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there were many suich days on. this hill Jjutting into!the'sea;~9ne could
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Hr. Flahrel qudered what game it was he wanted to play.@, ; %;?Jv

ant George understood ’ : ° % A
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Varlations on a Theme of Conc1lat10n N IR T
And .a Reo B
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‘ Bastern Boulevard was. deserted that early Sunday - mornlng, and George )
felt at peace with himself and the World .as he sauntered down the embank- f

memt to the lowest terrace overlooking the bay. To Gedrge this*highi@@xﬁ& e

in the bay was like an impfeé%blg fortress, its gentle curves surrounded

~on three sides by rocky ramparts.‘A fortress at once forbiddingﬂtq»an ad= ‘%

venturous and fool-hardy invader from'the sea, as well as a mighty look- . s

out- for the defendér on land. On days when the air was crystal-clear, andv‘:

see objects with. the clarity of a stereoscopeﬁ'pictures_ffameﬁion'thé

eye-lens  in bold relief and brilliance. One could follow from this §an;ﬂl”

tage;poiﬁt‘the pinnacle of an ocean-going liner to its vanishing point

into the curvature of the earth & g 1‘ -
He found a bench and spread the fresh—smelllng Sunday Edition of thef?‘

Eventide on his lap. The chimera of the day- before, fraught with the Lo~ L

heartache of emotion, of deciS{on and parting, was a distant illumion dis-

solving rapidly in the clean fresh air and bright wara sunlight. There was s

- the elation in him of a feeling of well—befhg and f?@édom. Then hls eyes

caught the caption of his article,-his last one at least for the time
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being-— and his mind sw:.ftly swirled down into the dismal® doldrum of dis;nay' ;

and doubt, as he was seized by the torture of self recrimination ghd de-
nial. He was Just a rebellious prig or he wouldn't write such absurdq.ties.
What does he kno;; of po].-.itic~s. Taft is a good ’fellow. Why the gall against
nim? And the Boss playing along with him. What must he think of Him now?
Of all the dross, dribble and drivell He thrust the paper aside. All the
droll drivel of ~-the othersl The @ot’—mouthings s the mutterings, the gossips;
the guesses, the blatant-blather of the. guesser—gossips, the erudite gos-
lings, the know—-it—%lls s and the fools! And he among them! They spread the
red blood on white paper Imstead of black J.nk —— the poison-traders.
Viould the .y-'orla be better off with mquth-to-—mouth compmunication instead of
the written word? To be sure there.is the haranguer ,' the demagogue, the
spell-binder; they can bespoil and plunder the soul as, the poisqn-pen, bq,t
at least you have hinm before ;;'ou, hear -his voice and look -at his cr:i,mson-:

bloated face, or the dry fig of a palé—-face‘ fwiﬁﬁ the sneering. stratght lifis

~0f_thin white lips; his écurriloufs pouting mouth, the Ogie in his bulging
eye; and you know he is a screa:};ﬁing,; liar, a scurvey scfaﬁ‘i:'ous scapegrace,

‘and an unscrupulous thief and. charlatny if at all you héye a discerning

soul. If your mind is unalerted you listen.to”the glib and flamboyant tongus

and you are enchanted ,- for he has the mag:":‘c‘ of the snake-charmer. Carried
‘away by his own words, he carries away the’ unwarj ﬁth him .—-to their own
undoing.- The concilliation between his ego and his tongp:e* :i.sf- spilled, \o.ver‘
to his audience. And they struggle to sever and rid themse‘lv‘és of the‘ en—
snaring invisible threads that hold them ever tighter, and there is rebel-
lion in their hearts, _an& 1 biﬁ of. tug-of-war, but in the end the Grand.
Concilliation covers them all like the waters.of. theé sea, and they suc-
cunb and they are the vietims. ind the demi-god of. the empty phrase, and
the platitude, and the big lie stands in his unholy and heroic ~g"f':‘;f)roport:I.ons
a colossus, leering in his final and complete victory.

But often the spokem empty phrase floats away and is sunk by the v&ight
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e%%;eason. The reign,of the lylng'word may be brlef, to vanlsh llke smo&e
in the upper atmOSphere of clar1ty. But not so with. _the wrltten word. It
stands out like a monument ; and the p01son—pen.11ke a rapler. Those in-
sidious words, black on white, they stand out crafty and bold on; the see—~
ming white punit?‘g%agigkgreund' and bore into your brain and marrow like
‘a poisoned arrow. Like the fang of the cobra it spills 1ts venom in the w
Jjungle of inuendo, in.the insimation of the sly-word; the .mi§ 1 represenr-
tation, and misinﬁerpretatian; iﬁ the abuse of the %ruth; by the protes-
tatlon,of the half—truth. The truth and the falsehood the truism and the
trick march side by 31de in the narrow path of the treasonable mlnd And in.
250%in ‘the written’ wordyr
the mouth . of-the treason—speaker, the agony of the twisted truth which is »

the grand lie, is the unspeakable treacnery which is polished and shined

E

* - and glozed overssb that the ertten.word may look more_the genulne article

of innocence and goodness. '{

He thrust the paper wway from hxm, and the light breeze that suddenly
sprang up flapped and shuffled 1t around his feet. He kicked it sharply,
away . It arose like a prehistoric bird and floated~out to sea. "Good

riddance," he murmured smiling, '"hope 'l never-see it again."

