles. She’d combine orange
blouses with bright pink bullfighter trousers, load on a pile of necklaces and bracelets, and choke
away at that cigarette holder.
I'll have to admit this though;
nobody seemed to mind except me.
People would look at the silver
hair, gray eyes, and willowy figure,
and think of angels that can do no
wrong. Even George, her steady
for the past year, came to this unsupported conclusion. George is
short, red-headed, a little plump,
and majors in mathematical analysis. He is not very exciting, and I
could see that he did not fit the
dashing hero picture. He was just
a real nice guy who was bats about
Andy. Andy treated him like a comfortable old piece of furniture —
something to enjoy but not to display in public.
That’s how things stood early in
September — Andy being modern,

Mum and Dad enjoying it all hugely, and George faithfully lighting
Andy’s cigarettes a full eight inches
away from her mouth. Me? I just
sat back and felt sick, the status
quo was downright revolting.
On the last day of registration,

it happened. The Greek hero made
a spectacular entrance in a white
chariot built

by

Mercedes-Bentz

ported an Ivy League suit, and
alligator luggage sported stickers
from every capital in the world.
His name was Val Atwater, his
father was the author of several
books I hadn’t been allowed to
read, he reeked of glamor and ooz-

ed with sauvity and urbanity. I
know because I’ve seen some Clark
Gable movies. Rumor was that his
father had graduated from Laurel

Springs and wanted his son to do
the same. Andy took one_ look,
breathed deeply, and ran upstairs

to put her hair in pin curls.
Five days later, after the new
student tea dance, Val Atwater was
in her toils — anything in pants al-

ways surrenders when Andy turns
on the charm—and within a month
they picknicked, played tennis, and
went to movies, concerts, and endless dances with wonderful regularity. I just collapsed with a roar-

ing gust of relief, Andy wasn’t going to be an old maid after all; she
was going to get a husband and a

foreign car all in one neat package.
Taking my first cold shower in five
weeks, I concluded that life was

good.
My stay on a bright pink cloud

was interrupted abruptly one evening when I was admiring the sunset from the front porch and
dreaming wonderful fantasies in
which I visited Andy in her New
York penthouse and was allowed
to drive the snazzy foreign car up
Broadway, while Val sat and dispensed crisp new bills to his dear
wife’s brother. Andy and Val were
sitting just inside by the open window and having a chat that was
positively

stomach-turning.

discussed

Piscasso

and

They

Dylan

Thomas and Stravinksy. Then Val
read a poem he had composed in
honor of Andy, something about a
“sylph with fluid silver aureole.”
Andy took a long drag on her
cigarette holder and gavea little
cough. “I just love Edith Sitwell,”

she announced.

the King — that bit was some of

and fitted with white leather up-

Mother’s handiwork — she is wait-

holstery. He had all the extras:

“So do I,” agreed Val, going on to

ing for a marriage combination of
Apollo and Sir Lancelot to whirl

black wavy hair, tanned skin, and
a briar pipe. Broad shoulders sup-

quote a few lines, and enlarging
into a discussion of modern poetry.
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“You have mastered her style in
verse most expertly,” cooed my
sister.

“Thank you so much, exquisite
vision,” purred the mutual admirer.
There followed a crackle of rayon toreador pants on wool sofa

upholstery and a muted but definite scuffing noise. Things were
moving fast. Too fast, I decided.
Accordingly, I hurried into the living room and halted at the threshold with well-feigned surprise.
“Good evening, Percival. Oh, excuse me,” I said.
Val winced at the pronunciation
of his full name while my sister sat
up with a clatter of bracelets. Her
eyes were more akin to armor plating than gentle fog as she said,

“Goodbye, Hector; I hear Mum

fles and eggs at breakfast. Dashing
to the public library, I found
George lost in a world of digits. I
tiptoed over and eased down beside him. “George,” I whispered
theatrically, “just what do you
mean by sitting back and letting
that tweedy boy model steal my
sister from under your nose?”
George accepted the challenge and
went right into action, only he
seemed a little mixed up — he
grabbed me.
“Listen, you tactless and nosey

juvenile, your sister’s liking for Val
Atwater is her own business and
she doesn’t need a goofy fourteen
year old to aid her in minding it.
She is as smart and intelligent as
she is beautiful, and can look out
for herself. If Val Atwater is what
she wants, Val Atwater is what she

calling.”

is going to get, if I can help it.

“T don’t!” Wasn’t that the brave
reply?

You have my permission to be ex-

Andromache does not admire the

heroic pose in her younger brother,
and leaned forward to remove her
slipper, a hard object which she
can pitch remarkably well. “Goodbye, Hector”; she poised the missile.
I retired to my room, discretion
being what it is to valor. It was a
you-know-what of a mess. Instead
of removing one lunatic from the
family, it looked as if I were acquiring another. Endless days of
senseless prose and unrhyhmed
poetry stretched before us unless
I acted, and acted quickly. “Hector,” I told myself sternly, “it is
your bond and duty to save your
sister and your family from this
tragic and corny fate. You must

approach George, even though you
look like a busybody worse than
old Miss Smythe. You must be selfless and courageous.” Tears of admiration for my familial devotion
cascaded to my pillow. I issued a
private ultimatum: “Tomorrow,

Hector, you must ACT!”

cused.” He finished with a hard
shove in my back toward the door.

