Digital Kenyon: Research,
Scholarship, and Creative Exchange
HIKA Literary Magazine
11-1940

HIKA - November 1940

Follow this and additional works at: https://digital.kenyon.edu/hika

Recommended Citation
"HIKA - November 1940" (1940). HIKA Literary Magazine. 64.
https://digital.kenyon.edu/hika/64

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative
Exchange. It has been accepted for inclusion in HIKA Literary Magazine by an authorized administrator of Digital
Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative Exchange. For more information, please contact noltj@kenyon.edu.

KENYON COLLEGE
LIBRARY

november 1940

kenyon college

m A *.*

Vm

. ii||j,

V

\

•mil

II

W9~ %k£

£ - ||

f HI
•V

Iff;

|f&g

"

.1. i
T;

WSlfw.s?^ wi
ijf

d/L

\

.

m

i

/ IS- "i^y%^Spir
§||
fer 9
CM
iNfei

sW pfef^ $
P-AJ-

1

.:

AM

r
F jg

IBMBBB

i

'

fW® ,?M<

iaifcja
n

.

J

i

» "jtf

x

i

*A-

\
• Actual color photograph— a fine lot of ripe, golden tobacco leaf.
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FINER TOBACCOS—for you who smoke, those two
words have a world of meaning.
First, they tell you why most independent tobacco
experts smoke Luckies.
Second, finer tobaccos are the big reason why Luckies
have a lower nicotine content.
Yes . . . authoritative tests reveal that for more than
two years, the nicotine content of Luckies has been
12% less than the average of the four other leading
brands ... less than any one of them.*
You see, Luckies analyze tobacco before purchase.
Thus our buyers can select the leaf that is not only rich
and mellow, but milder—naturally low in nicotine.
The more you smoke, the more you want a cigarette
of genuine mildness. So try Luckies for a week. Re
member—with independent tobacco experts—buyers,
auctioneers and warehousemen—with men who know
tobacco best, it's Luckies 2 to 1.
* NICOTINE CONTENT OF LEADING BRANDS
From January 1938 through June 1940, Lucky Strike has averaged
9.46 % less nicotine than Brand A
15.55% less nicotine than Brand C
20.55 % less nicotine than Brand B
4.74% less nicotine than Brand D
Lucky Strike s nicotine content averaged 2.01 parts per hundred.
Copyright 1940, The American Tobacco Company
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Have you any warm clothes you don't need?
Mrs. C. M, Coffin
is collecting

Bundles for Britain
If you have any warm clothes, in reasonably good condi
tion, Mrs. Coffin, Mrs. Blum, or Mrs. Kutler would like to
have them, to send to England.
8 Times a year — One year, $2.00; Two years, $3.00
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John O'Leary

John W. O'Leary is Chairman of the Executive Committee of the Chamber of Commerce of the United States.
Mr. O'Leary was described to us by a member of the Kenyon faculty as "the only man I know who's honest, in
telligent, and a Republican all at the same time." An extract from a recent letter to H IK A from Mr. O'Leary
explains his position in regard to this article:
". . . The Chamber of Commerce of the United States is a non-partisan body, having in its membership,
both Democrats and Republicans. At no time does the Chamber enter the partisan arena. As an Officer of the
Chamber, I could not, therefore, enter into a partisan debate.
"Naturally, such expressions as I have given you in this article do call attention to the philosophical change
whiph has been taking place in the United States. Our policies are all based on capitalistic frameivork. The New
Deal is actually based on collectivist principles. The Democratic party is fundamentally, and according to its plat
form, a capitalistic party. It is because of the fact that the New Deal has used the Democratic party in effecting
its program that there is so much confusion.
"There will be no difficulty for anyone who may read this article in determining how I would vote. I do, how
ever, want you to get the distinction as between a purely partisan political presentation and what I have en
deavored to convey. ..." —EDITORS.

Within the short span of a generation, the
backward movement of government and of civi
lization has taken place. Until the World War
of 1914-18 we had witnessed a steady forward
march of representative government and of living
standards. The aftermath of years of destruction,
of building of hatreds, has given us a changed
world and brought upon us a catastrophic state
of affairs.
In this movement backward small groups of
men sought and obtained great power—power of
dictatorship. They took advantage of distressed
and discouraged people who were receptive to
action, without giving thought to the price they
were paying for immediate relief. That price was
their freedom and opportunity.
The method used in each instance differed.
In each instance, however, the motivation came
through concentration of blame and resultant
building of hate of some segment of society: in
Russia, hate of the intelligentia; in Italy, hate of
organized labor; in Germany, hate of Jews. After
hate had reached the proper degree, a leader of
the minority group stepped forward and promised
to "liquidate" the object of hate, and a dictator
emerged.
Immediately there was established five con
trols which gave supreme power over the lives of
2

the people of the nation.
Control of earnings and savings.
Control of production.
Control of wages.
Control of hours and work.
Control of prices.
These are fundamental controls. With them
a dictator may exercise his will without fear of
opposition.
The changes which have come to us are in the
same direction of control. With us they have not
come through bloody revolution. They have oc
curred through subterfuge. The hate promoted
has been a hate of business. The controls have
been made possible under the guise of "social
progress" and of "security." The result has been a
slowing of social progress, a lessening of security.
We have acquired a huge debt which even the ap
proaching confiscation taxation will not satisfy; a
class consciousness which is contrary to our fun
damental concepts; a retardation of productivity
which induces unemployment and lowers our liv
ing standards.
The forward social and economic progress of
the United States was developed through free en
terprise. Fundamental changes in our economic
(Continued on page 23)
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John Correll
,-tS1

John Correll is Kenyon, '28, an Alpha Delta Phi, and state organizer for the League of

Young

Democrats'

Clubs. — EDITORS.

I wouldn't vote for John L. Lewis for Presi
dent of the United States.
I wouldn't vote for Louis J. Taber, Master of
the National Grange, for President.
I wouldn't vote for Mr. W. Gibson Carey, Jr.,
President of the United States Chamber of Com
merce, for President.
To elevate anyone of these splendid gentle
men to the candidature for the highest office in
our land would be to rupture the pattern of 'our
American Way.'
One of the unalterable tenets of our American
political behavior is our steadfast refusal to honor
with high public office any man closely associated
with any special group or privilege-seeking in
terest. We have frowned on labor candidates; we
have rejected Dr. Townsend; we have repudiated
in no uncertain way Prohibition office-seekers;
we said "No" to John W. Davis, Morgan lawyer;
and it is hoped that we shall continue to rebuke
candidates who attempt to violate this tradition.
For this reason alone, I cannot vote for
Wendell L. Willkie, whose election would almost
surely result in disharmony at a time when we
most need unity.
It is unfortunate that this year the Republican
Party must present to the American electorate a
candidate who has been until recently a spokes
man for a special interest; and it is especially
regrettable that that special interest has been
placed in such a dubious position by men such as
Howard Hopson of the bankrupt Associated Gas
and Electric Company and Samuel Insull of the
collapsed Middle West utilities empire. Holding
company operators are not so popular in our social
world and are less so in our political affairs.
Wendell L. Willkie has not only been a spokes
man for a special interest, but also the most ardent
NOVEMBER, 1940

defender of holding company activities.
The Honorable Robert Taft of Ohio should
have been the Republican candidate; but since he
isn't we are given the opportunity to vote either
for a man with the stigma of being a special
pleader or for one who adheres more closely to
our concept of political availability.
In view of our time-honored views concerning
presidential eligibility, the Republican candidate
disqualifies himself for serious consideration. We
hold that the main function of our democratic
government is to act as umpire over the many
clashing interests of our country. Its principal
task involves the regulation and adjustment of
conflicting interests for the common good. It
must provide opportunity for all interests to be
recognised and heard; at the same time it must
forbid unjust advantages to those interests. A
partial pleader would be incapable of exercising
impartial power. Can you imagine John L. Lewis
treating the interests of The Republic Steel with
fairness? Can you imagine Ernest T. Weir ad
judicating the interests of the CIO with any degree
of detachment?
Political statesmanship today is concerned not
only with listening to all interests but in finding
a formula that will channel those interests into
a common policy for the welfare of all. Men
eligible for such statesmanship can not possess a
record of intimate association with any interest.
If one wishes to reject the above statements
of our political character, then Mr. Willkie be
comes a candidate for consideration. In that case,
let us see what promise there is in him; and in
our evaluation let us say with Chaucer's Squire,
'Hold me excused, if I say aught amiss,
My aim is good, and lo, my tale is this."
Mr. Willkie has made a magnificent fight for
3

the thing he believes in, the preservation of public
utilities, privately owned. At times, and against
great odds (for the trend of his age is against
him) he has defended his beliefs with extra
ordinary talent and vigor. Anyone who heard his
debate with Robert Jackson on Town Hall will
grant that Mr. Willkie has clarity of thought and
command of expression uncommon in a spokes
man for Business. No one can or should main
tain that Mr. Willkie is not sincere, honest, and
without talent. In all truth he is a charming,
personable, democratic gentleman. He is attrac
tive; and he seems to be a typical American
product of ability and energy, who holds a re
spected place in one phase of the business world.
Personally, he has given every indication that he
is committed to democratic processes although
this is not true of some of his supporters.
But after all this is said, Mr. Willkie remains
a utility lawyer and magnate. An oft-quoted ex
cerpt from a speech discloses one of his inner
most convictions:
"No duty has ever come in my life, even that
in the service of my country, which has so
appealed to my sense of social obligation,
patriotism and love of mankind as this, my
obligation to do what I can for the preserva
tion of public utilities privately owned."
In thus revealing his choice between the love of
our country and his obligations to the power trust,
in an address before the Economic Club of New
York, on January 21, 1935, Mr. Willkie is
convincing. It would be very difficult for him
to disabuse our intelligence in protesting his
impartiality.
Although the impropriety of a special pleader
seeking high office has been pointed out, let us
regard Mr. Willkie in the light of a business
candidate, which he professes to be, (stating on
numerous occasions that he will apply the skills
and techniques that spell business success in prob
lems of large scale public management).
Does Mr. Willkie have the skill and back
ground of our outstanding business leaders? On
close examination it seems that Mr. Willkie has
had no experience in business areas where such
skills are developed.
The corporation which he headed never turned
4

a wheel, nor made a single item for use. It has
not been creative, nor constructive. It has been
a mere financial device erected to speculate on
the gains of subsidiary corporations which actually
perform economic service. His company is a hold
ing company, not an operating company. The
holding company has yet to establish its economic
validity in our country. The Hobsons and the
Insulls illustrate its position.
Truly the Romance of Business is an inspiring
account of doers, builders and construction
geniuses. We all have just pride in the accompishments of our great business men. We marvel
at their organizational skill, their engineering
feats, their technological masterpieces. We look
forward to the day when their achievements in
our economic life will result in productive abund
ance. We pay our highest tribute to their success
which is based on a background of precise engi
neering coupled with management techniques.
These men are the builders and the creators of
our material civilization; they are our business
heroes. But no such man in Wendell Willkie.
His reputation lies in the field of financial
manipulation and legislative pleading. Those who
wish to determine his ability and record in the
field of holding company finance may find his
story in the reports of the SEC or in the special
issue of the New Republic, This Man Willkie.
The accounts therein do not reflect glory on Mr.
Willkie, even in this sphere of business activity.
If Big Business wished to present a candidate
to the people, at least it might have chosen one
who would be representative of the virtues for
which Business is justly famous. It could have
called on the great industrial statesmen like Owen
D. Young, Edward L. Stettinius, Gerald P. Swope
or Alfred P. Sloan.
As just a plain candidate Mr. Willkie has been
a disappointment. As Mr. Henry Luce remarked,
"He is just a fatter and louder Alf Landon." He
has been neither temperate nor accurate in his
statements; and he has embarrassed many of his
supporters by the retractions that he has had to
make—for instance, his excursion into the Munich
Pact. He exhibited shocking taste in Chicago
when he said, "To hell with Chicago." And his
(Continued on page 16)
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Walter Elder

