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NEW PHOTOGRAPHIC CONTEST FOR
COLLEGE SENIORS OFFERS TWO
CAREERS WITH CONDE NAST STUDIOS
New York, January 5th:— The Editors of Vogue Magazine, a Conde Nast
Publication, have just announced a Photographic Contest for seniors in
American colleges and universities.
The contest offers two career prizes — one for men, one for women—
consisting of a six months' apprenticeship, with salary, in the Conde Nast
Studios in New York — with the possibility of a permanent position on
completion of the period of apprenticeship. In addition, eight cash prizes
and honourable mentions will be awarded.
"In our search for new talent," said Mrs. Chase, Editor-in-Chief of
Vogue, "it is natural for Vogue to turn to the colleges, where there is a
keen interest in photography and a background in the arts well able to
produce the type of photographer suited to our editorial requirements. We
believe that among the student body of our American colleges there are
many promising photographers. It is our purpose to discover them
through this contest."
The cause of good photography has, for many years, been a tradition
of the Conde Nast Publication, publishers of Vogue, House & Garden and
other leading magazines. Among the outstanding artists who helped to
create this tradition are Baron de Meyer, Edward Steichen, Charles Sheeler, Anton Bruehl, Ralph Steiner, George Hoyingen-Huene, Lusha Nelson,
Cecil Beaton, John Rawlings, Andre Durst, Roger Schall, Horst, and Toni
Frissell. Many of them achieved much of their finest work in collabora
tion with the London, Paris and New York studios of the Conde Nast
Publications. The opportunity to work in these same studios, to acquire
the technical and artistic knowledge essential to a career in photography,
is now being offered to the winners of Vogue's Photographic Contest.
The contest will be composed of a series of eight photographic prob
lems to be presented in the magazine. These will cover a wide range of
topics, including outdoor and indoor shots, action, still life, etc. Winners
of the contest will join Vogue's New York staff on or about June 15th.
For further information write to:
Conde Nast News Service
420 Lexington Avenue
New York City
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A Chapter from "The Wanderer

99

By Peter Taylor
When Sarah Henderson, Floyd's Aunt, came
from the cemetery, she found him in the sitting
room. He sat on the bed with his face in his hands
and his baggage about his feet. Sarah went to the
dresser and took off her hat before the mirror,
and with his ear he followed her footsteps across
the room. Finally she stood among the baggage
that was about his feet and said something to
him. Floyd didn't raise his face until she had
spoken the second time, and then he said:
"I'm not brooding, sweetheart. And I'm not
half sick."
Then, I'll bother you no more than to say,
wait a few days to go now."
He turned his face towards a window, the
inside blinds of which he had opened a few min
utes before. "When I was coming back from the
church," he said, "I thought I heard some crazy
voices calling me." His aunt nodded. "I was dross•ng pasture out there—about half way between
the Todd's place and here."
Aunt Sarah gazed at his profile a moment and
then went over to the window and looked out
at the pasture. "Yes," she said.
But there was not one person on the street
that goes up by the church; and there was not a
s°ul in the yard or on the porch of Judge Todd's
house. Floyd saw the full silhouette of his aunt's
figure in the long window, and she said to him
without turning around that they must have been
voices of negro children playing over behind the
Todds'.
ft wasn't precisely as though there were
someone in the distance screaming," he went on."
ft was more nearly as though my head were a
v'ctrola box with a wax record of those screams
playing inside it."
Well, it must have been the negro children,"
Sarah said.
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"Presently, you see, it seemed that the screams
might be coming from this direction, from far
beyond our house." Floyd hesitated. He got up
and went and stood behind his aunt, looking over
her shoulder out at the pasture. "Suddenly I
thought that the voice sounded like William's,
and then I felt that the first screams had sounded
like Kate's. . "
His aunt, who was as tall as himself and who
seemed taller with the fluff of auburn hair above
her forehead, turned and met his eyes with her
own. "Mind what you say, Floyd," she said. She
walked slowly to the bed where Floyd had been.
The boy had thought she seemed a little pale.
"I'm not trying to frighten you. But listen, he
said with his eyes still fixed on the pasture "I
turned again, with something like a vision of
them in the funeral directors' automobile—on the
way to the cemetery—and I began to run across
the meadow towards our house. I ran with the
voices sounding each time I put a foot down
almost like Kate's on my right foot and William's
on my left. It was almost that certain. As I passed
the Todds' Jersey cow, she raised her head and
stared at me, and that spotted pony began to run
and kick up the dust, and it glanced back at me
with a look in its eyes that I think I must have
had in my own."
His aunt drew her breath through her teeth,
pronouncing his name that way. He whirled
around and faced her. When she sucked her
breath again, he knew that he must have that look
in his eyes now. "Oh, it s nothing, he said.
"Floyd, Floyd," she said, "Do wait a few
days. Stay with us a few days yet."
The boy attempted a smile. "Why, sweetheart,
it was all due to my sitting still so very long at
the funeral ... I thought you knew that ... to
my standing in the vestibule afterward, to the
5
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Ak home under that broiling sun." He was still
joking out at the pasture which August had
made brown in places. Then he looked closer
about his uncle's premises at the iris bed he had
stumbled through and at the fence stile he had
managed to get over. A white reflection of the
noonday sun came from the top of the greenhouse,
and he turned his face away, shutting his eyes. He
realized that every inch of his body was moist and
cold with a sudden sweat; and he must have
shivered, for his aunt stepped up behind him and
put his suit coat about his shoulders. She came
between him and the window and closed the little
folding shutters.
He stood in the dark high-ceilinged room with
his eyes closed. I took off my coat as I came over
the stile, for I was sweating fiercely. I ran over
the iris beds and jumped up on the porch; but
when I got in the hall and stood still, listening
for them, of course I couldn't hear them any
more." He slipped his arms into the sleeves of his
coat, followed Sarah over toward the bed, and
said, "It's fifteen degrees cooler in here than out
there."
It s August," his aunt Sarah said.
"Did he get the ticket?" Floyd sat on the bed
again. It was David Henderson, his uncle, who
had offered to attend to his railroad passage.
"Yes, he got the ticket; and he thinks you'll
surely get work. At least he tells me so."
"Sure, I'll get work."
"Your friends, I suppose."
Friends or not, sweetheart. How many times
I have gotten work! If you only knew."
"If I only knew how many times more." She
had her hand on the door knob, and he thought
they would be her final words. But she lingered.
My child, see those young people once more.
They may need you bad now. It's all to be quite
a different thing for them, without Judge Todd."
She only stayed a moment longer to remind him
to sort a mess of papers and letters on the bed
beside him. She was in the hall when he heard
her, And dispose of what you don't want."
He had surely heard the voices of William
and Kate out there in the pasture. But it was all
due to his sitting still so very long at the funeral,
to his standing in the vestibule afterward, and
to his subsequent walk home under that broiling
6

sun. He now impressed these causes upon his own
mind as he had upon his aunt's. Yet finally he
was comparing the finale of the whole morning's
experience to the other wretched sensations he
had this summer—other sensations which he re
lated to the now deceased Judge Todd and his
two children.
When he felt that the sweat had dried under
his shirt and felt neither hot nor cold, he fell back
on the bed; and it seemed the most natural thing
in the world for him to lie there, after this fun
eral, and let his mind arrange the scenes of what
then seemed a finished episode. Concerning the
episode he believed that he knew, though without
understanding, the relative importance of its
every scene and felt a significance in the two that
came first in their perverted sequence—the scene
of the very morning, and then a scene at the be
ginning of his stay.
That morning in the Methodist Church the
last one, two, three about ten pews had been un
der the shadow of the balcony. Floyd, in the very
back pew, was squeezing along a row of knees,
holding his felt hat over the heads of the plainly
dressed country people in the next to last pew.
Before he sat down among the farmers and ten
ants there, he looked over the heads of the con
gregation for William and Kate. They would be
among the other mourners down in front. The
sunlight beyond the balcony's shadow showed the
dust particles in the morning air and seemed to
put the dark choir loft beyond in an opaque mistFloyd looked over the heads just before him and
over the heads in the sunlit auditorium, and be
fore he sat down he caught one glimpse of the
yellow head of William and of the black crown
of Kate's hat. They were in the very front pewHe sat down and slipped his hat under the
bench. He craned his neck about but could not
see William and Kate. He straightened himself
and craned his neck more, raising his eyebrows.
There was no other seat open to him. The funeral
directors began placing chairs in the aisles. He
looked over his shoulder to the doorway and sa\*
a crowd of faces with avid, searching eyes. Floy
was closely squeezed into his seat and yet he
twisted back and forth. He turned and saw a
funeral director near the front who held up three
fingers. He looked over his shoulder again an
HIKA foT

