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DEWTED TO LITERATURE, CRITICIEM AND
THE PRESERVATHIN O AMATEUL LETTERE

Vorume 111 AUTUMN, 1945 Numper 3

MY FRIEND, SAMUEL LOVEMAN

N the early 1g920's, 1 was a fre-
quent visitor at the apartment
of the Houtains, at nz8 Bedford

Avenue, Brooklyn, A linde room
beside the parlor was George Hou-
tain's study, and here, where we sat
so often in all scasons, 1 wsed to
notice a framed photograph on the
wall.

My host informed me thar this
wag 2 picrure of Samuel Loveman,
the Cleveland bard. 1 knew of Love-
man's poetic fame, having, on my
first entry into the MNarional, rcad
some of Maurice W. Moe's refer-
ences to him, Later on, 1 had even
read one or two of his poems,
Lovecraft's lerrers had frequently
contained laudatory comments on
iz work, combined with specula-
tions as to what might have befallen
him. So it was with no ordinary
interest that 1 scanned the fearures
of this individual in a gray suit
this man whose brow gave just a
suggestion of thinning hair, and
whose forehead and eyes showed
the vaguest, most clusive touch, of
soanething other-worldly.

Among the poems [ had seen was

ome on the death of Thomas Der-

*

mody, and another may have been a
saraphrase of some Chinese verses.
1 recall thar the lines on Dermody
— the exact ttle of which escapes
me — had been read at a Blue Pencil
meeting, and 1 was among those
who had been much impressed.
There was an antique touch to the
lines, a classic undertone, as it were,
which scemed to speak sadly of
verities long neglecred.

It was probably abour this tme
that Lovecrafr wrore me enthusias-
tically that Loveman had been
found — employed, then, m some
commercial house, Lovenman, ir ap-
peared, wag just about to make a
connection with one of Cleveland’s
well-known boolstores. It proved
to be this establishinent, in fact,
which started him on his long and
spccessful career as a bibliophile.

Mg an illostration of how Love-
man's name and fame persisted
through the years, 1 remember a
liethe paragraph in Fevietws, pub-
lished that sterling amartear,
Paul ]J. Campbell. It was to the
effeer that Samuc] P. Lovecraft was
returning to activity, This particu-
lar item really referred o H. P.
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Lovecraft. Not until a fow years
later did Samuel Loveman really
make a brief retamn.

While on the subject, | might add
that Samuel has even been conspicu-
ously confused with his cousin
Robert. Alfred Kreymborg, in his
history of American poetry called
“Our Singing Strengeh,’” makes a
aeneral statement aboor “rhe verse
of Van Dyke, George Edward
Waoodberry, SamuelLoveman, Frank
Dempster Sherman,” and winds up
with this: “Loveman 5 remem-
bered for the lilting English lyric,
It isn't raining rain w0 me, It's
raining violets'.”" Needless to say,
out Sarmuel Loveman is remembered
for other and equally notable achieve-
mEnLs,

It was somerime in gzs thar

- Loveman finally came to New York.

He had previcusly become Chair
man of the Crinical Burean of the
M. AL P AL and his arvicles duly
appeared i the National Awratenr.
Under whar condiions [ mer
him, 1 cannot now recall, but the
Kalem Club drew us quite closely
together in a short fime. In appear-
ance, ar least, Loveman had not
changed much from that pictonal
representation of him in Houtain 's
room. He was a lirtde older than
myself, having contribured marure
work to amatenr publicanens while
I was still a schoolboy, but, as in the
case of many bachelors, he seemed
to carry the aura of youth with him,
as he does to this day. 1 have more
than overtaken him, m appearance.
| found him very shy, very sensitive

