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to admlt to hlmself w1tn a smile thab Blanca would make a poor edltor
even under George.* Perhaps things are not as topsy—turvy as .they seenmed,
He was .prouwd of his Cynthia, ackowledging to himself that ‘after all she
was the best. for that spot. He gave George a smile .of approval. A~l§%tle
bland, but a smile nevertheless. fA smile of confusion. and also regret
that he should have had any resentment, and also astonishment at the idea _

that he had had any thoughts .of priority over Cynthla's 1ntentlons and
" wishes. . o ¢ | i .
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CHAPTER I - T

’ " . . The Face the Facade the Epic, ';@
. t The Look the Glory (if any) of lt

£l .

. *ff
What -is it to; graduate9 You t011, you sweat you pray and hOpe,

.

and you live in a certain stratum in a certain land, you see g light far.

away, suddenly it is close to you — and you take flight into another’

" stratum, of-another land., The Land of the Graduate} A new land with
more 11ght and less darkness9 The new Land. o ;*, "unto the land I will

& ~ »
- show thee,® ‘ : ) ) 8

- You toil, you. sweat, you pray,-and suddgnly it'é finished;' You are
glad. You are sad. The old groowes, the old track; the old roadbed. A
straight line. And you moved along éasily $ofti; and cozily. Then:
suddenly you have to tear up the old roadbed, track and all, and skip to a

‘new one.

You are sad, you are glad.

In twos you march in the central aisle to be gawked at by, the
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ﬁultitg@esz who are on the«Sidelines."You play your role in the arens,v"
and ‘they look down upon you from- the balconies. " A grateful, a sympathetlc
look! HNo one to greet yodr eyes. Only your mother. ~And she is hidden
_somewhere injthe great mob;‘—Why doesnﬁﬁ.she'show her.face? You kﬁow‘why,
Géorge. She must hide her face, or her tears will storm you. She must
forever remain hidden in your  hour of "glory.ﬁ The straint The gtrain
for ﬁoth of ybu,‘who'are so dependent on each other, . and who are so alone
in the world.- 0, mother, jou dontt xnow, you don't understand This isﬁ
no hour of'glory. You may show your face. . See my mates preening their
feathers,\the glory is all for-them. It should be for me too. At ieast
some of it. -All fight‘then; mother, keeﬁ youf face hidden., I can see
you better hidden. My mind sees better than my eyesﬂ':GbodZ You want to
. See me with your mind. But it's different with you, mother.. Your mind
‘Qwill always hold_me, and often jbur eyes will pick me out. But I will
" ‘have.'to hold you in my mind alone. _And that is as it should be. "But
our thoughts will reﬁéin in the same groove, on the same track. And
through all thig silliness they!'ll communicate. ?But remember not to Eg
jealous that m& classmates.receive the highest honors, and not I. And
you always thought I was sgg§mért. Now you know. DNot at least that sort of
cleverness. Maybe 1 am not smapt at ail, might Just as well know it row.
Well, then, remain where you are, hidden from view. Wait till they dole
out the honors: The "magﬂé's", tﬁe "Jaudalsh, and the "summa'sﬁ, Most
of them come from sitting long én fheir bottoms, cramming, reﬁembéring an
assortment of silly detail you ean find in any fext book, while my efforts
- must. come sharp and- gquick from the top;not from ‘the bottem. 0, I should,
have liked to toss an honor or two in your lap, mother, but I Jjust whsh't
equal to the taske. JUst couldn't chain myseldf down to it. So forgive
me, mother., In time, maybe, youtlll see what‘I see, Maybe you do now.
But how can I tell if yogkface is hidden? W o |

There is the whitish-blue nose of my uncle, and behind it the sagging,
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stern i‘ace, and the atgrmg eyes “that don't say arythings And at his

f\

side, my aunt w:l.th a merxy wink ‘and tvn.nLlef in her eye, and ‘heavy Jowk

and triple sagging chin, but othervuse with bland expreSSJ.on. Well, their

eyes are not for me., They sit on feathers and glare at Blanca. * Although
Blanca doesn't give-one damn.,” She “did]fl't apply for honors, and wouldn't
receive them. And glad she is. too; Tht; quicker the thing is- over J.hg #
bett‘er she'd like it. She fidgets.in this h;Jt inferno, and casts albale-

. ful eye at her ]gaz:ven‘c.s:.~ ;Mt are .they so elated about"“ .

