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Everybody
knows him...
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Early or late, he's a familiar
figure to every policeman
on the street—he's the Doctor
—he's on an emergency call!
• A Doctor's life isn't his own
to live as he chooses. There
are interrupted holidays and
vacations and nights of
broken sleep. Emergencies re
quire his presence for long,
exacting hours ... with some
where a pause and perhaps
the pleasure of a cigarette.
Then back to his job of serv
ing the lives of others.
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£35 MORE I )OCTORS SMOKE CAMELS
Nationwide
survey.

THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE
' I A HE MAKERS of Camels are naturally proud of the
X fact that, out of 113,597 doctors who were asked
recently to name the cigarette they preferred to
smoke, more doctors named Camel than any other
ffc brand. I bis survey was nationwide, covered doctors
jj in every branch of medicine—nose and throat speJj cialists too. I hree nationally known independent reJ search agencies made and vouch for the findings.
I ry Camels. See how your taste responds to
W Camel's full flavor. See how your throat likes Camel's
cool mildness. That's the "T-Zone" test (see left).

The "T-Zone"—T for Taste and T for Throat
The "T-Zone"is your own
proving ground for any
cigarette. For only your
taste and your throat can
decide which cigarette
tastes best to you...and
how it affects your throat.
On the basis of the experi
ence of many mil
lions of smokers,
we believe Camels
A
will suit your "TZone" to a "T."

I^
\

t

<1

' ( 'AMELS
K

I:

R. J. ReynoldsTobacco Co.. Wlnsion-Saleiu. Xartli Carolina

Cashier

7ofraccos

IKA

Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio
MARCH, 1947
Vol. XII, No. 4

EDWARD JAMESON, Guest Editor
BUSINESS STAFF

EDITORIAL BOARD
General Editors
Edwin Watkins
Oscar Emmett Williams
John T. Kirby
ASSOCIATE EDITORS
Cameron McCauley, Art
William A. Cheney, Make-up
Thomas S. Southard, Reviews

John Pritchard, Bus. Mgr.
Peter Weaver, Adv. Mgr.
Charles Thomas, Circ. Mgr.
Kenneth Brooks, Excb. Ed.
Lloyd Derrickson, Coordinator

In This Issue
FREEDOM'S PLOW — Langston Hughes

3

TWO POEMS — Douglas Nichols

6

JUST AS WELL SAY VALHALLA — Oscar Emmett Williams

7

A POEM — Edward Jameson

13

THREE POEMS — William Scott Stephenson

14

A POEM — Charles Stuart Burgess

15

A POEM — Charles W. Moorman

15

ENCOUNTER — John T. Kirby

16

A POEM — Jack Vrieze

23

BOOK REVIEW — T. S. Southard

24

NOTES ON CONTRIBUTORS

26

Cover Sketch by Andrew Morgan

MARCH, 1947

1

Compliments

People's Bank

Mount Vernon Motor Service

Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corp.
Gambier, Ohio

Jor Economical Transportation

m

Compliments of

Complete Service
for
All Makes of Cars and Trucks

The Manufacturing Printers Co.

• Shopwork
• Motorwork
• Bodywork
<Ar Brakes
• Fenders
• Wash and Grease
• Lubrication
• Chevrolet Parts

Publishers — Stationers
Job Printing

THE ALCOVE
• Restaurant

Your Chevrolet Dealer
• Candy Shop
• Soda Grill

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Phone 1

The
Hamilton Brass and Aluminum
Co.
BRASS and ALUMINUM
CASTINGS
HAMILTON, OHIO

2

H1KA for

FREEDOM'S PLOW
Langston Hughes
JPHEN a man starts out with nothing,
When a man starts out with his hands
Empty, but clean,
When a man starts out to build a world,
He starts first with himself
And the faith that is in his heart—
The strength there,
The will there to build.
.FIRST in the heart is the dream—
Then the mind starts seeking a way.
His eyes look out on the world,
On the great wooded world,
On the rich soil of the world,
On the rivers of the world.
The eyes see there the materials for building,
See the difficulties, too, and the obstacles.
The mind seeks a way to overcome these obstacles.
The hand seeks tools to cut the wood,
To till the soil, and harness the power of the
waters.
Then the hand seeks other hands to help,
A community of hands to help—
Thus the dream becomes not one man's dream
alone,
But a community dream.
Not my dream alone, but our dream.
Not my world alone,
But your world and my world,
Belonging to all the hands who build.
A LONG time ago, but not too long ago,
Ships came from across the sea
Bringing Pilgrims and prayer-makers,
Adventurers and booty seekers,
Free men and indentured servants,
Slave men and slave masters, all new—
To a new world, America!
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JPITH billowing sails the galleons came
Bringing men and dreams, women and dreams.
In little bands together,
Heart reaching out to heart,
Hand reaching out to hand,
They began to build our land.
Some were free hands
Seeking a greater freedom,
Some were indentured hands
Hoping to find their freedom,
Some were slave hands
Guarding in their hearts the seed of freedom.
But the word was always there:
FREEDOM.
D OWN into the earth went the plow
In the free hands and the slave hands,
In indentured hands and adventurous hands,
Turning the rich soil went the plow in many hands
That planted and harvested the food that fed
And the cotton that clothed America.
Clang against the trees went the ax in many hands
That hewed and shaped the rooftops of America.
Splash into the rivers and the seas went the
boat-hulls
That moved and transported America.
Crack went the whips that drove the horses
Across the plains of America.
Free hands and slave hands,
Indentured hands, adventurous hands,
White hands and black hands
Held the plow handles,
Ax handles, hammer handles,
Launched the boats and whipped the horses
That fed and housed and moved America.
Thus together through labor,
All these hands made America.
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Z^ABOR! Out of labor came the villages
And the towns that grew to cities.
Labor! Out of labor came the rowboats
And the sailboats and the steamboats,
Came the wagons and the coaches,
Covered wagons, stage coaches,
Out of labor came the factories,
Came the foundries, came the railroads.
Came the marts and markets, shops and stores,
Came the mighty products moulded, manufactured,
Sold in shops, piled in warehouses,
Shipped the wide world over:
Out of labor—white hands and black hands—
Came the dream, the strength, the will,
And the way to build America.
Now it is Me here and You there,
Now it's Manhattan, Chicago,
Seattle, New Orleans,
Boston and El Paso—
Now it is the U.S.A.
A LONG time ago, but not too long ago, a man
said:
ALL MEN ARE CREATED EQUAL . . .
ENDOWED BY THEIR CREATOR
WITH CERTAIN UNALIENABLE
RIGHTS . . .
AMONG THESE UFE, LIBERTY
AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS.
His name was Jefferson. There were slaves then,
But in their hearts the slaves believed him, too,
And silently took for granted
That what he said was also meant for them.
It was a long time ago,
But not so long ago at that, Lincoln said:
NO MAN IS GOOD ENOUGH
TO GOVERN ANOTHER MAN
WITHOUT THAT OTHER'S CONSENT.
There were slaves then, too,
But in their hearts the slaves knew
What he said must be meant for every human
being—
Else it had no meaning for anyone.
THEN a man said:
BETTER TO DIE FREE,
THAN TO LIVE SLAVES.
He was a colored man who had been a slave
But had run away to freedom.
And the slaves knew
What Frederick Douglass said was true.
With John Brown at Harper's Ferry, Negroes died.
John Brown was hung.
Before the Civil War, days were dark,
4

And nobody knew for sure
When freedom would triumph.
"Or if it would," thought some.
But others knew it had to triumph.
In those dark days of slavery.
Guarding in their hearts the seed of freedom,
The slaves made up a song:
Keep Your Hand On The Plow! Hold On!
That song meant just what it said: Hold On!
Freedom will come!
Keep Your Hand On The Plow! Hold On!
OUT of war, it came, bloody and terrible!
But it came!
Some there were, as always,
Who doubted that the war would end right,
That the slaves would be free,
Or that the union would stand.
But now we know how it all came out.
Out of the darkest days for a people and a nation,
We know now how it came out.
There was light when the battle clouds rolled
away.
There was a great wooded land,
And men united as a nation.
A MERICA is a dream.
The poet says it was promises.
The people say it is promises—that will come true.
The people do not always say things out loud,
Nor write them down on paper.
The people often hold
Great thoughts in their deepest hearts
And sometimes only blunderingly express them,
Haltingly and stumbling say them,
And faultily put them into practice.
The people do not always understand each other.
But there is, somewhere there,
Always the trying to understand,
And the trying to say,
"You are a man. Together we are building our
AMERICA/
Land created in common,
Dream nourished in common,
Keep your hand on the plow! Hold on!
If the house is not yet finished,
Don't be discouraged, builder!
If the fight is not yet won,
Don't be weary, soldier!
The plan and the pattern is here,
Woven from the beginning
Into the warp and woof of America:
HIKA for

ALL MEN ARE CREATED EQUAL.
NO MAN IS GOOD ENOUGH
TO GOVERN ANOTHER MAN
WITHOUT THAT OTHER'S CONSENT.
BETTER DIE FREE
THAN TO LIVE SLAVES.
Who said those things? Americans!
Who owns those words? America!
Who is America? You, me!
We are America!
To the enemy who would conquer us from
without,
We say, NO!
To the enemy who would divide
And conquer us from within,
We say, NOI
FREEDOM!
BROTHERHOOD!
DEMOCRACY!
To all the enemies of these great words:
We say, NO!
A LONG time ago,
An enslaved people heading toward freedom
Made up a song:
Keep Your Hand On The Plow! Hold On!
That plow plowed a new furrow
Across the field of history.
Into that furrow the freedom seed was dropped.
From that seed a tree grew, is growing, will ever
grow.
That tree is for everybody,
For all America, for all the world.
May its branches spread and its shelter grow
Until all races and all peoples know its shade.
KEEP YOUR HAND ON THE PLOW!
HOLD ON!

