JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO

Application and accompanying documents should be filed as early as possible for the convenience of the Fellowship
Committee, preferably during the early autumn. No application can be considered by the Committee unless the
completely filled-out blank and all of the materials requested reach the Director for Fellowships by January 5, 1941.

Negro [ White Southerner
Name in full......... PR s B AW e PO . s neie. b LS o e e o B e T
Present address ... ... 820 East Stete Street,  Murfreesboro, st L Lo
City State
Permanent address ... 520 BEast Stale Street, | Murfreesboro, Temmessed
City State

Institution or organization. . /[0¥k Frojects Administretion Annual salary..$1500
Address 4SR<Floor Presbyterien Bldg., = Nashville, TenahEnan
£ RO
Specific Field. ....... o TSy LT pai et o by PR RER i ) DS SR ol I (e

Concise statement of plan of work. T0. write a 500-page. novel, tentatively titled ... . .. ..

Have you been admitted? . ... ... ... ... For what degree will you work?

Under whoee supervision?. ... ... iivovesms svihovs oo sive sios Depagtment’ of: .. v sihoisssosiss s saes

Dates of period for which grant is desired

What is your estimate of the total duration of the proposed project? ... .. About .15 monthse......i...0000:

Will you return to your present position? . . lio. . . . If not, for what position do you seek further training? . Writing

.novals. oxr .feature. sbtories. for nowWsSpPaARETSe .. ..o vveie e Pl T R, . MRS



Personal History

Place of birth. . ..... Smithville, Temnessee ... ... .............. Date of birth. .. Feb,. 5,..1909. . ...
Single, married, widowed, divorced . .. ... i L T o YRRV SN | . NP, -\ e
Name and address of wife or husband. . . . 1ir'ss Sara lMc¢Guire, Bell,.. llurfreeshoro,. Tennessesa......
Occupation and salary of wife or husband. .. . Housewife, no galary (hm 201 shne b e wling o)
Number and ages of children...0ne, child, FOUr YEATSa .. 0iviiiiiiiiiniiriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiaeeans
Dependents. . . o To what extent?..2. Wholly, 1 pert Relationship..Wife,. child,Father.
Have you any constitutional disorder or physical disability? . .. OB i D W AR T

(The Committee on Fellowships reserves the right to require a full physical examination.)

Education

One official transcript of your college and university records together with four copies must be submitted with your
application. (Copies may be typed by the applicant.)

: Degrees, Diplomas,
Name of Institution Period of Study Certificates
(Give dates) (Give dates)
iiiddle Tennessee State Jenuary 1929
College GTONERRER e T denparp, ool ropiil crReuss oy
UIMIVETRIEYT [ et sawseasios gl barkivane s s ride s A R e PO I S R
Professional
T st Ter ] i R e . N IR s s | el MR S e || Tt MRS
Special BudY Lot b scoimie s nmtin oo it o |y inee s R R R R e ] ¢ R N R AN

Significant extra-curricular activities. . Bditor college paper, President Dremetic Club, con-

_tributor school magaszine, . editor college. yearbook hut, left Hefore it was finisheds.



Experience

Give record chronologically.

Institution or Organization Address Position Inclusive Dates égf::_;l
Reporter January 1931
..Daily News, Journal . |... Murfreesboro,.........|. Columist | July 1934 ) $300
M'boro Dacember 1931
. Nashville Tennessean | Nashville . ... ... .| Gorress.....|. October 1954|....$300.
April 1538
..Rutherford Courier | Murfreesboro . | Reporter | August . . .1940|....8$400
M*boro October 1939
whaitanooen Times | . Chatuenoogs . _.° 1. Corress | Bebruary 1940| . $120.
February 1940
Rutherford Courier Murfreesboro Editor August 1940 $900
e vt e R e SR Ao 3 o SRR A Pertoas LT
Nashville Tennessean Nashville Corres. Ausust 1940 #$300

Minor occupations: Farming, ghost writing Engligh themes, publicity, raising
Chickens
Accomplishments

2. What research or creative work have you done? (If in business or a profession, give evidence of standing and
achievements.) Offered job as feature writer with Associated Press in N.Y. office 1934,

lished novels and few short stories.
3. Publications (Books and articles. Give title, date, and publisher.).......... ... . ... ... ... ... . .......

by other papers.
4. List scholarships or fellowships you have previously held or now hold, stating in each case the places and periods
of tenure, the studies pursued during your incumbency, and the amounts of the stipends. -

..........................................................................................................
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Budget Estimate

Room and board........ 15 months $. 450,00
CHARE . e 0=
Clip (do not paste)

ETTET e S S U kit AN SRSV .. photograph here
s 5T LTS S, N SO, S —
A TANSPOLTAtion =S e T e R e 29,00 . .
Miscellaneous .. “Pkeep wife, child, father and
gorerciop netoninls | LaTamLL i1l oF -
Total amount need_ed. $1800, .
Amount applicant can provide $. None_ | - ..
Amount requested from Fund 0 e 010 ey

If you have applied or expect to apply elsewhere for any fellowship for the same period (which is permissible) state
the facts regarding such application.

References

List references from whom confidential information may be obtained concerning your professional qualifications and
from whom expert opinion may be obtained as to the value and practicability of your proposed plan of work.

O W ¥  Name of Reference Position Address
VJohn Farrar | Publisher 232 Madison Ave.,New York
Y.Franklin .P.. Adams. ... .. B g | el Columnipt. % . 0 W New. York Post,. New York....
VCarl Carmer Writer % Farrar & Rinehart
v -Drs -James -Re- Patterson.......... rSacMeha . R R RO e iy L

Sec.lMidstate Negro Murfreesboreo, Tenn.
......................... e s SRR - AR S OE TR e DA NEEp  mt———n
¥ John Thompson Literary critic Nash- Nashville, Tenn.
e e eI LS e RO R B N
s Malcolm Cowley Literary critic j)?&m New Republic u4o &,.uffdj U
H, B. Hobgood | b el At Wid=Tenn.Tigh $ehool | Turfreesboro, Temms "
= Insnector

ent of Plan of Work

Submit a statement giving detailed plans for your work during the tenure of your fellowship. This statement should
include: (1) a full description of the project, including its character, scope, and significance; (2) the present state
of the project (time of commencement, progress to date, etc.) and expectation as to completion; (3) the proposed
university, institution of similar grade, or other place where work would be carried on, and the authorities with

whom it would be done; (4) your expectation as to publication or use of the results of your study; (5) subsequent
plans for your career.

Your plan of work should be complete and carefully prepared. Submit six copics typed on 8%” x 11” paper. Your

name should be on each sheet.
SIGNATURE .. . .. j/gztmao . %f/m\fé -

f
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Name Thomas Edward Bell Field: Creative
Writing
A ssistant Project Supervisor Federal Writers' Project
Wiork Projects Administrstion, Nashville, Tennessee
820 East Stste Street, Murfreesboro, Tennessee
Plan of Work
To write a 8500-page novel, tentatively titled "Apothecary", about
the eroded aristocracy, the poor whites and Negroes of a town in the mid-Scuth.
Contemporary scene. Plan to work at my home fifteen months.

Will not return to present position. Prefers to write novels or
feature stories for newspapers.

Personal Data Born Smithville, Tennessee, February, 1909. Age: 32
Married, one child. Father partially dependent.

Undergraduate Work Middle Tennessee State Teachers College,
no degree.

Graduate Work

Experience Various occupations as farmer, ghost writer, reporter,
columnist, editor small paper; at present assistant
project supervisor, Federal Writers' project, Nashville, £1500.

Accomplishments

Publications: Two novels: Fish on the Steeple, Farrar & Rinehart, 1935;

Tommy Lee Fathers, 1938; short stories in several magszines;
a number of feature stories and columns in locsl papers, some of the reprinted by
other papers; Negro character sketch reprinted by FPA in Conning Tower, 1934;
offered job as feasture writer with Associated Press in New York office 1934, but
declined to work on novel (later wished I hadn't because of finances).

References

John Farrar, 232 Madison Avenue, New York
Franklin P. Adams, New York Post

Carl Carmer, Farrsr & Rinehart, New York

James R. Patterson, Murfreesboro, Tennessee Budget Summary
John Thompson, Nashville, Tennessee
Malcolm Cowley, New Republic, New York City . Total Amount Needed ¢
B. E. Hobgood, Murfreesboro, Tennessee From Applicant

 From Fund ¢

' AMOUNT GRANTED
r f % hf;‘ hl “;?
1 o ¥
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1,800

1,800
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PLAN OF WORK

The project plamned is a 500-page novel about the contemporary South,
tentatively titled Apothecary.

The setting is Marrowbone, Temnessee, a lkind of ghost town of the
Confadéracy. Marrowbone's old three=-story, red-brick courthouse is pock=
merked by the minie balls of a Civil War engagement. It stands in the
center of the Public Square. The glass cupola burns red with the sunrise
and sundown and pigeons ride the wooden hands of the town clock.

The bronze figure of a Confederate soldier appears to be marching
Northward among the dying courtysrd trees.

There ars many old mensions along Main Street with magnolia trees on
the wide lawmns. Polly Crowe in her column of social chitchat for the towm
paper writes that "...the old Crichlow facade always tickles my sense of
the antebellum." It is not uncommon to see grown idiot children popping
firecrackers all day under the magnolia trees and lurking in the dusk to

pinch the fat bottoms of the Negro cocks who go bye.
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Once the older femilies put a great deal of pressure on their chil-
dren to marry within the aristocracy, so there was much marrying of close
kin and bucktoothed, chinless and pale eyed children issued to carry on
the old names.

The older femilies became impoverished, tired and afraide. The new=-
comers who managed to accumulate & little wealth carried on grotesque imi-
tations of the old gentry, striving to forget the rural privies, washpots
and cornbread they fleds The newcomers would starve and cheat their Negro
meids and cooks and other employees in order to keep up the payments on
one of the old barnlike mansions, sutomobiles, end to pay for socigl func-
ticns which would in turn keep their sons' and daughters' names appearing
in Polly Crowe's recordings of the elitea

Once every ten years the Marrowbone Chamber of Commerce asnd twenty-
odd other civic orgenizations cooperate in a frenzied effort to boost the
population abeve the 10,000-mark. It ﬁljnya falls short a few hundred.
During ti:is population drive is the only time the town's ever widening
slum section--The Bottoms==-is considered an asset by the civic leaders.

Outside industries are discouraged from coming to Marrowbone with
the argument that too many working people would spoil the town's o0ld South=
ern charm. Those industries which do come are encouraged not to pay bet=-
ter wages than those to which the poorer classes are accustomedes

The man preferred as an emplcye in lMarrowbone is the one with the
most dependents. Ile has to take whatever the employer gives and can't
leave.

Professor Bud Snoddy, who teaches the thriving Business lMen's Bible

Class at the Big Church across from the Bedford Forrest Hotel, owns most
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of the shanties in the Bottoms. These one-and two-room boxes are arranged
over the creek that winds through the slums circuuventing a sewerezed dis-
posal probleme The families only have to 1lift a plank from the corner to
empty their bowels and kidneys. They cook, eat and sleep in the same roocm.
When they drop behind on the rent, Prof. Bud solicits help for them and
deducts his back rent and some in advance. Often on Saturday night he has
to sit on the porch and wait until his harlot renters' customers have come
and gone.

Periodically the civic leaders, when a flooding ereek or big freeze
strikes the Bottoms, have to raise emergency funds. This is great sport
for the jaded wives of the Main Streeters. All donors get their names in
the town peper and the editor writes a piece declaring that "Merrowbonions
are truly God's chosen people."

Year by year the impdverished femilies increase. The Bottoms swarm
with children. On Main Street and its tributaries the young couples who
live under the same roof with their parents have one or two cffspring,
then the wife hes a nervous breakdown and the husband has an affair with

somebody else's wife. The Bottoms spread toward the town and Rooms For

EEEE and Tcourists Home signs appear on the magnolias down'Mhin Street.

The younger generation of Harrowbone's social set :gg a frightened
and impotent lot. Suicides are as regular as the seasons. A parlor game
is to make out lists of those citizens who will next hang themselves or
spetter the bathroom mirror with dead brains. Wagers are placed and the
best prophet collectss The Christmas party of the young merried set is
a gale affair. Gifts are ingenious. The most prolific couple is present=-

ed the latest in contreceptives. Parcels of Horse manure are plaéad on
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the tree for windy members and so on. The Ster of Bethlehem burns brightly
atop the old courthouse each Christmas .nd the town goes in for lavish de-
corations, each home competing for the geudiest display and Main Street
resembles a mile-long carnival.

Marrowbone is fringed and interwoven with a large Negro populatione
In Marrowbone's social and economic scale the Negroes occupy a peculiar
level that may be desipgneted as somewhere between the poor whites and the
frenzied and poverty-haunted well-to-do whites. Although abused and ex-
ploited as much as the poor whites, they manage to take it with an all
absorbing good humor and vitality that the whites seem to have lost.
Negro dependents on charity are few in Marrowbone, and the fading older

families lean upon them for courage through their troubles.
THE STORY.

There were two old dope fiends in larrowbone named Warren and Lil=-
lie. Warren was a cripple. The only way he could move under hi; own
power wes by strapping his useless legs to his body and pulling himself
aleng, spider-like by two hoof-shaped hand blockse

They had been merried & long time. The only other member of their
family wes Harvey, an old fat and toothless shepherd dog.

While Werren's mother was still living and they still owned a horse
end buggy, the trio would make the three mile journey to the county poor-
house each Sunday to see hero

Werren and the dog rode in the buggy. Lillie walked so that their

sterving horse would not be overburdened. At the poorhouse, after she
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nod helped Warren into his mother's room, Lillie went away to spend the
afternocn with the other inmates.

Even in her dying days Warren's mother never forgeve Lillie.

Werren's mother was of the old Marrowbone families. She had married
a man who never rose ahove a job on the city police force, but she had
taught music to blue-blooded children in order to keep the family home on
one of the "better" streets.

Hhrren.was her youngest and most beloved son.

She had picked him out a wife, but Lillie, a part Indian women had
come to lMarrowbone out of the East Tennessee mountain country and opened
a tidy little whorehouse in The Bottoms and Warren, rebelling against
the kind of marriage his mother prescribed, had married her.

The family could not hold up under the weipght of the scandal. The
father drank himself off the police force. The mother lost her piano
pupils. The procession of bad luck continued. They all appeared to quit
trying except Lillie, who washed clothes and mowed lawns, for what they
ate, and the father, and Warren's older brother and sister died. Warren
became a helpless cripple.

He made some money sharpening lawmmowers and scissors and collecting
and selling junk. Their family home fell to pieces and the lawn was
turned into a junkyarde

Finally, the other residents on the street enginesred a trade for
the property. Werren snd Lillie moved to a shack on the far rim of The
Bottoms. The old music Teacher prefsrred to go to the poorhouses

Warren and Lillie lived in this hovel for 15 years snd their love

end married life was the strangest that lMarrowbone ever kiewe.
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Werren had been doping ever since his affliction. Lillie took the
hebit during an illness, fought it off, started again gnd again, but fin-
ally made out on whiskey snd paregorice. lNearly all the money she could
earn went for Warren's medicine.

She was a placid, good natured creature most of the time but it made
her raving mad for someone to sugzgest that she eas® her life by sending
Warren to the pocorhouse.

"He's my husbands..some folks don't know what love is,"™ she would
say. She had long greasy talck hair that never grayede. Warren's hair was
all gone. Dirt crusted on his scalp. He never took a bath after he be-
came cripplede.

The 0ld Chief of Police was their friend. He had been a City Com=-
missioner in the town, & property owner and a big man at the time Warren's
father was on the police force.

Once he had forestalled a move by the other commissioners to grant
a charter to another power company thet would have cost the town tremen-
dously in increased rates. He was the town hero then. They rang the
courthouse bell and all the merchants handed him cigarse

The Old Chief loaned his money carelessly, gave much of it awaye.
When the City supplanted the old commission form of government with a
council and City menager, he was left out in the cold. They later gave
him the job as chief of police bscause of his power to pull the vote of
the Negroes and poor whitese

Younger men ran the police department. The 0ld Chief''s duties were
mainly answering the pelephone at night, sweeping out the hall and stok=-

ing the furnaces. His salary was small.
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By the time the Depression bore down upon the other citizens of MNar-
rowbone, the Old Chief's own depression was long past and he alone seemed
beyond despeir and bitterness and fear of the shadows that Warren and
Liilie seemed to cast upon all the rest of lMerrowbone.

Wearren end Lillie were also safe from everything except crossing the
last line to the poorhouse but all the other citizens were haunted by the
feeling thet it was possible for them to become like the two old dope
fiend lovers.

The 0ld Chief, in his own way, watched over the town and physiced
its spiritual and economic ills from Warren and Lillie up the social lad=
der to Dale Crowe, who was the blueblooded husband the society editor had
to supporte.

When one of Varren's and Lillie's nags folded it was the 0ld Chief
who toddled about the Square soliciting nickles gnd dimes to buy them
another one. He bought Lillie a hundred pairs of drawerse. She would
come up town on a cold day and he would accuse her of being barebottomed.
She'd deny it, "Why you're too nearsighted Chief, to lnow whether T zot
on any," she'd say.

He'd go buy a pair anywa&- Lillie would sell them for half price
to some Negro woman and buy Warren paregorice

After midnight, the middle apged undertaker's young second wife would
call the Old Chief and tell him "Prince is out drinking again." He would
call in the patrol car and have éhe boys hunt up Prince and take him home.
People called him to wake them et certain hours. He would write his re-
ports and calls under a reading gless. e could sleep whistling, imagin-

ing that it made it look like he was not asleep if some member of the
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council happened by in the night. He opened the basement of the hall for
the flood of one night visitors who began to come through Marrowbone with
the depression and begged nickels and dimes from the merchants so that
every bum could have a piece of bread end coffee before he went his way
the next morning. Sometimes the young men came talking about the bitter-
ness of their lives, how it was hard to keep going and he gave them pep
talks. When Dale Crowe, who had never been worth a damn, ceme in with
suicide on his mind one night, the Cld Chief left his gun on the desk
went to put some coal in the furnaece for the bums, and he didn't say eny=-
thing when he came back and saw that Dele was gone with the gum.

When the call came that Dale Crowe had committed suicide at his par=-
ent's home, the 0ld Chief sent the patrol car for Lillie. Cleaning up
bathrooms after suicides was a job that she did well==for in times like
that the families of the bereaved seemed to draw renewed strength from
the cheerful presence of the old part-Indian whores

In numnberless smell ways, and practically unnoticed by the profes-
sional charity hustlers, the 0ld Chief went about helping the poore.

On Thanks:iving and Christmas he took his officers out to provide
"Marrowbone turkey for the bottoms. Rabbits came into larrowbone in
great numbers to nibble at the green lawns and the chief and his men
would drive about the town after midnight shooting the rabbits and dis-
tributing them through The Bottoms and Negrotowne.

Eilling rabbits by spotlight w:s against the State game laws, but
the 0ld Chief usually interpreted the law in favor of a hungry belly.

He pestered the tight-fisted old councilmen with numberless small

requests..ea free water hydrant on some street, a street light down in
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some corner where it would shine over a neighborhood that was too poor to
afford even coal 0iless

His charities were a continuous irritation to the council, but they
had to keep him to pull the votes that were necessary for them to beat
the oppositione.

BEvery now and then Lillie would go on & good drunk for relaxation
and would ramble through the streets of the city chucking rocks at the
homes of people she disliked. The Chief would take her home and ﬁhrren
would chain her to the bed where he and Harvey slepte

As far as is lmown the only time Lillie‘was ever unfaithful to War-
ren occurred during one of these drunken sprees. She was planted with
some of the most select seed in Marrowbone. The child was born in a
Bottoms shack and Lillie gave it to an old half=-foolish hag who lived
down there.

The child was nicknamed Sneg=On=-A-Log, later shortened to Snage. He
soon left the old woman and lived in the streets like a straf dog, sleep=
ing in the courthouse yarde

Snag had a brilliant mind and a great love for crowds, excitement;,
enything that was going on in Marrowbone day or night. He sat on the
speaking platform with every candidate for governor who ever spoke undler
the eaves of the courthouse. He somehow crashed the gates of the class=
iest funerals the city offered and you could alweys find him with a hymn=
book, singing his heart out above the open grave.

Snag was another care for the 0ld Chief. Snag wouldn't steal unless
he was drunk.

Negrotown and the Bottoms were a happy hunting ground for country
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constables and deputies sheriff. The City police were on salaries, there=-
fore free of the necessity of hunting fees, and the Chief used them in his
charitable activities. The Chief devoted his energies to keeping Snag,
and all the others he could, out of jail.

The Chief's ideas of charity and law enforcement ran counter to
those of the ministry, who demanded crusades against bootlegpgers and pgam=
blers. The Chief said that there was no justice in raiding bootleggers
who sold the poor whites and negroes dime drinks of moonshine, and the
Negro homes for crap zames and lewdness when the citizens who live on
shady streets could drink, gamble and swap wives as they pleased.

The publisher of the town paper, who claimed he tock astral flights
and was opposed editorially to all forms of whiskey=-=-just es his aristo-
eratic father had been, was also seized with the crusading spirit and
made war upon the police department.

The Chief was getting lots of pounding from the Pulpit and Press
when the next to the last horse Warren and Lillie ever owned came to an
ende.

Times were more desperate in lMarrowbone then snd the Chief was riot
as good at raising quick funds as before. When the usual gift horse was
not forthcoming Warren sold his burial plot in the cemetery over Lillie's
protests and bought gnother pluge This one died in three weekse.

Lillie found a worn invalid's chair on the dump heap and toock the
place of the last dead horse.

Every morning she propelled Warren and the 0ld Shepherd a mile from
their home on the far rim of The Bottoms to the lMarrowbone business sec=

tion. BShe left Warren by the courthouse or postoffice with a handful of
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pencils while she hunted work, returning at intervals to move him in the
sun if it were winter and shade if it were summer. At dusk they returned
to the hovel with Harvey sleeping in Warren's lap.

People urged her to send Werren to the poorhouse and she raged again.

Marrowbone wes eamezed at this kind of marriage.

Parked at a busy corner Warren's eyes would shine out of his dirty
face when some of the bluebloods, who had taken piano lessons from his
mother, went by. He would call out some childhood nickname the rest of
the town hed forgotien.

Harvey lay under the courthouse eaves and chewed dead sparrows that
fell,

Lillie was a tireless woman. She went in a dog-trot to find jobs,
do them, and return to care for Warren. Varren had a highpitched "Yike,
yike, yike" he would scream when he wanted his wife to come to him and
you could hear it over the town almost as far away as the fire alarm.

The town called it "The Indian love call." He would curse Lillie some-
times, abuse her for socializing with The Bottoms people.

The opposition to the 0ld Chief was pointing to a climax that early
spring when three of the five councilmen would be up for re-elections
The crusaders! efforts to have the council fire him had failed and the
opposition was out to elect three of their owﬁ reform candidatese

It wes one of those cold, green late springs in Marrowbone. The
trees were in full leaf and the peach trees in bloom but the winter chill
held on and the citizens were trying to make their last ton of coal
stretch until & turn in the weather.

The town wes in an uproar because under persistent hammering the



Ed Belle Pa.ge 12+

0ld Chief had started his long delayed clean-up.

The trouble was he had started cleaning up the wrong part of town,
reiding the rendezvous of the well=to=do and bringing into jail and court
the publisher, deacons and boy scout leaders. He caught them in the wrong
places with the wrong wives.

During the upheaval the town scarcely noticed Lillie rolling Warren
snd the dog home in the early afternoon far ahead of their usual time %o
leave the Square. She had complained of an old rupture paining her and
had bought a lot of paregoric and taken it.

She got Warren and the dog home and in bed and when the two awoke
Lillie was squatting by & cold fire and deads.

No one had ever thought of Lillie dyinge The town had waited a long
time for Warren to do so but the way it hed worked out wes unbelievable.
As the word got around that the one-time Indian whore wes dead,
something happened to Marrowbone that was like a truce emong all its bit-

ter, gossiping, cheating and despairing people.

They talked about old Lillie==the way she hed cared for her helpless
husband, the way she had glorified marriage and defied the poorhouse. In
talking they forgot to hate one another for perhaps the first time since
Bedflord Forrest rode down Main Street and delivered the town from the
invaders and Harrowbone mew a brief, hushed tenderness that was like a
Christmas midnight.

Warren said that'no preacher would do for the funeral. He would hear
to no one preaching it except the 0ld Chief. The funeral home was not
large enough for the crowd. They came out of The Bottoms with small

bouguets of peach buds and buttercups and people who lived on the shady
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streets came and the liegroes, the few old Confederate soldiers, the boot-
leggers, thieves and whores came, all of them mingling, and no one of them
thought it strange.

The 0ld Chief preached a kind of sermon that had never been heard in
Marrowbone before--=that there were only men and women in the world regard=-
less of whether they lived on ill street or Main, that being a father,
mother, wife required a toughness thet money could not buy and that the
tough survived, the weak blew their brains out on bathroom mirrors...he
quoted scripture that the churchgoers had never heard before--at least
it sounded like seripture, and the congregation in the warehouse listen-
ed and failed to notice what kind of clothes were worn that daye

Warren did not want to go back to the hovel at first, then changed
his mind and wanted to stay, and then decided again that he and Harvey
would go out to Cap'n Rol's poorhouse. The town was divided on the
question of whether he should go to the poorhouse or spend his last days
on the Public Square. But for once the people were willing to let the
individual most concerned decide for himself.

Werren said then that he would go if the 0ld Chief would take him
in the patrol car. On the way out he began screeaming that he would see
Lillie Sunday and then begged the Chief to take him back to the cemetery
and leave him. He set Harvey on the Chief. Harvey tried to bite him
but had no teeth.

On election day the Chief stood outside the courthouse and blew a
whistle every time a vote for his side went in and made a mark on the
courthouse columns. By the end of the day he had mariced up enough to
defeat the reformists and his estimate did not miss the official count

by a half dozen.
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Warren died the next week after hearing Cep'n Rol primise to keep
the old dog the rest of his life.

Poorhouse life was too soft for Harvey. He raided the poultry house
snd sucked eggs until he was sick and stayed out pnd howled all night un=-
+il all the other inmates had the jitters. Finally he wandered back to
town and lived awhile with Pet Hinson, the Bottoms storekeeper, who had
been a friend of Werren pnd Lillie.

In the daytime he would warnder to the Square and visit all the places
where Lillie used to park Warren's invalid chair. At night he went back
to the Bottoms and howled so mournfully that the people shivered end would
not go into the dark streets.

Finally he left the Bottoms for good. Negroes reported seeing him
crawl in and out of the city cemetery near the swampy backfield where
Warren gnd Lillie were burieds. They seid they heard him howling over
there at nights for awhile and for a lung time after he ceased to howl
people would go a long way %o keep from walking by the cemetery in the
darke.

THE END.

Although the novel as outlined above is dominated by the stories
of Warren and Lillie and the 0ld Chief, it is my intention to interweave
it with the experiences of several other Marrowbone citizens on various
levels of Su@gess or failure, and to show that the same forces which
brought the old couple to the shadow of the poorhouse are at work upcn
them.

Among these will be: the beautiful belle of the town who married a
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young bricklayer against her family's opposition and became pregnant
too often; Snag the bright little bastard waif in process of becoming
a criminal; Polly Crowe and her handsome husband who did the social paces

end would put on bits of Romeo & Juliet to impress roadhouse gatherings

when rumorsg of their impending ;;;;;;:-separation were circulated; the
elderly lady and her son gnd husband who had moved to Marrowbone from
the security of their home village because she was growing old and want-
ed to become affilisted with Marrowbone Daughters of the Confederacy,
and how they had to struggle to keep from sinking to the level of Warren
and Lillie; Indiena, the Hegro practical nurse known as Big Indy who had
nursed most of the babies in Marrowbone end most of the older citizems on
their deathbeds and knew the town's history better than eny living person
‘}ﬁs a symbol of the vitality of the Negro race from which the failing
whites, old and young, hed to borrow strength in their times of finarcial
stress, illness and deathe.

I have & contract with Farrar & Rinehart for publication of the
novel upon its completion. I have had ths idea of writing such a bock
in mind the past three years and have been gathering material for it, but
have not been able to take off the time which will be required to write
ite

I believe this book has more substance than either of my previous
two and will have a more popular appeal. If it should not sell suffi=
ciently to enable me to write some other books about the Scuth, I shall

return to newspaper work.



LETTERS OF REFERENCE
Thomes Edward Bell

Malcolm Cowley, Associate Editor, The New Republic.

I don't know Ed Bell., I have had some correspondence with
him and have read his two novels. The second was, for my taste, a little
too grotesque. Rendering the grotesque side of southern 1life is his tealent,
and in that book he carried it too far. The first book, "Fish on the
Steeple", was a neglected masterpiece - the story of a town on the Cumber-
land Plateau so poor that money never came into it except when some store-
keeper burned down his store to get the insurance money. The outline of
the story sounds sordid, like the outline presented with his application
for a fellowship. But Bell has an extraordinary gift for tenderness
that makes his gargoyles seem warm and lovable. I imagine that he intends
to do something like that with the old Chief of Police in the novel he is

now planning to write.

He obviously presents a difficult problem to a fellowship
committee. He isn't one of the safe writers whom everybody is going to
praise. But it seems to me that his talent is really extraordinary. He
renks, so I think, with William Faulkner and Erskine Caldwell, and ought
to get the same consideration that they would have received after publish-

ing their first two books.

John Farrar, Vice-President and Editor, Farrar & Rinehart, Inmc.
I should like to meke this strong and brief.

Thomas Edward Bell is a genius in his way. If you support him
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in this effort, there will result something originel, forthright, and,

on that off chance, perhaps great. I hope you'll do it.

Franklin P, Adams, Writer, New York Post.

I have known Ed Bell chiefly as a contributor to my
column for many years. The pieces always were good. His novel was
interesting, though it had virtuelly no sale. Certainly to my notion he

is deserving of all the outside help he can get.

Baxter E. Hobgood, Regional High School Supervisor, Murfreesboro, Tennessee.
I feel certain that Mr. Bell has a worth while and dis-
tinctive contribution to meke to the South in the form of creative writing.
He has already published two books and numerous short stories. I feel that
in this work he has gained the maturity and experience which will make
his next endeavor of universal popular appeal and worth.
Mr. Bell needs more time to give to his chosen work,
If he could secure & scholarship so that all of his time could be spent
in writing, I feel certain that many good things would come from his
pen.
I would in no way attempt to change his project of work.
In it he has caught the essence of a story that is generelly well kmown
in its own locale. In addition to this, his side plots and incidents will
reveal parts of the South hitherto untold in book form.
For & long time Mr. Bell has been interested in Negro
1ife znd activities. He is well known among the Negroes of this section.

One of his books was centered around a local Negro character.



| B~

Thomes Edward Bell

John Thompson, Reporter, Nashville, Tennessee.

I consider Ed Bell perhaps the most important young novelist
in Tennessee todey and strongly recommend you do anything you can to help
his talent flower. It is apparent from his work thus far that the big
things are still shead for him. I do not know him personally but watch
with great interest everything he writes. It is apparent from his silence
recently that economic conditions meke it impossible for him to continue
creative work and support his family. This suggests that he actually
would benefit from any help you could give him. A resding of hisg first
novel, "Fish on the Steeple", should convince you that his is a talent as
richly interpretive and as incisively humorous almost as that of Mark Twain.
His second novel was a slight disappointment to me, but the plan of work
outlined here indicates he is back on the right track agesin. I am also
pleased at the wider philosophical and sociasl implications of the proposed
work. None seems to understand better than he the rich poetry to be con-
cocted from blending grim poverty, decayed gentility, filthy horrors,
and high humor of character to be found in any smell Tennessee town. His
first novel apparently was autobiographical. His second not. This sug-
gests that it picks up the thread of his more mature observations on the
tragedies and rich significances of human life at hand. Though the South
has been throbbing with a fine literary frenzy this past decade or so,
the surface is hardly scratched as yet. Ed Bell is working at virtually
virgin territory. T. S. Stribling has been before him at certain points,
but I consider Stribling oversimplifies for the sake of iromy and laks

Ed Bell's rich humenity and humor. I'm not a creative writer myself so I
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know few of the problems, but my observetion on Ed Bell suggests that one
reason for the fine vitality of his work is his deliberate scorn of "literary"
tradition. He writes of filth =nd violence and curious humenity not be-
cause such is the fashion these days but becsuse he knows people like that
and loves them enough to seé beneath their dirt. Despite the rather grind-
ing poverty in which he has made his way so far, Ed Bell seems to have main-
tained his integrity and flouted sham even among those in whom the southern
Victorian tradition lingers on. I am told on reliable authority that once
when a preacher wrote in to suggest he use his column in a Murfreesboro paper
as the medium for letting citizens vote on the town's "best citizen", he
agreed on the condition that he also be allowed to conduct a contest on the
"biggest S5.0,B. in town". He insisted they went together.
Among the finest scenes in his first novel were the open-
ing in the cemetery =t dusk and Shackle's furious soliloquy on his journey
to town to get the man who had attacked his father. Hitherto unrecorded
aspects of southern character found their way into words in that latter
passage. This plan of work suggests it might well contain much finer
pacsages. "Tommy Lee Feathers", his second novel, wes more aptly written than
the first, but somehow lacked its completeness. This proposed novel should be
written with an even surer touch, and the subject leaves little to be desired.
Ed Bell seems to me to have done remarkebly with the
few opportunities that have come his way. I know of no reason to doubt his
integrity or abilities. Those who kmow him tell me he's & pretty tough nut.
Certainly he has bound himself down with drudgery uncomplainingly end

competently under trying circumstences. Given a little rope, he'd probably
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lasso the moon. He seems to have the ability for hard work and can support
himself by newspaper correspondent work, but he might do so much more, if
given a chance.

James R. Patterson, Dentist, Murfreesboro, Tennessee.

I consider Mr. Thomas Edward Bell one of the foremost
writers of the South. He is the kind of writer who gives much study to his
subject through actuasl contact. I have known him for at least ten years and
I have always found him to be a gentleman of high quality.

Mr. Bell spends & lot of his time in the study of the
Negro race and the unfortunate white populace of the state of Tennessee, zs
well as the study of the entire people of the state. If there is any man
deserving of this fellowship, I feel that Mr. Bell is the man. I know

he is qualified.

RW
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Name Thomas Edward Bell Field: Creative
Writing
Technician, Tennessee Federal Writers' Project, WPA
820 Fast State Street, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

Plan of Work
To tell the true story of how one men took some land whiech had been

ruined almost completely by erosion and built it inte e fine, profitable farm
where the tenants get paid the year round and live in homes zs good &s the land-
lord's. Farrar & Rinehart has agreed to publish.

Probable duration of work, twelve months, beginning June 1942.
Will not return to present position. Wishes to do fiction writing and newspaper
work.

Applied 1941.

Personal Data Born Smithville, Tennessee, February, 1909. Age: 33
Married. Two dependents: one wholly, one partially.

Undergraduate Work Middle Tennessee State Teachers College, 1929-31.

Graduate Work

Experience Reporter, columnist, Daily News Journal, Murfreesboro,
1931-34, $300; correspondent, The Tennessean, Nashville,

1931-34, $300; reporter, Rutherford Courier, Murfreesboro, 1937-40, $400;

_ correspondent, Chattanooga Times, 1939-40, five months, $120; editor, Rutherford

Courier, Murfreesboro, Feb.-Aug., 1940, $840; technician, Federal Writers!'

Project, Nashville, August 1940 - , $1800.

Accomplishments Publications; Two novels: Fish on the Steeple, Farrar &
Rinehart, 1935; Tommy Lee Feathers, Farrar & Rinehart, 1937.

Also short stories in magazines and an anthology. Helped edit

Tennessee WPA book on rural community. Has had contributions published in

Franklin P. Adams' column.

References

John Farrar, 232 Madison Avenue, New York
Franklin P. Adams, New York Post
Malcolm Cowley, Editor, New Republic

John Thompson, Associated Press, Nashville Budget Summary

Dr. James R. Patterson, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

Herschel Brickell, Ridgefield, Connecticut Total Amount Needed $1,800
From Applicant g
From Fund $1,800

AMOUNT GRANTED
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THE PROFESSOR'S FARM

This 1s to be a book length account, illustrated with
photographs, of the scientific rehabilitation of 400 acres
of eroding and impoverished land into & beautiful prosper-
ous farm that ylelds profits at sll seasons of the year.

Ten years ago & retired instructor of agriculture in a state
college bought the farm at low cost because of its rundown
condition. Working on & long range plan based on scientific
facts and without considersble money, he has made the land
pay well for the care he has given it and has mede the farm
a model center of rurel life for his family and his tenants,
and of community activity for the public.

The book is to be in four major sections: The Lend,

The People, The Living and The Future. The story will demon=-

strate the efficacy of complete and long range planning, thet
rundown land can be rebullt by hard work and scientific methods,
that a farm can be operated profitably when its operation 1is
adjusted to the seasons, merkets and facilities about it, thet
natural resources often left untouched can be used profitably
and that farm tenancy need not be the pauperism, drudgery and

gamble with which it is usuzlly associated.
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Following 18 the tentative plen of the book:

i 75 The Land:
A. TIts history and its condition at time of purchase
B. Its rehabilitation
l. Terracing
2. Cover crops
3. Legumes snd grasses
4., Deep winter plowling
5. Frult trees on hillsides
6. Livestock program
C. 1Its use
l. LEvery acre at work
2. Adapted to natural uses
S« Experimental crops
4, New 1lncome sources
5. Diversified crops
6. Timing assures steady income
D. Mechenization and electrification
E. Irprigation
1. eap electric power pumps lake water into fields
2. Irrigation system serves for dralnage in wet weather
F. Pure seeds
l. Treated for disease prevention
G Purebred livestock and poultry

II. The People:
| VO IangIord
le. Lives on farm
2. Works himself
3« Own sons work on farm
4. Encourages young to stay on farm
5. Directs farm operation and marketing
6. Keeps full records
7. Leeder in farm groups
8. resident of electric cooperative
9. ormer state senator
Be. Tenants
l. Income uncertainty eliminated
2. Live in rural homes instead of shacks
S« Have elsctricity and running water
4, Must send children to school
6. lust exercise citizenship rights
6. Must take pert in community life and activiby
7. Year-round work with pay provided
a. bBullding
b. Farm improvements
¢. KRoed building
d. Landscaping, etc.
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Iv.

8. Can andpreserve food for winter
a. Have freedon of orchards
b. Each keeps own garden

The Living:
1. Landlord's home built on lakeshore
2, Built of log and stone from farm by farm labor
2. Tenants' houses
g. Spaced over farm so easch 1s individual and
private home
b. Each house attractive and modern in conveniences
5. Recreation
8e built by farm lebor created lake
1) Stocked with fish
(2) Boating and swimming
(3) Picnic facilities
(4) Running water and electricity onm picnic
ounds
(5) Open to public--5,000 a year use it
4, Rural soclal life encouraged
5« Community clubs meet on farm
The Future:
A. To continue development of long range plen
l. Canning factory as buffer ageinst market
fluctuations
2. Speedler delivery of fruits and vegetables
to market
B. Construction of second dam to affort irrigation for

C.

another 150 acres of field crops
To populerize scientific farming methods among other
farmers by practical demonstration
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SUPFLEMENTARY REMARKS

THE PROFESSOR'S FARM was suggested by the need of a read-
able book showing what can be done by the individual farmer
toward rehabilitation of wornout land and people and the belief
that literary weeping in the Caldwell and Steinbeck manner has
outlived its usefulness in the nation's fight against soil ero-
sion.

Professor Knox Hutchinson's farm near liurfreesboro, in an
area which up to ten years ago did not practice diversified
agriculture, was found to be a readymade subject for such & book.

His place 1s often referred to locally as "The Little TVA",
because of his long-range plan for rebuillding lend, conservation
of water, forest and game resources, development of rural socleal
life, and security for his tenants.

In the beginning Hutchinson had neither the money nor the
inclination to establish & dude country estate for week-end
parties with Lombardy poplars on the skyline and prettified
garden terraces where non-rural visitors could seek relaxation.

He wanted a ferm home that would exemplify the best in
rurel living and where he, his wife end three sons could live
good as well as esrn their living. He wanted the same for &all
the people who would come to work with him. Proof that his
ten-ysar experiment has been successful is the fact that every
fall he has spplications from at least 50 more tenants than
he can employ.

To sccomplish this the Professor and his family have

known very little leisure sincé they came to the farm. It 1is
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part of Hutchinson's philosophy that everyone 1s happier 1if
there sre no lay-off periods and he has so planned his pro-
grem that there is something for ell hands to do every day
of the yesar.

Not only the people, but every building and every pisce
of land on the plece has its speclial job for every season the
year round.

Belleving also that work cannot be regulated by the clock,
Hutchinson himself frequently drives a tractor all night 1f
the season demends it. He end his boys do as much work 1in
the fields as any of the tenants.

£11 work, whether it is constructing aconcrete retaine
ing wall, repairing mechinery or wiring & tenant house 1s
done by ferm labor, Hutchinson directing. A tenant may not
know how to do anything except plow and plant when he comes
there, but if he stzys long the Professor sees to it that
he is trained in just about everything required to keep =
modern farm going.

They &l 1 have a good time, too. There are picnics down
by the lakeshore, fishing, hunting, swimming and boating.

The picnic grounds are open to the public throughout the year,
with free water, lights and cookling facilities. Every club
and orgenization in the county has enjoyed the Hutchinson
hospitality at one time or another. At least 5,000 people
vigit the farm every year.

The dam, crezting a five-acre lake was built for about

$100., The lake spreads from in front of the family's
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beautiful log dwelling up past the picnic grounds to & bend
in the river. It is stocked with fish and supplies irriga-
tion for the orchards and 150 acres of field crops. (It is
the first and only large-scale irrigation project ever at-
tempted in this section). Hutchinson's future plans call
for a similar dam & mile below to irrigate another 150 acres.

Loose boulder rock for this second dam, like the first,
already lies on the stone bottom of the river ready for use.

