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, 11v10n and nihlllty, or physical nothingness? Or will it be death in

llmbo, awaltig:resurrectlon in another world, to be called 1nto being

I
1nﬂanotner future? For there is no absclute Nothing.There always 1is
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» " There was a conscious momentary silence in the room, as if by

| tSomething in Nothing! ....The Eternal » the Infinite: the Origin,

common consent. Something fleeting and brooding which they gouldn't
comprehend. A ghostly echo of a ¥oice they couldn't hear but listned
to from within. .
An enchantment. A power!
The vehemence of passion was within-Cynthia, as with aeliﬁérate .
.aetion she took George's hand and -squeezed hard. This thing within her
'Awés overwhelming and disturbing, dpsetping the delicate balance of ti-
"  mid reserve in her.young and inexperlenced body. | ) ‘
George felt a quaking, as of a chill, at the touch of her hand.
It evoked a fear in him as of an overhanging doom, a cldirvoyance,
which he condemned as a madness.

Had he spoken the words which brought him a kinship‘ﬁith his
father's spirit? Had his father spoken through him?

B
I

CHAPIER 1T

Miss ifacdowel

-

Miss Martha ilacdovel was n;bbllng dalntllY(H;‘a chocolate mint
pattie George nad offered ner fromfnot so dainty @ small brown paper
bag. George hada received a summons, from. iiss ilacdowel to see her after
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classes, and had bought the tidbits to assuage his hunger until he got home.
The patties were fresh and the mint had a delicate flavor, just
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Co—pess y) the cloying sweetness of tie chocolate. Miss Hacdow-

enougit to Ti
el seemed to li;é tng cnocolates; for she munched on them with more re-
lish after the first two bites. Still she nibbled, and though George

could have wolfed the whole bagful with a few mighty swallows he had to
act the gentleman and follow pace. He was relieved when she stdrted on

the second pattie. By the end of the second his stomach wasn't .in such

an uproar and he was able to think. And the first thing that came to his
mind was the reason for his being here. But Miss Macdowel wasn't tal-

king whiie she was chewing. Her mouth was sealed by her lips liﬁe a tomb, '
while the grinding inside went on as in a vacuum. Georgé's sharp

ears detected an echo—like sound, which had a booming hollow quality;

‘ muffled, like one coming over the surface of water while one'is swim~
ming underneath. He looked more sharpiy at Miss Macdowel'!s face but de-
tected no awareness of any sound reaching her auditory nerve from her
mouth. She continued complacently ahd pleasureably to chew on, the jaws
working in unison, not unlike a cow chewing her cud. The likeness- brought
a smile to his face, which might haVve broken into laughpef hadn't he
quickly turned away, pretending to clear his throat.

Miss Macdowel, at this, broke a long standing tradition. Shewopéned
her mouth, warﬁing éeorég with a finger to be careful. Then she clapped .
her lips shut, openéd them again, as if she had thought better of it.:
"Bad things have happened with a piece of chocolate in one's throat,
ahe said, "one might even choke to death."

"To think that an innocent piece pf*swéetmeag could cause death!"
George smiled broadly, displaying a white line of well matched teeth.

He caught himself staring at her, watching the process of deglu-

tition. He observea firsy the easy movment of the throat muscles as* the

Adam's apple woved upward, a.d then for a split secondy as if teetering

.
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on a Gelicate balance, starting to move down again. She didn't take
another . pattie but sat still, as if ruminating, staring ghead
pf her. George noted that ner throat from the larynx upward,té her chin
was quite smooth, but’that immediately under the larynx the skin settled
into a-crease, a circling fold, resting on the tips of her collar bones,.
wnica gave way her years above middle age. ‘ ) N

There was a paleness to the skin, as of parchment-like quality,
observing her now morﬁclosely. It was a blow to-his vaniﬁy. He remembered
the fgll of his freshman year when he had caught a glimpse of her walk-
ing with another teacher in the evening twilight. In that moment she
h?q faced him his nostrils caught the tantzlizing fragrance of her per-
fume, and he worshipped her as the Goddess of wisdom, as the symbol of
winsome ageless.womanhood. She had recognized remogsizetl the adoration
in him with a wise look in her smiling eyes,.and had forgotten it comp-
letely when next morning he attended her giass in EnglishiLit.

" Miss Macdowel's voice brought him back. "You must be wondering

what I called you in for?"

UT hope it isn't that class in the‘mprning," George sdid hal-
tingly, his face flushing, "I made .a fool of myself. I shouldn't have...!

"On the contirary, it was quite a revelation." She looked into his
eyes with that smile of long ago. The delicate fragrance came béck to
his nostrils. She was young again. She dropped her eyes and confinuea.
1Tt helped me make a decision. Though I was never much in doubt as to
who would be the one. But: let it be sufficient.® There goes that word

again, George thought. "Sufficient." Was wondering when it would comé.

