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evil thing that's growing wivhin her. The Thing growing in her - in the
aeovet (omcs sacred, nowpolluted) depths of her body. She was(slightiy)
dwﬁ&ﬁiﬁﬁgssne‘mnst danee- on. She must torture her body. More effort, )
more\exnaustion and she would throw out that thing from her insides. Yes,
;very step muét be a'strennons st 6. ihe;battle of 1;he'aemonl It's he or
she. Dange after dance, the battle must .go on to the finish, A sundening-a«
tightening of her insides and a searing pain. Aha the Qdemon is lqeening |
his e¢lawg and is tearing her flesh in revenge. He is. being exorcised. Pain,
pain, the joy of pain! Wias there ever & pain of greater joy? What exqui~-
site senénalifyl Pain of the menses multiplied a hundred. fold. The blessing:
The pain.hasxpassed 1ik§ a tidal wave, but left her dry. Where is the |

o bloody tide? Alone agaln.she\is on the desertea arid island. The battle,

a.‘.,

,1% must go on. And she eixcles rounﬁ and round, and she steps high and
Jarring; and she is as swift as the demon within her. Ahd she exaggergtes
the “two-two, .and “the SHe=two, anid thesthres. And she flops and rises, an&
ghe splits, and sne throws herself around 1like & wild beast. A beast &t
“bay. The laga hqpe. The dancers' sattention is attractedxtp her. Foster
whispers 1nto her ear: "what is it, darlingl“ Suddenly he 1; efraid. Has
she gona mad? And the wnole thing%;s a mad wﬁirl. And the pain, it's there

3

egain. or 38 1t? She swooms in his arms. - A

o

CHAPTER gv

'If At A1l You Live

If &% all you live in thas grey ‘cold February morning., If at all you
1273 when you f£ind that nothing inside you has éhanged; If at all you live
‘after that night...¥ Tne sheme. The soandell

if at all you livel.
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Oh, but @ynthia:, you are young, sinewy and resil‘ient'. Ths. buds of

1ife just beginning to. open, and you want to smother them? Don'st walk on

' the precipice of fate, a.iac‘i don't look down into the bottomless pit of des-~

pair. It's all wrong, %“he illusion is false. For it's dark ‘there in the

pit. Iook up into the sky. No, You can't shake off the nftmarish delusion
of the night? And 11:‘.'9 a gray morning. The chill of the n:i,gnt ie 8%1ill in
the room, :fo:; the--full foree of the steam had not yet made its appearance

in the pipes and radistors. But yet the cheering crac':f)\.ing note in the

pipes and the whist’ling ip vhe valves, the oncoming head of steam, shoyld

. sober you.{ = ?mu shudder as if theve Wepeno warmth in the room, as if

you were d.rawing rawness from the outside, &s,if the walls were no barrier
between you and the falling feathery flakes., Falling snow always awakened

a sense of well-being in you, & tingling,a flushing of the blood, but not
now. You think > back bf your first appearance in New York, when yogﬁgﬁeppafﬂ
out fresh from Grand Central. There were flakes and light ami galgty, and
your heart responded in kind. But: short six weeks ago. Could the human hag:t

undei:go such a ponderous change in so short a time? Flakes are but cold

nekedness to you, in a grey .cold clammy day. Funereal. Dead littls souls.
you

.But on 4he other hand, Cynthia; aren ’tAcarryinv out ﬂature s ma.nda‘be,

first and foremost .-&.;M@THERHQOM Sutraly:you ean t fail to appreciats

that faot, you above all. You can feel, you can th_i.nk. You are no slut, no

" harlot. It'snappened in a2 moment of love. Ah, was it love? That's what's

t

H ! ' .
torturing you', Cynthia. All right, a moment of passion. Even so you are

.but 8 ereature of nature. All right then. The first mandate,motherhood.

You are the Hother of mothers that oreated the world. You are The iother.

You have & right te bse. Youy right, the pain and agony of‘-countless

mothe;‘srin their_laét hour, Ths joj of countless mothers in their firss
hour, You are one with them.{;ﬂBut you are condemned. And there are count-

less oneé, mothers - mothers in their agony - who were and are still @rg
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condemned, Because Nature elected to elevate them to the highest of its

» o me -

functions, becausse it put the sigri on them - to carry on. Because Moether

is Nature's first and right bhand. Because Mother ereates with Nature.
L]
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Because Mother 1s Nature's pertner. If Mother sins thea Nature sins.