In meny other ways, Hutchinson has turned the enormous
quantity of rock he found on the farm from liability into
profits. He found much of the place resembling a2 lunar land-
scape. Every fleld was littered with loose stone and there
were mlles of gullies weaving among outcroppings. The loose
stone was moved to the places it would be needed for building
foundations, retaining walls, rosdbeds, and walkways. The
outcroppings in the fields were quarried, crushed and returned
to lime the soil or used for concrete.

Now there 1sn't a field on the farm where machines cainot
move &t night without risk of damage from obstructing rock.

And there is a plentiful supply left in the back pastures
for future use.

The owner pioneered for rural electrification and it was
mainly through his efforts that the Mi1ddle Tennessee Elsctric
Membership Corporation, supplying five counties, was organized.
He also organized the first terracing association in the county

end is a leading figure in the growing Tennessee Q@Grange.
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As I see 1t THE PROFESSOR'S FARM will be far from a
dry text on sclentific {erming prectices, but a story of
men's adventure with the land and his ingenious uses of
available meterials, a story basically simple and sppeal-
ing l1ike ROBINSON CRUSOE.
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THE LAND
1.

There is a picture of an old man sitting on a rock that
hangs in the farm agent's office at the Rutherford County
courthouse. lMore accursetely, it is one large slab of rock
balanced upon another just beginning to jut from the earth,
and appears as & rugged bench placed there for someone's
solitary meditation. All s&round is a barren fleld.

The agent sometimes has a fat ear of corn dengling in
front of it. People ask about the corn, ignore the photo-
greph. The agent will begin, "Why, that was raised out here
on=-"

When the old man was young he was breaking the same
field one day for the first time and his plowpolnt struck

a rock. He let the plow glide over it and raised a crop
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of corn on the sloping acres. He gathered his corn, leav=-
ing the naked earth exposed. Thet winter sheets of muddy
water flowed from the field, down into & rocky gully and
awey forever. If the farmer chanced to notice the vanish-
ing earth, he was not much concerned.

He had seen such things all his life. It seemed natural.

The next spring he plowed the field again, taking pride
in his ability to lay off a straight row, and plented corn
again. The pattern was repeated through succeeding years,
but the corn was not as food as at first and the rock he
had not been able to see in breaking the new ground that
day was well above the surface now and he plowed around 1it.

During summer droughts, winds swirled across the field
and lifted the dry soil like fine powder. Churning rains
came again end again and drained away discolored. 1t was a
one-way journey with the richness of the earth always out-
ward bound. The sloping acres peeled away in thin sheets.
Gullies deepened in the low places. Iiore rocks appeared.

The fermer became an 0ld man. He didn't plant the field
any more, seeing there was no sense in trying to raise food
where even grass and weeds now falled to grow.

He was old and tired and sometimes walking across his
field, he found the big rock & fine place to sit down and
rest.

Rutherford County is situated in the center, and very

neerly at the bottom, of a great washed out bowl known as
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the Centray Basin of Tennessee. The two prongs of an ancient
river and its multiple tributeries, flowing through the im-
mense reaches of geolcoglc time, have eaten down to such s
level that they can descend no farther without ceasing to
flow.

Stones River is unique among Southern streams having
a solid rock bottom from beginning to end and is more like
a bathroom drain than & river, flushed and muddy during rainy
seasons, and slugglsh with pools of hot water and sickening
fish during times of drought. It hes no first-grade bottom
lands, end very little of the lush vegetation usually found
along a water course. It deposits nothing eand 1t takes away
endless cargoes of the brownish-red soll upon which the
County's 33,000 people are dependent for their living.

Soil erosion is an old, old story here.

Something like ten million years might measure it rough-
ly. Some of the stretified rock now exposed is estimated to
have been 25 million years in the making. Once the basin
country was beneath the Culf of Mexico. Later when these
waters withdrew to the South there was an elevation and the
area became & plain, level with the HAighland Rim whlch rings
the horizon with a pale blue barricade sixty to seventy-five
miles away.

The rivers of the Basin are older than that time &nd
the Highland Rim remains only because its sandstone cappings

were resistent to the wear of rain and wind, freeze and thaw.
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Throughout the county only a scattering of flst-topped rem-
nant hills have kept their original elevation. The land
betwsen 1s either flat or rolling, with grim stretches of
gray limestone glades among the low-growing cedars.

The county has more outcropping rock than any propor=-
tionate area in the South. There are pleces where oblong
blocks of stone stend like rows of coffins, with space enough
between for only & tree to grow, and loose boulders of all
sizes crowd the landscape. Thousands of sinkholes catch
water rushing from the glades, Most of the smaller streams
flow underground, leaving the surface dry asnd scabrous. It
is rattlesnake and prickly pear country with long, depres-
sive summers when the soil retains heat and the nights are
often as uncomfortable as the days.

Two miles Northeast of Murfreesboro, the county seat,
ten acres of bald limestons marks the exact geographical
center of the State and the suspicion that hell is not much
farther below 1s at least evidenced by certain folk legends
concerning the old flat rock. O0ld Negroes are still zbout
who will swear with all sincerity that this rock once split
through the middle and belched forth fire and sulphurous
fumes---and is expected to do so again at some future date.

Yet, in spite of the dire sound of ell this, the county
has an abundance of soll that is as rich as any in the State.
This fact was attested twenty-five years ago by a State geo-

logical survey. At that time the geologists pointed out that
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the land was in such & rundown condition it produced only
half what it could. They warned that great quantities were
washing away; that some of it should not be cultivated at
all; that the overabundance of limestone rock could be made
an asset---ground and returnsd to sweeten and loosen the
soil, for bullding market roads and tenant houses, to im=-
pound river water, to dam up gullies.

Not many heeded.

Farmers had raised cotton and corn since before the
Civil war. They had plowed furrows parallel with their
fences and of the same depth like their fathers. A farmer
had to leave something to the Lord. If the Lord didn't
come through with a rain at the right time, he went to town
and cursed the government. Then another war came and they
made good money for themselves, enough to satisfy the tenants.
The one-crop system was good enough. If the tenants didn't
like what they got at the end of the year and living in un-
painted shacks they could go somewhere else.,

Ten years later the ferm loan companiss began foreclos-
ing. ©Some of the landlords managed to salvage something--a
smallsr farm, & home in town. The tenants and sharecroppers
having little enough to begln with, could salvage notaing.
They began fleeing the land.

Negroes from the farms who had once throngsd the county
seat on Memorial Day, dwindled to a few hundred. Some of

them went North or to larger population centsrs in the South.
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But the residue of both whites and blacks crowded into the
small town that had no industriss to support them sven in
normal times. They became soclsl problems. Men bootlegged
tin can whiskey and dope, women hustled the streets, all of
them a prey tof ee-grabulng law-enforcers and vote-buying
politicians. Thelr offspring helpsd fill the county work-
house, the State reformatories and penitentiary.

People who should have been living well on the land,
knowing what it had become, refused to go back. And those
that remained farsd little better.

Echoing in that dismal time were the voices of civic
boosters who would rise on public occasions still to pro-

clalm their county The Hub of Tennessee, Gem of Creation,

Latter Day Garden g£ Eden.

Considering the sins the fathers had committed against

the land, God's Dishonored Navel would have been an apter

figure of spsech.

2.

Knox Hutchinson was head of the Agricultural Depart-
msnt of Middle Tennessee State Teachers College at Murfrees-
boro in 1932. Le was married and had three sons. He was
36 years old and nesrly 20 years of his life had been spent
in teaching high school and college students scientific
farming practices, part of which he had learned from text-

books, but much of it as a boy plowing curving furrows
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around Lincoln County hillsides.

For a long time his main ambition had been to own a
farm himself. He wanted his own place, not only to serve
as a proving ground for his teachings, but where he and his
family could both earn their living and lead a healthful
and interssting life.

His cesh was limited, the depression did not appear to
be getting any better, and there had been recurrent attempts
in the Tennessee Leglislature to close down all Teachers Col-
leges of the State for aéonomy. It was his belisf, however,
that 1if he could find something within reach, now was the
time to buy.

In April of thet year he heard of a place for sasle, hid-
den out behind a bend of Stones River, two miles south of town.
Three hundred and seventeen acres, Ten years before, it had
sold for $35,000. Now a farm loan company wes willing to be
rid of it for {8,000 and prospective buyers werse not numerous.

The yound professor decided to go out and see what was
there.

He went one efternoon when his claesses were finished.
Just beyond the city limits the concrete highway has been
built up to pass high over the N. C. & St. L.  Raillway which
angles off to the Southeast. From the top of the viaduct,
there 1s a long view of the highway, stretching flat and
straight into the South and toward the hills. Some prosper=-

ous looking farm homes are along the way, but between and
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around them always the dismal spectacle of fallen fences,
shabby timber, and old living shanties and barns that have
weathered to the color of limestone.

Pools of heet mirage shimmered on the highway ahead of
the professor. He passed two truckloads of prisoners in dusty
stripes turning in at the county workhouse. DBeyond were the
dilapidated and abandoned county fairgrounds where the farm
folk used to show the bounties of their fields and their slsek
livestock at harvest time. Turning from the concrete into =
narrow lane, he followed the course of the river until the
sounds of traffic died behind him.

It was a ghost farm.

Gray buildings that would no longer turn the rain, half
of them beyond all repair, stood among the wasted fields.
There were no roads, no fences standing. Crop production had
been abandoned completely but the loan compeny, hoping that a
greenscape would attract buyers, had hacked over 200 acres
with a disc harrow, and sown it to lespedeza. This was poor
camouflage for even the caterpillar treads of a tractor had
failed to penetrate the worst entanglements of briaprs and
bushes, and the gullies which webbed every fisld. Rains had
gashed deeply into the hillsides, leaving tons of outcropping
rock. Sheet erosion had eastem  the lesser slopes down to clay.

There was not even the convenience of an outdoor privy,
at the shack where one family steysd to look after the prop-

erty. The 'looking after' consisted in renting pasturage.
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There wes no dependsble water supply for domestic use. The
keeper ussd wet weather springs and when they ren dry, he had
to borrow from = distant neighbor. There were no orchards
nor livestock. Of the 317 acres, 250 had been tillsd former-
ly, but these acres never had been limed nor plowed deeply.
Five or six inches down there was & hardpen---that man-made
stratum of pecked earth---so solid 1t might be cut into blocks
for & building's foundations. &ixty-seven acres was in unim-
proved, wooded pasture.

The company's agent was so anxious to sell that he gave
Hutchinson a three-months option for $100.

During this period Hutchinson made 2 careful study of
the farm's possibilities. He checked the soll for depth,
type and topégraphy. In general the farm sloped back from
its two-mile river border and then lay like a table top. Tests
showed that the great abundance of stretified rock---lmown as
the Murfreesboro limestone---was an excellent source of lime.
Boulder stone for building purposes were strewn &ll over the
land and cluttered the river bed.

He drove to Nashville and closed the deal the lest of

June.
S

"T pecall about the time 1 was ready to go out end make
my own way in life," Hutchinson said, "I asked an older friend,

who hed end was enjoylng success in severything he d4did, to
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explain why he was so successful.

He told me, 'Not because of any extra ability that I
might heve, but because every move 1 make is in the direction
of a well-plemned, long-time programti"

He was thinking of his old friend's answer driving back
from Neshville that day with the deed to his farm. For twenty
years he nad been repeating the wisdom of long-range planning
to his sgricultural students.

He had z project on his hands now which had to start
from almost nothing and move forward all the time or not at
all. He went on out to the farm sgain to be alone and think
it out. He had to see it all ahead=--not like it would be
next month or next year, but month by month, seasson by season,
for ten, fifteen and twenty years. There had to be imagina-
tion, but no flights of fancy or wishfulnsss that the facts
did not justify.

In a wey he was like Robinson Crusoe cast upon his island-=-
he couldn't go back and his salvetion depended upon hard work
and wise use of materiasls at hand.

He stayed out there on his ghost farm, thinking it over
until the late train came under the viaduct and moaned away
toward the mountains. The professor didn't get much sleep

that night.
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CHAPTER TWO

1.

The down peyment had not been easy. A loan against his
life insurance, & small savings account, most of his last
month's salary--he had scraped the bottom of the barrel to
add up enough end it had strained his personal resources to
the limit, His resources now were worn flelds, a woodland,

a river and rocks, espscially rocks, and these couplsd with
his own willingness to work and bellief in the land, hed to
produce the peyments to come.

So, even if he had wanted it, there was no money with
which to found a dude estate with Lombardy poplers pluming
the driveways, show horses, fox hunts, and prettified gardens
where non-rural visitors could lounge and frolic during week-
ends. The only kind of ferm the Professor believed in was
one that worked all the way around. That meant not only the
people, but every piece of land, every farm animel, every farm
building during every season of the year.

His belief, simply, wes that farm people are more content-
ed when they have no periods of enforced idleness esnd the farm
program which gives its people a steady income and security,
is that which revolves smoothly twelve months ef the year
rether than in stops and jerks.

His first step was to draw a map.

Since there were no standing fences nor roasdways worth

considering, he had only the boundaries set out in his deed
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as a basis for this plotting. He laid out new fislds accord-
ing to uniform soll types and topogrephy. He marked the lo-
cations of buildings and building groups, those for immediate
construction as well as the ones to come much later. Then

the roads, orchards, shade trees, wells for a domestic wsater
supply. All facilities fitted into & plan with the double

eim of an attractive landscape and efficiency of supervision.

Each tenant house, spaced from three-quarters to one
mile epart, was to serve as the nucleus of a separate unit
of the farm with its own fields, gardens, barns, poudtry and
livestock and water supply.

Very carefully, he designated the exact places where
all rock asnd other bullding materials should be deposited
during the initial clean-up stages so that only one hand-
ling would be rsquired up to the time the particulsr con-
struction job was ready to start.

Above the thoussnds of details to be worked out, the
time and labor required and the uncertainty of s easons, mar-
kets and human capablility, he had an overall procedure which
encompassed at least 25 years. It summed up to thie: to
put the land to use for the best income relating this pro-
cedure to a long-range improvement project of land, build-
ings, equipment, livestock and general living conditions
for all femilies on the farm.

Crops and livestock, soil conservetion, construction
and renovation, better llving for the people, community

activities, these were not separate phnases of:farming but
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a1l of them single pieces of the whole, each dependent upon
the other. -

Moreover, he wented the farm to become & gathering place
for other farmers end their families, where the best in rural
living could be enjoyed, where scientific farming practices
could be seen in demonstration and the gospel spread. As to
the people who would come to work with him, he intended that
they become more than hired help who followed his directions
in planting, plowing end hervesting. Under his direction
they would receive training in any work nscessery to keep &
modern farm going whether it be setting stone, repairing a
tractor or wiring a house.

As far es was posslible every move would be made through
the years in the direction of the one blg overall procedure.

So the long job begen on the worn fields, the woodland,

the river and the rocks.
2.

While hesvy reains were falling Hutchlinson would put on
his boots and walk over the fields to look for the flow of
maddy water. He was to follow this practice through the
yesrs, knowing that only by studying the water in action
could he learn exactly where it came from, where going and
how 1t could be checked. Pleces that his land poured from
the filelds in reddish yellow solution were noted on his big

map .
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He found so much on hie first inspecticns that he was

tempted to nickname 1t lMuddy Water Farm. Clear rurnling water

wes the rarity.

And it was during these solitary walks in the rain that
his own teachings came back to him. Things he had told his
students over and over.

eeesNature never intended for any water to run off the
surface of her lsnd, always providing abundant vegetation
where rains sre medium to heavye...gresses and forests with
deep leaf mold to absorb and hold all the rainfall until the
soils underneeth have time for water to penetrate the earth
end finally reach deep underground stresms flowing toward
natural channels....with this perfect balence kept, streams
would run cleer and flashing regardless of rainfall...a few
such may be found back in forested mountain places even NOW...

Almost any kind of rainfall was enough to bring quick
change in the color of o0ld Stones River which bordered his
farm on two sides. It bled the eastern and northern slope
of the farm through an ever increasing network of gullies.
Nearly two miles farther down it was jolned by a smsller
stream which bled the gentler slope to the west.

As the battle ageinst the gullies began, Hutchinson
fouhd a valuable ally in the gfeat lengths of old fallen
and rusted wire fences. gSections of this were rolled and
packed into the gullies at strategic points. As the gen-
erel clean-up moved forward other rubbish was dumped behind

the wire. Soon then the movement of soil slowed, caught
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and held, and accumulated in minieture deltas slong the gul-
lies. Green appesared as vegetation took root agein among
the protectling mesh of the old fences, and the wounded earth

wae on its way to healing.
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NOTEE TO COMPLETE CHAPTER TWO

Page 15=--

Orchards for most eroded hillaidea because more time
necessary for rebuilding.

Apple orchard with poultry, bees and trees working
together as example of single balanced unit.

Sheet srosiocn on more lsvel areas. Cover crops. Deep

winter plowing.

Se
Terrecing (short section on this toplc alone).
Home-made terracing apparatus--repairs to terraces--double

purpose of terraces.

4.
Using the rocks.

5.
The River. Dam. Leke. Irrigation. Fish. Recreation.

Landscape improvement afforded by lake.



LETTERS OF REFERENCE

Thomss Edward Bell

Mr, Malcolm Cowley, Associate Editor, The New Republie,
1941 I don't know Ed Bell, I have had some correspondence with

him and have read his two novels. The second was, for my taste, a little too
grotesque, Rendering the grotesque side of southern life is his talent, and
in that book he carried it too far. The firsi book, Fish oun the Steeple,

was a neglected mesterpiecte - the story of a town on the Cumberland Plateau se
poor that money never came into il except when some storekeeper burned down
his store to get the insurance money. The outline of the story sounds sordid,
like the outline presented with hia application for a fellewship. 3But Bell
has an extraordinary gift for tenderness that makes his gargoyles seem warm
and lovable, I imagine that he intends to do something like that with the
old Chief of Police in the novel he is now plamning to write,

He obviously presents a difficult problem to a fellowship
committee. He isn't one of the safe writers whom everybody is going to praise.
But it seems to me that his talent is really extraordinary, He ranks, so I
think, with William Faulkner and Erskime Caldwell, and ought to get the same
consideration that they would have recelved after publishimg their first two
books.

1942 Last year I wrote & report for the Rosenwald Fund on

Mr, Bell -~ a very favorable report, although I expressed some doubt about the
project he was then submitting, I have had some correspondence with him since
then, and my favorable impression of him has been confirmed. And his present
project, though not strikingly original, is interesting and useful, and I like
the way he has started out om it., Evidently he has found a man who has made
a practical success out of good farming in middle Tennessee - and this story
would be worth telling at lemgth, because it would 1nnpitﬁ;utheri to imitate
his hero. So I strongly hope that the Fund can make hihli.grant this time.

— o —
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Mr, John Farrar, Farrar & Rinehart,
1941 I should like to make this strong and brief.

Thomas Edward Bell is a gemiuws in his way. If you suppert
him in this effort, there will result something original, forthright, and
on that off chance, perhaps great. I hope you'll do it.

1942 In my previous statement about Ed Bell, I said that I
thought him a genius and that I believed that something origimal and forth-
right would result from his project,

I have been much impressed by his progress this year and
by his plans for his new project. What I have seen of his work is enormously
improved, and I feel that an extremely fine and important book will result
from his projeet, The Professor's Farm.

I heartily recommend him for a fellowship and I hope that
he may have your support.

Mr, Franklin P, Adams
1941 I have known Ed Bell chiefly as a contributer to my

column for many years, The pleces always were good. His novel was interest-
ing, though it had virtually no sale, Certainly to my motion he is deserving
of all the outside help he can get.

1942 No revision.,

Mr. John Thompson, reporter.

1941 I consider Ed Bell perhaps the most important young novelist
in Tennessee today and strongly recommend you do anything you can to help his
talent flower, It is apparent from his work thus far that the blg things are
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8till shead for him. I do not know him personally but wateh with great
interest everything he writes. It is apparent from his silense recently
that economic conditions make it impossible for him to continue ereative
work and support his family. This suggests that he actually would benefit
from any help you could give him. A reading of his first novel, Fish on

the Steeple, should convince you that his is a talent as riechly interpretive
and as incisively humorous almost as that of Mark Twain, His second novel
was & slight disappointment to me -~ second novels of young authors often are -
but the plan of work outlined here indicates he is back on the right track
again, 1 am also pleased at the wider philosophical and social implications
of the proposed work, None seems to understand better tham he the rich
poetry to be concocted from blending grim poverty, decayed gentility, filthy
horrers and high humor of character to be found in any small Tennessee town.
His first novel apparently was autobliographical, His second not., This sug-
geats that it picks up the thread of his more mature observations on the
tragedies and rioh significances of human life at hand. Though the South has
been throbbing with a fine literary fremzy this past decade or so, the sur-
face is hardly scratched as yet. Ed Bell is working at virtually virgin
territory. T. 8. Stribling has been before him at certain points, but I con-
sider Stribling oversimplifies for the sake of irony and lacks Ed Bell's rich
humanity amd humer. I'm not a creative writer myself so I know few of the
problems, but my observation on Ed Bell suggests that one reason for the fine
vitality of his work is his deliberate scorm of "literary" tradition, He
writes of filth and violence and curious humanity not because such is the fashion
these days but because he knows people like that and loves them enough to see

beneath their dirt. Despite the rather grinding poverty in which he has made
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his way so far, Ed Bell seems to have maintained his imntegrity and flouted
sham even among those in whom the southern Victorian tradition lingers om,.
I am told on reliable authority that omee when a preacher wrote in to sug-
gest he use his columm in a Murfreesboro paper as the medium for letting
citizens vote on the town's "best citizen", he agreed on the econdition that
he also be allowed to conduet a contest on "the biggest 8.0.B. in towm",

He insisted they went teogether.

Among the finest scenes in his first novel were the opening
in the cemetery at dusk and Shackle's furious soliloquy on his journey to
town to get the man who had attacked his father, Hitherto unrecorded as-
pects of southern character foumd their way imto words in that latter passage.
This plan of work suggests 1t might well contain much finer passages. ITommy
Lee Feathers, his second novel, was more aptly written tham the first,but
somehow lacked its completeness, This proposed novel should be written with
an even surer touch, and the subject leaves little to be desired.

Ed Bell seems to me to have done remarkably with the few
opportunities that have come his way. I know of no reason to doubt his integ-
rity or sbilities., Those who know him tell me he's a pretty tough nut. Cer-
tainly he has bound himself down with drudgery uncomplainingly and competently
mader trying circumstances. Given = little repe, he'd probably lasso the moon,
He seems to have the ability for hard work and can suppert himself by news-
paper correspondent work, but he might do so much more, if given a chance,
1942 Since my previous recommendation of Ed Bell, I have met
the gentleman in guestion, Direct eobservation seemed to bear out entirely

my previous impression of his persomality, The only thing I care to add to
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what I previously wrote is some comment on his new propesed work. Needless
to say, a work of that scope could be of imestimsble value to the South and
the nation as a whole, It would likely have a fine market, if properly done,
I must confess I think Ed Bell's chief talents lie in the direstion of
creative fiction., However, he has had plenty of newspaper experience to train
him in sound reporting, even of a case history such as he proposes. I don't
imow whether his educational backgroumd is equal to the task of framing his
case history with proper sociclogical implications and at the same time
keeping it readable, I don't see why his fictional talents could not adapt
themselves to this task, I am sure of one thing - Bell's writing in any
field is bound to be effective. As you doubtless know, Bell has been working
for time past for the WPA Writers' Project. This experience will doubtless
be of benefit in the proposed work and may have been what led him to choose
guch & subjeet, I'm not familiar with his work in this field and suggest
you contact William R, McDaniel, 2008 15th Avenue, South, Nashville, umder
whom he has worked.

I would like to say again that any work of the proposed type
which is honest and factual and at the same time imspirational in effect would
be of greatest value, Many people these days are screamimg that the South's
future social well-being lies entirely in industrialisation., I disagree, if
we merely follow the industrial pattern of othér sections, It seems that
far more important would be the regemeration of southern agriculture
(accompanied by some industrialisation alomg southern patterns). The South's
ontife culture lives in agricultural terms and to agricultural rhythms., Heaven

knows it needs regeneration - but I mean just that., Revivifying something
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that was once good will mean more to the South and the country that the
attempt to alter the patterm of life here entirely.

The thought occurs to me that Bell eould probably do the
proposed work for the WPA Writers' Project, though under those circumstances
it would not have the appeal and wide influence of independent publicationm.
Also there is the chance that such WPA activity as the Writers' Project is
doomed to die umder the stress of war conditioms.

I hope you can see your way to helpimg Bell preduce what
I believe would be a fine plece of work., At any rate, I cam omly relterate
thaet I know of no middle Tennessee writer that appears to me to have greater

talent - or talent worthier of development.

Mr, Jemes R, Pattergom, Dentist, Murfreesbore, Tennessee.
1941 I consider Mr, Bell ome of the foremost writers of
the South., He is the kind of writer who gives much study to his subjeet
through actual contact, I have known him for at least tem years and I have
always found him to be a gentlemam of high quality,

Mr. Bell spends & lot of his time in the study of the
Negro rage and the unfortumate white populace of the State of Tennessee as well
as the study of the entire people of the state. If there is any man deserving
of this fellowship, I feel that Mr. Bell is the man,
1942 I wish to state again that I think Mr. Bell ome of the
foremost writers of the times. The main character in his book The Professor's
Farm 48 a great friend of mime and other people in this rural seetion of

Tennessee, This book 2s given in the enclosed symopsis gives the true
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charaeter of ome of the finest men im the nation. I sineerely hope you

will allow Mr., Bell this fellowship which I think he so richly deserves.

1 am sure I am speaking the sentiments of the Negroes of this entire city and
county when I ask for this chance for Mr, Bell. We are sure that if these
fellowships are givem for competency that no mistake could be made in select-
ing him,

Mr, Herschel Brickell, Senior Cultural Relations Oifficer, U, 3. Embassy,
Bogota, Colombia,

Bell has written two rather remarkable novels whieh
I have read carefully both to review and as evidence of his werthiness to
have a fellowship in other years. I have a high regard for his intelligence
and honesty, and I mst say the present project sppeals to me very much, I
don't believe it is altogether “’c-ecaune of my om strong agricultural instincts
either. It seems to me that such a book written by & writer who believes in
the value end importance of the material could very easily be an impertant
contribution to the tl;ole subject of good farming., In fact, I thimk I can
see possibilities for such a book here in Golombia where erosicn is a grave
problem, Se I give my hearty endorsement to the project, bscause of the
happy combination of subject and author. Good piletures will emhance the

velue of the book.

- e W e



Name Thomeg Edward Bell Field: Crective
Vriting
Technician, Tennessee Federal Writers'! Project, WPA
820 Fast Stete Street, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

Plan of Work

To tell the true story of how one men took some land which had been
ruined almost completely by erosion and built it into & fine, profitable farm
where the tenants get paid the year rcund and live in homes zsg good as the lsnd-
lord's. Ferrar & Rinehart has sgreed to publish.

Probable durztion of work, twelve months, beginning June 194%.
Will not return to ?T”SFft pogition. Wishes to do fiction writing end newspaper

work.
/ég'yatliﬁ
Applied 1941.

L]

Personal Data Rorn Smithville, Tennessee, February, 1909. Age: ~
Married. Two dependents: one wholly, one partially.

Undergraduate Work  Middle Tennessee State Teachers College, 1929-31.

Graduate Work

Experience Reporter, columnist, Daily News Journal, Murfreesboro,

1931-34, $300; correspondent, The Tennessean, Nashville,
1931-3Z, $300; reporter, Rutherford Courier, Murfreesboro, 1937-40, $400;
corre=3unaert Chattanooga Times, 1939-40, five months, $120; editor, Rutherford
Courier, murfreefboro, Feb.-Aug., 1940, $840; technician, Federsl Writers'
Prcject, Nashville, August 1940 - , $1800.

Accomplishments Publications;: Two novels: Fish on the Steeple, Fsrrar &
Rinehart, 1935; Tommy Lee Feathers, Farrar & Rinehart, 1937.

Also shert stories in magezines and an anthology. Helped edit Big T

Tennessee WPA book on ruresl community. Has had contributions published in

Franklin P. Adams' column.

References

John Ferrer, 232 Madison Avenue, New York

Franklin P. Adame, New York Post

Melcolm Cowley, Editor, New Republie

John Thompson, Associated Press, Nashville Budget Summary

Dr. Jemes R. Patterson, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

Herschel Brickell, Ridgefield, Connecticut ?kﬁallhmountﬁkndsd $1, emr
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" THE PHOPESSOR'S FARM

This 18 to be a book length account, lllustrated with
photographs, of the sclentific rehabillitstion of 400 scres
of eroding end impoverished land into a besutiful prospoer-
ous ferm that ylelds profits at sll seasons of the year.

Ten years sgo a retired inestructor of agriculture in a state
college bought the fsarm et low cosl because of 1ts rundown
condition. Working on & long range plan based on scientific
fucts end without considerable money, he has made the land
pay well for the care he has given it and hes msde the ferm
2 model center of rursl life for hils family and his tensants,
and of community sctivity for the public.

The book is to be in four major secticns: The Land,

The People, The Living and The Future. The story will demon-

strete the efficscy of complete and long range planning, that

rundown land can be rebullt by hard work end sclentific methods,

thet & ferm csn be operated profitably when its operation 1is

sdjusted to the ssasons, markets sund facllities about it, that

natural resources often lsft untouched can be used profitably
and that fame tensncy need not be the psuperism, drudgery and
gemble with which it is ususlly sssociated.
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Following 1s the tentetive plan of the book:

1.

I1.

The Land:
A. Its history and its condition at time of purchase
B. Its rehabilitation

l. Terracing

2., Cover crops

3. Legumes end grasses

4, Deep winter plowing

5. FPruilt trees on hillsides

6. Livestock program
C. 1”. use

l. Lvery acre at work

2. Adapted to natural uses

3. Experimental crops

4., New income sources

B. Diversified crops

6+ Timing assures steady income
De Mechenlization and electrification
E. lirplgation

1. heap electric power pumps lake water into filelds
2. Irrigetion system serves for dralnsge in wet weather

F. Pure seeds
l. Trested for disease prevention
G+ Purebred livestock and poultry

The People:
K. Tandlord
l, Lives on farm
2. Worka himself
3+ Own sons work on farm
4. Encourages young to stay on fam
5. Lirects farm operation and marketing
6. KXeeps full records
7. Leader in farm groups
8. President of elsctric cooperative
9. Former state senator
B. Tenanta
1. Income uncertainty eliminated
2. Live in rursl homes instead of shacks
3., Haye elsctricity snd running water
4., Nust send children to auhoo%
b5, Must exercise citizenship rights
6. Must take part in community life end sctiviby
7. Year-round work with pay provided
a., bBullding
b, Ferm improvements
¢. Hosd bullding
d. Landscaping, ete.



ED BELL

I1I.

Iv.

8. Can andpreserve food for winter
a. Have freedon of orchards
b. HEach keeps own garden

The Living:
17 Landlord's home built on lakeshore
&, Built of log ani stone from farm by farm lebor
2. Tensnta' houses
a. Opsced over farm so each ls individusl snd
private home
be Each house attractive and modern in conveniences
3. Hecreation
8. built by farm labor created lake
1) Stocked with fish
(2) Boating and swimming
5; Pienic facllities
Running water snd electricity on picnic
(8) Open to public--5,000 a year use it
4, Rural social life encouraged
S5 Community clubs meet on farm
The Future:
K. To continue development of long range plan
1. Canning factory as buffer against market
fluctuations
2. ©Speedier delivery of fruits and vegetables
to market
B. Construction of second dam to affort irrigation for
another 150 acres of [field crops
C. To popularize scientific farming methods among other

farmers by practical demonstration
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SUPFLEMENTARY REMARKS

THE PROFLSSOR'S FARM was suggested by the need of a read-
able bock showing what can be done by the individual farmer
toward rehabilitation of wornout land and people &nd the bellef
that literery weeping in the Caldwell and Stelnbeck manner has
outlived its usefulness in the nation's fight against soil ero-
sion.

Professor Knox Hutchinson's farm nesr Wurfreesboro, in an
srea which up to ten years ago did not practice diversified
agriculture, was found to be a readymade subject for such & book.

His plece is often referred to locally as "The Little TVA",
becsuse of his long-range plan for rebullding land, conservation
of water, forest and game resources, development of rural social
life, and security for his tenants.

in the beginning Hutchinson had nelther the money nor the
inclination to establish s dude country estate for wesk-end
parties with Lombardy poplars on the skyline and prettified
garden terrsaces where non-rural visitors could seek relaxation.

He wanted a farm home that would exemplify the best in
rural living end where he, his wife end three sons could live
good as well as sern their living. He wanted the same for all
the people who would come to work with him. Proof that his
ten-yssar ;xperiment has been successful 1s the fact that every
fall he hes applications from at least 50 more tenants than
he can employ.

To accomplish this the Professor and his family have

known very little lelsure sincé they ocame to the farm. It 1s
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part of Hutchinson's phllosophy that everyone ls heppiler if
there sre no lay-off periods and he has so plenned his pro-
gram thet there ls something for sll hends to do every day
of the yesr.

Bot only the people, but every building and every plece
of land on the place has its specisl job for every ssason the
year round.

Belleving also that work cennot be regulated by the clock,
Butchinson himself frequently drives a tractor sll night if
the season demands 1t. He and his boys do as much work in
the fields as any of the tenants.

411 work, whether it is constructing &' concrete retainée
ing wall, repairing machinery or wiring & tenant house 1ls
done by farm labor, Hutchinson directing. A tenant may not
know how to do anything except plow and plant when he comes
there, but 1f he stays long the Professor sces to it that
he 1s trained in jJjust sbout everything required to keep a
modern farm going.

They 6l 1 have & good time, too. There are picnlcs down
by the lakeshore, fishing, hunting, swimming and bosating.

The picnic grounds are open to the public throughout the year,
with free water, lightas and cooking facilitles. Zvery club
and orgenization in the county has enjoyed the Hutchinson
hospitality at one time or another. At least 5,000 people
visit the farm every year.

The dam, crestling a five-acre lake wss built for avout

$100. The lake spreasds from in front of the family's
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beautiful log dwelling up past the plenic grounds to a bend
in the river. It is stocked with fish and supplles irrige-
tion for the orchards and 150 acres of fileld crops. (Lt is
the first and only large-scale irrigstion project ever at-
tempted in this section). Hutchinson's future plans call
for s slmilar dem & mile below to irrigate snother 150 acres.

Loose boulder rock for this second dam, like the first,
already lies on the stone bottom of the river ready for use.

In many other ways, Hutchinson has turned the enormous
quantity of rock he found on the farm from liasbility into
profits. Ho found much of the place resembling & lunar land-
scape. ELEvery fleld was llttered with loose stone and there
were miles of gullies weaving among outcroppings. The loose
gtone was moved to the places it would be needed for building
foundations, retsining walls, roadbeds, and walkways. The
outeroppings in the fields were guarried, crushed and returned
to lime the soll or used for concrete.

Now there isn't & field on the farm where machines ca not
move at night without risk of damage from obatructing rock.

And thore 1s & plentiful supply left in the back psatures
for future use.

The owner ploneered for rural electrification and it wss
mainly through hils efforts that the Middle Tennessee LElectric

Membership Corporatlion, supplying five counties, was organized.
He also organized the first terracing essoclation in the county

end is a lesding figure in the growing Tennessee (Grange.
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As I see 1t THE PROFESZOR'S FARM will be far from a
dry text on scientific larming practices, but & story of
man's adventure with the land and his ingenious uses of

avallable meterials, a story basically simple and sppeal-
ing like ROBINSON CRUSOE.

IES
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THE LAND
1.

There is a picture of an old man sitting on & rock that
hengs in the farm agent'a office at the Rutherford County
gourthouse. MNore eccurately, it ls one large slab of rock
balanced upon another Just beginning to Jut from the earth,
and sppears as & rugged bench placed there for someone's
solitary meditation. All around le a barren fleld.

The agent sometimes has & fat ear of corn dangling in
front of it. People ask about the corn, ignore the photo-
greph. The agent will begin, "Why, that was raised out here
one=="

When the old man was young he was breaking the same
field one dsy for the first time and his plowpoint struck

s rock. He let the plow glide over 1t and ralsed a crop
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of corn on the sloping ascres. He gathered his corn, leav=
ing the naked earth exposed. That winter sheets of muddy
water flowed from the fleld, down into a rocky gully and
away forever. If the farmer chenced to notice the vanish-
ing earth, he was not much concerned.

He had seen such things all his life. It scemed natural.

The next spring he plowed the fileld azain, taking pride
in his ability to lay oif a straight row, and planted comn
again. The pattern was repeatsd through succeeding years,
but the corn was not as food as &t first and the rock he
had not been able to see in breaking the new ground that
day was well above the surface now and he plowed around it.

During summer droughts, winds swirled scross the field
and lifted the dry soil like fine powdsr. Churning rains
came again and again end drained away discolored, it was a
one-way Jjourney with the richness of the earth always out-
ward bound. The sloping acres peeled awsy in thin sheets.
gullies deepened in the low places. lore rocks appeared,

The farmer became an old man. He didn't plent the fleld
any more, seeing there wes no sense in trying to ralse food
where even grass and weeds now failed to grow.

He wae old and tired and sometimes walking acrosa his
fleld, he found the big rock a fine place to sit down and
rest.

Rutherford County is situated in the center, and very

neerly st the bottom, of & great washed out bowl known as

Iy
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the Centray Basin of Temnnessee. The two prongs of an anclent
river and its multiple tributaries, flowing through the im-
mense reaches of geologle time, have eaten down to such a
level that they can descend no farther without ceasing to
flow.

Stones River 1s unique emong Southern streams having
a solld rock bottom from beginning to end and 1is more like
a4 bathroom drain than & river, flushed and muddy during rainy
seasons, and slugglsh with pools of hot water end sickening
fish during times of drought. It has no first-grade bottom
lends, and very little of the lush vegetation usually found
elong & water course. It deposits nothing end it takes away
endless cargoes of the brownish-red soil upon which the
County's 83,000 people sre dependent for their living.

So0ll sroaion 1s an old, old story here.

Something llke ten mlillion years might measure it rough-
ly. ©Some of the stratified rock now exposed is estimeted to
have been 26 milllion years in the making. Once the basin
country was beneath the Qulf of Mexico. Later when these
waters withdrew to the South there was an elevation and the
ares became & plain, level with the Highland Rim which rings
the horizon with & pale blue barricade sixty to seventy~five
miles away.

The rivers of the Basin sre older than that time &nd
the Hlghland Rim remains only because its sandstone cappings

were resletent to the wear of rain and wind, freesze and thaw,
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Throughout the county only a scattering of flst-topped rem-
nant hills have kept their original elevation. The land
betwsen 18 either flat or rolling, with grim stretches of
gray limestone gladee esmong the low-growing ceders.

The county has more outeropping rock than sny propor-
tionate area in the South. There are plsces where oblong
blocks of stone stand like rows of coffins, with space enough
betwsen for only & tree to grow, and loose boulders of all
sigzes crowd the landscape. Thousands of sinkholes catch
water rushing from the glades, Most of the smeller stbeams
flow underground, leaving the surface dry and scabrous., It
is rattlesnake snd prickly pear country with long, depres-
sive summers when the soll retalns heat and the nights are
often &s uncomfortable as the days.

Two miles Northeast of Hurfreesboro, the county seat,
ten acres of bald limestone marks the exact geographical
center of the State and the suspleion that hell is not much
farther below 1s at least evidenced by certsain folk legends
concerning the old flat rock. Old Nefgroes are still about
who will swear with all sincerity that this rock once split
through the middle and belched forth fire and sulphurous
fumes---and 18 expected to do so0 agaln at some future date.

Yet, 1n spite of the dire sound of all this, the county
has an abundance of soll that 1s as rich as eny in the State.
This fact was attested twenty-five yeabs ago by a State geo-
logical survey. At theat time the geologists polnted out that
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the land was in such & rundown condition it produced only
half what it could. They warned that great quantitiss were
washing away; thet some of it should not be cultiveted at
all; that the overabundance of limestone rock could be made
an asset-=--ground and returned to sweeten and loossn the
soll, for bullding market roads and tenant houses, to im=-
pound river water, to dam up gullies.

Not many heeded.

Farmers had raised cotton and corn since before the
Civil war. They had plowed furrows parallel with their
fences end of the same depth like their fathers. A farmer
had to leave somethihg to the Lord. If the Lord didn't
come through with a rain st the right time, he went to town
and cursed the government. Then another war came end they
made good money for themselves, enough to seatisf{y the tenants.
The one-crop system was good enough. If the tenants didn't
like what they got at the end of the yeasr and living in un-
painted shacks they could go somewhere else.

Ten years later the farm loan companies began foreclos-
ing. GSome of the landlords menaged to salvage something--a
smalley farm, a home in town. The tenants and sharecroppers
having little enough to begin with, could salvage nothing.
They began fleeing the land.

Negroes from the fsrms who had once thronged the county
seat on Memoriasl Day, dwindled to a few hundred. Some of

them went North or to larger population centsrs in the South.

fi
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put the residue of both whites and blacks crowded inte the
small town that had no industries to support them sven in
normal times. They became soclal problems. HMen bootlegged
tin c;n whiskey and dope, women hustled the streets, all of
them & prey tof ee-grabbing law-onforcers and vote-buylng
politicians. Thelr offspring helped fill the county work-
house, the State reformatories and penltentiary.

Feople who should have been living well on the land,
knowing what it had become, refused to go back. And those
that remained fared little better.

Fchoing in that dlsmal time were the volices of civie
boostera who would rise on publie occasions still to pro-

claim thelr county The Hub of Tennessee, gem of Creation,

Latter Day Garden of Eden.

Considering the sins the fathers had committed against

the land, od's Dishonored Navel would have been an apter

figure of speech.
2.

Enox Hutchinson was head of the Agricultursl Depart-
ment of Middle Tennessee State Teschers College st Wurfrees-
boro in 1932, Le was merried and had three sons. He was
36 years o0ld and nearly 20 years of his life had been spent
in teaching high school and college students scientific
ferming practices, psrt of which he had leesrned from text-

books, but much of it as & boy plowing curving fufrows
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around Lincoln Gounty hillsides.