saw the crowd of townspeople give a slight yet
eager start forward and then restrain itself. A
smile went over it from face to face, and with a
common show of deference it selected two old
women in dark voil dresses and a child whose
head Floyd could barely see to go forward into
the light and claim the chairs.
The pipe organ started on a shrill note. The
selection was, it was soon whispered among the
country women about him, "Beautiful Valley."
The funeral directors were still bringing in the
chairs. The choir filed into the loft behind the
pulpit. The members wore their usual summer
clothing, the women their hats. Each member
turned on a little light above his music, and one
reached over the head of the organist and turned
on a light for her at the back of the choir loft.
There were eight members, five men and three
women; and when they had sat down, one woman
took off her hat so that the members behind her
could see the congregation.
The balcony was over Floyd's head, and he
could hear the dragging footsteps of the negroes
as they arrived at the funeral. When "Beautiful
Valley was in a quieter, tuneful passage, a husky
N°ice fell heavily from the level above: "Seat or
n° seat, I sits in front."
This was the voice of the Todds' Aunt Pamela,
and there was a shuffling of feet in the front part
°f the balcony. Faces in the front of the sunlit
church turned backward and upward, and their
aint smiles of approval were echoed in the snick
ers that presently came down from the negroes in
te balcony. And Floyd could visualize Aunt
Pamela among them, in her black hat and black
Sl
shawl and her dark dress with a white apron
over it. The country man next to Floyd said,
hey °wta lock the whole sheebang up at solemn
f.
Saying this, he pointed to the balcony
a warty, double-jointed
Floyd stretched his neck again to see if Kate's
head was turned or if she sat looking at the grey
co in before her. The country man next to him
n you be kin, you owta go up 'ere and
.'
u,
S et em niggers." Floyd settled into his seat
agam and made no answer. The door to the right
the choir loft opened and out of the dark annex aPPeared the church's pastor. The town peoCO.J
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pie's faces turned frontward. The pastor was)m
short red-headed man who wore a white liner^
suit and carried a black pocket edition in his left
hand. He was a little man with a rocking sort of
limp and he came down past the pulpit and stood
behind the railing and beside the coffin.
He was standing by the coffin when the music
stopped, and he held the little black Bible out
over the heads of the congregation. It was, Floyd
felt, as though he were saluting the congregation.
"Friends, let us repeat the Lord's prayer in uni
son."
Before the pocket edition had been withdrawn
from the air and the prayer begun, Floyd found
himself half on his knees. But he saw that most
of the congregation before him sat straight in
their pews. He pushed himself back into his seat
and saw that the woman on his left had stood
up, as had some other of the country people near
him. The country man on his right, however, re
mained in his seat and had dropped his face into
his hands. Floyd sat a moment staring at the deep
wrinkles in the back of that sun parched neck,
then, with an inspiration, he sprang to his feet.
His eyes were on the crown of Kate s black hat in
the front pew.
He gazed with intensity, and yet blankly. It
was as though he would imprint that sight on his
memory forever, but would do his memorizing in
the parrot fashion. He felt the perfectly coordin
ated rythm with which the congregation mumbled
the prayer: "Our Father . . . which art in Heaven
hallowed by thy name ... Thy kingdom come
—" He even noted the substitution, by those
standing about him, of "debts" for trespasses;
yet his preoccupation so held him that he stoo
a moment after the last tardy "Amen's" and
might have stood indefinitely but for the raising
of William's head at the side of Kate and the
rocking movement of the pastor's figure as it went
up to the pulpit.
As the organ blasted forth a new tune, the
pastor went up to the pulpit. He made a motion
toward sitting down, then stepped up and put
his black pocket edition on the lectern. Presently
he was out of Floyd's view and in his seat behind
the lectern. Floyd, during the organ solo, exam
ined the buff plaster walls of the church auditor
ium the white woodwork and the tall unsustained
7

$s windows through which the morning light
/.reamed. And he noticed now, on the wall above
the recess of the choir loft, a cross of eighteen
electric bulbs whose light was diffused in the
light of the summer morning.
When the organist's little bulb had been put
off again, a young man wearing a white suit and
black four-in-hand tie and with inordinately long,
almost blue-black sideburns took the attention of
the congregation to a front corner of the church.
He was one of the funeral directors and would,
Floyd saw, make an announcement. "The funeral
procession will form at the Myrtle Street entrance,
move on Myrtle to Vine Street, keeping on Vine
around the Square." He spoke in a gentle, if not
sympathetic tone. "We will follow Vine to City
Limits, turn south on City Limits and keep on
City Limits till we reach the old Maryton Road.
Friends, the body will be interred in the Pea Ridge
Cemetery. That is five miles west of town on the
old Maryton Road. I thank you." Another young
man in a white suit was coming down from his
place in the choir loft. The pastor stood in the
pulpit and announced this one. Floyd's lips toyed
with the words: No ceremonious airs—respectsolemn—explicit—plain dignity. The sunlight
through the east windows poured directly on the
heads beyond the shade of the balcony, and the
young man, by introduction "Mr. Robert Todd
Horner," gave the impression of basking in it.
Floyd recalled the name and made the connection that Bobby Horner "had a voice." The
young singer, whose baldness extended his fore
head almost to the center of his pate and whose
cheeks, round and pink, dimpled when he spoke,
announced his own number: "I should like very
much to sing for you 'Light The Way, And I Shall
Follow, Lord.' This hymn was a favorite of the
late Judge Todd, my uncle. I should like to pass
on to his friends an incident which seems to me
proper to be repeated on this occasion since it
serves to connect the hymn to him . . . my uncle,
the deceased." (Floyd was sitting straight in his
pew and craning his neck.' "Upon his request I
sang this favorite of his to him this past May
when he was staying with me over in Maryton.
When I had sung it to him, accompanying myself,
he looked up at me and interrogated me, Bob,
didn't you ever think that whatever Lord there
8

may be may have various ways ... or, rather, I
mean . . . various means of lighting our way?'
Then, in the silence that hung for a moment
in the church, Floyd sat mopping the sweat from
his forehead and from under his chin. The woman
beside him took a cardboard fan from the hymnal
rack, and she began to fan. She rummaged in her
purse and found her gold rimmed glasses. Floyd
could see Mr. Horner unfold a white sheet of
paper and then glance over his shoulder at the
organist's mirror. The light there had flashed
on again and in the little mirror he could per
ceive the movement of the organist's head as the
chord of the hymn sounded. And Mr. Horner,
who had spoken in a voice of medium pitch, sang
in a deep bass: "Light the way, and I shall fol
low, Lord."
When Mr. Horner sang his last, deepest "Oh,
light the way," Floyd still sat erect in the back
pew. The soloist went up to the choir loft. The
red-headed pastor stepped forward to make an
announcement: it was an explanation of the
flowerless coffin. Judge Todd had asked that
friends give whatever might please them to The
Winter Fund" but asked that they send no gar
lands to wither with unfeeling men out on Pea
Ridge. Floyd had not observed the absence. He
had gazed about the spotless buff walls during
the solo; now he watched the yellow cardboard
fans that waged and quivered in every pew. There
was perspiration on his own forehead, and he
twisted in his seat. The pastor's "announcement"
became the introduction to his sermon. He was
saying, "I shall preach no sermon here today.
Floyd listened. There would be no Methodist
funeral service. The late Judge Todd had left
explicit directions for his funeral which "all felt
obliged to heed.
Three of the funeral directors in their white
suits were lowering cream colored blinds over
the east windows. As the light softened, the elec
tric ceiling fans began to turn in the front of the
church. Floyd, from under the balcony, could see
only the fan nearest to the pulpit, and he wa tched
its blades as they slowly began to turn. The tem
perature was rising minutely. The words fudge
Todd left explicit directions resounded in Floyd s
ears, and the chromium-plated blades began to
turn. He was roused from his stupor.
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Whether it was to the explicit directions, or
the heat, or the gyration of the fan, Floyd Turner
responded to something as an unwound clock to
a shaking. His memory began to click fitfully, not
determinately as it would later in the sitting room,
for he was half listening to the pastor's words.
There was a neat resume of Judge Todd's life.
In his childhood he knew the poor times of Re
construction. He read law in his youth. He was
admitted to the bar at twenty. Through prudence
he came to have some means. At forty he married
Miss Kate Winston from Monroe County and
lost her when her heirs, Kate and William, were
mere infants. In middle life he served two terms
in the National Congress. He was elected Circuit
Court Judge in 1924. His last years he gave to the
management of his acquired land and to the care
of his beloved, motherless children. The resume
was ended. Floyd had mused upon an interview
between Judge Todd and one of his tenants. He
looked about the church for the tenant. He had
recalled a sad interview that he had once had,
himself, with Judge Todd. And there was that
afternoon of their first meeting on the porch of
Judge Todd's house.
The congregation was on its feet, for someone
bad announced a hymn. Floyd's Aunt Sarah was
suddenly in his view. She was beneath one of the
west windows and toward the front, in plain view
at the end of a vista of seersucker and linen suits
and modest dresses of black and grey and white.
Set high on her head was her summer straw, looklng yellow against her hair. He watched her lips
move with the first words of the hymn and
watched the nostrils of her pointed nose dilate
and her full bosom swell under the while shirt
waist. The hymn was a familiar one, even to
°yd. The country man on his left and the
stooped country woman on his right sang every
every verse. Now and again strained
s°prano voices of the negroes rose above all the
others. And from somewhere in his own child°°d be recollected the words:
Vile, I to the fountain fly;
Wash me, Savior, dere I die.
The congregation was seated. Six funeral di
rectors in their white suits and black four-inhands Marched, two abreast, down the center
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aisle. Six pall bearers in blue serge stood up from
the front pew. One was Floyd's own uncle, David
Henderson. Recognizing his uncle, he observed
the other heads and felt a strange surprise to find
them all familiar ones. The men in white, how
ever, were taking charge of the coffin. The redheaded pastor hobbled down from the pulpit.
The pocket edition was in the air again:
A
moment of silent prayer, friends." Floyd reached
beneath his seat for his hat. A drop of sweat fell
from his face on his hand, and he wiped the back
of the hand on his dark pant leg. He sat up
straight and looked directly before him. All heads
were bowed. All but one. Kate Todd sat stiffly
in the front pew. Beyond her the six funeral di
rectors stood with their hands on the grey coffin.
The pastor said a grave "Amen"; the coffin was
raised. Floyd's lips parted.
But it was an ancient, sharp voice that cracked
the silence in the church auditorium. There was
a moment of uncertainty. Floyd put his hand to
his mouth. Then he beheld a white head above
a pin striped suit, a figure that rose from a pew
far down in front. The face was pink, and the
thick white hair was neatly combed. Brethren,
I cannot let this pass."
Floyd, his hand still covering his mouth,
wondered what mistreatment this creature could
have had from the good Judge Todd. It was not
a strange face to him, though not one he could
identify, and he watched it with his heart beating
in his throat. "Whatever your denomination, you
must not deny me the privilege of speaking as
I would have someone speak for me at my burial."
The man was not going to say that vague thing
which Floyd felt should be said, but he was a
man speaking out. "The modesty of our late
Brother Todd has deprived him of the honour
due him here today." The funeral director with
the sideburns had come to the end of the old
man's pew and stood gazing at him with one
hand stretched forward. But from the negroes
in the balcony a volley of "Amen's" came down.
The country woman beside Floyd caught her
breath.
"Before I am hushed," the old man spoke
hurriedly, "I am determined to call to the minds
of all those present at least one real beauty in
(Continued on Page 23)
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Two
Poems
By