For the second time in twenty-four

hours, I was ingloriously beaten
back. Experience had, however,
taught me one maxim: never mess

around with young love. Spurned

son who didn’t act stable was my-

self — I sat back and inwardly
shrieked. Not, you understand, that
I had anything particularly against
Val; it’s just that one looney is
enough in any family. I managed
to achieve some calm, though,
while the others slowly lost theirs.
All about me was excitement;
there couldn’t have been half so
much confusion when the Greeks
sacked Troy. Mum was scribbling
out a list of guests and repeating
a formula for red-and-white weddings. “Little muffs with ermine
tail trim,” she babbled, “the bridesmaids wear red velvet with white
fur toques, and little Achilles can
wear a red Faunteroy suit!”
My six your old brother would

just love that!
Keeping my head made me pret-

ty out of place for the rest of the
day, and night came as a beautiful relief. It’s always easier to plan
devilment in the dark, and I was
engineering a scheme that would
make the Wooden Horse seem like
a kindergarten notion.

lovers or happy ones, it doesn’t

My little idea required only two

matter. Theyre as unbalanced as
the tower of Pisa and a lot less

things: A) that the betrothed ones
should have a spat, and B) that

pleasant to be around.

George should be present when
they did. The first I felt I could
rely on — they say that the course
of love is never smooth — but the
second was a real problem. George
did love Andy, a man who would
never have put up with her aberrations. He was, I decided, just too
shy to declare himself. He might
even do away with himself, and a
mental picture of George flinging
his body into the Springs on the
day of Andy’s wedding filled my

The final blow was waiting patiently until lunchtime, when I
found out that things hadn't just
been moving fast the night before;
they had been jet propelled. Mum,
Dad, and I had just started when
Andy drifted in with a wondering
expression on her face and a diamond ring on her left hand. She
gave us the full battery of her
eyes. “Hey, everybody, Val and I
are engaged and we want your
approval and a Christmas wedding.”
I swear, I nearly forgot my
lunch, I was so surprised. Mum
and Dad must have expected it,

mind.

But while I stewed, the wedding
preparations roared on. Val's father was winging in from New York
a month before the wedding with
a five year lease on an apartment

What with excitement and near

though, because they didn’t scream
“No” as they should have, but just

lace for his “new daughter Andro-

despair, I didn’t manage more than

beamed and said, “Why of course;

mache.” Andy was scurrying around

nine hours sleep that night, and
just barely choked down my waf-

such a wonderful boy” and that

being fitted and manicured and

sort of thing. In fact, the only per-

baked in a dryer. Mum was spend-

for the couple, and a pearl neck-
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ing a half year’s income on unsubstantial wearables for her bride-tobe. Val was picking out a_ best
man and, in a fit of generosity —
or meaness, I suspected — gave the
post to George.

That was just fine for me. If
George was a member of the wedding party he would be in and out
of the house a lot, and give me a
chance to carry out my plans. The
scheme had the greatness of simplicity; Val and Andy would quarrel, I would step in and slug Val,
Andy would weep hysterically,
George would come in and comfort Andy by protesting his love,
both would congratulate me for
helping them find happiness.

It didn’t work out that way,
though; at least not in the particulars.
Early in December, opportunity
came banging at my door and, you
know, I was so surprised that I
didn’t bother to answer. But she
entered without my help. I was
reading a mystery behind the
couch — my favorite sport for eyestrain — when Val and Andy came
in from a rehearsal and sat down
practically on top of me, without
even bothering to look ‘round.

“Why, Val, I do believe you're

jealous,” giggled Andy.
At that, Val gave a bounce that
came right through to me. “Jealous,” he hollered, “jealous of a
hick with the shape of a teddy
bear and the eyes of a cocker spaniel! Oh, brother!”
“And I suppose youre the new
stand-in for Gregory Peck,” Andy

said quietly. “I guess maybe the
big world traveler and amateur
sophisticate is better than anyone
in this town. Including me!” This
last was almost a scream, but I

was startled at the way they had
dropped their usual high flown
talk and didn’t realize I was listening to a grade-A brannigan.
Val chimed in with a “Yeah. In-

cluding you. Talk about amateurs.
You puff on that cigarette holder
like it was chair rung.” That made
me sit up and take notice — he had
touched a sore spot when he hit
on Andy’s inability to smoke properly.

“And with that pipe, you remind
me of a dog looking for a place

to bury the bone in its mouth.”
“Dont
seed.”

be a_ pretentious

hay-

Val was chuckling. “You know,
honey, your boyfriend’s hair clashes beautifully with the red velvet
on the Maid of Honor.” He then
added, with a large sigh, “Tl sure
be glad when we can swim out of
this backwater. Won't you?”

By that time they were both
shouting and it dawned on me that
the big moment had arrived. I
started to rise from behind the

“Oh, I don't know. Laurel
Springs isn't so bad — I like it,
especially for a permanent home.”

poke his head through the door.
“Something the matter, Andy? We
heard you yell.”

