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THE FREIGHTERS

I know what little cabins
The passing freighters see,

I know what pines and balsams
That stir unceasingly,
Keeping a wind among them

Blowing continually -

The buoys on the river

That turn and wink and turn -

I know the open places

Where the big brush heaps burn,
In sun the purple fire weed,

And in the shade, the fern.

The water from Superior

Comes downstream lock and loek -
The wa be way way honking

In a three cornered flock,

And the red sails of Indians

At Molly Johnstond dock.

The leaves fall with the summer,

And after comes the snow.

The cabins, like white canvas tents,

I know them, oh I know -
And up St. Mary's River

The dull red freighters go,
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AN INDIAN BIRTHDAY: A SKETCH

The broad river of St. Mary's stretched for half a mile from the
shadowy Island of Leaves to the peaceful shores of St. Joseph, rippled by the
last sleepy gusts of evening and gilded by orange swmset from behind the trees

of Neebish, gilded and then paled into the silvery yellow of evening. The

hermit thrush had long ceased its exultant melody and the white throat its

plaint; and all was still. Through the gathering darkmess the long dark
freighters slipped quiet;y v the river, with only tﬁe swieh of the propeller
to herald their coming; but with long quivering streamers of light across the
water like beacon lights of friendship reaching to the shore.

And then amid the masses of gloom of many leaves, moving lights
saprkled and twinkled; and an occasional voice or laughter told that the summsf
Islanders were on the move as might the mighty ancestors of Black Hawk have
moved to council fire, toward this same spot, a clearing at the bend of the
Island where the river hurling its mighty current toward the opposite shore,
left here a smiling cove.

An inguisitive moon peered through the p%ﬁbkets of the pointed pines
inta a garden fragrant with roses and fire and crumpled grass, and saw the
Islanders gathering as they had done for many summers to honor the Black Hawk's
birthday. They placed their lanterns on the railingless porch across which
floods of yellow lamp light poured a hospitable welcome from door and windows,
and above which rose gaunt and gray, innocent of paint or ornament, the.home of
Red Leaf, like her, holding high its head, yet glowing and twinkling with
friendliness.

Black Hawk, ipmobile as to face but radiant as to cereménial coat,
decorated with broad bands of brilliant scarlet richly emtroidered by some dusky
hand of a former genSration,- Plack Hawk, his red head band and feather intensi-
fying the blackness éf his hair, his narrow eyes, and hls slender mustache, and
-the redness of his high cheeﬁ bones,-lBlack Hawk, the center of the scene, sat

in solemn dignity listening with swelling pride while men of eloguence, these

. island visitors, passed the peace pipe of praise from lip to lip. He heard

them praise his own achievements, heard again the pretty romance of his grand-



father who, an Englisﬁ officer, had wooed and won an Indian princess as his
bride, or listened to tales of prowess, how Waubojeeg, his great grandfather,
fought his ancient enemy, the Sioux, and drove him from the waters of St.Mary's
to the far Dakota prairies; 1listened as did all the others, spell bound to the
tale of Mongazid, his great ancestor who on the Plains of Abraham caught the
falling form of Hontcalm.

He sat in solemn dignity while his sister sang. ©She arose, a stately
figure. Her aquiline profile was sharp against the red cloth of an improvised
wigwam. Her braided hair, black in spite of sixty summers, fell over her
shoulders upon fhe striped blanket she was wearing. She gazed into the silent
forest, as if she saw her own mother sitting at the door of her birch-bark
lodge and singing the little Black Hawk to sleep. She gently touched a tiny
hammock that was swung tefore her, and, as it began to sway, sang the songs of
the Ogibwas, sang the lullabys of her people, crooned to the imaginary baby,
the binojes who would never be hers, but whom, perchance, she still longed for,
"Hush, binojee, the sun of the night has gone uwp tﬁe sky, and all thevbirds are
still." WNothing sweeter than her voice and her words ever fell from the lips
of a white mother.

In sharp contrast to Indian song and legend followed the entertainment
of the white island guests, the pantomine, the play, the jokes, and jollities of
youngsters and some oldsters, through all of which Black Hawk's dignity remained
unmarred by uwnduve merriment.

At last the program was ended. Every one had done his best to make
this Indian Birghday a success.

Suddenly three long blasts and two short ones rent the air. A
passing steamer had seen the lights and many colored lanterns and had contributed
its salute to which Black Hawk replied by swinging a lantern slowly three times
back and forth.

Then with sudden eagerness he announced that the best part of the
evening's entertainment would follow. He called all the children to him by name,
yowmg and old, and gave each two rolls of birch bark from a basket at his side,

and then lead them all, a happy, laughing, joyful line of them past the roses,
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through the wicket gate to where in the moon light a pile of dead firs and
épruces and hemlocks,'stood like some gigantic wigwam a score of feet high,
themselves brages of thé forest who had withstood the darts and arrows of many
a winter. Near by at a tiny bonfire the children lighted their torches and,
holding them high abow their heads, danced an Indian dance about the pile in a
great circie of flaming smoking lights, of laughing faces, of grunts and Indian
yells, of figures crouching and springing, dancing and swaying wtil at a signal
from Black ﬁaWk all drew toward the center, and thrust their torches into the
mass of dry branches. Instantly the flames leaped wp, lavender, orange, and
pink, mounting, crackling higher and higher, and trailing off in a veil of
sparks to the pointed firs black against the sky.

But look! A bar of light had spanned the heavens like a search light
caught and fixéd in a wonderful arch to celebrate the great day; and to the
North shimmering, quivering lights flashed and danced across the sky. Some said
that it was the Northern Lights, but wiser heads knew

that the mighty ancestors of

a dwindling race had come, too, to dance about the wonderful fire, to waXve their

ghostly blankets; to erouch and spring and dance, and disappear.

The towering wigwam of flame changed to one of glowing red branches,

growing blacker and falling; the sparks grew fewer and fewer; the moonlight fuli
?

rich, and beautiful again; and along
t

the river pathway the little lanterns

winkled and sparkled; the sound of lavghter grew fainter and fainter, and ‘the

river and the moon smiled together.




PREAVBLE AND APOLOGY .

I think to Pni Sigma I owe some amendsa

For things I've said - of you - my old friends-
Not to your faces but veiled dark attacks=-

The meanest assaults =~ behnind your dear backs!

I've heard you all talk of your own brignt child-
Vociferous - lModerate - and even quite mild-

I've gaid to myseli "You'd taink that tneir son
Was the best God made - the best Only onel"

You know how we love to talk of ourself-

Qur house - Qur garden, Qur car, Qur pelfl

The stunts we pulled - the tricks of our youth-
Wnich we make pretiy big - to tell you the truth!

We bow to ourselves - We take offour lids-
Because of our wits - Our folks and our kide!l
But the bore who wears my patience down fine
Is he who tells yarnes when I want to tell mine!l

ind the one who's next & nearest to him- ]
Te the parent who talke of theirMary' or‘Jim-
And takes the 'tention of an entire big room

To tell how baby - "the cute thing said boomi"

Now I give up - I know you were right-

We've had George a yearl I see a great light!l
The words he says - the Songs he now sings
The way he can march - are wonderful things!
ljo child before was as smart at just Bhree'
Not Corwin,nor Parks - nor Newell - nor mel

I look sharp in windows - where toys are galore-
They catch my eye now - but never before=-

The monk on the stick - to me nows a joy-
george licks off the paint as I did when a boy!

And seeing him thére 2¢ he eiis in his chair

Takes me back forty years - in gpite of white haira
The blanket of age - its warp, weave & woofa

Are cast far aside - at sight of his youth!

I know not the future - Nor can I road stars
God often knows men - Just by their scars!
should He éer ask to see my score card

To know wnat to do - accept or discard-
Wherever it is - in Mount, Vale or Gorge=

I'll just stand pat - and point to our CGeorgel

George iz nalf orphan - and lives with us nowe
We hope ne'll grow guod - and continue to grow!
Not-4tum out a lemon - nor even a lime-

; L ; 3
But always inspire me to Voice out a Rhymej}

That ig to sayie



THE PICNIC.

Out in our yard - on a bench Pa made

We et our lunch - right there in the shade!

En a big old Spider came down on a thread

En scared litile George - En stuck on ine bread}

Fn a old red head he pounded a trese

En pecked at a hole - where we could see-

En a squirrel sat on a s.ump of a limb

In George threw a doughnut - right etraight at him’'.

Ma made sandwiches - witn nice voiled nam-

En gpread our bread - witn good peach Jam-

En you know what I had? - a little ole cake

In a pan by itself - at my mother'd bake!

En notner fer George - witn a ghampood tope

With a letter G- at my fathered bought=-

En a squirrel sat on a stump of a Limb-

En George threw a doughnut right straight at him!

Georgie had milk - En me lemonade=-

Ean dandeline wine - at mother'd made-

We had fer Pa - its nomemade wine-

He took a gip - en said - "it's fine-

But it seems to me it lackes a kick}

Er somethings wrong! It needs a stick"!

Just then a squirrel sat up on a limb

En George threw a doughnut right straight at him!

Nen Ma she said "You all shut your eyes"

En I'll bring you somethin at el make you wise!
Nen she slipped way - En we all set tight=

Ner never looked round = tO left ner right!
Till Ma came back - with pink Ice Cream!

Nen George he peaked en gave a big scream-
Till a little ol squirrel sat up on a limb-

En Georgie he threw a dougnhnut at nim}




GEORGIES PRAYER.