Bacau\se Mother is nourishing seeds in her, seeds of the race; as thg trees,

- the hogs and the hens. Mother's fate to carry and mourish the seed, vghe_‘ahef ~ 
w~ "~ . =~ to fruition or perdition. And it's men's fate to be |
freey, 'Free in his levity, and.in the pleasure of eésting his se»edfo all :

b " and sundry. Free to. 1'aﬁgh and (ieride. Free to err, misjudge and judge. “ j// ‘

Free to condezm! And to Murder! Murder Whom - the Mother! The mother that

bore and died & hundred agohieé for him} That's your fate,Cynthia. You un-

derstand , cynthia;. You ‘ean think and feel. You are in the eatagory of

Kotherhood R nqmatter the fate. . W

h . still :

But you don't want to have a fate. You aren,a child and You have a.

yearning amd longing for the young i’ree life. Like your classmates. I.fgkg§

those in the dorm with you. Who can laungh and sprint about*in their negf]x.‘ig;ﬁ
You want to be like them. Mothserhood is all right, but that's for later.
Iater. You p:atn't imagine yourself in the same category with your méfh‘e’r;
Your image of Mother 1s not you. You are & girl in the teens. You are sfresh-
man in college. Life in Collsge beckons to you. Promé,dapces, love, ximagir-
pary and real. And Georgel What about George? What a change in ¥}{d you ar
the very thought of George. Someh&'ow and you/ don't know how, you think :lit
would be different 1f it had happened with George. Something sasred, and: ;
not everyday and profa‘wa. Is 4t... and you hesmate veo 18 1t because you
" really love George$ Argoslust becoming consceions of it, af'ber - after it
-happened.’ You can thinkmof blue sky and sunshine when you think of Georgee.
As if lying with him 48 no sin. Oh, what am I thinking about?
One solution wounld be to marry Foster. VWiould that mean freedom? No,
g worss slavery. Tied forever. You don 't really lova him, Young as you are

N

there is something in you that yearms for someomns different than ’ﬂ‘aster.

What are the qualities that repel yous What is tnere in Foster that Hamid

|



makes you turn aroumywith disgust - Hatred! Is it the memory of that cee
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Nightl Your limbs threaten and pull back on. you' Ah but the sun is cbming,

and you feel it. In you. A“newﬁp- and & new

You rememoer the story of that youna.woadn.struggllng' And now you

e

:.hopes. Can you ‘be happy agaln"

don'é care. You dre with her{ and with- the sun... A new life creeping in you-

a blessing to you froa upstairs, from where all good thﬁﬁngs comei And the

bad ones.., The sﬁory inaﬁhe»BiBIeAuqomes to you where she was almost excoﬂ&%

unicated for "yHE SIN", until she said:.

U WHOM THES

E BELOI‘IG! nc .o .;‘.

aAnd with these words she went free... and she belonged with that ybung

woman. But how was it? Two girls and... King David. ..

Come letl!s walk together ofe untit sunaown.

1

.
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That was was it!

Oh, tne sun is. Just comlmg, welll. llve togeﬂher - Ah. but is-too long@..

Soon though sne thinks that_for axehnrt hhlle she'il vrap herseli =¥

in the warm biood that's coming up. to her.

.ull‘rignu let it go. Ard §Hé*félt*%etter - 1f“bniy“for a sShoxt while...

In no tlme she was through*w1th che qubstlops on thn examination paper'

‘.»" ey -
R ke _‘_'-';

bbefore her, ‘and in no time she was out of

Suﬁvhare does she go rnow? Homed
dome, yes!

But what's after2

W1ll think after... She thinks of Dr. Capen! How good!

the school. Sure sure she was

A few things put together, and she is away,

‘She was ub and into the train.

Too busy to think of anynything in particulur. Untiltfhey

Midway... to Portland... !.But Portiand is noet #idway!