For a long time his main ambltion had been to own a
farm himeelf. Ule wanted his own place, not only to serve
a8 & proving ground for his teachings, but where he and his
family could both earn their living and lead a healthful
and Interesting life.

His cash was limlited, the depression did not appesar to
be getting any better, snd there had been recurrent attempts
in the Tennessee Leglslature to close down all Teachers Col-
leges of the State for economy. It was hiz belisf, however,
that if he could find something within reach, now was the
time to buy.

In April of that year he heard of a place for ssle, hid-
den out behind a bend of Stones River, two miles south of town.
Three hundred and seventeen acres. Ten years before, it had
sold for $35,000. DNow a farm loan company wes willing to be
rid of it for §8,000 and prospective buyers were not numerous.

The yound professor decided to go out and s=9 what was
there.

He went one sfternoon when hils clssses were finished.
Just beyond the clty limits the concrete highway has been
built up to pass high over the N. C. & gt. L. Railway which
angles off to the Southeast. From the top of the viaduct,
there 1s a long view of the highway, strestching flat and
stralght into the South and toward the hills. Some prospor-

ous looking faerm homes are along the way, but betwsen snd
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around them always the dlsmal spectacle of fallen fences,
shabby timber, end old living shanties and barns that have
weathered to the color of limestone.

Pools of heat mirage shimmered on the highwsy shead of
the professor. le passed two truckloads @f prisoners in dusty
stripes turning in at the county workhouse. Beyond were the
dilapidated end abandoned county feirgrounds where the farm
folk used to show the bounties of their fislds and their sleek
livestock at harvest time. Turning from the concrete into a
narrow lane, he followed the course of the river until the
sounds of trafflc dled benind him.

It was a ghost farm.

Gray buildings that would no longer turn the rain, half
of them beyond all repair, stood among the wasted fields.
There were no roads, no fences standing. Crop production had
been sbandoned completely but the loan company, hoping that a
greenscape would attract buyers, had hacked over 200 sacres
with a dilsec harrow, and sown it to lespedeza. Thlas was poor
camouflage for even the ceterpillar treads of a tractor had
falled to penetrate the worst entanglements of briaps snd
bushes, and the gullies which webbed every fleld. Rains had
gashed deeply into the hlllsides, lesving tons of outeropping
rock. ©Sheet erosion had eatem the lesser slopes down to clay.

There was not even the convenlence of an ocutdoor privy,
at the shack where one femlly steysd to look after the prop-
erty. The 'looking after' consisted 1#'font1ng_paitur§g§.
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There was no dependsble water supply for domestic use. The
keeper used wet weather springs snd when they rean dry, he had
to borrow from & distent nelghbor. There were no orchards
nor livestoek. Of the 317 acres, 250 had been tilled former-
ly, but these acres never had bsen limed nor plowed deeply.
Five or six inches down there was & hardpan---that man-made
stratum of packed earth---so solid 1t might be cut into blocks
for a building's foundatlons. OSixty-seven acres was in uniam-
proved, wooded pasture.

The company's agent was so snxious to sell that he gave
Hutehinson s three-months opticn for §100.

buring this period Hutchinson made a careful study of
the farm's possibilities., e checked the soll for depth,
type and topography. In general the fsarm sloped back from
ita two-mile river border and then lay llke a table top. Tests
showed that the great abundance of stratified rock---known as
the Murfreesboro limestone---was an excellent source of lime,
Boulder stone for bullding purposes were strewn all over the
land and c¢luttered the river bed.

e drove to Nashville and closed the deal the last of

June.
Se

"I recsll about the time 1 was ready to go out and make
my own way in life," Lutchinson said, "I asked an older friend,

who hed end was enjoylng success in everything he did, teo
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explain why he was so succesaful.

He told me, 'Not because of sny extra ability that I
might heve, but because every move 1L make iIs in the directlion
of & well-plarmed, long-time programt”

e was thinking of his old friend's answer driving back
from Nashville that day with the deed to his farm. For twenty
yesrs he had been repeating the wisdom of long-renge planning
to his agricultursl studenta.

fHe had a project on his hands now which had to start
from almost nothing snd move forward all the time or not at
sll. He went on out to the farm sgaln to be alone snd think
it out. He had to see it all ahead--not like it would be
next month or next year, but month by month, season by season,
for ten, fifteen and twenty years. There had to be imasgina-
tion, but no flights of fancy or wishfulness that the facts
did not Jjustify.

In & wey he was like Robinson Crusoe cast upon his islanGe=-
he couldn't go back and his salvation depended upon herd work
and wise use of materisls at hand.

He stayed out there on his ghost farm, thinking 1t over
until the late train came under the viaduct snd moaned away
toward the mountains. The professor didn't get much sleep

that night.
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CHAPTER TWO

1.

The down payment had not been easy. A loan asgainst his
1life insurance, & small savings account, most of hia last
month's salary--he had scraped the bLottom of the barrel to
sdd up enough e&nd it had strained his personal resources to
the limit. His resources now were worn flelds, a woodlend,

a river and rocks, especlally rocks, and these coupled with
his own willingness to work and belief in the lsnd, hed to
produce the payments to come.

So, even 1f he had wanted it, there was no money with
which to found a dude estate with Lombardy poplers pluming
the driveways, show horses, fox hunts, and prettifisd gardens
where non-rural visitors could lounge and frollic during week-
ends. The only kind of farm the Profsssor belisved in was
one that worked all the way sround. That meant not only the
people, but every plece of land, every fs&rm animal, every farm
building during every season of the year.

His belief, simply, was that farm people are more content-
#d when they have no periods of enforced idleness and the farm
program which gives its people a steady income and security,
is thsat which revolves smoothly twelve months ef the year
rather than in stops snd Jerks.

His firet step was to draw & map.

Since there were no standing fencez nor roadways worth

considering, he had only the boundaries set out 1n his deed
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as a besis for this plotting. He lald out new fielde sccord-
ing to uniform soll types and topography. He marked the lo-
cations of buildings and bullding groups, those for Immediste
construction us well ag the ones to come much later. Then

the roads, orchards, shade trees, wells for & domestic water
supply. All fecilities fitted into & plen with the double

8im of en ettrective landscape sznd efficiency of supervision.

Bach tenant house, spaced [rom three-guarters to one
mile espart, was to serve as the nucleus of a separate unit
of the farm with its own fields, gardens, barns, poultry eand
livestock and water supply.

Very carefully, he designated the exact places whsre
all rock and other bullding materisls should be deposited
during the initisl clean-up stsges so that only ons hend-
ling would be required up to the time the particular con-
struction jJob was ready to start.

Above the thousands of detalls to be worked out, the
time and labor required and the uncertainty of s easons, mar-
kets and humen capablillity, he had an overall procedure which
encompassed at lesst 25 years. It summed up to this: to
put the land to use for the bsst income relating this pro-
cedure to & long-range lmprovement project of land, build-
ings, equipment, livestock and general living conditions
for all femlilies on the farm.

Crops end livestock, soil conservation, construction
and rencvation, better living for the people, community

sctivitlies, these were not sepurate prases of farming but
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&ll of them single pileces of the whole, each dependent upon
the other.

Moreover, he wanted the farm to become 2 gathering place
for other farmers and their femllies, where the best in rural
living could be enjoyed, where aelentific farming practices
could be seen in demonstration and the pospel spread. As to
the people who would come to work with him, he intended that
they become more than hired help who followed his directions
in planting, plowing snd harvesting. Under his direction
they would receive tralning in any work neceasary to keep a
modern farm golng whether 1t be setting stone, repairing a
tractor or wiring a house.

ks far ss was possible every move would be made through
the years in the directlon of the one big overall procedure,

S0 the long job begen on the worn fields, the woodland,

the river and the rocks.
2.

While hesvy raeins were falling Hutchinson would put on
his boots and walk over the flelds to look for the flow of
maddy water. He was to follow this practice through the
years, knowing that only by studying the water in action
could he learn exsctly where it came from, where going and
how 1t could bs checked. FPleces that his land poured from
the rlelds in reddish yellow solution were noted on his big
mep. :
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He found so much on his first inspections that he was

tempted to nickname 1t Muddy Water Farm. Clesr rurnming water

wes the rarity.

And 1t was during these solitery walks in the rain that
his own teschings came back to him. Things he had told his
students over and over.

sessNature never intended for any water to run off the
surface of her lend, always providing sbundent vegetstion
where rains are medium to heevye....grusses and forests with
deep lesf mold to absorb and hold sll the rainfall until the
#0lls undernesth have time for water to penetrate the ssrth
and finally resch deep underground stresms flowing toward
natural channelss.s...with this perfect balsnce kept, streams
would run clear and flashing regardless of rainfall...a feow
such may be found back in forested mountain places even NOW...

Almost any kind of rainfall was enough to bring quick
change 1in the color of old Stonmes River which bordered his
farm on two sides. It bled the eastern and northern slope
of the {arm through an ever incressing network of gullles.
Kearly two miles farther down it was jolned by a smaller
streem which Lled the gentler slope to the west,

As the battle against the gullles began, Hutchinson
fouhd a valuable ally in the gfeat lengths of old fallen
and rusted wire fences. fsctions of thls were rolled and
packed into the gullies at strategic polnts. As the gen-
erzl clesn-up moved forward other rubbish was dumped behind

the wire. GCoon then the movemsnt of soil alowédh caught
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and held, and sccumulated in miniature deltas along the gul-
lies. Green appeared as vegetation took root again among
the protecting mesh of the old fences, and the wounded esrth

was on its way to healing,.
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NOTES TO COMPLETE CHAPTER TWO

Page 1lO=w==
Orchards for most eroded hillsidea because more time
necessary for rebuilding.
Apple orchard with poultry, bees and trees working
together as example of single balanced unit.
- Sheet srosion on more lsevel areas. Cover crops. UDesp

winter plowing.

Se
Terracing (short section on this topic slone).
Home-made terracing apparatus--repairs to terraces--double

purpose of terraces.

4.
Using the rocks.

6.
The River. Dam. Leke. Irrigation. Fish. Recreation.
Landscape luprovement afforded by lake.



LETTERS OF REFERENCE

Thomas Edward Bell

Mr, Maleolm Cowley, Associate Editor, The New Republie.

1941 I don't know Ed Bell. I have had some correspondence with
him and have read his two novels. The second was, for my taste, a little too
grotesque. Rendering the grotesque side of southern 1life is his talent, and

in that book he cerried it too far. The first book, Fish on the Steeple,

was & neglected masterpiece — the story of a town on the Cumberlend Plateau so
poor that money never came into it except when some storekeeper burned down
his store to get the insurance money. The outline of the story sounds sordid,
like the outline presented with his application for & fellowship. But Bell
has an extraordinary gift for tenderness that makes his gargoyles seem warm
and lovable. I imagine that he intends to do something like thet with the

old Chief of Police in the novel he is now plenning to write.

He obviously presents a difficult problem to a fellowship
committee. He isn't one of the safe writers whom everybody is going to praise,
But it seems to me thet his talent is really extraordinsry. He ranks, so 1
think, with Williem Faulkner and Erskine Caldwell, end ought to get the same
consideration that they would have received after publishing their first two
books.,

1942 Last year I wrote a report for the Rosenwald Fund on

Mr. Bell - a very favorable report, although I expressed some doubt about the

project he was then submitting. I have had some correspondence with him since
then, end my favorable impression of him has been confirmed. And his present
project, though not strikingly original, is interesting and useful, snd I like
the way he has started out on it. BPEvidently he has found & men who has mede

a practical success oubt of good farming in mi dle Tennéssee'; and this story
i\

I / 'Ir; L
would be worth telling et length, because it would inspime others to imitate

his hero. So I strongly hope that the Fund ean make hiﬁ%éjgrant this tiﬁe.

— o = = -
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Mr, John Farrar, Farrar & Rinehart.

1941 I should like to mske this strong and brief.

Thomas Edwerd Bell is a genius in his way. If you support
him in this effort, there will result something original, forthright, and
on that off chance, perhaps great. I hope you'll do it.
1942 In my previous statement about Ed Bell, I said that I
thought him a genius and that T believed that something original and forth-
right would result from his project.

I have been much impressed by his progrese this year and
by his plans for his new project. What I have seen of his work is enormously
improved, end I feel that an extremely fine and important book will result

from his project, The Professor's Farm,

I heartily recommend him for a fellowship and I hope thet

he may have your support.

T

Mr. Franklin P. Adams

1941 I heve known Ed Bell chiefly zs & contributor to my
column for meny years. The pieces always were good. His novel was interest-
ing, though it had virtually no sale. Certeinly to my notion he is deserving
of all the outside help he can get.

1942 No revision.

Mr. John Thompson, reporter.

1941 I consider Ed Bell perheps the most important young novelist
in Tennessee today and strongly recommend you do anything you can to help his

talent flower. It is apparent from his work thus fer that the big- things are

‘ |
i
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still ashead for him, I do not know him personally but watch with great
interest everything he writes. It is apparent from his silence recently

that economic conditions make it impossible for him to continue creative

work and support his family. This suggests that he actually would benefit
from any help you could give him., A reading of his first novel, Fish on

the Steeple, should convince you that his is a tslent @s richly interpretive
and as incisively humorous almost as that of Mark Twain. His second novel
was a slight disappointment to me - second novels of young authors often are -
but the plen of work outlined here indicates he is back on the right track
again. I am also pleased at the wider philosophicel and socisl implications
of the proposed work. None seems to understand better then he the rich
poetry to be concocted from blending grim poverty, decayed gentility, filthy
horrors snd high humor of charescter to be found in any emell Tennessee town.
His first novel apparently was autobiographical. His second not. This sug-
gests that it picks up the threed of his more meature observations on the
tragedies and rich significances of human life at hand. Though the South has
been throbbing with a fine literary frenzy this past decade or so, the sur-
face is hardly scratched as yet. Ed Bell is working &t virtuslly virgin
territory. T. S. Stribling has been before him at certain points, but I con-
sider Stribling oversimplifies for the sake of irony and lacks Ed Bell's rich
humenity snd humor. I'm not & creztive writer myself so I know few of the
problems, but my observaetion on Ed Bell suggests that one reason for the fine
vitality of his work is his deliberate scorn of "literary" tradition. He
vrites of filth and violence and curious humanity not because such is the fashion
these days but because he knows people like that and loves them enough to see

beneath their dirt. Despite the rather grinding poverty in which he has made
| ‘ y

|
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his way so fer, Ed Bell seems to have mainteined his integrity and flouted
sham even among those in whom the southern Victorien tradition lingers on.
I am told on relieble asuthority that once when a preacher wrote in to sug-
gest he use his column in a Murfreesboro paper as the medium for letting
citizens vote on the town's "best eitizen", he agreed on the condition that
he also be sllowed to conduct a contest on "the biggest S.0.B. in town".

He insisted they went together.

Among the finest scenes in his first novel were the opening
in the cemetery at dusk and Shackle's furious soliloquy on his journey to
town to get the man who had attacked his father. Hitherto unrecorded as-
pects of southern character found their way into words in that latter passage.
This plan of work suggests it might well contain much finer passages. Tommy

Lee Feathers, his second novel, was more zptly written than the first,but

somehow lacked its completeness, This proposed novel should be written with
an even gurer touch, and the subject leaves little to be desired.

Ed Bell seems to me to have done remarkably with the few
opportunities that have come his way. I know of no reason to doubt his integ-
rity or ebilities. Those who know him tell me he's a pretty tough nut. Cer-
tainly he has bound himself down with drudgery uncomplainingly and competently
under trying circumstances. Given a little rope, he'd probably lasso the moon.
He seems to have the @bility for hard work and can support himself by news-
peper correspondent work, but he might do so much more, if given a chance.
1942 Since my previous recommendation of Ed Bell, I have met
the gentleman in question. Direct observation seemed to bear out entirely

my previous impression of his personality. The only thing I care to add to
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what I previously wrote is some comment on his new proposed work. Needless
to say, & work of that scope could be of inestimable value to the South and
the nation as a whole. It would likely have z fine market, if properly done.
I must confess I think Ed Bell's chief talents lie in the direction of
creative fiction. However, he has had plenty of newspaper experience to train
him in sound reporting, even of a case history such as he proposes. I don't
know whether his educational background is equal to the tasgk of framing his
case history with proper sociologicel implications and at the same time
keeping it readable. I don't see why his fietional talents could not adapt
themselves to this tesk. I am sure of one thing - Bell's writing in any
field is bound to be effective. As you doubtless know, Bell has been working
for time past for the WPA VWiriters' Project. This experience will doubtless
be of benefit in the proposed work and may have been what led him to choose
such & subject. I'm not familiar with his work in this field and suggest
you contect William R. McDeniel, 2008 15th Avenue, South, Nashville, under
whom he has worked.

I would like to say again that any work of the proposed type
which is honest and factuel and st the same time inspirational in effect would
be of greatest value. Meny people these days are scresming that the South's
future socisl well-being lies entirely in industrialization., I disagree, if
we merely follow the industrial pattern of other sections, It seems that
far more important would be the regeneration of southern agriculture
(accompanied by some industrialization along southern patterns). The South's
entire culture lives in agriculturzl terms and to sgricultural rhythms. Heaven

knows it needs regeneration - but I mean just that. Revivifying something
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that was once good will mean more to the South and the country that the
attempt to alter the pattern of life here entirely.

The thought oceurs to me that Bell could probably do the
proposed work for the WPA Wiriters' Project, though under those circumstances
it would not have the appeal and wide influence of independent publicaticn.
Also there 1s the chance that such WPA ectivity as the Writers' Project is
doomed to die under the stress of war conditions.

I hope you can see your way to helping Bell produce what
I believe would be & fine piece of work. At any rate, I can only reiterate
that I know of no middle Tennessee writer that appears to me to have greater
talent - or telent worthier of development.

Mr., Jemes R. Patterson, Dentist, Murfreesboro, Tennessee.

1941 I consider Mr. Bell one of the foremeost writers of
the South. He ig the kind of writer who gives much study to his subject
through actual contact. I have known him for at least ten years and I have
alweys found him to be a gentleman of high quality.

Mr. Bell spends & lot of his time in the study of the
Negro race and the unfortunate white populace of the State of Tennessee as well
28 the study of the entire people of the state. If there is any man deserving
of this fellowship, I feel that Mr. Bell is the man,
1942 I wish to state again that I think Mr. Bell one of the

foremost writers of the times. The main character in his book The Professor's

Ferm is & great friend of mine and other people in this rurel section of

Tennessee. This book s given in the enclosed synopsis gives the true



Thomas Edward Bell =

character of one of the finest men in the nation. I sincerely hope you

will allow Mr. Bell this fellowship whiech I think he so richly deserves,

I am sure I am speaking the sentiments of the Negroes of this entire city and
county when I ask for this chance for Mr. Bell. We are sure that if these
fellowships are given for competency that no misteke could be made in select-
ing him.

lir, Herschel Brickell, Senior Cultural Relations Officer, U. S. Embesssy,
Bogota, Colombisa,

Bell has written two rather remarkable novels which
I have read carefully both to review and as evidence of his worthiness to
have a fellowship in other years. I have a high regard for his intelligence
and honesty, and I must say the present project appeals to me very much. I
don't believe it is altogether because of my own strong sgricultural instinets
either. It seems to me that such a book written by & writer who believes in
the value and importence of the material could very easily be an important
contribution to the whole subject of good farming. In fact, I think I cen
see possibilities for such a book here in Colombia where erosion is a grave
problem. So I give my hearty endorsement to the project, because of the
happy combination of subject and author. Good pictures will enhance the

value of the book.



BELL, Thomas Rdward

A thoroughly interesting projeect by
a gifted writer., It will be hard to

deny him,

M&LM
For sheer ,SBENmEEEER Pell's work
ijg hard to match, He helongs with
the A-group.

N



JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE VP
CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate lir. Ed Bell
Report Requested of Dr. James R. Patterson

Murfreesboro, Tennessee

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the

large number of candidates.
We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.
Director for Feﬂéﬁrsﬁips
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Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?
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Address | 2= % 4 MLSJ'

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.

Date. B /




JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Ed Bell
Report Requested of lir, Herschel Brickell

c/o United Stetes Embassy, Bogota, Colombia

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidenge.
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Director for Fellowships

REPORT | .
maove Ls crbich. 9 Rone A0 C-,A_\L_.;Auz,{_ _ o o
Regfi~ Augend ZZA Bt P 2B nce ann Remehy
' W A apmats
> Mwm < ol -

”\% (- ¥ -2 ‘ AR ¥ f\mw 6\—?’\;(‘&%“9_
B:Zlul %,W, D2 2rm s \nns ‘/’WLA
['ﬂ"(ﬁ w\.A/‘H'.eAm W\C?"..b.. {/ugxo MW an

' - ce AR o Q.
WQA&L AAAD A ,‘;_f,_,ra..,jfa W 7{\)




Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

Q/IW%'W“*——

Signed / LS-A/) MMM "
Position or Title SMA-; A W ﬂ(.chj\a'\v; ?4 N\ 2
Address(A.: 9 - W—} e g‘(u CoConibna

Mﬂ- A %ibb_,_um Date

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.




JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Ed Bell
Report Requested of  dr. Frenklin P. Adems

Wiestport, Connecticut

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.

Director for Fellowships

REPORT
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Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

Signed

Position or Title

Address

Date.

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.
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JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO
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JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Thomas Edward Bell

Report Requested of lMr. John Thompson
Literary Critic
Neshville, Tennessee

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.

W . /.%74“4&

Director for Fellowships
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Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it dlﬂicult to obtam and hold
a position giving him opportumty to utihze l'us abilltles" Ed Dell seéms td me to have don
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Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Roseiﬁéld Fund, §

4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. A d, stamped envelope is enclosed, o
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JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Ed Bell
Report Requested of  Mr. John Thompson

¢/o Associsted Press, Nashville, Tennessee

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.

Director for

g/

owships

SINCE MY PREVIOUS RECOMMENDATION OF ED BELL, | HAVE MET
RE?(H{ SENTLEMAN [N UEﬁTI.N. JIRECT OBSERVATION SEEMED TO BEAR OUT
ENTIRELY MY PREVICUS IMPRESSION OF HIS PERSONALITY, THE ONLY
THING | CARE TO ADD Tn WHAT | PREVIOUSLY WROTE IS SOME COMMENT
ON HIS NEW PROPOSED WORK. -NEEDLESS TO ‘AY, A WORK OF THAT SCOPE
COULD BE OF INESTIMABLE VALUE'TO THE SOUTH .AND THE NATION AS A

WHOLEs IT WOULD LIKELY HAVE A FINE MARKET, IF PROPERLY DONE,.

| MUsT coNFESS | THINK ED BeLL's CHIEF TALENTS LIE IN THE DIRECT ION
OF CREATIVE FICTION. HOWEVER, HE HAS HAD PLENTY OF NEWSPAPER
EXPERIENCE TO TRAIN HIM IN SOUND REPORTING, EVEN OF A CASE HIS TORY
SUCH AS HE PROPOSES. | DON'T KNOW WHETHER HIS EDUCAT IONAL BACKGROUND
IS PRARER EOUAL TO THE TASK OF FRAMING HIS CASE HISTORY WITH
PROPER SOCIOLOGICAL IMPLICATIONS AND AT THE SAME TIME KEEPING IT
READABLE. | DON'T SEE WHY HIS FICTIONAL TALENTS COULD NOT ADAPT
THEMSELVES TO THIS TRXKZX TASK. 4 AM SURE OF ONE THING-=-3BELL'S
WRITING IN ANY FIELD 1S BOUND TO BE EFFECTIVE. AS YOU DOUBTLESS
KNOW, OELL HASX BEEN WORKING FOR TIME PAST FOR THE JFA WRITERS®
PROJECT. IHIS EXPERIENCE WILL DOUBTLESS BEOF BENEFIT IN THE
PROPOSED WORK AND MAY HAVE BEEN WHAT .LED HIM,TO CHOSE SUCH.A
SUBJECT. |'M NOT FAMILIAR WITH HIS WORK IN THIS FIELD AND SUGGEST
YOU CONTACT WILLIAM R. VeDAan1eL, 2008 I5TH AVE. , (8., NASHVILLE,
UNDER WHOM HE HAS WORKED, IR

OVER




| WouLD LIKE TO SAY AGAIN THAT ANY WORK OF THE PROPOSED TYPE
WHICH IS HONEST AND FACTUAL AND AT THE SAME TIME INSPIRATIONAL
IN EFFECT WOULD BE OF GREATEST VALUE. MANY PEOPLE THESE DAYS
ARE SCREAMING THAT THE SOUTH'S FUTURE SOCIAL WELL-BEING LIES

ENT I RELY IN INDUSTRIALIZATICN. | DISAGREE, IF WE MERELY FOLLOW
THE INDUSTRIAL PATTERN OF OTHER SECTIONS. IT SEEMS THAT FAR

MORE IMPORTANT WOULD BE THE REGENERATIONR OF SOUTHERN AGRICULTURE
(ACCOMPANIED BY SOME INDUSTRIALIZATION ALONG SOUTHERN PATTERNS) .

THE SOUTH'S ENTIRE CULTURBKXRERRXRKEEKXXXKMAKXXXX LIVES IN
AGRICULTURAL TERMS AND TO AGRICULTURAL RHYTHMS. HEAVEN KNOWS

IT NEEDS REGENERATION--BUT | MEAN JUST THAT« REVIVIFYING SOMETHING
THAT WAS ONCE GOOD WILL MEAN MORE TO THE SOUTH AND THE COUNTRY
THAT THE ATTEMPT TO ALTER THE PATTERN OF LIFE HERE ENTIRELY.

[HE THOUGHT OCCURS TO ME THAT BELL COULD PROBABLY DO THE PROPOSED
WORK FOR THE ./FA WRITERS' PROJECT, THOUGH UNDER THOSE CIRCUMSTANCES
IT WOULD NOT HAVE THE APPEAL AND WIDE INFLUENCE OF INDEPENDENT
PUBLICATION. ALSO THERE 1S THE CHANCE THAT XREARERX SUCH WPA
ACTIVITY AS THE WRITERS' PROJECT IS DOOMED TO DIE XM UNDER THE
STRESS OF WAR CONDITIONS.

| HOPE YOU CAN SEE YOUR WAY TO HELPING BELL PRODUCE WHAT
| BELIEVE WOULD BE A FINE PIECE OF WORKs AT ANY RATE, | CAN
ONLY REITERATE THAT | KNOW OF NoO lIDDLE TENNESSEE WRITER THAT
APPEARS TO ME TO HAVE GREATER TALENT=-OR TALENT WORTHIER OF
DEVELOPMENT «

Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

Signed }%%72{4"“——

Posmonm'VTmle MM s M v.248 HZ’AW-’-W 0@ Lrersmes_
it sl T Sl
M&MMA/MDZ.N -Datéz)d—-t-hsjl/’?f"t

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosmwa.ld Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chzcago Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.
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Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Thomes Edward Bell
Report Requested of Dr. James R, Patterson

Midstate Negro Fair Association, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his fild. An early reply will be of

great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.

" Director for Fellowships

REPORT
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Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities? - -

Signed Q(M

U

Position or Title

L Dnlead
AR /YMMA-!AJ_L«-L—(‘T‘U 714‘.»-\»44— A

Date..w

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.




JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND o
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Ed Bell
Report Requested of lir. John Farrar

232 Madison Averme, New York City

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.

Yl leanin. .

Director for Fellowships

REPORT
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William C. Haygood, Esq.,

The Director for Fellowships,
The Julius Rosenwald Fund,
L9011 Ellis Avenue,

Chicago, Illi ois.

Dear Mr. Haygood:

In my previous statement about Ed Bell,
I said that I taought him & genius end that I believed that something
original and forthright would result from his project.

I have been much impressed by his progress
this year and by his plens for his new Project. What 1 have seen
of hie work is enormously improved, and I feel that an extremely fine
and important book will result from bis Project, Tdk PROFESSOR'S FARM.

1 heartily recommend him for a Fellowship, and
1 hepe that he may have your support.

Faithfedly yours,

John Fatrrar.

Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

Vice-President and Editor of Farrar & Rirehart, Inc., Publishers

ftion or Title

232 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

January 20, 1942
. Date. = 2

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.
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CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Thomas Edward Bell

Report Requested of Mr, Frenklin P, Adams

New York Post, New York City

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence. .

“izi(_ - Lﬂﬁ- 7U . £L7 ,L,&CM
Director for Fellowships

REPORT

I have known Ed Bell chiefly as a contributor to my
column for many years. The pieces always were good.
His ndvel was interesting,though it had virtuallp
no sale. Certainly to my notion he is deserving of

all the outside help he can get.

OVER




Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities? -

57“;

Signed _&ecann /o0, . Do
Position or Title a2 Y
Address. Neww G Pes?T  MNew  erk

Date Ddeciwtic7C LG40

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.




Vo
JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE
CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate

Mr. Thomas Edward Bell

Report Requested of lir. B. E. Hobgood

Mid-Tennessee High School Inspector, Murfreesboro

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of

great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence

Director for Fellowships

REPORT
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Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities? 3o BLY & s Lili .

Signed /é'/%,&u £. /Maﬂ%
Position or Txﬂe%maj %‘Z"?{ S W_Ax%zw
Pl 30 g AV e //;7/6% Ll o i |

Data,ééz-o RS, s7Ho

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosel;wajd Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.




JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE

CHICAGO SECOND REQUEST

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Thomas Edward Bell

Report Requested of Mr. Malcolm Cowley, Editor

New Republiec
40 East 49th Street
New York City

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great _assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the

large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.

ﬁi{);ééﬁ é bkl é;.

£

Director for Fellowships

REPORT

Last year I wrote a report for the Rosenwald Tund on lir. Bell

favoraobie report, although 1 exorescged some douol aboul ths

2 project he

was then submitiing. I have had some correspondience with hin

and my favorable impression of him has been conlirmed. And I

project, though not strikingly original, is interesting and

I like the way he has started out on it. ZIvidentiy he has fo

w

who has mede a practical

1

—and this story (ould be worth telling at length, bpecause

spire others to imitate his hero. GSo I strongly hope that ¢

meke him a grant this time.

uccess out of good farming in micdle

it would in-

OVER



Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

s WMotialle (o0 (el

P
Position or Title Al AN QAL A4 4__ / I/,/ 0.4
i z,mu, a/ g mm o 4 D.C.

Date 1 L

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed
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4901 ELLIS AVENUE [eeeE e

CHICAGO

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr, Thomas Edward Bell
Report Requested of Mr. John Farrar

232 Madison Avenue, New York City

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence. _

/ __ g,
ii{j Ir=3 /o /& W

" Director for Fellowships

REPORT
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irect for Fellowships
Egg Péfgusoﬁosenwald Fund,p ’

(RO%aF4 115, £y gnye,
Dear Sir:

I should like to make this strong and
brief.

Thomas Edward Bell (Ed Bell) is a genius in -
his way. If you support him in this effort, there will
result something original, forthright, and, on that off chance,
perhaps great. I hope you'll do it.

John Fdrra

Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

Signed i ) /l
Position or Title. Vice-President and Editor Of Farrar & Rinehart, Inc., Publishers

232 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Address
Date. January 8, 1941

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius RosenWa.[d. Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.



JULIUS ROSENWALD FUND
4901 ELLIS AVENUE f
CHICAGO E

JULIUS ROSZ  “ALD FUND

Confidential Report on Candidate for Fellowship

Name of Candidate Mr. Thomas Edward Bell
Report Requested of Mr. Malcolm Cowley

The New Republic, 40 East 49th Street, New York City

The above-named candidate has applied to this Fund for a fellowship and has given your name as a
reference. The candidate’s plan of work is attached. Please return it with your statement.

We shall appreciate your frank opinion of this applicant’s qualifications, and an appraisal of his
plan of work and of his ability to make a noteworthy contribution in his field. An early reply will be of
great assistance in allowing the Fellowship Committee sufficient time for adequate consideration of the
large number of candidates.

We request candid and critical comment. Your reply will be held in strict confidence.
JQLM?/‘_, 2. zﬁ)cxfx.,&-élﬂé’ﬂ

Director for Fellowships

REPORT

I don't know Ed Bell. I have had some correspondence with him and have read
his two novels. The second was, for my taste, a little too grotesque. Rendering
the grotesque side of Southern life is his talent, and in that book he carried it
too far. The first book, "Fish on the Steeple," was a neglected masterpiece--the
story of & town on the Cumberland Plateau so poor that money never came into it
except when some storekeeper burned down his store to get the insurance money.
The outline of the story sounds sordid, like the outline presented with his appli-
cation for a fellowship. But Bell has an extraordinary gift for tenderness that
mekes his gargoyles seem warm and lovable. I imagine that he intends to do some-
thing 1like that with the old Chief of Police in the novel he is now planning to
write.

He obviously presents a difficult problem to a fellowship committee. He isn't
one of the safe writers whom everybody is going to praise. But it seems to me that
his talent is really extraordinary. He ranks, so I think, with William Faulkner
and Erskine Caldwell, and ought to get the same consideration that they would have
received after publishing their first two books.

OVER




Is the candidate free from personality handicaps which would make it difficult to obtain and hold
a position giving him opportunity to utilize his abilities?

Yes. He has finished two books while working as a newspaper reporter,
which testifies to his industry and determination. By the time he finishes a
third book, he will have a much wider public

f/ g
Signed ,/( a,&f)&.( - M}'&J{, ~
Position or Tltle .|

Address @!‘D %M&HM,@ /ﬂwm

Date A )ﬂ,. /7 /77[0

Please return to the Director for Fellowships, Julius Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Addressed, stamped envelope is enclosed.
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ACCOUNT—White Southern Fellowships ~ AppROPRIATION No.—4i=7&

NAME OF STUDENT— Thomas Edward bell
e

ADDRESS
Institution sttending
lNSTlMlONmm;—T.@anwmw—
Creative Writing

STATEMENT OF OFFER
_WCH to Mr. Bell - 4/17/42 ’
"It is & pleasura to inform you that you have been selected by the Commitiee on
ellowghi 8 15 Roge fund 1 2 Ce grent of One thousand eight
hundrad dollnra (81, 800) to asaist vou in carrying forward the ersative writing
project which you submitted to us, for & twelve-month period., In the event that

_you are called into the armed forces before you can begin work on this projeect,
it will, of course, be impossible for us to hold this fellowship for you,"

AMOUNT OF OFFER— $1,800 PAYMENT DATES .
CHECKS PAYABLE TO—Thomas Fdward Bell il

TIME PERIOD OF OFFER— Iwelve-month perlod

APPROVED BY AUTHORIZED BY

PAYMENTS

DATE EXPLANATION AMOUNT DATE EXPLANATION AMOUNT




April 17, 1942

Dear Mr. Bells It is & pleasure to inform you that
you heve been gelected by the
Commitiee on Fellowghips of the Julius Posenwald Fund
to recelve a grant of One thousand eight-hundred dollars
($1,800) to essist you in ear.ying forwsrd the creative
writing project which yon submitied to us, for a twelve-
month period. In the eveat ihat you are called inteo
the srmed forceg before you esn begin work om this
preject, it will, of course, be impossible for us to
hold this fellowship for you.

¥ill you please let us know at once
whether or not you can scecept this grant? Aun sancunce-
ment of the Committiee's selectlions will be made scon

and it can include only those from whom accephances
have been received.

Sincerely yours,
wiLLIAM C. HAYGOOD
WCH:RH

Mr. Thomas Edward Bell
820 C o
Murfreesboro, Tennessee

/Bl i i, e Oleons 2 | p -_-;\ 4
f 3 ' e f AL ')



Julius Rosenwald Fund

4901 Ellis Avenue I_ " l U\JH i L

CHICAGO
To Payment Voucher No. 5091
{tumﬂ X.) ;ﬁ....L
Date Mareh 2, 1943
-..0 Em-ﬁv uumu H’L&bet

Burivessure, Junnessee
Final payment on fellowsaip grefit = = = = = = = = = &« =« - - & $150.00
Ck.#28543

Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit
fihite Southern Fellowships A1-T74 2150.00

Prepared by Checked by Posted by

AM Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund

To
ﬁ‘y Thom l Bell

820~Zast State Street

¥urfreesboro, Tennessee

4901 Ellis Avenue N

CHICAGO Frebl O\
Payment Voucher No.

WSHIPS

5908
Date February 26, 1943

March installment on fellowship grant - - - - $150,00

Ck.#2E329

Accounts

White Southern Fellowships

Appropriation No.

41-TA

Debit

$150.00

Prepared by Checked by
iy

Posted by

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund

4901 Ellis Avenue
CHICAGO

Payment Voucher No. 5760

To / \’
Mr. (Thomas Bdward Bell
\ - Date January 29, 1943
<0 Eaet State Street
Kurfreesboro, Tennessee
February installment on fellowship = = = = = $150.00
Ck#28165
Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit
¥White Southern Fellowships 41-~TA $150.00
Prepared by Checked by Posted by

A _ Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund

4901 Ellis Avesue _ ., ¢+ ——~\AOLITIDO

{ \ P4 ey et

| -

CHICAGO tn-«"'.‘ L \JVVOL 1T

To g -
Payment Voucher No. ;44

iy o/ g ] s ‘.‘:-_ '_-_

L—-ﬁw Date ..ombor 23 ;

ABCoNDSY JLl, 499
- = ,', -
T ry Install t L = = = =« = = BL50,00
Ck « #27973
Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit

White Southern Fsllowships L1-T4 $150,00

Prepared by Checked by Posted by
Al

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund
4901 Ellis Avenue iy =R
CHICAGO | L=l

To Ir.-".'fhoaaa Eti“ﬁﬂﬁll " Payment Voucher No. 5425
5 R
820 Essh State Street Date yovesber 30, 1942

¥urfreesboro, Tennez e

lecamber installment on Fellowghip Grent — $150.00

Ck.#27858

Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit
White Scuthern Fellowships 41-TA $150.,00

Prepared by

Checked by ‘ Posted by |

Lf

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund
4901 Ellis Avenue
CHICAGO

To Payment Voucher No. 5913

¥r. Thomss E.
W Date October 30, 1942

820 Zast Staute Street

Burfreeaborc, Tennessee

Seventh payment on fellowship grant « - - -« - = = = = §150.00
Ck.#27671
Accouats Appropriation No. Debit Credit
Wnite Southern Fellowships A-7A #150.00
Prepared by Checked by Posted by

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund
493 lnliuésAAgnouF L,__L; Vi y \v" I

*

To Payment Voucher No. m _;
Mr. Thomas Bdward Bell Date .
5 S September 30, 1942

820 Esat State Street
lurirscaboro, Tennessee

Sixth payment on fellowship grent « =« - = w = =« - = & o o £150,00
Cko#27492

Accounts Appropriation No. Diebit Credit

White Southern Fellowships 41-TA $150.00

Prepared by Checked by ‘ Posted by ‘

SRR

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald F und

4901 Ellis Avenue CC
CHICAGO I t.

Payment Voucher No. 4999

L OW
v .

RO E RN Date
August 31, 1
820 Dast State Street k-
¥urfreesbore, Tennessee
Fifth payment on fellowship grant « = « = - « — = - $150.00
Ck.#27341
Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit
White Southern Fellowships 41-TA $150.00

Prepared by ’ Checked by Posted by

AK

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund
OrEATBELLOWSHIPS
To Payment Voucher No. 4928

r. Thomas Fdward Bell Fia

e . July 31, 1942
820 Bast Jtate Strect

Hurfreesboro, Tennesseeo

Fourth peyment on fellowship grant « = ~ - - = = = = = #150.00

CkeF27254,

Accounts - Appropriation No. ‘ Debit Credit
White Southern Fellowships LL=TA $150,00

Prepared by Checked by Posted by

AN

Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald F und

4901 Ellis Avenue ‘ . WATQ LY ) (&,
CHICAGO L LOWSI HPD
To WW Payment Voucher No. 4559
£20 Bast State Street Date July 1, 1942

Murfreesboro, Tennsssee

Third payment on fellowship grant - = = « « « = « = « « « $150,00

Ck, #27169
Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit
White Southern Fellowships 41=TA $150.00

Prepared by Checked by } Posted by }

Comptroller




Juliue Rosenwadd Fynd\\ /1 11pg

CHICAGO
To irg Thomss Idward Bell Payment Voucher No. 4636
820 Zast State Street Date May 29, 1942

Murfreesbore, Tennessee

Socond payment on fellowship awarded 4/17/42 = « « = = = = = = = = $150,00

Cke F26518

Accouants Appropriation No. Debit Credit
White Southern Fellowships 41-TA $150.00

Prepared by Checked by Posted by

MeK = Comptroller




Julius Rosenwald Fund

4901 Ellis Avenue

Viad

FELLOWSHIPS

CHICAGO
To Payment Voucher No. 5207

Te ¢ A ‘ ‘).Ll
— et : Date iy 1, 194
uriress 3 e
L payment on fellowship sranted 4/17/4% < - ~ - 3150400

l".: ej 4 U e le

Accounts Appropriation No. Debit Credit
finite uthern Iellowship 8 41=TA $150,00
Prepared by Checked by Posted by
AM Comptroller




./ Please fill out and return in order that we may complete our records
on former R Fellows:

.the Nashville,Tenn.,bureau... ... ..
jpme 820 East State Street, | | WS H

e MUTLTCERbOTO Tl | L i
Significant recent activities: NOthing much.Was editor of home

semi-weekly,Rutherford Courier,about a year befoe
joining AP.éontinuing to write twice-a-week colum
of folklore and such for this paper.Work inter-
E,%ttegt%gron novel,but no end of that sighted.

the inquiry.Sincer
(Use%dditiggal sheet i dss}rgd‘) i, B,




December 10, 1940

Dear Mr. Bell: TYour application for a fellow-
ship has been received and
will be presented to the Committee at its spring
meetings. You need not obtain your college
transceripts now; if we need them later we will

get in touch with you.

Very truly yours,

GiRsMLD
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5FARR . & RINEHART

o et B

232 MADISON AVENUE
CABLES ' FARRINE - NEWYORK

28th February 1941

George M, Reynolds, Esq.,
Director, Rosenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avemue,
Chicago, Illinois.

Dear Mr. Reynolds:
At the request of Mr., Ed Bell, we are sending
you under separate cover a copy or NT=“mexel,
FISH ON THE STEEPLE, which was published by us.
Faithfully yours,
FARRAR & RINEHART, INC.

