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Time is & fool. It seeds Time with ﬁylryi andi‘c t and. nurtures ;

Y

them into creatures of stupidity and evil. And some’pare in :D‘ime ,and be-
cause of the saed.s that fime planted and~,nurtm*ar1 a young unblemisned
soul lies sicc unto death. | '
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Time is a fool.
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Glose to midnight Dr. C&pea_‘su cffiee teleghone rano. Dr Qayenf atgzgpeggh;ﬁ

e

mto answer. - .

He ‘and George had been ﬁ%-ail 9Tfning on Cynthia's trail without .

sucuess. A fe'vmlaces left to covar seemed rather hopless. Two tired and

1 W¥ & I

:

dispirited men. ..o faced Qéekb Fjother = almost hopeless - whsn the call came.

; T'Dr- Gapen’l“' tne volce OVer ‘the wire asked

. - 1 3 Per s =
<0 . e Lot *
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'"Yes this 1is Dr. Ca.peiaﬂ spea&ing! Ly .

HA, very sick young girl repeating your name, here... Hoteﬁbangdon...
"Will be right over." To %eorge:"ln it that deep." And he measured

with nis hand up to his cnin, as he hung up the recelver.
“HOW?"

evidently
"The poor thing,dreamed my name in the dreamland of her delirium as

i in sinking she clutched at it. And &s 11’ from the depths it -cime to the
surface”fo her lips. I am tne shining haro of her dreams. ind e I bet-
rayed ner.m.l right then, I ta.ke it al}. My responsibility. Or should have
been in the first place.” » |

X

"What are you raving about?®
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;‘n an hour ago ‘she had taken a bad. turn. The maid couldn't keep the secret any

;*;'

‘ her.,"

- night supervisor heard.it. Seems this Maud b_efriended her, -and watched

" goe"

posql- <0 !

*

MJust that I ghould be ready=to go to 'ja_.,il{%;f’f if anything happened to

“I 'still can't see what you have to do with it,.,"

"My nsme was gpoken by her¢ A maid by the ‘name of Maud heaxd it. The

over her, haping she‘d:beﬁ aiI 'right by Jmorning and return to achool. But

|
J

g -

longer and gave out the vhole thing. Well it's for the pest, May - save . her

yet. If£-it" s just another: hemorrhage“ Jmp@ ,to,zsee her; throughmwwﬁvrﬂ

. . -
-

1
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"But, you didn't..." Lt s dg
. ' I .

ia

"\lell I shnuld. have. Only if that :fool LTonarch woulan't blab ‘his

T.ongue w oo : ) .

1 }' B

“He would.n 't ;les you take the blame for somethlng you 4idn't do.m
7oy ‘gave her nis name didn'r. 13 And he. @4id_it because she caietd o
him from me, Be had given up this work 1ong before.;.. I would enjoy it muech

more- situing; in prison than 111 ny office with him sitting there. But 131; 8.

w *
.

"Where you goling to take heri"
"‘;.A‘;hosx::l‘tal would be the best bet?"

"But her n=ame?™

FA

_ J'Thay d”on"t know her name. At the hosPital I'd have, ‘to give her rigot 1
n&me. . ) ) ) . ‘ 1
"Couldn™ it be done in &:private home?"

"It could..,In no time at a1l I could turn any kitchen 4into an opera-

ey

ting room. Have all the equipment.But what home? She'd need rest for a

few days: 0f course - her home. But w N

"Hom about the Dreenst"
"Yes, the Dreens, but how can I approech them®"

> "Just c2ll them up.”
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“A’q 'ﬁhiS hﬂur?" S :r_*- “” k N . - ;:;' LY

v?; .
"I knos the Dreens." : s, e

*,
$

"I know them too. But do you znow what this involves? If shesss if °
\

she..) if anything heppens to her they'll bve in it..."