Diana and Athene
Junie walked the mile and three-tenths down
the Old Clifton road to school every morning. The
speedometer on his dad's Model A Ford recorded
this mile and three-tenths every time Junie rode
to town. He wanted a bicycle, and he felt that
when his dad realized that school was a mile and
three-tenths (pretty near a mile and a half) from
home he would get that red and silver Emerson
"28" bike.
Grass was growing on the ridge of gravel in
the lane to their house. It used to be the Possum
Road until the road had been put through south
of the house on the old traction right-of-way. This
made the large rear porch face the Possum road.
Here Miller, who lived at the end of the lane, in
his monthly letter to the "Farmers' Gazette" had
protested that this was deplorable and not at all
in accord with his ideal farm-house landscaping
project of which the remainder of the letter was
an exposition. Hen was known as a screwball
and a liberal.
Junie noticed that the mailbox had been clean
ed out after the Maurer brats down the road had
stuffed it with stones and grass the afternoon be
fore. His dad and Mr. Maurer had outlined
threats of penitentiary sentences just as they had
done the week before when the same Maurer brats
had built a dam in Goose Creek and had used his
dad s melons for boats and for bombs to sink the
boats. Junie had stood by feeling very important
that he had been the one to expose this plot against the United States government. Mailboxes
were sacred. You could be sent to a Federal pri
son for fooling around with mailboxes. His dad
said that if you had a brother on the same rural
route, you were allowed to use a red, white, and
lue figure of Uncle Sam instead of a locust post
to hold the mailbox. The car tracks in front of
Junie s dad's box were much deeper than the
NOVEMBER, 1940

tracks in front of Kitchens' box on the north side
of the lane. His dad got a lot of mail from firms
who were always trying to sell the county officials
tar, caterpillar tractors, and trucks. Besides, they
took the "Daily Sun."
Junie stopped at the end of the lane to pitch
his daily half inning against the Cards. The
Private Lane sign was home plate, and round
rocks were the baseballs. This morning he was
pretty tough and only walked three batters before
he struck out the next three in a row. The noise
brought Trixie, the Kitchen's fox terrier, down to
the fence yapping loudly. Junie hurled the re
maining stones in his hand at the Kitchen's iron
fence. He hoped that one of them would go wild
and bean the dog. Trixie was small, but his dad
said that she was three quarters lungs and bark.
Whenever he was shooting sparrows out along the
lane he tried to line up shots that would kill the
bird and scare that darn dog at the same time.
From down the road came a two-voiced, shrill
"Danny!" It was the Everhart boys who were
waiting at the end of their lane to walk to school
with him. They called him Danny because Junie
and Danny McFayden both wore glasses when
they were pitching . He could see just as well
without them when he played ball, but he liked
his name too well to take them off. None of the
boys who were smaller than Junie ever called him
Junie. Junie's name was one of his biggest prob
lems.
He broke into a dog-trot at the sound of his
name and then began to count his paces in a sud
den resolve to practice the Scout pace of 50 paces
running and 50 walking which would let a fel
low do a mile in 12 minutes all day long without
tiring. As he concentrated on this, he suddenly
realized that he had forgotten to get his team's
score for the inning played that morning. His
5

team's — the Reds — score was figured by count
ing the number of cigarette butts he saw along
the road between the end of the lane and Lou
Alt's house a couple of hundred yards up the road.
Junie considered this fair because even though the
Reds never failed to score in every inning, not
many farmers around here smoked and besides,
the weather was hard on cigarette butts so that
they didn't last long.
Another drawn-out "Danny" shrilled down the
road, and Junie broke into his own interpretation
of Lovelock's distance running form as shown in
Spaulding's Track Year Book. With his Grayson's
arithmetic, Miller's elementary agriculture, and
Pearson's speller in one hand and his black lunchbox in the other, he loped up the road with the
books and the lunch-box going clump-bang,
clump-bang. As he passed Lou Alt's house he
caught a whiff of that odor which he always as
sociated with Lou, his house and his clothes. His
dad had said that it was hops and to forget it.
An amazing number of big, new cars stopped at
Lou's house and after talking to Lou for a short
time, they usually left carrying large, rattling sacks
of something. June was afraid of Lou. The house
was so old and dirty, the weeds grew higher and
higher every year, and the blinds were always pul
led. The one sign of life was the sharp, disagree
able odor which Junie had identified with Lou. It
had been disagreeable ever since that day when
he had been shooting sparrows out of their cherry
tree, and a stray .22 long rifle had hit the side of
Lou's house while Lou was outside chopping
wood. Lou marched across the corn field and had
given Junie a shaking and a cussing he had never
forgotten. Lou's foul breath and the string of
oaths had made Junie afraid of Lou ever since.
Thinking of shooting sparrows made Junie
think of the $.86 his dad owed him for the last 86
sparrows he had shot, and then he remembered.
Today was September 15! The first day of
squirrel hunting! That $.86 had been turned in on
a hunting license and two boxes of Super-X long
rifles. As he thought of his month-old singleshot, bolt-action, pistol grip stock, game-sight,
model X64 Winchester rifle resting in its brilliant
red, white and blue box complete with swabs,
6

ram-rod and instructions for care and use back
in his room, as he thought of the seven trees he
had carefully marked in Calvert's woods, he turn
ed and started back towards home.
Then he stopped again. Today was Friday,
September 15! School! No! Not today! He was
going to go squirrel hunting. Last Saturday his
dad had come home with a hunting license for
Junie and had said that he could go get a mess of
fox squirrels for dinner next Friday. For cryin'
in a bucket! A sick headache wouldn't do. He had
tried that on the Reds' opening day last year, and
he could hear his mother say, "Now, if you're
not well enough to go to school, you take this
Hinkle's pill and go back to bed."
He turned towards school, and deep concen
tration on how to get out of school by noon when
the season officially opened blotted out everything
around him except a small circle of ridged gravel
and weeds directly in front of him. He complete
ly forgot to grab a handful of Indian cigars from
the catawba trees along the road; he forgot to
look at the guinea's nest with 23 eggs in it; he
forgot to see if the water in Graham's pond had
gone up or down; he forgot to see how the new
house was coing next to Thompsons. A minute
before there had been mail boxes, the Reds and
the Cards, and lots of interesting things. Now
there was only a weighty problem. If only he
had had his dad get him up at 6 instead of 7. Sure!
His dad would get him up to break the law.
"Hi, snooty!" "What's your main trouble,
Clothes-pin?"
He had reached the Everhart lane and had al
most gone right by Bob and Jim. Their voices
broke the spell, and the physical world returned
with a perceptible shock. They were leaning on
the gate posts laughing at him.
"Hi Bob! Hi Jim! Today's the first day of
squirrel hunting, and I gotta go to school."
"Sure, we know it. Dad and grandad were
sayin at the table this morning that they were
goin down to Calvert's wood right after dinner.
They oiled their guns before they went out to the
field so's they could get away soon as they eat."
That did it. Junie had counted at least on
(Continued on page 24)
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Two Poems
House In Fall
Draw a hearse to the door;
Veil with shutters the windows;
There is death in this house.
Place a tabled crucifix there;
Shade the lamps with ebony shades;
Smooth and green and slick, there grins death.
Etch in a padded, swift line the steps;
Spread with white covers the crumpled bed;
From the pavement, death clings to the yew.

Theodore
Miller

All this done silently; reverse,
Move away, and never look around;
Death smiles behind us sly this fall.

All Unwary The Temple
Quickly past half-closed lids the swallow flies
whose right song he quiets for a readier time,
and slides silver-swift where he finds a way.
Forced, no doubt; more truly, subtly eased
and oiled into it, seeing the lamps unlighted,
knowing this a fit case for some hard rock.
Hardly ivory or harmonious — yet the bird feels
or sees little that would matter pro or con.
Realisation means no bantering solemnity nor truce,
he knows; there is but one course open to the land
and that is complete compliance; so said, he smiles
and settles down to orient his bloom a steadier hue.
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Paul Henissart

The Shuttle
Above, the storm reached its peak; the torrent
of rain falling fiercely on the city was seeping
through the cracks in the battered streets down
into a dark turning tunnel. Here it swirled crazily, then was blown by the wind into a passing
subway.
The first car was crowded. The aisle and
benches were packed with damp irritated passen
gers who had been caught in the freak showers.
Only a few wore raincoats. One, a shy bulky
man of forty, sneezed suddenly and shivered de
spite the warmth afforded by the heavy trenchcoat
belted about him. This was Mr. Lucien Fence
and a sigh of relief passed his lips as the train
slid into Times Square. 'One more second in this
furnace,' he was thinking, 'will kill me.'
When the doors opened he was the first to
get out of the stifling clammy heat which polluted
the car; but at the foot of a flight of iron stairs
leading upward, he paused briefly to find out the
time.
His watch said 4:10.
He was late.
He had an appointment in twenty minutes
with the vice-president of Lord Factors Company
whose offices were situated at the corner of Park
Avenue and Forty-Sixth Street. A deal was im
pending whereby this firm was to contract for its
entire stock of stationery for the coming year with
Kelsey, Inc., whom Mr. Fence represented. The
only difficulty was that Fortsecue, the vice-presi
dent, had, on several occasions, hinted at the re
ceipt of bids from competing paper manufact
urers.
Now Mr. Fence felt certain he had brought
the deal to a point where it was about to be
closed successfully. In fact he was expecting to
obtain Fortescue's signature at the coming meet
ing ; only, in order to get to Lord Factors, he had
8