Managing Editor.
AASEMR

4



27th February 1941

29 | |
&
Mr.George M.Reynolds,Director,
Jullus Rosenwald Fund, |
4901 Ellis Ave., '
Chicago,TIll,.

Dear Mr.Reynolds:

Under separate cover you will find samples of
my work as requested.The batch includes two magazine stories,
some newspaper features written during a period of ten years
and & few coples of the rural newspaper I edited last year.I
wrote practically all the copy in these editlions.

Besldes this material I have asked Farrar &
Rinehart to send you copies of my two novels and some other
of my work which happens to be in their files.I do not own &an
any copies of my books or would have sent them directly to

YOoue.
"= 13200
—-ﬂ

Ed Bell
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FEL \ AC :i J _.I"'J-‘.. =

May &, 1941

Dear Mr. Bell: I am returning to you under

separate cover the two copies
of GLOBE and the newspaper clippings which
you submitted with your application for a2 fel-
lowship. I hope they reach you promptly and
in good condition.

Very truly yours,

Acting-Director
VCHHELU for Fellowships

Mr. Thomas Ed B
8 ree

Murfreesboro, Tennessee
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|| — Thomes Edwerd Bell ‘ Field: Creetive

Writing
Technician, Tennessee Federal Writers' Project, WPA

820 East State Street, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

Pl To tell the true story of how one men tock some land which had been
ruined almost completely by erosion and built it into a fine, profitable farm
where the tenants get paid the year round and live in homes as good as the land-
lord's. Tarraer & Rinehart has agreed to publish.

Probeble durstion of work, twelve months, beginning June, 1942.
Will not retwn to present position, Wishes to do fiction writing snd newspaper
work.

Applied 1941.

Personal Data Born Smithville, Tennessee, February, 1909. Age: 33
Married. Two dependents: one wholly, one partially.

Undergraduate Work Middle Tennessee State Teachers College, 1929-31.

Graduate Work

Experience Reporter, columnist, Daily News Journal, Murfreesboro,

1931-34, $300; correspondent, The Tennessean, Nashville,
1931-34, $300; reporter, Rutherford Courier, Murfreesbore, 1937-40, $400;
correspondent, Chattanooga Times, 1939-40, five months, $120; editor, Rutherford
Courier, Murfressboro, Feb.-Aug., 1940, $840; Technician, Federal Writers!
Project, Nashville, August 1940 - , $1800.

Accomplishments Publications;  Two novels: Fish om the Steeple, Farrar

and Rinehart; 1935; Tommy Lee Feathers, Farrar and Rinehart,
1937. Also short stories in magazines and an anthology. Helped edit Big Ivy,
Tennessee WPA book on rural community. Has had contributions published in
Franklin P. Adams' column.

References

John Farrar, 232 Madison Avenue, New York
Frenklin P. Adams, New York Post

Malcolm Cowley, Editor, New Republic

John Thompson, Associated Press, Neshville Budget Summary

Dr. Jemes R. Patterson, Murfreesboro, Tennessee

Herschel Brickell, Ridgefield, Connecticut Total Amount Needed 1,800
From Applicant Ak -
From Fund $1,800

AMOUNT GRANTED
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THE PROFESSOR'S FARM

This is to be a book length account, lllustrated with
photographs, of the sclentific rehabilitation of 400 acres
of eroding aend impoverished land into a beautiful prosper-
ous ferm that ylelds profits at sll seasons of the year.

Ten yeuars ago a retired instructor of agriculture in a state
college bought the farm at low cost because of 1ts rundown
condition. Working on a long raenge plan based on scientiflic
facts and without considersble money, he has made the land
pay well for the care he has given it and has made the famm
& model center of rursl life for his family and his tenents,
and of community activity for the public.

The book is to be in four major sections: The Land,

The People, The Living and The Future. The story will demon=

strate the efflcacy of complete and long range plenning, that
rundown land can be rebuilt by hard work and scientific methods,
that & farm can be operated profitably when its operation is
adjusted to the seasons, markets und facllitles about it, that
naturel resources often left untouched can be used profitably
and that famm tenancy need not be the pauperism, drudgery and

gamble with which it is usually assoclated.
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Following is the tentative plan of the book:

1. The Land:
A. 1Its history and its condition at time of purchase
B. Its rehabilitation
l. Terracing
2. Cover crops
3., Legumes and grasses
4, Deep winter plowing
5. Frult trees on hillsides
6. Livestock program
C. 1Its use
l., Every acre at work
2. Adepted to natural uses
3« Experimental crops
4, New income sources
5. Diversified crops
6. Timing assures steady income
D. Mechanization and electrification
E. Irprigation
1. Cheap electric power pumps lake water into fields
2. Irrigation system serves for drainsge in wet weather
F. Pure seeds
l. Treated for disease prevention
G. Purebred livestock and poultry

I1. The People:
I tasiTere
l. Lives on farm
2. Works himselfl
3. Own sons work on farm
4, BEncourages young to stay on farm
5. Dlirects farm operatlion and marketing
6. KXeeps full records
7. Leader in farm groups
8. Bresldent of electric cooperative
9. Fommer state senator
B. Tenants
1. Income uncertainty eliminated
2. Live in rural homes instead of shacks
3. Haye elsctricity and running water
4., Nust send children to school
5. Must exercise citizenship rights
6. Must tske part in comsunity life and activiby
7. Year-round work with pay provided
a, Bullding
be Farm improvements
d. Landscaping, etc.
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Iv.

8. Can andpreserve food for winter
a. Have freedon of orchards
b. Each keeps own garden

The Living:
1. Landlord's home buillt on lakeshore

a, Built of log and stone from ferm by farm labor

2. Tenants' houses
a., Spaced over farm so esch 1s individual and
private home
b. Eech house attractive and modern in conveniences
3. Recreation
8. ?am built by farm lebor created lake
1) Stocked with fish
(2) Boating and swimming
ES) Picenic facilities
4) Running weter and electricity on picnic
unds
(5) Open to public--5,000 a year use it
4., Rural social life encouraged
5. Community clubs meet on farm
The Future:
K. To continue development of long range plan
1. Canning factory as buffer agalnst market
fluctuations
2. Speedier delivery of fruits and vegetables
to market
B. Construction of second dam to affort irrigation for
another 150 acres of field crops
C. To popularize sclentific farming methods among other

farmers by practical demonstration
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SUPFLEMENTARY REMARKS

THE PROFUSSOR'S FARM was suggested by the need of & read-
able book showing what can be done by the individual farmer
toward rehablilitation of wornout land and people and the belief
that literary weeping in the Caldwell and Steinbeck manner has
outlived its usefulness in the nation's fight against soil ero-
sion.

Professor Knox Hutchinson's farm near Murfreesboro, in an
area which up to ten years ago did not practice diversified
agriculture, was found to be & readymade subject for such & book.

His place 1s often referred to locally as "The Little TVA",
because of his long-renge plan for rebullding land, conservation
of water, forest and game resources, development of rural social
life, and security for his tenents.

In the beginning Hutchinson had neither the money nor the
inclination to establish & dude country estate for week-end
parties with Lombardy poplars on the skyline and prettified
garden terraces where non-rural visitors could seek relaxation.

He wanted a farm home that would exemplify the best in
rural 1living and where he, his wife end three sons could live
good as well as esrn their living. He wanted the same for all
the people who would come to work with him. Proof that his
ten-year experiment has been successful is the fact that every
fall he has spplications from at least 50 more tenants than
he can employ.

To accomplish this the Professor and his family have

known very little lelsure sincé they came to the farm. It is
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part of Hutchinson's philosophy that everyonme is happler 1f
there are no lay-off periods and he has so planned his pro-
gram that there is something for all hands to do every day
of the yesr.

Not only the people, but every bullding and every pisce
of land on the place has its speclal job for every season the
yesar round.

Belleving also that work cennot be regulated by the clock,
Hutehinson himself frequently drives a tractor all night 1if
the season demands it. He and his boys do &s much work in
the fields as any of the tenants.

411 work, whether it is constructing a concrete retaine
ing wall, repairing machinery or wiring a tenant house is
done by farm labor, Hutchinson directing. A tenant may not
know how to do anything except plow and plant when he comes
there, but If he stays long the Professor sees to it that
he 1s trained in just about severything required to keep a
modern farm going.

They al 1l have a good time, too. There are picnics down
by the lakeshore, fishing, hunting, swlmming &nd boating.

The picnic grounds are open to the public throughout the year,
with free water, lights and cooking facilities. HEvery club
and organization in the county has enjoyed the Hutchinson
hospitality at one time or another. At least 5,000 people
visit the farm every jyear.

The dam, creating a five-acre lake was bullt for about

$100. The lake spreads from in front of the family's
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beautiful log dwelling up paat the pienic grounds to a bend
in the river. It 1s stocked with fish and supplles irrigsa-
tion for the orchards and 150 acres of fleld crops. (it is
the first and only large-scale irrigation project ever at-
tempted in thils section)., Hutchinson's future plans call
for a simllar dam & mile below to irrigate another 150 acres.

Loose boulder rock for this second dam, like the first,
already lies on the stone bottom of the river ready for use.

In meny other ways, Hutchinson has turnsd the enormous
quantity of rock he found on the farm from liability into
profits. He found much of the place resembling & lunar land=-
scape, Every field wes littered with loose stone and there
were miles of gullies weaving among outcroppings. The loose
stone was moved to the places it would be needed for building
foundations, retaining walls, roasdbeds, and walkways. The
outeroppings in the fields were quarried, crushed and returned
to lime the soll or used for concrete.

Now there isn't a field on the farm where machines c& not
move at night without risk of damage from obstructing rock.

And there is a plentiful supply left in the back pastures
for future use.

The owner pioneered for rural electrification and it was
mainly through his efforts that the Middle Tennessee Electric

Membership Corporation, supplying five counties, was organized.

He also organized the first terracing association in the county

and is a leading figure in the growing Tennessee Q@Grange.
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As I see 1t THE PROFUSEOR'S FARM will be far from a
dry text on scientific larming practices, but a story of
men's adventure with the land and his ingenious uses of
available meterials, a story basically simple and appeal-
ing like ROBINSON CRUSOE.
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There is a picture of an old man sitting on a rock that
hangs in the farm agent's office at the Rutherford County
courthouse. More accurately, it 1s one large slab of rock
balanced upon another just beginning to Jut from the earth,
and appears as & rugged bench placed there for someone's
solitary meditation. All around is a barren field.

The agent sometimes has a fat ear of corn dangling in
front of it. People ask about the corn, ignore the photo-
greph. The agent will begin, "Why, that was ralsed out here
on=-"

#When the 0ld man was young he was bresking the same

field one dsy for the first time and his plowpoint struck

a rock. He let the plow glide over 1t and ralsed a crop
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of corn on the sloping acres. He gathered his corn, leav-
ing the naked earth exposed. That winter sheets of muddy
water flowed from the field, down into a rocky gully and
away forever. If the farmer chanced to notice the vanigh-
ing earth, he was not much concerned.

He had seen such things sll his life. It seemed natural.

The next spring he plowed the field again, taking pride
in his ability to lay off a straight row, and planted corn
again. The pattern was repeated through succeeding years,
but the corn was not as food as at first and the rock he
had not been able to see in breaking the new ground that
day was well above the surface now and he plowed around it.

During summer droughts, winds swirled across the field
and lifted the dry soll like fine powder. Churning rains
came again and again and drained away discolored. it was a
one-way Jjourney with the richness of the earth alwayas out-
ward bound. The sloping acres peeled away in thin shests.
Gullies deepened in the low places. MNore rocks appeared.

The farmer became an o0ld man. He didn't plant the fileld
any more, seeing there was no sense in trylng to rsise food
where even grass and weeds now falled to grow.

He was old and tired and sometimes walking across his
field, he found the big rock a fine place to sit down and
rest.

Rutherford County is situated in the center, and very

nesrly st the bottom, of a great washed out bowl known as
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the Centray Basin of Tennessee. The two prongs of an ancient
river and its multiple tributeries, flowing through the im-
mense reaches of geologlec time, have esten down to such a
level that they can descend no farther without ceasing to
flow.

Stones River is unique among Southern streams having
a solid rock bottom from beginning to end and is more like
a bathroom drain than & river, flushed and muddy during rainy
gssasons, and slugglsh with pools of hot water and sickening
fish during times of drought. It has no first-grade bottom
lends, and very little of the lush vegetation usually found
along & water course. 1t deposits nothing end it takes away
endl ess cargoes of the brownish-red soll upon which the
County's 53,000 people are dependent for their living.

So0il erosion is an old, old story here.

Something like ten million years might measure it rough-
ly. Some of the stratified rock now exposed is estimsted to
have been 25 million yesars in the making. Once the basin
country was beneath the Qulf of Mexico. Later when these
waters withdrew to the South there was &n elevation and the
area became a plain, level with the Highland Rim which rings
the horizon with & pale blue barricade s=ixty to seventy-five
miles away.

The rivers of the Basin are older than that time and
the Highlend Rim remains only because its sandstone cappings

were resistant to the wear of rain and wind, freeze and thaw.
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Throughout the county only & scattering of flat-topped rem-
nant hills have kept their original elevation. The land
between is either flet or rolling, with grim stretches of
gray limestone glades among the low-growing cedars.

The county has more outcropping rock than sny propor-
tionate area in the South, There are places where oblong
blocks of stone stand like rows of coffins, with space enough
between for only 2 tree to grow, and loose boulders of all
sizes crowd the landscape. Thousands of sinkholes catch
water rushing from the glades, Most of the smaller stbeams
flow underground, leaving the surface dry and scabrous. It
is rattlesnake and prickly pear country with long, depres-
give summers when the soll retains heat and the nights are
often as uncomfortable as the days.

Two milss Northeast of Murfreesboro, the county seat,
ten acres of bald limestone marks the exact geographical
center of the State and the susplcion that hell is not much
farther below is at least evidenced by certaln folk legends
concerning the old flat rock. Old Nefroes are stlll about
who will swear with all sincerity that this rock once split
through the middle and belched forth fire and sulphurous
fumes---and is expected to do so again at some future date.

Yet, in spite of the dire sound of all this, the county
has an abundance of soil that 1s as rich as any in the State.
This fect was attested twenty-five yeaps ago by a State geo-
logical survey. At that time the geologlsts polnted out that
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the land was in such a rundown condition it produced only
half what it could. They warned that great quantities were
washing away; thet some of it should not be cultivated at
all; that the overabundance of limestone rock could be made
an asset---ground and returned to sweeten and loosen the
soll, for building market roads and tenant houses, to im=-
pound river water, to dam up gullies.

Not many heeded,

Farmers had ralsed cotton and corn since before the
Civil war. They had plowed furrows parallel with their
fences end of the same depth like their fathers. A farmer
had to leave somethihg to the Lord. I the Lord didn't
come through with a raln &t the right time, he went to town
and cursed the government. Then another war came and they
made good money for themselves, enough to satisfy the tenants.
The one-crop system was good enough. If the tenants didn't
like what they got at the end of the year and living in un-
painted shecks they could go somewhere else,

Ten years later the farm loan companiss began foreclos-
inge. Some of the landlords managed to sslvage something--a
smeller farm, a home in town. The tenants and sharecroppers
having 1ittle enough to begin with, could salvage nothing.
They began fleeing the land.

Negroes from the farms who had once thronged the county
seat on Memorial Day, dwindled to a few hundred. Some of

them went North or to larger population centers in the South.
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But the residue of both whites and blacks crowded into the
emall town that had no industries to support them sven in
normal times. They became soclal problems. Men bootlegged
tin can whiskey and dope, women hustled the streets, all of
them a prey tof ee-grabbing law-enforcers and vote-buying
politlicians. Thelr offspring helped fill the county work-
house, the State reformatories and penitentiary.

Feople who should have been living well on the land,
knowing what it had become, refused to go back. And those
that remalned fared little better.

Echoing in that diesmel time were the voices of civic
boosters who would rise on public occasions still to pro=-

claim their county The Hub of Tennessee, Gem of Creation,

Latter Day Garden of Eden.
Considering the sins the fathers had committed against

the land, God's Dishonored Navel would have been an apter

figure of speech.
2.

Knox Hutchinson was head of the Agricultural Depeart-
ment of Middle Tennecssee State Teachers College at Murfrees-
borc in 1952. Le was married and had three sons. He was
36 years old and nearly 20 years of his 1life had been spent
in teaching high school and college students scientific
ferming practices, part of whichh he had lesrned from text-

books, but much of it as & boy plowing curving fufrows
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around Lincoln gounty hillsides.

For a long time his main ambition had been to own a
farm himself, [e wanted his own place, not only to serve
as & proving ground for his teachings, but where he and his
family could both earn their living and lead a healthful
and interesting life.

His cash was limlited, the depression did not appear to
be getting any better, and there had been recurrent sttempts
in the Tennessee Legislature to close down all Teachers Col=-
leges of the State for economy. It was him belief, however,
that if he could find something within reach, now was the
time to buy.

In April of that year he heard of a place for ssle, hid-
den out behind a bend of Stones River, two miles south of town.
Three hundred and seventeen acres. Ten years before, it had
sold for $35,000. Now a farm loan company wes willing to be
rid of 1t for $8,000 and prospective buyers were not numerous.

The yound professor decided to go out and ses what was
there.

He went one efternoon when hils clesses were finished.
Just beyond the city limits the concrete highway has been
built up to pass high over the N. C. & 3t. L. "Railway which
angles off to the Southeast. From the top of the viaduct,
there 1s a long view of the highway, stretching flat and
straight into the South and toward the hills. Some prospor-

ous looking ferm homes are along the way, but between and



ED BELL

jw

around them always the dismal spectacle of fallen fences,
shabby timber, and old living shanties and barns that have
weathered to the color of limestone.

Pools of heat mirage shimmered on the highway ahead of
the professor. He passed two truckloads @f prisoners in dusty
stripes turning in at the county workhouse. Beyond were the
dilepidated and abandoned county felrgrounds where the farm
folk used to show the bounties of their fields and their sleek
livestock at harvest time. Turning from the concrete into a
narrow lane, he followed the course of the river until the
sounds of traffic died behind him.

It was a ghost farm.

Gray bulildings that would no longer turn the rain, half
of them beyond all repair, stood among the wasted fields.
There were no roads, no fences standing. Crop production had
been abandoned completely but the loan company, hoping that a
greenscape would attract buyers, had hacked over 200 acres
with a disc harrow, and sown it to lespedeza. This was poor
camouflage for even the ceterpillar treads of a tractor had
failed to penetrate the worst entanglements of briabs and
bushes, and the gullies which webbed every fleld. Rains had
gashed deeply into the hillsldes, leaving tons of outeropping
rock. Sheet erosion had eaten the lesser slopes down to clay.:

There was not even the convenience of an outdoor privy,
at the shack where one family stuaysd to look after the prop-

erty. The 'looking aifter' consisted in renting pasturage.
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There was no dependable water supply for domestic use. The
keeper used wet weather springs end when they ren dry, he had
to borrow from a distant neighbor. There were no orchards
nor livestock. Of the 317 acres, 250 had been tilled former-
ly, but these acres never had been limed nor plowed deeply.
Five or six inches down there wes a hardpan---that man-made
stratum of packed earth---so solld 1t might be cut into blocks
for a building's foundations. OSixty-seven acres was in unim-
proved, wooded pasture.

The company's sgent was so snxlous to sell that he gave
Hutehinson & three-months option for §100.

Puring this period butchinson made a careful study of
the farm's possibllities. le checked the soll for depth,
type and topegraphy. 1In general the farm sloped back from
its two-mlile river border and then lay llke a table top. Tests
showed that the great abundance of stratified rock---known as
the Murfreesboro limestone---was an excellent source of lime.
Boulder stone for bullding purposes were strewn all over the
land and cluttered the river bed.

lie drove to Nashville and closed the deal the last of

June.
Se

"I recall about the time 1 was ready to go out and make
my own way in 1life," Hutchinson saild, "I asked an older friend,

who hed and was enjoylng success in everything he dld, to
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explain why he was so successful.

He told me, 'Not because of any extra ability that I
might have, but because every move I make is in the direction
of a well-plamned, long-time programi”

He was thinking of his old friend's snswer driving back
from Nashville that day with the deed to his farm, For twenty
years he had been repeating the wisdom of long-range planning
to his sgricultural students.

He had a project on his hands now which had to start
from almost nothing end move forward all the time or not at
all. He went on out to the farm agaln to be alone and think
it out. He had to see it all shsad--not like it would be
next month or next year, but month by month, season by season,
for ten, fifteen and twenty years. There had to be imagina-
tion, but no flights of fancy or wishfulness that the facts
did not Jjustify.

In a wey he was like Robinson Crusoe cest upon his islande=-
he couldn't go back and his salvation depended upon hard work
and wise use of materisls at hand.

e stayed out there on his ghost farm, thinking it over
until the late train came under the viaduct and moaned away
toward the mountains. The professor didn't get much sleep

that night.
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CHAPTER TWO

1.

The down payment had not been wasy. A loan egainst his
life insurance, & small savings account, most of his last
month's salary-~-he had scraped the bottom of the barrel to
add up enough and it had strained his personal resources to
the limit. His resources now were worn fields, a woodland,

a river and rocks, especially rocks, and these coupled with
his own willingness to work and bellef in the land, had to
produce the payments to come.

So, even 1f he had wanted it, there was no money with
which to found a dude estate with Lombardy poplars pluming
the driveways, show horses, fox hunts, and prettified gardens
where non-rural visitors could lounge and frolic during week=-
ends. The only kind of farm the Professor believed in was
ene that worked all the way around. That meant not only the
people, but every plece of land, every farm animal, every farm
building during every seasson of the year.

His belief, simply, was that farm people are more content-
ed when they have no periods of enforced idleness and the farm
program which gives its people a steady income and security,
is thet which revolves smoothly twelve months eof the year
rather than in stops and jJerks.

His first step was to draw a map.

Since there were no standing fences nor roadways worth

considering, he had only the boundaries set out in his deed
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as a basis for this plotting. He laid out new fields accord-
ing to uniform soil types and topogrephy. He marked the lo=-
cations of buildings and bullding groups, those for immedists
construction as well as the ones to come much later. Then
the roads, orchards, shade trees, wells for a domestic water
supply. All facilities fitted into a plen with the double
aim of an attrasctive landscape and efficiency of supervision.

Each tenant house, spaced from three-quarters to one
mile apart, was to serve as the nucleus of a separate unit
of the farm with its own fields, gardens, barns, poudtry and
livestock and water supply.

Very carefully, he designated the exact places whsre
all rock and other building materials should be deposited
during the initial clean-up stages so that only one hand-
ling would be required up to the time the particular con-
struction Job was ready to start.

Above the thousands of details to be worked out, the
time and labor required and the uncertainty of s easons, mar-
kets and humen capablility, he had an overall procedure which
encompassed at least 25 years. It summed up to this: to
put the land to use for the best income relating this pro-
cedure to a long-range lmprovement project of land, build-
ings, equipment, livestock and general living conditions
for all families on the farm.

Crops and livestock, soll conservation, construction
and renovation, better living for the people, community

activities, these were not sepsrate pnases of farming but
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&ll of them single pieces of the whole, each dependent upon
the other.

lioreover, he wanted the farm to become a gathering place
for other farmers and their families, where the best in rural
living could be enjoyed, where seclentific farming practices
could be seen in demonstration end the  ospel spread. As to
the people who would come to work with him, he intended that
they become more than hired help who followed his directions
in planting, plowing and harvesting. Under his direction
they would receive tralning in any work necessary to keep a
modern farm going whether it be setting stone, repairing a
tractor or wiring a house.

As far sas was possible every move would be made through
the years in the direction of the one big overall procedure.

S0 the long job begen on the worn fields, the woodland,

the river and the rocks.
2.

While heavy reins were falling Hutchinson would put on
his boots and walk over the fields to look for the flow of
maddy water. He was to follow this practice through the
years, knowlng that only by studying the water in action
could he learn exactly where it came from, where going and
how 1t could be checked. Pleces that his land poured from
the flelds in reddish yellow solution were noted on his big
nep .
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He found so much on his first inspections that he was

tempted to nickname it Muddy Water Farm. Clear rumning water

was the rarity.

And it was during these solitary walks in the rain that
his own teachings came back to him. Things he had told his
students over and over.

ssseNature never intended for any water to run off the
surface of her land, always providing abundant vegetation
where rains are medium to heavye....grasses and forests with
deep leaf mold to absorb and hold all the rainfall until the
soils underneath have time for water to penetrate the earth
and finally resch deep underground streams flowing toward
natural channels....with this perfect balence kept, streams
would run clear and flashing regardless of rainfall...a few
such may be found back in forested mountain places even nNows..

Almost any kind of rainfall was enough to bring quick
change in the color of old Stones River which bordered his
farm on two sides. It bled the eastern and northern slope
of the farm through an ever increasing network of gullies.
Nearly two mlles farther down it was Jolned by a amaller
stream which bled the gentler slope to the west.

As the battle against the gulllies began, Hutchinson
fouhd a valuable ally in the gfeat lengths of old fallen
and rusted wire lences. E£ections of thlis were rolled and
packed into the gullies at strategic points. As the gen-
eral clesn-up moved forward other rubbish was dumped behind

the wire. GSoon then the movement of soll slowed, caught
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and held, and accumulated in miniature deltas along the gul-
lies. Green appeared as vegetation took root again among
the protecting mesh of the old fences, and the wounded earth

wag on its way to healing.
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NOTEE TO COMPLETE CHAPTER TWO

Page 15---

Orchards for most eroded hillsides because more time

necessary for rebuilding.
Apple orchard with poultry, bees and trees working
together as example of single balanced unit.

Sheet erosion on more level areas. Cover crops. Deep

winter plowing.

Se
Terracing (short section on this topic alone).
Home-made terracing apparatus--repairs to terraces--double

purpose of terraces.

4.

Using the rocks.

8.
The River. Dam. Lake. Irrigation. Fish. Recreation.
Landscape ilmprovement afforded by lake.



LETTERS OF REFERENCE
Thomss Fdvard Bell

Associets Editor, The New Republie.
I don't know Kd Bell, I have had some correspondense with

him and have read his two novels, The second was, for wy taste, a little too
grotesque. Rendering the grotesque side of southera life is his talent, aad
in that book he carried it too fur. The first beok, ¥ish on the Steeplse,

wes a neglected nasterplese - the story of s town on the Cumberland Plateau se
poor that monsy never cume into it exoept when some storekeeper Lurned down
his store to get the insurunce ncn;y- The outline of the story sounds serdid,
like the cutiine presented with his application for a fellowship., But Bell
has sn extraordinary gift for tenderness thuat makes his gargoyles seem wara
snd lovable, I imagine thut he intends to do scmething like that with the
- old Chief of Police in the novel he i3 now planning to write,

He obviously presents a dlffiecult problem to a feilowship
soomittee, He isn't ome of the safe writers whom everybedy is going to praise,
But it seems to me that his talent is really extraordinary, He ranks, so I
think, with William Faulkner and Erskime Caldwell, and ought to get the same
consideration that they would have received after publishing their first two
books .

1942 Last year I wro%e a report for tue Rosenwsald Fumd on

Hr, Bell - & very favorable report, although I expressed some doubl about the
project he was then submitting., I have had some correspondence with him since
then, and my favorable impression of him has been confirmed, And his present
project, though not strikingly original, is interesting and useful, and I like
the way he has started out on it, Evidently he has found & man who has made
s practioal success wtofgoodfardngmmrﬂmaiu-mdihhnwy
would be worth telling st length, beceause it would mmpothm to imitate
his hero, 8o I stromgly hope that the Fund gan make him & crant this time,

- . e -
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¥r, John Farray, Farrar & Rinehart,
1941 I should like to make this strong and brief,

Thomus Bdward Bell is a gemius in his way. I{ you suppors
him in thia effort, there will result something originsl, forthright, and
on that off chance, perhaps grest., I hope you'll do it,
1942 In my previous statement esbout Bd Bell, I sald thst I
thought him a genius and that I believed that something original and forth-
right would result from his project,

I have been much impresssd by his progress this year and
by his plana for nis new project, What I have seen of his work is enormously
improved, and I feel that an extremely fine and important book will result

from his projeet, Ihe Professor's Farm.
I heartily recommend him for a fellowship and I hope that

he may have your support.

Mr, Framiclin P, Adams
1943 I have known Ed Bell chiefly ss a contrilbutor to my

column for msny years, The pleces always were jood, His novel was interest-
ing, though it had virtually no sale, Certainly to my netion he is deserving
of all the ocutside help he can pget,
1942 No revision.

¥r, John Thompsom, reporter,
1941 I consider Ed Bell perhaps the most important young novelist

in Tennessee today and stromgly recommend you do anything you can to help his
talent flower, It is appsrent from his work thus far thet the big things are
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still shead for him, I do not know hiam persomslly but wateh with great
interest everything he writes, It is spparent from his silensce recently

that economic conditions mske it impossible for him to continmue ersative

work and support his family. This suggests thet he sctually would benefit
from any help you could give him. A reading of his first nowvel, Fish on

the Steepls, should convince you thot his is a talent as richly interpretive
and 28 incisively humorous almost as that of Mark Twain, His second novel
was a slight disappointment to me - second novels of young suthors often sre -
‘ut the plan of work outlined here indicates he iz beck on the right trask
again, I an also pleased at the wider philosophical and social implications
of ihe proposed work, HNone seems to understand better then he the rich
poetry to be concooted from blending grim poverty, decayed gentility, filthy
horrors and high humor of sharacter to be found in sny smell Tennessee town.
His first novel appsrently was sutobiographical, His second not, This sug-
gests that it picks up the threasd of his more mature observations cn the
tragedies and rich significences of human life at hand., Though the South has
been throbbing with a fine literary frensy this past decade or so, the sur-
face is hardly sceratehed as yet., Ed Bell iz working at virtuslly virgin
territory., 7. 8. Stribling has been before him at certain points, but I con-
gider Stribling oversimplifies for the sake of irony and lacks Ed Bell's rich
humenity snd bumer, I'm not & ereative writer myself so I lmow few of the
problems, but my observation on Ed Bell suggests that one roasen for the fine
vitality of his work is his deliberate scora of "literary® tradition, He
writes of filth and viclence snd ourious humanity not because such is the fashiomn
these days but because he knows people like thot and loves them encugh to see
baneath their dirt, Despite the rather grinding poverty ln which he has made
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his way so far, Ed Bell seems to have maintained nis integrity and flouted
sham even among those in whom the scuthern Viectorian tradition lingers on,
I an told on reliable suthority that once when a preacher wrote in to sug-
gost he use his column in a Hurfreesboro puper es the wedium for letting

oitisens vote on the town's "best eltisen®, he agreed on the eondition that
he also be allowed to condust a contest on "the biggest S.0.B. in town®,

He insiated they went teogether,

Among the finest scenes in his first novel were the opeming
in the cemetery at dusk and Bhackle's furious soliloguy on his journsy to
town to get the man who had attacked his father, Hitherte unrecorded es-
peots of southern echaracter found their way into words in that latter passsge,
This plan of work suggests it amight well contain mach finer passages. IToumy
Les Feathers, his second novel, was wore apily written than the first,but
somehow lacked its completensss. This proposed novel should be written with
an even surer touch, and the subject leaves little to be desired,

Ed Bell seens to me %o have done remarkably with the few
opportunities that have come his way. I know of no reason to doubt his integ-
rity or abilities, Those who know him tell me he's a pretty tough nut, OCer-
tainly he has bound himself down with drudgery uncomplainingly snd competently
wmder trying circumstances, Given s 1littie rope, he'd probably lasse the moon.
He seems to have the ability for hard work and can suppert himself by news-
paper correspondent work, but he might do so much more, if given a chance,
1942 Since my previous recommendation of Ed Bell, I have met
the gentleman in gqueastion, Direct observation seemed to bemr out entirely
my previcus impression of his personality, The only thing I cers to add to
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what I previously wrote is some comment on his new propesed work, Needless
te say, a work of that scope could be of inestimsble velue to the Scuth and
the nation as a whole, It would likely have & fine market, if properly done.
I must confess I think Ed Bell's chief talents lie in the direetion of
oreative fiotion. Howsver, he has had plenty of newspaper experience to trainm
him in sound reporting, even of a ¢ase history such as he proposes, I dom't
mmmuhumaumuwhmwm-mwmm
ease history with proper sooiclegical implications and at the sane time
keeping it readable, I don't see why his fietiomal talents sould not sdapt
themselves to this task, I an sure of one thing - Bell's writing in any
field is bound to be effective, As you doubtless kmow, Bell hus been working
for time past for the WPA Writers' Project. This experience will doubtless
be of benefit in the proposed work and may have been what led him to choose
such & subject, I'm not familiar with his work in this field and suggest
you contast William R, McDaniel, 2008 15th Avenue, South, Nashville, umder
whom he has worked.

I would like to say agein that any work of the propossd type
which is homest end fastusl and at the same time inspirational in effect would
be of greatest value, NMany people these days are screaming that the South's
future soclal well-being lies entirely im industrialization, I disagree, if
we merely follow the industrial pasttern of other sections. It seems thatl
far more important would be the regeneration of southern agriculture
(sccompanied by some industrialisation alomg southern patterns), The South's
entire culture lives in agricultural terms and to sgricultural rhythms, Heaven

knows it needs regeneration - btut I msan just thet. Revivifying something
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that was omce goed will mesn more to the South end the soumtry that the
attempt to slter the pattern of 1life here entirely.

The thought cccurs to me that Bell could probably do the
proposed work for the WPA Writers' Project, though under those circumstances
it would not have the appesl and wide influence of independent publicationm,
Also there is the change that such WPA sctdvity as the Writers' Project is
doomed to die under the atress of war conditions,

I hope you can see your way te helpimg Bell produse what
I believe would be & fine plece of work., At any rate, I cam only relterate
thet I know of no middle Tennessee writer that appears to me to have groater
talent - or talent vorthier of development,

My, James R, Patterscn, Demntist, Murfreesbore, Tennessee.
1941 I consider Mr, Bell ome of the foremost writers of
the Scuth, He i3 the kind of writer who glves mich study to his subjeet
through actual contact, I have known him for at least tem yesars and I have
always found him to be & gentleman of high quality.

Mr, Bell spends & lot of his time in the study of the
Hegro race and the unfortunate white populace of the State of Tennessee a8 well
28 the study of the entire people of the state. If there is any men deserving
of this fellowship, I feel thet Mr, Bell is the man,
1942 I wish to state sgain that I think Mr, Bell ome of the
foremost writers of the times. The main character in his boek The Professor's
Farm 18 a great friend of mine and other pecple in this rurel section of
Tennessee, This book =8 given in the enclosed wia gives the true
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character of one of the finest men in the nastion. I sincerely hope you

will allow Nr. Bell this {ellowship which I think he so richly deserves,

I am sure I am speaking the sentiments of the Negroes of this entire eity and
county when I ask for this chance for Mr, Bell, We are sure that if these
fellowships are given for competency that no mistake could be made in seleot-
ing him,

¥r, Hergchel Brickell, Senlor Cultural Relations Offiser, U. 8. Embassy,
Bogota, Colombia,

Bell has written two rather remarkabls novels whish
I have read carefully both to review and as evidence of his werthiness to
have a fellowship in other years. I have & high regard for his intelli;ence
and honesty, and I aust say the presont project appeals to me very mach, I
don't belisve it is altogether becsuse of my own strong agriculbtural insiimots
either. It ssexs to me that such 2 book written by & writer who belisves in
the value and importsnce of ths naterial could very sasily be en impertsat
contribution to the whole subject of good farmimg, In fact, I thimk I can
see possibilities for such 2 book here in Colombia where eresion is a grave
problem. So I give my hearty sndorsement to the projeet, bscause of the
happy combination of subjeect and author., Goed pletures will enhance the
velue of the book,




FELLOWSHIPS

May 6, 1941

Dear Miss Sherer: Late in February you were
kind enough to lend us from

your library a copy of Fish on the Steeple, by
Ed Bell. ¥e thank you for the use of the book

in comnection with Mr. Bell's application for

a fellowship, and I am writing to say that it

is being returnmed to you under separate cover.
Very truly yours,
wWiiiam © . HAYCOOD

Acting-Director
WCHHMLU for Fellowships

Miss Adelaide A. Sherer
Farrar & Rinehart, Inc.
232 Hadison Avemue

Rew Iork, K. Y.



2116 Kalorame X ,
Washington, D.C.,
1, d

Dear kir. Haygood: CE‘_.‘[__,.C Vit il =

e

i Bell on the sscond

]

After making a statement abount dir.
form you sent me, I found the original

s WILIC been mis—

-

iaid in the midst ol my peregrinations from Conaecticut and about

Washington. Here it is—anid I hope that Mr. 3011 gets a chance
to use his really remarkabie talent on the new project he has
outlined.

ly yours,

Mr. William C. Haygool, / C \

[ 9.0 -~ -
wibcere

Julius Hoeenwald Fund,
4901 Ellis Avenue,
Chicago, ILL.

e /0 WBA©
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28th December 1941

Dear Mr.Reynolds:

This is running pretty late,but I would like
to try to get an application for a fellowship under the wire
if you will kindly drop me some blanks by the next mail.

Sincerely yours,

20 Bg_

Ed Bell

m‘*t



January 7, 1942

Dear Hr. Bell: I certainly do not want to

add further to the disagree-
ment ~etween you and your Alms Mster. There-
fore the procedure you followed last year of
submitting some of your work instead of tran-
seripts will be perfectly sll right. ¥e should
like to have this exhibit at any time you can
conveniently send it.

Sincerely yours,

WCH:8LU

2 Bt
820 T oL Street

¥urfreesboro, Tennesses
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Mr.William C.Haygood,
Director for Fellowships,
Julius Rosenwald Fund,
Chicago

Dear Mr.Haygood:
Thanks for sending me the application blanks.

I began this work sometime ago and have gathered
a great deal of material,but the war disrupted my plans and that
is the reason I decided to try for a fellowship at such a late
hour.

Vhen I applied for one to do a novel last year
I was permitted to submit some samples of published work instead
of a transcript of my college record.If agreeable,I'd like to
do the same again.I'm not ashamed of the record,but since I had
some bad disagreements with the college officials and do not
want to have anything else to do with them.

Farrar & Rinehart has agreed to publish thés
book.

Sincerely yours,

Ed Bell
N



March 5, 1942

Dear Mr. Bell: The times are parlous

indeed, but the extrs
reading material you sent is welcome., I
have added it to your fellowship folder,

Sincerely,

ANV "‘I‘ﬁ
ey

i s 8

WCH sNeK

Mr. Ed
820 Bast Stecte Street
Murfreesboro, Tennessee
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Mr.William C.Haygood,
Director for Fellowships, _ = UL L
Julius Rosenwald Fund, |

Chicago el

Dear Mr.Haygood:

Yesterday I mailed you an envelope of stuff I've
done over the years including a little fiction,some editorials
and articles.Also a couple of reviews somebody else had done
about my first book.

I hope the amount submitted is not toc much
because it's downright inhumsne to dump extra reading upon
other people in these parlous times.

Many thanks for the easement as to the college
transcripts.

Sincerely,
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Dear Mr. Bell: I have seen your recent corres-—

pondence with Mr. Haygood in
connection with the fellowship awarded to you a
short time ago. It is customery for ue to make
payment in monthly instalments spread over the
period for which the grant was mede. Kindly let
me know when you ere ready to begin work, giving
me the address to which your monthly check should
be meiled.

Very truly yours,

DoroTHY A. ELvipes

DE:HeX

lr. Thomas Edwzrd Bell
820 East "

¥urfreesboro, Tennessee



FELLOWSHIP

30th April 1942

T =7 =
SIAN/RINAF I
[ )
| Wed|  legre
Miss Dorothy A.Elvidge,
Secretary and Comptroller,

Julius Rosenwald Fund, - i
Chicago,Ill.

Dear Miss Elvidge:

I am free to begin this projected work
immediately,due to the fact that the job a2t which I was
employed was a recent casualty of the war program,and so
if it is convenient with you to date my grant from May 1,
it will be very well indeed.

My permanent address will be:

820 Bast State Street,
Murfreesboro,Tennessee

Thanking you very much,l am

ﬁrely,
Thomas mdward Bpll B
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May 1, 1942

Dear Mr. Bell: Thank you for your letter
of April 30. Our check
for $150 is enclosed, covering the first pay-
ment on your grant. Additional payments for
the same amount will be sent on the 1lst of each

month to and including April 1, 1943.

Very truly yours,

DAE3 AN DOROTHY A. Frvines

Mr. M
820 Tast State Street

Murfreesboro, Tennessee

-
"
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Dear MNr.Haygood:

It was most pleasant to
Since receiving your letter I've loo
for some worthy fellowship candida
These are The Rev.Joseph L.Kellermann, youngEpiscopal minister
who was an Army chaplain during the war ang’ is now doing work
for his church in Nashville, and B.E.Hobgood a prominent
educator here who just recently led a successful fight to get
a pay ralse for more than 200 of the county's school teachers.
Both have lMurfreesboro addresses. I have not had the opportunity
to discuss the matter with either but think they might be
interested. I sent the fellowship announcements to them,

s and have’two suggestions.,

There is another matter that has been brought
to my attention by some Negro friends concerning a very bad
situation in their high and elementary school here and I
wondered if there is a possibility that the Fund might give
them any assistance. The Negro high school which serves an
entire county is badly overcrowded and in such condition that
it has lost 1ts A rating and 1s threatened with losing its
State aid entirely. I understand an obstinate county court
has repeatedly deferred action about it. The elewentary school
which serves a large “egro population in tne city is likewise
overcrowded and considered a firetrap. If you think the Fund
would be interested in looking into this I'd be glad to supply
more detailed information,

My own activities have been confined mainly to
newspapering in recent years and have published nothing worth
wention, However, I've been working on a long piece of fiction

now and then which I hope eventually will prove worth the effort.