David
McDowell

DEATH SAID TO THE
OLD MEN:
Old men are careful on the summer lawns
Or on the peaceful porches sitting calmly.
For now at this late season few birds fly
To turn their ancient eyes aloft to see
The thundering sight. Old reluctant bones,
Rusty for rest, complete the favorite chairs
And dry minds rack their loves for livelier tones
To swell the dusty day, and twist thin thoughts.
Nostalgic sounds wheel from the reaching trees
Old men, pick up your pipes, pocket the stray
Daguerrotypes, your whetted knives, the worn
Bibles dropped on the withered grass. Our way
Lies on the easy wiver, drifts on the wind
Until the heart heavies no more the mind.
Follow me, old men, to see the sight, and when
I bid it, stop all your tedious hobbling.

APPROACHING GRADUATION
This is a sullen night that brings this wind
Into our room where you and I advance
How much weight four years drew out the mind;
And how this bit of time has lain to chance.
How our strong hopes have changed here in this school,
Knowing the watchman's clock, passing his round,
Ticked out a firmer pattern, spoke not so cool
As our small casual chats made casual sound.
This is a time to reexamine how this run
Has made us as we are; and we could say
A harsh word now but, being friends, our fun
This night must lengthen out a longer day.
So when this year has passed and we from sight
Of it, we'll know how boy-hood stopped one night.
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Jobs, Domestic Need No. 1
By Dr. Paul M. Titus
Cleveland, Toledo, and Athens County in
Ohio, and other municipalities throughout the
country are experiencing recurrent relief crises.
No rioting mobs appear on the streets, and it is
said that no one starves, but many go without
sufficient food. Social workers in Cleveland re
port that during the recent relief crisis, families
of four received 54 cents a day for food (four
cents more than the allowance for a day's board
of one stray dog at the county pound) and that
many children from relief families were "weak,
listless, short on attention" while in school.
Underlying these acute relief problems is the
unsolved problem of unemployment, a problem
of ten years standing in its present acute stage,
and a problem that is becoming more and more
alarming as factory production increases to new
record outputs without a corresponding substan
tial reduction in the number of unem ployed peopie.
Get the picture from the following figures.
In July, 1929, the Federal Reserve Board's index
°f production reached a peak of 125. At that time,
approximately 1.6 millions of men were unemployed. Ten years later in 1939, the same index
stood at 128, but unemployment was estimated
2,t 3
pproximately 10 million. With the peak of
production in 1939 higher than the peak of 1929,
unemployment, instead of declining, increased ap
proximately six-fold to a great army that would
°rm a column extending from New York City
Int0 Iowa if lined up four abreast, three feet
apart along the Lincoln Highway. Why is this
^ umn so I°ng, and why has it been growing ?
any explanations are advanced.
Popular Explanations of Unemployment
The supernatural explanation was one of the
rst advanced. Unemployment is the work of the
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Devil or a form of punishment inflicted by Provi
dence upon a weak and sinful people. This super
stitious explanation is implied in the statements
that this depression and all its tribulations have
been good for the nation, have brought the nation to its senses, have had a cleansing effect, have
brought people back to a more wholesome way
of life. Needless to say, the intelligent man re
jects the supernatural theory of unemployment
and distress.
Another popular explanation of unemploy
ment is suggested by the title of Clinch Calkins
book, "Some Folks Won't Work."1 Thus the
answer to the riddle of unemployment is a simple
one. The unemployed are a lazy lot, disinclined to
work, and unwilling to make an effort to find
work. The implication is that the unemployment
problem would have been settled long ago if the
lazy rascals had exercised a little initiative and
made an effort to take care of themselves. Unemployment could be solved as easily as that.
And usually the corollary accompanying this hy
pothesis is that since the unemployed will not
work, they should not be given relief or help.
Rather, they should stew in their own juice! This
is an explanation as old as unemployment itself.
Why the lazy people in the United States
should suddenly increase from 1.6 millions to 10
millions, an increase unparalleled in any other
decade, is not explained.
A third popular explanation of unemploy
ment, and perhaps the most popular is that the
country has a general over-production of. goods
consequently it has been necessary to dispense with
the services of some of the working people. Never
in the history of the country has there been gen
eral over-production. At no time have the needs
of all people, or even a large percentage of the
people been provided for, and certainly never
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have we produced enough of all kinds of goods
to satisfy all human wants.
Recent studies of family incomes in the United
States should banish forever the idea that current
unem ployment is caused by general over-produc
tion. In 1935-36, 12 million families, 42 per cent
of all families, had incomes of $1000 a year or
less; 18 million families, 65 per cent, had $1500
or less; 22 million families, 79 per cent, $2000
or less.2
With sociologists pointing out that $1460
was required in 1935 to maintain a family of four
at a "minimum health and decency standard-ofliving and $2190 required to enjoy a "minimum
comfort standard-of-living, it can be seen from
the above figures that this country is far from
general over-production in industry.3
Some Causes of Current Unemployment
The War. Sir Arthur Salter speaks of the re
covery effort since 1932 at the "second effort."4
The first effort was made during the twenties, and
the implication is that both efforts were necessary
because of the First World War. And true it is
that much of the current business distress and unem ployment had its origins in the economic dis
locations caused by the War.
When war comes, industry must be reorganized to produce war su pplies in quantities greater
than are required in peace times. Luxury goods
industries are restricted while war industries are
promoted. Tremendous changes occur in the pro
ductive facilities of the country which cause diffi
culties during the postwar period if an effort is
made to get back to peace time production.
By way of example, during the First World
War, the United States had to become farmers
for the Allied Powers. Production of agricultural
products was encouraged by high prices offered
by the Federal Government. Farm acreage in
creased tremendously, land already in cultivation
was farmed more intensely, more efficient meth
ods of farming were developed, and production
was quickly geared to war needs.
With the Peace came the problem of read
justing agricultural production to peace time conditions. Expansion was rapid and easy. Surely con„„
traction of the industry would be equally fast and
easy. But not so. The adjustment of production
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to a peace time basis is still unfinished, and is
one of the factors in the current agricultural de
pression. Depression and restricted buying power
in agriculture is, in turn, a cause of underproduc
tion and unemployment in the urban industries.
What happened in agriculture during the
hirst World War happened in many other indus
tries as well. Rapid expansion was followed by
slow and painful contraction, and slow adjust
ment to the more balanced production of peace
times. One cost of this adjustment is unemploy
ment.
Not only did the First World War cause im
balance in production that has been difficult to
correct, but the War, along with the fear of
future war, encouraged the policy of national
self-sufficiency throughout the world. This trend
has reduced our foreign trade and limited our
markets, thus making it difficult to utilize the
productive facilities of an economy developed to
produce for world markets.
A second cause of under-utilization of labor,
and machines as well, is the growing inflexibility
of prices that is a part of a machine age in a
capitalistic economy.
Inflexible prices. At no time in recent years,
and perhaps in the period of the machine age in
this country, has our productive equipment, as a
whole, been used at full practical capacity. A con
vincing report of The Brookings Institution con
cludes that "during the period of our greatest
economic achievement, (1922-1929) our produc
tive facilities were utilized only to about 80 per
cent."6
Aside from the implication of this conclusion
in so far as the domestic standard of living is
concerned, it is important in its relation to the
problem of unemployment. In 1929, had produc
tive facilities been used to practical capacity, in
place of 1.6 millions unemployed, there would
have been a great scarcity of labor. If a way could
be found to close the gap between capacity and
utilization, many of the unemployed would be
absorbed in industry.
Why does not our economy utilize its produc
tive facilities to capacity? Why does not the mar
ket demand for goods equal our capacity to
supply these goods? There are many parts to the
answer of this question, but one of the more imHIKA for