. u Lz
Yes, pgusta is...
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fhen there was the heavy puffing of the locomotive, and the hard me-.
huge .
tal clan:kmo‘ of the wheels &s they churned on the TRERET pgftm rails

uithz %he first powerful impunlss of the steam. They were off,

In the outskirts the houses sway and move in swift succﬁ'ssion and
above &and bshind them 1n constanny of the oncoming twiligm; is the red.-
dening of the horizon., Above it already is beooming purplér‘* with the sun '
sinking; ibelow the hills, Febmary was the harbinoer of Spring,.,@ . the.

b,

herald, the first messengers And she loved the gxom;h for it. It just the

’ firgt hope of Spring, in which you can see the longer anﬂ lighter days,

feed .. .
and,the lifs and power in the sun beams. Also it was the month -of Valen-

tine. All-of dead memory now. . > e T .
s B . =, 3% 3 ;_r‘z

As if she were on a stranga planet. A wind swapt planet hard and- nnre-—j

he .

,,1em; ing. And she was alons. ) :;.a_ e

5 . £, .

7 In the dusk of twilignt in the car, before the lights went up, she
* _@addressed herself to the :ana in her dresms. I’a wes in kind & rehearsal.
She would have to fave that face, 80 to speak, fae;e,. to faae‘: She has an
urgent messag;e.a‘v communication, a baring ef her imnermost self before
»him.j" To stend naked, sb to speak, And sha must ask, 8&8k... ming you, e.sk;
' ﬁhat face for help. Go down on her kmees and bare ﬁer. soul. A suﬁplieant
for her very miserable 1ife. To save that life, 56 morrow! That's for
- temorrow. Now she is in leasy_commﬁnieaﬁion with the faece, 611 easy terms,
‘80 to speake. " '
| .ina yet. Mna ,m o narary EEZRREE, Tist %ﬁé'l‘k%a;‘i'cr“é‘eaes‘ir%s‘é‘"
. since she had seen ‘r.he first time it had etched itself on her memory, her
(arching over nef 1ike a rainbow), "
brain, Aand left & lasting impression. But the man, the flesh and blood,
she ha?dly knows. Sng could only &ppeal tq the gface. The face in her
dreams, and now bacome)a reality. It must become & reality. She'g, pull

it out from her bag of tricks, from that realm of dreams, to make it &




é v deen I
reallty. ‘I’he 3oumey is in the goal. toward‘ the face. She isn'ft g01ng
home, she -is going to the face. And the face must now*be taken out of the
rea.lm of dreams .and put_in its. place, to wWhich she can address herself, h
where she. can beg. Begging! She is confused. ‘l'he whole thlng is sunreal. -

Only theée face is real.’ She herself is being W:Lthdrawn, dissclved in the face.
' Last time she. _l;ad met Dr; Capen was the morning after the fire. There
were no .classes, and she and George wére~.strolling -on Congress Street, He

S B

had called to George from across the street —.Dr, Capen did - defying for-
mality and the dignity that behooves. a profess:.onal man of his Qtanding. -
spoke to her as if he had’

He . came over, NSRS oE iR
' imown her €59 a long ‘time. It is that voice she.hears now, .as if for the
first time; and the smj:ling face. Th’e face théjt ;"hauntegi her since. A
young heart, a lonely‘ _maiden: seeking shelter in the. kindly face.

R ~
~

4t

She hadn't written home of her ‘coming. How could ‘she? ALl was hur~
ry and confusion. Her soul aflutter with appreh'ension. To* do” thié or that,
or not to, Whom to see, or not to see. V’hdbtc talk, to, or not to. To talk
at alll How i1s a lonely maidemn, forlorn, and lost m a wilderness of- pre- i
judice, m:l.sconception, mtues of ev:.l evil. of.. v:.rtues —_— how is a ‘

young maiden, & lost heart to find freedom! . o - (‘

‘The. kindly,smiling face. The ‘sk:tlled- man of medicinel

.o

;'He'll'knaw. He'll take her to his heart? And she remembers the sniff, |
the first sniff of him. The aura and smell of th? doctor. And she wants to
recapture the image, the physical aspect of the scent ——— the sharp <clean
essence. Ehchil}.rating! And she sniffs the air. She is quite sure




.. home. Then dinner was to be“ gotten readye.