Sincerely yours,

ol € i i



December 10, 1946

Dear Mr. Bell: Thank you very much for your recent
letter. Since neither Rev. Kellermann
nor Mr. Hobgood have written us for application blenks
I am taking the liberty of enclosing two sets with the hope
that you will get them to these two gentlemen in case they
do wish to apply for a fellowship. 1 am sorry that the
matter of the local Negro high school is something which
falls completely outside of our function as 2 national
foundution. As you probably know, the [irst years of the
Fund and Mr. Rosenwuld's origlnal interest were centered
on a program of help to construct thousauds of Negro schools
in the southern states. This program was closed out a
number of years ago, and I see no chance that ve will re-
enter the fleld, particularly in view of the fact that the
Fund is epproeching ite final years. I hope that when the
book ig published you will drop me e« cerd.

Sincerely,

WCHien
Enclosures = 2

!r.(Ed Bell —
lturf'raZM

Tennessee
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Ed Bell
820 E. State Street
Murfreesboro, Tenn.

TEE CM%HE TOWER
FePuAo
(Ne ¥+ Herald-Tribune, Jan. 18, 1034)

Iin Murfreesboro, Tennessee, on the Daily News-Journal a
boy in his early twenties writes & column that will make its
author & man much telked of in the future us a writing fellow.
fils name is %d Bell, end his column now two years old, is his
first writing joge One of hils pleces follows:

An afternoon in February with yellow winter sunshine
coming down the small hill on South Walout and reflecting
agcross the shanties of [lackbottom...A greet bony Negro woman
rocking on the porch of a house at the bottom of the hill, a

dingy poodle dog at her feet, its belly tumrmed up to the friend-

1y sun...That wes when I first thought of this ¢olumn--a long

.-—-“_.&‘-_‘)A



E4 Bell 2

time ag0ee.]l remember it was Oeorge Washington's birthday
becsuse, when I acsked the old Negro to tell me a story, I
suggested that she should stick to the truth for once, the
occaslon being what 1t wes...And she told mo a taless..Aunt
Allce Kimbrough, who had been living ninety years, told me
about her youth, about when she was known as D'King, the
champion wrestler of anywhere there 1s.

She was the most wrestling fool that ever wore a shoe
polieh skin, and no man por woman could throw hor downees
Lxcept one man and she marrled hime...The folks came rom
500 and sometiwes 5,000 miles to see D'Kinge..They would
flock on the fences like blackbirds to watsh her grud them
up and lay them on the cold, cold ground...%hen a nigger
man or nigger woman got mean and talked too much, they eald,
"We get D'King to han'le you" and the bragger run away and
nover come back agalnee.

On D'Eing's wodding dey, when they were fixing her up
with fine clothes to merry the only man in the whole world
who ¢ould throw her down, & bigmouth yellow woman from the
north country come alonge.e.The yellow said she never been
throwed Ly anybodye..s"We get L'King to han'le you", the wed-
ding guests salde..But D'Eing wus & busy womsn...The barbe-
cue was cocked, Oeorge and the preacher walting...Ceorge
wagd her true lovoeses

U'ring told them to go tell that fool 'oman she had no
crow to plek with anybody anymore except Ceorgo...“he was




B4 Bell 3

not wrestling egain until she wae & married women...But her
father said, "You no 'oman less you kin."...Which mede her
courage rise up tlll she lald by her bridal vell and went
out to throw down the bigmouth yellow from the north coun-
tryeeeeShe mﬁdo one pass at her middle and threw her so hard
she hit the ground like & shook apple...Before the woman
could get up D'¥ing was back in the house resdy to marry the
only mane

p'Xing and her good friend who was name Casale Ann were
the strongest niggers enywhere there ls...They could stand
in & half bushel messure and shoulder three bushels of wheat...
if 0'Eing hesltated, her father said, "You no 'oman less you
kin."es+Then she lifted it without one word more.

She was the heslthiost pickaninny slave down In TexaS...
It was because she got 8o much sugar to eat...And the way she
got all the sugar was by busting her bare big toe against a
rock and running to the Missus to medecine 1t with turpentine
and sugare..D'King ate the sugar off the toe and got fat,

After her marriage to Ceorge Kimbrough, she settled down
becsuse (George done her zood...He never called her fool, or
liar like all the other niggers' husbands who called thelr
women overything but s cedar bushe..The night of the weddlng
there was happy doings at the white follke' house and D'King
and George got so meny chicken for presents they had to get
two somebodies to help carry them home... hey lived together
many years doing good and having seven children...0f these
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40 Farm Families
To Benefit By FSA

Sanitation Grants!

Health Department Here
Is Cooperating In The
New Program

$100 IS THE MAXIMUM

Screens, Protected Water
Supply, Available To

Small Farmers

About 40 Rutherford county farm
families will be provided protected
water supplies, screens and sani-
tary privies through a sanitation
program sponsored by the Farm
Security Administration in coopera-
tion with the County Health De-
partment, Thomas L. Link, county
FSA supervisor announced yester-
day.

Aids Small Farmres

He said that small farmers now
farming under the FSA’s rehabili-
tation program will be assisted
where it is necessary through loans
and grants to provide the sanitation
conveniences. :

“The idea is to help extend sani-
tation work already approved by
the State health authorities,” he
said, “but which the State of the
families themselves have not been
able to finance due to limited
funds.”

A maximum of $100 has been al-
lotted for each family and the
amount of aid each receives will
be determined by a survey of their
needs.

The program will be carried out
by the FSA supervisor working in
cooperation with E. R. Smith, coun-
ty sanitarium.

Miss Sarah Abernathy, District
Home Supervisor of the FSA, Nash-
ville, came here last week to con-
fer with Link and Smith.

The program includes the instal-
lation of 16-mesh screens for fly
and mosguito protection.

Some of the reasons for these

~— "#pvices were listed as follows: To

aid families in rural distriets in ob-
taining facilities which they have
not previously had because of limit-
ed funds; to get at the roots of some
of the social and economic ills ex-
isting in certain rural areas; and to
protect Farm Security Administra-
$+iom loane 1o small farmers. that is.

Fine Night For Planes

(An Editorial)

It is strange about the white cat and the old dog. Once they were
bitter enemies. When she was a kitten he kept her up a tree most of
the night. Crouched in the grass he looked upward all night, his eyes
shining, whimpering for her blood. But she grew older and develop-
ed claws and sharpened them on the bark of the tree when the dog
was not around, and one day when he almost had her she wheeled at
the base of the tree and ripped his nose with her new weapons. He
yowled in pain and rubbed his nose in the dirt.

They are friends now, or at least, they are respectful neighbors.
For two summers, when the soft nights come and the shell-backed bugs
crawl on the paving under the street lights, the white cat and the old
dog keep a peaceful watch over the neighborhood. She sits by the
fireplug on one side. Across the street, facing her, the old dog lies on
his belly, looking across, but never renewing the old feud. They watch
the midnight bugs crawl while the people are asleep in the wooden,
suburban houses and the old dog never shows fight unless sime strays of
his own kind come into the neighborhood to disturb the white cat

He has great respect for her, remembering the burning claws
across his nose, when he threatened her once too many times.

The radio talks about the war almost all the time now. &

The people become radio addicts more than ever. They regret to
get away from it at midnight, or after, and some of them have placed
the small cigar-box radios by their bedsides to listen en until the
gray comes at the windows and the birds begin to whistle outside.

At noon the announcer says to use a certain kind of soap to wash
your hair and keep it healthy. Then he tells of 125,000 Dutch soldiers
being killed in four days and that the President, or Secretary of State,
has made another speech of protest that civilization will vanish if the
Germans are not stopped. Use this kind of soap and preserve your

hair, he warns. If we are all to be torn and dissolved by fire and
(Continued on page 4)

J R. Shelton, Confederate
Veteran, Rites Wednesday

Aided Gen. N. B. Forrest|
In Pursuit, Capture,
Of Col. Streight

Jesse Ransom Shelton, 96, who
rode with General Nathan Bediord
Forrest’'s cavalry in his youth, died
at his home near Beech Grove Tues-

Liquor Runner Bound

Over To Federal Grand

William (Buck) Riat, who spent

county jail last week following his

day morning.

He was one of the three surviv-
ing Confederate veterans in this
county.

Enlisting in the Confederate army
at 18, he was'supposed w0 join the
infantry but Forrest's picturesque
band came by Hoover's Gap and he
went along and served in the fa-
mous Starnes regiment, Fourth
Tennessee Cavalry.

He was with Forrest on the fam-
ous pursuit and capture of Col
Abel D. Strelghl May 4, 1863 Be-

e

gallons of whiskey by Patrolmen
W. T. Shelton and J. V. Orr, was|
bound over to the Federal Grand
Jury by United States Commission-
er Lee Bmck Wednes
‘He was charged wig;gpomés‘icn
and transportation of non-taxpaid
whiskey. He made bond of $500.
According to federal oficers, Riat,

a number of jail and federal peni- |
tentiary sentences on liquor charges
and is already under bond for al-
leged liguor hijacking, federal li-
anor and State vehiele traffic law

Jury By Commissioner |

a night and day in the Rutherford

capture in Coffee county with 165‘

who lives in Nashville has served!

IMovmg Pictures To!
Be Taken During

Tony Sudekum, Owner Of |
Theatre Chain, To |

Make Newsreel
TRA[L IS ANNOUNCED

Rlde Will Begin At Old GETS BERRY’'S OKAY
T Sky Harbor Airport; R e——
| 'Program Will Include

14 Mil=s Long X
Driveways And Lake
Moving pictures of the Midsiate ' =
Goodwill Ridathon to be held June | Dam Extension

‘4. will be made anc shown through i A $55
‘out the Crescent Amusement Co. BRIy L i

' | co -
Vihostre ‘craie nstruction, beautification and re

it was announced !
inforcing the dam at Lake Bodnar
j bk week by the Rutherford ! has been tentatively approved for

|ty Walking Horse CE ponsor Of the Veterans Hospital by Col. Har-

{the event.
é\at Tony Sude- | ‘ry S. Berry, State WPA administrat-

i The sponsors said
'kum, owner of theltheatre chain, °T Sam Jared, Jr.. manager of the
' ,hospital announced this week.

{had assured them that his houses

| would show newsreels of the ride. Application for the grant and
!They also said that newspapers'pla"s for the projects have been
| throughout the area had been con- | 'sent to Washington for final ap-
\ tacted and had promised to cooper- i proval.
ate in advertising the program. |
! -300 Riders Expected i If the grant is made the n-ojects
| At a meeting of the horse supply | undertaken will include further
committee Tuesday night, called by : beautification of the grounds, com-
|the chairman, S. F. Houston, plans  pletion of the streets and walkways,
twere discussed for securing horses @ road around the entire facility
[ for the first Ridathon spénsored by |grounds that is called for in the

$55 000.00 Appropriation
For Facility Waits
Final Approval

Projects Planned

|the Walking Horse Assocation of |original plans, road to the filtration 2

! Rutherford County. ‘plant and piggery, soil erosion
| Houston estimated that there projects and reinforcement and ex-
| would be as many as 300 riders to |tension of the dam at Lake Bordnar
.enter the Ridathon, representing {on the hospital site, Jared said.
Rutherford and the neighboring! Dr. Richard L. Harris, chief med-
|counties of Middle Tennessee. The |ical officer at the hospital announc-
chairman stated that several coun-'!ed that a course of lectures was
ties of the area would send both |started Monday for women inicrest-
iders and horses fo participate in | ed in becoming members of the
the event. The owners of famous | i Gray Ladies Corps of the American
prize walking horses, he said would TRi:ti Cross. Sixteen lecturers will
be sent here. _ |be included in the course and they
Riders would be supplied with will be given by members of thé
thorses for the day for the sum of | hospital | staff.
|33 each, Houston said, and all those | T grganization is a part of the
}wmhmg to make mm'mﬂ -Tugh l Red Cross service and was given
do so by applying fc "”‘" lso lL"‘.he {3 Gray Ladies by the po-
| requests mm" > godntinued or page 6 I
{lend for the occasion | =

| mediately. -

Trail Annognced ' Twenty-Nine Complete
| T. E. Hord, chairman of the trail, Red Cross First Aid
Courses Here Recently

seehi!nn:n-

committee, announced that the |
route mapped out for the riders to'
‘follow will begin at the old Sk)'
Harbor airport on the Nashw]le
| Highway. over the Jefferson road ! conducted by the local chapter of
$n the Flarenre Bantict Chiaeech (the Red Cross 18 peonle nassed

In two first aid classes recently

1§ et | thd -call forfreliet inthe cvﬁn

|States for the relief of the war-torn
|countrles has been sent out bv Nor l

4

COMING HERE

FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT ~

War Religf Drive Is
Started In County

Red Cross Raising Funds
To Aid Invaded Lands;
Quota $1,400

R. T. Bell, who has been named
county  chairman of the American
Red Cross war relief drive by Wade
Stockard, chairman of the Red
Cmss of Rutherford county, siates

fries of Holland, Belgium and L
emburg has been met with splendid
response from the people of Ruther- |

ford county.
The emergency eall 1or $10.000,000
from /the people of the United

B
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RooseveltPlansToAttend
Midstate Ridathon H ogpital Dedication Here

‘Sometime In August’ Is
Probable Date—Plans
To Be Changed

TALKSWITH SENATOR

Jewell Predicts Event Will
Draw Crowd Of
100,000 Or More

President Roosevelt will come to
Murfreesboro, probably sometime in
August, for the dedication of the
Veterans hospital, John J. Jewell

Jr., general chairman of the cele-
bration program announced yes-
terday.

Jewell was advised that the Presi-
dent would be here by a letter from
Senator Kenneth D. McKellar, who
said that he had talked with him
the morning of May 14 and that
Roosevelt had stated that Murfrees-
boro would be included in his
Southern itinerary.

Date To Be Changed

“He expects to go to the Great
Smoky Mountains National Park,
perhaps in August to dedicate the
park, then to Chattancoga to de-
dicate the dam and on to Murfrees-
boro to dedicate the hospital,” Me-
Kellar stated. :

The date for the dedication had
been tentatively set for July 4, but
Jewell announeced that the Manager
Sam Jared Jr.,, the Veterans Ad-
ministration and the local sponsors
had previously agreed to change
it to meet the convenience of the
president, should he decide to
come.

well and Edgar Cherry, exe-
cutive secretary for the dedication
program, stated that the President
would brmg at least 100,000 people
I 5

“That is a conserva!ive aﬁmate"
- | they said.

“All plans have been held in
abeyance until we could hear fom
the President,” Jewell said. “We
know now what we have to do. It
will be a big job, but we will have
more time, Instead of building a
platform for 300 people, we will
need one now for 2.000



ty sanitarium.

Miss Sarah Abernathy, District
Home Supervisor of the FSA, Nash-
ville, came here last week to con-
fer with Link and Smith.

The program includes the instal-
lation of 16-mesh screens for fly
and mosquito protection.

Some of the reasons for these

ESrvices were listed as follows: To

aid families in rural districts in ob-
taining facilities which they have
not previously had because of limit-
ed funds; to get at the roots of some
of the social and economic ills ex-
isting in certain rural areas; and to
protect Farm Security Administra-
tion loans to small farmers, that is,
to make loans sounder by protect-
ing the health of its borrowers.

Jasper W. Mankin
Dies At Hospital

Services Held Wednesday
For Midland Trader
And Landowner

Funeral services for Jasper W.
Mankin, 59, who died at Rutherford
hospital Tuesday morning at seven
o'clock, were conducted Wednesday
afternoon at his home in Midland
by Elder Clyde Gleaves.
was in Evergreen cemetery under
the direction of Woodfin & Moore.

Mr. Mankin was a large landown-
er and trader. The son of John and
Mattie Morgan Mankin, he was
born and reared in the 24th Tis-
trict. In December 1904, he was
married 'to Miss Bertha Spence and
had lived at Midland ever since,
He was a member of the New Zion
Church of Christ.

Surviving are his wife; a broth-
er, Ellis Mankin of Dayton, C.; two
sisters, Mrs. Beulah Mallard and
Mrs. Florence Jernigan both of
Nashville and several nieces and
nephews.

Burial ,

rode wiin aeneral ivatnan beaiora
Forrest's cavalry in his youth, died
at his home near Beech Grove Tues-
day morning.

He was one of the three surviv-
ing Confederate veterans in this
county.

Enlisting in the Confederate army
at 18, he'was"supposed 16 join the
infantry but Forrest’s picturesque
band came by Hoover’s Gap and he
went along and served in the fa-
mous Starnes regiment, Fourth
Tennessee Cavalry.

He was with Forrest on the fam-
ous pursuit and capture of Col
Abel D. Streight May 4, 1863. Be-
ginning at Spring Hill, Tennessee
the chase led into North Alabama
and after jumping the quarry r.ear
Sand Mountain, a three-day run-
ning fight followed along the Black
Warrior river.

Shelton recalled one of the most
famous stories of the War between
the States—that of Emma Sanson,
young Southern girl, who directed
General Forrest to a secret ford
after Streight had emplaced guns
covering what he believed was the
only crossing point.

Forrest was enabled to capture
Streight, 1,640 men and equipment
with about 420 men and Shelton
was among that number.

Near Sparta he had his horse
killed beneath him and then he fell
a vietim of typhoid fever at Lovdon
and was cared for by a Union sym-
pathizer. He was permitted to

(Continued on page 4)

Services Are Conducted

For William G. Walker

Funeral services for William
Gleaves Walker, 23, who died of a
self-inflicted shotgun wound ~t his
home in Antioch Monday afternoon
were conducted at the Fosterville
Church of Christ Wednesday by
Elder Calloway Todd. Services
were under the direction of Wood-

fin & Moore

Midstate Band Festival
To Return Hereln 1941

Sponsors Plan Two-Day
Program, Concert By
350 ‘All-Stars’

Murfreesboro will be host to the
Middle Tennessee Band Festival
again next year, Edgar Cherry, sec-
retary of the Chamber of Com-
merce announced yesterday

At a meeting of the Executive
Committee of the Middle Tennessee
School Band Association in Nash-
ville Wednesday night it was voted
to return the festival to Murfrees-
boro which had its first last month.

Expansion Planned

The committee also planned to
expand the third annual festival
into a two-day event estimated that
at least 35 bands, representing be-
tween 2,000 and 2500 school musi-
cians, would take part.

The tentative date was fixed at
Friday and Saturday of the third

(Continued on page 8)

Central Band To Leave
For Cotton Carnival
This Morning

Central high school's 73-piece
band will leave this morning at
seven o’clock for Memphis to take
part in the annual Cotton Carnival

The band, directed by C. H. Hill
of Nashville, was invited to the big
festival several months ago as the
result of a wvisit here last fall by
a Memphis citizen who saw the io-
cal musicians perform at a football
game and was impressed to the ex-
tent of recommending them to the
Carnival sponsors.

Away Three Days

It will be a three-day trip and the
group will be accompanied by Hill,
J. C. Mitchell, Edgar Cherry, Mrs.
N. D. Brown, Mrs. Kirk Webb and
Mrs. J. C. Kelton.

This afternoon the band will give

(Continued on page 8)
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MASER ABUERS Al WhoSSPEDt i ine event. The omBet=aof }amous?E;m Ladies Corps of the American
a night and day in tne Rutherford | prize walking horses, he said would Red Cross. Sixteen lecturers will
county jail last week following his be sent here. ¢ | be included in the course and they
capture in Coffee county with 165 Riders would be suppli will be given by members of the
gallons of whiskey by Patrolmen |horses for the day for the sum of hospital staff.

W. T. Shelton and J. V. Orr, was $3 each, Houston said, and all those | e organization is a part of the
bound over to the Federal Grand | wishing to make reserva gk Cross service and was given
Jury by United States Commission- | do so by ap lying to himi Also, b ‘-Be:,--'-\e Gray Ladies by the pe-
er Lee Brock Wednesday. _‘P:mm;ts %{hﬁz&fﬂ*ﬂfi& fh‘ Continued o1 page ;
‘He was charged with possession |lend for the to'see him :

and transportation of non-taxpaid |mediately.

whiskey. He made bond of $500. Trail Announced |
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Twenty-Nine Complete

According to federal oficers, Riat,| T. E. Hord, chairman of the trail. Red Cross First Aid
who lives in Nashville has served |committee, announced t the |
a number of jail and federal peni- route mapped out for the riders to | Cnurses Here Recently

tentiary sentences on liguor charges 'follow will begin at the ol
and is already under bond for al- |Harbor

Sky

5 fi i 1
airport o the Ndshville In two first aid classes recently

conducted by the local chapter of

leged liquor hijacking, federal li- |Highway, over the Jeffersoh road
quor and State vehicle traffic law |to the Florence Baptist Church, |the Red Cross 16 people bassed
violations. lalong the Nashville

through Hick’s lane and JoeBond's land 13 completed the advanced
lane across Overall creek to fAsbury | T A M iatar Tok
Church, then to Emest Ismith-.s | course, . % o0re, mMsSIructor 1o

NOClueS Uncovered on the Manson road andi bd. Stones | the classes announced yesterday

River National Park as faf as the Seven employees of Wilson & Co.

In Farm R bbe | Confederate monument at McFad- | passed the standard course and six
0 T :;‘ ‘den's Ford. | completed the advance course. Bell

. Lunch will be served at Mitchell's | 3ros- Lumber Co. had two men to
? [complele each course.

| wr t d Ogra;
Tv‘vo Men :I'hl,-eaten, Rob | woods At Spat - 1" ime  fondwiag * compleled: e
Uncle Bllly Mallard = standard course—Patrol-

h'rhwa?.-ihe standard course on Instruction

| courses,

[man W. T. Shelton, Homer Pittard,

At Peak’s Hill

Investigation pf the early morn- Tucker, Johnnie

| Hasting, Alsie
ing robbery of W. E. (Uncle Rilly) ,Flmeral Thlll‘Sda)"Leggs Sara Johnson, Martha Lee,

| { lton, W. O. Wall, Mrs. W. O.
Mallard, 78, at Peak’s Hill near #:;11 KMeatoryu wDrake x Roys King
Readyville Thursday by two men, Sharpesville Woman Dies| jpert Cattey and Wilson Gil.
appeared at a dead end last night: At Home Following 1espie. Advanced course — Pit-

when Sheriff G. W. Thompson re- | L‘)ng Illness |tard, Patrolman Shelton, Richard
turned from a day’s search in the |Sewell, Sara Johnson, Martha Lee,

g o : John Kelton, W. O. Wall, Mrs. W. O,
vicinity and reported no clues. ! Fux}era} servwes_ for Mrs. Lena iWall, Mary o S RO Tanes

Mallard told the Sheriff that the Bowling, 66, who died at hel: nome!‘Hasting, Albert Caffey, and J. J.
two ‘men came to his £ home’)near Sharpesville Tuesday night at | Victory.

: i 11 o'clock after a long illness, were | =
about 12 miles from Murfreesboro, | conducted! ot i the: &8 ille Flowres Show

between one and two o'clock and, ! Church of Christ Thursday morn- |
calling him by his nickname, asked |ing at ten o'clock by Joe Homer} The doors of the annual spring
to use ihs telephone. They said Netherland. Burial was in Eve_rgreen ' flower show sponsored by the Mur-
their car was stuck in the mud. ;:r:;ifg ;T;;mthe direction of | freesboro Garden Club will open to
Mrs. Mallard was the only other She was the widow of M. W Bow. | .he public at 1 p.m,, at the Woman’s
a ) 5 ? | Club, is the annoncement made by
person at the home. ling who died eight years ago and,MrS Cicil Bliod: chaltaani ok the
The two men entered, blew out Was & member of the Sharpesville | it Other details of the show
the light, cut the telephone wire ¢RUrch of 5t and a list of flower classifications
and asked for the couple’s money,  SUrviving are two daughters, Mrs. will be found on another page of

s . Jordan Elrod of Lascassas and Miss
threate th =
ning them with death, Mal {Lavada Powhmg of Llicktown. the paper.

Mrs. Lena BOW]ingiRichard Sewell, J. J. Victory, James .

Quota $1,400

R. T. Bell, who has been named
county chairman of the American
Red Cross war relief drive by Wade
Stockard, chairman of the Red
Cross of Rutherford county, sisfes
idat thé. call for reiset in the codn-
tries of Holland, Belgium and Lux-
emburg has been met with splendid
response from the people of Ruther-

ford county.

The emergency call 10or $10.000,000
from the people of the United
States for the relief of the war-iorn

| countries has been sent out by Nor-

man Davis, head of the national
chapter in Washington, D. C. and the
quota set for this county is $1.400.

To assist in the drive, Mr. Bell has
asked the following to receive dona-
tions in their communities: Mur-
freesboro—C. E. Watson, C. B. Hug-
gins Jr., Mrs. J. K. Marshall and
Mrs. T. A. Robertson; Smyrna—
Frank Peyton, W. B. Jordan and
Mrs. Nell Coleman; Lascassas—
Mrs. Hollis Donnell ; Milton—MTrs.
J. W. Matthews: Eagleville—H. K.
Stephenson; Dilton—N. W. Del-
bridge; Manchester road—Ramsey
Snell; Rockvale—Doc Burns.

The telegram received from Nor-
man Davis, concerning the call for
emergency relief, follows:

With the invasion of Holland,
Belgium and Luxumburg the war
has entered a phase which will in-
evitably and ai once bring wide-
spread and appalling suffering to
millions of helpless men, women and
children. In order to inaugurate
widespread relief measures the
American Red Cross is at cnce
launching a campaign for a mini-
mum war relief fund of ten million
dollars. Your chapter quota is 1400.-
00 dollars. Please at once mobil-
ize the entire leadership of your
chapter and community in ¢ der
that your quota may be raised and
exceeded without delay. Chapters
may retain fifteen percent of col-
ections to cover their local war
relief expenses. Letter of instrue-
tions follows.

lard said. | g :
“We told them we didn’t have any | Tenn,; two sons, John Bowling of

» | Phoenix, Ariz., and Wilson Bow- | =
mc;{ney._ -, ling of Lascassas; a brother, El-:S B CI 'rlst y
e said they ransacked the house. bert (Hiitohinson of reaiE el -~
Then, he 5"’“‘,1’ 'they carried AWAY | three grandchildren and a nephew. |
a trunk containing about $35, n-| pallbearers were Charlie Dill,

Is Honored

At Hospital Observance

cluding an aged $20 bill. The trunk | pom “Dill. Porter McKnight Ed

also held some old notes and other |Kerr, The unveiling of a portrait of the

papers. Sheriff Thompson said tha'.t
he had some hope of tracing do i
the robbers through the $20 bill, but
otherwise he was up against a blari \
wall. [

Aiding in the investigation were
Deputies C. C. Broyles, Herbert Nic-
Clanahan and the Sheriff's son,
Deoris.

Executive Committee

Meeting Called

Dr. W. T. Robison, chairman of
the Rutherford County Democratic |
Executive Committee, yesterday
called a meeting of the committee |
to be held in the Circuit Court i00m |

and H. R. Craddock.

Mrs. Dovie ﬁallard |
Funeral Wednesday

|
Funeral services for Mrs. Dovie |
Mallard, 37, who died at her home |

afternoon at four o'clock by the |
Rev. B. B. Pennington. Burial was '
in Evergreen cemetery under the'
direction of Woodfin & Moore.

The daughter of Willlam H. and |
Nancy Hopkins Pendergrass, she!
was born and reared in Coffee
county.

Surviving are a son, Fred Cook |

Hugh Gamble, Jim Dickens :
al

te S. B. Christy was the main
feature of open house held at Ru-
therford Hospital Monday after-
noon, from two to four o’clock. The
program observing National Hos-
pital Day was sponsored by the
Women's Auxiliary to Rutherford
Hospital of which Mrs. D. L. Led-

| Tuesday after a short illness, "were | better is president.
'conducted at her home Wednesday |

Speakers Presented

The ceremony took place on the
east porch of the hospital with Mrs.
Ledbetter presiding and introducing
the speakers. S. F. Houston, chair-
man of the administrative boatd, in
his welcome address expressed ap-
preciation of their presence and
evidenced the hope of a continued
understanding between the people

May 22 at 2 p. m. Purpose >f the | Mallard; four sisters, Mrs, Will Cor- | and the hespital. He stated tha: he
meeting will be selecting delegatesinelius. Mrs. Maggie Webb, Mrs.fwished this spirit of cooperation
Mary Marsh and Mrs. Belle Herrod ; [might be increasingly manifested

to the Democratic convention inl
Nashville June 20, and to select a

| County Primary Board.

two brothers Charles and ():-s.n;-.aarl
Pendergrass, all of Murfreesboro.

throughout the county in the fu-
ture.

Dr. W. T. Robison, member of
the staff ,was presented and spoke
on “The Hospital’s Relation to the
Community.” He mentioned the ad-
vantages of the institution to the
medical profession and to the com-
munity in general, and emphasized
the improved conception toward the
funetion of the hospital on the part
of the public. He pointed out that
it was the desire of the institution
to treat as many worthy needy cas-
25 /as possible. He gave statistics
on the number of babies born at
the hospital since its founding in
1927 and the number of patients
treated.

Dr. J. B. Black, head of Ruther-
ford County Health Unit, gave a
tribute to' S. B. Christy, late presi-
dent of the Board of Directors of
the hospital and chairman of the
administrative board, who was in-
strumental in getting the hospital

(Continued on page 8)

had previously agreed to change
it to meet the convenience of the
president, should he decide to
come,

‘well and Edgar Chesry, exe-
cutive secretary for the dedieation
program, stated that the President

would bring at 100.000

“That is a conservative estimate,”
they said. :

“All plans have been held in
abeyance until we could hear f om
the President,” Jewell said. “We
know now what we have to do. It
will be a big job, but we will haye
more time. Instead of building a
platform for 300 people, we will
need one now for 2,000.”

It was announced that the heads
of all committees would be called
to meet next week to work out
plans for the activities of each com-
mittee and to set up tentative bud-
gets.

McKellar's letter was the first in-
dication here that Roosevelt had
postponed his Southern trip because

(Continued on page 8)

Services éonducted
For Cant Jacobs, 73
Was Fatally Injured Here

Sunday Night When Hit
By Automobile

Funeral services for Cant Jacobs,
73, Rutherford county’s fourth traf-
fic fatality of the year, who ilied at
Rutherford hospital Tuesday morn-
ing at 8:30 o’clock, were conducted
at the Todd cemetery Wednesday
afterncon at 1:30 o'clock by the
Rev. Woodrow Medlock. Woodfin
& Moore had charge.

Mr. Jacobs was fatally injured
when he was struck by an automo-
bile on East Main street near the
Church of Christ Sunday evening.
City Policemen Claude Vance and
Ernest Carlton, who investigated,
said that Jacobs had apparently
walked from behind a parked ma-
chine and into an automobile driv-
en by William Smith of the Man-
son pike.

According to the officers, Smith
said that he did not see Mr. Jarohs
before the accident and believed
the rear of the car struck him.

The son of Benton and Sally Ja-
cobs, he was born and reared near

(Continued on page 8)

Three Negroes Ask
$30,000 Damages

Three damage suits totaling $30,-
000 were filed in Circuit Court
Wednesday against J. C. Jacobs and
the Comer Produce Co., of Morrison.

Three Negroes, Willie Alsup, Joe
Childress and Joe Batey, are claim-
ing $10,000 each for injuries alleged-
ly suffered when a truck rammed
the wagon on which they were rid-
ing two and a half miles on the
Shelbyville road May 13.

Childress received head injuries,
Alsup, injuries on the head. back
and face and Batey, a lacerated leg,
back and sides.

A mule was killed.




TWO

RUTHERFORD COURIER, MURFREESBORO.

TENNESSEE

FRIDAY, MAY 17, 1940

Uncle Dave

Returns

From Hollywood, Cal

KITTRELL, Tenn—Uncle Dave
Macon return.d home last Monday
from a three week’s stay in Holly-
wood, Calif., where he has been en-
gaged in the filming of a picture
entitled “The Grand Ole Opry.”
The picture is scheduled to be re-
leased within four or five weeks.

Mr. and Mrs. John T. Brown, Mr.
and Mrs. Jack Jarrett and ifdiss Et-
tie Elliott enjoyed an outing last
Wednesday night.

Mr. and Mrs. Tom K. Woods, of

Eyes Examined,
Glasses Fitted

TIME. PAYMENTS
Easily. Arranged _at
No Extra.Charge

CONSULT
DR. G. M. KIMBLE

OPTOMETRIST

W.R.Rell & Son

JEWELERS and OPTICIANS
1879 1940
ON THE SQUARE
OVER 60 YEARS

Readyville, spent Sunday with Mr.
and Mrs. Willie Ready and family.

The following young people en-
joyed an outing last Sunday after-
noon: Misses Willie, Iva and Eve-
lyn Brashears:; Ellen and Audria
Richardson; Vera Ready, Doris Til-
ford. Vesta Blair, June Richard-
son, Donald Brashears, Gene Ready,
J. D. and Sam Macon. Hoyt San-
ford, Charles Alsup, Charles Rich-
ardson, Tommie Tilford, J. R. Ar-

Elmer Winters.
Alvis Richardson was the Sunday
dinner guest of Paul Macon.

week end with her sister, Miss Bob-
bie Friend of Nashville.

Charles and Harry Alsup of Mur-
freesbore spent Sunday afternoon
with Douglas Brown.

Mrs. H. Wilson and children and
Mrs. T. C. Youree and son, of Nash-
ville were the Sunday guests of
Mr. and Mrs. R. H. Sanford and
family.

a lengthy visit with relatives in
Tullahoma.

John T. Brown spent Sunday in
Nashville.

Robert Moody was the recant

ville.

¢ children spent Sunday with Mr. and
Mrs. Robert Moody and family.

Miss Doris Tilford was the Sun-
day dinner guest of Miss Audria
Richardson.

Bill Flynn, who 1s employed by
Ragland-Potter at Crossville, is =iow
at home with his parents, Mr. and
Mrs. W. B. Flynn and family.

PLUMBING

1014 N. Maple Street

AND ELECTRICAL WORK

BATHROOMS INSTALLED ON
EASY TERMS
See Our Electric and Plumbing Displays

W. DD HAYNES

- HEATING

Phone 277

-
L

-

rolr rarmer-

GIVE CREAM
The Proper Care . . ..

nold, J. W. O'Neil, Pete Bingham, |

Mrs. John T. Brown spent the

Hoyt Sanford has returned from |

week end guest of his sister in Nash- !

Mr. and Mrs. Homer Moody and:

|
Mr. and Mrs. Buford Bailey and |end in Nashville.
daughter, Peggy Joyce of Murfress- ‘ Gerald Jordan spent several days
boro, spent Sunday with Mr. and |in Nashville with his aunt Mrs. W.

Mrs. Tom Jernigan and family. lc p
| C. Patterson and Mr. s0n.
Mrs. Altie Northcutt, Mrs. Powell | Har:ﬁspast:::;l:n the

Hall and daughter, Elizabeth, visit- | 15 ffabel Harms < gt
ed Mrs. J. A. Thompson of Sharp 2s- ‘ e s,

ville, Sunday aftérnoon. 1] '.f'm‘ll-i!ssq B‘t:ssie Ac_!c_o._ck of Bell Buck-
Howard Jones, Susie Belle Jones.‘}i o% heen S STUNNE o Shtihel
Irene Jones, Margaret Murray of =
Floraton, and Ruby Caffey. spent| Mr. and Mrs. Bernice Tucker of
?unday :’;‘h i‘“’- and Mrs. Sam | Murfreesboro were Sunday guests
ones and lamily. jof Mr. and Mrs. Frank Tucker.
Graduation exercises were held| A1 are invited and urged to at-
Thursday evening, May 9th. Those tend the meeting at the schocl
receiving diplomas were Nannie

building on May 20. Sandwiches|the Home Ec. Club luncheon at S.
and drinks will be served, some en-'T. C. Saturday.

tertainment and a speaker. This! i

will help the school kitchen pro-;In the Circuit Court at Murfrees-
ject in celebrating the national! boro. Tennessee.

| No. 351 Ref. Dkt

week, |
L. D. CRESON
Vs,
HESTER (BUSH) CRESON

Mr. and Mrs. Powell Brothers |
and Shirley were guests Sunday ofg
Mr .and Mrs. John Coop near BelIi
Buckle. i In this cause, it appearing from

J. P. Stone of Miami, Florida, a;the bill which i1s sworn to, that
| brother of Mrs. D. E. Brothers, has : Hester (Bush) Creson, is a non-
!returned home after a weeks visit. ' resident of the State. She is, there-
Mrs. Tom D. Gilmore attended fore, hereby required to appear, on

or before the Third Monday of
June, next: before the Judge of
the Circuit Court at the Courthouse
in Murfreesboro, and make defense
to the bill filea against her in said
Circuit Court by L. D. Creson, or

otherwise the bill will be taken for
confessed. It is further ordered
that this notice be published for
four consecutive weeks in the
Rutherford Courier.

J. MURFREE O'BRIEN,
Circuit Court Clerk.

Belle Jones, Ruby Caffey, June Ar-|

rowsmith, Mable Bowling, Delores
| Ready, Ruby Ray, Willie Brashear,
Henrietta Benson, Hucky Caf[:y,}
James Martin Bell, William Mec-

Knight, Carl Overall and Elvis Jer- |
nigan. Those receiving medals|

‘‘I'M GLAD MY OLD MAN CAME TO

were: Best girl athlete, Nannie
Belle Jones; best boy athlete, Carl |
Good; scholarship, Nannie Belle
| Jones; D.A.R., Ruby Ray; best|
Eschool spirit. John Flynn and Nina |
i Kerr. Mabel Bowling was the win- |
ner of the medal given by the Ro-
i tary Club.

Mr. and Mrs. Martin of Corbin, |
| Ky., are visiting J. M. Brashear and
| family.

Miss Emma Jane Benson spent
| Thursday night and Friday with
Mr. and Mrs. Acey Nesbitt. |

'PICTURES FOR MAY
ARE ANNOUNCED AT
PRINCESS THEATRE |

Here are listed motion pictures
{that are comizZ %o the Princess'
| Theatre, Murfreesboro, month of
!May. They are all outstanding pro- g
i ductions, you will want to see;
them. Watch for the dates of their
jshowi.ng. |
i Week Of May 20 !
i “Primrose Path,” with Ginger|
| Rogers. Joel McCrea. i
“Farmers Daughter,” with Martha|
i Raye, Charles Ruggle. !
“My Son, My Son,” with Brian;
‘| Aherne, Madeleine Carroll.
| “Saga Of Death Valley,” with Roy |
| Rogers.
| “Hawaiian Nights,” with selected
i cast of stars. {
{ Week Of May 27 }_
| “My Favorite Wife,” with [rene
Dunn, Cary Grant, Randolph Scott. |
“Angels From Taxos,” wim kd-’
die Albert, Rosemary Lane, Wayne'
iMorris.
| “Buck Benny Rides Again,” with
Jack Benny, Rochester, Andy De-
vine.
“Kansas Terror,” with Three Mes-

|
|

guiteers.
“Meet Dr. Christian,” with Jear
Hersholt, Dorothy Levett. i

On each program selected short
subjects, Donald Duck, March of
Time. Graham McNamee News. Pic-
i torials, Traveltalks, Our Gang Com-
edies, Popeye the Sailor.

Fosterville Women Join
in Interesting Tour

QOf Davidson County §|

Il“Yes-

‘I Like Uncle Sam's
Country..."

It’s a dandy place to work, live and
rear a family! Fellows like me get a
whack at more of the good things of

life over here.

Siree!

“It's a grand and glorious feeling to awaken in the morning to the trilling of birds outside my win-
dow . .. and not the droning of warring planes and falling bombs! People in America are the hap-
piest and most care-free of any other nation in the world.

about 30c a gallon in France.

prices! No telling what it is now!

Take My Steady Customers

“Not one in a hundred makes a whopping big salary. Do you
think they could afford even to RUN cars in most other coun-
tries, let alone BUY them? Not on your life! Wiiy, I was
reading that gas costs about 33c a gallon in England. It's

In Germany it's about 55¢ a
gallon. And it’s about 72¢ a gallon in Italy . . . . Pre-war

T
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GIVE CREAM

The Proper Care.. ...
..and You'll Receive

BETTER PRICES

Follow the Few
Simple Suggestions
As Outlined
In This Ad
For Best Results

Keep all vessels clean by first washing in warm water and then
scalding them if possible. During the day have vessels exposed
to bright sun light, since the hot sunshine is a splendid disin-
fectant.

Just after the cream has been separated begin stirring in order
to get the animal heat out of the cream. This can be done while
the separator is being washed.

Never allow warm cream to be mixed with cream which has al-
ready been cooled. Wait until the fresh cream is cool before
mixing with older cream. Keep the cream in cold water if pos-
sible until time for delivery.

The separator, of course, should be washed thoroughly after
each separation.

Follow these simple rules and you have no idea how much bet-
ter quality of cream you will be delivering to your creamery,
and in this way you can receive a better price.

Rutherford County
Cooperative
Creamery

A. BEERNINK, Manager

| MOILIS,
| “Buck Benny Rides Again,” with
Jack Benny, Rochester, Andy De-
vine.

“Kansas Terror,” with Three Mes-
quiteers.

“Meet Dr. Christian,” with Jea»

4 { Hersholt, Dorothy Levett. =

On each program selected short
subjects, Donald Duck, March of
|Time. Graham McNamee News. Pic-
i torials, Traveltalks, Our Gang Com-
edies, Popeye the Sailor.

Fosterville Women Join
In Interesting Tour
QOf Davidson County

FOSTERVILLE,

Harvis, Mrs. Estil Adcock, Mrs. Will
S. Jarman, Mr. and Mrs. Guy Jor-
{dan, Mrs. John B. Lewis and Mrs.
Tom D. Gilmore joined with the
| Davidson County Better Homes la- |
jdies Friday on their tour in David- |
{son County, first seeing the lovely |
|flowers of the Dirt Dobbers--the

|owner is Thomas A. Wililams on |§

{Hill road at Brentwood, next the|
{ farm of Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Dyer on |
| Franklin road, seeing the new steel|
| barn. the museum and the lovely!
|home. Mrs. Dyer served ;)unch!
|and cake: next the beautiful garden
{of Mr. and Mrs. A. M. Burton on |
| the Hillsboro road.

John Adcock of near Christiana
jwas the guest of Mr. and Mrs. Estil |
: Adeock Monday. !