to shuttle across town, then walk along the un
derground passageway leading from Grand Cen
tral Station to his destination. The time involved
for this trip surely would add up to more than
twenty minutes. In case he offended Fortescue
by being late there was no telling what action
the other might take ....
So Mr. Fence sweated miserably as he replac
ed the watch in his frayed vest pocket and lumb
ered to the shuttle terminus at the same time.
Almost immediately he was swallowed in the tide
of faceless beings flowing to the platform at
Track I, to wait for the next eastbound train. The
smell and dingy clothes marked them as factory
laborers returning home. An appalling smell of
burning rubber, smouldering cigarette stubs, free
perspiration and rain hung over the confined
area that was the station.
'It's not yet time,' he thought, 'for the twenty'
dollar and the forty dollar white collars to have
quit work.'
His raincoat was proving itself a terrible bur
den. Still, he was thankful for the accident
which had caused his having it on hand when
the storm burst angrily, altogether unexpectedly,
over the nervous city. The same morning he had
been drinking tea in the kitchen when Tommy,
the duller of his two sons, informed him the hose
used on the flower garden had sprung another
leak; this piece of news so irritated him that he
took his raincoat to work (rain had fallen in
cessantly the four previous days) despite the
sun shining outside. Thus, through a low pressure area veering inland without warning, his
clumsy mistake developed into canny foresight
'Hey, bud, d'you wanna taxi?'
Having stole into his mind, the temptation re
fused to budge. Delayed by the stormy weather,
the shuttle still was not in sight. Meanwhile the
HIKA for

body of squirming flesh pressing about Mr. Fence
on all sides was expanding quickly. Increasing,
too, were the endless greetings, farewells, threats
issued by sweethearts, relatives or friends longlost re-meeting to each other's mutual displeasure
and dissatisfaction. Mr. Fence, seeking some
escape from this nauseating horrible yellow cata
comb, had noticed one of the exits and, perplexingly, his first thought was of a taxi.
He hesitated.
The steps ascending to the street sparkled
wet. They glistened with silvery puddles of
rain and a gust of November wind flew down
them to blow soothingly in his tired face. To
ride in a taxi through the cool streets in place of
suffocating in the dismal underground subway.. .
No, I can't commit such an extravagance.
After all, more than mere comfort is at stake. My
credit account is skyrocketing to a fantastic total.
Let me spend office money recklessly and I risk
giving Bradman an opportunity to veto my list
°f expenses.' Morbidly, Mr. Fence imagined
there was nothing in this world Bradman, the
general manager, would more enjoy than to slash
this expense account to pieces.
Besides, what nonsense to take a cab when it
will take equally as long as the shuttle to get me
to the East Side. Forty cents for a taxi while the
subway accomplishes the same thing for a nickel.
^°> I could never explain it to Bradman.'
The shuttle roared into the station at this moment, conveniently driving home the answer to
his problem.
As he was being hurled into the swollen rear
car by the suddenly energetic mass, he kicked a
child by accident, blurred mouths exhaled in his
ear, and someone spat into the footwide gap separating platform from train.
A lipsticked mother cried, "Glorya, you
Sl°uld be ashamed spitting so you hit the man's
pants. It is only the kykes at Uncle Isidor's in
rooklyn that are acting like gangsters."
Mr. Fence saw a vacant seat and dove for it;
a fat woman brushed past like a hurricane and
sSucezed into it but she was uncomfortable and
she got up and he took her place. The Irish guard
aiding hack the doors released his grasp.
The station, dingy and shabby, degenerate
NOVEMBER, 1940

beyond belief, receded as the train plunged into
the tunnel. Mr. Fence wanted to take another
look at his watch but to move his arm out of its
cramped position was quite impossible, so tight
ly was his body secured between those of two
other passengers. Nevertheless, he knew he must
be late. The delay in connections between trains
was responsible to a certain extent. But would
Fortescue accept this excuse ?
'One hundred dollars commission if I get his
signature . . . God, please, no one else, me.
One hundred dollars. . . .'
In the exact center of the domelike ceiling a
fan resembling an octopus rotated madly to no
apparent purpose, since the atmosphere from the
rain-streaked paper-littered floor upward remain
ed asphyxiating.
He began to read the advertisements on the
set of colored cards posted above the soot-begrim
ed windows. He read them all: "Be wise, alka
lize. . ." or
. . half a pound for half a dol
lar. .
'Nothing new added since my last trip,' he
concluded.
He looked at the newspaper a man under a
derby was holding outstretched. PAMPHLET
RAIDS, screamed the nice large india ink type.
Mr. Fence turned away in disgust. 'It's the work
of Neville Chamberlain. What England should
do is send the Royal Air Force to Berlin some
moonlit night with tons of high explosives, to
teach those damn arrogant Huns where to get off.'
Both his temperature and emotions reached
their boiling points as he thought of the shame
less lack of spirit exhibited by the Prime Minister.
Mr. Fence did not realize it but his dread self
consciousness had vanished.
He was stirring restlessly, his spirit captured
by the fanciful image of the justice that soon
would overtake Neville Chamberlain, when, as
sometimes happens, he became aware of a per
son's eyes trained on him. Still held fast by the
powerful mood engendered by a headline, he did
what under passive circumstances would have
shocked his sensibilities. He twisted around a(Continued on page 32)
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George Hemphill

To The God November
Deep within his costly
woods, November's winds are
nourishing a winter-child:
swirlforgetting golden
afternoons, coldlosing
all recall of brooks in
brown, come now his winds.
—God November, are you
mortal? Are your wishes
petty? Is your power
limited, that thus you
let your rowdy subjects
prank with gold, and waste the
wealth your father gave you ?
When I feel you dying,
brown November, let me
not forget your virtuous
colors, and your warmth more
subtle than the spring's, which
warmed my love and me, and
blessed us more than April did.
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Book Reviews
A VOYAGE TO THE BRITISH ISLES, by
Charles McKinley, Jr.; Kokosing Press, $1.50.
Hika readers will remember that the greater
part of Mr. McKinley's book was published in
this magazine last year, although in its bound
form, the book contains some new material and
a preface by Mr. John Crowe Ransom; it is worth
reading entire.
Mr. McKinley's Voyage belongs to a long
tradition of English travel-writing; he is no In
nocent Abroad, but an Englishman going home,
an Englishman describing the best and most
Brittanic of all subjects, England. And there is
a great deal of England in the book: the Cale
donian Market, the home of a British lord, a
middle-class Scotch home, the Isle of Sark, the
Cheshire Cheese, but it is an England entirely in
character, like a story-book map with small color
drawings of the Tower, Stirling Castle, Stratford,
Coleridge's home, Westminister Abbey. This is
the favorite England of most Englishmen, and it
is described very gracefully, with never a hint of
trouble by Mr. McKinley. There were barrageballoons floating over Glasgow when he got there,
on the road from Canterbury he passed a long line
of tanks, the papers were full of the war in
Poland, on the way home the Royal Navy halted
his ship, yet like most of the rest of England, Mc
Kinley seems impervious to this. Tudor plate and
barrage balloons are equal curiosities, although
Tudor plate is much more interesting because of
its historical value.
A few months after Mr. McKinley left, the
ace of England was being changed by the most
up-to-date type of high explosives manufactured
in Essen or Hamburg by people who care little
a
ut gardens, Tudor plate, or the eighteenth
century buildings on Chenies Street.
Doubtless, Mr. McKinley's England is the
country Englishmen would always have it if they
a ^eir choice. This country is a pleasant and
picturesque one, living closely with the past, which
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remains alive in the form of books, pictures,
palaces, cathedrals and Tudor plate. It is a country
living on its eighteenth century greatness and its
nineteenth century wealth, conventional, anti
quarian, and rigid. Lord Kenyon's butler, William
Shakespear, and Queen Victoria all remain there
in perfect harmony.
It is quite superfluous to say that Mr. McKinley's England has been swallowed up by the
England we see in the headlines, in the newsreels,
hear over the BBC, and look at on the war-relief
posters. Mr. McKinley would find Ernest Bevin,
the RAF, the straining munitions-plants, the
crowds hiding in the subways, and ripped-up
London as foreign as Bagdad or Moscow.
Whether this is the face of England that is to
persist and eventually change it all or whether
peace will bring back old England is impossible
to tell.
In the meanwhile, it is pleasant to follow Mr.
McKinley through London, to the channel isles,
to Scotland, in his incidental adventures, none of
them extraordinary, but all worth telling. His
quiet, well-suited, mature writing is of the very
best English sort. There is still a place for a
Sentimental Journey.
AMERIKA, by Franz Kafka.
Press, $2.50.

New Directions

Franz Kafka was a poor young man who lived
in Prague until 1924. He died then at the age
of 41, leaving behind him a few manuscripts
known only to several friends, chief among them
the Jewish novelist, Herr Max Brod. He also left
strict orders that Brod burn everyone of his
writings that he could find. This last wish was
not carried out, and thus far three of Kafka's
novels have been turned into English by Edwin
Muir and published in America.
Franz Kafka had never been to America, but
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he had read Dickens, Walt Whitman, and Poor
Richard and he thought he knew what it was like.
Klaus Mann, who has written an introduction for
this edition of AMERIKA, makes some graceful lit
erary comparisons between the gloomy city of
Prague where Kafka had to live and his vision of
America, where the streets are paved with gold.
No one would question Herr Mann, who is an
authority on pre-war-I German boys and their
escape literature, and the reader owes him some
thing for so simple a conclusion. This is be
cause Kafka's life-and-writings are an easy thing
for psychoanalytical psychologists, who discover
him to be a whole laboratory of repressions and
complexes.
The publishers catalog which advertises this
book says "the inner subject of the book is justice,
or rather the ironies of injustice." This may fit
The Trial, which is a tangled trip through the in
tricate outskirts of inpenetrable judgment, but
AMERIKA is something different.
The elements of a Kafka novel are always the
same. There is always the Man (sometimes K, now
Karl Rossman) and there is always the System.
The man is always simple, we know him as well
as ourselves. Integrity is his guiding virtue. His
fellow characters are usually dual, at rare times,
triple. These are always somewhat satellites of
the system. We half-know them. Sometimes they
are very kind just as the Managress of the Hotel
Occidental and her stenographer were. Sometimes
they are like the two tramps Karl Rossman picks
up with on a road outside of New York, and they
are cruel to him. Sometimes they are half of each
and, like the rich man Mr. Pollunder and his
beautiful daughter Clara at whose fantastic country home Karl spends one night, they and their
motives are almost completely incomprehensible.
But beyond them—they are still a manifestation
of it — is the System, a vast machinery of unknowable workings, which throws people about in
an irrational way, benefiting them sometimes by
the merest luck, but oppressing them chiefly with
its shadow.
There is less of the System in this novel than
in the others. It is still a background in the ob
scure and intricate workings of American business
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and the Hotel Occidental, but the story is less
foreboding, more purely adventure than the other
novels.
Karl Rossman, a young German is seduced by
a kitchen maid. His parents pack him off to
America after that and he first appears as the boat
enters New York Harbor. Miraculously, he meets
a rich Uncle Jacob who is a great businessman and
an American senator. Uncle Jacob lives in a mid
dle-sized skyscraper somewhere in Manhattan and
he is very kind to Karl until Karl accepts an in
vitation to go to the country home of Mr. Pollunder, a friend of his uncle's. Uncle Jacob lets
Karl go finally, but reluctantly. Karl does not
have a very good time. Mr. Pollunder's daugh
ter Clara is a nice girl and pretty, but a very whim
sical sort of a debutante. In her character, Kafka
had a miraculous vision of an American Glamour
Girl; Clara cultivated the outrageous. Karl gets a
note from his uncle that he is disowned. So Karl
sets out the same night and manages to fall in
with two scoundrelly workmen who treat him
very badly. He deserts them at last, is befriended
by a Hotel Managress and becomes a lift boy. Af
ter a while, the workmen come back and so ruin
his standing with the authorities of the hotel that
he is forced to go away again. He lives with the
workmen who are now living with a very fat sing
er, Brunei da, in another skyscraper. From the
balcony, Karl sees an American political rally.
Kafka did not finish this part and the next part
sees Karl in the company of a group of young
ladies dressed as angels, on thirty-foot stilts, who
are trying to get people to take jobs in the Great
Nature Theatre of Oklahoma. Karl joins up and
is on the train for Oklahoma when the book ends.
Kafka's vision of America is very much like
his Statue of Liberty. Young Karl sees her stand
ing in New York Harbor holding a shining swofd
above her head. Exactly the same fantastic thing*
as angels on stilts or grotesquely efficient desk*
there may not be, but most of the things in
AMERIKA have their kind in America. An if'
nocent wandering in a viciously efficient, eccefl*
trie place full of incomprehensible people was"
subject very fit for Franz Kafka. It also happen*
ed to fit America. Robie Macauley.
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PUTTING WORDS TO WORK, by Edward N.
Teall; D. Appleton - Century, $2.50.