FREEDOM'S PLOW is copyrighted by Langston Hughes, and no part of the poem may be
reproduced in any manner whatsoever without
the written permission of the author.
MARCH, 19 4 7
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Douglas Nichols: Two Poems
FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY
Heavy the tall towers of no prayers. The star
less night climbs strict cubicles of light to
my Father's Home.
Masculine the marble pillars hold to
arches that contain the wombed seed of
my Father's Word.
Are not the wiry doctors exegete?
I had been happy to stay there had not
you hunted me. But now from sand I see
the Joshua tree.
Twisted its olive limbs which point the way
where no stave thrusts to Heaven but agonized
my Father's Word.

THE ACTOR
I know this part so very well by now:
The lifting of the hand, the raised eyebrow;
A hearty laugh to shade the subtle sneer,
The bold affront that hides a clutching fear
—Keen Stanislavsky knew each actor must
Clothe his conscious ego in another's crust.
Yet, waiting my cue, harbored in the wings;
Assured, I still contain the dread of kings:
I identify this my other self,
And having him I lose my present self.
But if I should forget the curtain line,
What will they say—the error's his or mine?
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Oscar Emmett Williams

Just As Well Say Valhalla
Holy Writ, as a human and typical
period document, is so relative, that instead
of Heaven, you may sometimes just as well
say Valhalla. (Reich-Bishop Mueller in a lec
ture at the Lessing Academy, Berlin, 13
February, 1935.)

I
The young man wearing the spotted trousers
and beret was not lost in the crowd of shoppers
who filled the Gdynia market place. He was taller
than most of those milling about in the streets, and
his heavy beard and scarred face marked him at
once as an outsider; and he was alone.
When he passed the food stalls he remem
bered that he hadn't eaten since morning; and now
the sun was going down. He bought a pound of
butter, a loaf of black bread, and two smoked eels,
which he carried to a field not far from the market.
There were wrappers and scraps of food, and other
debris left there by earlier shoppers and wanderers.
There he cut and buttered the bread, skinned the
eels and ate. He was very hungry.
He heard someone approaching. A beggar,
or maybe the police.
"Pardonnez-moi si je trouble la fete, mais..."
The young man glanced out of the side of
his eye; he jumped up at once.
"Stephenson," he shouted.
"George, for the love of God," rejoined his
new comrade.
"Did you just walk into a dream, or am I out
of my mind?" asked George.
"Say, with that beret, I thought you were a
true son of France, unescorted in this wilderness
of eel-eaters. I was just about ready to shoot
you..."
"What are you, a gendarme?"
"No, with this," he replied, pointing to his
camera.
"So you have that racket now. Can you get
the news out?"
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Stephenson reached into his pocket and
pulled out a pack of cable forms. "Look, these
things go out regularly, and the pictures, too.
Sometimes I wish Joe would enforce the censor
ship business a little more, and then I might have
an excuse for not working."
He lit a cigarette, and then offered one to
George. "Excuse me, George, these things are so
rare around here that I usually light up only in the
safety of my own room."
"Thanks, but I have a few butts in this
envelope."
"Good man, you learn soon. I can't stand to
smoke them; I get the tobacco from the butts and
sell it on the B.M. Good price for it, too. Here,
smoke one of these, and save the butt for a little
later."
George consented and lit up a whole one.
"Let's go somewhere, George, and talk this
over. What in hell are you doing in Poland? Cer
tainly not here for your sinus."
"Let's go somewhere, then, and I'll let you
in on the whole thing. I'm still hungry, but I
can't finish this stuff. Can we get some eggs
somewhere?"
"I don't know about the eggs," said Stephen
son, "but I do know where we can get a good
drink."
The two young men joined arms and left the
field. After a few minutes they hailed a bus, and
took outside seats. George had to strain to get a
view of the countryside once the bus was in motion.
II
Sopot was the one city still intact in that
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area, a city without the streets of rubble and the
freak facades of fallen houses. It was the Monte
Carlo of the Baltic, with plenty of parks, beaches,
cabarets, and well-stocked fashionable shops.
Marshal Stalin Boulevard was not unlike the
small old streets of Philadelphia which George
knew so well; it was usually too busy for much
comfort with the constant parade of civilian and
military traffic, and the hum of Red Army songs
issuing from the fast, covered trucks moving the
troops back and forth. There was the unreasonably
speedy Regularno Komunikacje Samochodowa
with the new busses and trams; you could ride
from Danzig, through Wrzescze and Oliwa, to
Sopot, and then to Orlowa and Gdynia, past fields
of red poppies, hills lightly covered with forests,
and eventually, after a long ride, past miles of
blocks of debris; and all of this for a few pennies.
In the city were modern shops with expensive
lingerie and perfumes, pastries, objets dart, books
from many countries, Leica cameras, amber (some
of the finest in the world), Swiss watches, cassocks
and surplices, icons and triptychs, radios, knives,
and views of the city. A few blocks away from all
this the old women, squatting over spoiling wares
in the open market-place, were far away from the
never-never land of the rich tourists, their fine
shops and cabarets, just as they were even before
the war came to Poland.
The two men left the bus near a cabaret
Stephenson had pointed out. They walked to the
shabby front, and George read S-A-R-E-N-K-A.
"Is this it?"
"Yes, and that word means 'donkey.' Is there
anything else you want to know? There are few
around here who speak the language well enough
to tell you anything, and there are few who give
a damn. The other newsboys are pretty bitter, and
the officials are impossible. The UNRRA boys arc
messengers of evil; I am the sole American 'little
flower available. You know me, always on the
defensive."
"I know you, Stephenson, and I like you in
spite of it. Let's not stay out here all night; let's
go in."
They entered and sat down at a table covered
with a red checkered cloth. There were half-adozen more tables like theirs, and a larger one
crowded with guests at a wedding party. An old
man was playing Chopin preludes on a very old,
and out-of-tune, piano. The guests were eating, a
few were too drunk to eat, and others were trying
to dance.
"He looks as though he were officiating at a
8

seduction, doesn't he, George?" observed Tom,
pointing to the musician. George laughed in agree
ment, for the pianist was nearly bent over double,
and shook furiously in ecstasy and intoxication,
and perhaps in anticipation of getting through the
number and having another drink of vodka and
cherry brandy.
A waitress walked over to their table and
touched Stephenson on the shoulder. "Steve, hello
today. Where are you so long?"
George glanced in her direction. "Oh, you
speak English!"
"Isn't that obvious?" interjected Stephenson,
teasingly.
"A little," she answered George.
"Wanda, this is George, a friend from
America. George, this is Wanda, a charming girl,
the cream of them all."
"You talk much," she said to Stephenson,
and blushed a little. George watched her closely
while she talked. She wore no rouge, no lipstick.
Her skin was fair. He noticed her plain dress, and
her full body, which might have been shown off
to a better advantage in a tight-fitting gown. She
had long, blonde hair.
"Please sit down and talk with us, Wanda,"
suggested George.
"I'll get something for you to drink, and talk
after," she answered, and then walked away.
Stephenson watched George, whose eyes
followed Wanda. "Impressed, George?"
"Yes, it is a swell place," he said absently.
"Wanda, I mean."
"Oh, yes, she is nice. She really impresses me."
"Well, don't let her impress you. Forget
her.»»
"Do you know her that well, Step?"
"Look, don't get to know anyone around
here that well, George. They don't understand."
"But I don't understand, either," confessed
George.
"Okay, then, so you don't understand. Well
... here's the stuff."
Wanda returned with a bottle of vodka,
some cherry brandy, and three glasses.
"Please sit down now, Wanda," offered
George.
"Thank you, George," she said softly, "and
you'll have to excuse me when they want me over
there," she continued, pointing to the bride and
groom, who were now standing in front of the
large table.
She moved her chair closer to Stephenson
and took his hand. "I haven't seen you for so long,
H IK A for