Mr. and Mrs. Will 5. Jarman were |
in Nashville Sunday to visit Wallace !
| Williams, who is in a hospuial. |
{ Mr. and Mrs. Guy Jrodan nndg
{ Mrs. John B. Lewis spent the week |

1
I
I

-TIRES-
RECAPPED
RETREADED
VULCAMNIZED
HOOD TIRES

J. W. GOSSETT, Mgr.
223 W. MAIN AT WALNUT

MURFREESBORO, TENN.
e e O e

-r‘"

Tenn. — Mrs. B
| Temple Williams, Mrs. Edmend !

r-u

Take My Steady Customers

“Not one in a hundred makes a whopping big salary. Do you
think they could afford even to RUN cars in most other coun-
tries, let alone BUY them? Not on your life! Wily, I was
reading that gas costs about 33c a gallon in England. It's
about 30c a gallon in France. In Germany it's about 55¢ a
gallon. And it’s about 72¢ a gallon in Italy . . . . Pre-war
prices! No telling what it is now!

“Ym‘l TiIE AVERAGE PRICE OF A—

GALLOYN of Pranded GAS in Murfreesboro
Is 15.1¢ -- With An Additional 8.4¢ for Taxes!

“Sure, one reason the price is SO LOW is that we've got plenty of oil in this country. But another
reason is taat the OIL COMPANIES HAVE NEVER QUIT TRYING TO FIND NEW WAYS OF

?_II‘Q#NGING DOWN THE COST OF GASOLINE, AND CONSTANTLY IMPROVING THE QUAL-

“Back in 1929, for instance, folks paid about 30c for a gallon of gas, without taxes, because it cost
more to make and distribute gasoline then. That's close to TWICE as much as you pay now without

taxes ... and you're getting a whale of a lot better gasoline, too!

“It seems to me it’s always been the idea in this country to make things BETTER and CHEAPER so
they can be spread around among more people—AND THAT IDEA IS STILL GOING STRONG!

“I'}M Also GLAD I LIVE In MURFREESBORQO -- the BEST
SPOT In AMERICA!

Glad to have the assurance of knowing my home is in Rutherford County, the
Carden Spot and Dairy Center of Tennessee. Glad to do business with the
finest people on earth! Proud and thankful for my many friends and wish
for many more. Glad to recommend the quality products that 1 distribute,
and request that you trade at—

Good GULI‘ SERVICE Stations

R. Y. MARTIN

Distributor

Murfreesboro, Tennessee
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- by SUSAN DULAIN
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fabrication, but, as there is to be a|

through the sea of happiness that

Peg Warrington has a theory that‘dance at the country club, Hank ar- |had been carrying her along, down

Adele Raymond's diffidence and
lack of personal charm is caused
by lack of romance. She and Hank
Raeburn plan to put the theory into
practice, basing their campaign up-
on the assumption that Barret Gay-
nor, wealthiest and most attractive
young man in town, has seen Adele
sunning her beautiful hair in the
garden and is enthralled. by_ her
loveliness. Of course, this is purast

FRANK
STALLINGS

CANDIDATE

FOR
STATE
SENATE

TWELFTH

SENATORIAL
DISTRICT
ELECTION

AUGUST 1,
1940

. ranges that Barret shall be Adele’s
|escort She is thrilled beyond
words.

Peg selects Adele’s frock and has
a haidresser attend her girl friend. |
The transformation is surprising—
Adele is really beautiful. She has |
taken Peg’'s words about Barret be- |
ing in love with her so seriously
that Peg has misgivings.

He does not believe her when she |

a beau and never was kissed. Adele
cannot understand Barret's re-
mark, “l suppose you’ll be telling
me next that you fell in love with
me on sight and had Peg ring me
in as an escort,” because Peg had

| just that. Disappointed, she asks to
go home.

Peg tries to help Adele by teil-
ing Barret that Adele is in love
with him. So the sophisticated Bar-
ret, believing that conquest will
cure an infatuation, showers Ade.2
with attention. It is when Adele ad-
mits her love for him and he an-

isn't it about time you got over it?”
that they realize. the_ nature _of
Peg’s plot.

| “Peg told you what?”
ret,
dropped the girl he still held in his
arms.

“She told me beftore I ever met

asked Bar-

Weren't—you?"” she pleaded.
Then it was that Barret set her

stuck his doubled fists
pockets and glared at her.

“Say! Just what is this?” he
wanted to know. “Who's playing
me for a fool—you or Peg?
why?”

with an expression like that if a

then slapped.

“Let's get this straight,” Barret|
continued. “Just what was it Peg
told you—and when did she t=1l it
to you?"”

Adele struggled with the lump in
her throat, that awful feeling of
sinking. sinking, sinking down

For Greater Results At Low Cost
Read And Use---
COURIER

Claccified Adeli. .-

confides in him that she never had |

told her Barret, himself, had done

swers, “l know. Peg told me. But

so surprised that he almost!

you that you were in love with me. |

very firmly on her own two Ieet.;
into his |

And |

Adele could only stare at him, |

into the very depths of despair,
Barret didn't love her at all! Final-
ly she managed words.

“It was—several days before I—
met you. She—came to the library
—and told me that you—that you—
had seen me drying my hair one
Sunday morning in the garden.
Against a background of holly-
'hocks. And that you—that you—
fell in love with my hair—"

Barret groaned, “Why?" he want-
‘ed to know. “Go on.”

“She said—that you had been
|urging Hank to introduce us—and
that he had promised you I would
go to the dance that night. Oh,
wasn't any of it true?” she pleaded.

“Not a word,” said Barret grim-
ly. *“And that night, after I had
taken you home, she told me that
| YOU had seen ME, and begged her
! to get us together—"
| “OH"™ Wailed Adele, covering her
|scarlet face with her hands. “How
| could she? and she’s my friend, too!
| What do you suppose she did it
{ for?™

“That's one thing we are going
to find out—right now,” said Bar-
ret, his eyes narrow and his jaw
'a grim line, “I've never been so
 thoroughly made a fool of in my
life.”

“But you said,” she remembered
suddenly, “that wou'd been resist-
|ing something so sccessfully. What
| was that? Did you mean—kissing
| me?”
| She was scarlet with embarrass-
| ment as she asked 1i, but she had
to know. Scmehow this morass of
Emisunderstanding had to be negoti-
ated.

“That was exactly it,”

el, in a flat tone.

“Well, then,” the girl stammered,
1 *1if you—wanted to kiss me—didn’'t
that mean—something?”

“Not necessarily,” said Barret,
more brutal in his rage at Peg than
he meant to be. “I told you that
| wvery first night that I was intrigued
by your tingling vitality, and that
I wonderea what your kiss would
be like. But you told me—and so
(did Peg—that you had never Leen
|kissed And I wasn't going to be
ithe man who taught you to play
| with kisses.”

“Oh!" a ghost of a wail, it was.
| “But youve been so—so devoted.”
| “I know,” said Barret more gent-
{ly. ‘But there’s an answer to that
| riddle, too. Come along. Lets go
and see what Peg has to say.”

said Bar-

~ride while £ taks*to her™

Silently they drove to Peg's I up with ten little lies, and presently

house, and because Hank was late |there are a mountain of lies that |
for their date, they found her cannot be undone. And so, when
alone. Peg took one look at the| Hank went away to find Barret and
white face of the trembling Adele, | Adele, that mountain of lies had
and almost died of fright. Some- | broken Peg’s engagement to Hank.
|thing serious had happened! And it, But Hank didn’t find Barret. He
must be serious to make Barret|and Adele had gone back fo Peg's
look like that. She knew very well house, and found Hank gone and
that if she were a man, Barret| Peg refusing to see them. Barret
would have invited her out onto the | had delivered Adele at her door,
lawn to take a beating. As it was, :isaid some bitter words, gone home
lshe paled with fright. Never had'and packed, and turned the nose of
she seen such rage on a man's face. | ms car east.
Barret thought he had been mali-| And four lovers suffered as cnly
ciously and delibedately made a-iovers can suffer when they are
fool of to provide sport for Feg, |separated from their beloved. Hank
and there is nothing in this world | tried and tried and tried to make
that makes a man so cruelly, re- Peg admit that she had lied. And
vengefully angry—if he has any | Peg, who thought that Hank would |
proclivities toward revenge in his | hate her worse for that fright that.
system. No wonder Peg was scared. | made her lie to Adele and BarreL
No wonder she defended herself the |refused to admit it.
only way she could think of. | Hank, of his own accord, went to
Barret recited his tale, and he |Adele and told her the truth about |
wanted to know— ]the day when he and Peg decided |
“Just why did you lie to both of | > experiment with love, an see if|
us?* ,1t could be artifically created be-
And, said Peg, as white as Bar- | tween her and Barret. He tried to
ret and Adele— square it with Barret, 100, by mail. |
“I didn't. I told you both the ex-; | But Barret had driven straight to |
act truth. I told Adele what you | New York, chucked his last semes-
said. And I told you what Adele  ter at the university for which he
said. And both of you know it.” had been studying all summ>=r, and
“Peg! That's not true!” they cried | taken the first boat to Erops.
in unison. ! There didn't seem to be anythig
“That makes you two liars,” lied | anybody could do—but go right on
Peg frantically. { suffering. All through the last hot
And nothing they could say I days of August. ~ll throgh the drag- |
would shake her story. | ging days of September, and Octob- |
“Wait till Hank comes,” said|.r and November and December. !
Peg. “Tll prove it by Hank.” It was worse for Adele than any |
They waited. Adele and Barret ,f them Peg hated all of them be-
rching each other’s eyes. Some- | cayse she had injured them—that !
body was lying. Both Adele and peing the way of human Pamrel
Barret knew that Peg was 1ying 10 | Hank was shaken out of his love |
one of them, but neither could angq longing for Peg, to some e\:-|
know that she was lying to both |iont by the awful knowledge that |
of them. ishe could lie and go on lying, no |
And Peg waited in worse trepi- matter how much she hurt others, |
dation than either of them. WouldJBu' Adele was the injured inno- |
Hank lie for her? He loved her. |cent. She had done nothing but be-
Surely he would back up her story. : lieve what she had been told, and
He wouldn't leave her in the jam |she had been mercilessly lied tc. |
her lies had got her into. And she| After Hank had told her thel
did it all for the best, too! She wasjstc:ry of his plan and Pegs for|
sure Adele and Barret would fall |bringing love to Adele, the girl|
1 love with each other and never| hought at first she would die of |
find out about the lies that had !shame. She had been so anxious for
thrown them together. Wasn't any- | love that she had thrown her heart |
thing fair in love? Of course! And |at the feet of 2 man to be use for|
here she was being made the goat a football. All her retiring mousi-
for trying to make two people hap- ness came back—a hundred fold.
py. It wasn’'t fair! ‘S"le crept from the little white cot- |
But when Hank came, and heard \ tage to the library and back agam i
the story that all three of them |and she went no place else.
tried to tell him at once, he had no-J And when the hurt eased up so!
thing to say. | that she ecould think coherently, /it
“Pm sorry not to be able tol|Was all perfectly clear. All ’thei
square this thing up,” said Hank. things Barret had said that first;
“But I haven't a thing to say. I|Right—about never seeing her be-
couldn't know of course, what |fore, about not knowing where she
i Barret said to Peg or what Adele [1ived, about not ever having seen
said to Peg. I never heard either the white cottage against its back-||
of you say anything to Peg on the |€round of trees—all of those fihings |
subject. If you'll let me talk to Peg|came back into memory. And all
alone, 1 think we can square the | the time she had thought it was

thing up. You two go for a 1ttle Barret who was lying! ‘
Oh, what a precious thing| truth

(WAX /|
APPLICATORS

Poor Hank was torn by his ioy-
alty to Peg and his part in the
thing, but at the same time ne was
I ssgusted at Peg's further lies.
"When Adele and Barret had gone,
he turned to her and said—

“Peg, you've got to sguare it
We'll have to tell them how w
i planned the thing in the beginning.
I don’t see why vou lied to them.

o

‘was! And what malicious, devas-

‘ating, deadly snakes lies were—

| striking out of the darkness with

no warning. And Peg wouldn't ad-
mit to a single one of the lies that
had wrecked four lives.

October, Novembper, December.
Chill, bleak days of heartbreak.
Adele never expected to be happy
again. She had the awfulest en.pty
feeling, is if Barret had drawn her
very heart from her body when he
weni away, as if the aching, throb-
bing void would never fill up.

(To Be Continued)
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child who has first been kissed and | o ety
then slapped.

“Let's get this straight,” Barret|
continued. “Just what was it Peg[by vour tingling vitality, and that
told you—and when did she tell it '1 wonderea what your kiss would
to you?” Ibe like. But you told me—and so

Adele struggled with the lump in dld Peg—that you had never been
her throat, that awful feeling of |kissed And I wasn't going to be

sinking. sinking, sinking down|the man who taught you to play

said Barret,
more brutal in his rage at Peg than
he meant to be. “I told you that

For Greater Results At Low Cost
Read And Use---
COURIER

Classified Ads

Rates 1/2c Per Word; 5 times for the price of 4. Minimum charge
per insertion, 25c. Low monthly card rates—investigate.

Phone 378 -—- Your Ad Will Be
Charged

i with kisses.”

I “Oh!" a ghost of a wail, it was.
j"Bul you've been so—so devoted.”
| "I know,” said Barret more gent-
].y. ‘But there’s an answer to that
|1 iddle, too. Come along. Le!'s g0
and see what Peg has to say’

Announcements
410 TAXI COMPANY

PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE
1192 W. College

CRICHLOW AGENCY
INSURANCE AND REAL ESTATE
List Your Property for Sale or Rent

WATCH, CLOCK and
JEWELRY REPAIR

GUARANTEED WORK
ADAMS

Located in ldeal Barber Shop,

DR. O. H. SIMS
Registered Optometrist
Eyes Glasses
Examined Fitted
Upstairs Courler Bullding
We do engraving—bring your
jewelry and silverware.

WANTED
HAY and CORN
Southeastern Flour
Company

Successors To
FARMERS MILL & GRAIN CO.

Phone 120 or 352

READY FOR BIDS: The building
committee of the Barfield Metho-
dist Church is ready to receive
bids on five Sunday School rooms.
For plans see E. M. WILCOX,
Eagleville, Tel. 24.

WANTED—Scrap iron, metals, rags,
bones, old magazines, ete.
FARMERS PRODUCE CO.,, 114 E.
Vine, Murfreesboro, Tenn.

MONEY TO LEND—on improved
farm land at low interest rate of
interest. J. H HANCOCK.

WOOL WANTED—See or phone
T. E. Kerr, Fosterville or H. R.
Smotherman, Murfreesboro.

PAINT AND WALLPAPER—Let
us do your painting or papering
with guaranteed satisfaction at
reasonable cost. Phone for ap-
pointment, 284-W—Jesse Nichols.

very first night that I was intrigued '

< ride while 1 talk t0 her.”
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Poor Hank was tern by his 10}'-
alty to Peg and his part in the
thing, but at the same time ne was
irsgusted at Peg's | further lies.
When Adele and Batret had gone,

=

“Peg. you've got fo square it
We'll have to tell them how we
planned the thing in the beginning.
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For Your l-lollday Tnp
TODAY'S BIG 3UY!

STANDARD TIRES

'I don't see why you flied to them,
,but 1 couldn’t very fwell step up . HERE'S the biggest tire | PICK YOUR SIZE AT THESE
and brand the girl I'm going to Do’ firs of the Veas? g .
marry as a liar. But ?ou "1l have to ?rzt § ¥ .Ju§ e Law P lces
admit it miss | —the fam_ons Firestone
l “I won't admit anything!” cried this : ‘ StaF‘d“d‘ Tffe! backed by a
| Peg wildly. “Adele DID come to me | %eml | written lifetime guarantee, at S1ZE Pl‘-{lls";’E Y%l;l P:Y
and tell me she was in love with offer | 25% discount from list price. &
WE’LL MAKE IT SING Barret. And Barret, DID come to . . . Yogi get extra protec}?nnn
Your motor is bound to be a bit §| .. .ng tell me he was in love with Wax Apphcato? with serving against blowouts because the § 4s00850-21_ $7,70 $5.58
’ siuggish due to the wear and | 5q010 pan makes waxing your floors ite bodv s made of buterted | STI5NA 7.95 | 5.78
tear of winter driving. Let us “Honey! Honey! You mustn’'t lie| fun. No Rubbing! No Polish- i:l_re ¥ 1s made of pafertes ; il e ' .
FOI' Sale . :!?t?c: :i::‘dtp:t;“ 1i" At ol O e B k. “WEy weve| lngl No Bendingl Just wet Alri‘:istglne Gum];Dl?lped c:j_-ds. 1 as0/a75/5.000. | 8.60 | 6.21
o | . hcidfodin going to be married. honey. And floors with Waterspar Self- DA, 90 SODRT,-APent, Lo0R: 5250 | 1065 | 7.77
FOR SALE New Standard Ty‘pe-i FRED ELACK we can't lie to each other—" | Polishing Wax. It drys to a wearing tread gives you longer 5.25/5.50-17 9.75 | 7.08
writer, $45.00 discount for quick | AUTO CO. “They're just trying to make me| deep glowing beautiful lustre. mileage with non-skid safery. § """ 3 B
sale for cash. Never been used.|| phone 39 W. College St. ||the goat of their quarrel’ cried| Never before such brilliant s.25/550-48...| 9.20 | 6.75
Phone -47-W. [ Next Door to Firestone Peg, beginning to sob. "And I won't ‘ waxed floors possible without 5.25/5.50-18___ | 11.50 8.37
. have it—" i lishing.
onﬂnﬁfwa;eiggzt:; ex;(:;lz:;t! One little lie has to be covered | Fulsbing cr pO & Every Fxﬁ}estone Tire carries a Bl ss/ssen. i;‘gg 8.66
ition. ! written lifetime antee—not (Bl 6, ] K
JIMMIE  RALSTQN, Fhone '765-‘ WATERSPAR limited to 12, 18 or 24 moaths, [ S .37
mm i but for the life of the tire
FOR SALE—9x12 Axminster rug.| wlx ES | without time or mllease limit. SR NN You G T
; - er Shzes Proportionately Low
Used coal oil stove, five burner. | PASTE = LIQUID T —m—— o, < y
Phone 635-W2. | SELF-POLISHING ~"’
| ¥ATeRSPAR Smm TIOAML New Low PRrices

NEON SIGNS
DISPLAY SIGNS, Show Card Signs.
Jimmy Ralston, Phone T765.

FOR SALE—Tomato, cabbage and
other plants. MRS. W. F. JAG-
GERS, 328 East Burton. Phone |
653. !

FOR SALE {
New Standard Wool Bags. :
Cream Crowder Peas,
Blue Goose Peas.
Clay Crowder Peas.
Speckled Crowder Peas,
Speckled Butter Beans,
Long Sweep Broom Corn Seed,
Dwarf Broom Corn Seed,
Horse and Mule Feed.
HARRISON & ALEXANDER

For Rent

Have round steak cut thick.

SWISS STEAK WITH SPECIAL BAKED POTATOES

both sides in hot lard. Season with salt and pepper.

} ® Window Glass \
® Store Fronis |
® Gold Stripe Brushes |

Dredge with flour and brown on
Slice onion

NO RUBBING! |[hySeityil | 7
NO POLISHING! |
NO BENDING! £ - | ‘ restone
CONVOY TIRES
Fol‘ Gual‘anteed 1 4.75/5.00-19 : 5.25/5.50—'7
Satisfaction | $ 95
Use These ot Y
PITTSBURGH AND YOUR OLD Tire AND YOUR AND YOUR OLD TiR€
PRODUCTS | gois '
| @ Paints

| SECOND FLOOR apartment. Un-

FOR RENT—Furnished or unfurn-
ished room, with or without meals.
TEL. 1233-M, after 5:30 o’clock.

FOR RENT—Two-room garage a-
partment. Lights and water op-
tional. MRS. W. F. JAGGERS.
328 East Burton. Phone 653.

FOR RENT—4-room unfurnished
apartment (upstairs) private kath,
furnace heat. $2000 per month.
Franklin Pearson. Miller-Jones
Shoe Co.

furnished.

FIRST FLOOR room. Furnished.
Adjoining bath. Private entrance.
Tel. 548,

wise and remove the centers.

toes through a pastry_tube.

ROUND STEAK
POTATOES

rings over the top, if desired.
matoes. Cover tightly, and cook in a moderate oven (350 degrees
F.) until the steak is done, about two hours.

Special Baked Potatoes—Wash and rub large baking potatoes
with lard, and place them in a moderate oven.
Then remove them from the oven, cut the potatoes in half length-

Add one-half cup water or to-

Bake until done.

Mash, season and beat, slowly add-

ing heated milk, until potatoes are fluffy. Fill potato shells with
mashed potatoes decorating the top by forcing the mashed pota-

Return them to the oven for long

enough to brown slightly. Serve with Swiss steak.

i Lb. 28¢
oae™e 10 Lbs. 28¢

C. B. ARNETTE

TELEPHONE 185 —— WE DELIVER

Listen té the Téms of gimtou:‘ with ®
rooks, Margaeret Speaks, Monday the Factory ond Exhibition
evenings, Notionwide N.B.C. Red Network. Building st ths New I"a:l: World's Foir

Bell Bros.
LUMBER

and

BUILDING SUPPLIES

i

‘ Telephone 196

' West Main Street
Murfreesboro

See Fﬂ-nbm Ciummm Tires made in
Firestons F

irestone

|Auto Supply & Service

o L
PITTSBURGH Teleghone 37 Stores i Colegest

Murfreeshoro, Tennessee
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MURFREESBORO GARDEN CLUB ANNOUNCES:
SPRING FLOWER SHOW FRIDAY, MAY 17

Mrs. Cecil Eirod, flower shyw
chairman of the Murfreesboro w.31-
den Cub, announces that the annual
spring flower exhibit sponsored by
the club will be held Friday, May
17 in the auditorium of the Woman's
Club., Competition is open fo all
people of Rutherford county ihe-
ther they are members of a gor-
den club or not.

Doors will be open to the public
at 1 p. m. and will be closed at
8 p. m. Exhibitors must have taeir
entries ready for judging by 10:30,
announced Mrs. Elrod, and all flo-
wers except those in the shadow
boxes must be grown by the exhi-
bitors themselves.

Following is the list of classifi-
cations governing the show:

Iris

Class  1.—Bearder (a) Specimen
stalk, (b) 3 Stalks of one variety, (c)
Collection, no less than 6, one stalk
each variety. (d) Arrangement with
own foliage.

Class 2—Beardless—1 stalk.
Native, (b) Siberian, (c) Spuria.

Class 3—Bulbous (Spanish, Dutca,
England) (a) Specimen, (b} 3 stalks
of one variety, (c) Collection, 1 staik
of each variety.

()

Peonies

Class 4—Specimen-Double,
White, (b) Pink, (c) Red.

Class 5—Best exhibit, double 3 of
kind. (a) White, (b) Pink, (c) Red.

Class 6—Arrangement — Doubie
blooms.

Class T—Specimen—Single or Jap-
anese. {a) White, (b) Pink, (c¢) Red.

Class 8—Best exhibit, Single or
Japanese, 3 of kind. (a) White, :b)
Pink, (c) Red.

Class 9—Arrangement—Single or
Japanese.

‘a)

Roses
Class. 10—Hybrid Tea Roses. ta)
Specimen. (b) Collection, 1 each
variety.
Class 11—Hybrid Perpetual Rases.
(a) Specimen. (b) Collection, 1 each

variety.
Class 12—Climbing Roses, (a)
Specimen (single) cluster, (b)

Specimen, {(double) cluster.

Class 13—Arrangement of Roses.
(a) One variety, (b) Different vari-
eties.

Lilies

Class 14—Specimen,
Lily, (b) Amaryllis.

Class 15—Arrangement of lilies
with own foliage.

Class 16—Lilies of the Valley, 12
with foliage.

Class 17T—Arrangement of Lilies
of Valley with own foliage.

Arrangements

Class 18—Arrangement of shrubs.

Class 19—Study in shades of flow-
ers of any one color.

Class 20—Japanese arrangement.

Class 21—Junior arrangements,

(a) Lemon

. {not over 12 inchss) (a) Oune variety L

of flowers, (b) Mixed flowers, (c)
Twin arrangements.

Class 22—Large arrangements. (a)
One variety of flowers, (b) Mixed
flowers.

Class 23—Miniature twin arrange-
ments (not over 6 inches).

r Class 24—Arrangement showing |
reflection in mirror, metal, or water. |
Annuals |
Class 25—Specimens, (a) Antirr-
hinum, (b) Cynoglissum, (c) Lark-
spur, (d) Poppy, (e) Petunia, (f) |
Pansy, (g) Ragged Robin, (h) Ver-
bena, (i) Stocks. |
Biennials 1
Class 26—Specimens. (a) Campa—l
nula, (b) Digitalis.
Perennials
Class 27—Specimens. (a) Aqui-
lega, (b) Dienthus Pink, (e¢)Dian- |
thus Sweet William, (d) Daisy, (e)
Coreopsis, (f) Delphinium, (g) False

i Indigo, (h) Giallardia, (i) Heuchera, |

() Lupinus, (k) Myosotis, (1) Orien-
tal Poppy, (m) California Poppy, |
(n) Pyrethrum, (o) Viola. |
Class 28—Large shadow boxes.
Class 29—Miniature arrangement |
for small shadow boxes. i
% ¥ ¥ _i
STC SOPHOMORES HAVE |
PICNIC AND BARN DANCE |

]
|
|
i

The sophomore class of StateJ
Teachers College gave their quar-
terly entertainment Wednesday af-)
terncon in the form of a picnic and
barn dance on the Knox T. Hutch-
inson farm on the Shelbyville road. [

Each class member had the privi- |
lege of inviting a guest.

The group met on the steps of the
administration building at 4 p. m.

about five miles from Murfreesboro |
on the Stones River.

During the hours preceding sup-
per out-door games and athletic
contests were enjoyed. Following
the picnic supper, square and round
dances took place in the barn with
the music furnished by the public |
address radio system. :

Officers of the class are Fount
Watson, president; Lewis Lockhart,
vice president; Jean Snell, secre-
tary; Nancy Wysong, treasurer.

The entertainment was under the
direction of the sophomore social
committee composed of Tom Towns,
Magc Carter, Julian Brantley, Fount
Watson, Jean Snell, Elizabeth Hill,
Nancy Wysong, Margaret Taylor
and Johnnie Belle Legg. |

O B
MISS BOYD'S ENGAGEMENT
TO EMIL ROTH ANNOUNCED

Mr. and Mrs. F. M. Boyd of Chat-
tanooga have announced the en-
gagement of their daughter, Mary
Eleanor, to Emil H. Roth, formerly|
of Murfreesboro, son of Mr. and
Mrs. R. E. Roth of Washington,
D C:

The wedding will take place early
in June.

Miss Boyd and Mr. Roth are both
graduates of State Teachers College.
Later Mr. Roth took a post gra-
duate training at the Y. M. C A.
graduate school and at George Pesz-
body College, Nashville. He grad-
uated with Y. M. H. A. work in|
Nashville.

* ¥ ¥
MOTHERS OF HOME ECONOMICS
CLASS HONORED AT STC.
Members of the home economics
club of State Teachers College hon- |
ored their mothers at a luncheon !
Saturday at Science Hall

The luncheon was served in I:;u.f-i

Confederte Dies

JESSE RANSOM SHELTON

Miss Mildred Malone.

Mrs. Albert Hill, former com-

and went by motor to the farm missioner of a Girl Scout council |

in Nashville, will be the chief spea-
:er for the occasion. Mrs. Hill has
been here several times in the in-
terest of the Scout movement and
is well known by the organizers
and by the Girl Scouts.
¥ O® %

AUBREY HALEY ENTERTAINS
AT OLD JEFFERSON

Seventy-five guests attended the
weiner roast and dance given at Old
Jeferson recently by Aubrey H:ley.
After roasting weiners and marsh-
mallows over an open fire the group
danced until a late hour. Mr. and
Mrs. Lonnie Taylor were chaperon-
2s.

* ¥ &
MISS McADAMS IS MARRIED
TO ED CANNON LOUGHRY

Announcement is made of the
marriage of Miss Julia Martha Mc-
Adams, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
Sherman McAdams of Lewisburg,
to Ed Cannon Loughry, son of the
late Mr. and Mrs. Walter Loughry
of Lascassas and the grandson of
Ed Loughry, also of Lascassas.

The ceremony took place April
27 at Franklin, Ky., in the study of
the Rev. Roy Converse, pastor of
the Presbyterian Church.

The bride wore a black and white
ensemble with a shoulder bouguet
of white carnations,

The onliy attendants were Miss
Ann Young of Murfreesboro and
Wallace Florida of Lascassas.

Mrs. Loughry was educated at
Belfast high school and at State
Teachers College.

Mr. Loughry is a graduate of Las-
cassas high school and is a former
student at State Teachers College.

The young couple will make their

home with Mr. Loughry's grand-!

father, at Lascassas.
A A am

|lar quarterly meeting Saturday

morning at 10:30 a. m. in the audi-
torium of the Rutherford Hesalth
department. Dr. Willis Thompson
will speak on some phase of pedia-
trics.
| The Captain William Lytle chap-
ter of D. A. R. will be enterrtained
by Mrs. Sydney Smith Saturday at
her home at Salem.

L S
PERSONALS

| Mrs. Roy Dennard and Mrs. Rice
| Woodfin were guests of Mrs. C. O.
! Tribble in Nashwille Tuesday at a
| bridge luncheon.

Mrs. Jack Bell and little daugh-
|ter, Mary Gayle, of Shreveport,
| Lo., have arrived to visit her hus-
|band’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Cliff
| Bell. Mrs. Bell has been the guests
| of her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Paschal
| Elrod in Tullahoma before her ar-
|rival here.

l Mrs. R. A. Dupy of Los Angeles,
| Calif., has been the guest of Mrs.
| Sam Stephens and is now visiting
lfriends in Nashville before return-
'ing to her home,

| Mrs. James Long, who has been
with Mrs. Webber Earthman during
the past winter, will spend the sum-
mer with friends in New York City.

Mrs. Wade Davis is visiting Mr.
[and Mrs. Mark Davis in Louisville.

Mrs. Oscar Underwood and chil-

‘F—Mrs. Joseph L. Kellermann and | dren have returned to Huntsville,

| Ala., after making a short visit to
[Mrs. W. A, Butner.

Mrs. George Burgdorf has return-
ted to her home in Louisville after
a visit with her“mother, Mrs. S. B.
|Christy. She came especially to
|attend the unveiling of the portrait
|of her father, the late S. B. Christy,
|at Rutherford Hospital.

| Howell Ridley has returned to
iGrand Rapids, Mich, after being
|here with his mother, Mrs. G. S.
| Ridley Sr., who is at Rutherford
: Hospital.

| Dr. B. W. Rawlins will go to
| Fredericktown, Ohio, this week end
to visit his parents, Mr. and Mrs.
D. B. Rawlins. Mrs. Rawlins and
children, who have been wvisiting
there a week, will accompany him
home.

Mrs. Kirk Webb, Mrs. J. C. Kel-
ton and Mrs. N. D. Brown, chaper-
oned the Central high school band
to Memphis today.

Mr. and Mrs. Ray Brandon are
moving this week into their 1ew
home on Lindbergh Drive.

Mr. and Mrs. Leslie Merrell are
moving next week into their new
home on North University street,

Mrs. C. F. Partee has returned
lfrom a visit to relatives in Birm-
I ingham, Ala. She was accompani-
[ed home by her sister, Miss Mattie
|
i DANCE AT KITTRELL
| There will b8 an Old Square
!Dance in the|Kittrell gymnasium
| Saturday night beginning at 8
o'clock. O

————

Lt ~— —
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From P.nge 1 :
Fine Night

steel, it seems that it would be just
as well to get killed with a stark
bald head as a beautiful mop of
hair.

At midnight the announcer in-
terrupts the she-dove singing
“Make-Believe Island” with the
latest bulletins and begs you to
stay tuned for more song and more
war bulletins. Then, he says con-
sult your daily newspaper for fur-
ther details and you look forward
to the morning when the newspa-
per will come, although by then,
because of the radio, what you
read is a twice-told tale.

Personally, we depend on the
newspapers most—they are per-
haps less hysterical than the radio
—but in times like these, it is hard
to wait until the presses can rall
out the details. Maybe radio
hysteria is getting us, too.

Both of them together, the ra-
dio and the press, result in every-
one thinking about the war and
talking of little else throughout
the day and night If we had
taken a poll in Murfreesboro
Monday, Tuesday or Wednesday,
it would have been overwhelming
that the Allies were whipped,
that the United States would be
sending soldiers across within
three months again.

We have heard Chamberlain
cursed. The college boys, who
don’t remember the last war, we
see by the papers, have written
the President protesting his in-
flammatory speeches. Somehow
or other we have never felt like
lining up with the campus pacif-
ists. Nobody wants to get blown
to hell, and war now is not like
Bull Run, Stones River, Shiloh, or
even Verdun and the Argonne.
But when the time comes, a man
—Iif worth being called a man,
must fight for what he believes
in, no matter what the odds.

What's going on in Europe is
not our dog-fight, they say. And
yet a man believes in Christ and
that all men are brothers. The
weak cannot be butchered too
long—

We have seen a mother looking
at her son in the corner grocery
and protesting against the slatvght-
er that does not yet directly con-
cern us—and she is thinking that
maybe there will be some way
arranged for her boy not to go.
The father says he went to the
last war and would go to spare
his son again. They all think
there is no escape. That's the way

Henderson, who has been spending
the winter in Ft. Lauderdale, Fia.

it is, because deep in them, they
believe that all men are brothers
and that we must fight if the time
comes.

We do not believe it is that
bad yet, that the United States
will mobilize within three months,
and for war nerves, we endorse a
pleasant nation-wide drunk. Or,
if you believe that drink from
the vine or the distilled grain is
evil, contemplate the beautiful
summer night and find peace.

Altogether it is a fine night

i for the bombers to come over.

The people sicep in their wooden
houses, although if the houses
were stone or steel it would make
little difference, the street lights
marking off every block. Down
the street Negrotown begins and

| the headlights from a car show up

through the dust—a black boy

and his girl friend stand sil-
houetted, close together, saying
good night.

You can imagine what the drone
of bombers would do to them and
to the old Granny who went te
sleep inside her wooden bouse
thinking about a strawberry short-
cake for tomorrow. We have
always felt safe in a place like
this, but the alarms are sounding
that nowhere is safe now and if
you believe we are safe, it is the
preliminary step to doom.

The white cat and the old dog
watch the midnight bugs crawl
under the street light and are no
longer at war. Once they were,
but she sharpened her claws on
the tree that she had formerly
climbed in terror.

From Page 1

Shelton

jcome home then, and he came a-
ifoot, his uniform in rags and his
ishoes so worn that he had to tie
hem to his feet.

He was captured on the way but
was permitted to continue his jour-
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ney when he promised the Union
officer he would take the oath of
allegiance.

“I'd have died before taking it
though,” he said.

The son of John and Emmeline
Hamby Shelton, he was born and
reared near Beech Grove. In 1868
he was married to Martha Jane
Eaton, who died 33 years ago. He
had been an active member of the
Baptist Church for 74 years.

Surviving are two sons, J. W. and
S. F. Shelton; one daughter, Mrs.
J. L. Hoover, all of Beech Grove;
15 grandchildren, 18 great grand-
children and one great great grand-
child.

Services were conducted at the
Beech Grove Baptist church Wed-
nesday afternoon at one o'clocx by
Elder R. A. Taylor. Grandsons
served as pallbearers. Burial was in
the family cemetery under the di-
rection of Woodfin & Moore,

e

| Mrs. Nancy Fuqua

Funeral services for Mrs. Nancy
Holt Fugua, 29, who died at her
home on South Walnut street at
12:30 a. m. Thursday, will be con-

‘|ducted Friday with burial in Ever-

green cemetery unaer the direction
of Woodfin & Moore. Survivors

are two sons, J. H. and Robert Lee
Fuqua; a daughter, Margaret Fuqua;
a sister, Mrs. Molly Lambert; five
brothers, Hardie Holt of Nashville,
Madison Holt of College Grove, Bob
and Jim Holt of the Salem pike and
Joe Holt of Shelbyville ; four uncles

and two aunts.

NORRIS &
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f DIFFERENT/ THEIR VEGITABLES
ARE ALWAYS FRESH, AND
i OF THE FINEST QUALITYS
i TRY THEM AND YOULL

CARLTON

W. Side Square

| THEY'RE ALL WEARING




with own foliage.

Class 16—Lilies of the Valley, 12
with foliage.

Class 17T—Arrangement of Lilies
of Valley with own foliage.

Arrangements

Class 18—Arrangement of shrubs.

Class 19—Study in shades of flow-
ers of any one color.

Class 20—Japanese arrangement.

Class 21—Junior arrangements,

« (not over 12 inches) (a) One variety
of flowers, (b) Mixed flowers, (c)
Twin arrangements.

Class 22—Large arrangements. (a)
One variety of flowers, (b) Mixed
flowers.

Class 23—Miniature twin arrange-
ments (not over 6 inches).

Princess

Mon--Tues.

A FIGHT
FORLOVE

—by two
right
oungsters
rom the
wrong side
of town!

PRIMROSE §
PIH

MARJORIE. RAMBEAU
HENRY TRAVERS
MILES MANDER

RKO RADIO Picture

=

—ADDED—

DONALD DUCK CAR-
TOON FOLLOWING
THE HOUNDS — NEWS

SAsTILTIIL UL Wil UQUsllvci, dally
Eleanor, to Emil H. Roth, formerly
of Murfreesboro, son of Mr. and
Mrs. R. E. Roth of Washington,
L b ) £

The wedding will take place early
in June.

Miss Boyd and Mr. Roth are both
graduates of State Teachers College.
Later Mr. Roth took a post gra-
duate training at the Y. M. C A.
graduate school and at George Peza-
body College, Nashville. He grad-
uated with Y. M. H A work in
| Nashville.

¥ ¥ %
MOTHERS OF HOME ECONOMICS
CLASS HONORED AT STC.

Members of the home economics
club of State Teachers College hon-
ored their mothers at a luncheon
Saturday at Science Hall.

The luncheon was served in buf-
fet style from the dining room table
which was decorated with a bowl
of yellow roses flanked by yellow
candles. Seated to serve were Mis-
ses Cetherine Teasley and Kelly
Lilly Owen.

Favors were flowers placed on
each mother’s place, About 45
members and their mothers were
present.

The luncheon was under the di-
rection of the meal planning class
of the home economics department,
of which Miss Carrie Hodges and
Miss Agnes Nelson are the teachers.

Newly elected officers of the clup
are: Quindall Collins, president;
Lurline Dill, first vice president;
Louise Williams, second vice presi-
dent; Lane Hedgecock, secretary;
Elizabeth Russell, treasurer; Marie
Farmer, reporter; Lucile King, Jane
Starbuck, social committee.

E I R
GARDEN CLUB PILGRIMAGE
TO TAKE PLACE TODAY

The annual pilgrimage taken by

members of the Little Gardens Club

announcement made by Mrs. Hou-
ston Caldwell and Mrs. Brockman
Sanders, hostesses to the event.

The tour will include several of
the outstanding iris gardens of
Nashville and the vicinity and will
conclude in the afternoon with a
visit to the spring flower show
sponsored by the Murfreesboro
Garden Club at the Women's Club.

Included in the day's outing will
be a luncheon served at a tea room
near Nashville.

L

GIRL SCOUTS TO ENTERTAIN
MOTHERS A BANQUET

The Girl Scouts of Murfreesboro
will entertain their mothers at a

at the First Presbyterian Church
May 23 at 6:30 o'clock.

The affair is being ecarried out
under the direction of the leaders
association of which Miss Mary
Jane Alexander is president and
Mrs. Vernon Barrickman, vice presi-
dent,

Plans were made at a leaders
meeting held recently at the home
of Mrs. James Ransom on East
College street.

Committees in charge of the ban-
quet are composed of the following
program—NMrs. Harvey Carter, Mrs.
Vernon Barrickman and Mrs. Allen
Swasey; decorations—Mrs. James
Ransom, Miss Margaret Caldwell

I 0 Miss Jean Kirtley; reservations

will begin today at 9:30 in front|
of the James K. Polk Hotel, is the |

mother-daughter banquet to be held ‘l

|late Mr. and Mrs. Walter Loughry
of Lascassas and the grandson of
Ed Loughry, also of Lascassas.

The ceremony took place April
27 at Franklin, Ky., in the study of
the Rev. Roy Converse, pastor of
the Presbyterian Church.

The bride wore a black and white
ensemble with a shoulder bougquet
of white carnations.

The onliy attendants were Miss
Ann Young of Murfreesboro and
Wallace Florida of Lascassas.

Mrs. Loughry was educated at|
Belfast high school and at State:
Teachers College. l

Mr. Loughry is a graduate of Las- |
cassas high school and is a former
student at State Teachers College. |

The young couple will make their |
home with Mr. Loughry's grand- |
i father, at Lascassas.

* ¥ &
FORMER TENMNESSEE COLLEGE/
STUDENT RONORD HERE

Mrs. R. A. Dupy of Los Angeles, |
| Calif., who was Miss Myra Crisp |
and a student at Tennessee College
| before her marriage, was honored
with a dinner at the Cupboard tea
room Tuesday evening by Mrs. Sam !
Stephens, whose house guest she
was.

Seated with the hostess and hon-
oree were Mrs. Ed Morris, Mrs.
Aultman Sanders, Mrs. Thomas Me-
Ferrin Jr., Mrs. E. C. Holloway Jr.,
Miss Martha Trevathan and Mrs.
Albert Carter.

Mrs. Dupy wore navy sheer crepe
with a shoulder bouquet of glad-
ioluses and Mrs. Stephens was wear-
ing powder blue with a corsage of
white carnations.

& ¥ X
MRS. G. C. RALSTON HONORED
WITH BIRTHDAY DINNER

Fifty relatives and friends attend- ‘
ed the celebration of Mrs. G. C.|
Ralston’s 49th birthday at Rock-|
vale last Sunday. The visitors in- |
cluded four of the honoree’s grand-'
| children.

A picnic dinner was served.