as r::-n]:inin:uru: held of im l1}r others,
but nor ar all given to malice, or to
the chenshing of grudgcﬁ. There
was an air of frankness and friend-
Iimess abour him which must have
been enough o place everyone
warthy of it on his mertle.
Lowveman had been a soodent amd
booklover for years, and while, so
far as 1 know, he broughr ne books
with him, his lietle apartment on
Brooklyn Heights was soon suffi-
ciently furnished  and  adomed
Among his newly acquired rreas-
ures, | recall a number of Mosesuch
Press editions — among them being
Burton's  "Anatomy  of Mol
choly,” Milton's “Paradise Laost,”
and one or vwo similar editions of
besser known bards, There wene
other books, of course, one of them
being a large, substantial edition of
Boswell’s "Jl:-|'||'|h|.|l|._“ cdited ciher
by Croker or Malome, There was o
much begrimed painting on the wall,
found in some old curio shop, which
we regarded with respeceful awe
but did nor examme too L'Imcdj.'. L1
was Loveman's landlady who dis-
covered 1t to be a node, amd who
raised some objections o having it
there. Among various Buddhas, of
different artinedes and periods, was
to be seen a fine clay mask of the
fearures of John Keas. It had been
taken right from the face of the sub-
ject, and was really more satisfac-
tory than a photograph would have
been, had 10 been ].m:-ix»il::h: to ke
one at thar ome. On one occasion,
sOME ITreverent person i the group
placed a cap, at a “rough™ anghe, on

*
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that classic brow, and tied a colored
cloth around the neck. The bard
looked most convincingly like a
Parizian Apaghe ; bur, ar thes point,
Loveman’s outraged feelings assert-
ed themselves, and the disgoise was
SWEpT away.

It was during this time, while
browsing around in O Malley’s up-
town boakstore, that | found a copy
of Edwin Markham’s long forgoren
anthology “"Our Younger American
Poces.” The very last poem in the
book was by Samuoel Loveman, “In
Picrrot's (Gaarden.” This was the
poein which had so impressed Am-
brose Bierce, o whom Loveman
had sent a manuscript copy of ir,
that he spent months trying o sell i
o orve of the standard magazines of
the day. He was not successhul, but
thirty-five years ago was a period of
peculiar andity, not to say ossifica-
tion, in the entire literary scene.
Editors of magazines like Flarper's,
Cenmtury, and Serifwrer’s, could hardly
have been expected to realize thar
all they stood for, and all they were
earnestly trying to perpetuare, had
already been condemmed and was
on the way to oblivion.

The letrers of Bierce o Love-
man, on the subject of “In Pierrot's
CGarden,” and the general state of
EOCII}’ at that time, were published

y George Kirk in Cleveland very
shortly before he, too, came 1o New
York. And to satisty any reasonable
curiosity that may be felt by the
reader as to the actual poem, here
15 the first section of “In Pierrot's
Garden'":

This s the way the moon comes up

From under the glimmerng fallow
.EI'.'II.‘L'i-:

Farse bur che rim of 2 silver cup,

Where the farthest ewilight primrose
viekds

Its earthly beaury up;

And now where the deep light winks
alirim

You can see ir flurter and fail for brearh,

And a single star falla rapt and dim —

I call ic Dearh.

The second section consists of rwo
stanzas, and the third of three, Ama-
teur journalists may be inrercsted o
know that the above lines have
been copied from the July gig issue
of W, Paul Cook's Natiewal -
teur, which contans practically all
the laureate and honorably men-
tioned poetry of the N. AL P. A |
from 1877 to wig. It is nothing bess
than a rreasure-house to the student
or  historian :-icr:l;.ing informmrion
abour rhis particular phase of ama-
reur activity. It s the list of laure-
ares, with dares and names of
[roems, in this =ame issue, which
tells me thar Samuoe]l Loverman won
the homporable mention n oy with
“Arcady,” while Richard Braun-
stein came in first with a poem
called “MNovember." Hmwjng what
| do abour Braunstein's larer expos-
ure a5 a plagnarist by A. M. Adams,
I have juse spent a lictle time trying
to find his poem — with, possibly,
some more famous name artached as
author ! —in one of my antholo-
gics. No lock, however. In igo8
Loveman won the dtle with *In
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Picrrot's Garden,” and Brainerd
Prescort Emery achieved honorable
mention with “*Love’s Triumph.”