THE HAWICS DONE GONE, by Mildred Haun.
Bobbs-Merrill, $2.50.

A man who sits down and writes a book on
grammar and usage which is to be read "out
of class" is, to my way of thinking, in for a
parcel of disillusionment. This is what Mr. Teall
has done, and I am afraid he will get little thanks
for it. It is too bad that we are so sophisticated
or at least so complacent about our grammar that
we pass up books like Mr. Teall's, for there are
few men in college who could not benefit from
reading Putting Words to Work.
No textbook writer is Mr. Teall. A news
paperman for many years, he does not write in
the manner of a professional grammarian. He
takes most of his examples of good and bad
usage from newspaper files, and he does not con
demn everything which has come into the language
since 1900. All of this pleased me very much.
At last someone has written down the things we
would have liked to have said to our high school
teachers about the split infinitive and other "mis
takes" of everyday conversational English.
Mr. Teall goes behind the rules in an effort
to bring to light the reasons for correct English,
and, though his contortions are juvenile in places,
he does show that good English is largely a reflection of good sense. He has taken up all the
old problems of Grammar, letters, spelling, use of
the dictionary, etc; and yet his approach is differ
ent enough to make the book acceptable reading.
In the back of Mr. Teall's book is an excellent
section devoted to a group of rules. This is not
quite an ordinary group in that the author has
injected his own comments and is much more
sensible about the language than I had thought
possible. These rules are arranged so that they
can be referred to just as they are in a regular
text.

This is a first book by a young woman who
first saw a schoolroom at 16. It's labeled a novel,
but it's really a collection of pretty strange short
stories about some pretty strange people in the
Tennessee mountains. Happily, the reader has to
know nothing about the people in the Tennessee
mountains, since this is not a literal book, and
there is nothing in it for him who wants a steno
graphic report.
Donald Davidson of Vanderbilt says that "it
resembles old ballads done in a prose medium,"
which seems to me to be true. The people in it
are 'real people,' but just as real, and a lot more
entertaining, are ghosts and witches and gods.
You have to make a little pact with Miss Haun
before you start that if she won't be sentimental
about her characters (which she isn't), you won't
insist on pedestrian precision of description.
Proof of her power, I think, is that even if you
think anthropomorphism is funny, you can feel—
I mean feel — the tragedy. There's one story
called Barshia?s Horse He Made It, It Flew that
concerns a remarkable young man who falls in
and out with a witch; the witch, angry at Barshia
for killing a horse, and knowing that Barshia is
making an artificial horse with wings, constructs
an effigy of Barshia and the horse lying dead to
gether; so Barshia jumps with his horse off the
barn. Now that sounds silly, doesn't it? But
you won't read the story and laugh.
Miss Haun has perhaps annexed an ability of
Allen Tate's, writing of spectacular deaths and
murders and the supernatural as easily and quiet
ly as boy meets girl. She writes hard, never slop
ping over, never sympathizing except by implica
tion. The stories are all told in first person, by
an old woman, about one family. I imagine it's
an awfully hard trick to keep from caricaturing,
but she escapes. Even with her people moving in
a world of ghouls and enchantment, you feel
those people live (which I hope they do). You
understand that this is absurdly subjective judg
ment, but The Hawk's Done Gone is the first book
about mountain people anywhere, anytime, by
anybody, that I've been able to read without get-

Perhaps Mr. Teall's book is worthy of no more
than a reading early in high school. Those of us
w o miss it then will find
it instructive and
easy reading now — even if it does seem to
be "too young" for college consumption. I prefer
0 t ink that it is an adult book which few adults
reac^ and many adults should read.
— John Alan Goldsmith
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ting mad. You probably won't be able to read
it all at once; occasionally Miss Haun's love of
the eerie and inexplicable is a little wearing; but
she's an unusual writer, with such delightful
idioms and psychology that you don't want to
miss her — particularly Darkness Coming Deep,
The Pit of Death, Square Bread, and God-Al
mighty And The Government. The girl's good.
COLLECTED POEMS of KENNETH FEAR
ING. Random House, $2.00.
I suspect, arbitrarily, that about half of these
90 poems (written from 1925-40) were done
when Mr. Fearing was violently angry, and about
half when he had calmed down. The first-men
tioned are pretty bad; those written with a grin,
that is, where he quietly describes idiots instead of
screaming at them, are very, very good. Some
times he sounds like a horrid young man named
Patchen who writes of The Class Struggle, but
usually he sounds like no one else in the world
Within his limits (a nasty phrase, but he does
have limits) he's an incredibly fine satirist.
Mr. Fearing says that "besides being exciting,
I think that poetry necessarily should be under
standable. Everything in this volume has been
written with the intention that its meaning should
disclose itself at ordinary reading tempo." Mr.
Fearing isn't exciting in the sense that, say, Milton
is, because he doesn't deal with Great Themes;
but he is, and I love him for it, understandable.
Mr. Fearing's writing for somebody besides Mr.
Fearing; his symbols aren't private, and his lan
guage isn't classical — in fact, his militant tough
ness may be a little tedious.
Mr. Fearing intends to create "more exacting
forms which, in all cases, are based on the ma
terial being written about." He does this magnificently in Dirge, (for a recently dead business
man):
And wow he died as wow he lived,
Going whop to the office and blooie home to sleep
and biff got married and bam had children
and oof got fired,
Zowie did he live and zowie did he die,
Wham, Mr. Roosevelt; pow, Sears Roebuck; awk,
big dipper; bop, summer rain;
Bong, Mr., bong, Mr., bong, Mr., bong.
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Mr. Fearing is best, I think, when he writes of
a momentary peculiar mood, of, for instance, a
man turning a radio dial; a man seeing clearly,
terrifying clearly, when he's drunk, how absurd he
is in the daytime with his respectability and piety;
of another businessman suspended for a minute
in a curious unreality, as in Portrait of a Cog:
It is an hour you do not fully understand, a mood
you have had so many times but cannot quite
describe,
It is a fantastic situatiod repeated so often it is
commonplace and dull,
It is an unlikely plot, a scheme, a conspiracy you
helped to begin but do not, any longer, con
trol at all.
Yes, when they dig you up, like this, a thousand
years from now,
They will say. Just as he was in life. A man
typical of the times, engaged in typical af
fairs.
Notice the features, especially, they will say. Houi
self-assured they are, and how serene.
Mr. Fearing writes much as a less frantic
Thomas Wolfe might write, of men of every kind
looking, always looking, for Wolfe's "a stone, a
leaf, a door. O lost, and by the wind grieved,
ghost, come back again!" Mr. Fearing's people all
know, subconsciously, that the rewards they are
getting are not worth having, that they are missing
the important things, that somewhere there must
be the key, the magic word, the smile, that will
solve the puzzle; it is that moment when they are
conscious of their defeat, that crushing moment
when they compare what they are to what they
might have been, that Mr. Fearing writes of bet
ter than anyone I have ever read. There is the
really touching Portrait, one stanza of which is:
If the world knew,
There is a reason for his thousand failures, vows,
treacheries, lies, escapes,
And if the world would hear him,
William Lowell would be at peace with all man
kind for one hour before the white corridor
and echoing streets and staring skulls knew
him no more,
William Lowell, the child of blue skies.
Mr. Fearing gets a strange, pleasant, and in*
dividual rhythm by repeating words to balan#
the line, and short questions in quick succession5
with exactly the same syllabic stress. A faiity
good illustration of his technique is his America
Rhapsody (4):
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First you bite your fingernails. And then you
comb your hair again. And then you wait.
And wait.
(They say, you know, that first you lie. And then
you steal, they say. And then, they say, you
kill.)
(They say, you know, that first you hear voices.
And then you have visions, they say. Then,
they say, you kick and scream and rave.)
Or do you feel: What is one more night in a life
time of nights?
What is one more death, or friendship, or divorce
out of two, or three? Or four? Or five?
One more face among so many, many faces, one
more life among so many million lives?
But first, baby, as you climb and count the stairs
(and they total the same) did you, sometime
or somewhere, have a different idea?
Is this, baby, what you were born to feel, and do,
and be?
Mr. Fearing's poems about war and our mech
anistic society and the ridiculous bourgeoise are
mostly pretty dreary; I think it's fair to say that
Mr. Fearing is good only when he's himself and
not The Spokesman For The Masses; some time I
mean to ask somebody why what is loosely called
proletarian poetry is so embarrassingly bad when
the writers are sincere. As I mentioned earlier,
when Mr. Fearing uses headlines and capitals to
hit the munitions makers and the efficiency experts
he writes badly; when he's gentle and even somewhat sympathetic, he's infinitely better.
Such poems as Aphrodite Metropolis, The
Drinkers, Portrait (1 and 2), four sections of
American Rhapsody, Agent No. 174 Resigns, The
Doctor Will See You Now, Any Man's Advice To
His Son, Payday In the Morgue, and Discussion
After the Fifth or Sixth are alone worth more
than the two bucks Random House wants for the
collection, as well as those quoted above. There
are at least 30 poems that I think are too good
for me to be objective about, particularly Scheher
azade-.
Hot the saga qf your soul at grips with fate, bleedingheart, for we have troubles of our own,
Nor the inside story of the campaign scandal, wiseguy, for we were there ourselves, or else we
have forgotten it years ago;
Not all the answers, oracle, to politics and life and
love; you have them, but your book is out
of date;
No, nor why you are not a heel, smooth baby, for
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that is a lie, nor why you had to become one,
for that is much too true,
Nor the neighborhood doings five years ago, rose
bud, nor the ruined childhood, nor the total
story of friendship betrayed,
Nor how cynical you are, rumpot, and why you
became so;
Give us instead (if you must) something that we
can use, like a telephone number,
Or something we can understand, like a longshot
tip on tomorrow's card,
Or something that we have never heard before,
like the legend of Ruth.
I want to mention something you've probably
discovered already for yourself—a curious quality
in his poetry that Mr. Fearing shares with Wil
liam Carlos Williams more than anyone I can
think of — an impression you get of the writer's
honesty and vitality. I suppose those words don't
mean much second-hand, but you get that feeling
from both men, I think, and perhaps it's no less
valid for being impossible to catalogue.
I probably like Mr. Fearing's work too well to
be a good critic of it, but I want to warn you that
unless your children find some of Mr. Fearing's
stuff in your library they're going to wonder what
the hell was the matter with you.
—Bud Southard.
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John Correll
(Continued from page 4)
speech to the stockyard workers was a fine bit of
snobbery which indicated that even though he
came up the "hard way" he at present has lost
touch with the level of intelligence and discrimina
tion of workers; who wouldn't dislike anyone who
attempts to talk down to him?
We find that Mr. Willkie in his discussion of
issues is at his weakest. By his daily utterances
the Republican standard bearer has manifested his
incredible indifference to consistency.
Mr. Willkie took great pains to laud Hiram
Johnston of California. Although Johnson is a
bitter isolationist and a foe of collective security
in any form, Mr. Willkie, who has advocated
all aid to Britain short of war, finds no inconsist
ency in accepting Mr. Johnson as a backer.
At Ellwood Mr. Willkie accepted many of the
New Deal measures. He praised New Deal ob
jective; yet his campaign speeches have lashed
"the pernicious and Un-American legislation of
the New Deal."
Although Mr. Willkie has been an adamant
opponent of many of the acts passed by the New
Deal, now he assures the people that not only
will he keep those same measures and acts, but
he will administer them more efficiently and less
partially than the authors of those acts.
Such inconsistency on the part of a major
candidate is not conducive to a clear understanding
of the issues on the part of the electorate. Again
it is pertinent to say that Robert Taft, an honest,
sincere apostle of the conservative viewpoint,
should have been the Republican candidate. The
people then would have had the choice between
conservatism and liberalism. As it is, conservatives
are startled and confused by Willkie's indorse
ment of New Deal objectives, and liberals are
uneasy concerning his past opposition to the meas
ures which he now so ardently espouses.
His candidacy presents a picture which is quite
alien to the voter's past experiences. It is unique
and peculiar in the annals of our political life.
As a rabid spokesman for a group interest he
does not fit in with our traditional concept of
presidential possibilities.
As a reputed exponent and representative of
16