Stevie," she said.
He moved his chair closer to hers and kissed
her on the lips. "How is that?" he asked.
Wanda blushed. She moved away from him
towards George.
"George, are you married?"
"No, Wanda, why do you ask that?"
"You bite your fingernails."
"That is just a habit," he told her.
"No, you worry much about some thing. Do
you want to go back to the United States? Is
that it?"
"It's nothing like that, Wanda," he told her,
a bit embarassed, "it's really just a habit. Are you
married, Wanda?"
"No, not yet." She spoke softly and took his
hand.
Stephenson spoke deliberately to George in
pig-latin: "E-shay is-hay ust-jay a-hay ee-Pay eeTay. Ou-yay an-cay ot-nay et-gay any-hay ing-thay
om-fray er-hay."
"What did he say, George?" asked Wanda,
who knew that she had been the subject under a
vulgar scrutiny. "What did he say?"
The groom called her name, and she left the
table. Stephenson had time to tell George the facts
about Wanda.
"She is just a tease, George. You can't get
anywhere with her. She feels pretty bad about
being alive anymore, after being taken away to
Germany during the war."
"How old is she?" asked George.
"Twenty-one."
"Twenty-one and never been kissed?" mused
George.
"Never been kissed hell," corrected Stephen
son. "She was handled so much in Germany that
she just about lost her mind. She has a bullet in
her leg as a remembrance."
"How do you know so much about her?"
"Everybody here knows it. She is an okay
girl, and the best thing to do is leave her alone."
"Why leave her alone, Steve? Can't someone
help her? Does she have money? Is she sick?"
"She needs everything there is to be had. But
you had better leave her alone. She'll get by,
George."
"I don't mind leaving trouble alone, Steve,
but I don't think she'd be any trouble."
Look, George, it's just like the UNRRA
trade. They are a complete flop..."
"... me, too, I'm with them, by the way."
I don't know. But anyway, what happens,
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they send food and clothing over here, and what
happens? The black market gets the stuff."
"Poo, Steve. If one potato gets over to one
peasant, then one peasant is helped. If the food
or the clothing gets on the black market, at least
it gets over. You think in Utopian terms of equal
distribution and then knock the whole enterprise
socko because the system fails. Consider the people
who are getting something, getting anything. Even
one potato is better than none."
"But George, you'll admit that the adminis
tration has been whacky, won't you? I blame them,
not UNRRA."
"Steve, you're just like the millions of auto
matic minds who think they've 'had enough' and
vote Republican, then fornicate communist. Keep
your idealism, but look at the poor miserable way
things are."
"But George, how can any administration
help this place with the Russians in control? It's
not this bad in Germany in our zone."
"For Christ's sake, Steve, be yourself. Any
country which occupies this devastated country
has a hard job. You should be glad that we don't
have such a devastated area to occupy."
"You have some points, George, but you're
certainly not a businessman."
"I guess not. It's really funny, Steve. I care
for the real problem and you say that I'm not "a
realist; you're up in the clouds and talking 'busi
ness' and 'failure' while people are starving to
death and I call you an idealist. That's ironical
enough, isn't it? It whips me."
"Hell's bells, George, let's talk about you for
awhile. What have you been doing, and how long
are you going to be in these parts?"
"I guess I'll leave in a week or two, not that
I want to go back, of course."
"I know what you mean, George," helped
Stephenson, who dug now in his pockets for more
cigarettes.
"It's not that I like it here..."
"... yes ..
"... but that I don't like it there."
"I see what you mean. More."
"Okay, more. It's all torn up, even New York
and Philly, all torn up. It's worse than here, really.
It's worse than bombs; the ideas they have now are
worse than bombs. They are all split among the
NAM, the WCTU, and the CP. There is plenty of
money, and it's all blood money."
"You're really bitter, George, I never knew
you were so interested in politics."
"Hell, Steve, don't say that. It's not politics.
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It's the world. You can have your paid-for cables
and your good books and your pretty little patterns
of existence. But the big thing is the world. You
live there, so do I, so do they all, and you just
have to know something about it."
"Come, now, do you think all the people in
the United States are so far behind times as all
that?"
"God, no, Steve. They're all five thousand
years ahead of me, yet I know they are all wrong,
for the rest of the world is five thousand years
behind them. And they are all such a small insig
nificant block of wood."
"What are you going to do about it, George?"
"Me? Why Steve, I'm going into a religious
order and write poetry, or else become a philoso
pher ... or maybe I'll become a dumb newspaper
man like you."
The two men broke into spontaneous laugh
ter and finished the remaining vodka.
Ill
Wanda returned to the table with more
vodka. She sat down and filled the three glasses.
"A toast," she insisted, "to the girl of George's
heart."
Who is she, Wanda?" asked George. "I
have no girl unless you'll have me." He tried to
take her hand.
"Steady, George," cautioned Stephenson,"
don't involve yourself."
"Mind your own business, Steve," he an
swered. He was quite drunk now.
"If I were you" ... his voice broke .. . "If I
were you, George, I'd get another girl. Say the next
pretty girl who comes into the room. Remember
what I told you."
Okay, then, by God, the next girl who comes
into the room is mine."
Wanda smiled at Stephenson, and took his
hand again. She whispered into his ear "You are
good to me Steve; I do not want to be trouble for
you."
"No bother, Wanda," he told her," we will
always be fast friends. George is nice, but drunk,
and believe me, he will have the next woman who
comes into this room. Better wish him luck."
*####