She added angrily, “And I wish
youd stop making cracks about
George. It’s not very nice.”
“Aaah, [Tm sorry,” he didnt
sound like it, “but he makes it so
obvious that the flame of eternal
love still burns brightly in his heart.
He gurgles whenever you talk to
him.”
Andy adopted her most sensible

tones. “Now, Val, we were never
serious.
<<

You may not have been, but he
was — that’s for sure!”
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“Don't be an affected snob...
Percival!” Andy screamed.

couch just in time to see George

Val’s tan had turned a purplish
color. “None of your business,” he
yelped, and Andy let out a long
wail.

Next thing I knew, Val was behind the sofa with me. George had
clouted him right on the tip of his

cleft chin. Peeking over the back,

Andy was murmuring in his ear,
and George said, “We'll speak to
your parents right now.”
“Poor Mum and Poppa; it'll kill
them.” She didn’t seem to mind
much.
They walked together into the
hall and I, with great relish, emptied the water from a bowl of roses
over Val’s blank face.
All of this happened a year ago.
Tomorrow I’m going to the christening of my new nephew. He was
born on Christmas, which will kind
of spoil his present gathering. I
think his name is going to be
George, Jr. If there were any gratitude in the world, he’d be named
Hector. After all, if it weren’t for
me he wouldn’t even be here.

°

*

a

THE MEDALLION
(Continued from Page 10)
“Of Pierre? He was a good
always so kind, so cheerful.”
“I know, Madame; he was
good friend.”
“There was no way to tell
how grateful I am, Monsieur,

son,
— a
you
that

you brought this to me. Isn't there
something I can do to repay you
for all your trouble?”
“No, please, Madame. It was
something — something I wanted
to do.”
“Then at least you'll stay for the
night, Monsieur.”
“I'm sorry, Madame, but I can't.
I —it’s getting late, Madame —
really I must be starting.”
“I understand, Monsieur. But,
thank you! Thank you very much!”
The sun had just begun to set
as I left; brilliant flashes of scarlet
streaked across the sky. The grass
and trees seemed very green; everything was still and peaceful.

I would sleep tonight;

there

would be no dreams, no monstrous

I saw George and Andy indulging

gate, no fear to haunt me.

in a long, movie-like embrace. In

empty, mocking sky was gone. And

The

the soft haze of the firelight,
George looked exactly like a Flax-

I could think of Pierre and remember him as I felt he would want to

man illustration of Homer — all he
needed was the plumed helmet.

be remembered, to be remembered
and loved as a friend.

The Three Crowns

He died in wealthy poverty.

Ernest P. Loranfant, S. M.

@ “It’s nearly three months, now,
that I’ve been down here, here in
this cold, dark hole. Three long,
wintery, months; three months of
hunger and anguish; three months
of gray despair and desolation have
passed since that bright sunny day
in November, when I learned that
William McKinley had been elected to the Presidency.
“After I heard the election returns, I took my shotgun from the
rack and started over the hill that
rose behind the farmhouse. Farther and farther I went, deeper
into the Catskills, over the golden
fields and meadows, through the
brambles and inkberries, between
the russet maples, and under the
towering oaks. Slowly and lazily I
went, walking on Nature’s crimson
an gold carpet.

where I last saw the jack rabbit, I
found nothing. The rabbit seemed
to have vanished into the side of
what was commonly known as
Black Rock Mountain. I probbed
with my gun among the rocks
under the cliff hoping to find my
game but found only a hollow be-

hind the largest boulder. That supplied the answer to the whereabouts of the missing jack rabbit.
“Picking up a stout oak limb, I
managed to pry the boulder far
enough to permit me to see that I
had uncovered the mouth of a
cave. Hurriedly, I made a torch
from birch bark, and entered the
black, yawning cavern, never more
to return. To my amazement, the

wall to my right seemed to be

from a young

marked periodically with white
splashes. Supposing these markers
to point out an underground trail,
I continued to follow them into
what appeared to be the bowels of
the mountain. On and on I fol-

bush. Slowly I raised my gun, took

lowed, deeper and deeper into the

“A swallow and his mate twitter-

ed overhead as a jack rabbit nibbled

blueberries

and the flutter of bats broke the
tomb-like silence. Between huge
stalalgmite pillars I continued.
The torch-light cast eerie shadows
and silouetted the swooping bats
on the walls, while transforming
the milky calcium formations into
deathly, dancing, demons in capes
of black bats.
“Through the cavern my footfalls echoed again and again, until
they sounded like a troop of damned souls marching through Hades.
I stopped to listen; I thought I was
being followed. But everything was
as quiet as the grave, excepting the
bubbling brook and the bats, those
horrid, furry creatures that flit from
wall to wall, only to perch again
upside down in one ghastly mass.

“I began again, this time follow-

ing the white splashes, that now
led upward and along a narrow,
twisting passage. Presently the way
grew wider, until I could stretch
my arms out at full length. I also

aim, and saw the rabbit dash to-

earth. I walked for quite a while

noticed, for the first time, that the

warda cliff and dart between two

before

path

rough stone floor seemed to be

boulders; I fired but missed. Re-

seemed to be descending rather

worn smooth. Stooping down, I

loading while I ran to the spot

sharply. Only the running of water

saw it to be rutted as if heavy

I

noticed

that

the

at

weights had been drawn across it.

By this time I was chilled to the
marrow and drew my jacket closer
about me.

piled next to the wall, and soon the
blaze lit the entire room.