"The Dreens don't calcuiate. Tney do what they have to; In this case g

iy

there is no- one else to protect her name."

e
M

. »

~ ‘ “It would de perfect. - . . e 7 5 5

+ 3 b e . - " i 3

"One moré tuning though Her ohances as compared to goino to a hospital?"
"Thers is that risk in elther case. If it 8 what I think it is " the

i es!(

-difference is not great. At anykate we could watch her and shiff if it beco%%

necessary." - Lo : ' TR

. "Phe minor risk 4RGN is worth’it to protect her name,"

b
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o tait, wait," Dr. Bapenfgwas saying, "I must explaxn. ane ‘seems to
" '_, ; ., i
('{.uuf

-- be in‘a:bad'way. And if anything:happened...” His voice was traillng, and

the hand holding the receiver was shaking. ‘ : C

‘"That conscience,” Géarge‘said:;ometimes works over‘timginoﬁhimséif;-
he still isn't over it. He can't take his presumed guilt. Where is that S
gtoiec nature of nis? Always so calm and competent under the stress of ad-

versity. And now. Is there such g thing as too much conscience? Or is pre-

” »
" gumed wrong worse than, real one® - . .
' 3 e T T . NI
George’took the phomevfrom Dr. Céipen.™. - T
2 % ] - 3
is. .o ¢ :

"Rello, helld, ‘this George. Cynthia is- in a bad way. Very sick...For
obvious reasons, explain»later, cannot.take her to hospital. At least not

yet. Will you take her?" .

,-

" n : . ) & e
Yes, yes," came loud over the wirs. Ir. Gapen.' heard it plain and ‘stron
[
"Phet setiles it. Now let's hurry.” -
v \\ . . . .
\\ . ‘
- «The forces of budding life ane strong in the young, and often they pre-

>
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vail, and triumph OVer the forces of desiructlon going on of their own

P

4
accord, sustaining and galning strenvth from every source 1n cell. and tissue,

as if they were ‘g. complex and 'a: complete being_;n themselves, A source of
11:5 independeht=of'earth1y complexes and earthi}“dhemical reactions, but
dapendent oﬁ?its sustenénce on & power outside. When stresses send out thé‘
eall for Creativemess to come to the aid of the stdcken and to prevent the
,;otal breakrup of an organlzed being, or a simple organlsm, fﬁe aid does
oome . Sometimesit prevails. At other times it doesn't. The motion which is
88t q§<§he well,and,souree of life, wherQVer it  may bYe, ‘must not be denied.
For the well contains the origlins and live wéters bf life itself. And motion
"goes on, and must not stop, For motion is life. And the forces of motion;
amd“hénce life ‘&re very*strong in the'young;~In Cynthia the life -and motion
of the blood gained § new impetus and foree with the lurking threat of bag-

terial invasion. It was the beginning, and only a threat but already the

~£1ghting Torces in the bIoUd Were MWaYsHalsd &nd Yeudy for the: countsr ettack,

Anﬁ.the"bloqdfwas.thundering and rushing at flood-tide, and destroying the -
ensnmy in tié»hillions. But the énemy had also the power of resistance, aﬁ@
the inherent and inimitable quality of 'multiplying faster than their des-
truction. For the same blood that ndurished the garrisons of the protecting
Aarmyxalso nurtured and bred the enemy.Cynthia lay helpless and slightly
delirious between the two contendingiﬂorces»

The .great tide of blood?that rushed over and washed her brain sti&nla&.
,jﬁed rhé-individual brain neurons, or units - the omes that, by synépag‘or -

n
csontact with one another, covey thought, memory, and all the other impulses

A

necessary to conduct the processes of living. A flux of memories, a mosaic
of events swept over her brain, Of the pattern of the crazyquilt, but crys-~
tal clear nevertheless. As 1f each memory of the past had dgettino of. 4t§=.
own.- Set. in the clear-blueness of & morning sky. The sun causing a glitter
of brilliance around each memory, each event. The memorieb;have familiar

faces that comes from great distances.lBut they are erystal clear, And she

e i vt st sainiaallle o m i s e i i e o ab s & i o
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soared up tothose distant points in time og— her memories, of’ her past, and

et

maybe of her future. Is:it confusion that brings the past and future to-
gether at a point of distance in time, where there is no past or ~future,'
but oniy a present? At such distances the co,\sclousness becomes subcocon—-