portant parts has to do with prices of goods.
Between 1922 and 1929, technical efficiency
in the economic system as a whole, gauged by the
growth of production per gainfully employed per
son, increased about 18 per cent. In manufactur
ing alone, the increase was 25 per cent.6 In a
freely functioning competitive system, such gains
in efficiency would be reflected in a substantial
reduction of the prices of commodities, increased
sales, production and employment. However, com
petition did not function freely, and prices on the
whole did not fall commensurately to the increase
in efficiency, and, as a result, sales and production
did not approach full utilization of our produc
tive equipment. On the contrary, prices remained
high, and sales, production and employment were
restricted.
What of the depression period from 19291939? Were high prices a factor then in our fail
ure to use production facilities and provide more
employment? The answer is "yes." In this case,
however, although many prices did fall sharply
in the early years of the depression, a large group
of prices of important commodities, commodities
widely used in further production, did not fall
so sharply. For many months, these prices did not
decline at all in some instances, only slightly in
others. Such prices have come to be called rigid
or inflexible prices. Not that they are completely
inflexible, but that they do not decline far or fast
with depression conditions.
The following table7 shows that prices in ten
leading industries did not decline proportionately
between 1929 and the spring of 1933, and further
it indicates that those industries that held prices
relatively high suffered the greatest declines in
production with the concomitant unemployment.
Per Cent Drop
Per Cent Drop
in Price
in Production
gricultural implements 6
80
Motor vehicles
80
16
Cement
65
18
hon and steel
83
20
Automobile tires
70
33
Textile products
30
45
Food products
14
49
Leather
20
50
Petroleum
56
20
Agricultural commodities 63
6
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In the industries where price competition oc
curred, prices fell rapidly during the depression,
sales were partially maintained, and less unem
ployment followed; in the industries where competition was limited by monopoly and trade as
sociation activities, prices fell less drastically,
sales fell more drastically, and production and
employment were greatly curtailed.
The Brookings Institution points out that in
industrialized countries competition tends to give
way to restricted competition in many industries,
and if these industries fail to reduce prices volun
tarily as rapidly as technological efficiency in
creases, sales will be restricted, and productive
facilities will not be utilized to capacity.8 And
to add to the difficulties of price rigidity, the
federal and state governments have been passing
legislation that makes more prices inflexible. The
federal government and 42 states have passed
retail price maintenance laws that make it illegal
in certain circumstances to reduce prices below
that amount stipulated by the manufacturer.
The net result has been a trend toward higher
retail prices in articles that were formerly outside
of price fixing legislation. It may be concluded
that this legislation is not healthful to full use
of productive equipment and the absorption of
the unemployed in industry.
The late Professor James Harvey Rogers of
Yale University viewed price maintenance as so
closely related to unemployment that he predicted
that "on the hypothesis . . . that any economic
system which fails to provide for most of the
people most of the time is on the way out, it
would seem that price rigidity alone, if left uncor
rected or uncounteracted, would, in the long run,
be sufficient to wreck the capitalist order. As a
first and sufficient reason why capitalism is fail
ing, let us record ... the well-established policy
of holding prices and closing factories.
New Industries. One additional important
cause of our rapidly growing unemployment
should be mentioned, namely, the failure of im
portant new industries to develop during the past
ten years. This is one reason why the banks are
clogged with surplus funds. Savings have been
increasing faster than investment outlets with a
corresponding decline in buying power. Money
(Continued on Page 24)
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The New Kid
By W. P. Southard, Jr.
Our whole gang playing ball in the triangle
at the end of the street, and the new kid was
watching us. He stood around a while, and then
sat on the curb, not saying anything. I kind of
wanted to ask him to get in the game, but we
were a couple runs behind, and I knew the big
guys wouldn't like it much if I did it, so I just
kept on yelling at the other team, and pretended
not to see the new kid.
I didn t know much about him then, except
that he'd just come over from Germany to stay
with his aunt and uncle on our street. His name
was Eric Kohler, and he never talked to anybody.
He must have been about two years older than
us, but we were in eighth grade and he was only
in sixth, on account of not talking English verv
7
well, I guess.
Anyhow, when it was my turn to bat again,
I yelled to him to bat for me. I guess he'd never'
played any before, but I hadn't got one out of
the infield all day, and I figured it'd be sort of
a nice thing to do. Well, he took a good cut at
the first one. Artie Thompson was standing on
the third base side of home plate, and Eric
swung so hard he let the bat go at the end of
the swing, and it caught
Artie square in the mouth.
Eric stood there with his
mouth open, a scared look
on his face, and Artie held
his hands over his mouth
and ran toward his house.
The rest of us felt kind
of frightened and glad all
at once, you know, the
way you do when some
thing like that happens.
You know you ought to
be sorry, but some how
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you're not, you're just excited, and you can't even
get mad at yourself for being that way. We could
see the splotches of blood along where Artie ran.
We saw Eric get kind of white, and he looked
like he was going to be sick in a minute. Bill
Betts came running in from the outfield. He was
one of the big guys, up in high school, and pretty
mean sometimes. None of us kids liked him much,
but we never said so, because he was teaching us
how to play football, and he was darned good,
too, except sometimes he tackled us awful hard.
Anyhow, he ran up to Eric and hauled off and
socked him as hard as he could, right under the
ear. Eric was knocked down, and some of the
other big guys grabbed Betts and held him. Betts
face was all red, and Eric's was all white. He got
up and walked away kind of slow, and not very
straight.
I guess none of us knew just how we felt
about it. Betts was about Artie's best friend, and
I guess he just lost his head, but it sort of seemed
to me that you couldn't blame Eric very much
for throwing his bat if he'd never played before.
Rog Lovejoy and I walked home afterwards and
talked about it.
"That's an awful thing
for a new kid to have hap
pen to him," I said.
"Yeah."
"Somebody ought to
smack Betts' face in," I
said. "He's big, so he
thinks he can do anything
he wants."
"He's sure a stinker
k
sometimes," Rog agreed.
"I'll bet Eric's O. K.,
if you know him."
"Sure. He looks like a
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good guy. Think we oughta go see him? Maybe
we could sort of apologize for everybody," Rog
said.
"Wouldn't hurt. Then we can see if we like
him."
We left it at that for a while. That was Sat
urday afternoon, and Monday after school we
got cleaned up and went over to Kohler's house.
Old man Kohler wasn't much liked around our
street, on account of stories about him being a
U-boat captain during the World War. At night
he used to walk up and down our street with his
airedale, Lassie, and Lassie used to squat on our
lawn and then scratch it up. Boy, it made Dad
sore. Old man Kohler always walked so straight
he looked like he'd break if he was bent, like
a board, and he had what you call cold blue eyes.
He d bow just a little and say "Good evening"
whenever he met anybody. We all used to laugh
at him when he passed, but we always waited un
til he couldn't hear us. We almost never saw any
thing of Mrs. Kohler. I guess she stayed inside
all the time and baked, because we'd always see
pies or cakes cooling on the ledge outside her
kitchen window. Once we swiped a couple pies
from there, and they were darned good. They
didn t have any kids. You'd just look at them
and somehow you'd know they weren't the kind
°f people who'd have kids.
Anyhow, Rog and I went over to their house
and knocked, and old man Kohler let us in. He
Was awful polite.
I m glad to see you young gentlemen," he
fold us. "Are you looking for Eric?"
We said yes, and he called downstairs. Eric
hollered something back, and old man Kohler
asked us if we'd like to go down in the basement- We felt kind of uneasy with old man
Kohler, so' we said sure and went down. Eric had
a rubber apron on, and was bending over a lot
°f test tubes. He got red when he saw us, and
fook off his apron, and turned off the fire under
fhe test tubes. He held out his hand and said
Hello. I am very glad that you have come over,
did not expect that any of the boys would be
visiti ng me." He talked sort of funny. The words
Were all right, but he didn't say them the same
Way we do. I guess he wasn't very good at lan
guages.
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Most of the time I don't have any trouble
saying what I want to say, but I did then, so Rog
said it.
"We wanted to tell you we're sorry about the
other day," he said. "We kind of . . . well, we
thought since you're going to be around here
we'd sort of like to know you. I mean . . . well,
you know."
"That is very nice of you," Eric said, and
he grinned. "Would you like to have me show
you my laboratory?" I guess we all felt pretty
awkward. We hadn't decided what we d do or
say before we went there, and it's kind of hard
to talk to a kid like that.
"That'd be swell," I said finally.
He showed us all around. He had chemicals
all over the place, and books by guys named
Mann, and Nietzsche, and Goethe, and Freud.
I wrote down the names so I could ask my dad
about them. They were all in German, so I
couldn't read any of them, but they sure had
swell covers. He told us he was making experi
ments.
"Ever cut up animals?" I asked him. I thought
it's a good question, because Chat s what we
were going to do in Science class when we got to
high school.
He looked at me awful funny for a minute.
"No," he said.
We didn't know just what to say, because he
looked like he was mad about something. Finally
Rog asked him if he'd like to go fishing with us
Friday, and that was just as bad.
"I don't care for fishing," he said. Just then
his uncle called to him, and he said Pardon me
for a moment," and went upstairs.
Rog and I looked at each other. "Now what?"
I asked him,
"Gosh, I dunno. I wonder what he does like
to do, except mess around with chemicals and
read."
"Dya think he'd be interested in our newspaper?" Rog and I ran the Neighborhood News.
We printed it on a hectograph, yellow gooey
stuff, in our basement, and we used to sell about
thirty or so a week to people all around there,
for a nickel. It was pretty good, I guess, because
people used to phone in news, and they'd show
it to everybody who came to their houses.
lb

