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big empty house, where her mummified husband Easbend had dominated
and supeivised her every,potionz Had Foster visited his childhood
stenes, and overwrought with urge - and. kmowing the how and where -
had made the fatal plunge? .
He saw Foster prowling the darkmness as -he was doing. He pitied him.
A boy, a man, walking the earth alone. Alone with the memories and:
scenes of his childhood, alone.with the unsolved problems of youth,
and the burden of the stream of endocrinal séCréf%ns that pour and

pour and find no outlet. ' ‘ -

He made the plunge and came out befouled. Maimed? The good doctor

says he is cured. Or was he?
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T CHAPTER x

The Eternal Cycle of Creation And Decay

Led by the pale shimmer of the water George found his way through
the murky dusk to the end pilings of an old neglected wharf.

He stood there.Alone! The gentle lapplngs and murmurings of the
voice

sea came to him, amd he hears his father's, in them and in the silence

of the night. The sea never rests, life fills it. inside and out. A

gréat womb, a great mother — the sea. All born in the sea. The myste-

ry of creation is there. The mystery of life and death! The~mingling
6frthe smells and effluvium of Life's Force in its eternal cycle of
creation and decay. The saltyy clean smell of fresh new life in thé new
tide, and the washing of the wave. The:mark of thé thlck—layered crus-
taceans that cling and inhabit the understructures of wharves and boats -
the mark and sign of life in the sea. The misty musé%ess and stench of
time's corrodings - once living water, dead and decaying now.

The interlocking, the intermingling and confusing ~and uncertain
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line of demarcation betyeen 1life and death. Yhe primseval miasmiec
fauna and flora froa whic.: 1ife was redorn from multitudinous deaths.

The ever recurrirg progressicn into stililness and death, and the re-

birth into motion and life. In the wharf, in the sea, 1life is predo-

minant always! A vibrant pulsation of living that swells the tides.of
life, and spills over and engulfs the dead and the rotting - stimu-
lating and tingling! Death which is_decay coming into its own, renewing
its energies ipherited through ﬁhe ages. Death but a'necesséry hiatus,

wh@rein the forces of creating are reborn and narshaled.

‘The egg, the sperm,-the fish, the embryo. The man!
The man, the offal, and the many eggs and sperms,-and the infi-.
nite other embryos! The reverse of ﬁhe cycle.
_-And the other Cycles. And the end Cycle, apd Manl
‘.Kinships! |

CHAPTER X. e

- .
A TIribute to Pacific Stréet

Across the street’ from where wheee George was sitting in the Frank-
1in was the Brandt Appliance and Bicycle Shop. Originally the 61d man
had dealt with old stuff, odds and ends, but with Harold's mechanical
bent. and enferprising spirit he was persuaded to opén the neir estab-
lishment. Remnants of the old trade wereAstiI; scattered through the

place , but mostly it shone forth in its new merchandise. Harold'hgd al-

ways boastéd of his wizadry with tools agd gadgets and of his.busigess
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