‘sCiousness,.even unconsciousness. There could be no s:.gnificance. Then~she °
the ) - e
.. was recalled to immed:x.ate present, and to consca.ousness, by a familiar

face,.g face that alwa}s had power ‘over her- mlnd\andfeellngs. Realizatlon
- wWas full in her as- she xecogm.zed George's face; and then, and, then -

Dr. Capen's face came out. of the shadows., .
- Her. eyelids fluttred and a faint smile hovered over her .wan face as

by the pure magic of ‘a miracle the name,George, came to her lips.-_And then

. .must
Dr, Capen. As if contingent on the ,firstJ his name too,come into clear focus,

v
S v Rewemmimer o
Y

.- The flood was at its ebb, and left her quite cool, thcug*h weak. Maybe -
- the defending forces had gained a temporary victory in these first and ope-—
-ning - .skirmishes. There was a moment of awareness in her, andf lucxdity 3 and
:~Dr.-Capen who ‘had.examined her 'briefly, took it thaﬂthe racing Pulse was
zz.due to loss. of. blood -~ which is frequent in incomplete abortlon - and
] ~:which he could well_remedy, * 103 )

_.:

-t <
S H

Tt . .."He. are: -Laking you away from here," he said quite cheerily. Having
t - plumbed the depths and come -to grips- vuth the. encmy he was more. conflden‘b.
. For the momemnt he was even happy, as he already smelled victory in the zir.

__.MWhere am I going?" She was quite strong now, as-if her delirlum had
- -been a.refreshing sleep. And the friendly presence of the two--—- It Tevived
- _her spirits. She-felt quite smug and comfortablé in her bed. "I am quite
rzall:right nmow. I. shall be on my way back in the morning."
~. . --George: "No, darling, not yet. First a few days rest."
nIt1l be all right, doctor?" A startled plea. Her eyes darlcening'. )
"0f course you'll be all right.n™ »
"Why can't I stay here?"
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_dently carried the hotel's night authority on his narrow shoulders .

. Lo "HOt qui@e . Lo~ . 3 % L'/,'a{,? %—‘; : d;:-v L ‘-‘ ‘ X

shadhad Simply gﬁ 06gLectad v s ;f¢~ R TR T T

i e 2
. =505 L
T A s . - —?; "‘."'-‘i‘: :

Then . weakneSS'omeﬁtoaké herragaln.

w e

They threw some warm clothlna over her and were carryino her throngh

the lobby when they were stopped by a sandy-~haired 1little mam, who evi-

"uait‘" he piped 1n his squeaky voice, "git there &b the bench. Few
things to. oneck. Tet's see,™ he scre&edphls eyebrow. “Let' see,“ he -re-
psated, 1ick1ny his upner Iip with a malicious note in his voice. "Let s”
seq what's all about - this goings pn here."™ There was:somathing mysteri-
ous here, which no§~only aroused his suspicion, but .his greed for the big

oamch. Big fish, Turning to the nlght clerk at the desk: "Is the bill paid

%

in fulle"®

“Well is 1t, or is it .not%"