George reached the top of the hill where a broad macaadam road wes
leading off to the right.A short distance aﬁd he would descend to the beach
and the bathing cabins. & good swim would refresh him; and it was too nice
a day not to indulge in his favorite sport. Especially the last day home.
Where he was going there was no ocean-bathing for nigh a hundred miles. He
hadn't walked far before he heard the exciting tooting of a horn and the
onrush of a shiny new autcomobile that haltéd with screeching brakes in front
of him. Instinctively he jumped aside and,stood aﬁ&:sﬁgéd on the shoulder
of the road, his nerves a bit ruffled. There came to him a chorus of laugh-
ing foiees, one of which he rcognized unmistakingly belonging to Mr. Dreen,

"Imagine you dropping out ofvnowhere, George," Solomon_chuckled.

o
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L3 suppese ‘I should be tha.nkfu]; f'or‘ ;;ot running me o{rer ,'." Eeor‘;ge
-gnswered after a bit, regaining his’ composure.

"Rather a disgraceful thing to. do to a fellow, Solomon, " Lei;laf’ eaid
witb mobk chagrin. "Now, if Foster were driving I!'d put it to inexperience,
but you had the car three days.n!

"Now isn't 1t a long time to be drivj.ng!"'LSolomon ’rebul:ed her good-.
naturedly, facing "abou't to;wﬁere» shé 'was“i'si{:ting in t]:ie rear.- "But my
apologies. oy share in the. shameful Wish to surprise you, George. But. I
. was able to halt in tlme, wasn't I, hena"“ v

‘ "Just ‘wheret'd 1 be if Foster had been drlving!" George wondered aloud,
‘a bit :I.ronically. ‘ ‘ I : ' ;

"Foster will be tdriving soon enough; " Solomon said . "He had his first
lesson thls Borning. A wonderful road for iearnmg Especz.ally Sunday mor-
"""nmgs. Not ‘a soul until you showed up.n

"This.is our graduation present tox:_‘Fo'séer ," Trena, was. bﬁb_bi‘iqé over’
with Joy. o | o

"Only he didﬁ't know it-till about tvzzo iaours agd;"_delomoh winked- o

at George. THad to learn:io handle 1t myself before presenting it to our.
to our... to...” ‘ ) b
" _mA hendsome thing;" George came to his rescue. Still, Solomon was
in 'that.. other vworld, George thought . He had made a desperate effort to reach
out and over and had failed. The word "son" had eluded him and stuck in his
throat. So mear, on the threshold of Foster's world. And yet....Even the
cmtrolled voice of the placid and experlenced vocalizer had faltered a'l:
the crucial $est. Maybe better so. Not time yet, Solomon, to call him
your own. Well — better sol "Even smells new," he added. "Looks lower, and
more streamlined than the Franklin. What's its name?"

Reo,® Solomon said proudly. o

At Solamon's side on the front seat Foster set in silence with his = »

own thoughts. ‘He couldn't help appreciate the handsome gift, neither could
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the sacrifice his mother and “stepfather had maderescape him. "Easy eneugﬁ
to acknowl[edge it from his mother‘. But was he of a mind to do so with: this

etrange man, rwho by some strange quirk of fate had married his mother? | T
“Two worlds so mear, yet...! ' *
- Geaorge read the turmoil in Foster's mind, but chose to- ignore it.

He said, "Quite a difference, Foster, between this -and the old men's
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electric cubicle that crawls at ten miles per. -

Foster colored,. but said n&thing.

Solomon anxious to avoid further embarrassment _to Foster ’ said: "If
you'd see your way to remain the summer here, George, what fun you and our -
Fqsier could have with the automobile." He ;Looked yearningly towargi Foster
for some ‘small sign’of 'x;eco‘gnition. How he'a like to identify himself with
this si:lendid example of American youthl!

The look on Solomon's face was almast pathetic. It dldn't escape Lenats
eyes. She said to George, "Wouldn't you come in and sit by ‘me here." She
opened the door, and moved over to make rcom for him. ‘

"With pleasure," as-George climbed in.

"A thrill 't;o sit here," Lena marveled as she took George's arm. 1

~ Solomon said, "Wouldn't you want to. $it behind the wheel once more,
Foster, to get the feel of it. Dr maybe drive it?" St

"es — tDad'M Foster said. ‘

The word swept so suddenly from Foster‘e lips that they looked up to
him with eyes overwhelmed with emotion, and a feeling of greatu joy was in
them, but not unmixed with a sense of consternation. They were not fooled
int;cr the belief that this was .a complete surrender by Foster, but that it
was a first step there could be no doubt. But was -it eo~ sudden és'. far as,
Foster was concerned? Could they have looked into his young heaft- they- would
" have seen how eagerly he had longed to pronounce the word that had been de-
nied him since early childhood. To taste it, to liisten to its sound - "Dad™{
“ He had learned to respect this large, big-hearted man. Could he '-_- lovel
But first —— first, conciliation! ' '