Business, he possesses few of the qualifications or
characteristics deemed requisite for successful
large scale administration, which could be utilized
in the management of large scale public affairs.
He has been a pleader and spokesman, rather than
an organizer; a lobbyist, rather than a technician;
a front man, rather than an executor of policy.
As a plain candidate for the Presidency, he
has indicated many fundamental weaknesses. At
times his language has been that of a curbstone
politican. At other times his statements have been
intemperate and vicious. Whether this has been
deliberate or the result of lack of restraint is hard
to determine. His attack on the President as the
betrayer of Czecho-Slovakia had to be explained
away as a misstatement. His first position on "the
draft industry" issue had to be explained away as
a misunderstanding. His wild accusation that Mr.
Roosevelt gave material assistance to Hitler "in
his aggressive plans" still remains unexplained,
a tribute to the irresponsibility of Mr. Willkie's
many utterances of similar nature.
What then recommends Mr. Willkie's candidacy?
The answer must lie in the attitude of Big
Business toward the President. Big Business seems
to be very sensitive and apparently feels that the
last eight years has been a period in which the
government's only concern has been to destroy it.
The facts show that this sentiment is not based on
truth.
Government and Business are necessarily inter
dependent and must get along. Government makes
it possible for business to operate, and Business
must support government through its earnings.
The government must be the umpire. It repre
sents all the people. There will always be irrita
tion when some men in Business are annoyed at
what they consider governmental interference.
There will be governmental representatives who
unnecessarily antagonize Business. There will
always be some men in Business who transgress
the laws, willfully or through misunderstanding
and there always will be prosecutors who are more
interested in securing a conviction or winning &
case than in correcting an abuse. But all of these
instances are the exceptions, and none of us, in
spite of these occasional tensions, would be will*
HIKA for

ing to trade our form of government for that of
any in the world. However, there are some men
in Business who resent the Government. Their
bitterness has led them to seek a candidate to
defeat their so-called enemy, President Roosevelt.
They are willing to pour out millions to accom
plish this; and they have chosen Mr. Willkie as
their candidate. I his is not to say that everyone
who is for Mr. Willkie is part of this movement.
There are a great number who sincerely fear the
trend of our governmental affairs. But Mr.
Willkie's selection must be interpreted as a Big
Business reprisal for what they consider the
prejudicial attitude toward them. As a matter of
fact Big Business should be the most zealous
supporters of Mr. Roosevelt.
The Roosevelt administration has been the
vehicle through which our government has not
only served, but saved Business — big business,
medium-sized business, and little business.
The only feeling that Big Business should have
toward the New Deal is one of gratitude for pre
serving our American system from the crisis in
which a planless and leaderless economy had
plunged it.
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To the leaders of industry, commerce and fi
nance, Mr. Roosevelt has been a godsend. If the
gentlemen who operate our economic life were
in any way sensible even of their own interests,
they would back the President to a man.
in 1933 when Big Business exposed its intel
lectual and moral bankruptcy to the sullen and
condemning nation, Mr. Roosevelt came to their
aid. He not only saved their reddened faces, but
also our economic system.
One would like to forget those dark days, but
ii is quite impossible to shut out the picture of
ihe breadlines, soup kitchens, the riots and hunger
strikes, the penny sales and the bank failures. Mr.
Hoover advised selling apples and maintaining
confidence. But the bankers and financier con
tinued to jump out of the hotel windows, until
^r- Roosevelt brought some order to the chaos.
America at that time was tinder for any man
°r idea, no matter how 'alien or subversive,' who
svould promise a new approach to our dilemma.
It is fair to say that the President frustrated
social revolution. He could have nationalized the
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banks, perhaps our entire economic life, had he
wished. He continued, however, to restore our
capitalistic system. His greatest achievement was
to thwart the extremists, the radicals and the
crackpots. He did not permit them to capitalize
on mass suffering and discontent. He met the
crisis in his own way; and surely the ones who
most benefit from our economic system should be
among the first to give him their support.
Mr. Roosevelt and his program advanced on
1933 with a plan that worked. First he stimulated
production; then he instituted reforms which the
depression revealed necessary. This double attack
of recovery and reform was successful in a strik
ing way. Yet Big Business, once it began again
to enjoy the blessings which our system is capable
of producing, attacked the President. In 1936 the
voice of Big Business was so raucous that it
seemed that the President would be defeated, but
the good sense of the people returned him to the
White House. In 1937 Mr. Roosevelt listened to
the wails of Big Business; he took their advice
and reduced spending and he threw the country
into the fastest and most severe depression that we
have ever known. This was a warning, and it was
evident that our economic system has and can be
kept functioning only on a basis that represents a
fundamental change from the old economy.
We are no longer living in an expanding
economy. The extensive period of our develop
ment is ended; henceforth our development must
be intensive. This change has been brought about
by decreasing population, the close of foreign
markets, and the passing of our geographical
frontier.
Our American capitalistic system has begun
to mature. American prosperity and security in
the future will depend upon a more intelligent use
of our natural and human resources.
The President has recognized that change is
upon us. He is guiding us through that change
without bloodshed and violence, something that
no European democracy has been able to do. He
has had to deal with the basic problem of the
degree of governmental intervention most con
ducive to individual integrity on one hand and
collective efficiency on the other. He is attempting
to reconcile indispensable planned economy with
IIIKA for
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our traditional doctrine of competitive economy.
He is trying to do this under the rules of the game,
where consent and not force prevails.
Extreme radicals say he cannot do it in a
system of private enterprise. Big Business yells
"Dictator." Perhaps the people will stand by him
and give him strength to carry on, grateful that
he stood in the way of the Coughlins and the

STUDY WITHOUT GLARE!
For Better-Light, Better-Sight try an I. E. S.
Study Lamp for your eyes' protection.

KNECHT-FEENEY ELECTRIC CO.

Longs.

This program must go forward. It was no
alien agitator, but a Wall Street banker who said
in a speech to the National Electrical Men's Association a year ago:
"If private business does not find a way to
solve the economic cycle, political remedies
more and more unpalatable and violent will
fill the void."
All the measures to which Big Business objects
in the New Deal are attempts to meet specific
problems. Poverty, disease, hunger, insecurity,
frustration, unemployment and despair have no
place in our country. Big Business might better
devote its time to better answers, instead of ignor
ing the existence of the questions.
It is time, then, that Big Business came to
its senses. It is time that they discharge their
debt of gratitude to the President for saving a
system of which they have been the chief bene
ficiaries. They should really be willing to support
the President for a third term, and for good meas
ure, in proportion to the fine things he has done
for them, insist on life tenure.
The common sense of our politics is to keep
a good man as long as he is useful and get rid of
a bad one as soon as his incapacity is evident.
We should keep a Roosevelt two or three terms;
we should dismiss a Hoover or a Harding in two
or three years.
It is true, indeed, that democracy is based on
the thesis that no man is indispensable. The
electorate should decide. In a dictatorship there
is no chance for them to decide. If an incumbent
is so far superior in experience and training to
the alternative candidate it would certainly be
silly to put a president on the shelf mainly be
cause, for private reasons, George Washington
decided to serve for two terms only. Popular
action should exercise its right to keep the right
20
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man when it has found him. Especially in critical
times, it would be utter folly to upset the power
for planning, to cast away experience, to unsettle
personnel, and spoil continuity by following
blindly a mechanical formula. If one accepts the
premise of a second term, he is bound to accept
also the logic of a third. Perhaps a single term
of six years would be better. But the intrusion
of an irrelevant issue such as the third term hocuspocus ill becomes a worried nation in critical
times.
It is customary to say that we are living in a
world of collapse. To meet the conditions that
we must, we need our best minds and our best
men.
It is doubtful if Mr. Willkie is capable of
handling even our domestic affairs. His utter lack
of a sense of organization in handling his political
campaign seems to indicate that he would be at
more of a loss when faced with governmental
problems. Could he stand criticism? Herein lies
one of the essential differences between the busi
ness man and the man trained to politics. Every
action, every word is subject to criticism. Mr.
Hoover, another business man, found this his
stumbling block. Few business men are trained
in the art of compromise; this takes long hours
to learn and perfect. To learn to compromise
issues without compromising ourself is a knowl
edge that comes after many years. Mr. Willkie
has not a single minute of experience in govern
mental affairs.