“I gasped. The firelight had lifted the deep velvet curtain that
shrouded the chamber and reveal-

“With shotgun and torch in hand,
I advanced througha high gallery,
colonnaded with dripping §stalactites. Suddenly I stopped. A ray of
sunlight, beaming down from some

Around the walls were chests, some

unseen opening, formed a warm

some large. On one were stacked

golden shaft before me. But so dark
was the cavern and so heavy the
air, that the light was absorbed before illuminating the walls. From

sterling silver platters and goblets;
on another were piles of gold coins;
a third, a red leather casket, vomited rings, bracelets and brooches.
Like a madman, I ran from chest
to chest. The rich silks and brocade

where I stood, it was impossible to
determine exactly how large this
room was. I walked straight ahead
into the inky blackness hoping to
reach the opposite wall. Counting
the paces as I went, I found that
the chamber was sixty-four paces

wide. Sixty-four steps, equal to
about one hundred sixty feet. I
passed the column of sunlight and
retraced my steps, stopping when
I reached the thirty-second. I calculated that I was approximately
in the center of the room, whose
ceiling was so high and whose expanse was so that, from the light
emitted by my torch, I was unable
to discern its dimensions. Here I
made a right angle turn toward
the left, toward the cascading water, and slowly groped my way forward, step by step. I had gone only
about thirty feet when I came
upon it, a deep, black pool, shimmering in the dim light of my dying torch. Returning to the middle
of the room, my light set glittering
what seemed to be a small golden
globe. I had heard stories told by
the old timers about the French
privateers who, during the French
and Indian Wars, had_ harassed
English shipping on the nearby
Hudson River between Albany and
New York City, but I never took
stock in such stories.

“When I first entered the room,
the ribbon of sunlight, coming in
obliquely, made it impossible for

me to see the heap of charred
wood that lay directly below the

hole in the ceiling; but now the
sun shown full on the ashes. I lit
a fire from the sticks and branches
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ed a sight that dazzled my eyes.
open and some closed, some oaken

ern, the torch singeing my hair and

eyebrows as I went. I stumbled on
a rock and fell on my face, but I
rose and ran on. Again and again
I fell, but again and again I got
up to run on. It seemed that I had
run for hours when I once more
fell flat, before the fire, which still
burned brightly.

and some steel, some small and

I draped over my worn leather
jacket. I took whole fistfuls of
English sovereigns and threw them
into the damp air.
“At first I was impelled to stuff

my pockets and jacket with the
gold; hurriedly I began. Then,
reasoning for a moment, I decided
to return home for some large
sacks in which to haul my new

found wealth. I picked up a burning log and made my way out of
the room, leaving the fire to burn

merrily.
“Again I followed the white
splashes; faster and faster I went,
until I found myself running

through the passageways. Down
past the
through the
and down I
twisted like
me shonea

dripping
colonnade,
narrow path I ran. Up
ran, around turns that
a corkscrew. Ahead of
light; I darted toward

“Now I realized why I couldn't

find my way out: there were white

splashes on all the walls. The in-

genious French had made it easy
to find the room, but they also

made it impossible to leave it. Day
after dreary day I tried to locate
the entrance to the cave, but each
time I failed.
“Upon finding a ledger, quill and

dried inkpot, to which I added water from the stream, I began to
write this account. When I finish,
I will put these papers into a bottle,
cork it, and let it bob down the
icy stream in hopes that it will be
found.
“It is now January. Here I sit before the cold ashes listening to the
winter wind howl through the
opening in the ceiling and re-echo
through the cavern. My food has
consisted of old leather soaked in

English brandy, vintage 1650; I
have also found roasted bat to be
palatable. Around me lies a king’s
ransom, while I starve. I wait only
for Death’s sweet embrace.”

(signed
)

it. And then stopped. My jaw drop-

John Breckley

ped. I was again in that great

January 7, 1898

room, with the fire burning brightly. I must have made a wrong turn,
I thought. Once more I started out,
slower this time, following the

white

splashes

on

the

wall.

Through a low passageway I walked, over the stream and up an incline. Farther on, I saw a familiar
formation and ran toward it, only

to find it to be the brightly burning fire guarding my treasure.
“I sat down ona chest to regain
my breath and to collect my
thoughts. No sooner had I seated

myself, when I bolted up and ran
faster and faster through the cav-

A likely story, I scoffed as I replaced the yellow pages in the
black bottle. Who would believe
such a tale? I laughed.
The hot August sun beat down
on me as I cocked my arm to
smash the bottle in the stoney
stream. Then something jingled inside the bottle. I stopped and removed the cork, then the papers.

Slowly I turned the bottle upside
down and there fell from its mouth
three gold crowns, all bearing the

head of Charles II and the date
1667.

Athletes, Eun Guarde /

I go out for sports — far out

Larry Ruff

@ It is one of the more rankling

aspects of my life that I have any
number of friends and acquaintances who are athletic-minded and
whose grasp of every portion of
the sporting world is so firm that

they make me feel more than a
little frustrated because, frankly, I
never have more than the vaguest
notion what they're talking about.
They will discuss in hearty, know]egable tones such esoterica as why
the Reds didn’t get a chance at the
pennant, or how the Frosh Football
Team is shaping up, or the brilliant
stance that makes Miss X the mainstay in the Girls’ Soccer Society.