I may be pardoned for mention-
ing Loveman's acquamtance with
Hart Crane, who lived nearby on
the Heighrs, and who had won con-
siderable recognition as a poet
professional circles. They had be-
come acquainted in Cleveland, but
Crane's social exploits in New York
were of a sort o repel and alarm
Loveman, He came to see Lovenman
one night while 1 was there ;. and,
a few evenings later, Loveman rook
me with him on a reum visit 1o
Crane. He lived on the same side of
the Heighrs, with back windows
overlooking the Fast River, which
lay some distance below. We found
him working on his poem, “The
Bridge,” and through the window

behind him, could discern many of

the details of rhat spectacular view,
with the very bridge, itself, duly in
evidence at the cxtreme right. Only
a few years later, Hart Crane com-
mitted suicide by leaping from the
deck of a steamer ar sea, and 1 re-
call thar a reporter from the Fuening

Post called on Loveman for some
personal details regarding the dead
poet. | have no doubs that he was
all compassion and sorrow, for, as
George Kirk once remarked, “If a

t 15 young, and commits suicide,
e 18 Sam's man ' Loveman had
more than one occasion o feel sorry
during the tme 1 knew him — but
Cieorge Seerling of California, who
also died by his own hand, 15 the
only one who occurs to me now.

In recent years, as opportumny
has ansen, | have called ar Love-
man's office in bewer Fifth Avenoe,
New York, In owo rooms, on one
of the upper floors of an office bld
ing, he comducts a mail-order ook
tmsiness called “The Bodley Book
Shop.” He issues catalogues at fre
quent intervals, and bas Dot wp an
excellent business. The lase o |
saw him, he had just receved proots
of “The Sphinx” from W. Paul
Cook, and sat contemplaung them
with somerhing like amazenwnt. le
was Cook's redemprion of an old
promise to H. P. Lovecraft, that he
would one day publish this work of
Samuel Loveman’s.

— Ruemnant KLEmner
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CAFE DELLA MICHAEL

OMEWHERE in his travels

S Michael Horrigan (and Hor-

rigan had traveled far in his
time ) came upon this wording :

CAFE DELLA MICHAEL.

Michael — if ever he knew, and
I doubt very much thar he did—
wasn't overmuch concerned with
its meaning ; Michael was so easy-
gomng, at nmes.  “le listens good,™
he admirted to Claney once upon a
time, “and it makes a brave show
m gold letrers on the plare glass,
Besides," he added reluerantly,
“Maggie says it di.limumf__scs the
bng(s from callmg me ‘Mike'.”

»— afrer bosing his leg in France
—with the help of his pension and
the little lady who insisred thar
“Yes” didn't mean “No,” he de-
cided that he mighe as well sertle
down before he lost whar he valued
s,

The Calé, and Horrigan, were in
the (E{'L'H::Il.‘t graces of the police and
the City Fathers as well.  Michael
would stand for no rough seuff, he
once told Claney, afrer havin
picched The Wop our of the Café
o his ear and into a February snow-
drift to the unurerable joy of said
Clancy, then making his round.
From this one mighr fancy thar The
Wop was no especial pet of the
“Sargine.”

It was just abour this eime that
Clancy had that trouble with his
eyes — his hearing, and memory
roa, were affecred.

The Wop knew he had it coming

te him, grinned, brushed off the
snow, and let it pass, as well he
might for Horrigan's fists, as some
of the boys will tell you, weren't
marshmallows. Mow, don't ger me
wrong, The Wop was an all-right
guy and he did enjoy gerting
Michael's “lIrish,” as did many of
the boys. No harm, you know,
just in fun, for all had an abiding
respect for and an admiration of
Michacl’s “marshmallows.”

There now, like Michael, 1've
wandered far a-field; so let me ke
up with the affair of the afternoon
of April 13ch.

Tue thick, curling mohacco smoke
wisping out of the Café Della
Michael merged and was lost in the
mist of a dusky, lare April after-
noon. From the rear of the Cafe
came the sharp, dry click of collid-
ing Ialhiard balls, accompanied by
occasional dull chumps of cue ends
as they hir the floor, emphatic of
the players” superstition. From the
front of the Café eame the inces-
samt, tireless, oick-tock, ock-vock,
tick-tock of a walled Seth Thomas
that was old when Anastasia wailed
her first lament and no one cares to
remember when (if ever one did);
and mrermittent energetic slaps of
playing cards on a table away to
the other side of the room and not
too close to the lunch counter.

The Café was famous for its food
and Mrs. Horrigan (Gramma to all
the boys) knew best how o rempt

*

*
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rhn:Jr palm‘.s. You could always get
a “rse” out of Michael with bur a
whisper in unfavorable comment of
the }Puinm and then would come a
burst of hearry laughrer from the
kitchen, — how Michael and the
boys enjoyed hearing that laugh and
the, “Go aun now, don't be afther
teasing my Michael.”