‘f; “It is not. But Maud eaid that the money was there to be paid. That

£

£ 8 aw? ’ A

i Ao P

_ "Phe rules don't you know the rules? koney in advance... for sudb...
) Eegeriity, by ¥
You should have senx her packina long ago*" o Dr'. ‘Gapems : “Ibu are the‘

gt . -

'/ z

Gapen,. the one... Well never mingd, you better take thls youri.. be-
forg I eall the police... Maybe I snould anyway. It's pure and,sifiple a
cage 0f..." There was a light erack on his face,, ani hse reelé@%but‘did not
fall.‘In his hot resentment against -the little fellow‘George had enoush
presence of mind not to loose the full force behind his fist.
&ﬂbW‘look here,little man,". George stood over him, "one more ‘word out of
you and you won't call the police for a long time, But I shall call them

and tell them what I did for you, Also remember to kedp that moumh.,.
or can't

. hims lf
What's the usel He Fﬁn'ﬁ .keep his mouth shut and .he ,can't brawl. The whole

thing maybe was a mistake. He shouldn't havse encounmered him, But... his

blood boiled uwp im him., He was in;" a state of fatigue himself, and an easy

Prey to anger,

g

i
4
¥

"I shall remember not to forget," the other said as he slipped through /
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guietly & side exit, slamino t;he door behind hinm, .
-t"&;"v' ;"‘5*?& " '. .
Dr. Gapens.: nig- woula neve been wiser not to stir up the stench in

" it
tnat cesspool,. ‘but I am glad you did..One more nound on our tail won't mat-

4a

1383'0

~'i‘he young man at the desk, com{ng over: "I am ashamed - of xnyself? Mr.

5

Sheraton. Suould have dome what you have done:"™

. George looked up to him in surprlse- "You know me‘?“

%

Young manz. "You were sophomore at. the Bigh while I was senior.”

aeorge~ “About that meddlino fool. It's best you didn't. I‘t s our -

A ®

affair. : o ; ;

Young mens “He is a bad man, sneaky and ;;,f vengeful. All. evening he
s %;‘*

has .been snooping anq enizfing,as if ‘on the i«.unt:...%«- Hope .she’ comes out

all r 1@3‘ ;‘ e L 3 v

-
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Tne Dreen house was ablaze with 1iéht and sto\od’out as a sh.imng iem;‘
el amid the ﬁ*aaping and somnolent abodes in the wg&daxknegs. It
was not lonc\ éf}.:j mid.niaht am'i long before the wee hours of the mornln:rs
-~ The Dreens were wide awake, a.nd ready, as 1fAnadn'1; been to bed at all.
_ “Her room readyi" Dr. Gapenn snapped. And. witho,ut waiting for ‘an
answer "a.ll r:i.c,m;,pu r -to bed. And you lirs. Dreen,}'x he. continued A
) withou’s looking up from his bags "you take these." And he handed her two
shimng long gterilizers. “Yon zot,xfour burner stove. Take these. fill them ‘
With. Wa.ter Jnst enough to ¢over the insteuments, and put them, each one |
gcross two burmers. Fall fleme. You,Mr. Dreen,stay with. the patient until
we come for. her. BGeurge, come with me, Ve'll make the kitchen as good- an g8
0§rat1ng room as you'll find anywhere. Aseptic $o0 the nth degree.® 3
"This is & different Dr. Tapen,"” George théught. "The sudden:change
in the mani® ?:Bn‘t} yet 1t wasn't Tob surprising. He has become the efficent,
2mihinking machine, tnrowing all s remorse, regret, and the indolence

thet goes with 1t .50 @E® the four winds. Steeped ixn the lore and glory of




was 1mbued. uith awe and inspiration watching him go -about -hig+ mtes *like a -

priest, performing nis holy duties of saving @ life. A prayer b_roke out, :

or his 1lips: O, mighty God, in Thy infinity, hath a mar ever performed

more sacred rites in Thy Holy Temple, and burnt the essence of incense

more pleasant inm Thy nostrils. Mayest Tnou ©, Holy One, 10»01{ downswith -

compassion npon this ma.n who serves in Thy Tenmple, in Thy Holy of Holles,,
»  Tny Temple of “ﬁrm;h and on his work., And mayest Thou be mereiful to :Dhy

ereature ne 18 80 valiantly struggling ~1;o save and succor. ) )

. fx& The good doctor took Geodrge's 8ilent meditation as an attitude of .