George is three = Er just about there

But he can talk some - En say nis nignt prayert
En ask fer things - he never will /get=

And stonisnes God - pretty much - I bet.

He asks the Lord to bless his dear maw!

BEn lots of folks - we all never saw

En Howard, En Stenley, en nother called "Hi"-
En make em all good - "Fer Gosh Sake - Goodby".

Ma she tells him he musent say thnat-
Ner asgk tue Lord for a puppy er catl
But ask for things way up in tine sky=
En George he laughse en jest says "Why!l"

she tells him to ask to make him real good!
Fer daily bread - Er other unice food!

S0 George he prays fer taters - En nen=-

He says rignt quick - "Fer Gosh Sake Amen!"

My Pa he says at things is so high!l L
At most of tne foods is up in the sky\ =

An taters fer George er hardesi to geta-

En he'll reach pretty high. fer ﬁﬁiﬁﬁyﬁh bet
S50 Ma sine takes em from Blue Label Soup

At Pa brings home from stores in the Loop.

George he yelle when ne's put to bed-

En squirms arcund - En bumps hie Eadt
Till Ma spanks him hard - En ned he'll cry
En hold out nis hands and ask Ma - "Why".

Ma says softly “"You'll waken the bird

Listen! - Was that one ~ I just now heard?"
En George grows quiet - En soon shuts his eye
En mumbles "Amen! Fer Gosh Sake CoodBye!l

But Ma she saye 'at God understans-

En sees Little Ceorge with uplifted hnands
En takes his prayer - fer what ne intens
En says "All right" fer George's "Amens",



THE OL CELLAR DOOR.

Qur bagement hans 'sment all over the floor
In we go out thro a back cellar door}
It ain't one door but two instead-

En Pa can lift it with hans and his head)

It eplite in the middle - En opens both wayse

En we se§ - an we elide - ug children that plays!
Once a ol nail stuck out of a board

En Georgie slid down - En his pants was all tored}

En scratch his leg -~ with a big red streak
En it didn't get well for mor'n a week!

En Pa saye "1if Georgie is goin to elide-

I think I'll tan a part of hie hide!l"®

ila says at George's too little to play
With otaner cnildren - En slide tanat way!
Cauge he's only two - En the othners is four
En slide too rough on our cellar doorl

She sent em all nome - Kn picked George up=-
En carried nim in to play witn our pup

But Georgie ne yelled - ¥n started to cry
Till Va gave him dough to make small piel

Nen ghe took apples - an ciannamen stufy

¥n made a real pie ior us sure enuf:

Then crinkled it round wiere julces would come
By usin a fork - En finger - En thumb!

When it was done we et it all up-

Georgile got some - En a piece for the pup,

En Pa told George at never no more

Must ke tear nis pante on the ol cellar door)

En scratch his leg with a long red scar
By slidin on boards where big nails are =
Unless he's sure ‘at when he'd cry

Mama would bake nim a nuther big piel



THE GARDEN GATE.

Qut in our yard we had a ol gate=

At swung on a strap - En never was straight
En wnen you went taro fer beets fer a meal
It ud foller you up En bump on yer heell

Once little George went out tuere to play

En pusned the gate - bul pushed tue wrong way!
Whnen it swung back it pinched all his toes

En blackn'd his eye - En bloodied nis nosel

En Ma run out en picked Georgie up-

En as she came back - ghe stepped on our pup!
An George he screamed - the pup gave a yell
En Pa came out - An said » Goodness! Hell!

Hae the Apaches again broken loosel

Er is a Eekimo - chasin a Moose? \\

En Ma she says "Your comin quite late!l
You better go out En fix that ol gatelW

So Pa got a board, En hammer En Saw
En said "I'll fix it to suit yer MaiV
He got a new hinge - En spring fer the back

En straighted the posts - En filled up a crack!

En put a arcn over - g0 roges can grow-
En raised the ol catch cause it was low!

Then with some paint - in a ol paint pot
He stained it green - En mogt of the lot-
How the ol gate will swing eiuner way

En makes it quite safe for Georgie to play!

Vyer1l put two roses right here Pa eaid

“To show thne spot were little George bled!
Fer this is the age fer Georges to shinel i
Lloyd George - the King - En this Kid of Ming",



THE SQUIRRNEL,

Erz a little old equirrel sets in our tree

Oon a little short stump - where a limb used to be-
He can set right up on one end Fn eat

A holden some bread with ais Little front feet!

He's got pretty tame - cause Pa treats him right
En gives him fresh water - En crumbs every night
He's only a baby - En doesn't run far -

cause he ain't 'fisticated - =as older ones are.

One day my Pa stood out on our walk

A holden a pail - to hear my Ma talk-

En this little squirrel - quick as a Winke
Ran down the tree to get him a drinkl

En reached right out En held to the brim-

En drinked his fill! - BEn Pa watchin himl

Ma she said "My! ain't he too cutel"

En Pa said "You often can tame a wild brute
By kindneses alone! but not a wild wifel"

En he dropped the pail - En run for his lifel
Pretenden he's scared! FEn raised his han'

To ward off a blow - Er & big iryin pan!

But Ma she laughed - She knowed hes in fun
En never throws nothin to make Pa runi

Pa nhe'eg good to squirrels an birds

En little boys too - An Ma. My words!

He buys me toys - An lfa - good things

An laughs when we're pleared - En hums en Singsl

Some day I'll grow an be a big man

En do good things es my Pa can!

En dance sround with a funny big whirll

mn feed all the birds - Em water the squirrel‘#



THE NEW BEE HIVE.

out in our yard - by a Mulberry tree
pa put a hive =~ with a ol queen Bee!l

En a lot of others - workers he said
Ean some ol drones - loafers insteadl
pa  says he'll have fine honey to sell
Net right away - wut after a spelll

An maybe a swarm - if @ll keep alive
He'll raice an put in another bee hivel

pa says that bees is gentle & kind-

If you treat em good - keep tuat in mindl

En tend your own business sure every day,

En keep yer eye pealed = en out of their wayl

Honey bees pa saye often gele mad-

En once quite a few - 1it on his vwn Dadl
When Pas a small boy® bigs I am=

En stung him a lot - En Grandpa said "pamn"{

En his nose swelled up - Ense lip got big

He nhad to take whiskey - quite a large Swigl
En put on some mud - Jes yellow clay-

Bee stings is cured quickest that way!l

Pa gaid nis pa said it keeps a man young,

Te always be busy = En sometime get stung)
It keepe his eyes open - En out of the wet
So Grandpa's livin & pretiy spy yet!

Pa says he'll write old Burbank en see
Bf he can take nen the ¢ting from a bee
En like a fire fly give 1t a light

g0 it kin work fast even at night!l

~3)



SPRING .

When rains grow warm - and skieeg are blue-
Where clung the frost - now shines the dew-
When 'neath dead leaves - just through the mould
The (Crocus peeps - both bright and bold-

When rebbins fly and blue birds sing

I thank again the Lord, for Spring.

Wnen tiny streams break winters band

ind gentle mists hang 0'er the land-

And little poole of water show

Wnere once there stood the drifts of snow=
Wnen bude appear - where dead leavesg cling
1 thank again the Lord, for Spring.

E'en from the narsi and vrittle briar-
I'1lL gather song: of faith and fire!
For zcarlet berries that seem dead-
I'll tune my Lyre - when winter's fled}
Mnd with tie birdsand flowers sing=
And thenk again the Lord, for Spring!

Then eartn begine to breath againe

And winterts sermon's done- imen!

Then on the barren spots - are seen

A misty veil of tender green

And here and there the snow drifts cling-
I thank again the Lord, for Springl




NOT S0 LONG AGO

Why is it that a tone of voice, a fleeting expression,

a gesturs, a suggestion of a flavor, will hark the mind back
along trails supposed to have been overgrown and lost ysars ago,
and waken from their graves those who have long lain with the
grasses waving over them? How comes it so?

But this particul ar memory was not evoked by the fragrance
of mignonette, or a strain from an old song, or by young budding
trees emerging from one of those fogs which come upon the North
Shore when the South wind meets the icy breath of Lake Michigan.
Its origin was not so poetic, although there was a hint of the
dramatic about it.

When the Dry question was the topic of the day ahd the
Wets were prating of Personal Liberty (at the same time taking
care that there were plenty of bought-and-paid-for cartoons and
editorials) while the Drys often said less than they could for
fear they should expose family skeletons - ons morning BLT came
out with the plaintive query: Where will we get owr washwomen
of the country gees dry,- a query that made many laugh but
set others to thinking. And so, thers being no reasonable doubt
but that "Rub a dub dub, Three men in a tub" was a veritable
prophecy, foretelling the exit of the washwomen and the entrance
of the laundrywen, will the VOICE be brave enough to print a humble
Tale of the Tub (the shade of the redoubtable Dean Swift permitting)

before the genus of washwomen becomes entirely extinect?

Southern wammics have bsen justly celebrated in picturs and
story,~ their bountiful averdupois, cholclate visages and bright
bandannsas making them picturesque figures; but aside from Mrs Wigg
(who lived in Kentucky, did she not) and that Madomna of the Tubs who

washed for the guests of an Eastern seasids resert, the white Northerner



whom Destiny has deposited in the watery lap of the tub, has hardly
raceived toe attention she so well merits. Perhaps the artist has

ailed to perceive the picturs she makes as, flushed with steam and
exercise, she bends over the irridescent suds; or the possibilities

of her figure as she tosses the snowy clothes into the vaporous beiler;

or the Blue Grotto of Capri effect that is attained when she immerses

her arms with the housshold linen into the blueing water. And then out

ia the yard, where the wind keeps playing such merry pranks with her hair
and skirts, training her wuscles like those of a sailor lass as she hauls
at the sheets and tries to pin them firm before thsy have a chancs to blow
away,- while over all the glorious sunshine is making Sverything sweet and
whol esome once more.