An attractive girl in a green suit stood in the
doorway. As she entered and came closer George
saw her large green eyes and high cheeks, and
trim figure. She was taller than Wanda, but a little
younger, it appeared to him. But in this he was
mistaken.
"Come here, dear," he called to her, and
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then, jumping up, he caught her arm.
"Let her alone, George," shouted Stephenson.
"She's my girl, Steve, and don't be rude."
"Listen, George ..." but George would not
listen.
The girl stood by George and observed his
companions. "If Wanda will be so kind, I'll sit
down, George. My name in Estine. I can see that
they don't care to introduce us."
"They're jealous, Estine, they're jealous."
"Let's go, George," reasoned Stephenson,
"you're drunk."
"Nope. I want to talk to Estine."
Let him talk to her, Steve," advised Wanda.
"Thank you, dear Wanda," said Estine so
cordially; yet it was apparent that the two girls
were worlds apart in charm and manners, and
would rather have fought with open knives than
exchanged pleasant table-talk.
George had noticed that Estine spoke a very
clear and polished English, for which he com
plimented her. She thanked him, and he noticed
more and more that hers was a cultured and re
fined voice.
I ve lived quite a bit in America," she told
him. I know the East Coast quite well. I've lived
in Boston, New York, Williamsburg, Atlanta . . .
do you know Palm Beach, George?"
"Yes," he told her, "quite well." They knew
the Sea s End, the Tabu, the Alibi, Maison Lafitte,
The Everglades Club, and even Hedley's Pier. It
was startling to find even a pseudo-country-woman
in the heart, in the unmolested heart, of war-torn
Poland. But this was after the war, he mused, and
anything could rightly happen, even to an American civilian and a Polish woman of pre-war
American resort nobility.
"When were you in America last?" he asked
her.
"In 1938."
She was his elder, he reasoned. Before the
war she must have been the same kind of woman
she was now. That was the remarkable thing about
her. She was smooth and sweet, undisturbed by the
upsets of war, and unaffected by the end of the
war. The immortal and deadly woman, the dead
liest of the species, tempting and arrogant, satis
fied, and responsive to any outside whims, so
fraudulent, the deadliest and the surest, surviving
everything, and naturally the worst of everything.
Why don't you go with him now?" shouted
Wanda, with a boldness that made the other three
look up.
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George stood up. He felt as though the two
women had betrayed trusts, or perhaps dark
secrets. "What did you say to her, Wanda?" he
asked in an angry tone.
"You do want a rendevous with her, don't
you?" she asked, in the same defiant tone.
Estine stood up with George. "Come on,
George, let us leave these two to their bitter
honey."
Somehow George felt that Estine had missed
the truth, that she should leave with someone,
anyone else. Yet he stood up with her, curious and
anxious, ready to go with her.
Estine looked at Wanda, then broke out in
a silly little laugh of scorn. Wanda coughed and
turned the other way. Stephen looked at Wanda,
then at George, but said nothing.
"Ready, George?" asked Estine.
He nodded and followed her.
He followed Estine to a small room in the
rear of the Sarenka. She opened a door and he
entered before her. It was a bedroom, with a fitted
carpet, much richer than any other part of the
building.
"Sit down here, George." She pointed to a
cushioned chair close to a low table. He watched
her take off her black hat and her coat. Then she
went to a mirror and put on more make-up.
"Pay me now, dear. Put it on the table, one
thousand."
He opened his wallet, took out a single
American dollar, his last. "Will this do?" he asked
her. "It's half that much."
"A thousand zlotych, nothing less. Two
dollars, George."
"I haven't a cent more," he told her.
"Come on, George, give me the money," she
demanded.
"I guess I'll be leaving then," he told her,
although he knew he would not be leaving her so
soon.
Go ahead then," she said in a tone he had
been expecting." He remained in his seat.
She walked over to a wall table and picked
up a deck of cards. "Play cards, George?" she
asked him.
"Rummy."
"I don't like rummy."
"Then how about poker?" he asked.
"Poker? On the money you have, George?"
"How about Russian Bank, then?" She liked
the idea and shuffled the cards.
Tell me, Estine, were you here when the
Germans were?"
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"Of course I was, George."
"Was it pretty bad for you?"
"No, not especially." She smiled at George,
but he was too serious now to be amused, and
drunk besides.
"Then you were with the Germans, weren't
you?" he asked her.
"Do you mean the way you want to be with
me?"
"Not that, Estine. I mean, didn't you feel
strange when the others were sent away or killed,
or whatever they did to them?"
"Look, they could show you up any day,
George," she replied quickly and defensively.
"Who?"
"The German soldiers, I mean."
"My God, Estine, aren't you glad they are
gone?"
"Look, George, it is all the same. You, Erich,
or the Russians. Can we change things? You are
a man. Can you change things? When you were
in the army, could you change things even then?
I am a woman. Can I change things?"
"No, but I can say that I don't agree."
"And hit your head against a wall, George?"
"I can disagree without hitting my head
against a wall," he shouted, trying now to be
eloquent.
"Not so loud, George. What if you can? You
can't even afford a woman."
"I suppose not, but you are in the business,
and subject to inflation just like the rest of things
around here."
"Does it disgust you, George? Does it make
you want to crawl?"
"Maybe, but not to you, not for a thousand
zlotych."
Estine dealt out the cards, and arranged those
in the center of the table. She lit two cigarettes
and handed one to George.
"You are really Yankee, aren't you George?"
"No, not very, or I'd be out borrowing the
money. You just aren't worth a thousand zlotych."
"Look, George, you've been with Wanda,
haven't you?"
"Yes, for a long while. Nice girl, isn't she?"
"No, George, I mean have you been with
her?"
"No, not that way, not yet. But I'd rather be
with her than with you."
"Why? She is a slut."
"I doubt that. She sent me to you, didn't
she?"
"She'd sleep with anyone, George."
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"I doubt that, too."
"She has. I know it. She was in Germany for
two years, and she had to, many times."
"And you were not there, Estine?"
"No," she said cooly, "I was happy here."
"I guess it wasn't very hard for you, was it?
And I suppose you didn't sleep with anyone here?
You certainly didn't have to."
"It wasn't too bad here."
"I imagine not. But Wanda had such a swell
time that she has a bullet in her leg as a remem
brance."
"She was a stubborn kid."
"And you were a selfish one," added George.
"I'm not now."
"No, you're not a kid, and neither is she."
"Neither are you, George."
"Maybe I'm not, but no baby is as broke
as I am."
"I still think you are okay, George." She
loosened her long hair and it fell to the table. "Do
you really like me?"
"Sure, Estine, but not for a thousand zlotych."
He liked her long hair which reached the low
table.
That isn't nice, George; you can be very
unkind at times."
"Not only am I rude, but I'm poor today,
too.
"Look, I have some feelings, George. You
must treat me better than that if you want to be
with me."
"Are you serious?" he asked her, although he
was not really surprised at her concessions.
"Yes."
"Will you trust me?" he continued.
"Hush, George. Give me a kiss."
They both rose and met in a long embrace.
Afterwards she untied his cravat. "Darling, when
you are ready, come over to the couch. I'll be
ready in a moment."
George lit a cigarette and finished undressing
slowly. Estine was there before he was ready.
"Turn off the lights, dear," she said, before
he went over to her.
IV
After an hour Estine and George returned to
the table in the outer room. The wedding party
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had moved on. The old pianist had been replaced
by a student who was playing fast polkas. The
other tables were now filled with the serious young
students on their way home from the university.
"Where is Wanda?" George asked, when a
new waitress came to their table.
She had left thirty minutes earlier. The Amer
ican had left with her.
"Then bring us some wine," suggested Estine.
"No, make mine a coffee," corrected George.
He was tired, and felt little comfort in sitting down
with this woman who held his hand, who had been
so close to him.
"Estine, thank you very much for everything.' Actually, he wanted more than anything
to get up and leave, but continued his little speech:
I don t know if I deserve all the attention you
give me. I don't know, maybe all of that vodka
went to my head."
Yes," she said, smiling and squeezing his
hand as though she did not want to lose him, "yes,
you were too drunk, George."
Will I be able to see you again before I
leave?"
I hope so, George. I'll be leaving for
Germany in a few days, but there is time yet."
"Germany? Why Germany, Estine?"
George, you are drunk. Don't you under
stand that I am not Polish? I'm German, George."
Then you were a Nazi?" George was very
drunk now, and his words came faster and louder.
Shhhh! Can a woman be a politician,
George?"
"You're damned right she can," he shouted.
Can a woman ever stop from being a politician
is what I want to know!"
"George, you are drunk. Please keep quiet."
I m not drunk, either; but you are, you
damned spy, you butcher's wife, you bloody pig,
you ...
For the love of God, George, stop scream
ing. Keep quiet!"
"Stop hell, you
George felt a hand across his face which sent
him reeling to the floor. When he was helped to
his feet by one of the young students, he saw
that Estine was no longer there.
But in her place was a thousand zlotych note.
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To D. H. Lawrence
Edward Jameson
Surely you must have passed me on the road!
All that there is left to remember now is evensong
At Boxgrove priory, and the black friar
Among the crumbled pomp of an old abbey.
"Dominus vobiscum!" mumbling his Latin phrases,
Walks the black-robed Dominican, "Festina lente, after matin!"
He leaves the Cathedral cloisters with long heavy strides:
(My spindly legs hop-skipped to keep along with his.)
A long road makes a magpie of the tongue!
"Show me the house that Johnny Keats stayed in!
Tell me, again, father, of Prince Arthur
Who, when imprisoned in the Tower, found a mote in Hubert's eye,
And with a 'kerchief that a princess made him,
Sought to remedy that eye's defect, but Hubert, father,—"
"After we arrive at Boxgrove Park, and after the evensong;
And after you say your 'Mathew, Mark, Luke, and John,'
Then shall I read, ad libitum, Shakespeare, Keats, or whom you will!
By the flint-stone wall of the mediaeval meadow
I drowsed beneath the tall cedars and listened to the sonorous singing of birds;
And drank in the fragrance of English violets.
Vespasian, the Roman, mayhap, had once lain there!
Or Saxon!
Or the thrice-wearied Dane!
Coeval with the gentle summer, and me, in the blue-dotted pinafore,
Among the cowslips and the primrose,
You too have passed!
We, who have lingered in the afternoon
When the red sun is low upon the Downs,
Have heard the clapping wingbeats of partridge returning ...
And the raucous sound of rooks arrogant in the tree tops,
Above the ruined nave of the convent,
Send down their blatant greetings to the black-robed Dominican
Strolling so sedately with hands clasped behind him:
Mumbling aside his Latin phrases and discoursing with himself
On ancient and obsolete philosophy.
We have stood within the wood while the dusk fell ever
On the nightingale.
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William Scott Stephenson: Three Poems
POEM
May not the fool, pulled by Fancy-as-a-bird,
Or tossed by Fancy-as-a-Wind
Skim through dimensions to the lucid regions
Where the fettered mind sees nothing
for the darkness which it brings,
And in ecstacy cry out:
"I see the light!
For every man's his law, his judge!
What was before was good for those before,
And the same tomorrow!
Constrict my circle to the moment,
For I have been insulted,
And seek antitheses:
Ambition's to be avoided,
For she's a Circe
Without the antidote."?
A short excursion to the gristmill
For food to pacify the head
May lead too close to the musical tread
And then: "Here's a ring for your nose!"
Shun impositions on your earliest friend,
But go and seek another.
Some found it underneath the cork,
But found then trouble in the bowels:
If you have trouble with your stomach,
I have a friend who'll lend
A tiny long-stemmed pipe
Whose wings more colors know
Than the solar spectrum.
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NIGHT AT SEA
About the table
The young men sit
In a new world.
The old men
Enjoy their beds
And the dark, cool night.

Charles Stuart Burgess

FREUDIAN ALBATROSSES
My mind's eye saw last night
Wakeful fantasies in things remembered:
They swam distrustful seas
And watched me,
Drowning and mute.
All of them, save one, were dead:
He smiled and watched the waves,
Saw me, smiled, and watched the waves.

Charles Moorman

LAKE GENNESARET 1946

SONNET

Sometimes a body is found, puffed, swollen,
Floating in the flecked black water,
Irrecognizable but for an arm that, reaching
down,
Seems to plumb the depths to the limits of
knowledge.
Though justified by works alone he tried to
walk the waters
And receded with all his contrivances into the
corrosive,
The liquid substance of past creation;
And the lymph is now one with its electrolyte
equal
And the gills are broke through,
Torn from the breast of an amphibious past.