£

nesttation. ’ o ,_ N

s

- o

""If yon'é; raz;her"not Georgé.i,. Then ,ueo‘cxserved what he thouont were
tears trembling in George s eyes. "Why George.... Yiell can't 'blame you
being unnerved.g The last tmo d.ays... But me - I an an 614 soldier.”

) ¥You &re ﬁn‘.tng things. A'Ll "I can do\gis pray. i * o
s '  9In the hour of é.arkness... who knows .‘

o R P

-

b

Time was rushing on. Time _v;as the slow péce of a turtle. But after

ten mimtes or ﬁore, which seemed like ages, __{;he kixch_ép was white and

EN aseptic?; "and’gnstenmg like the instruments ranged on ‘5" small side-“tabief

‘ covered with & sterile sheet. A big table was in the center of the Xkitchen.
Covered with blamkets for softness, sterile sheets spread over them with
deft tautnéss:', as if therj had always’ belonged there, the table now waé_:in
aﬁpaarance end efficency like any other operar.ihg téblé.‘ After a last glance
Dr. Ca:pen" seemed satisfied. "George, help Mr. Dreenm bring Cynthia in."
_After Cynthia was brougnt in . the: tﬂm rmen left,. Mrs. Dreen §2% remained
to assist bim. - '

They wsant. to Solomon's dg?l gg%tsat down at the desk which was 1it1;;ed

with typed sneef;'s, loose~leaf note books, & volume or two of Encyclopedia

Britannica, and other ref}en&:e books.
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"Digging away ‘ag ‘usual,%.George said. His voice was flat; and matter-
of fact,.as if nothing elsi was on his mind but the business of. Solomon's
»@J"’ LA

desk. It was a. reactz.on, an outlet a reln.ef to talk of everyday things.

To Solomon. the moment ¥as a reprleve 'coo., And he gladly grabbed at

_the promlse of the sh_ming thing s that pright moment MYes, digging away, :
_he say{é smply, Wehat else,is thére to do?™. The: ecattered volumes, the-

l:.tter oﬂ typed manuscrlpt never before had the mean:t.ng a.nd mportance '

‘as at the mement. _Lhe heap cf.‘ them ;LS a. sh:x.n:mg plateau on WhiCh to

~earth
alight and look mta the blue sky and upon “the sunliz by ~if- only .for one

'bright moment. For the pressure was great And. soon one would have to

go back to the matter at hand whz.ch 15 the real presen’c the traglc €ime:

" The Time im the present which is. Tragedy. I’c's so near, that it's ‘over-
' whelming J.hey have snatch.ed thdt mo~nent of respite ’ and they are the

'better far 11:. S ,-.xu,‘g‘; : ca . LI

4
H .

& The momerrt ‘is over ,end they must ‘g0 back tc: ‘bhe pz:essmg thought .

e

that's uppermost m thelr mind. And so ‘Solomon says 3. “J'ust about got to

bed when you peo;rle calle&...,“ S S R

E

+And George on’ h:.s ova track: his own. tra:.n of thoughts: "I‘b needn't .
have happened lf roster..-“ He stopped short. Uha‘t and. how much does o

V-
Solomon know? And who was he to. ‘blane roster' He was the ‘tool, the agent

‘ m Time's Trap. Time eatlng its own progeny. Time ‘l;hat will destroy -

H

1tself in time. liRIE‘S - 7f foolt J.Im}:. iS A.FOGL!
“Don‘t be harsh on the boy," Solomon says, "hé isn't grown up

i -

like you."
nYes, he is younger. Huch younger.n g - .