Margarst Ogilvie used to say that her son just couldn't write a
book without putting her into it and there is amothsr one who finds it
difficult to write anything without going bacdk %o the house where she
was born,- a dear little wnite house with a flowering currant bush
growlng beside the grioen-shuttered door. There was a fence, also white,
that separated the yard from the road and %loag that fence grew butter-
and-eggs and, if you once got outside that fence and walked far enough,
you would come to Auntie Hawse's. Then there was a hole under the fence
that the big Newfoundland dog had dug for just such excursions and, if
he happensd to discover what was going on, the first thing the children
knew he would come bounding along.

Now Auntie Hawse was a washwoman and Uncle Billy was her husband

and ge chopped wood, dug

5 gardens, and cleaned off the snow, and they were
very wonderful people to childish eyss and they, in turn, loved the very
ground the children walked on. What fun it was to go to that little
cottage, where the windows in the kitchen hooked up to the ceiling or
slid to one side,- anyway they were not so prosaic as to raise and lowsr;

and the dining table did not have leaves nor was it an extension table, but

evidently on® made by the carpenter who made the house after a pattsrn all



his own. Then the table was set with stonswars plates that bore mulberry
colored pagodas and, like as not, a bountiful supply of biscuits and honey!
(And each time you went there, there was the delightful possibility that
that might happen again!) But all happy days must come to an end, and the
scone changed from the little country town to the city, and now that flowe
garden is gone and the beehives have disappeared, and Auntie Hawse and Uncle
Billy are but a mewmory.

But there ars advantages to be had in the great city. TFor instance,
one's acguaintance with washwomen is almost sure to widen considerably. As
ong looks back over the years, ons sess all sorts and conditions of womsen,-
fat and thin, black and white, clean and not quite so clean, drunk and sobey
gulet and one that laughed at everything. The procession began with a Mrs
McFariand, who wore layers on layers of hoods and bounets, and whose face,
while still very real, has grown dark and shadowy as an old Rembrandt that
has been subjected to numbserless coats of varnish. And the procession
still continuss, but ths greatest character of them all was Old Kate.

At the time 0Old Kate came upon tne stage, the family was living
in a two-story and basement house, where the dining room faced the street.
It was such a raw, cold day that it needed all the warmth of a Franklin
stove and the pleasant suggestion of south windows, with a beautiful cat
sitting in one of them, to wmake the place seem conmfortable. The mother,
reading the morning paper: at one of the windows, was all at once conscious
of a shadow on the page and of hearing & harsh voice asking if she had
any work. Then, looking up, she saw a large, unkempt woman with a baby
wnder her arm. Now, if ever a woman £elt no self-pity at all, and a
large pity for all sulffering hunanity, it was that mother; and, realiz-
ing how bleak it was and how nard it would be to be hunting for work
on such a day, and how infinitely much harder it would be if one had
a baby to carry, she invited the wowan in guite as that peasant did in
that story of Tolstoi's, "Where Love Is There God Is Also", and the

woman came in and had a corner to get warm in, and something to eat,



and a bit of work to keep up her self-respect, and from that day until the
time of her death she was devotion itself to that household. That little
sketch of a washwoman that you were kind enough to glance at a while ago,
did not fit this woman at all. She was ideal, but this was drab reality.
Kate looked like a scarecrow, but, like a scarecrow, she fitted into the
landscape. No gifts of clothes were capable of helping the matter any,
for, before tne next time she came round, she would always 822 some one
Whom sne considered worse off then herself, and hand over to them all
those things that had been intended to make har look more presentable.
There was a time, not so long ago, when no woman would be seen with
straight feathers on her lat, but that is the kind Xate always wore,
bacause they were the kind that were thrown into the ash barrel.
Until the child was fully eight years old, they never had

2 room with a fire in it, depending on neighbors, saloons, anything,
for a bit of heat and to despsn her misery Old Kate had the remembrance
of a time when she had been out of her mind and at Dwming, and when she

camg to herself she was the mother of that canild. But instsad of embitter-

ing her, it seemed to make her so much more sympathetic than réople usually

[ ¢]

are . When ome thinks of Mary Ellen going out to ssrvice, it seems too
droll, for what could the child know except how to dodge policemen when
3he was playing on the street after school, with her mother off somewhere
cleaning house for some one? And then the next reports wers thab, every-
where she worked, she always told of that family who were such friends

of hers, and how they had her to parties, etec, etc. You can lmagine

the indignation of the young ladies of the family, but 0ld Father Time
has given a kindliar aspect to it, and the aforesaid young ladies (not

80 young now) can seée that they were her one romance, and that all the
Make-Believe of her childhood had besn woven about that place whers

she had been fed and warmed. And it is not strange that she has

stopped coming to thi houss, for she doss not like to remember the

day of small beginnings and, even if she did, doubtless her children



would resent it.

But there was another picture of 0ld Kate beside the one
that was taken again and again of her giving away the clothes on
her back; and that was the one that a neighbor happensd to catch:
0ld Kate slipping into the yard and planting an Easter flower
so that her beloved benefactor would come upon it and wonder
where 1t came from.

There was a poster not long ago of a washing machine with
the slogan D0 YOU LOVE HER; the implication being that, if you
loved your wife, you would certainly ses that she had a washing
machire, but the thought arose - if we loved them, might it not

bs a little easier to get a washwoman?
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A LINE=~O=TYPE or TWO

Hook to_the Line = let those swallow who will.

Here's Hoping ~ A Roxndo
New Year's HEve has come and past
And we're in deeper than the last
1920's lost in din
98198 18. )
Cen't be much worse than the latter,
Why not try to make it better? Selsh.

Fasily Replaced.
oeen on an Oak Park trueck ~"Snow Bros.genuine
Ford partsi At that rate the Messrs. Snow
ought to last for some time.

Hearl Hearl
(From Art and Peshion)
"On the art of growing o0ld gracefully” - to
ou® way of thinking - the less art - the more

grace.

0 Tempora = O Merecyl
Investigation of the Whys and Wherefores of
ge merchants persuades us that their
motto is "To the vietims belong the spoils”

Someone.
a Theeze)

"For sale ‘ Tfor the horse show?.
Could anything be more fitting? Neigh, neigh.

Tuk, tut and again tubl
We understand thé Editor of the Voice saw the
Scandals of 1920 and liked "em -"Mind the paint”

Bditi

o

This fake is conducted by I.F.C.
7o Helpl Helpl

S0 That's How?
(From the Arple River Blaze)
Wanted - & man to work in a garage - must be a
good mixer.

Whet about the Others.
(to Dr. Ivans in Chicago Tribume)
What cen I do for the iteh? It mostly bothers
my two thighs so I can't sleep nights.
Ans. @rease those two.

One Guess.
(From Frozen Dog Arizona)
Dear Sir: What car do you recommend for erossing
mountain steepms? ‘ins, A Ford - of course.

’JJ

i

Pilgrims Progress - or not?

The ears of our worthy Puriten fathers must tingle
now-a~days, sommuch being said about them. I wonder

what they think about us and our Sunday golf - Jazz
musdic and Zeigfeld Follies? Can't we a1l join in

G

Singing "The 0314 faghioned shimmy is good enough
for me" i :



s

Done To A Turn.
(From the Chicago Tribune)
"In & street car collision, Golden Brown, & negro,
was badly ingured”. Hot stuffl
g I.?qu E‘lnﬂ. RQF.CnJTQ

Platly 8peaking.
Because the tenants got so hot about it, the land-
lords think they don't need any heat.

Inverse Ratio.
To all the Colonel Cooties
We dedicate this song
If the women's skirts were not so short
The men wouldn't look so long.

Linked Up.
(Prom Barkerville News)
Pritz Prankfurter and Curly Shepherd were united in
the holy bonds of metrimony Tuesday evening at the
palatial residence of the bride's parents, IMr. and
Mrs. Wm. Fox Shepherd, 1313 Kenilworth Ave.

Heights and Depths.
The Trapeze, Q.P.H.S.)
She -"Why did the

)
®
e

-

pe
v arrest the medium last night®"
He ~"Probably some spirits objected To her raising
the devil”.

Blue Sunday.

It is not so much a question of what we do on Sunday,
.as what we don't do, like the man who tries to get
something for nothing - he gets nothing and loses

something. Re-creation, not reereation,is what we
need.

2

Prom the Sublime to the Ridiculous.
(From the Daily Northwestern)

B v ! i : |1 1like every coot in your rusty -browh |
I like every minute I've been with you,| |  hair, s g A
dear— ; il Every scratch you made on my cafoe; |
Bvery hour . . Ye Gods, how they| |I like all the warts on your long freckled |
 flew! ! hands,
I like every thought that you ever Every scuff on your number ten shoe,
__ thought, | 1 like every hick on your paint be-
_Every inch that you even grew— = smeared face, ; ] \
Every’ mood that you have, whether hap- And your hiccoughs . . I like them,
Py and gay S too. SR
Or cress, or discouraged, or blue, : But to tell you the truth, now Peggy, old
But Tl tell you something, Peggy my ~ pill— . i e
dear: : ' It isn’t your hiccoughs, it’s you.
Wha\,‘trI really like best is just you. s ' . 0. W. L.

e

The first 100 yrs. are the hardest.
(From Daily News)

Mary B. wants a divorce from her husband, whom she

£ S

gays she has lived with for fifty years and can't stand
it any longer. Fie, Mary, why so impatient?