Maybe people bought it because we kept both
ering them until they did, but anyhow, it made us
about forty cents each every week, and it was
lots of fun. Bill Betts was our business manager.
He'd go up to Detroit Street and get ads for us
for a dime an inch. We let him keep all the
money, because he'd get people to buy the paper
too. He'd tell everybody around the neighbor
hood that if they d buy the News the staff would
make sure that nobody bothered them on Hal
lowe'en. He called it "protection," but I don't
think he did anything about it except leave them
alone himself. I guess they knew that, but they
bought the paper, and we didn't care much why.
Betts was editor on the masthead, and he made
Rog and me "editor emeritus," which was a better
title anyway, so we didn't care. He was taking
journalism in high school, so he knew an awful
lot about papers.
"What about the newspaper?" Rog asked me.
Well, we could make him circulation manager, and he could deliver all the papers for us.
1hat way he d get to know all the guys around
here, and he d sort of feel that he was in on
things."
"Okay with me, but how about Betts?"
"Well, if he's on the paper, he can make up
with Betts. If Betts gets sore, well, we can kick
Betts out some way or other. Heck, it's our paper,
not Betts'."
So we decided to do that, and when Eric came
down, we asked him, and he said he'd like to,
so we all went over and fixed up the office, and
made him a sign that said Circulation Manager
on it.
Everything worked out swell. Betts was sore
at first, but when he found out about all Eric's
chemicals, he was pretty nice. Sometimes they'd
go over there together to mix things, and Betts
would always bring something back with him,
like a bottle of mercury, or some specimens of
rocks and insects that Eric had pickled in something. I guess Eric gave him all that stuff, but I
never asked.
None of the other guys liked him much,
though. He was always kind of stiff with them,
and he always was dressed up. I guess his aunt
and uncle made him wear a suit and tie to school
every day, and he didn't horse around with the
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other guys. He was a lot older than the rest of
the kids in his grade, and they all laughed at
him. The older guys Rog and I hung around with,
thought he was kind of a sissy, and he was al
ways so polite they couldn't talk to him much,
even if they wanted to. He'd always walk away
if anybody started to tell dirty jokes, and he
usually had some kind of a book with him. Maybe
he made the other guys feel sort of more like
kids than him. I don't know, but they used to
tease him a lot, by yelling about who won the
war, and why didn't he stay where he belonged,
and things like that. He didn't care much, though,
I guess. He'd come down to our office and read
or help us with the paper, and even once in a
while chase after some news for us.
There was one thing about him we couldn't
figure out. There just wasn't any sense to it. There
was a mouse that used to run around in our office,
and sometimes at night he'd gnaw holes in the
hectograph, or nibble at somebody's hat thatd
been left there. Eric was just nuts about that
mouse. When we left the office at night hed
leave crumbs and chunks of cheese for it. Once
in a while the mouse would come out in the day
time to grab a crumb, and Eric would smile. After
a while he got the mouse so that it'd grab cheese
from his fingers. I never saw anything like it. I
know people do that with birds, but what anybody'd want to tame a mouse for sure gets me.
Once Betts left his baseball cap in the office,
and that night the mouse ripped the side of it
a little. When Betts saw it he was mad as the
devil.
"I'm gonna kill that damned thing if its the
last thing I do!" he said.
"No, you are not," Eric told him. That sur
prised Rog and me. We never figured that Erie
would have the guts to talk back to Betts.
"Oh, aren't I?" Betts asked him.
"No."
"Who's going to stop me?"
"I shall."
Betts laughed. "I'd like to see you try it"I would like to see you try to kill the
mouse."
"All right." Betts picked up a coal shovel an
walked over to the hole that the mouse usually
came out of. I don't know whether he really
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would have done it or not, but he never got the
chance. Eric jumped up, and grabbed the coal
shovel away from him, and swung it at Betts'
head. If Betts hadn't ducked, I bet it would have
taken his head off. Betts jumped back on the other
side of the desk, and Eric held the shovel tight.
They were both shaking, and I guess Rog and
I were, too. We couldn't say anything at all. Betts
must have been scared green. He looked at Eric
like Eric was a tiger, and he ran out of the office.
Eric dropped the shovel and sat down. He looked
bad.
"I am sorry," he said kind of weak. "I should
not have lost my temper."
From then on Rog and I were plenty careful.
We weren't scared of Eric, exactly, but we'd
never seen anything like that before. We didn't
know if we oughta tell the other guys about it
or not. We decided not to, on account of Eric
'would probably be embarrassed if we did. I
guess he really didn't mean to do it.
The newspaper was the only thing Eric went
in on with us. We asked him lots of times to go
fishing, or swimming, or to the show. I guess he
didn t like shows or fishing, but late at night he'd
go down to the beach at the end of the street
and swim a while. Rog and I saw him there one
night when we were fishing for bullheads. Boy,
he could sure swim. We couldn't figure out why
the devil he'd never go in with us.
One Saturday night, after we'd collected from
all the News subscribers, Rog and I thought we'd
try to show Eric a good time. I guess he never
had a good time. All he did was read, or swim
alone, or play with his chemicals, and stuff like
* at* All Quiet On The Western Front was at the
s ow that night, and we figured that he'd like to
See ^at movie, even if he wouldn't go to any
other ones. We asked him if he'd like to go, and
no.
Why not?" Rog said.
I am not interested in war," he told us.
But this is the German side," I said, thinking
t at d get him. "And it's a swell show."
Nothing about war is good," he said.
That s the whole point of the show," I told
him. That's why we want to see it."
smiled. "Do you think that really is the
reason?
he said. "You go to see war pictures,
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and you read about war in the newspapers, be
cause you enjoy the misery of others. A war is
very pleasant for people in America, because it
takes their minds away from the boredom of
themselves. They have nothing inside them, so
they rush to find out about the war, and they
pretend they are horrified. In truth, they like it."
Well, what can you do with a guy like that?
"I suppose you wouldn't fight if the country
was attacked?" Rog asked him.
"I would not."
I was sore. "What kind of blood have you
got?" I said. "If you wouldn't fight for this country, why don't you go back to Germany? And
why did you swing at Betts with the shovel, if
you're against fighting?" Boy, I sure told him.
He didn't say anything. He went home, and
when he came back later we didn't bring it up
again. Rog and I were still pretty mad, though.
I bet they wouldn't have let him in this country
if they'd known he thought like that.
He had a lot of crazy ideas. He told us one
that he had about Betts one time. Betts had a
mean-looking face, thin and usually scowling,
and the lines in his face all turned down. Eric
said he was interested in knowing whether a
guy's face helped to form his character, or
whether his character made his face, or something
like that. He wanted to know whether the face
was the result of the character, or the character
the result of the face, was the way he said it. I
guess he did a lot of work in the library trying
to find out something about it. Rog and I wondered what the devil difference it made, anyway.
But Eric was always like that. He wanted to know
"why" all the time. It got on our nerves.
Sometimes on Sunday he'd play our piano. He
played something he called Tahnhowser, and
a lot of stuff by somebody called Vahgner, but
he couldn't play anything good, like Stars Fell On
Alabama or anything like that, so we didn t listen
to him after while.
In some ways, though, he was coming along
O. K. Sometimes he'd play ball with Rog and
me in the triangle, but he'd never play if the
other guys were around.
We had third base right by the tree lawn of
the old £uy who lived on the corner, and every
(Continued on Page 25)
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Two
Poems
By

Theodore
Miller

SONNET
Perhaps the chase was done one day in spring
When a teasing warmth asserted its presence,
Coaxing the mind to fold its eye and wing,
And urged the easy heart cleave hard to sense;
Else the warning hint that creeps through the brain
Forbid its silent circling where it would,
Assert a prior right to watch and reign,
Prescribe fasting and prayer; purge it if it could.
Perhaps the chase was done, or at least run out,
Before the question surged by the sentried face
And fell and trembled sterile past all doubt,
Until silence softly covered up its place.
And spring and warmth lost all significence,
And mattered only fall and senescence.