Then you see; rather suddenly, Dr. Capen's face, the bron;se ﬁystache

bristling and stabbing at your eyes . What the h— is he here for? And
you catch him look directdy at you. O, y:ou, baS'-, but you hold. your
breath -as you see him veer nis glance toward Cynth:x.a. Could it be that the
busy man had taken of -his time to see his llttle Cynthla* get her honors?
It must. be so. For* he alwaj,-s took pride in her.’ He'claimed a right to her.
The right of one who brought her ,into the world, and who'looked after her
physical and spiritual’ welfare. . Cynthia was- carrying off everything it
seemed.. And it seemed um*ttz.ngly to George. For‘ha;d.' she aime'd anci‘ proad-a»;-
ed. for it, he could’have mver forgiven her: But in her cuAdly 'bn.ny self ~
,Was that spark of female. gem.us for the. particular, the pnac’cn.cal 5 -though
ummarked and untarnished by the shove. and push. of egotistic and” foul am- )
bitions, that must. show om the surface. She was. non—plussed When it was
let known of the great haxwest. she was go:.ng to reap at the graduatlon.
She blushed, and shook her.head. and Jmpt silent.- She didn't. know how to
ta.ke it, she didn® expec® it, and she didn't quite know what to say about

it. How really ceuld it come to her? Her eyes dldn't pop. with glee,

'

Your eyes are Speakin,g to me, Cyn‘chia, The smi‘ling ‘relenting eyes. g
'l‘he eyes that spoke to me that amtumn in The Oaks, under the moon and stars,
On the soft green turf. It wag still summer in The Oaks s and the grenness
was still in full-vestments for the anxious soul. I know you. have. forgiven

the night, the4zea]*. in me. But it is simpler to live with Foster — in the

e
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. -comfort ‘of Fosterls solid proteétic;ri, in the integfity of his mighty arm,

»~changeab:|.nea. ime is a ~phony s~ With a phony smiling and ummillng face. Time
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I can -never be a steady influens'eiin your life. I am like a composite

puzzle .of no solution, evih to myself. A maze where there is
m\no\ exlt, once you get into it. So remain where you. are,my little.
Cynthia. R |

Y.

- Ag. to the future, »who can tell? It 's like a mist in the valleys sior ™

- the milky cloud that shrouds the mountain peaks. You have got to stay vuth

it until yom find your way . I havgn't i‘ound mlne. Nat yet. The fog of -~
confusion tnat §ur§counds me is héavy and. oppressive, it sits like a {hea—:?
;riness on my chest, and makes me-stumble., It'll clear in the future, of
that I aim sure, but when and where no one may know. In that future we'll
meet again. But future is tlme, and Time is unpredlctable. I’c doesn't

know itself — its own goodness, its own. cruelty, how long s how short :Lt

can be. Tlme is both reSponsible and :eresponsn.ble, changeable and un-.

is a mystery to itself, for it knows not its own mtime; the time of” lts;

%

birth or death. How can I tell what Time holds for us in the future? -

You. are not alone, Cynthia You, may safely dwell in that smile of
Joy .of” his. You see him there, Cynthia, the man with the cllpped ‘brénze

moustache The intent look of pride as he glances your Way. His claim on

.you justifies that joy of happiness he finds in you. He was first to

v G
glimpsegrou when you came into this world ’ although to you@he was a shadow

' in the darkmess. And he carried on s:l.nce.... You are hlS adopted daughter,

the same as I am his adopted son. Let's glve him that pleasure for he has

. none of his own. "Brother and sister!" he smileéd to himself. Furmy tho{lghi;.
"A spiritual unity: you, Drs Capen and-I. A triple 'i-‘:‘ieridship that must