To Jack Snow

Simon, embarrassed, nets the fish and weighs
it,
To hide it decently from sight.
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Will God meet us in heaven with soup, boy?
Like that we ate in many long-past times
When we sat and discussed the use of rhymes.
Silly memory. But it brought us joy
To eat the Army's soup when nights were dark
And men slept on beneath the hooded skies
And we were Gods to thus indulge in lies
Concerning our brave futures (War's a lark)
Little did we guess or little dream
The nights of anguish that were ours to live
With no rich soup to give our bellies peace
Reasoning ever we saw not the scheme
Of God. But made our minds much like a sieve
Knowing our souls had long o'erstayed their
lease.
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John T. Kirby

Encounter
The place card directly in front of him bore
his name — Lieutenant Robert J. Padden — in a
woman's neat script. The girl was staring at him
again, he noticed, as he glanced down the long
table for the third time in less than an hour. She
was seated facing him at the far end of the
horseshoe-shaped banquet table. He caught sight
of her face briefly through the tall centerpiece
of flowers as she leaned forward, apparently to
speak to someone seated opposite her. He knew
that she was conscious of his glances.
The voice of one of the countless afterdinner speakers droned monotonously, and he
seemed oblivious to the inattention of his audi
ence. Bob toyed with the place card and with the
dinner program. The room was stifling, and he
was bored and uncomfortable in his heavy woolen
uniform.
He tried to force himself to listen to the
speaker, but the effort of turning half-way-round
in his chair made him more uncomfortable, and
he found himself absent-mindedly counting the
figures in the mural on the opposite wall. His
presence in the room and the idea of being
trapped inescapably at the table, where he was
obliged to listen attentively and to speak politely
to the strangers seated nearby when they addressed
him deferentially, infuriated him. He snuffed out
a cigarette angrily in his plate.
The continual coughing and the restlessness of
the hundred-odd people in the room, and the dis
ordered pattern of the brilliantly-lighted table
with its litter of soiled dishes made his eyes hurt.
His head throbbed from the closeness of the room,
accentuated by a pall of smoke that drifted over
the table, and he cursed his own weakness for
having accepted an invitation to the affair from
a family friend whom he had telephoned that
morning.
He caught her eye the next time he turned to
look at her. She did not return his stare. She was
young — twenty-three or four — and she had a
nice smile and shining dark hair that reached to
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her shoulders. The mural had eleven stalwartlooking Colonial figures in it, counting both the
ludicrous scenes depicting the American Revolu
tion, and he was desperately restless. He regretted
having eaten so much of the tasteless, starchy food
that was beginning to make itself felt in his
stomach. The stares that his uniform had elicited
throughout the evening added to his growing dis
comfiture.
The speaker finished suddenly. There was a
furtive burst of applause, followed by the noise
and confusion of everyone rising abruptly to
leave. And then he was standing next to her.
The girl was standing with her back to him.
She was taller than one would have imagined on
seeing her sitting down, and, viewed from the
back, her figure and her legs appeared to be ad
mirably proportioned. She greeted several people
casually as they passed. As she turned slowly
towards him, he observed that she held her head
high when she spoke, and that she stood very
erectly. She fingered a silver bracelet on her wrist
in a nervous gesture.
"Hello!"
She was the first to speak. Her voice was
deep-throated and soft, and there was a rising
inflexion in it that seemed to carry a note of
suppressed emotion. She was grinning almost
mischievously, and he thought that her manner
did not indicate that she was unnerved by the
suddenness of their meeting.
"Hello. I thought this thing would never
end. Do you have a coat that I can retrieve some
where?" He did not wait for her to speak, but
reached for a light tan polo-coat that she pointed
out on a chair nearby. Her gaze followed him as
he moved across the room. His ready acceptance
of her casual greeting had surprised her, and she
did not speak.
"Would you suggest one of Milwaukee's less
expensive places, or shall I just take my pick?" he
asked, carefully lifting her long hair over the
collar of her coat. "I thought you might be as
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thirsty as I am. The art of after-dinner speaking
is a lost one to me!"
Instead of answering, she shook her head in
exaggerated affirmation. They smiled at each
other, and she took his arm and they started across
the crowded hotel lobby. She nodded in greeting
to several animated groups — trimly-dressed mid
dle-aged women who had the efficient look of
secretaries, and their dapper male companions —
whom Bob thought he recognized from the din
ner. She stopped suddenly before the revolving
door that led to the street.
"Do you realize that I'm not even sure that
I can still remember your name correctly?" She
frowned questioningly. "I'm Pat Murray. Remem
ber?"
"Yes, of course. Hello again, Pat. I'm Bob
Padden."
"That's right, Bob." The tenseness had gone
out of her voice, and her fixed smile relaxed.
"Shall we try my favorite little place around the
corner? The drinks are good, and I know the
head-waiter."
"It sounds perfect to me. Lead on."
He winked at her, and she was unable
to suppress her laughter. He pushed open the
door ahead of her. It was dark outside, and it
had started to snow.
The city hummed with the slow-moving
traffic of early evening, and the snow was falling
steadily. It already covered the sidewalks, but the
unending stream of passing cars had churned the
street into powdery furrows between which dark,
glistening stretches of black asphalt showed. The
sound of tire chains was a steady, metallic rhythm,
not unlike the jangle of sleigh-bells, he thought.
It was a sound he thought he had forgotten.
The breath of people who passed left steam
ing trails in the air. He shivered against the chill
dampness of the wind and gripped her arm
tightly. He noticed that she turned to stare quickly
into the lighted store windows with their im
peccable, smiling manikins like many of the
scurrying rush-hour shoppers who passed.
The place was exactly what Bob had ex
pected. He thought that Milwaukee must have
hundreds of inconspicuous little restaurants just
like it; small and low-ceilinged, and decorated in
a rather gaudy imitation of an old German "hofbrau." There was a high old bar of dark-polished
oak near the door. Small tables lit by dim little
lamps were crowded between high wooden booths.
The walls were decorated with soiled and faded
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tourist posters of Germanic mountain scenes. The
over-heated room had the strong, pleasant odor
of well-seasoned food and stale beer.
Almost every table was occupied. A steady
drone of voices and the cacophony of restaurant
noises competed with the discordant music of a
shirt-sleeved trio playing softly towards the rear.
The music was one of the Hungarian Dances;
Bob could never tell them apart.
It was after the supper-hour, and most of
the people in the place appeared to be elderly
workers, most of them seated in quiet delibera
tion over their newspapers. Towards the rear
there were stolid-looking groups of big-fisted,
dark-suited laborers who fingered over their afterdinner beer or coffee. A thick blue haze of acrid
tobacco smoke all but obscured the ceiling lights.
"Good evening. How are you tonight?"
The head-waiter greeted Pat with a smile,
proffering his huge hand in a robust handshake,
and mopping beads of sweat from his florid face.
He led them to a booth near where the trio was
playing. Bob nodded in instant approval at her
choice, glancing around the dimly-lighted alcove
as they sat down. It was warmly decorated, and
it had the air of intimacy that he had hoped for.
They stared at each other silently for fully a min
ute. It was their first opportunity since the meet
ing for a deliberate appraisal of each other. She
was the first to speak.
"It's been a long time. Two — no, three
years. Seems like at least ninety to me! I still
hadn't entirely resigned myself to the idea that
you were out of my life for good."
He smiled and placed his hand on her arm
without speaking. The implication of her words
was obvious, and he sensed that it could mean
only one thing. It was what he had been waiting
for: some sign, an indication that the veil of
studied indifference would lift. He tried to hide
the relief he felt by nodding his head gravely.
"How long are you going to be in town?
I hope you aren't just going to rush off after my
finding you."
"A few more days, maybe. Our plane is
grounded. Damned convenient, this weather."
"What brought you to Milwaukee?"
"We're on our way to the Coast to join a
new training outfit. I think I'll like it out there —
for a while. Then I hope we'll go out to China
for a year or so. I haven't been comfortable since
I got back in the country."
With sudden vehemence, he crushed an
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empty cigarette package in his hand. She offered
him her case.
"So many things are different after two years
overseas." He pronounced each word slowly. "Or
maybe it's just me."
As he lit her cigarette, he noticed that her
eyes sparkled in the match-light. She was watch
ing him intently. He touched the last tiny flame
of the match to the candle in the center of the
table.
"Don't excite yourself that way, Bob. There
are so many things I want to ask you about. I'd
like to hear all those idealistic notions we dis
cussed once — the ones we didn't agree on, espe
cially."
Her voice was subtly assuaging. The sput
tering flame cast flattering shadows on her face
and on her slim bare arms that sent a thrill of
anticipation and vivid recollection through his
body. It was the recollection of a passionate in
timacy that they had once known. He searched
her face for some indication that she shared this
sudden emotion now. It could not be seen.
He watched while she removed her gloves
slowly, almost deliberately, as a musician would.
She rubbed her hands together in the new-found
warmth, displaying long, brilliantly red-painted
fingernails. Her cheeks were still slightly flushed
from the cold, a fact that heightened her attrac
tiveness. Her eyes were large and quite green.
They were unusually wide-spaced.
"I thought at first that you might be mar
ried by now, Pat. But I don't see a ring."
"No, nothing quite so final. I haven't even
thought about it since the last time we were to
gether."
"What are you doing for a living now? Have
you kept track of all those plans you once told
me about?"
"Never mind about me — it's really much
too prosaic. Just another strap-hanger on a com
muter bus," she said airily. "Tell me about the
Army and where you've been. I guess you did
change a lot — in your ideas, I mean."
"Yes, I guess I have changed. The war did
a lot of funny things to me — made me see things
differently. I'll never again be the would-be worldbeater you once took me for. That's one of the
reasons I'm still in the service, I guess."
As he was speaking, he gradually recalled
countless incidents in the three years that he had
once eagerly thought he would someday describe
to her — impressions of places and events that
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he could remember mentally cataloguing since
the last time they were together.
He was 25 now, and he was taller and
heavier than he had been at their last meeting;
his hair was considerably thinner, and he had
developed a pronounced frown of which he was
acutely conscious. Outwardly, at least, she was
precisely as he remembered her. One might even
say that neither of them had changed much, or
at least that they were superficial changes and
they were slight.
But he knew from his many months of soli
tude overseas that there were many other more
subtle differences, especially in his philosophical
outlook that had been almost completely reversed.
The war had done that. The vicarious thrills of
aerial warfare had somehow fostered a bitter fatal
ism that now led him into occasional periods of
brooding introversion.
He had been thrust in the short space of just
two months into the war and into his first aerial
combat. His training as a reserve pilot had not
been sufficient warning for what was to come. It
was by sheer determination only that he retained
his mental composure.
But after the initial shock of those first few
weeks and months had worn off, everything be
came anticlimactic. And after his first bombs fell
on a French coastal village, he began to lose track
of the changes in his perspective. And he had
thought often of her. He looked forward to tell
ing her of his thoughts and fears during the period
that had once seemed like a lifetime.
At first, he reflected, he had detested service
life. Later he had endured it with studied indiffer
ence, ignoring much of what he saw and felt.
Now, he realized, he was afraid of leaving it for
the frightening uncertainty of "the outside."
"An awful lot has happened to both of us
since the last time I was with you," he said
hoarsely. "We were pretty young then, I suppose,
though it isn't really so long ago. I thought many
times about—us." He broke off suddenly and
smoothed the cheap, checkered tablecloth with
his fingers. His hand was shaking.
"So have I, Bob. I've often wondered why
I never heard from you after that night."
"I guess it was pretty mean of me not to
write. I tried to many times, but somehow, I never
could."
She ignored the emotion in his voice. She
was staring at the tip of her cigarette, and she
did not lift her eyes when she spoke.
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He was aware that their conversation was
becoming tense. It did not have the spontaneity
that he had hoped for and had attempted after
their casual meeting. Throughout the conversa
tion, he had been groping for some way to preface
a question that he knew he would ask eventually.
He wanted desperately to ask it of her before the
sudden determination that he now felt would
weaken.
The waiter cleared his throat self-consciously.
He was watching them with obvious curiosity, his
adenoidal wheeze clearly audible. Bob wondered
how long he had been standing behind him.
"Two bourbons with water, please," he stam
mered, half-apologetically.
As the waiter hurried off, apparently relieved
after the unaccustomed delay, Bob fingered the
soiled wine-list absent-mindedly. The musicians
were leaving their tiny bandstand, each of them
carrying a glass of beer. They joined an animated
group seated at a table nearby. They were greeted
by loud taunts and bursts of hoarse laughter.
The interruption had unnerved him slightly,
and he tried to collect his thoughts. The harsh
clatter of dishes coming from the kitchen re
minded him suddenly of their meeting at the
dinner. He smiled wryly at the thought of the
tenseness he had felt as he waited for her to turn
to greet him. He had had a momentary impulse
to walk out of the dining room and out of her
life again, but before he could decide, she had
spoken to him.
"Tell me. Were you surprised to meet me
tonight?" she asked. "You didn't seem to be."
"Yes, I was. Terribly. You were the last
person I ever expected to see when I agreed to
attend that damned clownfest. Meeting you just
like that unnerved me a little, I guess."
"I'm sorry. It was my fault. When I saw
you sitting there, I was terrifically surprised, too.
But I didn't want to make a scene. I thought we
could be very casual about it. Nothing emotional,
you know?"
"So did I. But I guess we were both wrong.
Neither of us has forgotten."
The waiter appeared with their drinks. They
watched silently as he put them on the table. Bob
noticed how eagerly she raised her glass. He halfemptied his glass hurriedly, and signalled to the
waiter for two more drinks. It was the first liquor
he had had since early afternoon, and he savored
it in quick swallows.
Before he saw her at the dinner, he had deMARCH, 1947