When, by some unfortunate mischance, I find myself mired in such
discussions, my usual course is
simply to be silent and look receptive and willing to learn. Pitfalls

in such a road are numerous, however, since silence can easily lead
me into a doped lethargy and I

find myself dislocating my jaw

while stifling prodigious yawns,
while my “receptive look” is some-

times mistaken — by those who do
not know me —as an indication

that I have some contribution to
the conversation, an error which
has elicited numerous stunningly
stupid observations from my groping brain.
After such ordeals, which leave
me drained and vulnerable, I am
terrified to find that vague, perennial, inner longings to be competent at sports are stirring in me,

and, before I can catch myself, I
am saddled with an instructor and
out on the playing fields for yet another stab at the competitive life.
These “stabs” always involve —
as I have learned from sad experi-

ence — two things: considerable
outlay of money and an instructor
who does not understand me. Now
while I do not mind the money —
at least, not very much —since it
constitutes a blow to the pocketbook, I do mind the instructors —
very much —since they, one and
all, constitute a blow to my ego.
My would-be teachers invariably
have two traits in common: an
overwhelming heartiness and a
conviction that I am not really
trying. Except that excessively
healthy people have a tendency to
make me feel rather seedy, I cannot say that I object to their heartiness, but I resent strongly their accusation of lack of effort because,
Lord knows, I do try. Take, if you

please, a case in point.
About three years ago I confessed my vaulting athletic ambitions to a friend who had achieved
some fame on the local tennis

courts, and blushingly inquired if
he thought I might learn the game.
On being assured that manipulation of a tennis racquet was as
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easy as pie or falling off a log, I
made an appointment to meet him
for a few lessons. He arrived, the
following Saturday, dressed for
Wimbledon in white ducks and a
marvelous tan, with the startling
bit of information that you do not
simply clutch a tennis racquet —
you shake its hand. If it will not
offend Mr. Spalding too greatly,
may I say that those racquets have
the coldest return grips I have ever
encountered! His second bit of
news dealt with the way the ball
is swatted, using a sort of upward
movement not unlike that of professional flapjack flippers in restaurant windows. This was followed with some arbitrary regulations
concerning the lines painted on the
court. These rules were unclear at
the time and the intervening years
have made them so murky that I
can only remember being crushed
when I once returned a ball and,
instead of being praised for my ac-

complishment, I was told that it
should have been ignored since it
had gone over the line. Two lessons later we started to keep score
— ostensibly so that I would learn
how, but, I pettishly suspect, it was
really to nourish my_ inferiority
complex. It was thought-provoking to learn that score is kept by
calling out a number with the word
“Love” at intervals. On reflection,
I decided that a game demanding
this tender emotion toward it was
really not the game for me, and
discontinued instruction.
Since that time, I have been a
perfect living example of the Mark
Twain maxim, “The burnt child
shuns the fire until the next day.”
I have skinned my knees to the

bone falling in skating rinks; burn-

ed all the skin off my nose while
struggling around a golf course;
have turned my ankles countless
times in pursuit of a badminton
bird. This latter has so affected the

poor things — my ankles, that is —
that they have evidently concluded
that they are not supposed to be

The more sympathetic reader
will probably be thinking at this
point, “The poor thing, I wonder
what could have caused this affliction,” and if anyone comes up with
the answer I would be tickled pink
to hear it. I myself am not at all
sure whether this aversion to sports
was present at birth or whether I
acquired it as I stumbled through
life, but I lean strongly toward the

latter theory. My father has always
been alarmingly sportif — especially about baseball — and I can remember sitting through a million

(or perhaps ten) games, several of
which were the two-headed variety
of which my parent is unreason-

ably fond. While there may exist
some children of eight who can en-

dure, or even enjoy, such a prolonged confinement, I can only say
that I do not belong to that sturdy
breed and maintain that, to this
day, a double-header is more than
adequate preview of what eternity
shall be.
On the other hand, the heredity
theory has no little support, for I
can never remember having a very
competitive spirit. When someone

tosses a ball at me, my first impulse
is to duck and run and, sadly
enough, I usually am not able to
conquer that reaction. When I did
hit a baseball one time
—through
some divine intervention — I was
too stunned by joy and surprise to
lope to first base and merely stood,
bat slipping from nerveless fingers
and mouth agape. After a few moments of assimilation, both teams
cheered lustily, and a subscription
banquet was held at which I was
presented with a plaque. Such
flashes of glory are not often part
of my lot, though, since the more
observant gym instructors immediately put me to solitary calisthentics or deep breathing exercises in
a corner.

I suppose, however, that the real
reason lies in neither of these two
theories, and it is only a callow

any

self-respecting

member

of

those two worthy organizations will
have tossed this article aside by
now with a number of colorful
adjectives for its author, I will
gather my small supply of courage
about my narrow shoulders and announce that I think sports of any
description a trifle foolish. That
any person would willingly subject
himself to the bruises, abrasions,
fractures, and smashes that the average game includes for the sake
of some bit of leather or wood is,
to me, the zenith of human folly
and I do not see either fun or profit (excluding, of course, the profes-

sional play-for-keeps variety) in it.
If someone were that anxious to
obtain an elliptical speck of airfilled pigskin from me, he would
have only to ask nicely — under no
circumstances would I have to be
chased, knocked down, and_ sat
upon.