It is evident that — "Experience in government
in public life is as necessary to success as is ex
perience in business or in the professions, and
that a man coming directly from the business
world without experience in public life, regardless
of how good a businessman he might be, could
not make the best public executive, whether it be
in the Presidency or a lesser office. One reason
for this is that men are in business, particularly
big business, primarily to make money, which is
in no sense to their discredit. Their training is
along this line rather than thinking about the
welfare of the whole flock. The successful public
official, like the successful businessman, is usually
the one who starts at the bottom, being elected
first to some local office and from there probably
to the state legislature, then to the Congress or
the Governorship. Through this procedure or
course of training he gets experience in dealing
with public problems, problems that affect all the
people, the great majority of whom are never
able to accumulate anything beyond living ex
penses. More than that he acquires experience
particularly in dealing with men in public life, and
it is through these men and women in public life
that government operates.
"Usually as he administers one office success
fully, he is promoted to another and higher one.
The case in point is that of Franklin D. Roosevelt,
who started as a very young man in local politics
and has successively occupied important positions
of trust in his county, his state, and his nation.
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The experience the president has gained over this
long period in dealing with public questions is an
invaluable asset at this particular time when the
world is on fire and dictators are on the march."
Lacking as Mr. Willkie is in qualities necessary
to capable handling of our domestic troubles, con
sider his shortcomings in regard to our foreign
troubles. It is doubtful if he knows the geography
of Europe, let alone the social, economic and
political background of the continent.
In The Federalist, Alexander Hamilton stated
that to change "the chief magistrate at the break
ing out of war or any similar crisis" would be
"detrimental to the country, inasmuch as it would
tend to unhinge and set afloat" the already
strained administration.
In any sense, Mr. Willkie will not do. Our
salvation in foreign affairs lies with the President,
the best equipped man to handle it in the United
States. Our domestic problems we must again
entrust to the President.
The President's record is one of respect for
individual rights and regard for the need for
social control to handle that form of individual
ism, which, unrestrained, destroys democracy. The
maintenance of the democractic ideal demands
regulation, and the President has imposed reason
able checks on the avarice so largely responsible
for our economic collapse.
We must continue toward prosperity and se
curity. The essential thing that we must recognize
is that the New Deal and the President have
meant action and a plan for America. They rep
resent leadership, and the type of leadership that
is carrying America forward. The New Deal and
the President represent more than the crystalization of the economic needs of the country; they
are the spirit of modern America.
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John O'Leary
(Continued from page 2)
and political philosophy, strikingly apparent dur
ing the past decade, is a danger signal which we
must observe. Thoughtful examination of the
vast controls far beyond any concept or representa
tive government which we have already dele
gated to the Executive Branch of our government
should prompt a determination to correct our
course.
The job of preparing adequate national de
fense in a war-crazed world is made more diffi
cult by our adoption of these measures of con
trol.
Winston Churchill said in a speech in 1937:
"There is one way above all others in which
the United States can aid the European democ
racies. Let her regain and maintain her normal
prosperity. A prosperous United States exerts,
directly and indirectly, an immense beneficent
force upon world affairs. A United States thrown
into financial and economic collapse spreads evil
far and wide and weakens France and England
just the time when they have most need to be
strong. The quarrel in which President Roose
velt has become involved with wealth and busi
ness may produce results profoundly harmful to
ideals which to him and his people are dear.
The Washington administration has waged
so ruthless a war on private enterprise that the
United States, with none of the perils and bur-

dens of Europe upon it, is actually at the present
moment leading the world back into the trough
of depression. This warfare has taken three main
forms: First the attack upon the capital reserves
of great corporations, which has woefully crippled
their power to make future plans and give future
work; secondly, the remorseless pressure of un
certainty and ill will which has been maintained
against the immense sphere of public utility un
dertakings; thirdly, the irksomely hampering re
striction imposed upon market and stock exchange
transactions. The effect has been to range the
Executive of the United States against all the
great wealth-producing agencies of the capitalist
system. On both sides blood is up and between
them in their fury they can undoubtedly tear the
financial and economic strength of the American
people to pieces.
"In quiet times there is much to be said for
some of these issues being patiently fought out.
But even the most enthusiastic New Dealer might
ask himself whether, with Europe and indeed the
whole world in its present condition, this is a
good time for the United States to indulge in this
devastating internecine war. Those who are keep
ing the flag of peace and free government flying
in the Old World have almost a right to ask that
their comrades in the New World should during
these years of exceptional and not diminishing
danger, set an example of strength and stability.
The well-being of the United States may spell not
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only the well-being but the safety of all sorts and
conditions of men."
This is indeed sound advice from a man who
has demonstrated his qualities of leadership. We
have the opportunity now to furnish an example
of "strength and stability" and, saving ourselves,
save also the well-being and safety of the people
of the world.

Diana and Athene
(Continued from page 6)
getting in a couple of hours of hunting before
supper after he'd finished his chores, but if Mr.
Everhart and Old Man Luse got into the woods
first, they'd either kill all the squirrels or else ruin
the hunting for anyone else.
It wasn't fair, darn it. That was Junie's
strongest oath which he saved for special times
like this one. Friday at school was always a bad
enough day, but to have to think that Old Man
Luse and Mr. Everhart would be shooting the
squirrels that he felt were really his own while
he was in school was almost too much.
Junie decided that if he forgot all about going
hunting that maybe it would come back to him
around 4 o'clock with the same sudden thrill he
had felt this morning. As they neared Pearl
Hinkle's house, he started to look for that queer
large black and white bird which had been hang
ing around Pearl's pond for several days. Pearl
had said that it was some sort of Canada goose.
Wilbur Weeks called it a mallard duck, but
Junie's dad had called the game warden who, af
ter looking at it called it an old, tired sea gull. The
bird wasn't in sight, but Pearl was, and he said
that he seen it when he fetched the cows in this
morning.
It was getting late, so the three boys neglected
their usual careful searching of the road side for
any new objects of interest. An old tire casing
had been dumped out by Burris' house since yes
terday afternoon, so they rolled it along in front
of them until they reached the Walters' house.
Billy, Marcella, and George were waiting timidly
hoping maybe that Junie and Bob and Jim would
let them walk to school with them. The Walters
were the objects of scorn because all of them at
one time or another had peed his drawers in
24
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school. Good night! No real fellow would ever do
a thing like that.
The three boys went on ahead while the Wal
ters kids followed at a decent distance. At the
Miller's gate Junie asked the time of Jimmy who
was the only boy in school who owned a wrist
watch. It was 20 of 9 so Junie hurried ahead
past the 5 houses which made up the town of
Jerusalem and into the Cross Roads school house
to be in time for orchestra practice. As he passed
the swings, the teeter-totters, and he parallel bars
along the side walk from the gate on Leffel's
Lane to the porch of the school house he was hail
ed by the boys who made up the Geyer gang, and
hooted at by the members of the Thompson gang.
Yesterday during one of the never finished
games of shinny at the morning recess Rodney
Geyer and Charlie Thompson had decided that
they didn't like each other and had called upon
all the rest of the fellows to follow one or the
other. The thirteen in Thompson's gang went around playing Ansony over and paying no atten
tion to the eight in the Geyer gang. Each bunch
seemed to be completely unaware of the other,
but they spent most of their time talking about
how horrible the other must feel and why the
other guy and his bunch were a bunch of drips.
Junie was with Charlie Thompson because he
knew how it would end. Charlie was 17 years old,
6 feet tall, and so cross-eyed that Geyer said "when
lie would spend the recesses that day cornering
Geyer's followers and with doubled-up fists ask
them were they with him or against him. Next
Monday the whole gang of larger boys would be
back at their shinny which they played with an old
tin can and tree limbs.
Junie hated orchestra. He played a clarinet
and sat right behind Reva Parsons who weighed
200, played the violin, and who smelled to high
heaven. Behind Junie sat Russ Johns who played
the drums with a never changing thump-thump.
The cymbal was broken, and there wasn't enough
money to fix it. Glenn Murphy sat next to Reva
and about once a week he fell asleep while sawing
°ut the Golden Dragon Overture."
Miss Hannabery stood by the piano wagging
her clarinet to mark the time. Junie thought she
NOVEMBER, 1940
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looked awful funny. The Clarinet was just an
extension of her long, thin, hooked nose. Her
clarinet looked very small compared to her large
head, face and body. She played everything fortis
simo with her clarinet always wagging the time.
One day she had brought a metronome but that
had made everyone miss the beat until she had
given up.
She didn't feel well this morning and gave
Junie a shaking because he stopped twice in the
Olympia overture to blow out his mouthpiece.
Junie saw that it was going to be one of those
days, and he felt very low. At nine o'clock Miss
Hannabery rang the bell, and the 5th, 6th, 7th
and 8th grades lined up on the front walks to
march into the room. Junie always watched her
give the first pull on the bell rope because he re
membered the story told him by Bill Weeks about
the time three of the older boys had turned the
bell upside down and filled it with water one
night, and when Miss Hannabery pulled the rope
next morning "the flood had come," said Bill. It
had never happened again, but Junie was always
hoping.
The boys and girls marched into the "big"
room and stood by their desks marking time. The
march was a piece that no one knew the name of,
no one was taught, and no one had ever seen
written down. The orchestra just seemed to know
it.
Miss Hannabery stopped a minute on her way
to the front of the room to tear the books out of
Frank Loney's desk. Everytime she saw an untidy
desk she always pulled every thing out onto the
floor. You weren't allowed to put papers in your
desk or your books, and your geography went on
one side, and your paint pan and box on the other.
About once a week fifteen minutes were given
to desk cleaning. One boy passed up and down
the aisles at the end of the fifteen minutes and
collected great piles of crumpled balls of yellow,
ruled paper.
She reached the front of the room and signal
led the orchestra to stop with a crosswise jerk of
her right arm. Glenn Murphy sawed on and the
whole room drew in a breath ready to laugh if
Miss Hannabery laughed or frown if she frowned
HIKA f<>r