1
"In a hundred years Foster would never grqv' up. to be like you.- I;’!aybe he

i
{
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never grow up. Ihe, elemenﬁof Time for growth perhaps is not on his side.
But isntt it better so9 Sometimes I think a little underdevelopment is
better. I love him as he is - yes, his wholesome self, even his stupld
self, if you will, but the perfect specimen of his species." —

“The aberratlon and cult of .the 1mage-adorat10n, of the cold marble,
1nterdlcted by your Scrlptures. ' . - N

"Not qulte the same. There is a.bond of love, blood and. warmth in
this handsome statue, and 1mpulses, even 1f they are the wrong 1mpulses.-
Not his fault if they were handed him - by Time, according to you, George.
T love his palpable and 51ncere honesty. Xes, his innocence."

"Llﬁe a cow at pasture'" a sardonlc hint in George's voice, Ycome .
what may , flood or llghtnlng - 1t squats.

“bet's not be bitter apout 1t no

P

A

"If I am.it's because I am bltter at myself. I am more guilty than he.'

I ma her ¢lose to @e, in the park, sitting on the soft turf in The Sty ¥
in the forest, in cne boat, on the beaah. Where not? And I loved her. I
am. telllng you I loved her...! I know- it now. But dllettante that I am
I must always remamn the out51der. On the other ,side of the wall Not
ready for love. Blgger and better things in the off;ng... Contemptible
fooll What's greater than the love of one like Cynthla! She truly loved
me, end I cast her away . She went to Foster... And it happened. O,
Cynthla, how I betrayed you'" o . ‘ .
."Stop!" .
‘ "Never will. And why should 1I? Dr. Capen takes the blame because hethlnﬁ
héFhouldn't have let her run out on him. He'll cover for Dr. Monarch be-
cause he believes she went to him because of him, And so will you and
Lena go to jail, if she dies. But I,°I'go Scot-free, I, the arch crimi-

nal.

LA

"Better go and _get some sleep. You need it.n"

"Ghile she goes to her eternal sieep...! I know....
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UDon't go on torturing yourself.m
Solomon. went. to George, took him by the shoulders. "Those treaclierous

hours of watching and waiting! Haven’t“vou had enough? Even I, with the

3 i

thing fresh in me, am ull ddmmed up- w1th1ny Don't press it too hard. Let
go a bit - eqen.lf it has to come by tears. It's no shame. After all
you are - qnly'aymere‘bqyj(EWQn,an dlder'man-gj.ﬂ He paused. "Maybe we potﬁ
could'beneflt by 1t-" Theyhfae§§e¢ch\other in silence. |
¥ s_ ; .
Théy raised their heads‘when they heard the soft footsteps of Dr. -
Capen. What world has he come from? The'world.of darkness and death,
; or the world of light and the liying. Or the world of tﬂlllght°
s The world of Twilight, whlch is between the-living and the dead,,
between 1ight apd darkness, between‘the born. and unborn. . .

A

In the World of TW1light there is still hope. Have you performed the
4

'task, doctor, that w1ll send her on the trail, back to the living? Or -

‘ Whyfthe skin so taut on the cheekbones, the eyés starting from

wasnt!t it in your power to aiter the course of Fate?
their ,sockets, the.compressed pale lips.
& o~

~ The silence: The long stare.

Come tell us what‘s the score'

A shadow in the dim llght near the door. You stand like the Grim
Reaper. Your hands stilk bloody? bid you rid her of that unpure blood

(blood of sin?) that was choking her to death? Did you alter the flood . -
that's carrying her away from us? . o

-~
-

Anq now Lena stands in the place of the doctor. She is Wﬁite and {limsy




good, for death lasts forever.....!

: through and she would breathe deeply and resume her vigil But soon agaln

_511__ . - \ "Jz L

like an angel. She has a message — for Foster to came home at once, Cynthi- .

ats fate still in.the*ﬁaiance;.. Complicating sepsis, from... George knows

the score. He also knows there is no trail back from where she is '‘going.
Ah, Foster, stupid but innocent tool of brutal Time! You George are more
jmplicated than he for not having warned him... So, Cynthia, I am’at your

deathbed of love, who from now on can love you in death... And maybe that's

£

_— - P

Meanwhlle two angels of mercy will watch over untll the dawn, when

there .may be a change for the better - or. for the worse. .The doctor

-

will be back by then.