VIVAMUS
Translation of a poem by Catullus
Come, let us live and love, my Lesbia dear,
holding the words of stiff old men worthless,
knowing that suns may set and rise again,
but for us when our brief light goes out
there is one perpetual night to be slept.
O give me a thousand kisses, and then a hundred,
then another thousand, and a second hundred,
then an endless thousand, and then a hundred;
and when we have spent these boundless kisses
let us fuse them together, lest we ourselves know,
or any who should chance to look upon us
might realize the number of our kisses.
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BOOKS
FORCE AND CONFUSION
THE WORLD I BREATH, By Dylan Thomas;
New Directions, Norfolk, Connecticut, 1940.
In the current issue of the Kenyon Review, Mr.
Julian Symons writes: "Mr. Thomas' confusion
(the cause of his obscurity) is this: he realizes
that the subject matter of his poems is slender,
and not profound; he realizes also that he will
remain a poet of very limited virtues while he
remains in his present (Art for Art's sake) posi
tion; he tries to hide this fact from himself and
other people by putting a wonderful surface
polish on his poems which is not quite relevant
to them, and does not express simply his simple
thoughts." We need not trouble ourselves with
Mr. Thomas' conscience; we need not concern
ourselves with what he realizes or hides from
himself; but we must ask whether his simple
thoughts necessarily demand simple expression,
and whether their polish is irrelevant.
There is no need to be arrogant. Admitting
that Thomas' fame lies in his wonderful polish,
may call this technique, and examine, in a pe
destrian Aretotelian fashion, its metrical form and
diction. His thoughts are an impediment.
The longest poem in The World I Breathe is
number 29, a phantasmagoria of Christ's resur
rection. I quote the first stanza:
A Altarwise by owl-light, in the halfway-house
B The gentleman lay graveward with his furies;
C Abaddon in the hangnail cracked from Adam,
B And, from his work, a dog among the fairies.
A The atlas-eater with a jaw for news,
C Bit out the mandrake with tomorrow's scream.
H Then, penny-eyed, that gentleman of wounds,
E Old cock from nowheres and the heavens' egg,
D With bones unbuttoned to the half-way winds,
E Hatched from the windy valley on one leg,
F Scraped at my candle in a walking word.
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G That night of time under the Christward
shelter,
F I am the long world's gentleman, he said,
G And share my bed with Capricorn and Cancer.
I have indicated the rime-scheme. In the nine
succeeding stanzas the type of rime are: leg, egg;
fairies, furies; house, news; Adam, scream; Angel,
Virgil; spots, space; eyed, words. In places there
is something suggestive of half-rime; horns, time;
singing, tongue; alphabet, statement; in other
places, no trace of rime: sponge, beginning, etc.
True-rimes are rare. The pattern is reiterated; no
stanza has more than fourteen lines.
The Rime-pattern naturally falls in three sec
tions: A B C B A C, D E D E, F G F G. To de
termine the function of rime is precarious. Any
form lends itself to various effects. Exceptions
are normal. Yet a polished technician is conscious of his forms, and will be illustrated this
piece-meal, by quoting from the other stanzas,
sections corresponding to the section of stanza
one:
A
B
C
X
B
A

From the oracular archives and the parchment
Prophets and fiber kings in oil and leather,
The lamped caligrapher, the queen in splints,
Buckle to lint and cloth their natron footsteps,
Draw on the glove of prints, dead Cairo's henna
Pour like a halo on the caps of serpents.

The rimes should be A B C B A C. An unrimed line is inserted before the usual second B,
and the second terminal C-rime is replacd from
the internal rime, prints. Splints suggests lint, and
footsteps. These violations have no purpose and
the passage illustrates normal functioning of the
A B C B A C sections. The three opening lines,
as semi-independent, unrimed metrical units, con
tain the subjects of the sentence. The second three
jjnes—a semi-independent, unrimed, metrical
unit, repeating a changed sequence the rimes of
lines 1, 2, and 3—contain the verbs and their
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objects. Dead Cairo's henna Pour like a halo on
the caps of serpents, with its inverted object and
emphasized verb, is rhetorically climactic. As form
su§Sesls' h is the strongest member of a sequence.
In stanza one the first six lines are a casual enum
eration. The scene is set and the three actors act:
the gentleman lies, Abeddon cracks, the At-laseater bites. Here a sufficient climax is achieved
by giving the Atlas-eater three lines and placing
bit at the opening of the sixth line.
Let the first Peter from the rainbow's quayrail
Ask the tall fish swept from the Bible's east
What rhubarb man peeled in her foam-blue
channel
Has sown a flying garden round that sea-ghost.
The pattern is chain-rime and, except f or context, a quatrain. The pattern is obvious and we
may enlarge on its elaborations. Half-rimes are
compromises between true-rimes and no-rimes.
True-rimes are at once repetition and variation—
a repetition of sound, a variation of sound and
meaning. Half-rimes are also repetition, but with
more variations in sound; as they offer a wider
range of choice, they impose a greater originality
in selection. Half-rime is one of the innumerable
means of relaxing and expanding lyrical forms.
The stanza starts in an orthodox way: quayrail
and channel are feminine rimes; and east is mas
culine; the license is sea-ghost, a feminine rime,
riming on.
Its unaccented syllable with east, quayrail and
sea-ghost are coined words, channel is an unusual
rime-word and east is used idiomatically. The
rhythm results from the sequence quayrail, foamblue and sea ghost oined words, rhythmically
identical, occupying, identical line positions—
which are balanced by the adjectives: first, rhubarb
an d flying. The balance of tall and east is similar.
Quayrail etc. are trochees and their rythm is re
peated by rainbow, rhubarb, and garden. First
Peter and tall fish are weak trochees substituted
for iambics. Rhubarb man is almost a coined word.
In stanza one this section is a verbless enumerative
unit. The true-rimes egg and leg jingle in their
half-rime context and add, curiously, another dis
cordant element. Again the rhythm results from
coined words and balancing adjecti ves.
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F Green as the beginning, let the garden diving
G Soar, with its two bark towers, to that day
F When the worm builds with the gold straws of
venom
G My nest of mercies in the rude, red tree.
This quatrain concludes the poem, but its
handling is typical of the other stanzas' conclu
sions. Diving and venom do not rime but have
the same rhythm. The internal rimes beginning
and worm are intentional, Thomas tends to com
pensate for his un-rimed terminations. The
rhythm is varied and peculiarly articulate. Thomas
usually avoids run-on lines and the two here
force him to vary his usual rhetoric. Soar, by its
sound and position, balances day and tree and
the resonance of these words is rhetorically ap
propriate. Rude, red tree is an unusually emphatic
rhythm and is, of course, intentional. In stanza
one the function of the concluding quatrain is
manifest. The opening of the section is run-on
and blurred, the conclusion is clear and final; the
speech I am the long wound's gentlemen— al
lows a certain lucidity and drama. Here, the metri
cal form gives it additional prominence. In this
poem no stanza is run-on and all their conclusions
are relatively formal.
Thomas' metrics are energetic; but if meas
ured with the greater English poets, floundering
and monotonous. If they were less artificial they
would be more varied: If their matter were more
subtly integrated they would be more formalNevertheless, Thomas has extremely forceful in
tuitions of form, and if he were not occupied with
sense he could be more formal and if his sense
were really simple his technique would be too.
A quotation from Wallace Stevens will illustrate
his metrical uncertainty.
Deer walk upon our mountains and the quail
Whistle about us their spontaneous cries;
Sweet berries ripen in the wilderness;
And, in the isolation of the shy,
At evening, casual flocks of pigeons make
Ambiguous undulations as they sink,
Downward to darkness, on extended wings.
Compared with Green as the beginning etc.»
these lines are not singly more brilliant. Though
his thought is slightly deeper, Steven's superiority
is his amazingly delicate integration, metrical in
tegration as much as mental and imagistic.
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Diction occupies an uncertain position in
poetry. We have distinguished between finish and
content, but unfortunately diction is something
• of both. Because of its force, and partly because
of its crudity of synthesis, Thomas' diction is a
major factor in his content. Even in its simplest
forms, its coined words, Thomas' language is at
once striking and mannered. Alterwise, owl-light,
halfway-house, graveward, atlas-eater, penny-eyed,
Christward, quayrail, foam-blue, and sea-ghost are
inventions. Owl-light, halfway-house, atlas-eater,
penny-eyed, foam-blue and sea-ghost are percep
tive, the others are for tone or style, but the
boundary line is not absolute. Coined words allow
a limited imaginative scope and tend toward a
cluttered, monotonous style. His modified nouns:
tomorrow's scream, heaven's egg, bones unbut
toned, halfway winds, windy salvage, walking
word, long world's gentleman, oracular archives,
fiber kings, lamped calligrapher, natron footsteps,
dead Cairo's henna, rainbow's quayrail, flying
garden, rhubarb man, two bark towers and rude,
red tree have a like, almost autonomous, origin
ality. About a third are partly symbolic, i. e. The
modifier bark indicates that the two towers are
the trees of knowledge and life. The prepositional
phrases: Abaddon in the hangnail, a dog among
the fairies, a law for news, gentleman of wounds,
°ld cock from nowheres, unbuttoned to the winds,
hatched on one leg, in a word, queen in splints,
°n the caps of serpents, from the Bible east, with
the gold straws of venom, and nest of mercies are
again similiar, but their flexibility permits idiom
and slang. The verb phrases: the gentleman lay
graveward with his furies, the atlas-eater bit out
(he mandrake, the gentleman of wounds scraped
at my candle, I share by bed with Capricorn and
Cancer, fibre kings buckle their footsteps to lint,
prophets draw on the glove of prints, and let the
garden soar carry the striking noun and adjectival
creations into action.
Replying to a questionnaire in New Verse
Thomas has written: "The writing of a poem is
to me the task of constructing a formally water
tight compartment of words, preferably with a
main moving column (i.e. narrative) to hold a
little of the real causes and forces of the creative
brain and body." Formally watertight means little,
ut as far as diction goes, a watertight com partMARCH, 1940