Everything was open in the Café
Della Michael, even o the "phone
booth, for Michae] would nor have
it otherwise. There was no gam-
bling other than the playing for the
price of the eats, or for the soft
drinks, or for the small change for
the use of the tables. Mind you,
Michael was no sant. "Lhe last
rime Michael was in church was
when he was baptized, and he isn't
sure he was there then. Burhe drew
the lime at the hard stuff. Wouldn't
allow any of it brought m.  Would
not sell it although he could get a
license almost any rime, his repu-
tation was thae good,

Tue mist, a sloggish grey mist,
rwined ominously around, envelop-
g everything with that haze and
blur so peculiar to the Mystie Val-
ey in April.  Minutes l1|||1|':~:fl by
on the velvet heels of Time. Cuiet,
conversationally, for the most part
until the round had been run out
and the players rose from their
chairs 1o strerch, then, rumbling
forth, came a cascade of pent-up
comments and questions.

“What brings that guy Curley
back afrer what has happened? Isn't
he sanshied with beanmng the rap?”

On a stool ae the far end of the
lunch counter sar a heavy, thick-set
blond of a man, eating. Quietly he
moved closer to overhear.

“It's a good tl'ung for Curley
that her brother . . .

The blond stirred the spoon in
his empty cup.

“The poor kid . . . "

“Yah, it was the rottenest . . .

“And the kid not yer sixteen "

The blond called for more coffec
and a slab of pic

Oneside, the clop-clop of a horse's
hoofs on the concrete beat lowder
and louder,  Impatiently stamped
was the bell of a trolley car as,
caughe in the rails, the iron tires of
a junkey's cart sereached and graved
as they brole away allowing the
cart to rattle off on its way across
the square.

When car and cart had passed
and quier was resumed

“And when the poor kid real-
el s oy

“Yeah. One night she was miss-
ing, and the next morning she was
found on Hangman's Beach . . .7

“With a rope around her neck . 7

“Bat she wasn't drowned . . 17

“Aw, come on you guys, come
on and play. There's nothing we
can do about it — worse luck.”

“That’s troe, and, — but some
one’s going w do mmn:rhlng abour
it, mark my words . . .

“Yah, and the sooner the quicker,

L

I 5:1)'.
The bond continved eaning.

“, . . sinee the law couldn’r pin
it on Curley, and everyone knows

*
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how hard Clancy worked o hreal
his alibi. The "u:np was sure he'd
seen Cordey . . 7

“The "lr"w:rp was sare all right,
but Curley's lawyer had his testi-
mony thrown our just because The
Wop had been pinched a eouple of
nmes.”

“Yah, Clancy is sure one square
flat foor."

“Sure, you ber. I read in a book
once where a guy had a lot of what
he called moral proof bur none of
it was jury proof and so the guy
lost out.”

“Just like Claney."

A persoN appeared in the door-

wa

.{ momentary silence of surprise.

“Well, of all the nerve, if there
aint Curley!™

“Will Michael serve him, 1 won-
der?™

“"He will indeed. It's the haw,
and Michael isn't giving thar rar,
Curley, {and | apologize to all rats)
half a chance o make any rhmf? CHIT
of it,—that's why he came in, so
he could give his orders o Michael,”

Curley, after a sharp, quick look
around, entered. Michael’s ham-on,
pic and coffee were exchanged for
the two-bits silver thar Curley sent
coursing down the mahogany.
Michael made no comment, but
from his face the gang could rell it
went hard and thar Michael would
have enjoyed serving Curley a doub-
le dose of jollop, or, a generous
portion of his “marshmallows™ —
all on the house.

A voune woman peeked inoar
the window.

The blond moved and as he did
s0 his clhow knocked both cup and
saucer to the floor, the black coffee
spreading and mixing in with yellow
of the sawdust underfoor. The crash
of the crockery artending Curley's
entrance, one of the boys saud spme
time later, was like a dull echo of
a blasr from Black Ann's Corner.

Eyes pierced the haze of smoke
m his direction. The blond tumed,
as if curious, o warch Curley.

Curley sat unmoved, intent on
the appearance of a young woman
in black standing in the doorway.

Curley sar unmoved, tense.

The young woman in black leaned
against the wall of the doorway and
stared fixedly. A black car rubbed
stiffly against her stocking.  She
gave it a kick that sent ir, claws
out, tail arched, flying in Curley’s
direction,

Curley bolted o his fect.