. ness; éraves reagsuring. And that fleeting feeling and the smile..:-.,
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she" red'eLeme&v.. the elean antiseptic smell. And she feels @& his pressencs

o~

already. Anﬁ the kindly face 1s emiling down at her, and is reassuring. A11

her worries are wiped away. A lomely, tlost: maiden, alone in tie wilder-

The lichts were up ‘'when she reached her homs,

. Her mother. exclaimed Wwith joy at seeing her dauohter. She hardly fibted
the pale angnished face. Hadn't given a tnought to the unusualness of ner
daughter's eominc, since it was only a few weeks before that she had been ‘

Her father was & bit more discriminating when he had arrived aifer a
dard dey,'as work of haggling with his customers. He was happy to see her,

but he wes also puzzled. This extra expense of & trip when his daughter =

knew his hardship in keepmg her at eollege. But he appeared. Pay W.ﬂea he
took ner in his arms and kissed. ‘her. I% wae good to have ner. Then he 5, w5
looked in her trou’oled. eyes and kmew that all wasn 't well :vith his daugh-
ter. In fact he was sure that her coming was an 111 omen. He felt. snak:y
Qhen his v:ife came in with a platter of hot food from the kitchen, and

her face was flushed and happy. Maybe he was all wrong.

WAren's we & bit early‘z" she bantered. "I see that already you introd- -

'uced yourself to our uvxexpected guest.“ Sne rambledon in a gay mood. “Kard&/

hed time %o say c'ne].].o‘f, and (gEER & quick hug and kiss, and off -Emem

to get food for that. hungry bear of & husband of mins. And... for our |
q.'aughter. Sure must be hungx"y. and tired after the trip.’Didn't have a good
look..." Then she looked and stopped her habbling, as if stricken with

& faintness. And she looked @ to her husband, .And he knew that nowjtif

eyer) it was time for him to &ct the mae of the little family. Rubl‘)ing his
hands in pretended glee: "Uhbh, I smell something delie;ous. My favoritse.
dish, too. It's & prodigious act of mercy to Qeicome that animal of a hus-

band, cold and hungry,and feed him and eoddle him with brightness and warmm.
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Now, 'Bem where s z;hat .kiss. The mosn important part’ oi’ elcome home™ ™,

He hsld out. his cheeit to her wnich she pgked 1ight1y. “That wouldn't do %

a 1ittle mors hemrt in it." It was his turm to gab, and gabble :East. "A
1ittle more warmth, my'darling, it's cold oute I'11l punish you witl{ another
kiss. Right on the kisser. Now, that's _be;cter. ‘Now I'11 return thé ’compli—: 1
meNteeeee” And So on until he sueceecied in bringing a smile even to Cyn-
thia's 1ips with his an’c’ica.i . . .o \ .
‘ She was grateful to him for his love and understanding. She embraeed
@ and kissed. him hard. Now she could ease@ her pent up feelings with
& trembling tea::. For surely it'1ll be taken for an expression of filial love.l
| "After all ‘these years,” he said laughing, "your mother still loves
me, as you had tﬁe evidence before you. To be sure gshe needsg a bit of coax~
ing snmetim&,' ta bring it to the surfage, but it's therae. Nn amount g};f prod

0
ding would help if it weren't there. Come over here, my spﬁise. We'll bg a

three ring circus, -eash ;.offe*rin:g -something to ‘it. “i?aw?vw“'”ét’ill, 18t £ b6

an altar, and each of us offer our own, individual love on it. A triple

chain, triple strength, that never'll break.../And now td the feast we gain

- &
s

She rang the doetor's bell qviite early next mqining, as if ehe were
1n°‘:hurry 1;;'0 commit the act and not give her dr;ubts a chanee. Dr. Gapemﬁ:j
hinself want;*‘ to’ t;he -dBok, . )

"Why, cynthia"‘ he sxclaimed with.a note of definite elation fn his

- ~

voice.
“Sorry to startle you so earfy in the morning,™ she said.
The hesitation and the thickness Q% voice made him glamce at héé;
and what he saw took his elé.tion down & notch or 't.wo. S
"Well, come in. Welcome even that early."
. "Thank youe " ' ' .
-As he $00k her &3 into uis inner ofi’iCe,heﬁbade her éxite down and meks
herself comfortable. In the electric 1light of the dull morning which began .
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to compete and ohailenge the advancing daylight she looked up into his face