From Vilas County, Wis.
Dear Sir: - Would like your adviece as all the fish up
here have gone on a strike: no scale will hold them, and
they refuse to hook up with us. If you can give us a
line on them will appreciate it. Cut out the gaff and
let her fly. Yours -
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A Word to the Wise is Aplenty.
lr. Baker's and Mr. Palmer's idea of dropping action
against war dodgers and slackers can be compared to
the 0ld axiom "Let sleeping dogs lie", which is all
right,if they are chained.

"Say 1t With Flowers?
How what s @11 I do to treat a guy
When I've got some goods I want him to buy?
Por we cen't get a drink at the corner store
Nor anything, anyhow, anywhere, anymore
(Wrom tle Hooteh's Iament)

&
5

H
.

Poetically Who's - Who?
"To be or not to be, that is the question™, whether 'tis
better to be born with a golden spoon or a‘oilver tongue;
also, who else can extract tomsils with oné hand and with
the other write an ode that in comparison makes a gorgeous
sunset look like a cubist anachronism ~Echo answers ~Who?

Another Tune
(From the West ¢ uburbanite)

An outery comes from Sing-Sing, where the use
of hair tonlcs perfumes, etec. has been pro-
hibited. It 13 hard to believe such cruelty
exists.

Musical Revue.
Dear Gwendolyne: =
I otta be working but I just gotta tell

you about the swell Ffunetion I atﬁcnded, {don't that
sound like real society uwenQ) last Satur dav night. It
was & ﬂUSlC recital and Min Partridge here in the office
aot & bid for me fthru s frlend of hers. (tho why they
celled it a recital gets me for nobody recited,'less it
was P female who sat near me and never closed her mouth
oncel) Anyway, it was nerfeotly swell Gwen, such & re-
Llﬂed air about everything - why I felt ]ust as tho' T

was Seﬁtlﬂ“ on my native heath, so to speak. 4And th
muglc was perfectly grand. mhere.was what they called
a uQlored chura Soprano, tho she was just as white as
Jou or me Gwen, who certeinly made the welkin ring, as

they say in bo oks and her motions was so graceful and
expressive.,

& - Then a man with that kind of hair they
call artistic and hungry looking eyes, played the violin
and gee, Gwen, now I certainly am glad my uncle's great-
grandfather Dlaye“ the picco 0lo and I was born artistic for
I sure did appreciate that music; it was heart rendering.

\ man who sat near me kept saying "Very,

-1ntere8u1ﬁ:, very 1ntevestlnﬁ . Well, whatever was, he
wasn't, and I didn't see nothing I wanted there Gwen.

Well, to resume, then they hsd whst they
called Russian Tea - tho +the only thing I say Russian about
it was the crowd around the table. And the clothes Gweni
Well,.you heard of women who put everything on tjelf backs,
Well, these didn't, but they looked swell.

PES

0 you otta went Gwen, you certsinly missed

& grand time. '
Well, here comes Lynx-eye, gotta quit,
so long Gwen, Laurabelle.



Atta Boy.

(From my son's ¥
1mis the last rose of summer left Dlooming alone
They cost me a fortune and now they are gone.
Tor e never Wpre & Society Bud,
I1'll take a Wall~-flower and glve her a spud.

diary)

| Iight occupations.
Wanted - A live wire for electrical business -~ must
have good connections.

0

Inguiring Reporter.
Today's auOQtloa.
"What is your greatest ambition?"
Dr. Corwin =~ To worst Dr. Newell in an argument.
Dr. Hewell <« To find an antidote for Dr. C's poetry.
Iirgs, Funk =~ To start a chain of Eponomy Shops.
Mr. James Clinton -~ T

'o conceal my btalent as a humorist.

Dr. Valentyne - To form & Fastor's Union ~ big pay -
little work.

Mrs. Delloney - To start a P.E.0O. Chapter in every town.

Mr. Parks -~ To make a dry speech from a wet platform.

Brom baily Northwestern.

A LETTER FROM AUNT HATTIE.
“ . . and now, William, that

| you have returned to your books after
a fine vacation, I want you to study
‘| hard and get the full good out of your
‘| education. Am sending you a box of
| dried prunes which your uncle Jake |
tand I picked last summer. Be sure
and soak them well in water before |
you eat them because if you don’t
they might give you a tummy-ake, as
we used to tell you when you were!
little. You was certainly a cute little
codger. Your Uncle Jake and I was
talking about it the other night and
was saying that it don’t seem pos-
sible that you are almost a man now.
And William, don’t shoot the little |

( craps, they like to live as well as you i
do. Lovingly, etc

Ring out the o0ld, ring in the new

Thoughts of the @aot still make us blue

Ring out the fales, ring in the true

The future's ours - the page is new
Phi Sigma - here's to you'
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IDLE THOUGHTS CF ANOTHER FELLOW No, 9.

The other fellow had occasion some weeks ago to make a
series of prolonged vigsits to one of those necessary adjuncts
(I was going to say evilsg) of Civilization, known as a Doctor
6f Dental Surgery, cr Tooth Cobler,

He had felt the necessity of this visgit for some time bhut

had postponed 1t as long as possible on aceount of a natural 4r@ad

j—to

of the probable torture and an apprahension of a poséibWQ migfit,
which would make 1t impracticable to6 indulge in a jaz dance for
fear the false members would rattle and maks his Partner pervous.

Many clothiers ndv@rtise‘mis—fit suits, which are bhad enough, v
but misfit teeth are infinitely worse.

The other fellow has always thought that Hamlit had in mind
players with misfit teeth when he warned them against "Mcuthing"
his worgg,

Then too with such a person a sneeze is.apt to cause a cal-

amity, é
A11 of this reminds us of a man who claimed to have ihvénteﬁ

a set of false teeth which could be held in the hand, or placed on

a convenient table or on the piano, and by means of which the food . 2

could be chewed before being put in the mouth. This inventor, by
the way, was a clever and original man and had already applied for
a patent on a labor saving comBination hair brush and potato masher,.
Butstniests nob—at all what was intended to be written about.
We sre wandering far afileld,
Upon arriving at the den of the tooth worker, the other
fellow was invited, nay comnanded, to si?\down in what 1ooﬁ9d like
a barber's chair but which proved to have many points of rssemblance

to the sprightly electric chair at Sing Sing. No socner gseated when

his head was shoved back intc a V shaped device and held immovablé:
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by the Dentist with one arm and hand while with the other his
mouth was priled open and the current turned on. The other fellow
thought the Sing-singian method Was about to be used but it proved
to be only a strong search light being turned on and directed in
to his mouth by means of which and by the aid of a gmall migor

the cperator could look down hig throat and in to him and sas
whether the ruin of the enamel on his once pearly teesth had bheen
‘caused by an ultra-acidulated condition of ths stomach. In this
way the Dentist cguld determine whéther to fill the tooth cavaties
with soft solder Whicﬁ is cheap but dlsolves in acid, or with Pért—
land cement which is both acid and fool proof, but more expensive.

By fqol proof is meant that concrets teeth can bz used to
crack hickory nuts. Having determinsd on concrete the contractor
produced a trip hammer arréngement, which acted like an air com-
pressad riviﬁar, need in riViting together the steel gkeletons of
modern sky scrapers, and commenced to work upon the unfortunats Jaw
of the other fsllow,

He also put in a sort of cofferdam, to prevent the saliva
from interfering with the work., What chanece do vou think the other
fellow had? About as much as 1f he was stravped in the Sing;Sing
Chair and the Governor had refused to interfere. The horrible sit-
uvation was thus described by the near poet.

The poor Other Fellow was mum.

e

Like a sheep, with his shearers, was dumb,
ﬁis mouth was so full
Not a word could he puila

But his thoughts? They sursly did hum,

But this is'nt what we started to write about gt all,  Ths
other fellow happened to menticn to Jim the Penman, that is Jim the
Bditer, that the tools used by the dentist looked 1ike Golf sticks
and felt éven larger, and thas Editor told him tc Airect his idle

thoughts to the drawing of the analogy (whatever that is) between
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Golf and Dentistry. Well, how are they alike?

Beth are expensive and’both are the visibla evidencesg of
eaply‘décay, No one~could well imagine a young, strong, perfectly
healthy, well balanced and entirely sans person, playing golf,
Neither would such a one be found in a Dentist's chaip, . Either case
would indicate an eaflykdécay; ‘To chase a foélish ball over an
extensive landscape would seem to an outsider to be a sport too tame
Yo be popular In Bedlam and too lacking in the essentiél elements of
real sport to be popular anywhere else., Neither would one galsect the
office of a Dentist, however. popular, as an ideal place for afternoon
tea, g ‘

But there 1s no accounting for tastes. In Zululand and some
other foreign sea parts they thrust kniﬁ@s through their noses and
insert sharp sticks under the skin covering their breastas. And in
some communities, the female of the gpseies, (who arsa, acecrding to
Kipling, more deadly than the mals) make holes in the lobes of theip
ears and insert various articles which they call ornaments., And

this, forgetting the words of Thomson, "For lovéliness needs not

the foreign ald of ornament, but is, when unadorned, adorned the most,"

But we are wandering again. X I wander much mors vouy will

think

=

am playing golf on paper.