not be torn atsunder.
In the center tier of seats in ‘the orchestra, five or six rows L
back of the stage, the tranyuil, smiling face of Mrs. Foster Forrest . -

blossomed out in a beam of fluorescence, which high-lighted even more the

L
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fresh brightness of her well groomed person. To George, she presented a
study in contrast‘ He remembered the- anx:.ety and look of fnustratlon in
her eyes when Shé‘ a%peared for a br:n.ef moment in Dr. Capen's off:Lce the
night of the i‘lre[: iihat -a change t:.me has wrought in the bri&‘ space of
a year! Now. he could read. the contentment of Joy in those eyes s 88 of 4

. something newly found - something rediscovered once held as :Leeless

L~

treasure. As 1f aiter a long “tortuous Journey she had re‘turned home,

assured of a haven of safety.

P i

7. George couldn't help but thimk that heé had found the same quality of

. a future prom:.se in Bob Black in his a331duous devotlon to the. task of 1
- arrang:.ng all the details in- the establishment of the Ztrnpor:.um theatre s..as wel

as in the genuine coo;zeration he gave .,;him in the skeleton, bulldlng of the #

k3

o play to be given during the Chrlstmas hollday season. I't was a down-to—-earth
quality :Ln him, a de.nial of his previous existence in limbo. The shirzmen of ¢
tne golden glory of a haphazard life ’ conflned tq one brlght beam of a de- .

3
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fln:l.te, purposeful goal in the future. #%

. A : b
&w At,l' ,.j?maxag; right, a disgruntled la.ttle flgure of a man, eyes down-
cast, sat @voldy,. Forrest. gﬁe was so sunk back in the da¥k *penumbra of .

e ”"‘x:,

his g wife's ‘shining glory that at first Gedrge couldn't- be sure. But .
certain fe{liiiar fidgety little movegents, resentful ,“bell:'i.gerent » almost
completely blasted him out from obscurity: It were as if his presence
here was. against his better jud‘giment and had tried his best to remain in -
the shadow oﬂ'inconsp:.cuousness. Especlally since the threat to the Empo-—
rium - hg.d,pbviated, and was now being completely rehaollltated ‘He had
long remained in the’ a.nom.m:.ty of silence, George thought how 1ong '
before he'll erupt again. _ -

George glam:eq at Solomon and Leﬁaf, not more than half a dozen seats

aay to the left of Mr. Forrest, their common enemy, George smiled dry-

™~ 1y to him:self ; a weakened eneny , but a formidable one nevertheless. '\*Jho

~N. -
L
o
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can tell what goes on in that cranium of his in this ominous silenée?
But he found comfort in the benignﬁcomplacency and thQrough enjoyment of

the.scene of Lena and’ Solomon. What a ble351ng these two, s6 cool in the ‘~-@'

enchantment of their happiness!

f

You look at Solomon, George, and your impatlence to have done with
p e Ac

this graduating bu51ness floats away from you. You desire to accept solo-
mon's placid moodlness and acquiescence w1th a detachment and inner enjoy—
it
ment, but isn't quite that simple with you. You haven‘t attained that
. © ot o alzass

sense of balance and equilibrium that éoes with the maturity of Solomon's
years. Ten years makes a difference when yoa are under twenty. With the

N ten years Solomon.might ‘have attained the wisdom of King Solomon. Then,
too, Solomon‘has Lena at his Slde - a mighty bulwark.-Then,bSolomon is .

%?:not in the center of things like you are - in.the fog of. turmoil end

~conquionm Well, maxbernot«sogmuch.of theqlatter, rather -a .mixture of im- é

T
kY

patience, reticence and a peculiar sense of values. You are neither proud
non aloof, but somewhere in your makeup there was 1nter3ected a dev1ation§
a tw1st, a motlvation, making for hesitancy and retrospect. 'Things never*
looked simple to you, as they ma?fgg the surface, or as they do to most

of your ‘classmates. And it 1sn't asceticlsm, because you love life, like *

vt 2t v s

the next fellow, in all its pleasant intricacies. Just that you have to dig
under surface, delve into the depths for the Why'gjwherefore's. T

But after your digging and. submergence you have the capacity to rise
to the surface — the common level. You guite enjoyed the Step by step for-
ward march with your mates to the tune of martial- music. You were even
thrilled :that this is the old Empiss\ Refurbished and polished for the

occas1on, but the Empxre Just the same. Risen from fire and flame,-it

stands. as a monument of endurance and dedication, of the fact that you and

your friends hold the line. You are inspired! That marching, and martial ?
- music, stepping in unison with the multitude! The unison of multitude.