%

@

and smiled. "It's the same fasce," she said. 40 herself. Her lips wers movin=> ‘

but her voice was not audibls. ' )
"Did you say something?" he asked. 7 - - .
"Just nothing - at 1east nothing to you. A girlls plight, a girl'
econfusion, and ner drea.m. The dream, when the noose is tightening around

ons's neck. And the dream that beeckons back to life. I; 8 the face .in tvne

& ¥
.. E
.

i

dream. The hope in the .nightmare.,”
"My dear, I do believe I understand. Tell me all." + Then trying his t« -

L4

best io take the ﬁﬁrden off her he said. in jovial mood, Mtell it 2all to *

uncle Ca;;qn.;;,g fo that face in your dream. How preéumptuoﬁs of mg. I% was

¥ - .
S S ¥ . 5

my face, wasn't 1t%" . = . . :
. :‘*J« : 2 " =5 3

. "It wasi ® Ana sne foll silent for a while and then after colleetino *

£ i, i
e

ner courage and. senses she t914 her sto::y. . oy
< * - F ’&2""‘2 é’?-—'z’

"And you are... I suppose...” He couldn't bring himself bo- say the +

'word. Je who had seen and heard and eaesed the burdens a.nc‘i the strains and
stresseé of thef;}:fif@ in 1ife's chances! But that was long in the past.
Hs had long writien: itsoff . &=%3 And had forgotten the wail of despair, .
éven its echo. He had spurned it for his own safetyv, .though in phe quiet
of his home, even his office he condemned himself for it. Who was he,with
his dear 1ittle self, pampered 1ittle self, to shut his.ears to the cries

of help of t.hose drowninv ‘son1sy Drowntng in the sea of ignorance] iSEEs

P 4
i

G e‘équggjim@ 3i's own safetyi Well those souls sinking, - |

dying, and he turning his face away. And so he had to compromise with the
eall of his. own consclence, and come to the resoue of a lost soul heYre and
there. But of late, perhaps three or more years, the lost souls have ;1osfb
tneir way to his o;‘.ﬁce and he heard their cries no more. Even the-echoes/
had vanishsed. And he was & happy man a whole man, who could. live with hils

consclenocs, And. now this. Cynthial He, the face in her d.reams hs, the

Whe
wWorker in mirasles, her be,‘gactor, ‘he, the worker in benevolences. Hee..sl :

L
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"I am pregnent, yes, pregnantt” Sne saicl Abrazenly, defiantiyg and al-

most with relish. The words came to "hsr, and were p}ﬁred out .
has

&z éush of the agony of desperation' when one,loﬁtﬁ all self control and

eatraint, \vhen; consideration for the other's feelings,, délicay,\ and -
i /ﬁ“_‘,g,»\.._"" PSR

fine words,are thrown to the wind. "As if she had ohallenged hinm with
=her pregnancy aﬁd héd szﬁ;d to him' "Rell, I am pregna.nt and what oan you
- do about it, but relieve me from iti" e " ”
But tkat was too much of a shook for Gynthia. The very strain and
stress of defiance, almost brazenness, 80 strange to ‘her( ;-nature, brought
on th_eir, ownt reaction, and she finally dbroke qown into tears: She held
her hands to her face as she 8obbed freely and deeply, thé‘ ‘fears coming
down through her f,inge.i-s,- dewn her cheeks, her chin; even down t0 het

. ¥ g

thro at ¢ ),‘ ~ ’ o ‘::-: é;..; ‘;«, o - “:‘;‘ wf)‘ﬁ.;