The young woman was quicker.

As was the blond man,

Crancy arrived — ook a quick
look-sec—blew several sharp, stac-
cato blasts from his whistle, and
called upon everyone to remam just
where they were. Police came 1o
hold the crowd in check: a crowd
that had quickly assembled, as
crowds have a way of doing —
secemingly our of nothing. Head-

warters and the hospital were noti-
ed, the larrer to send an ambulance.

Clancy turned the body face up.

“Cuarley!™

*



All present were questioned ar
length and their names and addresses
taken,

Horrigan said his back was
turned. was emptying the tray
under the coffec urn and saw noth-
ing. “There was,” he said, “a dark,
skinny, black haired fellow ar the
counter eating and he must’ve been
pretty well scared for he knocked
his cup and saucer to the floor and
ran, —and for all 1 know he may
still be ronning.”  No, he couldn’t
have done it as he {Horrigan) juse
happened to glance in the mirror as
the guy reached for the coffec.

And the boys . . . ?

O the boys were playing whist
and saw nothing.

Now, how could they, Sarging?
It was a tight game, Chney, no
trumps, and Fred . . .

Sure, we heard it. Yah, we
thought it was a back-fire of some
puddle-jemping Bertie, why worry?

Yes, there was.  Jimmy thought
Michael had fallen.

No, they'd seen nothing.

Na, they saw no one.

Omne thought he saw a woman
peeking in at the window.

No. Young or old? Couldn't
say. Don't remember.

No, he didn't know her,

Yah, there's always some one
looking in.

And what abour the guy cating
at the counter?

0, —him. A-r-r, he was just a
skinny guy with awful black hair.
He just came in for a bite,

Yes, he somewhat resembled The
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Wop, but he wasn't The Wop.
Cermainly, we know The Wop
and of that yon are well aware,
“All righe, all right. So, —nonna
you guys saw nothin'; heard noth-
m’, and know nothin' of what hap-
pened. So — very — convenient.”
And Claney smiled in rather an
odd way.
Yah, just like whar we said,
Clancy, we don’t know nothin’.
An’ we aint saw nothin® cither.

The fog and mist piled in from
over the marshland.

The police had left along wirth
Clancy.

The crowd scarrered.

The boys departed, some 1o their
homes, others ro night jobs.

The woman and man might have
been known o Horrigan and the
players, and Claney had his doubrs.
The kid's brother,— well, he had
an excellent alibi, as had the siser.
Corley had hooked up with with a
sordid gang, so Clancy learned, and
the Sargint was contenr to believe
the solution lay with them.

Michael turned on all the lights,
swept up the red amnd black blotch,
spread several shovels of golden
sawdust, moe and clean, on the
floor before the lunch counrer,
wiped off the mahogany with a
steaming cloth, and made ready for
the supper trade and the coming of
Mrs. Horngan, wondering the
while . . .

— CHarLES A, A, Parien
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UNDINE

Ages past in a star lmg dead
Your ard | ome rwilight seet.

In a flecting glance you said ;
“Dewn the ages — don't forger.”

COwer stars beyemd the stars,
Where uncharted comets race;

Where the sumser's azsre bars
Latticed o'er a trysting place;

Where the breath of twilight balwns
Brooded over Aready;

Where rock-rosted glisterring palms
Bewt their fraprance dewn to ne;

These Uue searched in vain for you,
Sea child of my prival quest, —
Still in heart and spirit true
fin wry lomging and wnrest.

Long I lpsked through fading light
For that form that seewed a part

Of the moonbeams and the night —
(3f the brain and of the heart.

Maidens of the wea-girt isles,
Light af tread and bright of eye,
Saw my questing foor with smiles
And wnheeded passed me by.

Where the Milky Wiy o erflows,
Trailing gold dust m its tratn;

Where the Dag Star like the rose
Trembles to a erimson rain;

Where the Pletades, unbotnd,
Ranged the azure depths af air,—

There § thought you might be foumd
With the star-nymiphs gathered there.

There at last at midwight hour
Did 1 glimpse of you ance wiore,
I a green Elysian bower
With sea blossoms shadowed o’er.
But again through time and space,
Through the pathways of the chies,
Through each wist-ensferouded place,
Al my howning instinet lies.