Junie winced as she grabbed Glenn by the ear and
smacked him across the mouth. Wow! What a day
this was going to be.
They "plejd allegunce to the flag in the United
States of Merica," recited the 23rd psalm and the
Lord's Prayer.
Junie took his front seat and began to hunt
through his desk for his McGuffy Reader. Tues
days and Thursdays were music days so today it
would be reading, spelling, recess, arithmetic, his
tory and noon. Oh my gosh! He had left his read
er at home on the piano. If she got around to the
7th grade, he was in for it. Miss Hannabery never
wanted anyone to take a book home, and if you
forgot to bring it back, it usually meant a whip
ping. Her whippings meant being beaten across
the back with a quarter inch thick yard stick until
it broke. Once last winter she had broken two on
Chester Parsons because he was tardy and had
ruined the "big" room's record of no tardy marks
for three years. Junie hadn't been beaten yet but
he and all the others were so afraid of beatings
that anyone who was whipped was avoided for a
day or so. He didn't want Miss Hannabery to
think that he was on the side of anyone whom
she had beaten.
He dragged out his history book which was
about the same size as his reader and had about
the same color cover. He covered it as much as
possible with his arms and began to hope for a
miracle. The other grades studied while the one
grade was reciting and on some days you could
listen to the others and laugh when Miss Hanna
bery laughed. But to-day if you so much as
glanced at the reciting class you would be pounced
upon for not studying.
As usual the fifth grade faced the aisle at
One, stood up at "Two," and marched to the
front seats at "Three" and seated themselves at
"Four." The fifth grade had just come from the
"little' room and Miss Hannabery scared them
alf to death. Each one had his particular style
0 reading. Anna Hinkle read very slowly and
accented
every other syllable. Jim Haley read
very fast, and if he got started it always took Miss
Hannabery a least a paragraph to slow him down
an stop him. Viola Chaney ended every sentence
NOVEMBER, 1940
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with a question mark.
Junie watched the clock and Miss Hannabery,
and pretty soon he saw that maybe she wouldn't
get around to the seventh grade after all.
Today it was poetry, and a half an hour of
poetry was all Miss Hannabery's head-ache could
stand. Everyone sounded just alike on poetry, and
Miss Hannabery always asked now how would
you say that in your own words. This morning no
one knew what he had read, so about 9:30 in a
hurt voice that made everyone angry at the fifth
grade for having deliberately annoyed Miss Han
nabery, she "one, two, three, four'd" them back
to their seats, and in the next breath, "Sixth grade!
Take your spellers and go forward." The sixth
grade who had been studying reading were worse
in spelling than the fifth grade had been in read
ing, but Miss Hannabery was determined.
Junie squirmed in his seat as one after the
other the sixth grade was reduced to tears by not
knowing the diacritical markings of "acknowl
edge," or which was the accented syllable in
"comprehend," or how to use "metallic" in a sent
ence. Pickles Hinkle managed to get the headmark, and the class numbered off for their posi
tions Monday and were counted back to their seats
completely whipped.
Miss Hannabery was too irritated to go on
and she ordered the entire room to study and the
first person she saw who wasn't studying could
go get a yard stick.
Junie stared at a page of his history with a
picture of Washington praying at Valley Forge.
He coudn't see a single word, but his ears caught
every movement of Miss Hannabery's body and
every minute and a half the click of the electric
clock. Miss Hannabery's dask and the electric
clock were behind the desks so she could watch
the students without their being able to watch her.
At 10 A.M. Old Man Luse and Mr. Everhart
were driving the team out to the south cornfield
to cut a load of green corn for the afernoon feed.
"Reckon I ought to fix that wire fence next to
Graber's corn field after dinner."
"I was thinkin we might drop around by Cal
vert's woods long enough to get a mess of fox
HIKA for

squirrels for supper."
"Well — I don't know. Ed Graber said that
red heifer was in his corn yesterday."
"Yeh — I saw the hole this mornin' when I
went after the cows. I pulled a board crost it so's
it'll hold a day or so."
"Well — I don't know. I'll study on it."
$
$
$
$
$
First recess finally came and Junie released his
breath in a long whoosh. All morning he had
felt that everytime he took a breath he took in
more than he got rid of.
For the first 10 minutes he stood around with
the Thompson gang in the cloak room and talked
about what a swell time they were having and
what a rotten time the Geyer bunch were having
without them. He knew that the Geyer gang was
standing around in the boy's toilet talking about
the same thing but he would have never said so.
Miss Hannabery chased them outside so they
stood by the buckeye tree until the Geyer gang
left the boys' toilet, and then they gathered there
until the bell rang. Everyone tore for the school
house at the first sound of the bell. No one had
said a word about how mean Miss Hannabery was
today, they were all too scared, but they ran as
fast as they could so they wouldn't be late.
Arithmetic was supposed to take an hour for all
four grades, but today the fifth grade took up 45
of the 60 minutes. That was the usual way Miss
Hannabery had of teaching arithmetic. The fifth
grade stood at the board for three quarters of an
hour staring at long-division problems, and then
the sixth grade learned compound interest in five
minutes, the seventh grade learned fractions in
hve minutes, and the eighth grade learned square
foot in five minutes.
Junie was staring at his Pearson's arithmetic
when it came.
"Junior Tuttle!"
He rose, faced Miss Hannabery, and said,
"Ma'am?"
J m getting sick and tired of seeing you
slumped over your desk doing nothing. You're
not the dear little boy your mother thinks you
are. You re getting too smart for your britches."
Junie breathed in and out with a silent sob,
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and he had to hold his arms stiff and grit his teeth
to keep from throwing his history book and saying
exactly what he thought.
"Well, what are you staring at?"
"I wasn't — I'm sorry, ma'am."
"Sit down and don't let me ever catch you
wasting your time again."
"Yes, ma'am. I mean — no ma'am."
Junie sat down, and he lost himself in imagin
ing what he could have said to her, and how she
would have looked if he had stuck to his guns.
Gee Whillikers! What a day!
Just before noon some one knocked at the
double white doors while Junie was rattling off
the number of men, cannons, cavalry and infan
try engaged at the Battle of Yorktown. Miss
Hannabery went to the door, and as some one
spoke to her, Junie's heart jumped.
It was his dad! It was the first time that Junie
had ever known him to come to the school house
for anything except the Christmas play. What
was wrong? Was his mother hurt? Was it a fire?
What was it? His dad didn't come in, but Miss
Hannabery went outside, and he could hear their
voices but not what they were saying as they stood
on the porch steps.
As soon as Miss Hannabery stepped out of
sight the whole room relaxed. Junie, feeling very
proud, turned to Pickles Hinkle and said "That's
my dad talking to Miss Hannabery."
Everyone was talking in a low buzzing voice
about nothing at all. They just had to talk be
cause Miss Hannabery wasn't there to keep them
quiet.
"It's none of your business. I don't care how
good your attendance record is. I want my boy
to go home with me now."
The whole room was quiet at once as Junie
heard his dad say that to Miss Hannabery. He
was afraid for his dad because no one ever talked
that way to Miss Hannabery. Yet, yet he couldn't
believe it. Miss Hannabery was saying, " Oh, all
right, sir. If you don't want Junior to go to
school, I can't do anything about it. You hire
and fire truant officers, I suppose, since you're a
public official. Let me tell you though that none
of the other fathers ever do anything like this."
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"Well, you can if you want to after 12 o'clock."
Hot diggety-dog and blue beads!"
"What do you know about that? 8:30 I'm
walkin' toward school and 11:45 I'm ridin' to
wards squirrel huntin'!"
His dad was swell. Nuts to Miss Hannabery.
The Everharts will have to walk home alone. The
Everharts! Oh, oh!
"Dad, Jim and Bob said their dad and gran
dad were going to Calvert's woods right after
dinner.
That's all they know about it. Their dad and
grandad and I are going down below the Jackson
Road on Tindall's place right after dinner."
Junie just rode and grinned. His dad was the
best dad in the whole world. No history, no
agriculture, no painting, no Miss Hannabery. He
was going squirrel hunting in Calvert's woods.