He wateheé. -a3 her -sobbing continued in-eadence with -the sPasm' of ﬁef‘ffm

heaving shnulders and breaste. I§'11 cleanse the debris pf her distraught
~ soul, ‘but for now long? He looked at the tragic, small erumpled figure,
“-and his thoughts raged against his own helplessness. This gentlem; yes,
innecent! - soul. One misstep in the twiligpt of cbpscipusness,:ajtiny
deviation of the will in the darkness of the power o Sseretion, and the
hounds of sanctimony are after ﬁer, tO'destroyfﬁer. We pardon killers,
because wefmay'presume that the act was unpremeditated, 'or that the.iust
- for killinz was & temporary aberration, or that'they were of psychopa-
thioe origint Or evanﬁjustifiéﬁ under certain circumécancesl Justified.;
the bigotry of it, the dereliction of 1t! As if murder under any condi-
tiom or circﬁmstance cadﬁ%é justified! But thig tender young soul, was
her act préme@itated?‘wés she completely sane when she had comnitted 1t?
As a physieian, and above all as a man, he knew.differgnt. @God, can it
be that this ﬂﬁy innocent suffering corsature be.candemnned by Thee to
death or #isgrace, or both? It cannot bs for Thou art a1l merciful, and
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w understan&in -It"s tne will of ;‘.hé“zruel and the sinful who put the,
sﬁgma on her in Thy name. The uhetuous hypocrites. It's they who eommit ‘
rape in the market:plage, who ravish in secret, wno befoul un@er cover;
iﬁ:'s they who =nout tﬁs loundest, who throw the first stons. ”“h"ey\Who
commit 2all sox®s of perversities ﬂho demolish with ths breath of their
hatrede Theyeesse. tha powerful ones, Who dover up, a.nd. are forgiven or
never am® bromzght befors the publio eye, :Dgfore the bar of justice. The
very omes, with the most mhein@ug aotst They watlk: the juhgle? of our
streets and homes, and a.estroy ‘theme. S ) - *

He walked to the window and tore the curtains apart with the vio-
lence that was within him, Still raging he jerked up the window to get

. - alr Sl .o
fresn’to clear nis ninde. o

x E

.. Hhat to @8% What ean he do0? How;he wished his hands were free to use
“his skill. a:m pieco of inert mé.’c%eqr 4in her, this pla.stid plasm wnig&
has less consciousness than the wrio'gling earthworm we step underfoot,”
certainly a mE¥lion times less than the cow the sheep, the hog that we
isla.uvhter for anr pleasure - this ma.ss thig piece of slime is supposed
to be possessed of a A5 a conaciousness (—even a soul) - and g0 you com:nit
marder if ymx remove it to save the honor yes, the virnue the life of
the innocent ome. How many lives have been Jaid to this Moloch of perver-
sion{ How manyg to his eown knowledge because he he had :cefused to use his
science to sawe them: God, mu;'.;.t he pérmit' her to go to tne quacks tnat’
she'1l 'suraly' Find, as ths others did. in théir desperation, and go the
‘way they 4147 Biay must he be riépohsible for the misfofr‘bunes and fata-
and. blindness of our other fellow-beings?

Thers was the busy morning traffic below him. The sun was breaking’
through, gleaming in fresh pools on the white snow. It gave new energy to
the passers-by. What a contrast to the bundle of tragedy, lying baegi of

him there in the offiee!
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He renbered.mith a wry smile on Twisted lips the 1ast, case he abor~

P -

ted. The last one ne saved. A gaunt elderly woman, the breadrnlﬁher, and
loaded down with six children. "My good-for-nothing-husband,” she wailed,
The d&d it again. EHe has nothiné else to do but think up schemes daytime
how to violate me night time. Sérudb my house, and scrub houses for others.
Drudgery all day. And at night‘ If only I could get away from him. Hide
.somewhere. But where? Thera is only ore bed in a small closet- 1ike room, °
And I have %o bear it in silence. With~all the children around., Drudgery
{n the day and.the battle at night There is nothing else - but eommit
suioide." And he knew that it was reasonable on her part. And he knew that

' ghe would to 1t. And he knew that ‘he woilld come to her aid. And he ‘also

knew that he woul& be perseeuted. And he was. But 1n¢pite oF his enemies
nis name was cleared. He had a good name-. Ana nad received no. remuyngra-

tion. True, he had powerful enemies but he also had powerful friends., "

st de he .had done well in the past for those who would sit in gudgment of hinn

But that wasg more tnan five years 8go. -He is older YIOW. He couldn‘t stand

sé%h another imbroglio.