To go back to the Dentigt:~

After looking down the throat of fhe other fellow, the Dentist
decided to tee off with a brassie, but as he swung 1t on the down
stroke, the hocked end of the instrument caught behind one innocent
tooth, which was only present, looking on, and nearly 1ifted the ‘vie-
tim out of the chair. The Operator then backed up and decided to
put, and he puttered ardund for an hour or 80, breaking off huge jags
of ivory and ctherwise .-putting his vietim hors de combat, (which by
the way, hors de combat, is what we did to the Garmang.) |

The Golfer uses one tool which, I undserstand, is ecalled a

Middiron, possibly because as one swings it around it 1g apt to strike
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the caddig amid. It is flat at the business end but must not be
confounded With a flat iron, which 1s not a tool of golf, but
ah Implement of family discipline. Regular Golf sticks are not
practicable for family discipline, because by the time ons gets
s0 she can aim straight with them, she 18 too o0ld to deal an effec-
tive blow. A broom 1s much . better, Golf sticks are not, howawvar,
.entirﬂlv without useful qualities as they can be used to beat rugs
and are cheaper than vacuum cleansrs.

Of course they are only used, in their natural capaclity,

by those who have nothing better to do. I would not dare tc quote

"some mischiaf still for

the line about what's his name finding
idle hands to do." To be sure those adicted to tha habit do not
havs idle feet, howsver, thsir hande may be. Onlvy it seems s pitvy

to tramp down so much good grase when ecual energiss expended in

swinging a schythe would save that grass for cattle which in turn
would feed hungry peopls, and the same amount of time and brawn

would raise lots of potatoes,

The other fellow does nct know whether this bad habit has

attached itself to any of the members of Phi Sigma, or not (We are
all pretty busy people) so he does not know how ruch of a hazard he
is up against.

But blame Jim the Penman, he selectad the subject.

The other fellow wishes tcvparticulavly draw the aftention
of Phi Sigma tc the fact that this number of his Idle Thoughts is
fair, sane, impartial and couched in temperats language, and that he

has not called bad names or held any of the members up to scorn or

cule and that in particular he has not mentioned and dAoes not

1o

rid
intend to mention the names of Arthur M. Corwin, Wm, W, Newell,
Dick Clinton, Harry Hammil,Ardrew Arnold or any others of those dis-

turbers of the peace and good order of soclety who freauent, (He
ur g P 3 ;

o

willl not say infest) the meetings of Phi Sigma.



The near poet savys:-

A grand iot of sinners are we

The men of old Phl Sigme

When we write for the Voice
Our selectliong are choice

We are great at strong repartee,

The other fellow feels that has must explaination himgelf
to the new members of Phl Sigma,

This ninth of the geries of Idle tThoughts 1is intended,
like all the cthsrs, to deal in airy persiflage, with no excuse
for being written except to waste time in the reading (like Golf
in the playing) and should those new members who 4o not know the
other fellow in his saner moments, really bﬁliQVQ the artiecle to
be seriously intended, he would have to paraphrase the line of
Tom Hood, (or was it Holmes?) and say{-

"And now I never dare to be as foolish as I oean."”

Ll R
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Hortense \ﬂtten.

THE QUARANTINE BLUES.

In these days of sanitation,
Anti-toxin, germicide

Lysol, rank, and vaccination,
WWhere's a poor bug goin' to hide?

Everybody's chasin® of him

'Til they're mad and tired and lame
Not & soul on earth to love him

"llove on" is his middle neme.

Moves he, "till in desperation,

Hounded, hungry, gaunt and lean
Refuge finds, from care cessation,

In the pleasant Quarantine.

Here he finds sweet sanctuary
"Tho his hosts may rant and rage
Brings his wife and kids so merry
Hopes to reach a ripe old age.

Quarantine at last is lifted
All bhis dreams of peace are lostj
Relationsg strained, yea even sifted:
Comes a dreadful holocaust.

Preachers speak of a location
Where there isn't any snow,
Germicides or sanitation;

That is where that bug may go.
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Hortense \]tten.

THE QUARANTINE BLUES.

In these days of sanitation,
Anti-toxin, germicide

Lysol, rank, and vaccination,
WWhere's a poor bug goin' to hide?

Everybody's chasin® of him

'Til they're mad and tired and lame
Not & soul on earth to love him

"love on" is his middle neme.

Moves he, "till in desperation,
Hounded, hungry, gaunt and lean

Refuge finds, from care cessation,
In the pleasant Quarantine.

Here he finds sweet sanctuary
"Tho his hosts may rant and rage
Brings his wife and kids so merry
Hopes to reach a ripe o0ld age.

Quarantine at last is lifted
All bhis dreams of peace are lostj
Relationg strained, yea even sifted;
Comes a dreadful holocaust.

Preachers speak of a location
Where there isn't any snow,
Germicides or senitation;
That is where that bug may go.
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HortenSaA?atten.

A "MOVING" TAIE,

Having made & certain locality your habitat for many
years, you take much for granted. The drinking water is goode
Thaﬁ's nothing, it should bel The doctor gets out of his warm bed
and hastens to you through the odld when your youngest has eaten
indiscreetly at dinner. That is what doctors are forl

But, sojourn a short distance from home and encounter
drinking water that is vilejtrek to some section where there "aint
no such animal"™ as-a doctor; then you begin to realize that things
are pretty comfortable at home.

Suddenly you contemplate with-drawing permenently
from this "comfy" community. Things, institutions, people, take
on an entirely new aspects. . The public buildings look different.
Where was only the Library Building before, you see now a charming
Home of Books, satisfying in substance and design. You note, &s
if for the first time, its attractive south window, bright with
flowers by day and revealing inviting scemesof warmth and coziness
by lamplight. The churches are architectural revelations and with
- friends, who pass beneath it as they go about their Master's business.

The lights on the Avenue, reflecting damp pavements,
shine in a familiar, friendly waye. For years you have alighted from
the Blank Street surface car at the busiest street intersection but
Wallace's never stood out as anything but a shoe store before. Iow
it is the business house of a kindly old gentleman who has many times
fitted rubbers over the muddy little shoes of your small Hopefuls.

The little Park you have loved. You remember when the
bld residence was rezed and a famous landscape gardener's art helped
bring the park into beinge. It may happen that you Willbnot walk
there again on a misty morning in early spring. You may not see it
again when the frogst fairies have been at work and each separate
twig and branch bends in graceful sprays of fragile loveliness.

At evening on your street the lights glow softly
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through friendly windows. Windows you have seen bright with
festivities and darkened when sickness and sorrow were there. Good
neighbors are like the mérriage vow, "In sickness and in health."

There have been flurries and tense moments, but you
know in your heart, if you fell and got 5roken anywhere, (and even
rotund, apparently pliable ladies have had this very thing happen
to them,)Mis. S0. and So. and Mrs. Such and Such-~-yes, and Mrs. Thus
and S0, would hasten to your home, bringing cepable hands, help, and,
perhaps, best of all ~ laughter and fun, snd you would rise up end
cell them blessed, providing you were not broken in the wrong place.
You may tfavel far and take up your abode in Kokomo or Podunk but
this has been your home during the best part of your life for making
friends and there is & holy of holies set apart in your affections
for them.

And your friends' children! Where will your kiddies
find others so lively or interesting? It was years ego you learned
to applaud and mediate, but never attempt any setting to rights
between your own children and anothers. The mother of & child under
six is a tiger defending her young against all comers, and perhaps
it is just as well that way, too. At any rate, let her alone. Many
wested hours and tears may be avoided by an adherence to this simple
rule.

Such changes as there have been! The whiney littleé boy
who took his own temperature each morning is s University Soccer Star
now, and I've no doubt that "little devil] Buddie, next door will
grow up to be a deacon in the church. It would serve him right!

The 1little home barque, the skipper of which you have
sailed and fought with fdr twenty years, has touched at different
ports, but none so hard to sail away from as this.

But, up with the anchor and give thanks that you go not
far, The new port is direcét on the sea's highway and should friends
chance to voyage that way, there would be feasting and rejoicing in

their honor.
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GET THE HABIT.

We venture to ssseverate that no one who has
seen the Broadway Players at the Warrington Theatre needs
to be told that Oak Parkers are very fortunate to have
entertainers in their habitat who would merit & long run
at & loop theatre in either of several plays they have
staged for one week periods.

"Excuse me from stock companies” was common Oak
Fark parlance when these players essayed to take up the
burden which had proven too much for their predecessors.

It is true thet in the first four weeks they
muet have lived meinly on hopes and credit. At present
2ll hammers are buried and the predominating comment is
"How did such a strong organization ever hepren to come
to the Warrington - it seems too good to be true”.

The Broadway players are not only confined to
six days in the week, but at present are devoting Tuesday
evenings as a benefit for some charity or other good
public cause, so that every good citizen and citizeness
should encourage them to stay and continue giving the
biggest dollar's worth in these parts, by meking a resolu-
tion to attend each play that is put on.

Thie is not an advertisement, but merely em-

phasizing facts that bear stressing. We would refuse
to accept passes if offered and prefer to boost for the
sake of helping out a good cause, while it is helpable,
rather than to keep mum now and write an elegy later.
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Mondey Night.

Iy Dear Pal and Cuckoo; =-

Well here I am, en route, as the saying

goes, only couple hours from old Chi and you, starting my first

2 -t .
letter in therbservat@ry car, and the only ¢ guy who thinks enough
of hig best girl to miss her so much and so guiek as to commence
writing so suddenlye.

i party who saw us aurevoiring et the

by
ey

depot is giving me a I-got-you-Steve sguint, but it mekes no
neverminds to me for I'1ll toss up my hat and tell the world

there's none better than my nifty side-kick. How's that for
handing you & package.SOph?