Junie felt at this moment that his dad was the
biggest, most important man in the whole world.
He turned to Pickle and said, "My dad can fire the
truant officers if he wants to, too."
Miss Hannabery stepped back inside and said
with a frown, "Put away your things, Junior, and
get your wraps. Your father doesn't want you to
go to school this afternoon."
Junie felt all the eyes on him as he walked
toward the boys' cloak room to get his lunch box.
He carlessly trailed his fingernails across the back
black-board, and produced the shrill screak which
none of the girls could stand. As he walked from
the cloakroom to the door he tried not to smile
and carefully kept from looking at any of the
boys who were watching him. He knew what
they were thinking. The Geyer gang would talk
at noon about how he got favors because his dad
was a politician, and his own gang would think
how lucky he was to get out of school.
"Hi dad!"
"Hi pardner. Got all your things!"
"Sure."
They walked across the school yard to the
Model A Ford, and Junie was still thinking about
how the other kids would be jealous of him.
They climbed in the car, and then Junie re
membered that he didn't know why his dad had
come after him. He certainly hadn't sounded as
if anything were wrong.
Why'd you come after me, dad?"
What day's to-day, pardner?"
"Friday."
"What else?"
September 15. Oh! You mean! am I goin'
squirrel huntin'?"
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The Shuttle
(Continued from page 9)
bruptly and found himself gazing into the eyes
of a girl.
'Stop! Don't look at her, married, turn away. . . Oh lovely, lovely; deep into her eyes. . .
big deep eyes ... Is she married, is she some
one's sister, why is she seated there trying to kill
me with those lovely eyes. . .
'Chris, what a fathead, I've got to meet Fortescue! Fortescue is so ugly, all men are ugly, a
man needs a woman, I'm married, turn away . . .'
He tried. It started to grow unbearable yet
he was unwilling to blot out the sight of her. She
was seated on the other side of the aisle, and he
had to lean forward a little to gaze into her eyes.
The train, piercing the gloomy tunnel, an
nouncing its approach with a shrill cry, lessening
the short run between the two stops, cried to him
he would lose her once they arrived at Grand
Central and the swirling flux of gray puzzled
people there.
'To live again, beginning now. Destroy the
shuttle, people, cities, God.
'She's interested. See her profile tossed dis
dainfully at the proper angle for me to catch its
smooth beauty. About twenty-six with honey
hair and golden legs . . . ' Remarkably, she ap
peared at ease, cool despite her cellophane rain
coat and the tracer-thin lines of rain curving along her cheek. Her face was long but not thin
and the red glow came from iceskating. In fact
she was altogether too wonderful to be found in
a close car carrying rheumy old men and ex-pugs.
'What I admire, too, is her being AngloSaxon.' On more than one occasion Mr. Fence
bad confessed to himself the mistake of his mar
riage to Joanna. Of course, she was Spanish and
very loving, so that made some appreciable dif
ference; nevertheless, his prejudice toward Latins
as a whole was tremendously difficult to over
come. Mr. Fence was an American, born i°
Manhattan, but a grandfather on his mothers
side had emigrated to the States from Lincoln
shire and Mr. Fence never forgot it. He liked
Englishmen. Somehow those he knew were not
very cordial to him but after all bad exist in every
nation. . . .
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Thinking of Joanna reminded him of tomor
row. Every Saturday they went to her sister
Lucie's in Corona. He disliked Lucie but the
visits pleased Joanna and it gave him some oc
cupation outside of buying groceries, over the
weekend. Tonight he must break the news that
their plans for this week were changed. Bradman had requested him to come in a half day
extra and he had not known how to refuse.
Lucie's three room apartment was squalid
and poor in comparison to the Fences' house.
They lived in Bellerose, a suburb on Long Island,
the streets of which were flanked by quiet elms
and noisy children. The fresh air and the trees
were good for twelve year old Joan and nine
year old Tommy, but Joanna did not like living
outside the city. 'She revels in the tinsel of Man
hattan,' thought Mr. Fence. His summers had
been spent at boys' camps in the Adirondacks and
he liked the country since. When it came time
for them to move two years ago, he put his foot
down and they had quit the city proper. Still,
the uneasy feeling persisted he was the victim of
an ironic jest insofar as he had landed in a typical
suburb, squarely between the city he despised and
and the country he loved; and Joanna wailed bit
terly the first days after they were settled.
The shuttle careened around a curve, jolting
the passengers and causing them to sway forward
dizzily. Again his eyes met the girl, and he
swore a tiny smile played on her lips. The world
°f Joanna and two brawling children melted. . .
But was she smiling at him? The question aroused a sudden cold fit of apprehension. He
studied his companion passengers on either side,
styly. A lovely girl could not be interested in a
wilted rabbi or a belligerent crossword-puzzle
addict. Mr. Fence glanced down at his shoes in
sudden embarrassment, unable to meet her provocative gaze any longer.
She isn t a whore,' he thought wildly, 'no,
s e mustn t be . . . Maybe it's something about
me
s causing her to stare like that, my clothes
or s°mething funny. .
And it was his shoes that gave him the answer. His shoes decently shined for once; also,
ls newly shaved face and the navy blue suit with
fte faint maroon stripes which he wore to church
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. . . No wonder she was attracted: he had spruc
ed himself up to impress Fortescue.
Good heavens, the appointment! He had
quite forgotten it.
He grew aware then that the train's speed had
diminished perceptibly.
'The time is about 4:20. A breakdown now
will be the last straw. . . But I'll have the girl
for a few more minutes.'
Growing increasingly pleased and worried,
he heard mutely the agonized screech of the em
ergency brakes. A second later the shuttle gave
a last gasp and came to a ponderous halt. The
tunnel was absolutely dark. The lights in the
train kept burning.
Everyone seemed startled by the interruption.
It is a rare thing for the midtown traveler in New
York to experience any but a dusty trip on the
shuttle.
A uniformed guard stalked into the rear car
and looked at the passengers.
"Don't be alarmed, folks, it's jus' a stop signal,
won't hold you up more'n five minutes," he de
clared and disappeared back into the car from
which he had come.
'Late, late, late. . . He'll sign someone's con
tract . . . Bradman will be stern, invincible, tow
ering. . . The yellow note leaping out of my
next and last pay envelope . . . The commission.
. . . Will Joanna turn her head away quickly,
will she pretend she's guarding the fire in the
stove after I tell her I'm fired?
'I should be at Lord Factors this minute if I
had taken a taxi.
'But the shuttle, the damn shuttle. . . On
account of the shuttle I chanced to see her. She
is mine for the slightest gesture, I know it!'
A deluge of emotion engulfed him although
outwardly he remained upright and rigid, his pale
face a study in blank composure.
Behind every thought dwelled his best friend,
Craeburne. She served only as fuel to the fire.
For Craeburne had accomplished what Mr. Fence
had not. Last summer Craeburne bought thirty
acres of farmland with his accumulated savings;
on the acres stood a rambling clapboard house,
a stable, an apple orchard, ducks, hens, rabbits,
and a pond that froze over in winter. Mr. Fence
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received a photograph along with a letter de
scribing the property, and sighed. He had been
working twenty years, dreaming of doing the
same thing, but first Tommy's chickenpox, then
Joan's new party dress bit into the sum laid away for such a purpose. Joanna, when broached
on the subject, replied instantly—with a flat re
fusal.
'With the help of such a girl, though. . . She
looks strong enough to stand the work. . .
'How can I get to see her, how to let her
know? What will she do? Laugh?. . . .
'Signal to her, that's it!'
Bradman shaking his head, smirking, upon
learning his salesman had run off; Joanna wip
ing Tommy's mouth at the corners where the
milk always left a mark.
Mr. Fence shook these thoughts away impa
tiently.
'Forget them. This is the start of a new life.
It means the casting off of attachments: plump,
ever thoughtful Joanna, the Mens' Club meeting,
the North Shore bus carrying me home, picnics
at Jones Beach, visiting my brother at the veter
ans' hospital. . . .
'I will leave money in the bank to care for
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Joanna and the children, take the rest, and offer
this beauty a chance to redeem ourselves by liv
ing close to each other, close to the land.'
Grunting and squealing, the shuttle started
once again.
'No time to lose. Soon well reach Grand Cen
tral and I don't want to see Fortesue, ever.'
But this time the girl failed to respond. She
did not even see Mr. Fence. She was chatting
vivaciously with a blond young man seated across
the aisle from her. By craning as far as possible,
Mr. Fence made out the huge Y emblazoned on
the front of the young man's blue sweater. He
evidently was her escort.
To Mr. Fence the remainder of the trip seemed
unbearably drawn out.
When he looked at her the next time, it was
by accident. An appealing note had reentered the
soft eyes. He was entranced and equally sure he
was being made a fool of.
She has an escort yet she smiles. Does she
expect me to relieve her of the escort? Good God;'
The shuttle thundered into the station.
The wilted rabbi got up, Mr. Fence stood in
line behind, and the addict directly behind him.
They marched out into Grand Central.
Hundreds of females were wallowing about,
uncertainly, on the platform. He glanced around
in a sudden frenzy to distinguish her cleancut
form, but his redrimmed eyes only caught sight
°f a mother pulling her child away from a penny
slot machine. "Would you be spending money to
uy gum, angel, when Aunt Pearl got such matzos
you can eat three hours without putting dents in?"
Fence, I'm damned glad to meet you here."
A feeble grin flickered on Mr. Fence's face as
he recognized Bill Phillips.
"T_T jj
^
T
rieiio. . . Do you know what time it is,
rea ly? j ha.Ve an appointment for four-thirty
and can't be late ."
«r
was afraid because of her escort; otherwise,
1 certainl
y should have gone up to her, I know it;
and n°w she's gone.'
Bill was whistling. "It's past that now. Say,
rUSk ^ * never knew you to hurry before.
IS it. It s not a women, Fence, not at your
aSe! he guffawed.
"Of course not."
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'Her escort was big or else I. . . .'
He did not tell Bill about Fortescue: Bill
Phillips was salesman for a competing firm.
He put out his hand tentatively. "I'm sorry
I can't stay longer, Bill. Some other time. . . "
"Wait a minute! I've got a lot to tell you, we
can have a beer together and something to eat if
you'll only listen. This is important - -"
'Gone forever. God above, why? One more
chance. I was weak, I'll never weaken again. I
needed to signal her to come for she was a hope
of happiness, and I let her go. So I am lost still
and searching for the light. Stretch out thy hand:
I lacked the strength: I shall not lack another
time.'
Mr. Fence replied, "I can't," and departed. As
he trotted along the underground passageway,
Bill's parting words returned: "But it's a cele
bration, old man. I just landed a fat contract!"
His fear grew as his steps increased.
A revolution seemingly had occurred within the
confines of his soul and the results were trans
forming him. No longer stoop-shouldered, no
longer afraid, he was Lucien Fence, determined
salesman. The girl was lost, the hundred dollars
commission was not, despite his being late. From
this moment he was to exhibit firm temper and
iron resolution. Fortescue was to stand powerless,
shieldless, before the new man. Joanna was wait
ing, as ever. 'What she does not know will work
to my advantage.'
His lips were sealed in a grim band as he
strode into the building. The elevator brought
him to the sixteenth floor. The redhaired secretary
said, "Yes, he'll see you," and he was ushered into
the maple decorated office.
The vice-president, Fortescue, blond and
flabby, jerked his head up from the papers on his
glass-top desk with a look of dire irritation. He
motioned Mr. Fence to a leather cushioned chair.
"I suppose the storm held you up," he growled.
"A few minutes; it was to be expected. Now
as I mentioned in our last conversation together,
the profit to be had by buying your stock from
Kelsey will fairly stagger. . . ." Inwardly he
blushed at the recollection of the watery excuse he
planned to give originally for his tardiness. Never
mind, he was a new man.
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After Mr. Fence finished speaking, Fortescue
walked to the window and looked out upon the
stone battlements of the city's prosperous build
ings, peeping through the mist that was being
changed from a heavy coarse fabric ino a cling
ing gossamer screen.
He opened his mouth.
"I'm sorry indeed, you must believe that I am,
but I signed another firm's contract not quarter
of an hour ago." He shook his head. "It wasn't
a matter of you getting here on time. That had
nothing to do with it."
The telephone jangled angrily and Mr. Fence
started. The vice-president muttered into the
mouthpiece.
Mr. Fence barely listened. He was thinking,
and the raincoat resting on his knee was clenched
tightly in his fist, the knuckles of which showed
white and tense under the skin.
"My daughter. . leaving for South America
tonight," Fortescue explained, replacing the re
ceiver. "It seems she had some sort of adventure
coming across town on the shuttle. Quite excited,
in fact. . . ." He frowned uncertainly and darted
a puzzled glance at the other. At length he began,
"Do you want me to be frank in giving the
reason why you didn't get this contract?"
Mr. Fence nodded.
"Well. . . You see, you appeared such a damn
weakling the first time. Hesitant, timid, all that.
It really amazes me, the regeneration I mean.
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You're a man, an honest-to-God being."
And when they were shaking hands, he added,
"Don't fail to look me up next year. I'm
pretty sure we can get things patched up then.
Lord Factors will probably need more stationery
than ever!"
On stepping out of the building, Mr. Fence
discovered that it had stopped raining altogether.
He walked briskly to the end of the block and
stopped short right there. When he thought of
the futility of his quest, then of his complete im
potence and how Craeburne had succeeded. . . he
could not hold it back.
"God damn every soul to burning fire in you,
dirty foul city," he shouted and waved his fist.
A man coming up Forty-Sixth Street watched
Park Avenue reach a state of splendor as the pur
ple wreaths of dusk gathered above the shady
turrets and lights of a hotel, and faint lingering
twilight passed through a gate of silent sentient
clouds. Turning, he stared long and hard at MfLucien Fence in utter amazement.
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