ment of words is constructed with striking words
such as I have quoted, by the organic juxtaposition
of contraries:Abaddon in the hangnail cracked
from Adam. A less violent example is Eliot's:
The circles of the stormy moon
Slide westward to the River Plate,
Death and the Raven drift above
And Sweeney guards the horned gate.
Both are phantasmagoric but Thomas is water
tight, pure expression and his Walpurgis Night
never sets. Our extracts show how juxtaposition
is carried down to the least phrase. The synthesis
is nightmare and chaos: the toiling metrics are
foundered by their cargo. As in Aesop, the mon
key can never yank his huge fistful of peanuts
out of the narrow neck of the bottle; or, more
charitably, as Matthew Arnold's paradox: "There
are more brilliant lines in Endymion than in Soph
ocles."
But to be sufficient, such a judgment must be
rounded out with further examples. This passage
from "A memorial for Ann Jones":
Ann
Whose hooded, fountain heart once fell in puddles
Round the parched worlds of Wales and drowned
each sun
(Though this for her is a monstrous image blindly
Magnified out of praise; her death was a still drop
She would not have me sinking in the holy
Flood of her heart's fame; she would lie dumb
and deep
And need no druid for her broken body)
This( for want of a better name, is Thomas' sim
ple style Her heart ( heart is a metaphor for spirit
and vitality, or, possibly, grief or poetry is foun
tain which falls in puddles on parched worlds
and drowns, its fame is a flood and her death (at
least to her) was a still drop. A fountain heart,
the falling in puddles and drowning each son is
vague, common-place, bombastic and bad taste.
Sinking in the holy flood of her heart's fame
laboriously attaches the fountain-heart imagery to
heart's fame. Alliteration leads Thomas to much
of his nonsense and is probably responsible for
holy and fame, also for hooded and druid which
are hit-or-miss and consequently miss, and monstrous image and broken body where common
place sentiment is draped on enthusiastic blare of
sounds. By itself, whose fountain heart once fell
in puddles round the parched worlds of Wales,
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is over-written but splendid. The struggle for
simplicity produces only uninteresting bombast.
Thomas' prose is not remarkable: here, the
brilliant lines of his poetry are impossible and he
falls back on the lucid, simple and emotional. I
quote at random:
"She made a contented sound, nestled ever
nearer to him. Her breath was warm on his neck,
and her foot lay on his like a mouse. He saw that
she was beautiful in her sleep. Her beauty could
not have sprouted out of evil. God, whom he had
searched for in his loneliness, had formed her for
his mate as Eve for Adam out of Adam's rib."
But there had been no woman in his dream.
Not even a thread of a woman's hair had dangled
from the sky. God had come down in a cloud and
the cloud had changed to a snake's nest. Foul
hissing of snakes had suggested the sound of
water and he had been drowned. Down and down
he had fallen, under green shiftings and the bub
bles that fishes blow from their mouths, down
and down to the bony floors of the sea."
Both passages have a modest, artificial simpli
city, the sentiments of the first are rather stuffy:
the rhythms of the second are mildly beautiful. To
being fine prose, they can make no claim: as sim
ple prose, such as Hans Anderson or the Welsh
legends, they are bogus.
Mr. Symons theorem of simple thoughts and
simple expression is vicious. Such a procedure
would reduce Thomas' splendid poetry to a banal
romanticism.
I make a weapon of an ass's skeleton
And walk the warring sand by the dead town,
Cudgel great air, wreck east; and topple sundown,
Storm her sped heart, hang with beheaded veins
Its wringing shell, and let her eyelids fasten.
Destruction, picked by birds, brays through the
jawbone,
And, for that murder's sake, dark with contagion
Like an approaching wave I sprawl to ruin.
These lines describe the imaginary, phantasmogoric murder of his estranged mistress. The
scene has the same characteristics as Ann's foun
tain heart, but here the vices are virtues, and the
fantastic scene—sense, imagery, sentiment, rhythm
and rime—is an imagined and synthesized whole.
Success of this kind, though usually in short pas
sages and single lines, is frequent in Thomas.
Among all the minor English poets he has earned
a rank.
—Robert Lowell
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NEW SOUTHERN NOVELIST
LIGHTWOOD, By Brainard Cheney; Houghton
Mifflin Co., New York City, 1939.
I read this novel a month ago, and between
then and now, I had so forgotten it, that I found
myself compelled to re-read it. That is in a sense
a damnable thing to say, both from the standpoint
of Mr. Cheney and myself. But it suffices to make
me suspicious of Caroline Gordon's statement
that Cheney is a "major American novelist in the
making, if not already made." I can only say that
Cheney as a major American novelist is still in
the making insofar as I am concerned.
The plot of the novel, briefly, is concerned
with the economic invasion of the south after the
War between the States, by northern capitalists,
and the futile resistance of what the jacket calls,
erroneously, squatters. All the paraphanalia of
such an economic invasion are utilized: hired
killers, perverted justice, and the misuse of armed
forces. Against these implements of northern
capital are arrayed a section of Georgian countrypeople equipped with burning resentment, squir
rel-guns, and a thorough knowledge of the coun
try-side. Such equipment is adequate only if such
a group pool their combined resources under
capable leadership for the struggle. They do not
do this of course; the democratic tradition is too
firmly entrenched. (One could make an interesting report of "Lightwood" in the light of "Demo
cratic" traditions and practices.) Lack of unity,
and faith in themselves, reduce the effective re
sistance of the "squatters" to a minimum. A gfea^
deal of smoke, but little damaging fire. The
squatters," under such cir-cumstances fail as
they cannot help doing, and the novel ends in
the beginning of full northern exploitation.
The failure of the novel, and to me it does
fail, rests in the failure of Micajah Corn, the
principle character. He comes to nothing. The
qualities are inherent within him to resolve the
situation, but nothing comes of them; in the
sense of the hero (of Grecian tragedy) Micajah
is a washout, and he ought to have something of
their sensibility in order to fulfill the demands
put upon him by the focus of the novel. The
novel fails as Micajah fails.
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One has only to compare Micajah with George,
in Allen Tate's "The Fathers," to see how great
the failure is. But then, "The Fathers" in my
estimation is one of the best novels, if not the
best, to come out of the south, and it is unfair
to compare them.
Insofar as the writing is concerned, "Lightwood" is good. The novel is well written; better
writing in fact than Warren's "Night Rider," al
though "Night Rider" is the better novel. I
should like to see something more of Mr.
Cheney's; preferably something further removed
from the influence of the Civil War.
—John Nerber
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(Continued from page 9)
Will Todd's life. I speak of his affectionate care
of his wife's parents when she was gone, of his
bringing together under one roof those divorced
parents." The funeral director was pushing
along the pew. The old man went on with his
commemoration sobbing intermittently as the
man in the white suit neared him. A regular
chorus of "Amen's" now sounded from the bal
cony, but Aunt Pamela's voice rose above them
hoarsely, "Hursh. In Jesus Name, hursh." The
old man sank down into his seat in a burst of
tears.
Floyd thought of the appelation uncivilized
which Judge Todd had once given to him, but
he could not deny how strongly he had found
himself on the side of the old townsman and
the negroes. As the organ blasted forth "Beautiful Valley" and the coffin passed up the aisle,
he wished that he might have jumped to his
feet and balanced the justice with his own story.
He moved, behind the country man, out of
the pew. He was moving with the crowd
through the church vestibule when all feet were
brought to a stop. The funeral directors forced
a clear passage to the wide open doors. For sev
eral minutes they stood still. At last the proces
sion of mourners came, led by the church's pas
tor, his head bowed, his black hat in one hand,
his pocket edition in the other. And behind him,
beneath the brim of her black horsehair hat,
Floyd saw the face of the girl Kate Todd.
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Jobs, Domestic Need No. 1
('Continued from Page 13)
saved during the past ten years has largely been
lost as buying power because it has not been
spent. Industrial expansion is badly needed. This
is a crucial point because unemployment is great
est in the industries that provide materials, tools
and equipment for other industries.
In past depressions, "private pump priming,"
the development of new industries, has played
an important role in banishing depression and
providing employment. During the twenties, the
maturing automobile and radio industries, along
with many less important new industries helped
to keep our economy operating above depression
levels of production.
In a way, the brief history of our country has
been one of new industries, one of building the
productive equipment that we now have. This
explains why so many of our factories and so
much of our labor has been organized to make
producers' or capital goods, rather than consume
ers' goods.
This is important because the unemployed cannot be absorbed into the consumers' goods indus
tries at present. There is a widespread popular
fallacy that if enough money be spent on consumers goods to operate these industries to ca
pacity or near capacity, that unemployment will
disappear. This cannot be so at present because
a very large percent of our factories are designed
and our labor trained to produce the factories,
the tools and equipment that later will produce
consumers' goods.
Full employment of consumers' goods indus
tries will not eliminate unemployment. In order
to do this, established industries will have to be
expanded, and new industries will have to be de
veloped on a very large scale. And this simply
has not occured in the past ten years.
Prof. Alvin Hansen in discussing this point
says that "adequate investment outlets are neces
sary to sustain full employment and a satisfactory
income level . . . The industrial revolution for a
time gave rise to a great burst of investment in
plant and equipment . . . Then came the railway
age and another prolonged period of capital ex24