- - . .

Solomon and hena had each their turn to watch over Cynthla, but 1t
ke

“soon‘becane mostly'Solomon's task. Solomon hed qulckly learned the- signs

and. symptoms to look for, Dr. Cgpen had found him an apt pupil. In her- turn

Lena'became qulckly a*anmed when alone with her patlent 8he woundn*t ad-
mit it to herself, but to her fedr and anx1ety was added an augury which

she had trled to cudgel from her hraln w1th no success. The slightest move-

- ——m

ment on her part, the tlcklng of the cloc&, Cynthia's breathlng - deep

or not deep -rdng w1th the profoundest of clamors when alone. She was af=

raid! ahe was afrald for the tenxpous thread of life of the pallid -almost
11v1d frdll form lylng in bed. Suppose she passes out Whlle alone. w1th 3

ner. Could she tell.death, or the approach of deuth° She was dwelling. Wlth )

death, or tne threat of death ~ alone! When she felt for the pulse, her fin-

gers . - » Were coLd and numb with spprehen51on. "And when the dellcate thread

.of life dldn't reglster at once to the sensorles of her finger tips, she

went 1nto a coma of cold sweat Then the wezk wriggle would flnally come

she would run to her husband.

"Lost-egain?” he'd tease her. She'd cry within herself with the uncertain-,
i

i

ty of the the thing, until finally Solomon told her to take a rest, that he
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would take ‘over. He was brave in the presence of his mfe, but now he 1is
consumed with fear and doubt. How is her breathing? He counts her brea-
thing. An Increase of three from an hour ago. The sighing respiration? It .
wasn't there an hour ago. What were Dr. Capen's instructions? Dr. Capen

come. Let someone come. This stillness » this solitude :of Rthe. night! Now :.
davn was breaking .and Solomon still sitting with his burden. He was bent

over his charge, ‘haggard, tormented witli doubt,. his eyes burning,.when

Foster came in.
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Foster had ridden aver the road at full throttle through the Winter ‘
night ng 2‘11;111 awlurl ami eyes bllnded from the nlght light flashes when
he entered the dim s:.lence of the house. '

He had passed his mother‘s outstretched form in ‘the liv:.ng“,‘ and had
cone into the bedroom in a blur of emotion, st111 not . fully awake to the

-real mening and consequence of the scene before him. This man, this Solo=-

mon, his father by proxy, was sitting in the. semi-darkness 9 humbled and bent
over Cyntt_u.a. As immobile as a marble statue. His face gray and shrunken 3
with corrugations, his eyes dry a.nd staring .and hardly breathing And there
before him she is lying, of livid face, but still breathing. '
Then as he watched,her face flushed, as with new 1life. Was it the on-
coming of fever? But life it is no matter what the cause or origin. The
new life ‘brcught the impulse of impetus to her frozen llmbs, thawing them

out with the heat in them. She moved an arm as if to ward off .something,

as one would a fly in sleep. A smile-curled her lips. Breatillng came har-

der and deeper, as if by command of her awakened brain she had been ordered

to get more air in the lungs to be able to form the words that were being borne
- on the




waves of thonght. A faint i‘ormatlon of words. A two syllable word, A
“r ‘ ’
name fo)gn‘ was she seeing ,who:n was she calling‘?
She treshed about and- opened her eyes. She was looking stralght up )
- IGeorge. .M
to him. A smile hovered over her featuresg, Then she closed her eyes and’
went into her deep breathmg and unconsr::.ous sleep agaim. All the. tlme
Solomon sat there in = stdﬁy mobﬂlty. " _
. Was Solomon unconscious of his presence, or was it that he d:l.dn't

. see
want to, hin? Well," hadn*t he rejected this man's ,reachlngsa-out nis ten-