\r-
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mers out the rough spots. (And at ‘the same time maybe- the nice’ delicate
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The step and the heartbeat in unison- The flush on the face. And the in-

iné the .interlude,
cessant rhythmic beat in your temples, There is-heat developlng in you and

.enveloping you. It's a comfortable warmth. You are in everybody,and eve—.>- -

irybody is in you. You are at one with everybody, a unlt a part of this

whole wholesome young student body. & heaving up of the tidal force that

. makes up young life, and young hope and ambltion, and the shinlng horir

!:'?,
zon, and you can't help but being swept by and into it. And you want to

belong, to be a part of the whole, and not a separate segment flOating in
limbo. You are a part ‘of the graduating class of 1912° and so, destined to

receive your diploma, or certificate of hav1ng completed a number of pres—

cribed courses satisfactorily You tell yourself that itts good to be pros-

cribed and to do prescribed work. Sort of chisels things in you, and ham—

l points ) You are disc1plined And while too much discipline curbs and even
rstifles inkerent abilities, no- é&sc&nline makes for amorphousness and
. @ilettantism, a sheer blindness that leads nowhere,

The heat is stifling and presses you With physical arms around your
chest. Your face is pale and somewhat gaunt. But at last yoéu have .your
diploma.‘You endure a bit more of ceremony and a few mone'eXhoftations,'

banalities, and then you make your escape.

You go into the world of light and free men. The world of air and

_sunshine and doing. And you wonder how:you'd fit into this world with. this

white piece of parchment, tied neatly with a ribbon; in your hand. In‘this
world of hustle and hurry you feel,asfhelnless as. a babe. Could this_'
world fit into the one you had just'come from? Or could matter~of-factness
and the realism of bright daylight be a continuance of and flow from the -~
somberness of ‘the classroom and the mould of books and ancient ideas? -
That certificate in your grip certifies nothing inAthis world!
You want to live and be absorbed in thi% new World Think its thoughts
and do its doings. Just walk and delight in the whole circumstance of
\

4
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.‘L:Lving in this World of relishlng people. Just people, any people! ’
Walk: ané. Jook at people walking toward you or passing by. People can
be enchanting,. insplrmg and exhillratlng - espec:Lally people, Walking

' in the sunshine and spr:l.ng of th:l.s world. PeOple who work with their
braln and brawvn. Who are here for a definite purpose. They .glow with the
health of do:mg. ‘Ihe head is well set, and. the shoulders fairly bulge
-in their jackef:s. And the women are a. breed of thei_r own in. thn.s world.
You see it in their bright eyes and in ‘the pose of their heads P proud
and beautiful. - "

And the strange desire was strong in':George %J 1inger‘ in this world,

to spend h:.s alloted days in the sunshme and .1ife and. doings of these
people. For tlg\re is no epic » 1O glory mthex face;the facade of the

) world of Gradue;tlonl o e

But Kinships...?.There are, aren't there? -

,ﬂ'*;
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The Woe, the Ritual of Parting .

- Saturday morniné , the last day for Georgeé at the Eventide. The
] annoyance of saying goudbyes Not that it is so tragic, but that it smacks
of ceremony and ritual. The manner of saying it, -the expression of it_ -
as well as the expressionlessness of it.- carry within them. the challenge,
the gamut of human emotlion and behavior. Should you or should you not sheda
tear” Wwhen you embrace a long-standing friend like Jack Gardner? How vcan
you part with a guy like him and not feel a strong emotion boiling- up

e
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