Now, on the other hand, while your out-
lines and specifications are all to the good, I'1ll say a long
distance hand-shake is no way to leave a guy that's got the nerve
to go to Califormia to pull the stunt of carving li fortune and
sending for you when he gets the jack. You shoulﬂ of took my
hint and went %o press with me catech as cateh can snd anyway slipped
me a quick breaking smack on the mug.

There is lots of fine lookers on this here
train, and how do I know hut some of them may vamp me now, where

you ha@in't been so tight with your feelings they would of kept

Speaking of these dames makes me think
about just after we started -m bird in my cer says to the porter
"George, the ladies seem to predominate this trip" and the porter
comes back "Yessah but it aint so bad in dis eah as de uddahs",

There's chickens to the front of us and
chickens to the back of us but antiques in Bonita - that's the name’

of our car, and Reposo is the next one ahead, It looks the Pullmen
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Tollowing is what happened after the aforesaid -

There is & English Jane in upper 6 and when I
made my ontray in Bo from the 0B. car, here she comes down
the lane. Now, she is built like a 20 story building on &
o5 £, lot, and being in & upper instead of a lower don't
bother her none. T calls her So~long-Mary; she is so long
she can reach clear out of God‘s\kﬁgwle&ge¢ Be that as it

may, sterting from the bottom, firet was slippers, then some

natural, then linen pants (on thesquare I swear they was),

&

above that was some kind of a light abbreviated overcoat and
e fluffy ruffles pink-and-white thing on her head. ©She was
e scream and I could hardly keep from exploding when we came
face to face. I put several birds onto this so she'll have
a bigger audience tonight. If Mack Sennett had been there
he'd a signed her for life. -

At breakfast I was sat at a two cylinder table
with & extra-sober looking skirt - oh, she was more reserved
then a theater with no standing room for sale, so I wouldn't
even ask her would she pass the salt. Bubt, high, low and
behold before she got through her shredded wheat she thawed
and we was talking about this, that and the other. It seemed
she. had taken a posted gwaguate course at the U. of Chi. and
was handed a doector's decree. She talked matter-of-factly
about metaphysics and I pretended it was a swell Sﬁbjee% for
breakfast with a stranger.

Later, when I was in the smoker, the conductor
comes in and says "Is there a doctor here® Io one answers so
I told him I met & women doc at bregkfast and that I think
roosts in Reposo. He thanks me and says a youhg lady is

gick in Wetamoo.



"Soph it looks like T made a bone play in
regards to telling the con abouﬁﬁh&t woman because the
next time I saw her she seemed quite parboiled and looked
like she wanted to intorduce & process of'recrimination
towards me. She kept her thoughts to herself but I don't
beiieve they were such as to be fit company for a perfect
lady. A

I suppose the sick girl's case wasn't in the
metaphysics line and my tipping off to the con she didn't
take in the right vein or arteryf It made me vow a vow
never to think I know anythiﬁg abott what s strange woman
is libel to want a guy to do.

W

It kinda dopes out that

A1
0l

the ones which loo

-
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¥
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P

they are willing to meet & guy helf way or three quarters

probly will give him a jolt if he gets a little familiar,

while those he is apt to pass up with the idea of playing
safe are maybe like this here Mons Iizzie waiting and
anxious for a bird %o start the proceedings, so both

o
7

kinds get sore &t what he does, whether it is something
or nothing.

Oh Soph, yvou are a ding dong bell

Your charms are more than I can tell

0f course you know &ll this darned well

But I am missing you like - everything.

I must be turning in or what's the use of paying
for a2 Pullman bed, so here's where I put on the reel entitled
"Full speed for Dreamland”.

With a whole volcano ruption of love,

Yours personally,

Tommie



The next week Wednesday.

My Dear Lalspalusa: -

Now you mey think it funny I only wrote you
once and that was the first two days on the train coming here to
Los Angeles, but I didn't have a good chance after that on the
trein and when I landed here there was no letter waiting like T
wag in hopes there would be, althdugh it finely has come. What's
the idea about being so p'lite, and though vou didn't need %o be
mughy, just saying a few things to brace me ﬁm as to where T
stand wouldn't of cost vou nothing. At the same time, knowing
your constitution and by-lews, any smsll favors are received
flamboyantly (whatever that means) but the larger you come through

the more reckless the abandon. I em kidding myself along like

a C. 8, that you maybe would think that jollying me any more than
this might of cost me the price of & new 1id or the public-be-
demned would of thau@ht.that my conduck afterwards must be such
that I am breaking the 18th Amendment. You don't even say I am
in the last niche in the last row of your Hall of Pane.

ow, believe me, the next time you write, if
the tone sounds to me 1iké I was just an alsoran I will have %o
decide with deep regrets, as they say, that it is me for the dig-
card and there will be no comeback.

Prom where I left off in the other letter,
things went vpretty good except when we got in the mountains s tire
come off a big front wheel of the engine on the left hend side
nearest the canyon, that d4id not look as though it had no bottom,
80 while we was only derailed it struek me as though it was going
to be a detour to our finish. That made the train late and
I was starved when we reached our nredestination.

I had wired Billy White and he was there to



meet me. This town seems to specialize in swell-looking cornfed
girls and I heve met e number I gotta admit, but Selms snd Marie
are the class of the Coast. They was up to Billy's place. At
first they scted like I wasn't on earth but finely Selms came over
and sat on my knee, and just to be p'lite I says "I'11 make 2 bet
that I can hug you tighter than you can me", and she only looked
me in the eye and says "I bet you can too". Then Marie comes
over and joins the party so I says to her "Iet me give you a kiss
and if you say you don't like it I will never ask for another”,
but she ssid it was lovely and duplicated the order. We had a
charlesdickens of a time and it was funny because neither one
seemed to take no exception to the triangle, and they took the
T.os out of Los Angeles for me. As you were Sophl These are
kid sisters, five and three years old respectfully.

You gay in your letter not to get in the movies,
but it looks like I will have to either do that or try %o get a
job on & ranch. I don't mean to be no actor on the stage, but
they need good decorators setting up fake rooms at the Tmion
scale and plenty of overtime at time~and-a~helf, and maybe I can
get by as one. T will go the rounds more and see what else there
is, also wait to hear if you think this is 0.7%7.

fverybody's on the go, also the earth, which they

say have done several shimmies lately, which caused lots of folks
frigazee~of-the~brain so they hiked %o other fields, but the town

limits is only stopred by the ocean and the mountains so they have



so they have the biggest smuare miles of any burg on esrth.
T haven't spent a thin dime on any girls but
Selms and Marie, and with continuously confounded interest

and wishing you hepny days, also hoping you are well, in-

3 .

cluding your mother, I am,your ne plus ulster kid.
With as much love as your'terminaIiggn hold,
happy days.
Write quick or wire me if you are lonesome,

Tommie.



THE SONG OF DEATH.

A Tale of the mountains of the moon.

Do=-you~know-those-mountains-yonder,--the-lountains~of-the-liocon ?"
The question was asked with difficulty between the quiek breaths
as the old man lay/propped outside the tent with his Fface to the 7
West. The evening mists had settled and the night was elear. The old
mald seemed to shiver a little and I brought & skin rug from the tent
and gently laid it over him, but careful as I was he daught his breath
with pain when it touched him tho no sound came from his lips whiech
seemed unduly white beneath the Africen tan.
"You mean the name the Arabs use for the range yonder" I asked.
"Yes," said ﬁheoégn; "and=-tonight-is=a-good-night-to-gee~why-
they-call-it~that,”

His speech came brokenly and we sat in silence except for his

hurried breathing and gazed away across the deserted plain some

1

thirty miles to where Iit. Xibo, the highest crest of the Xilimen jaro
mountains rose & clear four miles into.%he midnight air. The moon was
at its full and directly over head, and the effeet was startling even
at that distence. The whole body of the mountain mass was lost in the
shadows of the nighty but the great snow cap of the giant peak glowed
and glistened under the moon and no one could understand how the native
had worshipped it. The air grew colder as we Wateﬁed, and at last I
rose and replenished the fire and then turned my attention tomaking
the o0ld men comfortable. I had arranged his blankets and skins and a
warm drink which he sipped gratefully tho with extreme difficulty and
then I prepared to leave him for the night when he spoke again.
EEQ-,yoﬁ-must-not-leave-me;-for~I-must-ﬁell-you~my~story—tomight;-
tomorrow-it-will-be~too~late.” Bach word was an effort that cost him
pain but there was no lack of decision in his manner and one could Sece
he had lived to be obeyed. So I brought my own blankets nearer to his
and wrapped myself up to listen. It was such an experience as comes
only once in a lifetime, and all thought of S8leep was banished as T

looked into his strong and controlled face.At once it came to me as

ok
Sl
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looked that I was going to believe what this mantold me, and a great
sympathy for him, suffering the pain of his broken body came over me,
and then I forgot all abuut him in the wonder of the story he told there
under the African stars. He told it without interruption from me
except for a question now and then when I did not understand him, and
‘the pauses which came when his failing strength left him for & moment
aﬁhauated. But his iﬁdomiﬁable will which had carried him thru so much
in the heart of the black continent did not fail himnow and he went on
tho more and more brokenly to the end. To make the story easyer for
the reader I have left out the gaps when he paused for breath and when
the pain caused him to close his eyes, and I am telling it as a con-
nected whole,

"The natives called me'The Hand of God' he began, because of my
8traight ‘shooting with the rifle. liany = one has owed his life %o my
presence at a time of erisis in the hunt whether Ffrom the elephant or
tiger or buffalo, and they have not been ungrateful thru the years.