termined to get drunk in his hotel room that
night. He disliked solitary drinking. As he watched
her now, he was glad that he had not acted on
his impulse to leave without speaking to her. This
might be his last night in Milwaukee. He wanted
a woman, and she was good company.
Although he had decided that the three
years had not greatly altered her appearance, he
was conscious of an unfamiliar assurance in her
voice and manner. She should be married now,
at her physical prime, he thought.
She was still strikingly plain in full matur
ity. But she had the sensuousness of severe beauty.
Contrasting her now with a familiar mental im
age, he was startled by the accuracy of his mem
ory. He had not seen her after the night he slept
with her on the wind-swept porch of a cottage on
Long Island. The experience now seemed sordid
in retrospect; it was still vividly clear in his mind.
He had met her just two weeks before that
night. They were introduced during a weekend
they spent on Long Island as guests of his uncle.
She was a journalism student at Columbia, and
he was spending his last vacation from college
before entering the service. They were immedi
ately attracted to each other.
The suddenness and ease of his conquest, or
her apparent lack of inhibition — later he could
not be certain of which — had bewildered and
terrified him. They were guileless and immature,
and it was the first sexual experience for both of
them. It led to an unfortunate result.
She never wrote him of it. The first intimation he had of what had ensued was when he
received a letter from a friend at Columbia who
knew her family. Whether from remorse of con
science or from fear of possible pregnancy — he
had never learned which it was, and this was the
question he wanted to ask of her — Pat had at
tempted suicide a few weeks after he last saw her.
And since they had never corresponded, he was
virtually certain that she could not be aware of
his knowledge.
He could not keep his knowledge from her.
The realization that she must now be undergoing
agonizing uncertainty — striving to appear casual
while wondering if he could know — filled him
with gnawing remorse. He determined to tell her.
. "Pat — I know what happened."
She understood. He knew that she had un
derstood as soon as he had spoken. The effect of
the words and the tone in which he spoke had
been unmistakable, and he suddenly wished that
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they were somewhere else. It seemed crude and
awkward to have suddenly blurted it out in a
place like this. The realization struck him with
the force of a sudden shock.
He wanted to reassure her, to explain that
the news had brought a terrible, shocking repent
ance that had endured for three years. It was an
agonizing moment, and he knew that she was
aware of his discomfort. He was conscious of the
glances of a pair of tawdry-looking young men
seated at a nearby table who were exchanging
speculative looks and nodding towards them. The
waiter hurriedly deposited the drinks on the table
with an exaggerated flourish. They did not touch
them.
"Would you like to leave?"
"Yes." She eagerly accepted the suggestion.
Let's go somewhere else; anywhere where wc
can talk."
Her voice was choked with emotion, and
he thought that she might be crying. It would
not be the first time that he had seen her cry. Shehad cried during the night on the porch. He dis
liked extreme emotionality in women.
Bob left a bill on the table to cover the
check. They walked hurriedly towards the door
through what seemed to him an interminable
maze of tables. He nodded to the head-waiter,
who stared questioningly after them as they
reached the drafty vestibule. The trio was play
ing again, a fast polka to which an elderly couple
was attempting to dance on the narrow dance
floor. The door slammed shut behind them. The
dissonant sounds of music and voices could still
be heard faintly.
Outside, the air was cold and sweet-smelling,
with an invigorating freshness after the contrac
tion of the restaurant. Falling snow dimmed the
light of cars to faded yellowish gleams. The few
passing cars moved with an almost reverent hush.
Along the length of the street, colored neon signs
stood out boldly through the dark, their red, blue
and green lights diffused and reflected weirdly
on the powdery drifts that lined the curbs. Bob
hailed a slow-moving cab.
He slammed the door as they shivered re
luctantly against the clammy cold of the leather
seat-covers. She gave him an inquiring glance and
accepted a proffered cigarette silently. In the
match-light, her eyes looked tired and red-rimmed,
and she dabbed at them with a handkerchief. The
car was moving, and he heard the driver ask for
the address in an almost unintelligible accent.
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"We may as well go to the house," she said
to Bob. "It isn't far."
She gave the driver the address before he
could answer.
"My brother will be the only one there," she
added, turning again to Bob. Her expression was
a mixture of determination and reassurance that
startled him. He felt slightly nauseated by the
slow movement of the car and by the reek of
the driver's cigar. He opened a window.
Neither of them spoke during the ride across
town. He responded curtly to the driver's casual
comments about the weather, and twice he asked
him to turn down the radio. The raucous swing
music had made his head start to ache.
As he removed his hat and leaned his head
back against the seat, he was conscious of the
pressure of her body against his side. He reached
his hand to her face in the darkness and pulled
her towards him. She did not resist, and when
he started to speak, she put her hand on his
mouth. They embraced awkwardly. Her body
trembled as though she was sobbing. The car
was moving very slowly.
He was aware that they were skirting the
industrial section of the now-darkened city by the
huge many-lighted trucks that passed noisily.
Through the window came the acrid smell of
coal smoke, and tall factory chimneys were sil
houetted clearly against the glaring lights of rail
road yards. He peered at the dial on his watch.
The ride had already taken forty-five minutes.
The cab pulled into the short, circular drive,
hemmed narrowly by snow-laden boxwoods, and
it stopped abruptly. Bob fumbled in his pockets
for change, and his cigarette dropped from his
hand. Before he could retrieve it, it was extin
guished by the snow that had melted on the floor.
The driver switched on the interior light,
and reached back to open the door. Bob saw that
he eyed her legs speculatively and grinned, show
ing uneven rows of dirty, yellowed teeth that
clenched the smouldering cigar. Bob ignored him.
She pulled her coat around her body ner
vously, waiting while he returned the change to
his pocket. He slammed the cab door. The wind
sent a stinging shower of damp snow swirling
past them. As he took her arm, she remained
motionless for a few seconds as though she was
struggling for composure. A car passed, its tires
emitting faint crunching noises on the snow. The
gaunt line of evergreens was bent double from
the weight of the snow and the wind.
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The snow was now quite deep; four or five
inches, he judged from the wheel-marks of the
cab. The quiet of the residential section and its
rows of darkened houses was broken only by the
sounds of the cab's engine as the driver steered
cautiously down the steep incline of the street.
The two tail-lights of the car cast a faint
circle of red light on the drifts that covered the
three steps leading to the door of the house. It
was almost as if they were covered with a deli
cately colored carpet containing thousands of tiny
sequins, he thought.
She tugged sharply at his coat-sleeve and
started up the steps without speaking. The cold
was beginning to penetrate his light topcoat, and
he shivered violently. While she searched her
purse for the key, he kept his eyes on her profile,
silhouetted against the wide panel of the door.
As he slipped his arm around her, he marvelled
at the slimness of her waist under her coat. She
started to cough.
The center hallway was lit by a small antique
night lamp that cast a shadow of the bannister
on the stairs. It was warm and still inside, and
he found himself holding his breath to listen for
any sound. She dropped their coats on the arm
of a chair.
The house was small, but well arranged and
expensively appointed from what he could see of
the hall and the almost dark rooms. It appeared
to be quite new. She glanced at her face in a wallmirror.