I envy the people who are willing to do it. I will pay almost any
amount to see it done — but I cannot understand why and, furthermore, I’m glad that I can’t. When
a player is carried groaning from
the field or gets it right and proper
in the eye with a hockey stick, I
breathe a prayer of thanksgiving
that my instinct for self-preservation overrules my sporting instinct.

Let me attend banquets for the
athletes, and scream myself hoarse
for them in the spectators’ area.
But let me also keep what little
stamina I have and let the perspiring and galloping and punching to
those better able to stand it.
Not that Mr. Kerr or Mr. Zimmerman or Miss Drees will be interested in what I have to say —

it just gives me great pleasure to
Say it.
END

This piece is dedicated to the
retired Sports Editor of the Dayton Flyer, Tom Zins, with the wist-

rigid and, consequently, I can of-

fear of the strapping members of

ful hope that his successor in office

ten be seen walking miserably on

the football and field hockey team

will be as generous with my idio-

the sides of my shoes, easy prey to
every passing Dr. Scholl salesman.

that kept me from explaining it in
the first place. On the premise that

syncrascies
been.
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always

Over the Hill
He nearly came to the brig — of disaster

Ed Daley

e “Ill be your driver from here
into San Francisco. We will have
a half hour meal stop at noon, a
fifteen minute rest stop at four
o'clock, and we are due to arrive
in San Francisco at seven-thirty
P. M. Pacific Central Time. I hope
that you all have a pleasant trip.”
The clean cut, confident driver
seated himself behind the wheel
of his huge Greyhound. With a
surge of power and exhaust fumes,
the bus backed out of the station
and turned on to Route Forty for
the last three hundred fifty miles
of the long trip.
Halfway back on the right hand
side next to the window slumped
a wrinkled, tired sailor. His dirty
white hat was cocked over his eyes
to ward off the sun. His two-day
growth of beard, little more than
peach fuzz, made him look older

than his twenty-two years. He
brushed absently at the cigarette
ashes that constantly seemed to attach themselves to his blue uniform. With a scrutinizing, almost
furtive glance, he noticed the new

years. A series of rapid transfers,
the last one aboard a ship headed

for Japan, didn’t leave him time
to get home. At first he was quite
bitter, but it didn’t take him long
to realize that being bitter didn't
help his peace of mind, nor did it

improve his relations with his shipmates. He resigned himself to the
fact that he would have over fifty
days leave due him when he returned to the States, and could
make up for lost time then.
He had been kept busy overseas
so he didn’t have much time to
brood. Just prior to returning to
the States the ship issued its leave
policy. Thirty days leave, at a maximum, to those who had that much
time accrued. He had been furious.
Fifty-one days leave due him and
they would only give him thirty.
He had ranted and raved, but to
no avail.

His mind had finally been put at
ease by a buddy in the personnel

of civilian life again. A few of the
old girl friends were still unmarried and his brother and most of
his high school friends were in
college, so his social life suffered
not at all in three years of service.
He had completely forgotten what
home life was like. So completely
that before his leave he was almost
sold on a career in the Navy.
Not now, he mused. That home
life is for me. One more year in
this Navy and I’m going home for
good. Four years in college will do
me more good than four more in
the Navy.

About ten days before he was
due back he wired the ship requesting a fifteen day extension of
his leave, as per arrangement. As
the last of his thirty days rolled
around he became worried. He
knew that if he didn’t hear from
the ship, he could consider his request not granted. The days drag-

office.

ged by and still no word. It was
Saturday and he knew he should

“About a week before your leave
is up, Jim, wire in for a fifteen day

leave then to arrive in San Francisco by Tuesday morning. But all

passengers who had boarded the

extension.

Things will be pretty

the bitterness toward the service

bus at Reno. Although he had not
completely overcome his fear of
running into a Shore Patrol or MP,
in the last two days he had become
accustomed to the feeling.

quiet around here and I'll slip it

and the disgust at a broken promise welled up inside him. Nuts, he
thought, I'm going to stay here for
the weekend. I don’t care what
they do to me. I’ve got the leave
coming.

through for you,” he was promised.

As the bus ate up the miles dur-

The thirty days were gone in no
time at all. He had spent his leave
sleeping late, eating a lot of his
mother’s good cooking, and gener-

ing the day, his mind drifted back

ally becoming reacquainted with

to his thirty day leave. It had been

his friends and family. It didn’t

his first time home in almost two

take him long to get into the swing

By Monday his common sense
and better judgment

had_ taken

hold. There was an airfield near his
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home. He would go out there and
see if he could get a hop back to
the West coast. If he could get a
hop, he could still make it in time.
But no, the airfield had been
weathered in all day. No flights in
or out. The only thing left for him
to do was take the bus and wire
them that he was on his way. At
that he would be considered “over
the hill” by nine o'clock the next
morning. But he had to take the
chance on getting back before he
was stopped and requested to show
his leave papers.
His reverie was interrupted by
the voice of the driver as the bus

pulled to a stop.
“Well have a half hour meal
stop here. Please be back on time”
He got up, stretched, and started

where he could almost feel the hand
on his shoulder, the standard request for his leave papers, and
then the look of amazement when
the MP checked the date that he
was due back. Maybe it will be a
good Joe, he had hoped. As long
as I have the ticket all the way
back, maybe he will let me go. No,
he had thought, it will be just my
luck to run into a hard-boiled master sergeant who will have me slapped in the pokey before I could
even offer an excuse.