I have just been %o Zngland for the first time in 30 years. I took good
yellow gold with me to pay my passage and keep me while seeing the great
cities which I had only heard about for the score and a half of years
in which I hunted and prospected here in the heart of Afriea, And when
it was time to come back I kmew I should never sece England again; and
in bidding her goodby I brought out with me the things I had wanted so
long and could not get here. I ceme back with the best rifles the world %

afforded, and I brought my own equipment to make ammunition with when
the supply I brought out should be exhausted.I had wonderful clothes
for the veldt, and a camping equipment which probably no other man ever
had here, and I came to stay and enjoy the rest of my life in sueh ‘
hunting as pleased me, for I had enough to live on and I thought my
real days work was done and I was entitled to finish my days as I'pleagaﬁ
and on that plan I started out.
The lure of Africa is a very real thing., When I landed at Zenzibar
I began to feel at home as I had not felt it in England, and the days

of preperation for the trek inland were as happy as any of my life,
I was coming back to the life I loved, the life that had possessed me

for thirty years, and I planned every package and hired every boy of
ny company with the greatest satisfaction. I have not the strength to

tell of the friends I met and the good times we had before I took the
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trail for the interior for T have only strength for what you are enti-
tled to hear and T will tell only necessary things. I came inland ower
the o0ld familiar route and it was a happy day for me when yonder moun-
tain, partly hid in the elouds but still sufficiently visible rose abow
the plain and I kmew I was nearing the first extended camp I was to
make. I sent back my cafriers when my cemp had been established and
kept but three boys who were to serve as cook and helpers as need arose,
Two of them had served with me before and the other was a friend of
theirs so I was happy in knowing I could depend on their faithfulness
So far as & native will be faithful in this mysterious land.
I suppose I had spent two months in occasional hunting, when one
afternoon I found my gun-bearer fingering a curious piece of stone.,
I took it from him and notieed as I did so he was looking at the top
of the great peak yonder., The stone was a conglomerate and streaked
all thru with silver. As I looked up my gun-bearer was muttering to
himself and I had him repeat what he had said, namely, that the top
of Mbts Kibo standing 20,000 feet above the Plain was made of silver
and that this stone had come from the swmmit. T knew of course that
only two men had eﬁer reached the top, but I could not but be struek
with what he said, for the Arabs have called it the Mountein of Silver
&8s well as the Mountain of the Moon.

I knew of course that neither my boy nor any of his friends had
been to the top of the great peak to get this stone, yet the stone was
here and if any mad did know where it came from his fortune might be-
come one of the great fortunes of the earth. The boy was backword about
telling anything further and there was some fear in his eyes when I
t01d him he must tell, and even then I got nothing from him but the
statement that if I would come with him he would show me the place,

I rose up at onceto go but he turned beek and geecured two of my rifles
one of which I carried, the regular game rifle, while he carried the
elephant gun which is no light load. He had & special respect for this
weapon as I well kmew, and I had the feeling it gawe him greater confide
ence in going to whateWer we were to meet %o have it along. There was
no one else about campa as we started on the trip which he said would
not take long; but it was sufficiently long so that he will never come
back and as for myself I saw the last of my camp that afternoon, and

unless you take back the story my other two boys will never know what
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has become of mes"

I looked at the 0ld manclosely to see how much might lie behind his
last words, for it did not occur to me then he was dbout to die. Did
he think the passage was closed behind him and that some power would
keep him from returning? I could only guess, and so said nothing as I
settled back again to listen, for it was easier for him to speak when
there were no interruptions and he could follow entirely his own thought

of what he wanted to say.

We had not gone farlon our trail, he resumed, when I perseived
we were going along & path I had not yet taken and which led directly
toward the lower of the two peaks which made up the great mountain
masse Mbe Kibo was the higher but lay further west. As we had come in
from the east coast the lower peak known as Mt. Mawenzi was nearer to
us and toward this we were now travelling. I suppose we had moved for-
ward fifteen miles and I was begimning to wonder how much further we hai
to go when my boy stoppdd abruptly and unrolled a package of lunch
he had brought along. I agked him how mueh further it was and he said
not far, but that he preferred to have me eat before we finished the
journey, which was his way of saying he did not want to finish the trip
without eating himself. I made no objection=, and yet I notieced he took
an unusually long pull at the flask of tea he carried for himself at
his girdle while carrying a second flask for me? The boy seemed to be
under some excitement, but I could see nothing in the surroundings to
cause alarm and went on in full confidence we would soon come to a vein
in the mountainside which would reveal where the rock of silver had
been found. Suddenly my boy halted and pointed to & mass of low bushesd
against the side of the mountain. Then taking my arm, to have me close
at hand to support him he slowly drew me toward the spot he had indi-
cated,I was somewhat disturbed and drew my revolver to be ready for the
unexpected. He parted the nearest bushes and there before me lay the
body of a native with the flies buzzing overhead and a mark darker than
the black of his skin showing where the blood had dried on his fore-
head from & wound Jjust below the temple., I stooped over him and could
see he had been killed by the blow from some blunt instrument. Beside
him lay a broken sack from which had rolled a few piéces of roek, I
picked one up and it was the mate to the rock of silver my boy had

brought, The white metal was all thru it am
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and my blood ran gemewhat faster than common as I realized we ware on
the trail of a real discovery. I had just straightened up with the rock
in my hand and had not yet had time to speak when there was a sharp
report and & rifle ball clipped thru the leaves over our heads, an d
I wheeled to find myself for the first time in my life locking down
the barrel of another mans gun. But that did not surprise me so much
as to see the kind of man he was. I was looking at the most magnificent
speciman of .manhood I had ever seen, About six feet and an ineh I would
say, dressed plainly but in the best the world had to bff&r, and tho
bronzed by constant exposure to the weather he was as surely a white
man as you or I. :
- I started to walk toward# him to express my surprise and greetimgs
when he spoke and I then remembered he hed fired a shot in ny genef&l
direction and that I w=as still covered with his weapon, This time I
looked at him more carefully and Wé% a8 much amazed the second time as
the first, for in bearing and features he was a king among men if there
§ ocuch a thing, There was a quiet power him it is utterly impossable
X :

i
to describe, and yet I felt it in those firs

&

moments as certainly as I
was to sce and feel it in the days to come. There was no excitement
about him, but as =soon as he saw he had my attention he lowered his
gun and leaning his arm on it spoke very quistly,

"You have come to find the body of my slain boy and his bag of
silver., You must Imow something of how he died," he =aid, and then
waited looking at me the while as tho we were in his drawingroom in
England and he were speaking of the mounting of a butterfly instead of
the death of a men. By this time I had sufficiently recovered to speak
and told him how I had come after seeing the piece of silver ny gune
bearer had brought into camp. He turned slowly to look carefully at my

boyiofiher hhesphkwein thonnjtidmé mpnpuy andkedkeddhomshe cam

boye. Then he spoke in the native tongue and asked how he came in POS=
session of the silver =tone, and my boy sulked and was afraid and said
he had found it. There was aen instents pause and then o flame secemed

to blaze in the atwangara face and he hi=sed some word to my boy I did

not understand. I turned to the boy as he spoke and the change in him

was instantaneous. The boys eyes went wide, there was & tremble to his
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"Yes I will tell kim all. Just let thy slave live."

"Speak,” said the stranger, and the trembling boy needed no
second command, He had been passing along the trail; a woman lived
that way and he had followed her. On his return he had s~en birds
hovering over the bush, the scavenger birds of Afrieca, and knowing the
meaning he had parted the bush to see whaﬁ hed died there and found the
body and the silver.
The effeet on the stranger was apparently satisfactory. He turned
again to me and asked for the loan of my boy to help cover the hody w
with stones as there was no other burial possable for the moment; and
it was & queer sight to see the power of the man as he adjusted this
and that rock to suit him, while my boy carried and obeyed as he had
never done for me. The silver was hidden in one end of the pile and
then the man turning to me said we were now ready to go on to his ecamp.
I looked at him in wonder,

"I have no desire to go further" I =aid; the day is passing and it
is three hours journey from here to my headquarters, I am indeed sorry
your boy hes been killed but I do not see how I can be of further use
nowe I will bring & hundred men and we will search the mountain fo r
the murderer tomorrow if you wish, but tonight I will return to my tertV

The stranger looked at me with a kind of high patience. "It 1¢ true
you do not know me,"™ he said kindly, and then as he spoke his voice
gathered in strength; "but you will find it sufficient to trust my
judgment. Before you arrived I had searched my servants body; the silver

was & blind. He was taking out 2 message, and the silver is left while

the message is gone. The time has come for action and I chall need
your help."™ He again looked at me most carefully for a moment and
apparently Satisfiéa about something he came up till his body touched
héne. Knee‘to knee, chest to chest we stood, I am not a small manbut
he towered abOVe me @& good three inches, and for & moment I who.have
scarsely ever known fear wondered what might come of the strange move=-
ments of my companionj and then looking into my eyes and saying mnever
a word he took my hand in a strange manner, Suddenly my heart leapt
within me; I heve not told all here but I have to1d enough for out of
the past there smrged thru my broken memory &a éartain grest call for
help, and while I had forgotten the answering sigh I ouickly drew a

simple figure in the ground at our feet; a moment later we had both



stepped upon it and clasped our hands; and with no knowledge of who he

w&s,'aﬁﬁ with no question from him as to who I was we turned our backs

upon the trails to Zan-ibar and the coast and as the sun began to dip
toward the horizan we turned sharply to the west with my elephant gun
bringing up the rear and for an hour made no sound save as our heavily
shod feet crunched the gfavel of the fading trail we were following

up the mountain.