Carl's coat is in the hall, so he's probably
in the kitchen getting something to eat. Would
you like anything? A drink?"
Her voice, coming suddenly from behind,
startled him, and he wheeled around. He grinned
sheepishly when he saw her. Seeing that she ig
nored his confusion, he smiled and declined the
offer. He offered her a cigarette and they sat
down. The chill of the air outside and the ride
in the car with the open window had revived
him completely, and he felt wide awake. The
throbbing in his head was almost gone.
"I'm glad we came here. I knew we couldn't
talk in that place. It was my fault for suggesting
it.
"Forget it. We're here now, and that's all
that matters. I just didn't think of taking you
here—-home."
She had made no effort to keep her voice
low. He was suddenly aware that he had spoken
1° an exaggerated stage whisper. Although she
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had said that the house would be deserted except
for her brother, he was vaguely uneasy. He told
himself that his nervousness was groundless, and
he tried to ignore it. He hoped that the warmth
of the room would again put them at ease.
The house seemed almost oppressively quiet,
when they were not speaking. He could even hear
the faint ticking of the snow that fell against the
windows and the almost imperceptible hissing
sound of a hot-air vent. Except for the single lamp
that was lit when they entered, the room was
still dimly lit. She made no effort to switch on a
lamp that stood near her chair.
He stared at the cluttered mantelpiece, at the
stacks of magazines on the hearth, and at the
book-cases that ranged the full length of the
farthest wall, reflecting that the room was well
kept, yet comfortably disordered. It obviously
saw much use, and he thought that it reflected
the varying tastes of its users in the books, the
heavy leather chairs and well-worn footstools, the
stacks of records and the bric-a-brac atop the
bookshelves. He liked the room.
It occurred to him suddenly that neither of
them had spoken for fully five minutes, and that
she was watching him intently, her face halfshadowed from the light, one hand twirling a
strand of hair distractedly, her legs drawn up on
the chair in what he vaguely remembered as her
favorite position.
She was obviously waiting for her brother
to enter the room.
Turning abruptly, she reached behind her
chair to light a lamp that suddenly flooded the
shadowed corner of the room with an unaccus
tomed brightness that made him avert his eyes.
A door near her chair opened, and a young man
entered.
It was Carl, her brother. He was much
shorter than one might expect on seeing Pat.
Bob guessed that there was probably little differ
ence in their ages. He had a lithe, muscular figure,
and an easy, graceful carriage. His hair was short,
and fighter in color than his sister's, and he had
the same large, wide-spaced eyes that seemed per
petually lighted in curiosity. He smiled in greeting.
"Hello. I heard you come in, Sis."
As he crossed the room towards them, Carl
looked first at Bob and then at his sister. His gaze
returned to Bob, and the uniform appeared to
surprise him. He seemed to be trying to recall
his face. They had never met, but Bob thought
that he would have recognized Carl anywhere.
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"This is my brother Carl, Bob."
He rose as she spoke, and the two men shook
hands. Carl was now eyeing his uniform with ob
vious curiosity. He had her easy assurance and
manner, and an almost impudent familiarity.
"I didn't want to disturb you two. Heard
your car out front. By the way, there's liquor in
the pantry if you'd like a drink."
They did not respond to his suggestion. He
looked at his sister who had not moved since he
entered the room. She was still toying with the
strand of hair, her head was still cocked character
istically to one side, and she was smiling. It was the
same mischievous smile that Bob had noticed
when she turned to speak to him for the first time
when they met after the dinner. There was an
awkward moment of silence, during which Carl
continued to stare inquiringly at his sister.
Bob commented on the weather and re
marked that he disliked Milwaukee's climate. Carl
responded indifferently and glanced again at his
sister.
"Well, if you'll excuse me, I'm going to
bed. I'm just a slave to my alarm-clock, I guess."
He looked at his watch. "Glad to have met you,
Bob. Goodnight."
"See you again sometime, Carl. Goodnight."
He wished that Carl had remained. He had
hoped to talk with him, to get to know him, and
possibly to learn the answers to several questions
that had puzzled him for nearly three years. They
were questions that he did not want to ask his
sister now. Her attitude perplexed him.
From opposite sides of the room, they again
faced each other in silence. He wondered at the
way she had acted towards Carl. Her indifference
towards her brother and the stillness of the room
added to his growing feeling of defensiveness —
of suddenly mounting hostility towards her. Her
taciturnity was becoming irritating.
"Why didn't you tell him who I was? Or
doesn't he know about us?"
Her expression of astonishment made him
regret the sarcastic emphasis of his words. His
surly tone had been unwarranted, he knew. Yet
he had meant it to be deliberately provocative.
Rising slowly from his chair, he walked a few
steps towards her, his fists clenched nervously.
Uncertain, he stopped in the center of the room.
"Look, Bob, I didn't think it was necessary
to tell him your life story. Carl's all right. He
understands me, and a lot of things that you
don't know about."
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Momentarily, as the door closed behind her
brother, he noticed that her eyes had flashed a
look of irritation. He knew that she was angry
at her brother's apparent curiosity. She had
noticed his surprised expression at the introduc
tion, his interest in the uniform.
Bob eyed her quizzically. He could not
fathom this sudden hostility towards her brother,
particularly if she knew that he was to be in the
house. But if he knew the details of his sister's
attempted suicide — and he must certainly know
of it, Bob thought — he might have recognized
him somehow, possibly from a description his
sister may have given him.
"Don't stand there glaring at me." Her voice
had a restrained authority in it. "Come over here
and sit down. We still have a lot of things to
talk about."
He remembered the subtly assuaging tone,
the clever concealment of emotions that it indi
cated. But it was not merely the working of an
ephemeral mind, it was a trait that he had ob
served many times before in the few days that
he had known her. Her quick reassurance after
a sudden flaring of temper recalled their first
meeting. He had taunted her about it then.
Suddenly, he was seated next to her. His
presence beside her seemed to remove her last
inhibition, and presently she indicated that she
wanted him.
I he throbbing in his head began again, and
he tried to clear the oppressive fear that he could
not understand from his mind. Her perfume had
a delicate, elusive fragrance.
He was totally unprepared for the ensuing
events, and afterwards, he was unable to clearly
reconstruct in his mind the details of what hap
pened. The sudden remembrance of her attempted
suicide came into his mind. At the moment, the
darkness obscured the expression on her face, and
he was startled by the sound of the wind against
a window.
I want to have a child, Bob. As soon as
possible."
He caught his breath sharply. The meaning
of the words struck him as forcibly as the concus
sion of a bomb. As suddenly as she said it, he
had understood the full implication of her actions
since they first spied each other at the dinner.
His breathing was hoarse, and his throat felt
suddenly parched.
"I understand you a lot more clearly than you
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think, Pat. I wonder if your brother really knows
you so well."
He could not think clearly. A hundred insane
thoughts reeled through his mind, and he rubbed
his hand across his forehead. He was standing in
the middle of the room. He wanted to leave the
house, yet he knew he could not — not until he
had found out.
"There's something I'd like to ask you. You
don't have to answer."
"Don't look at me that way, Bob. I know
what you want to ask me. Why did I try to kill
myself? I don't know why — I can't tell you."
Her voice was firm, and she kept her eyes
on his face.
"Then there's something else. Did the child
"There was no child, Bob. What do you take
me for?"