— MicnaeL Whre

TO DIE IN JUNE

To die in fune, in the young o the year —
Ah God it seerms 5o hard to die

When the flush of dawn is on field and woed,
And the tide of life 15 at the flond.

€ the pang of pain brings a poigmant cry

At the theught that the tide wust ebb for me,
At the time of burgeoning and wrinstrelsy.
The wild regret brings a pastiomate Why,
Simee Youth 15 sweer and Life is fair,

Aund the smatch of sumg, and the prospect rare,
Are piercing sweet as never before

Tor the dulling ear and the dimmiing eye.

—mn rane B Alwsmmvasr

*
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LL DAY we had driven over

' the Colorado landscape, and

now we were in the rolling
hills and wind-swept prairie wastes
of Cheyenne County, Kansas.

“Lea,” 1 said, "ler us rest the car
here. Ower there somewhere, |
think, is the old hmm.s:t{-ad *orAll
right,” she said, “you go, bur Il
stay here and hold our sleeping son.""
Se | set out on foot down whar onee
had been the road from the old sod
house 1o the outside world. Thirry
years had passed since the barrered
and nm)s(y umber wagon had joled
over 1t for the lasr nme,

In my ears was sull ringing the
advice Lea had given all day as we
drove along: "“Remember, Allen,
you must be prepared for a shock,
The imagination and the memory
of a boy are unreliable, and you will
find many chings smaller tﬁan you
recall them." Bur my wife had been
a poor prophet, for 1 found the hills
steeper, the chasms deeper and
wider, the distances greater than
when 1 was a boy.

1 did not go far in the old road,
for the rains of thirny years had
wiashed the mies ren o fifteen feet
deep in places; and down at the
bottom of the hill, on the other side
of which the sod house had stood,
there was a yawning canyon ngh[
across the road. Whar seething tor-
rents of water must have washed
this soil away o the Hackberry!

| skirted the canyon and plodded
up the hill in the blistering heat of

a July afternoon. Ar the wp I
stopped to ket my eyes wander over
familiar scenes; to be drowned ina
flood of memories. Yes! Ower
there, almost half a mile away, muost
be the spot where the sod house had
stood ! | could make it out in spite
of the mintarure forest of sunflowers
and ironweeds. 1 walked roward it
through the rangled weeds and
clumps of rall prairie grass, but
there were gophers, lizards and
smakes everywhere, and 1 discov-
ered that the intervening years had
caught me caution and fear.
Arriving at the mound where the
house had stood, 1 conld not con-
trolmy emotions. This little mound,
[ said to the gophers, the lizards and
the snakes, 15 all thar is lefr of the
house where [ lived as a boy, the
house that was home. That shght
d{‘PTt_‘Eﬁim over there oo the south-
west is where the cellar was. | once
played with recarrent barches of
kittens there, and with puif-adders
that spread their mouths wide and
blew at me to frighten me. 1 had
bur to towch them with a stick and
they would roll over on their backs
and become limp, as if dead.  But
if 1 wok my eyes off them for a
moment to play with the kitens,
they would instantly come to hife
and rush off to some hidden cranny
in the cellar.  Just the same, may |
not meet one now! . . . Ah! the
remains of a small shoe. My sister
Zina must have worn thar once. . .
And here 15 a picee of the china

*
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rabbit | left on the windowsill so
long ago!

Yoo should be here roday with
me, my sister, and we'd build -
gether again in the sheltered re-
cesses of our minds this two-roomed
sod house, with a door wo the rising
and a door to the setting sun. We'd
frolic again on its dirt fAloors and
laugh at the bullsnakes that crawled
through its walls into our mother's
clothes and ar the torrential rains
that came through its dirt roof on
DCCASION,

Not a tree, you remember, grew
within miles of this sod house, and
such vegetation as appearcd was
frequently parched by a scorching
sun and blown away by whistling
winds. Thus, regardless of the sea-
son, the Russian thistle grew every-
where abundantly and luxuriantdy,
somerimes 1o as large as ten feet in
diameter on marrity, when the
heat of the long summer had dried
and parched them and when the
autumn winds blew over the rolling
prairie wastes, hills and dales and
tablelands were a solid mass of
rumbling thistles.