Guests were Mr. and Mrs. Ernest
Carlton, Mr. and Mrs. Crawford

a2iston and family, Mr. and Mrs.
Ben Agee and family, Mr. and Bill |
Isom and family, Mr. and Mrs. |
George Ralston and family, Mr. and |
Mrs. Dayton Hall and family, Mr.
|and Mrs. Rufus Lamb, Mr. and
| Mrs. James Estes, the Rev. Gilbert
and Mrs. Gilbert, Mr. and Mrs. Al-
vin Ralston and son, Mr. and Mrs. |
Frank Nance, Mr. and Mrs. Jim |
Wilkie Taylor, Mr. and Mrs. Kee- |
land Lowe, Mrs. Lou Shoemaker. |
. ¥ ¥ % |
| ANNOUNCEMENT |

The Women's Auxiliary to the|
Stones River Academy of Medicine
will meet this afterncon at 2:30 at |
the home of Mrs. Annie Youree in
Readyville with Miss Mary Hall |
as co-hostess.

The Garden Lovers Club will
meet this afternoon at 2:30 with |
'!Mrs. H. F. Buckner on Crestland |
avenue with Mrs. J. A. Hancock as |
joint hostess. |

The Junior Chamber of Com- |
merce announces another in a ser-
ies of dances sponscred by the club
to take place this evening from 9
ta 12 p. m. at the Stones River Club.
Lewis Brinkley's orchestra will
furnish the music.

The County Council of Parents
and Teachers will hold their regu-

| Dance in the Kittrell gymnasium

pamaded o B L0 Wl e e e
home on North University street.
Mrs. C. F. Partee has returned
from a visit fo relatives in Birm-
ingham, Ala. She was accompani-
ed home by her sister, Miss Mattie |

DANCE!AT KITTRELL
There will be an Old Square

Er that GPCS NOL YOL UITTLLLY s
cern us—and she is thinking that
maybe there will be some way
arranged for her boy not to go.
The father says he went to the I
last war and would go to spare
his son again.

there is no escape.

They all think
That's the way

 NORRIS & CARLTON

Saturday night beginning at 8
e the winter in

o

Henderson, who has been spending

Phone 88 W. Side Square

Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.

o'clock. ‘f,

THEY'RE ALL WEARING

SOLAR

They feel as cool as they look—and

*Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

MANY EXCLUSIVE
STYLES AT 1.98

STRAWS

worlds smarter than the low price indicates!
Lightweight, airy weaves in all the top styles
for 1940—sailors, pinch fronts and telescopes!

P&m‘!’ys'

look

PENNEY CO.

z€ we
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1 “I]llI.LAR" COTTON WEEK SALE! .
National National
Cotton C‘:(tto:
Week ce
M:: 17th May 17
Through - b3 : oy Through
25th : e , % _ S 25th
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SPECIAL PURCHASE

25 DOZEN NELLY DONS

FOR COTTON WEEK
Dress Up Frocks

Just imagine . . . brand new Nelly
Don dress cottons Sale Priced at the
very beginning of Summer. Dressy
and casual styles, gay prints. They'll
be snapped up fast at this price, so =
get here early! Misses and Women's

sizes. Up to $2.95 values!

SPECIAL GROUP

Morning Frocks
col, erisp morn-
mets O for 9]

COTTON WEEK SALE
Slacks 'n Shirts

$ 1 o8 each

Matching Skirts, $1.98

Grand values o n lazy-hour
clothes for the holidays and all
summer. Well-cut cotton-gab-
ardine slacks, full gored skirts,
tailored pocket shirts! Navy,
pastels. 12-20.

SPORT SHOES

Picnics, games, sports . . .

get in all the fun by wear- $ 1 o8
ing the proper play foot-

wear.

s Join the coast-to-coast jubilee . . . wear American cottons now thru Summer! Cecil Elrod’s French
Shoppe cotton week sale brings you savings on the smartest, gayest, youngest styles in fresh, color-
ful, tubbable cottons! Seersuckers...dimities...percales. .. ginghams ... chambrays! Washable
% % % Xk ...wearable... flattering ... lovable! Prints and solids, checks and stripes! Every one a fashion
winner . . . every one specially priced! Don’t wait . .. start your American cotton wardrobe today!

"TEENY
TUCKS”

UNIFORMS

Smart, new, button-
down-tne-front coats
with twelve “teeny
tucks” running from
the yoke of bodice to
bottom of skirt.

Made in solid colors
and checks in Loom-
tex Fabrics, all fast
colors, also plain
white poplin. All so
smart, so flattering,
so compelling, you'll
want three at least.
Zipper and button
styles. Come in and §
try them on today.

$

This summer, Nelly Don brings you the most thrill-
ing cotton crop of all! In gay colors, lighthearted
styles . . . in dresses and play clothes, cool and
charming, that enter all of your daytime plans.

Talented, American fashions in cotton, await you
in our Nelly Don shop!

$'98 - $-795

B Washabl Popular GLOVES
& 0 Turbans
S“mmer Bags For Dress and Sport Fabric
White and Cool Pas- w;:i’:ht pall Gloves
tels nicely ftted. ol maid 11_1,.(.:,0_9.!_, N U0 A
SRR, T R  Summery i
$ 1 Colors
I Colorful Flowers, 50c¢

)} Gift Hankies Box of 5, $1

SPECIAL PURCHASE

Ll aTatridrd %

ISUMMER LINGERIE




Grand values o n lazy-hour
clothes for the holidays and all
summer. Well-cut cotton-gab-
ardine slacks, full gored skirts,
tailored pocket shirts! Navy,
pastels. 12-20.

SPORT SHOES

Picnics, games, sports . . .
i B $ 1 o8

get in all the fun by wear-
ing the proper play foot-
wear.

A N
D 0 I-' L AR Important Enough

' to Excite You!
Sensational Enough
I to Cause a Riot!
/J -

REGULAR $6 - $5 - $4 - $3 Spring Shoes

SAVE %% 1-2

By Choosing 2 PAIRS Instead
of 1 Pair!

PAY REGULAR PRICE FOR THE FIRST
PAIR AND GET THE SECOND PAIR OF
SAME PRICE SHOES FOR ONLY—

Here Are The FACTS!

A late slow season left us with a large stock of spring shoes!
Qur white shipments are already here and we must make
room for them! SO YOU SAVE ON GORGEQOUS SHOES
AS YOU'VE NEVER SAVED BEFORE! NEW TYPES!
PATENTS! BLUES! ALL OTHER WANTED MATER-
IALS! All Heel Heights! Come Early!

All Sizes, All Widths Included

Popular
Turbans

For Dress and Sport
Wearl!
Bright Pas-
tels and
Solids

ACCESSORIES ALL SUMMER!

GLOVES

Fabric
Gloves §
in cool,
Summery
Colors
Colorful Flowers, 50c

) Gift Hankies Box of 5, $1

SPECIAL PURCHASE

75 DOZEN
2 AND 3-THREAD

HOSE

GUARANTEED FIRST QUALIT

SUMMER LINGERIE

COOL SLIPS
St $7 00 [

wear! Beautifully fitted.
White, tearose! 32-44,

Dainty Summer

GOWNS

conditions. We were fortunate

; “Eastern Isle” Tailored
PAJAMAS $ 1 00 Or 3§aigf $2.00

All Fresh and Crisp! Just the

Hosiery! We were Informed by ene
of the leading Hosiery Manufactur-
ers of the world that their export
department had received a large
cancellation of $1.00 Hosiery from
Norway and Sweden due to war

being able to buy these hose and
pass them on to you at great sav-

Rich cotton gowns in $ ings. All new Summer shades. All
gay pastel prints. Full sizes. Buy your Summer supply
skirted. . NOW! Verified $1.00 Values!

Y

A
in

T 2y thing for the Summer months!

UMMER BLOUSE EVENT

£330 simlway. BOgq
mer. 2 for $1.00.

Crispy, Cotton

% HOUSE
\ L _ : COAaTS

Full-skirted pinafore house
coats, big pockets. Ging- $ 1 00

FOR
LITTLE

WOMEN

hams, prints, stripes. Tub-
fast. 12-20.

PANTIE GIRDLES [eiztity | " ™" $100
st $1 00 hEReR| Ex ]

petl itroct i

HOSIERY

So Lovely

You'll want
several/

$1
Made of ex-

quisite knit
fabrics.

PHOENIX-KASER
NYLON
HOSIERY

sasesiss | FRENCH SHODPDE

“KEEP AMERICA’'S YOUNG MEN OUT

$1.15 to $1.35

OF WAR”




SIX

RUTHERFORD COURIER, MURFREESBORO. TENNESSEE

FRIDAY, MAY 17, 1940

® Mareelle hypo-allergenie
tastefully packaged and mateh the modes
of the hour in shades and colors: They are

very reasonsbly priced.

l/ave qou a Sensitive Skin?

essss Then Use Marcelle hypo-allergenic Cosmetics
@ They econtain mo known irritating substances
which often Injure sensitive skins.
@ Mercelle hypo-allergenic Cosmeties are endorsed
by the Medical Women's National Association.
@ Marcelle cosmetics carry the Seal of Assepianse
of Good Housekeeping Burean.
@ They are Accepted for Advertising by Tlu
Journal of The Ameri Medical A

Cosmetles are

Sold Exclusively At This Store

Brighten Up Your Home with
New Paint and Wallpaper

Enhance the beauty of your home... inside and out with Pee-Gee
Paints---and beautiful, new wallpaper. Our stocks are now com-
plete. Our selection of pretty wallpaper patterns is the most
complete in the city. For beauty and economy in paints and wall-

paper ...and other supplies. . . shop at - - -

YouCanFindItThere K ER R & MARTIN  relephoness

SMYRNA

SMYRNA, Tenn. — The Smyrna
Garden Club met at the home of
Mrs. W. R. Coleman Thursday after-
noon with Miss Gladys Potts as co-
hostess. The house was decorated
with Iris and after the business
meeting refreshments were servad.
The salad plate was decorated with
a miniature Maypole..

Mrs. Thomas Jones presided in
the absence of the president, Miss
Marguerite Coleman. A cormmit-
tee was appointed composed of
Mrs. Carlisle Felder, Mrs. Walter
King and Mrs. John Jordan to
plant the highway to the cemetery.
Mrs. Walter King was in charge of
the program and presented Mrs. A.
P. Walker and Mrs. Eugens Hol-
loway who told of what the Dick-
son, Carthage and Murfreesboro
clubs were doing along civic lines.

The following were present. Mrs.
Frank Davis, Mrs. Mary Hearn.
Mrs. Walter King, Mrs. Mary Palm-
er Kelly, Mrs, Alton Wade, Mrs. W.
E. Gibbons, Mrs. George Binkley,
Mrs. Thomas Jones, Mrs. J. N. Bar-
nett, Mrs. James Batey, Mrs. A.inie
Watt Batey, Miss Tabbie Peebles,
Mrs. John Jordan, Miss Omei Mill-
er, Mrs. J. G. Phillips, Miss Gladys
Potts, Mrs. Jesse Richardson, Mrs.
J. D. Sullivan, Mrs. A. P. Walker,
Mrs, J. L, Lemly. Visitors were
Mrs. George Potts, Mrs. Robert

ROXY

nmeatre

South Side Square
Murfreesboro

BARGAIN

PRICES
| w1 QAT |

[ | cently.

Peek, Mrs. E. C. Holloway. Awards
were made for: large arrangenent,
Mrs. George Binkley, Mrs. W. E.
Gibbons small arrangement, Mrs,
George Binkley; junior arrange-
ment, Mrs. J. G. Phillips, Mrs.
Frank Davis; mixed small arrange-
ment, Mrs. Thomas Jones; Japanase
arrangement, Mrs. Norman Barnett;
peony arrangement, Mrs. James
Batey; Iris, Mrs. W. R. Culeman;
speciman delphinium, Mrs. John
Jordan ; tulips, Gladys Potts; cclum-
bine, Mrs. George.
Pastor Honored

The members of the Presbyvteri-

an church honored the new pastor

and his family with a dinner Thurs-
day night at the church. JGuests
besides the regular members were
the Rev. and Mrs. A. P. Walker and
the Rev. and M:s. J. D. Sullivan and
family. Sixty were present. Piano
selections by Edith Ridley and Eliz-
abeth Hughey were given. Joy
Henderson gave several resdings.

The circle of the Presbyterian
church met Tuzsday afternoon at
the home of Mrs. Frank Ridley with
Mrs. Ridley presiding. The devo-
tional was given by Mrs. J. S. Low-
ry. Miss Elizabeth Lowry was in
charge of the program. After the
meeting refreshments were served.
The following were present, Mrs.
M. B. MeDonald, Mrs. Susie Ed-
wards, Mrs. Walter Hibbett, Miss
Annie Edmondson, Mrs. Henderson,
Mrs. Richmond Sanders, Mrs. Mat-
tie Crosswaite, Mrs. B. B. Gracy,
Miss Elizabeth Hughey, Mrs. Hal
Hughey. Mrs. J. S. Lowry, Miss
Elizabeth Lowry, Mrs. Nimrod
Thompson, Mrs. Harry Gracey,
Mrs. Will Goodrum, Miss Anne Ella
Aldrich.

Mrs. Media Davis Sinnott was
hostess to a group of friends at
Chinguapin Lodge one evening re-
Guests were Mrs. James
Clayton and Miss Rebecca Clayton
of Murfreesboro, Mrs. Roy Rascoe,
Mrs. Porter Rhea, Mrs. Chloe Can-
non and Mr. and Mrs. Walter King
A hamburger supper was served.

Gay Outing

Seventy-eight members

of the

first and second grades of Mcraddin |

School spent a happy two and one-
half houre in Smyrna Thoiieceday

Mrs. Grady Haynes, Miss Nina
Katherine and Will Haynes have
returned from Hopkinsville shere
they attended the Collins-Barnett
wedding at the First Baptist church.
While there they visited Mrs. Guy
Mangrum.

Vacation Bible School

Friday was enrollment day at the
Baptist Church preparatory to the
opening yesterday of the Daily Va-
cation Bible School. Classes w:
be held each morning Monday
through Friday for two weeks, hours
from 8:30 until 11:30 and four de-
partments — Beginners, Primary,
Juniors and Intermediates—will re-
ceive instruction in manual train-
ing, Bible stories, scripture read-
ings and recreation period.

W. P. Arnett is principal of tne
school, assisted by a group of teach-
ers, each of whom will have assist-
ants. Among those teaching will
be Mrs. J. D. Richardson, Mrs. J. N.
Barnett, Jessie Sullivan, Mrs. W. i
Arnett, Mrs. Henry Johnson, Miss
Margery Sullivan, Misses Leta Jane
and Ewvalie Ridley, Mrs. Frank Da-
vis and Frank Neal Davis, Misses
Irene and Cornelia Odum and |
others. The school is for all the
children of Smyrna.

Blackman

BLACKMAN, Tenn—Mrs. Clay-
ton Jones and family of Habison
pike and Mrs. Herschel Layhew and
son of Shelbyville, spent the week

end with “their parents Mr. and
Mrs. Allen Pitts.

Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Jenkins of
Goodlettsville, Tenn., Mr. and Mrs.
Norman York and daughters, Nor-
ma Louise and Evelyn, and Mr. and
Mrs. J. J. Rowlette and children of
Nashville spent Sunday with Mr.
and Mrs. Joe Rowlette.

Miss Louise Rowlette is spending
two weeks with relatives in Nash-
ville.

Mr. and Mrs.
and children spent Sunday
relatives in this community.

AEw» ~wvnd AEve A T Y hidlaer

William Rowlette
with

P |

Porterfield

PORTERFIELD, Tenn. — The
farmers will have late corn crops
on account of so much rain. Most

of those who planted early had to
replant.

Mr. and Mrs. John MecElroy and
son, Neil, were in Nashville visit-
ing their son, Terry.

Mr. and Mrs. John Parkhurst, Mr.
and Mrs. Andrew Parkhurst znd
children of Murfreesboro were din-
ner guests of Mr. and Mrs. Jim
Paschal.

Mr. and Mrs. Jim Bowen and son
of Lascassas spent Sunday with the
latter’s father and sister.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith Elrod spent
Mother’'s Day with Mrs. Pearl El-
rod in Murfreeshoro.

Mr. and Mrs. Vance Barker vis-
ited in Nashville Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. Sam McEilroy at-
tended the funeral of Mr Flint
! Speer in Nashville last Monday.
| Several people here have the
1measles.

Mrs. Hoyte Elrod had guesis Sun-
day for dinmrer.

Friends, Rel;tives

Visit At Rocky Fork

ROCKY FORK, Tenn—Mr. and
Mrs. Walter Harris and son visited
Mrs. G. T. Ray recently.
and Mrs. Will Duggin of
Nashville spér'nt last Sunday with
Mr. and Mrs! Watt Epps.

Mrs. B. E; Montgomery visited
Mrs. R. H. Bennett one dav last
week.

Mr. ana Mrs. Lee Blair recently.
Several members of the Seming
ary H. D. Club went on a Better
Homes tour lzst Friday. They visit-
ed the gardens of Thomas D. Wil-
liams on the Hill road, then on to
| the farm and home of Mrs. A. J.
| Dyer on the Franklin road, then to

the garden of Mrs. A. M. Burton on
PTG - 73T FC MR

Mr. and rs. Ben Carter and
child, wvisited-her sister Sunday.
Mr. 7 TMHIrs. Wallt "Epps  wisited [

Lavergne P.-T.A. Plans
Summer Entertainments

LAVERGNE, Tenn. — The La-
Vergne Parent Teacher association
imet recently at the school with
Mrs. E. W. Hartman presiding. Mrs.
Albert Hickerson, guest speaker
from Walter Hill, gave a report on
the State convention and plans
were made for a series of summer
entertainments. Mrs. Tom Plum-
mer invited the association to meet
at her home in June.

Floraton

FLORATON, Tenn.—Mr. and Mrs.
O. P. Jernigan and daughter, Mattie
Belle, Mr. and Mrs. Emory Jerni-
gan, Mrs. Otis Jernigan and daugh-
ter, Hazel Marie. spent Sunday
afternoon with Mr. and Mrs. Clin-
ton MecCullough and family of the
Sulphur Springs road.

Mr. and Mrs. Hollis Landrum of
Nashville spent Sunday night with
Mr. and Mrs. Lois Gum and daugh-
ters.

Jim McGill’'s barn was destroyed
by fire Saturday night.

Mr. and Mrs. John Zumbro and
daughter, Wilma Gale, spent Sun-
day with Mr. and Mrs. Clifford
Hughes and family.

Miss Lueron Jernigan spent Fri-
day night with Miss Laura Mai
Black of Murfreesboro.

Mr. and Mrs. Leonard Lovvorn
of Gum, spent Sunday with /Mrs.
Minnie Williams and daughter.

Mrs. A. E. Zumbro of Eddyville,

! fnsenl of Rockvale, Hazel and Gladys !

Kentucky, visited relatives here |
Friday.

Mr. and Mrs. Otis Jernigan and
daughter, Hazel Marie, of .I
freesboro, spent the week end wi th
Mr. and Mrs. Oscar Jernigan and
family.

Mrs. Walter Harrell and son,g
Carlton Allen, of Beech Grove, spent |
a few days last week with relalives
here.

Miss Hazel Landrum spen: Szi-
urday night with Miss Annie Ruth
Tolbert of Donnell’s Chapel. |

Miss Rebecca Heath of Murfrees-'
boro spent the week end with Mr.
and Mrs. W. H. Gum. l

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Wilson and .,
daughters, Mr. and Mrs. Osecar Lvum'
and family and Willie Frank Lan- |
drum attended Hospital Day 2t
Woodbury, Sunday afternoon.

-

BEECH GROVE
ey

BEECH GROVE, Tenn—Mrs. Ry=
Eaton and daughter, Doris, and:
Mrs. Susie Eaton were Wednesday
guests of Mrs. Cora Carter

Mrs. Erlene nAderson and daugh-
ter, Margaret, of Crosslin Branch,
were Wednesday night pguests of
Mrs. Anderson’s sister. Mrs. A. L.
Mason.

Saturday afternoon guests of Miss
Claytie Arnold were Misses Winzola

Mason and Harriett
Drake.
J. D. Mason and sister Ruby Dell |

and Ruth |

are-spending a few days wm‘ :he:r
grandparents, Mr. -and Mrs J. M.

Mason.

Miss Winzola Insell of Rockvale
was a Friday guest of her cousin,
Marguerite Insell

Sunday dinner guests of W. E.
! Mason and family wers, Mr. and
Mrs. D. L. Mason and Lionel Thom-
as of Farrar Hill. They were ac-
companied home by Shelton Mason
for an indefinite stay.

At least one-tenth of zll the peo-
ple in the United States dspend
directly on cotton for their living.

ol 5X7
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J. D.. Sullivan, Mrs. A. P. Walker.
were
Robert

Mrs. J. L. Lemly. Visitors
Mrs. George Potts, Mrs.

ROXY

- aeatie-

South Side Square
Murfreesboro

BARGAIN
PRICES
FRL - SAT.

11¢-16¢

MATINEE
AND NIGHT

Fri. - Satur.

May 17 - 18
JACK RANDALL

“WILD HORSE
CANYON”

FINAL CHAPTER
“RED BARRY”
—also—
FIRST CHAPTER
“DAREDEVILS OF
THE RED CIRCLE”

FRED KNIGHT
SUE REED

Mon. - Tues.
May 20 - 21
KAY KYSER
“THAT’S RIGHT,
YOURE

WRONG”

R. T. McHENRY
VERA COLEMAN

Wed. - Thurs.
May 22 - 23
“THE SECRET

- FOUR”

—with—
FRANK LAWTON
and
ANNA LEE

MARION WILSON
JESSE NICHOLS

j s, Rdciunona oandaers, ors. lat-
tie Crosswaite, Mrs. B. B. Gracy,
Miss Elizabeth Hughey, Mrs. Hal
Hughey, Mrs. J. S. Lowry, Mliss
Elizabeth Lowry, Mrs. Nimrod
Thompson, Mrs. Harry Gracey.
Mrs. Will Goodrum, Miss Anne Ella
Aldrich.

Mrs. Media Davis Sinnott was
hostess to a group of friends at
Chinquapin Lodge one evening re-
‘cently. ‘Guests were Mrs. James
Clayton and Miss Rebecca Clayton
of Murfreesboro, Mrs. Roy Rascoe,
Mrs. Porter Rhea, Mrs. Chloe Can-
non and Mr. and Mrs. Walter King
A hamburger supper was served.

Gay Outing

Seventy-eight members of the
first and second grades of McFaddin
School spent a happy two and one-
half hours in Smyrna Taurséay.
Many of them rode the train for
the first time, saw the city fire en-
gine, enjoyed a picnic lunch in the
park, rolled in the grass and ate
all-day suckers. The WNashville,
Chattancoga and St. Louis railway
furnished them a special coach and
permitted each little tot to purchase
him one round-trip ticket. Mrs.
W. B. Carnahan, Miss Couch, Miss
Bumpus and Mrs. Edwards, teachers
of McFadden school, chaperoned the
children.

James Ridley of Chattanooga
spent Mother's Day with his par-
ents, Mr. and Mrs. James A. Ridley
on the Jones Mill road.

Mrs. Will Smith and son, Bobby,
are visiting Mr. and Mrs. Thurman
Ridley and children in Knoxville
this waek.

Mr. and Mrs. J. N. Barnett re-
turned Wednesday from Meiophis.

J. V. Braswell is building a2 new
six-room home on the Johnson lot,
near the school.

The Missionary Society of the
Methodist Church is entertaining
with a silver offering Tuesday eve-
ning at the home of Mrs. W. R.
Coleman at eight o'clock. Mrs. J.
L. Haynes of Spring Hill wili show
the Lum and Abner walking horse
picture, also pictures of Haynes
Haven and Maryland Farm. Mrs.
| Charles Hodge will be in charge of
| the program which will consist of
musical numbers and readings.

The Sam Davis Boy Scout Troop
|of Smyrna attended the hobby fair
in Nashville Monday night. Scout-
masters John Braswell and Waiter
Hoover accompanied the troop.

Mrs. W. R. Coleman, Miss Mar-
guerite Loise Coleman, Anne Car-
ter Felder, John Norman Barnett,
Jimmie Binkley, Fred ()'Neal, and
Wallace Barnett were in Nasaville
Monday to see Earl Coleman's ex-
hibit at the hobby fair. They also
went to Loveman’s to sce the ex-
hibit of Brindsley Farrell’s, from
Jefferson, of Whistler's mother.

The Missionary Society of the
Methodist Church met Tuesday af-
ternoon in a business session at the
home of Mrs. A. P. Walker when
arrangements were made for the
tea Tuesday night. The following
were present: Mrs. Walter King,
Mrs. E. A. Sinnot, Mrs. Agnes Lan-
nom, Mrs. Dodson Gregory, Mrs.
Will Neely, Mrs. Charles Hodge,
| Mrs. E. E. Nance, Mrs. Frank Pey-
I ton, Mrs. Jack Lowry, Mrs. Claude

E——— Corter, Mrs. A. P. Walker.

BLACKMAN, Tenn.—Mrs. Clay-
ton Jones and family of Habison
pike and Mrs. Herschel Layhew and
son of Shelbyville, spent the week

end with “their parents Mr. and
Mrs. Allen Pitts.

Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Jenkins of
Goodlettsville, Tenn., Mr. and Mrs.
Norman York and daughters, Nor-
ma Louise and Evelyn, and Mr. and
Mrs. J. J. Rowlette and children of
Nashville spent Sunday with Mr.
and Mrs. Joe Rowlette.

Miss Louise Rowlette is spending
two weeks with relatives in Nash-
ville,

Mr. and Mrs.
and children spent Sunday
relatives in this community.

Mr. and Mrs. A. T. Whitby and
children of Almaville spent Sunday
with Mr. and Mrs. Rob Garvin and
family.

Mrs. J. H. Rowlette has returned
home after spending two weeks
with relatives in Goodletisville.

Mr. and Mrs. Joe Mullins Jr. and
Mrs. J. V. Mullins Sr. spent Sun-

William Rowlette
with

OCKY FORK, Tenn—Mr. and
| Mrs. Walter Harris and son visited
Mrs. G. T. Ray recently.

Mr. and Mrs. Will Duggin of
Nashville spent last Sunday with
Mr. and Mrs. Watt Epps.

Mrs. B. E. Montgomery visited
Mrs. R. H. Bennett one day last
week.

Mr. and Mrs. Ben

Carter and

Mr. ang Mrs. Lee Blair recently.

Several members of the Seminf
ary H. D. Club went on a3 Better
Homes tour last Friday. They visit-
ed the gardens of Thomas D. Wil-
liams on the Hill road, then on to
the farm and home of Mrs. A, J.
Dyer on the Franklin road, then to
the garden of Mrs, A. M. Burton on
the Hillsboro road.

day with Mr. and Mrs. Tom Ford
near Smyrna.

Mr. and Mrs. Van Hackney and
daughter, Ester, spent Sunday af-
terncon with Mr, and Mrs. J. H.
Rowlette.

Bulova movements—just

pendable t'me piece.
sweet girl graduate.

. .

Snappy, vellow gold Westfield—a de-
Will please the

MAN'S NEW BULOVA™ DEAN"

Yellow gold color models—complete with matching
gold color link bracelets—15 jewel, fully guaranteed

the watch for “Him"

$12.95

AULTMANS

CHEERFUL CREDIT

child %, visited her sister Sunday.
Mr. 7~ Wi Walt “Epps -~ visited |

LIUSIICS alld 1alifilly.

Miss Lueron Jernigan spent Fri-
day night with
Black of Murfreesboro.

Mr. and Mrs. Leonard Lovvorn
of Gum, spent Sunday with Mrs.
Minnie Williams and daughter.

Mrs. A. E. Zumbro of Eddyville, grandparents, Mr. and Mrs

I wDdllltday allCiMoon EUests Of s¥1Ss |
Claytie Arnold were Misses Winzola

Miss Laura MaiInsell of Rockvale, Hazel and Gladys !
and Ruth |

Mason and Harriett
Drake.

J. D. Mason and sister Ruby Dell
are-spending a few days with their
J. M.

FINISDRERD
P. O. Box 217

Nashville, Tennessee
Free Mailing Bags Furnished
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Registered Tennessee Walking Horse
Face, Two White Stockings, sired by Roan Allen F-38 by Allen F-1, Foun-
dation of Allen Walking Horses.

See Three High Priced Walking
Horses Sired By Hall Allen

“BESSIE KING”—W. H. DAVIS, Wartrace, Tennessee.
“RED ACE”—BOB MURCHISON, W artrace, Tennessee
“ARISTOCRATIC ALLEN”—BROCK’S STABLES, Lawrenceburg, Tenn.
WRITE US WHEN YOU HAVE ANY HALL ALLEN COLTS FOR SALE

Wilson Farms, Inc.
Gallatin, Tennessee

PAUL PEAY, Mgr.

SIX MILES FROM GALLATIN ON NASHVILLE HIGHWAY

45,

ALL ALLEN

No 350180

|

HALL ALLEN

at Stud—Chestnut Sorrell; Blaze

Phone 119M
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“ime” | Bagleville News | i

EAGLEVILLE, Tenn. — Misses
Mary Ellen and Sophia Lowe and
Mary Theresa Williams were Sun-
day dinner guests of Miss Josephine
Haley of Murfreesboro.

Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Sullivan were
in Nashville Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. J. H. (Tip) McCord
and Miss Pearl Tucker were Sun-
day guests of Mr. and Mrs, F. E
Tucker of Flat Creek.

Mrs. Jimmie Boykin of Nashville
was the guest of her parents Mr. and
Mrs. T. Scott Williams Thursday
night.

Sullivan s Visit

The Rev. and Mrs. Jesse D. Sul-
livan and daughters. Misses Imo-
gene and Marjorie of Smyrna, wcre
Sunday guests of Mrs. Sullivan's
parents, Mr. and Mrs. P. S. McRae.

Miss Mary Theresa Williams was
the guest of Miss Mary Francis Mec-
Lian of Murfreesboro Thursday
night.

Jack Little and sister, Edna Gene,
and Misses Anna and Mary Oliver
Vantrease of Nashville returned
home with H. A. Vantrease Sunday
from a week end with the Misses
Little.

Miss Sue Ferguson is the guest of
her father, Dr. Earl Ferguson and

bG °:-

Liquid - Tablets SYMPTOMS
Salve-Nose Drops FIRST DAY

Try “Rub-My-Tism”"—a Wonderful
Liniment

CHECKS

MALARIA

in 7 days and
relieves

Murfreesboro
Pure Milk Co.

PASTEURIZED MILK
Call 946 407 E. Vine

H. S. BLACKMAN

Real Estate
LIST YOUR PROPERTY WITH ME
Murfreesboro, Tenn - Route 2
PHONE 978-W-2

HONEST
PLUMBING and
HEATING WORK

One trial of our new service on
plumbing and heating will con-
vince you that you pay for the
work we do and material used,
AND NO MORE.

PHONE 333

ALEX’S
PLUMBING and HEATING
SERVICE
ALEX BRILEY
Office 2t Sanders Auto Service
Day Phone 333 Night 5904

i Mrs. Ferguson of Clayton, La.

Mrs. C. L. Little has returned
ifrom a visit to Nashville relatives.

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Crosslin and
son, Frank Jr., Mr. and Mrs. Joe
i. Crosslin and son, Earl, were guests
{ of the Rev, and Mrs. R. C. Crosslin
1of Cumberland Furnace Sunday.

Miss Minnie Ethel McElhaney has
returned from a visit to relatives
at Caney Spring.

Visitors Entertained

Mrs. Bessie Buchanan and daugh-
ter, Jean, had as their Sunday guests
er. and Mrs. R. J. Jackson and
i daughter, Sarah, of Antioch; J. B.
Jackson and son, J. B. Jr. of Mur-
freesboro and Mrs. J. R. Taylor and
son, Rush Jr.

Mr. and Mrs. T. B. Jordan were
in Murfreesboro Friday.

Mrs. Eric Hardison of College
Grove was the week end guest of

Comstock.

Mr. and Mrs. Huston Vaughn of
Nashville were recent guests of
his father, J. R. Vaughn and Mrs.
j Vaughn, and Mr. and Mrs. T. B.
Jordan.

Mr. and Mrs. Jesse M. Owen at-
tended commencement exercises at
1 College Grove Sunday.

and Mrs. E. M, Wilcox this week.
Miss MeBride will supervise the
Vacation Bible School beginning
Monday afternoon.

Guests For Dinner
Mrs. Cassie Hooper and Miss
Annie Hutchinson were joint host-
esses at dinner Sunday. Those pres-
ent were Mr. and Mrs. Claude
Hutchinson and daughter, Kitty of
Gaston, Alabama.

Mr. and Mrs. Geoffrey Marable
and Miss Ora Carlton of Murfrees-
boro. Miss Gladys Carlton of Pu-
lagki. Mr. and Mrs. H. G. Elmorse
and Mr. and Mrs. W. L. Carlton.

The Rev. E. M. Wilcox will begin
a series of meetings at the local
Methodist Church August 4th. The
Rev. Sweeney of McMinnville will
do the preaching.

Miss Bettye Lowe Dry-e1 . Bel-
mont College spent the wzek end
with her mother, Mrs. N. N. Dry-
y den.

Mrs. G. K. Lowe and daughter,
Mrs. Don McClellan and Mrs. Free-
land Jackson were Tuesday guests
of Mrs. N. R. Jackson of Nashville.

Mr. and Mrs. Justin Hale and son
of Rockvale, Mrs. Clay Jackson and
daughter, Fay, of Nashville, and
Miss Rachel Harris of Murfrees-
'boro were Sunday guests of Mr.
!anﬁ Mrs. W. F. Jackson.

' Mrs.
1 John Powell, returned from Ruth-
| erford hospital Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs.
| Clarksville recently.

?

her parents Mr. and Mrs. W. L.

Miss Katherine McBride of Scar—|
ritt College is the guest of the Rev. |

Powell Taliaferro and son, |i

Ed Lowe wvisited (!

Dr. E. L. Williams, S. M. Wil-
liams and daughter, Sophia, attend-
ed funeral services Thursday for
Douglas Powell at Lewisburg.

Mr. and Mrs. T. Scott Williams
and Dr. E. L. Williams visited Lew-
isburg and Caney Spring Sunday.

Mrs. N. N. Dryden and Miss Nettie
Little were in Nashville this week.

Mr. and Mrs. G. T. Childress vis-
ited Nashville relatives Saturday.

Mrs. Cassie Hooper, Miss Annie
Hutchinson and Mrs. H. G. Elmore
were recent visitors to Mrs. L. R.
Hutchison of College Grove, who
is ill.

Miss Louise Stanford of David
Lipscomb College spent the week
end with her parents, Mr. and Mrs.
John Stanford.

-

Family Luncieon Given
Thursday At The Home
Of Mr. and Mrs. White

CHRISTIANA, Tenn., Route 2—
Mrs. B. G. White was hosfess to a
| family luncheon Thursday at her
|home here. Seated with Mr. and
{ Mrs. White were Mrs. Josie Linch,
[Mrs. G. C. Linch and granddaugh-
| ters and Mrs. Hoyt Davenport and
son, Larry, of Manchester road.

Ashton Wood Jr., Moody Gibson
and Mary Jo Coop are members of
the 940 graduating class at Tulla-
homa High.

Mr. and Mrs. Clint Thomas were
Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs. J.
C. Thomas in Big Springs.

Mrs. Etta Bigger entertained with
a dinner Sunday honoring Mr. and
Mrs. Pete Lynn and Mrs. Lizzie

Miss Gradie Bigger of STC.

Mrs. Arnold Thomas was in Fos-
tervile Sunday to wvisit her mother
who was hurt in a fall at her home
Friday.

Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Lewis and
family attended the singing at Ivy
Bluff Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. Roll Pruitt spent
Thursday with friends in Foster-
ville

Mrs. B. G. White entertained
with a dinner at her home Tuesday

art, Mrs. Mildred Allman and Mrs.

Hoyt Davenport and son, Larry.
Miss Ruth Gleaves of Fairfield

will teach at the Beechwood school.

James, were Sunday guests of Mr.
and Mrs. John P, Hoover.

Asnee Gibson has returned home
after several weeks visit in Chat-

Davis of Wayside, Tom Bigger and |

complimenting Mrs. Walter Stew- |

tanooga.

Mr. and Mrs. Alex Allman com-
plimented her relatives with a din-
ner Tuesday. Guests were Mr. and
Mrs. Sam Harris, Mr. and Mrs. W.
T. Delay of Milton, Mr. and Mrs.
Favor Jennings of Lascassas.

Mr. and Mrs. Luke Rawlins,
Charlie Carter and family, R. H.
Delbridge and daughters, Mr. and
Mrs. Bud Beesley and family, Mr.
and Mrs. Porter Carter and son,
Mr. and Mrs. Thurman Moore and
family attended the Young Peoples
League at Hoover's Gap Sunday
night.

New Teachinvg Method
To Be Studied During
Summer Quarter At U.T.

A new method of high school
teaching which scraps the lecture-
recitation system in favor of indi-
vidualized instruction will be in-
vestigated by a selected group of
Tennessee teachers and principals at
the University of Tennessee this
summer. The study will be con-
ducted during the first session of
the U-T summer quarter June 10—
July 17.

Guided by the principle that a
Wchild takes keener interest ana
| learns more if he is working with
Jhis own personal problems, the
| new method attempts to relate all
school subjects to the individual
life problems of high school stu-
dents, explained Dr. Druzilia Kent,
U-T professor of home economics
education, who is chairman of the
committee in charge of the summer
school study.

“At present we use a mass Iro-
duction system in our high schools,
assigning all students a certain

ing them on what they have tem-
porarily memorized from the text
and from classroom lectures,” said
Dr. Kent. “If we can make the
i students utilize these textbook sub-
{jects in solving their everyday
problems ,we can succeed in giving
them an education of immediate
value and of lasting impression.”
“For example, one student in
biology may make a special study
of tuberculosis because some mem-
ber of his family has that disease.
Another in the same class might
wish to study a disease that nas af-

chapter in a textbook and question-
I

{flicted one of his pets. Certainlylcan be performed.
what those students learn would | Following extensive experimental

could make their studies useml}ical research laboratory, Dr. Mec-
tools in solving their own immediate | Kinney has performed 21 operations
problems.” | transplanting corneas. Fourteen of
- ithe cases were considered “unfav-

orable” or hopeless, but he was
Traditional ‘Alocha Q€' | successful in improving or restoring

Ceremony Is Planned }the sight of eight. His proportion
B 500 U T S = ‘of successes among the “favorable”
y - 1. D€N10rS | cuses was much higher—six out of

= seven.

-

Approximately 500 University of |
Tennessee seniors graduating in| “One of the principal obstacles
June will bid farewell to their al-|encountered has been the lack of
ma mater at the traditional Aleha;a constant and dependable supply
Oe ceremony at U-T May 4. The[of corneas for transplantation,” said
impressive event, which usually at-| the U-T faculty member. “The sup-
tracts several thousand spectatcrs.|ply of suitable eyes from the liv-
will be held in Shields-Watkins|ing is extremely limited and the
Stadium at 6:30 p.m. | eyes of cadavers are rarely obtain-

. | able i i untry.
George Fort Milton, president of | 5 e“m this cg :
I In one instance, however,

the Chattanooga Evening Tribune

a

not be forgotten soon, because they Wwork with rabbits in the U-T med- |

man affected with progressive pul-
monary tuberculosis willed his eyes
for transplantation. Three grafts
were obtained from the two eyes.”

You're Missing Something
BY NOT USING THE WANT ADS

W estinghouse
Home Cleaner
Complete with $59 50

all attachments
$9.95 for old cleaner.
Balance $2.29 month

McCord & Harris

Appliance Department in
Rear of Store

and graduate of 1915, will be prin-
cipal speaker for the ceremony. As|
the seniors light their “torch of!|
service,” symbolizing the end of
their college career and the begin-
ning of their career of service, Mr. |
Milton will speak on “The Passing !
of the Torch.”

Dean Charles E. Ferris of ihe|
U-T College of Engineering, one of |
the oldest members of the Univer-l ‘
sity faculty, will also take part in|§
the ceremony. Dr. James S. Hal}|
of Clinton, a graduate of the class"
of 1919, will welcome the seniors | §
into the Alumni Association. i

The U-T band will play for the |
| event. Special music will also be‘
given by George Dempster at the {
Massey Memorial Organ. I

S il -

Delicate Eye Operations &

y By U. T. Faculty Member | &
Restore Sight For 14 §

MEMPHIS—By operations involv-
ing transplantation of the cornea,;
Dr. J. Wesley McKinney of the]
University of Tennessee medical
unit has restored sight for 14 per-|
sons during recent years, according:
to a report in a current Suutherﬂi
Medical Journal. He is believed to
be the only person in this region|§
performing this type operation.

Corneal transplantation is the
transfer of part of the eyeball frum
one person to another. It is one
of the most delicate operations thatl

2,500

UNDER F.H.A. TITLE ONE

1 You can re-roof, repair, paint or add to your home with monthly :
H payments from 12 to 36 months. No mortgage or red tape. Call :

E us for estimate and explanation.
Mr. and Mrs. Ewin Fox and som, |

I, .
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—Imont Couege spent the w=2ek end

with her mother, Mrs. N. N. Dry-
HONEST i
PLUMBING and ’ Mrs. G. K. Lowe and daughter,

HEATING WORK Mrs. Don McClellan and Mrs. Free-
One trial of our new service on |, land Jackson were Tuesday guests
plumbing and heating will con- | |of Mrs. N. R. Jackson of Nashville.
vince you that you pay for the Mr. and Mrs. Justin Hale and son
work we do and material used, || of Rockvale, Mrs. Clay Jackson and
-~} AND NO MORE. {daughter, Fay, of Nashville, and

PHONE 333 | Miss Rachel Harris of Murfrees-

ALEX’S { boro were Sunday guests of Mr.
PLUMBING and HEATING |and Mrs. W. F. Jackson.

SERVICE Mrs. Powell Taliaferro and son,

Hight 8808 1| Mr. and Mrs. Ed Lowe visited
: K | Clarksville recently.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS

¥ | Estate of T. G. Miles, Deceased.

Notice is hereby given ihat on

estate of T. G. Miles, deceased, were
B8 | issued to the undersigned by tre
B | County Court of Rutherford County,

for
Best Prices |

Farmers |
P!Od- co- | ever barred.