The eternity had finally passed
and Jim had been walking on air
as he boarded the bus. Now, as he
thought back, he chuckled to himself. He had felt like the inter-

national gangster boarding a ship
one step ahead of the law. But at
the time he had half expected a

melodramatic ending right there;

perhaps the MPs running up at the
last moment, stopping the bus, and
literally dragging him away.
The hot sun had begun to take
its effect on the bus. The air was
getting stale and the overhang of
cigarette smoke was becoming
quite thick. I may as well add to

the smog, Jim thought, as he pulled a crumpled cigarette from an
even more crumpled pack. He leaned back and started to doze off
when he felt the bus slowing down.

He perked up to see why they were
stopping, because it didn’t look like

a town or a regular stop.
The bus had stopped at atoll
house. The sign in front read “You
are now entering the State of California.” Two husky state highway
patrolmen came aboard. One sta-

toward the door. As he passed the
front seat another sailor, not quite
as wrinkled or tired, got up and

walked out behind him. Jim’s quick
glance inspected him for any sign
of a Shore Patrol brassard, but almost immediately he caught the
tired, weary look of a fellow traveler.
“Match you for the coffee,” Jim
said, as he stepped away from the
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door.

“You're on,” replied the newcomer.
=
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The layover in Chicago had been
the worst. An hour and a half between connections. And the terminal had been crawling with MPs
and SPs. Jim had tried to be as
inconspicuous as possible without
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arousing suspicion. He had spent
most of that hour and a half at
the lunch counter drinking coffee.
The nervousness had affected his
stomach so that he couldn't eat,
although he had been starved. He
was filled with a guilty obsession
and feared that it showed. His constant glancing over his shoulder

John H. Furbay, Ph.D., Director, TWA Air World Tours
Dept. CM, 380 Madison Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.

did not help his feeling of furtive-

Name

ness.
During that layover all sorts of

thoughts ran rampant through his
mind. He had arrived at the point
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tioned himself at the front door
while the other started down the
aisle, glancing at all the luggage on

the racks over the seats, and stopping to ask something of each passenger. As the patrolman drew

nearer to Jim, his heart began to
beat a little faster and his mind
raced over the answers he would
give.

“Any fruits or plants to declare,
sailor?” The tall patrolman looked
him straight in the eye.
“No, I don’t have anything but
some dirty clothes,” replied Jim,
with an involuntary sigh of relief.
As the bus started to move again
Jim beganto. feel quite proud of
himself. Only six more hours and
Tl have this thing licked, he

thought.

One

more

bad

spot,

though, he pondered, getting
through the terminal in San Francisco. He figured that wouldn’t be
too bad. He would just get lost in
the crowd. There would be a million and one other servicemen running in and out of that place.
He would like to stop and
have beer with his shipmates at
their favorite drinking establishment, but he thought better of that
idea. That would be all I need, he
thought with a smirking shrug. Get
all the way back here without being stopped and then be asked for
my leave papers in a bar. No, he
figured, better get right back to the
ship and check in.
Now that he was so close to the
end of his trip, he began to wonder and worry what the punishment would be for his extended
leave. It will be only two and a
half days, he calculated, but it will
depend on what kind of a mood

the skipper is in when I go to see
him. Oh, well, he won’t do much
more than restrict me for a couple
of weeks. I haven't been caught at
anything in three years, so he
should go pretty easy.
2

%

2

As the cab pulled onto the dock,

all the aches and pains of two and
a half days riding on a bus seemed

to catch up with him. It wouldn't
be long now, though, before he
could stretch out in his own rack.
He had come through the bus terminal and downtown San Francisco without a hitch, no trouble
at all. He kept feeling more and
more like the gangster who had
finally eluded the police.
The cab stopped in front of the
gangway and Jim collected his luggage. He paid the driver with his
last two dollars and trudged up the
gangway to face his last encounter.
“Good evening, Chief,” he said
as he handed the chief of the watch
his leave papers.
“Hi, Jim, how was the leave?”
replied the chief as he finished-

making out the log.
“Fine, except that it wasn’t long
enough.”
“They never are. Say — youre
late. You were due back on the fifteenth.”
“Yeah, a little late.”
The chief checked the calendar.
“Let’s see — you were due back
at 0900 on the fifteenth, and it’s
now 2027 the seventeenth. That’s
about fifty hours, twenty-seven minutes over the hill.”
The chief began filling out the
report chit as Jim gazed around
the almost deserted ship. He was
wishing the chief would hurry so
that he could get out of his dirty
clothes and into a good hot shower. That was all he cared about
now — a good hot shower and a
decent night’s sleep in a horizontal
position.

“Who was she, JimP Was she
worth itP”
The chief kept up a constant
stream of small talk as he filled out
the form.