And our patemal grandmother,
do you remember her, Zina? She
wis born mm llinces i 1829, had
had a husband and eighe brothers in
the Civil War, and now she was
blind and spent most of her tme
siteing in a comer of this sod house
smoking her corncob pipe. She told
us endless stories about the war be-
tween the States, and most of them
were very far from being caleulared
to reveal the goodness and greatness

of men, Often | would come upon
her, sitting silenty in the corner
smoking the corncob pipe and living
with her memorics, and 1would say,
“Cirandma, what are you thinking
of #"" “l was thinking of when I
was a lictle girl and of my mother's
big black dog, Old Sail, which went
with me everywhere. 1 was think-
ing of the time they brought Old
Abe home o Springfield, and even
the big-mouthed men were silent.
I was thinking of when your grand-
father came 1o see me the first time

. and the last ome 1 saw him.
I was thinking . . . "

Ar other times, finding her alone
in her comer, the erernal corncob
sending up rings of blue smoke, I'd
say, “Grandma, don’t you want 1o
go for a walk?" “Sore! surc!
Allen, come and rake hold of my
hand.” And | would rake hold of
her hand, as she rose wich the aid
of her cane, and lead her out into
the sun and the wind and the wide
outdoors. Walking among the wild
flowers that grew in profusion on
the prairie, she would name them
by their scent and describe their
eolors vividly, sometimes mumbling
o herself the while, “if only these
dead eyes had seen while they sl
could see!™

Pulling myselfup, I walked down
to where the well had been, bur the
silt and debris of the long years had
filled it o the top. Beyond it, the
barn and corral had vamished, leav-
ing no trace. Rars and mice and men
alike had disappeared. Only the
green prairie seemed the same, and
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the ant hills stood in wall mounds in
the buftalo grass as they had when
life and we were young,
Do you remember, Zina, how
ouand I, barefoor and bareheaded,
werded our father's cattle over these
sun-scorched, rarclesmake-infesred
plains?  But you remember, oo,
that there was enough pure air o
fill our lungs and plenty of room w
spread our elbows. You remember
the smell and feel of the rich brown
soil, the momings with the dew on
the prairie grass; the evenings with
their sunsets of rose and gold and
green; the long moonlit awmmn
nights? And there were the lazy
days of Indian Summer when the
distance was a purple haze, heat
waves danced on the horizon, and
prairie dogs in occasional towns
stood beside their holes, barked and
vanished into the earth, and jack-
rablnts ran like the wind over hills
and plains and hollows, In the holes
of these prairic dog towns, dogs,
owls and rattlesnakes lived ro-
gether; but how they got along
puzzled us then and puzzles me still.
| climbed another slope and
knoked across the Hackberry, The
dugm: schoalhouse was now only
1 grass-covered hole in the ground.
I sar down on the prairie and re-
fected on the changes Time had
wrought. Where are Jake and Fritz
and August? Where are you Lizzie
and Emmma and Martie? Do you
remember how you spoke Russian
on the school grounds, and only my
sister and | and the reacher spoke
English? Even our games were

played to the intricate magic of
Russian words. Let’s see, how did
Ring-Around-the-Rosy go?

Ringa, ringa rya
Kin Schleg a tya,
Unda busch, wasch, wusch.

At least that’s the way it comes
back to this faulty memory roday.
And there was the schoolmaster,
Jim Crandall. You remember thar
all of you and everyone called him
Jim, for he was such a gentle schol-
ar, such a vagrant drcamer and a
very absent-minded man. It woolk
more years than we had then to
realize that he lived for the magic
of a phrase, the mum of a furrow,
the beaury of a sunset, the happy
langhter of children . . . () Time,
what have you done with these!

I rerurned vo the mound that enee
was home and sar down amidsc
the purple spikes of ironweeds and
the tall sunfiowers. Gophers sat up
on their haunches, listened and
scurried away ; hzards raced throngh
the tangled weeds. | lay down on
the warm earth and a feeling of soft
drowsiness fooded me. For the
E:at.t of a few seconds | may have

llen aslecp in the sullen sulrriness
of that July afternoon. . . . “What
was that you said, grandmother?™
“Fill my pipe, Allen, and lighe it.
Just listen to those crickers chirr!
I like thar, don't you? It brings a
satishied feeling inside of me, and
memories of long ago come erowd-
mg back. Shall I sing you a song,
Allen? Whar would you like to
hear?" Bur a booming voice breaks
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m. It is the voice of Jim. *“You
necd a new coat, did you say, son?
Sare, sure, we'll ger cne. Maybe
when God sends good crops o us
and bad luck to monopolies we'll
be in clover. Ha! This is Thanks-
Ejving morning. YWe'll haveasmifed
Lansas blizzard for dinner!” The
voice trails off into ancther sound.
Asound . . . What is it? A rae-
tlesnake! 1 Im{'n te my feer in one
great bound, bur it was only a
locust smging in a rall sunflower
above me,