»On her lips it has special significancé, a smooth roundness. ngufficient i

loas . )
It neverhfailed to alert his nerves as if to something mysterious and

transcendant. "Mr. Barton," she went -on, "Wallace Barton, editor of the

Eventide, my next-door neighbor, spoke to me of an addition to theﬂstaff,

in the City Room. Specifically; he mentioned your name and asked about




you. It seems you had brought -in short piece$S which had coﬁe to his !
personal attention.® - * . |
nsurelyy; you couldn't mean that I'd fill a regular place on the paper?® ‘
"That is exactly what I mean," H{is?Macdowel said in the teacher's
firm tone.'diany a reporter had gone from my classroom to the paper.”
"I wrote a few items as my fancy dictated, but regular assigmmentsi?
"Your items séemed to please the Chief. At anyrate he wants a young'
inexperienced one, not a hard-bitten newshound. One to train to his own
ideas.” - . 7
"With one high school year left it would hardly be worth his time,"
He put out his brown little bag. She~glanced at it, and shook her. ‘
head in tue negative. "Have had enough." Them¥after a short pause, "Eﬁe
igrux of the matter to Mr., Barton is how to handle the problem of Mr. |
Foster Forrest Senior versus Solomon Dreen apd his girl show gt Damon }
Hall!"Her uttered words had the wont clipped preciseness so familiar w
to George when she expostulated in class on the wrong or right thesis, J
or'phrasing, or the right words, in a composition. To carry him away
from his classroom iniguities he turned to the window looking out on.
the daily offerings of the old landmarks and the usual human traffic.
He was assured. He said, "But I am hardly the man for s&ch én assign-
ment. ir. Forrest already is objecting to me even before I joined the
Eventide." ,
"Inat's because he blames you for his ftroubles with his grandson,
especially visiting his Jewish mother in'defiance of him."
| Pahy 2" ‘
"Because of youf~friendship>and influence over. Fbéter. He never
forgave his son, -even after his death, for g1v1ng mhe gam;«;;\iggéigiig)
Forrest to a Lena Thalberg. Especially now that she had married this

fellow -Dreens...!

"ir, Solomon Dreen is not a 'tnis—fellow—_Dreeﬂ?, George inter-



;
rupted with some vehemence.

"y apologies," she smiled, "it wasn't meant quite as it soun~
ded; But,of course, 1 hé&n't the chance of iir. Dreen's, acquaintance.
The problem that sticks in ir. Barton'!s throat is the same ir. Dréen
and his girl show, and the fact that he marriedMr. Forresﬁiiaughteéa
in-law."

"Yes, I lmow. Double restrictions now dn young Foster to keep him
gggg;frdm his mother.V |

"According to ifr. Barton old Forrest is out to ruin Mr. Dreen, and
théreby strike directly at Lena for having married his s?n."-

"That was 'so long ago. About twenty years?!

"Yes, a Forrest never forgets - unto his dying day."

"Not even to the death of his son - and his wife, his son's mother !

"l well rememﬁer that traéic uni;n," Miss Macdowel reminisced sad-
ly, "a Forrest and a Thalberg, a scion of tradition and wealth and a
daughter of a poor immig;ant!ine old story, the iron—béund standard
of Down-East—Yankeeism. Rigid and moribund as death itée;f!" Her eyes
lighted up, as a slightly discernable blush touched her cheekbones.

"You see I had them both in my classes, he senior and she.junior, A more
admirable pair I never saw. She lovely and tender, and he handsome - a
manly nandsomeness. The looks of his beautiful mother, poor Flora."
She looked up into the air as if to recollect ﬁcre of her memories.
"When the news was sprung upon the girls-that the handsome football cap-
. HpFoster Forrest Secord,”> ,
tain and the star pitcher'gé;base—ballfﬁiﬁé}ﬁﬁg\to escort meek little
' Lena to her first Prom, it epupted like an explosion. There was a ¢chat-
tering and chittering in classes thatvvoﬁid not be stilled. Poor Mr.
Bibbly, his first year as a teacher, was quite upset and came to my
roém to find the feason~for all»thisjunpuliness. But he profited latery’
driving the girls mad by his pointed remarks about their jealouéies.
when Foster graduate%/the rumpu;:g%illed down for a year until Len&'s

vy .
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graduationlwhen Foster married her. The old man turned into an aven-
ging Angel,ﬁforbidding his son his house. Foster was forced to leave
colgée. Aftgr a wnile, with the help of his mother,he bought a little
hotel on Pacific Street trying to make good for himself and his young
son. They were selling that one peﬁfcent brew there, and serving lun-
ches. «s! h

"I know the rest," George remarked."It furned out to be a house
of ill repute. They had a small flat upstairs, with separaté entrance,
and nelther of them knew what was going on in the lower regions, at
least not Lena, until one day when shgif;ft little Foster alone for a
short while., He toddled downstairs. When Lena returned she found him
in the arms of one of tnose Women, with a drunken ourly Iellow Jeering

at both of tnem. ena snatched the child from.the voman at the Same

time her hquduu caeme upon the scene. He slapped the drunk down wvho

had tried to make advances to his wife, took his family upstairs, and..."

"iWell, it caused the death of his only son,“ said Miss.Macdowelw
tFoster sold the place,gave it all to lena, and left. He would return
if he made good. He never did. Presumeably he died,?for nothinglwas
ever heard of him. Not long after his mother followed him."

"The steel merchant, after ali these years, 1s still harping on the
same theme. He never forgets. It seems that I hahded in a short.story,
on the TLetters to the Editpr! iss Macdowél."' .

"So you did, George. Hr. Barton agrees with you that the letters,
_ well considered
condemning the show are mostly inspired by Forresf. He.thinks a report
by you - the name Sheraton. attached to it - will cool ofya lot of hot

heads. Even ten years after your father's death.m

George stood in embarrassed silence.
"The appointnment is for ten tomorrow,! she spoke ggain.

"Thank you,Miss MchJel...
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