‘ derness and love for him° Hadn't he caused ‘him much pain" Hadm't he paid -

~him evil for, kindness” E . . P o S

He put. a hand on the man's shoulder. The man turned, looked up to
him - and grasped ‘his hand. The young man sank to h}.s k:nees and rested his
5 head on the olde& man's knee: "Father forgive me, for ‘I didn'vt know what ‘

-~ L5e - 3
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. I was. doing.w . R foa,

1True words spoken in the a.nguish of th.e soul., Pronounced first by 7

. Hin." He clutched the young man's shoulder, kissed hlm on the head. MBut

’Z—(’, ol
who shall forgive and who shall be forg:x.ven" Somewhere There must xan area

in the earth an
.of forgiveness reaching to. the end. of the eartn and beyond. We areg all

nade of the same earth. It exists somehere in Tine. And Time*is & fool

§ . for hiding it from us, for denymg that great salvatlon.b But Time will
| -have to yield its secret, then there'll be no need to arsk for’ forgiveness s
¥for 1t'11l be granted before it's asked. ™ : o -
Like a tidal wave it swept oveﬁFoStenHe fou.nd peace m th:is -strange
‘* man's strength. Never was strange ’ except that he had nevr really kneww/
the man. Now he is the man of iron inm his humility and xindness. All
great men are mild with humility until their strength is called for. And
only great men have the _povier and intensity to conceal their streng:th

deep within them,,to remain dormant, until the e;nergency arises. S

nWas .George here?" Foster asked.

uYes, SOn..., All through this,
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when they found her- in.a small room...

A wild cry, more of a groan, wrenched itself from Foster 's throat as
he threw hlmself at the foot of Cynthia's bed and buried his héad there.
10, my Cynthia, what have I done to yo;zi:l " he sobbed desperately, as if
all conscious feellng went lnto that phrase, as if hlS vwhole life was,
bound up in it. Solomon stood in,51lence over him patting -his head, try-
ing to assuage,ﬁhe stogm that oroke in him. He had wondered when the
~ storm would break,,forvif”must come, and he was glad that it came while
they were,aloné;‘Then Solomon ﬁ%ard footsteps, and tﬂere waS‘Georgé en—
tering the‘rooﬁ. ;

Solomon!s voice: RItts .you, Georgeg Didn't expect you back<sd soon.m

George spoke to the darkness in geﬁefal; as if under a‘magical in-
fluence, a compuls:..on‘Z directing him unseeing 1nto ‘the roem.d"There Was
a.restlessnecs in me/falllng asleep. A shaft of light coming from some—

24 i“

where beyondibllndad‘gy eyes and bgrneﬁ into my brain. I was shlverlng
with a’terrible chill to the very marrrow of my bones. A voice céme togme.
I recognizéd it as the voice.of my childhood days when I was dying with
the dread paralysis. This time ‘theré wag an ethereal quality in it, as
1f coming from a great dlstance. 'Go to her,f the voite was stern and
pleading at the same time, 'and.speak to her. Though life hangs by a
tenyguous thread it may still be reyived through. the spirit which is
-strdng in her and has so mﬁqh loveifor-you. The forces of lifénhaveﬁ’t
f?et given up the strﬁggle, and you may prove ‘the necessdry stimulus to
"tip the delicate balance. I'11 be with you and speak to her through you,
my sonlim ; ‘

1

Then Solomon spoke: "Who may deny the divipe power .residing in the
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\ splrlt of man, commanding the eJ.ements to reverse the:.r coursé -t

A prevalence of silence as George bmt over Cynthia: Foster knee- - -

. B

ling \at her feet. Solomon standing spellbound. ' )

1

. hag N ’ T
and clesar: -Wihere is your -father gone, George? We were at a fountain in

¥

. a Forest of Magic. You held 0y hand -and your Father spoke to me. He
gave.me of the clear cool water of. the Fountc.m ‘to drink; And “I was v

i

refreshed as™I had never been before. And then he was i gone.

- God you are with me." )
And she smiled as she closed he(}\ eyes.;',
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