Forgive me, grandmother! For-
give me, Jim! Forone wild moment
| thought that you and 1 and the
old sod house had escaped the ruin
and desolation of Time. 1 had for-
gotten, grandmother, thar you had
grown tired at lase after more than

eighty years of life and are sleep-
ing under Texas skies, under skies
always filled with pitiless sunlight;
thar the cypress trees rustle their
leaves above you amd the air is
heavy with rhe scent of magnolia
blossoms. And | had forgotten, Jim,
that the many summers and the long
moon-drenched rwilights you spent
on these Kansas plains are no longer
even a memory ; thar the raindrops
patter among the grass roots above
you in spring and a warm blanket
of snow wraps youo round during
the long Idaho winter.

" It had been hours since [ left the
car. lts occupants would be waiting
for a tired pilgrim.

— ALLEN CRANDALL

WHITE ROSES

I love aohite roses,

Jor I g

That when ey wother sank to rest,
They pluched them, stainless as the snew,
To lay upom her stainless breast.

And that is why I da nat weep

When Heakly Mews the wintry blast,
And on the graves of thew that sleep
The silent flakes are falling fast.

For when upon the frozen plain
[ see the drifts of winter pressed,
I bnonw the Lovd of Life kas lain

Another rose upon

her Breast.

— Arriur Henny GoonExoucH

*

*



|| T T[] » [N TE ||

NOBODY HOME

HE whole kit and b'iling had
gone 1o the cartle show. Sol
Russell, halting his liccle

chunk in front of rising ground, de-
cided that, taking it by and large,
there was probably nobody to home
for all of five mike 'round. Then he
cl'kd, thankful thar he would get
there, in spite of a lare start, before
early candle lighring.

‘The delay has been to “deacon™ a
calf.

Curting a swathe that made pas-
tured creatures pause in the buasi-
ness of life, which was masticaring,
and view him cxcitedly over the
post and rider, Solomon turned up
the pentway by Gill Nelson's. The
wood colored house slepr in the
Seprember sun, and probably Gill
glept also — for the Harvest Moon
rime would mean lare sittings with
Gill,

The misshapen hoofs of the linle
chunk made such small noise on the
lamb's-quarter and plantain  car-
peted road, thar Sol could not help
heanng the one sound thar cur the
noONtime peace. A most uncom-
foreable groan, unmistakable, not o
be ignored.

Naturally vaulting to the cap-
sheat of tragedy, Solomon fixed his
mind on the cow. Tumed into the
orchard untimely, and suffering
from oo much apple juice, as like
as not. Twisting the reins abour the
whipstock he clambered out of the
hugg} and pur for the barn, when 2
view of bossy contentedly lowing

in the yard showed him that guess
had been not so bunkum. Then it
must be the hens. Pip, probably, or
the whites gone looney and so pick-
ing the blacks ro death, Everything
went slantindicular with Call, and
the girl herself wasn't more'n
hall-saved.

Even as he stooped o examine
samples of the half-feathered fowls
that were all over rhe place, a
second groan proved that — of all
things —the trouble was in the
house itself! In the front room,
where a fapping screen gave in-
gress to flies and egress this mo-
ment to a sidling and wild-eyed car,

Summer sunshine warmed the
tiny, pickered home-lot, on which
the wowering Balm o' Gilead rree
cast small shade, bor for 3 moment
Solomen  shivered, and the lo
scemed bike one in 2 graveyard,
where grass grew i grear lush
clumps, under the proweetion of
arborvirae.,

“all I he called, licking his dry
lips, and trying not to tremble in his
throat, "“Cill ! where be ye, 1 say,
where be ye 7"

There was no answer bot an-
other groan, yer even thar proved of
erfling reassurance. Coming closer
to the window Solomon peered into
the twilight behind the ragped mus-
lin curtain and inqguired, “Don't
you feel as well as usual oday,
Gall 77

The query, which was almost
tender { 50l Russell) broughe
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