penditures. The railway age ran its course and
gradually reached a saturation point. Then came
the electrical and automobile age, and with it new
outlets for involving a host of accessory indus
tries, including roads . . . ."u
During periods when investment outlets in
new industries are not available, business stagna
tion and unemployment are severe. The last ten
years have been such a period. And unemploy
ment will continue to plague this country until
new industries are developed that will put to
work our capital goods industries and the idle
men who customarily serve these industries.
Why a Solution will be Difficult
Barring the absorption of large numbers of
the unemployed in the military forces of the na
tion, it is probable that unemployment on a large
scale will continue in this country for many years
to come.
This is a reasonably safe prediction, first, be
cause the index of production will probably have
to rise somewhere between 140 and 150 to absorb
the unemployed. And the index which now stands
at about 105, cannot rise to these new levels,
much above 130, unless new industries are devel
oped that will take care of such a large volume
of production.
In the second place, there is the possibility,
although not a certainty, that expansion of old
industries and the development of new industries
will pot increase as rapidly in the near future as
in the last century. It is already evident that ten
years have passed without expansion taking place.
The last century was characterized by "vast, rich
areas inviting occupation and large capital out
lays on housing, manufacturing, and transporta
tion equipment. In such an expanding economy,
investment outlets were easy to find, and indeed
the main difficulty was a shortage of capital and
man power. Now all this has changed and we
are confronted with an economy with no large>
rich areas to be occupied anywhere in the entire
globe . . . "12
The third reason for doubting that unemploy*
ment will be eliminated in the near future is that
population is growing at a declining rate and
will if the present trend continues, stabilize with
in the next 30 years. During the last century,
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England's population quadrupled, the population
of Europe tripled, and that of the United States
increased fifteen fold. It is not likely that this
growth will be repeated during this century, and
it can be said with confidence that the currently
declining birth rate in the United States will not
make it easier for our economy to expand, and
provide more jobs for the unemployed. Although
a stationary population can absorb more and
more goods, a growing population provides an
unusually potent impetus to the expansion of pro
ductive facilities. It would appear, then, that the
declining rate of population growth is an un
favorable factor in an early solution of the unem
ployment problem.
A fourth discouraging factor is that although
the rate of population growth is decreasing, the
proportion of the total population in the wageearning group is increasing and will increase for
the next two decades. During the past decade, the
number in the wage earning group of the popu
lation has increased by about 5 million. During
the next two decades, probably another 10 million
will be added. If jobs continue to develop less
rapidly than the growth of the wage-earning
group, full absorption of the unemployed in in
dustry is, of course, impossible.
A fifth and final reason for doubting early
dissipation of unemployment is that it is not to
be expected that monopoly or non-competitive
prices, inflexible prices, are to be replaced by com
petitive flexible prices, and it is not probable that
business will voluntarily reduce prices as rapidly
as there are gains in productive efficiency. It will
be almost impossible to return to the more flex
ible prices of the pre-machine age. Capitalism, as
a system, operates on a profit motive. And business men often find it more profitable to hold
prices high, in the absence of full competition,
and sell less than capacity production, than to
reduce prices and increase production. Employ
ment will not be encouraged by price policies designed to increase profits rather than production.
The tremendous difficulties that face the na
tion in providing employment opportunities for
its citizens should not be cause for submitting to
what might be called desperate solutions such as
War and dictatorship. The gravity of the problem
MARCH, 1940

should cause us to direct our attention with in
creasing energies to the provision of jobs, do
mestic need No. 1." Open minds that will admit
the existence of a problem and accept necessary
changes, and generous hearts that will forego
some private gain for social advantage are pre
requisites to a satisfactory solution of unemploy
ment.
Harcourt, Brace, and Company, 1930.
Labor Review, October 1938, Pp. 728-7393 Daugherty, Carroll R., Labor Problems in American Indus
try, 1938, p. 138.
4 Salter, Sir Arthur, Recovery, The Second Effort, 1933.
5 Moulton, Harold G., Income and Economic Progress, The
Brookings Institution, 1935, p. 23.
Ibid, p. 129.
7 McConnell and others, Economic Behavior, 1939, p. 369.
8 Moulton, Harold G., Income and Economic Progress, The
Brookings Institution, 1935, pp. 133-141.
9 Rogers, James Harvey, Capitalism in Crisis, 1938, p. 17.
Ibid, p. 25.
"Hansen, Alvin, Full Recovery or Stagnation?, 1938, pp. 3121
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Ibid, p. 312.

The New Kid
(iContinued from Page 17)
spring he'd plant it, and we'd wear it down
smooth again by August. It was pretty funny.
his name was
Once in a while the old guy
Ernie Bishop — would run out of his house when
we fouled one onto his lawn, and grab the ball,
and run back in the house with it. When he did
that, we'd set firecrackers on his lawn and blow
big holes in it to get even. Then he'd call the
cops and we'd go off someplace where they
couldn't find us. We lost a lot of balls that way,
but old Bishop lost a lot of lawn.
I got a new ball for my birthday that June,
and we played with it only about two hours, when
somebody fouled one right on the lawn, right up
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near the door, where old Bishop could run out
and grab it before we could get to it. He did, too.
It was a darned good ball, and I was mad. We
ripped up some of his lawn, and he called the
cops, and we beat it, as usual, but I was still good
and mad. Good balls like that don't grow on
trees.
Rog and I cooked up a darned good scheme
to get even with the old stinker. I'd call Bishop's
house and ask old Bishop if it was true that he
was going to divorce his wife. Of course he'd say
no, and then we'd run a big headline in the News
saying "Bishop Denies That He Plans To Divorce
His Wife. Rog and I laughed ourselves sick over
the idea. Well, I called up, and it worked just
like we planned. He yelled "No! Of course not!
Who is this calling? ^Vho is . . ." But I hung up
on him, and we rolled on the floor, we laughed
so hard.
We printed fifty copies that week, so we could
give one to everybody in the neighborhood. We
figured he'd be so mad he'd like to boil us, but
we knew darned well he couldn't sue us, because
we were minors, and he couldn't sue our folks,
on account of them not knowing what we were
up to. We worked till darned near midnight that
Saturday, but it was worth it. We printed by
hand all the headlines, in big black crayon, cov
ering two whole lines. The letters were about
two inches high. Eric didn't like the idea at all.
He sat there scowling, feeding his darned mouse,
but not talking much. We didn't care if he liked
it or not, though. I told him so, but he didn't say
anything. He went home about ten, and Rog told
him to be over early the next morning to take
the papers around to everybody. We went to bed
feeling pretty good.
When we came down to breakfast the next
morning the papers were gone from the cot in
the office, where we'd piled them. We ate break
fast feeling pretty excited, and then walked
around the neighborhood to see how many people
had taken the papers inside. We couldn't see a
single one of them anyplace around, and then
it hit me.
Dya think that dirty stinker could've thrown
all of them away?" I asked Rog. We ran down
to the cliff at the end of the street and looked
over. There they were, some floating in the muddy
26
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water, some stuck in bushes on the side of the
cliff, and just all over the place. I was so darned
mad I could have kicked Eric's face in. What the
devil business was it of his what we did with our
own paper? And two days' work shot, too.
Rog and I didn't say anything. We ran back
to the office, and Eric was sitting there waiting
for us. He stood up when we came in. He was
standing right against the wall, and I ran in and
put my hand on his face and smacked his head
against the wall as hard I could. I didn't even
worry about his glasses. I was too sore to be
scared, and I banged his head a couple more
times, and left him sitting there, looking white
again, like the time Betts socked him. He didn't
have any guts at all. He never even tried to fight
back. He just took it.
We left him sitting on the cot, with his head
in his hands. After we'd walked around a while,
I began to feel funny, for no reason at all. I felt
like I shouldn't have done it. We went over to
Rog s house and played ping-pong a while, but
it was no good. I couldn't keep my mind on it,
and neither could he.
Maybe we ought to go back and see what's
going on," I said finally.
"I guess we'd better."
We walked back to my house, after walking
around the block a couple times first, looking in
Kohler s windows to see if Eric was there. We
looked in our basement windows, trying to
see
Edc had left or not. He wasn't in the office,
50 we went around to the other side of the house
and looked in. I didn't want to run into him just
then.
Anyhow, we looked in the back window, and
Saw Eric. He was bending over our washtub.
e put the plug in, and started the hot water
running full blast. Then he went into the office
brought out the wastebasket. He turned the
Wastebasket upside down over the tub, and we
Saw
mouse fall out of it into the water. We
could see it running around in the tub, trying to
^ unb the sides, and its eyes were brighter than
ever seen. Rog and I just stood there, watchlng> too scared to move. Eric leaned over the
Wash-tub until the steam fogged his glasses, and
went in the office and laid down on the cot.
MARCH, 1940
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at the

SUNSET CLUB
Choice Food and Wine - Dance - Liquor and Beer
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Three of the country's
smartest fashion models
SUSANN SHAW
FLORENCE DORNIN
DANA DALE
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Chesterfield Girls for March
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YOU CANT BUY A BETTER CIGARETTE
^^hen you ask for Chesterfields
the dealer will say with a smile...They Satisfy'
\ou will find that Chesterfields smoke cooler,
taste better and are definitely milder ...for
Chesterfields have the right combination of the
world s best cigarette tobaccos.
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CHESTERFIELD

Copyright 1940, LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO.