It was Jjust dark when we came to the trail's end. It had not brot
us snywhere except to a shelf of the mountain where was a cleared level
place?, From here we could look backover the great valley toward the
river and then toward the west Bhere rose the giant foot hills that
lay Dbetween us and Mﬂwanﬁi, the lower of the two great peaks which
make up the mountain mass, We stood there in the hurrying twilight for
a considerable space, Iy companion was studying the ground beside him.
Onece he walked to a bush and attentively examined it. Apparently sat-
isfied with what he found he returned and speaking for the first time
within an hour stated we were near the end of our journey. He said we
would f£ind camp comfortable and he asked me to show no surprise at
whatever might happen. I was to understand he was my friend, and that
if good came to him it would come to me also, and if we were successfil
in our mission we would both realize we had reached the end of our
laBors. He said this very quietly and very confidently and I was lifted
in my soul as I have never been liftéd by any other man whatever;
and out here on the veldt we come to know men too.But without waiting
for my reply the stranger turned and led the way down an almost ime-
possable declivity. Portly walking, partly slipping we ceme at last to
the bottom about a hundred feet below the top and then turning abruptly
we entered a cave, There was no confusion here, no one seemed 'sur-
prised but myself and my boy still carrying the elephant gun; but how
they knew we were coming was beyond me. The cave was not large as
mountain caves go; perhaps forty feet dmep wide by & hundred deep,
and with torched burning round the sides, tho the mouth of the cave
turned so that no light was visable to anyone crossing on the other
side of the valley. Perhaps 30 men were standing roubd the sides as we
entered. We stopped for a moment as we came fully into the light till
oubt eyes became accustomed to the chenge from the night without. Then

the leaderspoke and without confusion meny things happened., Pirst two
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natives came forward snd relieved us of our gun Placing them behind piles
of blankets and skins, so that each of us as he sat-had his own gun .
directly behind him and in easy reach. Then we were led to g hoilcw

in the roeck where cool water was ready and we washed; at least the leader
and I did. I do not remember about my carrier boy. Then we two were
Seated at a table made from the bamboo which grows s plentifully on

the mountainsides and food was set before us; PFor one I was hungry with
the long walk and the excitement of the day. 5

Lft§r supper we smoked while the men withdrew to the back end of the
cave and prepared for sleep. The fire was getting low when there was
: & call of the mountain warbler, the good-night 8leepy call of a tired
bird; this was repeated twice, The man opposite me had raised his
head at the first notes of the call and listened intently, Then i%
had ended I was more startled than by anything that had happened up to
that time as the answering eall of the birds mate sounded right beside
me within the ecave. It was not at some distance but was right there,
Just where I was, The Stranger smiled at my wonder and then I remem=
bered myself and settled back; he had answered the eall himself for it wa.
was the passing of the night Signals which meant that all was well.
Iy host rose, stretched his megnificent height upwards, and then proint-
ing to the blamkets where Iwas to 8leep with my rifle just at my hand
he bowed and turned away to his own, and in a few moments there was
Slilence in the cave except for the heavy breathing of sleeping men.
It was still dark when I awoke. The light from outside but dimly
1it the cave even at noouday and it must still have been early dawn.
I had no idea where I was and made Bo effort for Some %time to collect
my thoughts as I seemed to be in dreamland. There was faint music in
the distance; it might have been in some cathedral, and I half dreamed
and was borne along on the deep full tide of itp Then I was widgr
awake and suddenly fully so and with every nerve atingle. Had I not
lived for 30 years in Afrieca? Yot I had never known what was happening
nows I suddenly sat up and strained every nerve to listen and under-
stand what was tgking place.

Nothing was moving in the cave so far as I could See but the cave
was full of sound, sound which came from a distance; it was some form
of shant. I had neve~r heard anything like it save that it resembled
the few songs I had heard the natives 8ing when they sang of death.

Yet they never sang it as this song was sung; there was a recitative
quality about it, and the movement was slow and not of great volume

at the first; but gradually the tone rose from level to level with a
strangely weird note that thrilled me even at +the distance that seper-
ated me from its =ource; and then it rose again; & voice, a great
voice, a voice in a thousand with such control and melody in it i1l i%
came to the -last change is 2 higher note still. Think nok from this de-
seription that it was in a high register; it wes all in the range of a
bass voice and that made the high notes a8ll the mors penetrating and
powerful. It wee the voice of o men and as it rose %o fhe last level the
power eand the passion of it rumbled thru the cave. My eyes were more
accostomed to the light now and I noted the forms of the natives with
their heads to the fFfloor as they listened, and when it suddenly atopped
there was a sort of a gasp as strong men drew breath again after long
suspense, I turned to my own boy and he was prone like {he rest, and he
trembled as he rose when the sound ceassed and came over to me. I had never
seen him so tamed and feasrful as at thot moment.

Then there was the sound of heavy feet along the cave floor and
my host of the night came from the rear of the cave, and it flashed over
me in wonder--Could it have been his voice? And if Jes,why? H=2d he chanted
that terrible thing in a hidden room behing the cave? And if it had been
he, to what purpose had it been done? He did not pause beside me but went
on to the moubth of the cave. I followed slowly, and as I did not wish %o
intrude on him I stopped at the pool of water and again bathed my face and
felt fresher for what the day night have in store for us;then I went on
to the cave mouth,

The dawn was not fully come; the deep valley below us was still
in the shadow, and then ass I looked upward there rose into the blasing
light of the sun the two great peaks, Mawenzi close at hand and Mt. Xibo
geven miles further om, the highest things on the A
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African continent, and both of these great peaks were silver witite int the
sunlight as a new day swept in resistless flood over these lountains of
the lloon,.

It was when I turned back from this wonderful picture that for the
first time I noticed the woman; she must have followed the leader out
when he came from the back of the caves At the same moment he turned and
saw her alsoe It was worth living for, to see the=e two together. she
was black it was true; but have you seen a beautiful black woman?0ne
in whom the nobility of character stands out in her erect carriage and
the fearless yet modest eye?

Well, this was such a woman; nineteen or twenty years of age and
Just in the full flush of young womanhood. There she stood before him
with her soul in her eyes, and if ever a dog looked unutterable love and
devotion to its master she looked these things as the gunlight from the
great snow peaks opposite was reflected in her face. And he? Well he
stood there, and there seemed to be just o little droop in the grest
Shoulders and a look for & moment as of pain in his face as he looked
down upon her,

It seemed the look & father might give to & child who could not have
what it wented and whose disappointment grieved him. Then he spoke to her
and it was in the common speech and standing there I eould but hear all
he said. 'You have been faithful %o me beyond the ways of women' he began
and you have made it possable for me to succeed. Without you I would never
dare return to the cliff; but you have taught me the song and if I succeed
it will be because what you have taught me has saved my life; and if it
does succeed your name will live while the gtories of the great and faith -
fulare told among the people,!

There wag s pause and then in hurried 1ittle tones she answered him.
That ohe loved him was all too plain, and that she was his to the utter-
most limits of giving was also plain, and what she said, simple as it was
could not have been said betterby the grest of the earth and T felt I
was looking deeper into the human heart than I ever should again. Her voice
was low and heautifule.

"Yes if you succeed my nsme will live among the names of the great
and faithful; but what of me? Am I not as much as my name? I have taught
you it is true, but not that I might gain a name by it; you are my life
and I have helped you that you might succedd and yet if you do suceceed
I loose you forever.

There was & long silence and he made no effort +to hide the pain
in his heart. When he spoke his voice was =s gentle as & mothers.

"Yes you are right. You have made it perhaps possable for me to
suceeed, and if I succeed you will lose me; that is 211 true, and yet
you would not stop me if you could. You too have felt something of the
power that drives me on." Then his voiee became deeper, that wonderful
voice, and I was reminded of the terrible chant which had wakened me in
the morning.

"Yes I must go om even if it takes me from you; and when I have
suceeeded, ( and here I was thrilled by the tone of confidence thet swelled
into his voice,) and you have lost me you will still be glad ypu helped,
The one great thing in your life that you would not have taken out of it
is that we have been together and that you have helped me succeed, Is it
not even sof?"

And he reached out his hands and put them on her bare shoulders
and looked deeply into her eyes. Her whole body guivered as hie hands
touched her; for a moment his gaze held hers and thenshe sank quietly
to the floor and bhowed her head upon hig feet and remained there in
utter wsilence, Then he spoke again and there was great pity in his
voice, ;

/
/z

"It is time to go now. You will remain in the room at the back; no
men cen enter without your comsent so well is the entrance protected, I /
shall take the entire party with me and it will be night before any return /
they will tell you of what the day has brought and you will do what seems /
to you good afterwards. Rise, it is time to go." /

v

g
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She rose without a word and for & moment looked into his face; there
was unutterable devobtion in her look; then putting her hands to her neck

b A 4

she 1ifted from it a golden chain from which hung some strange Jjewel which

e Nt ok

had been concealed by the simple garment which covered her breast. Quickly
she stood on tiptoe anfi put the chain round the mans neeck, and then she
turned, stepping lightly into the shadows and the next moment was gone.

I looked back at the stranger; he had turned, and the light from the
eternal snows of the Eilmanjaro range was shining on his face and when I
saw the look there I understood why she had loved him, And he did not

remove the 1little golden chain from his neck.
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