§

Well...z
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hand on his shoulder. He turned and looked at her. Her eyes were dry. A f:fgg
little demnre, but not sad. Her face quite composed as 4if ehe/had’}esolved
upon some course, made a definite decision, She held up her face to him.
"May I klss you before I go?"
It was the simplest thing to eay. 0f all the othey things this was
the sBimplest, and says what she wants to say. The face in the dream. It's

6t111 before her, kind and guiding. But she,ce;'t employ that face for any
other task., It would be sacrile€gious, pure profanity. She wouldn't run the

danger of contorting that face in her dream, with, withe...3he'll go ;
someftbere else with her burden. And if”that burden pulls her down, then soO.

ggoh the better. Wasn't it presumptouous of her tvo come TO himf’Trﬁe, tue

o, ’ . . .. at



man in l;er dreamé, but she hardly knows t_kie man A 8111y 1little girl, -wusmes
in despair, presuming! Coming 't0 a well known sux;geon to perform for.her.
But she must kiss him, The man of her dreams. To make up for the neariss < |
she brought upon him. Involving him, taking his time. '

"Bu.t you are not going --= not yet." He took her hands and walked.

F
o
}}g& 4 her back to the couch. “Sit down, let's talk it over."
' 5}’*3" .Irue to ‘the eore of her dream of him, and of what George nad sdid of

«I. =

J’ will always be there. Wherever she is. Foster is somewhere in the deep,
dark recesses of her. r;iind. But George is prominent before her eyses' visifm.'
. And George spoke this and that, and of Dr. ©épén¢‘, And that's how the
:'?f‘a'face eame 1nto her dream, lIMfore his words than the sight of her eyes. ‘She
..~had *only seen him less than half a dozen times inm her whole 1ife. But :;t
was George's words that put the face in her dreem, in her hope. And now .
she must give it up. ) o ) \ S
She .shook her head, and pecked him on the cheek. %erminedly ’sh<e

turned to}vara the door, R

e

"Can't let you go like -this," he tried to‘restrain her,
'}Already I have importuned...Now I must go. Silly trying to involve

3 L
you. You are more importarnlthan...” ‘ j

4

"But wait, let::ms at least advise you. There are good men, safe men."
;'Thez?r are expensive. I have only. twenty-five dollars..."
At least :he dould gAve her the money and provide her with a good
man, But he f’cognized the s?zbborn type in her. Stubborn for her pride.
She would_n‘t accept £i7 money. Futher he hardly oould keep her another

» ~
moment with him. Once she had decided, she wds bent m carrying out her deci

sion at once. No matter the price. How true to form he thought. He was
quite -nelpless. But was he? If words are of no avail, then....Yes, then
what? Fo‘raei Even that wouldn® help. Sne'dAﬁght like a tigress... wuen m'».
g on the verge of insanity., And she may bde,

»
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She was at the dgor. ) TeengE T .- "

"Look up Dr. Monarch," he almost shouted "and tell him in my name,™
He tremnled with the words and with their urgency. He hoped. sne neard. e :

!

him right. "Dr. Monarch,™ he repeated. And she was gonee.
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0ver a.t the sampus they wers having theiruthird xespita o:f the year,
and those fortunate enough to get throuah with. their finals early could

take a moaest vacation antil the nea semestey rolled around. It coulé. be
Pu.even { .- longer
- as long astmwor }fn:ve days, andgif one was. willing to chop & few aaya?"‘*‘“’*“i?‘

aloY 1"
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and faculty to blink at such shortcomings. No ro"ll eal"l for at least four
or fiVe d.ays. let tne tired mind and the heavy eyelids thaw out another

fow days. I SR ‘ Yot Lt

-~ 3 . L . n

n Iz i ) ¥ b
. A few lucky 6nes, '1{geed, had left the day before. Their e,xamsAch_ne

togetliér and early. Others 'left with ACym;hia, 8511l others will leave
the nexta;;‘z}d others not at all. . ' P .
- A small exodus. Everyone visiting his or her snrine, fulfilling a nos-
talgio urgs, o certain tug rOf the heart, or meybe 'a definite aim. Oor maybe *
a simple dasire of getting away from the 0ld tortured haunts to bef.ter
and fresper 8cenes,0ld scenes ‘chgn: have recouped & new freshness and charam,
much younger than the newsest experience® at college, What an interminable
age one semeste,;: to a freshman, ev;a::é. sophomore J |
What*s the good 0l1ld town doing? And what is he or she deing? Your minz

1s unclouded and free, and can think of other things than courses and exams