She was crying now. He could see the outline
of her shoulders as she rose and turned towards
him. She asked him for his handkerchief, and her
voice was barely audible.
His head was pounding and he did not speak.
He wanted to breathe the cold night air.
As he walked towards the door he picked up
his coat and started to put it on. She said nothing
as he opened the door, and he did not look back.
The night had turned clear and it was bit
terly cold outside. The door would not close with
out an effort. It was quite dark as he stepped
cautiously down the drift-covered steps. He noticed
that their tracks had been completely obscured.
The wind stung his face, and he pulled his
coat-collar high against his neck. He wished that
he had remembered to take a cigarette. It might
be a long walk back without one — and he did
not know which way to go.

Case 100
Jack Vrieze
Looking out my window,
Once an unobstructed view,
Now iron bound and fettered;
I see them yet—
Shadowy forms that laughed and said, "Yes"
When I said, "No"; and vice versa.
Words of silken frustration—
Adhesive and anaesthetic—
"But you see, it's no good,
Through—washed up."
The pitcher long cracked
Now shattered spilling reason.
My shackled window allows me
Now a star, again a moonbeam,
And still at times the sunshine.
Yet cry I, "Potter, potter"
And wait amid the broken pieces
And wait, and wait.
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Book Review:
MID - WATCH
NIGHTWOOD. By Djuna Barnes; New Directions, the New Classics Series.
A man exposed to facts will ordinarily come
to realize that dilletante dignity and intellectual
warmth are the anathema of each other. Djuna
Barnes, no man, has somewhere been exposed,
and Miss Barnes has, happily, Come To Terms.
NIGHTWOOD is 211 pages of curiously re
served economy and almost uncomfortably sharp
observation. That both the author and the book
are little known is not alarming. Explosively, it
is the periodic revolt of the starved appetite for
recognition, in a poet, or artist, who would be
read, and still remain a poet. She has a shocking
structural method, and a tone by no means harm
less.
It is reasonable that if one is to speak of the
distasteful aura of a steadily dishonest culture one's
terms are not going to be gentle terms. Miss Barnes
is by no means delicate. Perhaps she has exagge
rated in her selection of six proper heroes to func
tion in each other's Night-spheres. The night is
her skeleton; the heroes its gutless flesh. The
heroic focal point is constructed around Dr.
Matthew O'Connor, a gentleman of odd talents.
He is the binder in a complex pattern of the
emotional incongruities of Nora Flood, Robin
Vote, Jenny Petherbridge, Felix Volkbein, and
the underground world of a whole bestial man
kind. The soul of the child in the attic and the
tramp in the alley — Beasts of the Night.
"Night people do not bury their dead, but on
the neck of you, their beloved and their wak
ing, sling the creature, husked of its gestures."
The terse surprise of Dr. O'Connor's solilo
quies is one medium for Miss Barnes* gutter
world; the terse surprise of her plan of action is
a greater medium. It would be impossible to
classify the incoherent curve of events into an
articulate pattern for the sake of review. There is
only the metaphor, perhaps overly-suggestive, of a
world-pattern incoherent and mean.
The perspective is Miss Barnes', but it is nei
ther dishonest nor inverted. She is not reading her
sonnets to a cow, nor is she her own "humble
violet under a cow pad." She has manipulated
her trapped self into a spot where she can speak
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above it, but her breath carries the fumes. The
shadow of the Lesbian is the shadow of the Main
Street merchant buttoning his pants.
Descriptively the woman is delightful. Her
characters are as naked as her coolly vicious pur
pose. She avoids the sin of loose ends that abstruse
art-forms spawn so easily. Jenny, one of the select
cancers, is a moral squatter:
"The places Jenny moults in are her only dis
tinction, a Christian with a wanderer's rump.
She has the strength of an incomplete acci
dent— one is always waiting for the rest of it,
for the last impurity that will make the whole;
she was born at death, but, unfortunately, she
will not age into youth. . . ."
Miss Barnes, too, has the strength of an incom
plete accident, like the Virgin Birth of her Uni
verse. She speaks of a paralysed man displayed at
Coney Island and states that to take away a man's
conformity is to take away his remedy. The pat
tern is consistent and uniform, but always under
pressure, as is the remedy, put on the spot by a
painful distortion of normality.
Dr. O'Connor, \#hose velocity is promoted by
a curious love affair of the three women, Nora
and Jenny for Robin, has the strongest single
position of all of them, that of the Blue Drowned
Man on the Beach:
"You know what none of us know until we
have died. You were dead in the beginning."
His love is the obscure love of form for form —
perhaps the ultimate love of "one rotten apple
fixed to the breast of another rotten apple," simply
because their decay is their community soul.
Yet Miss Barnes' work is essentially one of
love, as an honest picture is a work of love. An
argument might be put up over the dream-tone
of the book. I will argue back. The obscene is
off-stage because we fear it on-stage. It becomes
the grotesque if placed in sight. Miss Barnes is
tapping the rump of the Ostrich, and tapping it
with the frank obscenity of an exposed sewer pipe.
She writes of the Night and her metaphors would
be flabby and foolish without the present sense
of Night-horror. Dream-horror. One might be
offended by Miss Barnes' architectonics. If one is,
one should be. Her lack of innocence is harmless
to the innocent. I would much dislike having to
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define the innocent. The man most offended is the
man who most needs to read her, for the sake of
instruction. For her art, she is worthy alone.
Periodically, in literary history, there have
been writers concerned with The Way Things
Are. This is respectable, although various highly
specific schools of thought have argued the other
way. So the poet with a new economy has been the
starving poet, while the Rhymer with the old forms
has seductively catered to a happy people, who,
delirious over the euphonies of moon and "June,"
have kept him, abundantly, in well-lined platinum
towers. The mistresses progressed without com
petition.
Fortunately, the poets have been, statistically,
sheltered. The graceless agonies of the little men
have been quiet agonies; the unread and the misread would have been slightly tapped if tapped
at all. Exposure to an ugly world has turned sub
jectively critical heads inside-out, and, too often, a
nice guy has wound up reading his sonnets,
ecstatically, to a worried cow in a leaky barn.
Aesthetic success. •
But an amazing few who have had sore guts
and roaring ears have gone Business Man. And it
is the Business Men who have gone, decently,
from the cow to the people. Some took their art
with them. Most took their conflict with them.
Djuna Barnes, the prose-business-man-poet, has
taken both.

Gelsanliter's
for all
School Supplies
Records

Typewriters

Compliments
of

B. B. Sturtevant, D. D. S.

1

t

JJp

" *cV .

® *«; JSI

Thomas S. Southard

TE

Kenyon College Shop
we have
A Large New Stock

CAMERON-KING PHOTOGRAPHS

McMILLEN'S

Proficient in all Types of Photography
From Portraits to Photostats
Kokosing Gift Shop — Wilson's Store
or Phone 2771

Sporting Goods

TAUGHER'S
107 S. Main St.

MARCH, 1947

Mt. Vernon

for

The Best in Drugs.

25

Notes On Contributors
With his January visit to Kenyon, Langston
Hughes left one deep impression on the students
and people of Gambier: that he is an important
American poet. The problems of his people are
the problems of the people of the world. Few con
temporary poets have had so extensive an audience
—his works have been translated into French,
Spanish, Russian, Chinese, Japanese, German,
Dutch, Greek and other languages in publications
abroad. His novel "Not Without Laughter" has
been published in England, Russia, France and
China.
Mr. Hughes' books include "The Weary
Blues," "The Dream Keeper," "Shakespeare in
Harlem," poems; "Not Without Laughter," a
novel; "The Ways of White Folks," short stories;
and "The Big Sea," an autobiography.
He has written over a dozen plays, including
"Mulatto," produced on Broadway, his first stage
success. Currently he is represented on the New
York stage by his lyrics for the musical version
of Elmer Rice's "Street Scene."
He has received the Guggenheim and Rosenwald Fellowships; his travels have taken him to
many lands. At present he is conducting seminars
in creative writing at Atlanta University.
FREEDOM'S PLOW, which Mr. Hughes has
graciously permitted HIKA to reprint on these

pages, was originally introduced by Paul Muni
over the Blue Network. Background music con
sisted of organ accompaniment and the Golden
Gate Quartet.
It has been recorded by Musette on two teninch records, with Frederic March as narrator, ac
companied by the Jefferson Chorus under the di
rection of Horace Grenell.
The HIKA presentation of this work is the
first publication other than a small private print
ing by the author.
William Scott Stephenson, a first-class col
lector and singer of American folk-songs and
ballads, studies English at the University of
Virginia. At present he is writing a long study
of Thomas Wolfe.
Charles Stuart Burgess, formerly of Kenyon
and Bard Colleges, is editor of the literary maga
zine at Vanderbilt University.
Edward Jameson, Guest Editor of the Langston Hughes issue, needs no introduction to many
HIKA readers. Although this is his first ap
pearance in this magazine, he has published ex
tensively in England and was formerly on the
staff of Kenyon College. He lives in Mt. Vernon,
Ohio.
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