“Did you know that we have a

new skipper? Change of command
ceremonies were Monday. He looks
like a tough one.”
“Here, Jim, sign this and you can

hit the sack. You look like you
need it.”
“I do. That’s a tiresome trip.”
After a long, hot shower, Jim
relaxed with a cup of coffee and
a cigarette before going to bed. At
the moment he didn’t care what
happened tomorrow; new, tough
skipper, or not. He was tired, contented and slightly pleased with

himself for getting all the way back
to the ship without being stopped.
He savored the pleasure of sleep

by prolonging it.
*

*

*

“Jim is one of the mainstays of
the “V’ division, Captain. He’s been
aboard about eight months and has
been one of my best men during
that time.”
Jim’s division officer, Lieutenant
Commander Stedman, was answering the Captain’s query on Jim’s
record, the next day at Captain’s
mast. The Captain stood in the
doorway of his cabin behind alectern which held Jim’s service record. Jim stood, white hat in hand,
facing the Captain. Mr. Stedman
was on Jim's left, and a yeoman
was on his right.
As Mr. Stedman finished, the
Captain leafed through Jim’s service record, paying particular attention to the pages that covered quarterly marks and previous offenses.
“Jim, your record for the last
three years is very good, and because of that I’m going to give you
only a warning this time. However,
youve been in the Navy long
enough to know the score. Overleave, no matter how long_ is
UE
oe
When Jim heard the Captain
say “only a warning” he could
hardly suppress himself. He heard
very little of what the Captain said

after that, and he hoped it didn’t
show on his face.
“<<

.... $80 I don't want to see you

up here again. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” Jim replied enthusiastically.
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“Fine. Dismissed.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Jim, as he
donned his white hat and saluted.
“Just a minute, Jim. What is your
rate?” called the Captain.
Jim turned back from the hatch
and answered, “Aviation Ordnanceman second class, sir.”
“Why do you have only a third
class stripe on your arm?”
“I was promoted just before we
returned from overseas, sir,” stammered Jim. “And I haven't had time
to put new stripes on all my uniforms yet.”
“Well you had better get second
class stripes on there before you
lose them.”
“Aye, aye, sir.”

THE PRESLYAN
FAITH
(Continued from Page 6)
classical requirements for a work
of art, therefore the whole realm
of art should be put on a shelf, and
some new realm formed for the
accommodation of new and unprecedented forms like Elvis Presley,
and his counterparts in literature,
sculpture, and painting? Art is a
living thing, and therefore it must
grow. Well, let it! Elvis Presley
certainly fits into it, nothwithstanding violent protests to the contrary
from many quarters.
But it is one thing to fit him into
art, and quite another to put him
on his proper level. If we measure
his artistry on the basis of the enjoyment he produces, we must certainly rank him near the top; but
with respect to natural talent and

technical competence, it should be
clear to any rational person that
Elvis Presley falls far short of being an accomplished artist. For no

matter how impartial we may be,
we would be foolish to class as art

that portion of his performances in
which he displays the greatest tal-

ent — to wit, his wiggle; or, on the
other hand, to call him accomplish-
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ed in the artistic portion of his performances — his musical offerings,
vocal and instrumental. Unless we

make him a law unto himself (to
do which is contrary to right rea-

son), we cannot rate his singing
and playing by their appeal; no
matter how liberal we are in defining art, we must cling at least to
some standard; and Presley's music, be it ever so enchanting to the
ear of the Presley fan, is contrary
to the principles of modern art.
We have established that Elvis
Presley is a performer, but that
he lacks the requisites of artistic
greatness. His appeal and his success are undeniable, nevertheless.
The appeal which his artisically
inferior music and his physical contorsions exercise over his audiences

is decidedly not intellectual. It is a
physical and physiological attraction which never penetrates as far
as the intellect, which never engenders any admiration or sympathy in the reason. It is an appeal
to the lower nature of man, to that
which man shares with irrational
animals. In theory, a dog or a cat
could derive the same enjoyment
from a Presley record that a human being can because this enjoyment requires nothing but an animal body with the proper auditory

apparatus. A hungry dog can
match Presley’s gamut of vocal expression, howl for howl, and a garden snake can wiggle quite as well
as “Elvis the Pelvis.”
A piece of classical music appeals primarily to the intellect. We
can state with certainty that no irrational creature is capable of appreciating the music of Mozart, because the beauty of this music can
only be understood and enjoyed by
an intellect. Objectively, then, the
“charm” or “attractiveness” of EIvis singing is inferior to that of
prestige music. Those who derive
greater enjoyment from Presley
than from the music of serious
composers are plainly limited, in
their intellectual enjoyment of music, by the limitations of their intellects.
In fine, the Presley fan is very
likely to be of small intellectual
development and capacity. It is
his misfortune that he is unable to
enjoy finer music, and turns in des-

peration to organized noise that
stimulates a pleasure in his animal
nature and if Presley can continue
to capitalize on the intellectual
limitations of the American public,
then I step down from the judge’s

bench just long enough to say,
“More power to him!”

of Menta) Disease
JIM HEMMERT
Leaves
Leaves
Leaves
Leaves
Leaves

on the sidewalk
in the road,
on the roadwalk,
in the load,
on the toadstools,

Leaves in the stream,

Leaves on the mud pools,
Leaves on the lot,

Leaves in the drain,
Leaves Ive got
Leaves on the brain.
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really does the job. It filters so effectively that the

-

WINSTON is the cigarette selected by Capital Airlines to serve passengers aboard the new VISCOUNT.
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