Phone 239 114 E.Vine Q| s 9 dav of May. 1840

: ’ J. C. MILES, Administrator
-y ! Estate of T. G. Miles deceasad

(SAVE MONEY

,J{diﬂ/ ’.-’.ry ["’1’7/' / 9 0” Be°ﬁooﬁ”"

i | non-resident, having claims, matur-

ed or unmatured, against his ~-late
Idre required to file the same with
the Clerk of the above named Court
) w1thm one year from the Jate of
the first publication of this notic2,

otherwise their clams wll »ne ‘ur-

Gives you a good-looking STORM-
PROOF roof at low cost. When
laid over old roofing. helps keep
upstairs warmer in winter and
cooler in summer.

Outstandingly economical both in
material and labor costs. Easily
and quickly applied. Hammer

only tool needed. cmm ?:,L e

Call or write for samples and gow off boccnl::u of
prices. Let us estimate the cost e secure anchorage

with nai
of reroofing the Careylok way. cu.,n;::m %“

EVERY SHINGLE

YOUNG & OGILVIE |

M urfreesboro, Tennessee |8

ALEX BRILEY John Powell, returned from Ruth-
Office at Sanders Auto Service || . tord hospital Sunday. |
Day Phone 333 =

28 | the 2 da y of April, 1840, Leiters|
g | of Administration in respect °f the |

2 | Tennessee. All persons, resident and |

S ————————

v«.rth a dinner at her home Tuesday |
complimenting Mrs. Walter Stew-
art, Mrs. Mildred Allman and Mrs.
Hoyt Davenport and son, Larry. |

Miss Ruth Gleaves of Fairfield !
will teach at the Beechwood school. |

Mr. and Mrs. Ewin Fox and son, |
James, were Sunday guests of Mr.
and Mrs. John P. Hoover.

Asnee Gibson has returned home

UNDER F.H.A. TITLE ONE

You can re-roof, repair, paint or add to your home with monthly
payments from 12 to 36 months. No mortgage or red tape. Call
us for estimate and explanation.

YOUNG OGILVIE & CO.

320 S. Church Street

Phone 3

after several weeks visit in Chat-

- PIGGLY-WIGGLY 7%

BETTER VALUES

At Your Piggly-Wiggly Store In Murfreesboro

Pure Cane Sugar 2. $4.75

Spotlight Coffee Clock Bread
R 3i:39c] | e 3 == 29c

NAVY BEANS 10 Ibs. 39¢
BACON ™ Beast b ] 21

VEAL CHOPSS; 2%y s 15¢ | CABBAGE ™" 4 **5..z  10¢
PORK CHOPS“**};, 15 18¢ | GRAPEFRUIT 353 ... 19¢
LARD:ZE® 4 "rron 29¢ | LEMONS, Juicy,doz. - 25¢
FLANK STEAKS:5txo 25¢ | POTATOES wone 6“5 19¢

Cal. Oranges 2ii: Dozen 25c¢

FINEST MATCHES, 2 boxes - 5¢
CO F FEE| CHUM SALMON, 2 1-Ib. cans - 25¢
24 o P & G or OCT.SOAP, 3 giant bars 10¢

can =
AVONDALE FLOUR, 24-1b. bag 67c¢
X SODA CRACKERS "> 2:=_ {]¢

PURE ASSORTED
GRAN. SALT, 100-1b. bag - - 89¢
PreSer ves |

2 % 25¢| ST R

MAXWELL HOUSE

BIGGER SAVINGS|f}

PATTERNS
MATCH YOUR ODD COATS

GROUP 1

Men’s Wash Pants

Sanforized, Pre-Shrunk Wash
Pants in all the newest designs,
colors and styles. Made by
“Duckhead.” All 1940 mod-
els $1.49 values.

GROUP 2
Men's Dress Pants

Our large stock of
Men’s Pants enables
us to match almost
any odd coat. All new
styles and patterns. B

MURFREESBORO’S LARGEST STOCK
OF MEN’'S CLOTHING

C

iThe HUB

Dept. Store

Sol Arbit, Prop. — W. Side Square

“If i’s in our ad, it’s so”
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$55,000 WPA

tients because of the grey un:’orms
and gray caps with the Red Cross
insignia across the front that the
ladies wear while on duty, Dr. Har-
ris explained. Nearly all of the
other Veterans hospitals have a
similar organization.

These women will be selecied
from Murfreesboro and must make
application through the county
chapter of the Red Cross after he-
ing passed on by this group they
must complete the course of lec-
tures and be accepted by the hos-
pital. The organization will have
ten members.

Mrs. Watson Chairman

Mrs. Clarence E. Watson is chair-
man of the local Gray Ladies ard
Mrs. Bart N. White is co-chairrman.
Miss Mary F. Swiggart, organizer of
the Gray Ladies for the American
Red Cross, has been here to get
the organization started and is ex-
pected to return here from Wash-
ington this week.

Some of the duties of the Gray
Ladies are: hostess service in rec-
reation rooms, sponser entertain-
ment, sponsor parties and picnics
for patients, furnish motor irans-
portation, flower service in wards
and mess halls, furnishing ward
entertainments for patients unable
to go to recreation rooms. reading
to selected groups of patients, assist
patients in letter writing, assist in
decorating wards for special oc-
casions such as Christmas and Hal-
loween, serve as supplementary
hostesses for special oceasions, spon-
sor field day events.

Mrs. Mitchell, head of the recree-
tional aide at the hospital, has es-
tablished recreation rooms in build-
ing number nine, Manager Jared
said. Card tables, bingo tables,
table tennis, a radio and phono-
graph have been established in this
building for the patients.

Sunday afternoon, 1308 wveople
went on conducted tours of the hos-
pital as part of the “Hospital Day”
observance program. Jared esli-
mated the crowd that attended the
band concert and tours at 2.000.

A total of 450 patients are now
receiving treatment at the hospital
Arlie Maggart of Silver Point, Tenn.,
was employed at the facility this
week bringing the total now work-
ing to 386.
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Ridathon

speeches and music will be given
Lwing the rest period.

The afternoon ride will progress
over the Sulphur Springs road to
the Jack Jones' farm, to Miles' Ford, |
following the creek and river to
Florence Siation, then back to the
airport.

| out may do so at any point.

The trail, which covers aporoxi-
mately 14 miles, will be routed by |
some of the historical spots of the |
county, covering the Civil War bat- |
tlefields and some of the olgest!

CALL
FOR
COTTON

WHEN YOU BUY

MAY 17*25

National Cotton Week, set for May 17-25 this year, promises to be
the greatest event of its kind in cotton's history.

Promoted by the National Cotton Council, the Cotton Texile Insti-

tute, and other cooperating agencies, Cotton Week in the nineteen
cotton-producing states will bring before the public a record parade of
cotton products.

With merchants of the Belt featuring their annual cotton sales, it
take a decided jump during!
Promotional plans which bring into play every -

is certain that cotton consumption will
Naional Cotton Week.
agency in the community can but result in such an increase.

Yet an increase in volume of cotton sales during National Cotton
Week alone is not enough. To increase cotton consumption appreciably
we must convert Cotton Week into a year around plan.
ten percent gain in domestic consumption set by the National Cotton
Council for the immediate future is to be reached, every man, woman
and child in the United States must use an additional 14-100ths of an
ounce of cotton every day of the year.

Fourteen hundredths of an ounce is not a very imposing quantity.
But when the per capita increase per day of cotton consumption reaches
that quantity, we will be using 750,000 bales a year more than we are
at present. This increase would bring domestic consumption to within
a few hundred bales of the all-time high.

The Cotton Council is launching a program which can bring about
that increase, an increase which will make it Cotton Week not once,
but fifty-two times a year. Cooperation of the people of the Belt will
go a long way toward making that program successful.

Hord said. The Ridathon wiil be
concluded at about 3:30 in the after-
woon, but those wishing to drop

August, to dedicate the park, then
to Chattanooga to dedicate the dam
and on to Murfreesboro to dedicate
the hospital. It is just a guestion
of being able to set a date for the
trip.

From Page Iv
Roosevelt

the park dedication originally had
been set for June 21.

The letter, addressed
Jewell, follows:

“lI am very glad he expects i be
in Tennessee at the time.
With kind regards, I am
Sincerery your friend,
Kenneth McKellar™

1From Page lv
Cant Jacobs

to Mr.

“In regard to the President’s de-
dicating the new hospital at Mur-
freesboro, 1 talked with him this!

If the goal of a_

| Jacobs; a sister, Mrs. E. N. Earls of
Beech Grove; two brothers, J. F.
and J. W. Jacobs of Donnell's Chap-
el: three grandchildren; Ray Don-
‘nell of Murfreesboro, Mrs. Clyde
Newman of Murfreesboro and Mrs
Howard Hayes of Okolona, Miss
four great grandchildren, Jerry and
Bertie Ann Donnell and Kenneth
and Billy Hayes ; several nieces and
nephews.

iF rom Page ;

- Band Festival

, week in April with the first Jay to
be climaxed with an aill-Midstate

concert.

Cherry said that those to take
\part in the all-star event would be
selected on a basis of nominations
by the individual bands. Then from
a group of 500 nominations, the
sponsors would select 350 to 400
| finalists.

One of the seven judges expected
to officiate at the festival will di-
rect the all-stars through several
numbers.

Otherwise the festival will follow
the same general lines as this year.
Cherry said, with concerts, solo and

|ensemble performances, marching
and twirling exhibitions and a
downtown parade.
| The invitation to hold the event
there again was extended by the

Murfreesboro Chamber of Com-
merce is cooperation with the loeal
high school and State Teachers and
Tennessee Colleges.

The only other invitation came

tfrom Peabody College, Nashville.
The executive committee is com-
posed of B. L. Hassell, principal of
Clarksville high school, chairman;
J. C. Mitchell, superintendent of
City Schools, secretary-treasurer,

E. O. Coffman, principal Lawrence-
burg high school; James Neeld of | Bynum, Jean Clark, Ralph Hitt,
Lawrenceburg, V. V. Edmonds, C.!Martha Ann Haynes, Mildred Snow,
B. Hunt, Jr, and Lloyd Webb, all | Roy Norris. Bobby McKnight, Rich-
of Nashville. ard Sims, Robert Harris, Meredith
-> | Miller, Sam Bugg, Don Ferrell,

From Page 1 James Wendal Rooker, Billie Sims,
Juanita Clark, Jean Mankin, Donald

Central Band }Wrigm. Carolyn Mankin, Donald
Rooker, Neil Lokey, Billie Ferrell,

Cordelia Stephens, Jean Pullias,
Leonard Cawthon, John Womack,
Perry Elrod, Joe MecGill, William
Hall, Ernest Steelman, Davis Brown,
Gentry Brandon, Thomas Smother-
man, Ruby Dill, Mark Womack, Bill
Armistead. Charles Hill, Director.

concerts at various hotels in Mem-
phis and will be entertained Satur-
day morning at ten o'clo:k with a
picture show party at the new
Malco theatre A dance has been
arranged for the group at the Clar-
idge hotel at 2:30 p.m.

Saturday night the Murfreesboro
group will march in the Grand
Carnival Parade at 7:15 o'clock,
along with all the other bands from
the Tri-State area. Murfreesboro
is the only band outside the im-
mediate Memphis trade area In-
vited to the Carnival, it was an-

ces Bridges, Dorothy Bragg, Virgin-
ia Lee, Margaret McBride, Claire
Hartman, Alexine McKnight.

From Page 1

Christy

nounced.
Girl members of ine band will be | placed here by the Commonwealth
under the chaperonage of Mrs.

Fund of New York City.
‘Lover of Mankind’

Dr. Black, in summing up Mr.
Christy’'s qualities of character,
stated that he was a lover of man-
zind in the broadest sense of the
word. He concluded by reading
“Abou Ben Adhem” by Leigh
Hunt, which, he said, was particu-
| larly discriptive of Mr. Christy’s in-

Brown, Mrs. Webb and Mrs. J. C.
Kelton and will spend the night at
the Peabody hotel. The boys will
stay at the Catholic club.

The return trip will be made
Sunday afternoon with a stopover!
at Jackson for Church services.

Members of the band are:

Mack Elrod. Frank McBride, Mor -
gan Green, T. M. Tarpley, Elizabeth terest in humanity.

Robertson, Ruth Gray, Lamar Harp- | yisitors were invited into th= re-
er. Colleen Robinson, Frances I'rav- ! eption room where Mrs. J. K. Mar-
is, Charles Powell. Charles Aren-|sha)l member of the Auxiliary and
dale, Jack Fathers, Bob Groom,|former hospital. superintendent
Myra Jo Fox, William Hall David- | from 1929 to 1937. made the un-
son, Bucky Doster., Julia Harris, | veiling speech before the Christy
Ruby Lynn Solomon, Roy McFolin, ! portrait whien was painted by Mrs.
Louise Hill Beasley, Joyce Siroud.ICollier Crichlow and presented to
Frances Crockett, Evalyn Davis,}the hospital by the administrative
Nacy Zumbro, Carolyn Webb, Bil- | board.

lie King Beasley, Horace Beasley, Mrs. Marshall said

that mem-

Majorettes—Justine Doster, Fran- !
rors were taken on a tour of in-

Sara Young, Jean Sanders, James,bers of the auxiliary, in trying to

supplement the invaluable serv-
ices of Mr. Christy, had come to ap-
preciate more and more the extent
to which he gave his thought, time
and energy to things pertaining to
Rutherford county. The board, she
said, had concurred with them in
the idea of hanging Mrs. Crichlow’s
portrait of Mr. Christy on Hospital
Day and had presented the like-
ness in commemoration of his ser-
vices to the institution.

Twao of Mr. Christy's grandchil-
dren, Susan and Martha Waller,
took part in the unveiling cere-
mony.

Following the ceremony, the visit-

spection throughout the hospital, led
by the nursing department. The

| investigation took them through the

administrative offices, the dietary
department, the X-ray and labora-
tory rooms, obstetrical and surgical
departmentis and patients’ rooms. On
the south porch were exhibits from
the Red Cross, the Social Agencies
Counsel, on the care of infants,
syphilis control and rural sanita-
tion.

Enrollment in 4-H clubs in the
48 Alaska, and

Puerto Rico reacnea a new high f
1,381,500 farm boys and girls in 1933.
Tennessee had 65,758 members.

states, Hawaii,

FOR RENT—2 nice offices, East
Main street, % block of Square,
also suitable for 2 room apart-
ment, only $5 each. Available
now. Also modern 4-room apart-
ment. North Spring street. Hot
water, electric stove, refrigerator,
furnished. ELLIS RUCKER,
Realtor. Phone 8.

washad!
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This is National Cotton Week—which has two mewmnings. First, you get extra bargains in everything
made of. cotton; and second, your purchases help American industry and farming in the battle for
prosperity. Wear cotton . . . because cotton clothes are fashionable, cool, economical and easily

WASHABLE

OTTON
FROCKS S

[ | e Y

“FRUIT OF THE LOOM”

COTTON

noreoere | |




| Hord said. The Ridathon wiil be |
| concluded at about 3:30 in the after-

oon, but those wishing to drop
{out may do so at any point.

From Page f

Ridathon

speeches and music will be given

»’5mng the rest period. {From Page 1
The afternoon ride will prog‘ressl
over the Sulphur Springs road to! Roosevelt

the Jack Jones’ farm, to Miles' Ford, I

following the creek and river 10 |iho park dedication originally had
Florence Station, then back to melopen set for June 21

airport. : i The letter, addressed to Mr. |
The trail, _whu:h covers approxi- ! yawell follows:
mately 14 miles, will be routed by
some of the historical spots of the| “In regard to the President’s de-
county, covering the Civil War bat- ic]icating the new hospital at Mur- |
tlefields and some of the .lgest!freesboro, 1 talked with him this
land marks of the community. | morning and he stated he expects
Those participating in the ride ;to go to the Great Smoky Moun-
will meet at the airport at 9:30 a. m.. | tains National Park, perhaps in

From Page 1

August, to dedicate the park, then
to Chattanooga to dedicate the dam
and on to Murfreesboro to dedicate
the hospital. It is just a guestion
of being able to set a date for the
trip.

“I am very glad he expects ic be
in Tennessee at the time.
With kind regards, I am
Sincereiy your friend,
Kenneth McKellar”

Cant Jacobs

Donnell’'s Chapel and had !-cen a
farmer all his life.
Surviving are his wife, Mrs. Sully

TIRE PRICES CUT!

SAVE MORE NOW ON
Brunswick Standard

Get This 12-Month
Writien Guarantee

—protects you against all road
hazards, including blowouts!

4:75-19

$5.25

List Price $8.45

4:40-4:50-21

$4.98

List Price $8.30

$6.25

5:25-.5:50-18

List Price $9.85 List Price $11.25

Price Includes Old Tire

6:00-16

$6.89

Com-

plete -\
Asst. of
Garden \!

‘%b

LAWN
MOWERS

Ball- bearlng
14" blade .

A_ UTO S
27 SOUTH SIDE

——

445 (\\

ENNESSEE

SQUARE

OUTING JUGS

,1

TORES: .

T his is National Cotton W eek—uwhich has two mewnings.

WASHABLE

COTTON
FROCKS

You can't have too many of
these sparkling, wearing, easy-
Styles for
every occasion. Pockets, but-
tons, ricrac trims. Soft details
“expensive
Soft sheers, seersuckers, clear
All sizes.

to-wash cottons.

with an

prints, checks.

look.”

$] 98

Others $2.98 -- $3.98

P1ece Goods

First, you get extra bargains in everything

made of cotton; and second, your purchases help American industry and farming in the battle for
prosperity. Wear cotton . . .
washz2d!

because cotton clothes are fashionable, cool, economical and easily

Special for Cotton Week
NEW COTTONS

Values to 49¢

29¢ yd.

Brilliant new cottons for summer

wardrobes!

powder puff muslin,
dimity, fancy piques in
All guaranteed fast

large florals.
color.

“EIGHTY SQUARE"”
REGULAR 15¢
QUALITY

Dress
Prints

10¢c

Stripes — Checks
Plaids

Band box muslins,

twinkle-toe
stripes,

REPEAT SALE
FULL BED-SIZE
TUFTED

Bed
Spreads

’1.39

Regular $2.50 value,
All pretty colors. Ex-
ceptional

LADIES’ NEW

SUITS

Full skirted play-suits
in bright young stripes
Other pretty patterns.
Shirt and Slack Sets.
Shirt, Shorts and Skirt
Sets.

’1.98
¥2.98

“FRUIT OF THE LOOM”

COTTON
DRESSES

Simple, smart spec-
tator cottons for the
office . . . and vaca-
tion wear. Ginghams,
percales, prints, polk-
a-dots, stripes. Gay

details. All are slim,
becoming. All sizes.

PLAY TOGS

Qur new Nannette Tod-
dler lay-togs are de-
for sun and fun!

Styled in sturdy fabrics,
uaranteed washable

n Ivory Flakes, they
are cool, comfortable,
cute. See them nowl
SIZES 1, 2, 3




Ps r'or 1 wo Years in dixties-~
2 in Many Years

Al

and after having been pulled across the river by the taithtul horse at the
he old treadle pulling boats from one bank to another had to be blind to
m colic and caused their early deaths.

General Paine, Wood's Ferry boat

was for a long tlme the only

avallable means of transportation

across the Cumberland for a large

part of the population of Wilson ——
county. -

OR a number of years Im-
mediately after the close of
the war this ferry was oper=
ated by an ex-slave of Jefferson
Wood, son of Josiah Wood. With
the exception of the two years of *
federal occupation, some member of .
the Downs famlily has operated this
ferry for a period of more than
fifty years.

John Downs has served in the
capacity of ferryman for forty
consecutive years living the entire
time in a log house nearby, which
m built for the of |
Ferry in the ea % mmmer ofggﬁﬁr-‘ e
year.

Eight horse-power boats, with 1
framing structure of oak and utern
of pine, have comprised the trans-
portation facilitles at this ferry
for the last t»'“* venrs, Each of
these boats was designed and ¢
structed by ltoy su'other, of Sums=-
ner county.

Pleking & horse for the joh of
b- treading the route which pulled the

boats back and forth between

Sumner and Wilson counties was
teh not an easy task for only a blind

horse could handle the job. Due to
lon| the confining work in all sorts of
the | weather, the average life of a
Ine. | ferry horse did not exceed eight
the | years.
sces| Besides his blindness, necessary
to make him follow his one-track
lons | job hour after hour when neces=
1 of | sary, a ferry horse oftemn becomes
slon | susceptible to colic. In one or two
¢ In | instances legends at Wood's Ferry
ties | recite cases where the ferry horse
ping | was selzed with an attack of colie
ices, | when hls boat-load wag in mid-
um-= | stream, mecessitating heroic meas-
nied | ures to get the beoats with their
lers. | passengers landed safely,
ey, But neither blindness nor colie
8 of! hamper modern motor-drawn bonts.

'Still Holds Record

| to The telephone overseas service
"";' being new and inspirational, i no
SUE1 at all hard-hearted.

hey| A lady in Dunkirk, Long Island,
Ing, | recently was startled to be called

do-lto the phone by the London
up | operator. When it was straighten-

of | ed out, it was found that the caller
ask | wanted to talk to Dunkirk, France.

.‘:,';‘ The phone company dldn't count
ars. | that one, and they didn't count the
|Ish | one In 1930 when a London news-
toll | paper thought 11 was calling op
lien | Douglas Gilimore, the bridegroom of
Tom Mix's dauvghter, Ruth, but In-
or | stead got to talking to Frank J.
the | Gilmore, a married businessman of
ust| Yuma, Ariz,

¥ Mr. Gilmore, when asked if he
ard | enjoyed married life, said, “sure,
ro | what of it? and hung up.
ode The supervisors wish that some-
lay | one would please telephone Iceland.
prv | They completed that hookup three
k| weeks ago and so far nobody hLas
asked to talk to Iceland.

M otm
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New Talent

Vital Provincial Humor
Marks Murfreesboro
Writer, Ed Bell’s First
But Significant Novel

FISH ON THE STEEPLE. By Ed
Bell. Farrah and Rhinehart. New
York City. $2.50.

“Fish on the Steeple” has re-
celved just acclalm far and wide
for a number of reasons. It now
seems time to praise it closer home
in terms of its.peculiar significance
for this section.

Southern readers should glory in
this really impressive first novel
not because it is staged in Smith-
ville, Tenn., and written by “home
folks," but because of the way it
is written. A starilingly original
view of things, racy prose, and {rue
literary ecreativeness combine to
glive the book ite quality.

James Branch Cabell once sald
he could not recall "“a moderately
well done first movel for the past
ten years which has not been
halled by Dr. Willlam Lyon Phelps
and at least one other person as the

novel of the century,” This, how-
ever, seems the time to discard Mr,
Cabell's critical caution and say
plainly that “Fish on the Steeple”
is the most slgnificant plece of
creative fiction to come out of the
South in ever so long.

Frankly, the book is more im-
portant for the talent it introduced
than for its own particular merits,
but for all that, it's a grand yarn
which is guaranteed to furnish rich
entertalnment and a strong sense of
being in touch with vital things.
Its episodes are at times put to-
gether improbably, but the texture
of the writing savea it.

Mr. Bell's talent is significant
becanse he has shown himself to
be the proper literary descendant
of the Mark Twaln frontler humor
school. He is modern enough to

avold most of the rhetorie of which|
frontier writers were|

the Southern
guilty, but he deserves to -
with them on his racy languagze
m&mm eshing view of human-
‘An oblective reallst,
than a irifle Inclined

rank

he is more
to deplet
_Ligin the

‘drunkards, shrews, bullies, and the
llke. They are so convineingly and
lovingly portrayed, however, that}
truth. And after all, the otier
side comes in, too. The “"Cap'm

Man,” most profane and dlssolute
of the characters, draws admira-
tion and affection for fthe fine
swaggering way he handles his
workers at the brick yard and gets
his work done.
event In the book—tossing a dog
into a burning brick kiln because
it gnaws a ham stolen by one of
the workmen—does not turn the
reader against the workman, who 1=
a strapping muscular bully with his
mind on “one subject” all the time.

All the characters, be they ro-
spectable or not, have a commoi
distrust of the forces of law and
combine against the sheriff to heip
each other out. Religion dominates
the town, of course, with the
Camphellites and their “fish on the
steaple” leading all others, but
everything from sex tn the under-
takor's business methods are treat-
ed with a healthy sense of propor-
tion.

In brief, the book ia the story of
the love-making of Pete, an in-
credibly beautiful young blonde,
and the hriekmaker's sunburngd son
in his "teens, Added to the story
are multiple scenes at the court-
house, the barber shop, the bank on
Saturday afternoon, a Camphellite
baptizing, of naughty doings off in
the woods, and at the family table.
The “Cap'm Man,” burning brick
for a Campbellite dormitory gets
done out of the business and ls on
the verge of ruin until half the
town goes up in an “insurance”
fire, which saves the day for
everyhady. The Ku Klux Klan,
modern style, and gossip go rounds
to fill in the rest.

In addition to his oblective
humor and realism, Mr. Bell also
demonstrates a talent for mood
creation which s remarkable. This
is particularly notable at the scene
at dusk in the graveyard where the
girl and boy meet each other at
the opening of the book. Others
there are aplenty, but none as suc-
cessful as the first.

The language In this hook is Bo
frank and natural that it is lmpos-
sible to take offense. All the char-
acters speak and think In
normal terms, Mrs. , Were
she still extant, might object, but
eertainly no one else should.

_ One thing is objec‘uon‘l’!?wh. Mr,

ly peopled with lech-| %
8, ntlﬂl?i'dti

The most brutal|

In Tennessee

Bell has attempted to convey the

phonetic of the speech of his

allows the use of special terms, all |
!

drance. Pete goes all throu the
book using the %rdm“mn" in
nearly every speech. Would M

Bell have practically all the in-
habitants of dear old England, for
example; term their female parents
fn the same spelling?

g8
i
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all his artistry, Cr 5e a
ruteh.tnf]- neurotic. Stribling and|
Ca'dwell, from th various view-|

|

Charybdis -

young Tennessee author sails ]
with gusto out inte the mid-

_ u_ﬁ-lj

in |

Southern intellectuals have been|
‘talking 4p a renalssance of loeaxt |
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Ee_‘_rjﬂi_lzzadn;Delivers Famous
Sermon on Prodigal Son Here

And mot many days after the
younger son gathered all {ogeth-
er, and tock his jourmey into a
far couniry, ana there wasted
his substance . .. ..

By ED BELL
The Rev. W. S. Ellington, Tenn-
essee’s great Negro preacher, de-
livered his Prodigal Son sermon
again Sunday efternoon to a Mur-
freesboro congregation.
He has been preaching this ser-

mon for 44 years. Every spring he| .

gives it to a full house ei the
iRyman auditorium in Nashville and
‘to the rest of the nation by radio
 broadcast.

On Christmas Day 1935 the sermon
i was sent to all natiohs on a world-
wide hook-up.

‘ With wit and eloquence he told
the story to a large audience of
both white and colored pecple of
the restless couniry boy who went
laway from home and spent all his
|inheritance among fair weather
friends.

. Each year the Rev. Eliington
| brings his Prodigal Son up-ic-date.
| ‘Penitentiary Waiting’

f Sunday afternoon he said: “Teach
- that boy to work. Some people think
' their children are too pretly or
too good. Teach him to work, or
there is a penitentiary waiting for
him down at Nashville, and there
is an electiric chair waiting in the
backyard of the penitentiary.”

He pictured the Prodigal’s aepar-
ture, his father and mother’s grief,
his gay time in the alien land.

“Every girl had her cap set for
Mister Prodigal for awhile,” he said,
“but it didn’t last.”

The Rev. Ellington admitted that

hunger was the main reason for the
boy's return, bul that in itself was
not a bad thing.

“Light housekeeping is wrecking
America” he said.

During his sermon he called for
more joy in the church today and
more shouting.

‘Served On Ice’

“I've been to meetings that were
served on ice . . . they served me
the sermon on ice . . . they served
the singing on ice, and the praying
. and the people sat on blocks
o feasc

He said, “I'm not afraid of dead
people, but I don’t want to spend
the night in a graveyard . . . That's
why they don’t come to church to-
day: they don’'t want to spend the
night in the graveyard. Give them
joy and hallelujah, and they 1l come
flocking.”

The Rev. Ellington is T2 years
old. He doesn’t appear in the pul-
pit as an elderly man. He preaches
in a simple language that has music
in it, sometimes quietly end some-
times with great power.

His long arms and large hands
work as he tzlks and his words
synchronize with the gestures

Began In Backwoods

As a young man out of Fisk: Uni-
versity he first gave his Prodigal
Son sermon at a little backwoods
church over in West Tennessee. The
people seemed to like it better than
any other and the Rev. Ellington
liked it himself. That was how it
started.

From then on he made a practice

of giving the sermon once each year
to his home church, each time try-

and interpret the Prodigal in the
light of present day events.

Believing that preachers must
modernize their appeal, he explain-
ed that people prefer the movies,
radio, and novels to church-going
merely because they wanted to see
life presented as it is now. This
he ftries to give them with his
ever-changing interpretation of the
Prodigal Son.

Soon it got to be that there was
a larger congregation on tkhai day
of the year than any other. Street
cars were overloaded bringiug peo-

ple to his church. White people
came.

More room was needed and the
Rev. Ellington was invited to use
the Ryman auditorium. The audi-
torium seats more than 6,000 pedple
and hundreds were turned away
from its doors the day of the Rev.
Ellington's first appearance there.

Congratualted

For the past 12 years i nas been
broadcast, and ihe preacher receives
congratulatory mail from all over
the country. He has the distinction
of being the only American Negro
to broadcast cver @ world-wide
hook-up as on Christmas, 1935.

He says “Since the boys at the
State penitentiary can't come to
see me, I go out there and preach
to them once every year, too.”

Despite his advanced age, the
Rev. Ellington has never been sick
in his life. His mother told him he
never even had the regular chil-
drens' diseases.

Besides his pastorate at the First|’
Baptist Colored Church in East
Nashville, he travels a great deal,

ing to bring the story up-to-dateand is editor of two religious jour-
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of the town, especially 1n itne up-towil sctlibll,

are too narrow. There may come a time when |

a slight explosion on a day when the streets
are crowded would result in a terrific loss
in property and perhaps in lives.

The danger of fire is always present. But
the danger of destruction or the loss of bumen
lives can be eliminated through keeping down
fire hazards and through proper exits ati all
times for the occupants of the buildings .

An Historic Class

The tale is told that, when the Murfreesboro

man’s campaign for the Dem-
ocratic nomination to the United States Senate.
A sign stating that Mr. Mitchell will make an
iddress in Murfreesboro at one o'clock Satur-
day, May 28, has already been posted in the
court house yard where the address will be
delivered. According to information, his friends
have planned to have not one but four brass

pbands at the scene to welcome the man who
| has four times conquered the Fourth congress-

ional district and who now seeks io conquer |

| the entire State of Tennessee. i
| Most people in Rutherford county seem to |
'believe that the iwo leading candidates in the

e
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Street was completed some 20 years ago, two
of the towns most prominent citizens sood on
the front steps and surveyed the building. “I
don’t see why they build it so large,” one of
them is reported to have declared. “Murfrees-
boro never will be able to fill a school that
large.”

The next year, the Central High School grad-
uated its smallest class—one student. But as
time passed on, the classes grew. In 1936, the
institution set a record by giving diplomas
to 96 students. This year, all previous records
will be broken when, on next Friday night,
the chairman of the Rutherford county board
of education will present 1056 diplomas to stu-
dents who are completing their secondary edu-
cation.

Since those two men stood on the front steps,
the student body of Central High Schocl has
grown from a few students who utilized less
than half the class rooms to a total of more than

500 students. They no wover-crowd the class
rooms which were once ioo large, and they
have filled the halls and the auditorium and
even the gymnasium with desks where stu-
dents may study and recite.

If the school has grown this much in the
past 20 years, how much more will it grow in
the next 20 years? Certainly if th erate of grow-
th continues, there will be no alternative but
to call in construction companies to erect an

instithtion capable of taking care of the ex-

panding student body. And when that new!

building is constructed, a large stage will be
needed, for in a few years to come the gradu-

Edward Hull Crump’s man, Tom Stewart of i
Winchester. Despite his large supply of funds |
and his backing of labor organizations, Sena-:
tor George L. Berry, who is Gov. Browning’s;
| appointee, is given little hope by Middle Tenn- |

essee political forecasters.

If Congress continues its
| Bill session long enough, a politi- |
cal bomb-shell ' may bel!
Out thrown into Tennessee’s 1938/
Senatorial set-up. The bill to |
create an additional Federsl judgeship has been |
reported out of commiftes. The bill provides |
Iior the appointment of a new Federal judge to
i aid the other Tennessee Federal courts in clear- :
ing their muddled dockets. The judge is to|
serve during his lifetime, and when he dies, |
the judgeship will cease to exist. By that time,;,
the Tennessee delegation thinks, there will be |
no need for the extra judicial officer. Actually,
{most of the Tennessee delegation would like
to make the judgeship permanent, but that at-
tempt met with no success.

If the bill passes at this session, it is un-
likely that the new judge will be appointed

now. In fact, it would be virtually impossible
to get Senator Kenneth D. McKellar and Sena- |

tor Berry to agree upon a man, and the rest
of the Senate is a little wary of confirming
an appointment as long as the two senators from
the State affected cannot agree. If the judge
is not appointed, then the possible candidates







x flanked by red candles in sil-
or holders. The menu was in four
yurses.

Seated with the hostess were Mes-
mes B. F. Moore, S. B. Christy,
mes Avent, N. C. Maney and John
illiams.

* x *

ATURDAY DINNER CLUB TO
E ENTERTAINED AT CLUB

The Saturday evening dinner club
ill be entertained by Mr, and Mrs.

lired Huddleston tomorrow eve-
ng at the Woman's Club.

*L N %

RS. ROBERTSON IS
DSTESS TO CLUB

Mrs. T. A. Robertson was hostess

uesis of ine cl
White and Miss Laura Keeble.

w R W

PERSONALS

Joe Baxter who was injured by
an automobile several weeks ago,
has been removed from Rutherford
Hospital to his home on South Ma-
ney avenue.

Miss Sarah Reeves has returned
to the College of Optomeiry in
Chicago, after spending her Christ-
mas vacation here and in Lexing-
ton, Ky., with her parents, Mr. and
Mrs. W. E. Reeves.

Dr, and Mrs. Robert Jackson have
returned to their home in Mississippi
after a visit with Mrs, W. G. Man-
son.

Mrs. Jack Hall and children have

returned from a visit with her par-

ub were Mrs. B. N. |
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Sherwin-Williams  Paints, |
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DedicationDateFor Beernink’s Aged Mother Endangered
By German Threat Against Holland

]

the out-break of the war were
censored so that very little about
European development could be
learned.

“They are not permitted
tion the war at all” he said.

He said that he still had some
hope that his country would be
spared as it was during the first
World War when he was a soldier
on the Belgian border helping
guard its neutrality.

He has a close-up view of snme
of its horrors as thousands of ter-
ror-stricken Belgians fled acruss
into Holland to escape Kaiser Wil-
helm’s troops.

He credited Queen Wilhemina
with keeping the Netherlands oat
of that war.

“l somehow cannot believe the
Germans will march this time. LIy
people have been friendly with
them so long, but friendliness does
not seem to mean much to the Ger-
mans now. I would not like 1o
live close to them again.”

He said that about eight yeass
ago he tried to get his mother to
come to America and she almost

o men-

jdecided to, but changed her mind.
| Should the low countfy be flood-

ed to impede the Germans, it would
not affect the tow wi his mo-
ther lives, he said, becauge that area
is on higher land. - =

He has three sisters a bro-
ther living in central Hi d, how-
ever, which would be vater.

“The only way the Germans could
get over that would be ﬁ y,” he

declared.

Befure he left his native cu. -

the former German Kaiser often at
his hideaway in Doo Holland.
“I've walked down the t in the
morning and there he :'would be
sawing wood.”

the Rutherford county efopera'‘ive

a large farm on the Salall road. Tn
the front yard of his farm home :s a
miniature Dutch windmgﬁ. At the
front gate a bright]y-pailfted wood-
en figure of “Uncle Sam” supports
| his mailbox. 3

Change Suggested

The possibility of changing the
date of the hospital dedication to
comply with any day the President
may be able to be here, was sug-
gested at the meeting. It was the
opinion of the group that the date
could easily be arranged in order
to have the chief executive here
for the event.

Nixon said that he had talked
with Cordell Hull personally and
the Secretary of State said that,|
due to the war situation, it would
be impossible for him %o aitend
Hull was considered next in line
for the dedication address in the
event President Roosevelt was un-
able to be here.

Veterans Hospita
y ______ Praying that the headlines -vere
- . | wrong again about the threal- ied
Cha“geL‘kely If President | German invasion of Holland, Adolpn
Is Unable To Attend |Beernink, manager of the Ruther-
lll'tl'l ford county cooperative creamery,
On July Fo |said yesterday he was greatly dis-
tressed about the plight of his
HULL CAN’T ATTEND eighty-year old mother who would
be caught directly in the path of
Edgar Cherry Is Named!the mvadfrs s
ives On Border
Executive Sef:retary ~ She is Mrs. Klein Hesselink Beer-
By Committee nink of Varsseveld, a town on ire
| Netherlands-German border about
“There is excellent chance of 50 miles north of Belgium. It was
getting the President” for the dedi- between theset]tlwo DOintSf—me l:Wﬂ
. ¢ : of Arnheim—that one o e Nazi
eation of USRS 4 g Bospital hf:re columns was reported aiming earl-
on July 4, tentative date for the ;.. i\ the week.
ceremonies, J. M. Nixon, assistant| Later the Nazi high command
manager of the hospital, told a meet- | denied that an invasion of thoir
ing of the general dedication com-  low-country neighbor was immi-
mittee Wednesday night. |nent, but stated that their army
Sam Jared Jr., manager of the was ready to strike in any direc-
hospital, has receive:d a reply from tion.
Gen. Frank T. Hines, head of the! Beernink has not seen his mother
veterans administraticn in Wash- | since he left his native country i7
ington advising that, according 1o years ago. He has not heard ‘rom
the secretary to the President. “it her in two months and said that
is difficult at this time to give any the letters he had received -ince
definite answer. but you will bel
advised as soon as the President’s|g 5
Southern trip is a certainty and his | Open House At
itinerary can be arranged,” Nixon
said. Fac1hty Sunday!
Program Will Consist Of
Band Concert, Tour
Of Hospital
i
Hospital Day will be observed at |
the Veterans Hospital Sunday with!
a band concert and open house,
Dr. Richard L. Harris, chief nredical ;

officer at the facility announced
this week. I

The 35-piece American Legwn!
band of Post Number 5 in Nashville, §
' will give a concert on the lawn in |
front of the main building from i
'2:5¢ until 4 pm, and opcn house
with conducted tours through the |
'hospital will be held froma 1 until!

ehamber ot o s pamed |2 DL according to pxjeker-.t plans
announced by Dr. Harris.

executive-secretary of the dedica-

tion planning by the general com-| Manager Sam Jared Jr, said that |

mittee and John R. Rucker was plenty of parking space would e
i |provided and that the public is.

chge];:;le:;h;; a;rs;sgzt manager of invited to attend the concert ind
the I\Iurfree-sboro El‘ectrir_' Deyit.. Io_ur of the hospital. Loud speakers |
St seiiitig Sreasurer of (i ergAN- will be arranged to carry the band
ization and was authorized to bor- “qm to the parts of the_ 1.\:-125

son of the
i Workhouse Tuesday.

Sun Is Too Hot,
Prisoner Departs

A sure sign that summer wea-
ther is here at last was reported
by Superintendent Harry Thomp-
Rutherford County

Alvin Wray from Moore coun-
ty was out working the rocads
with a gang near Christiana, out
decided the sun was too hot and

| departed for parts unknown.

Thompson said that Wray was
not wearing chains as he had been
imprisoned here once before and
had never caused any trouble,

Five days before he had been
sent here by Moore county autk-
orities to serve out a 60-day sen-
tence and $37 fine.

It was the first runaway since
iast ‘August, Thompsdn said, “We
expect to have this one back in
a day or two.”

158,245 Hot Lunches

Served In County By
WPA—Berry Reports

7 Places @i osed

Temporary  Injunctions

Granted Against City,
County ‘Joints’

Temporary lnjlmcnoé' against |
seven alleged city and county boot- |
leg whiskey joints were
Tuesday by Circuit Judg

Jr., who filed the petifl
yesterday that the Sherif

, said |
and +his

force were complying with the or-
der. 3
Operators Mova Out
It was unofficially /‘arsd that

the ~officers were ™ Malbih  emgty
bird’s nests since most of the al-

the order were:

| Bill's Place on the South Side of | Houston, chairman of the horses |
| the Public Square—Arthur Smoth- |

erman et al.

, Beernink said thé he had seen:

Beernink has been nknager of |

creamery for nine yegrs. He owns;

Coleman and Sheriff G, Thomp- |
son ordered to apply the padiocks.
Attorney General Johmd. Jewell

leged establishments have taken|
their belongings to a new address. |
The establishments affected by |

flidstateRideathon

'Expected To Draw
300 Entries --- Boyd

'Assurances From Several
Counties Received, He
Tells Sponsors

:PLANSARE DISCUSSED

‘Cooper, Publishers, Other
. Well-Knowns Will Be
T Asked To Attend

Approximately 300 entries will be
here June 4 to take part in the first

Middle Tennessee Goodwill 'hde-f
A-Thon, Dr. W. B. Boyd, du‘etmri

general of the event, predict:d at
a meeting of the newly organized
 Rutherford County Walking Herse
club Wednesday afternoon.

Six Counties Assured

Boyd said that he expected at
least 100 riders would enter frum
this county and from 10 to 20 -ach
from the 19 others. He said he had
{already heard from Ride-A-Tron
{enthusiasts in Davidson, Lincoln,
Bedford, Wilson, Moore and Can-

non counties; who had assured him
(they would be here.
{ Among plans outlined at tihe
| meeting were:

Make an effort to get a phot)-
| grapher from Life magazine.

Invite Gov. Prentice Cooper and
istaff, Silliman Evans, publisher cf
| the Nashville Tennessean, James G.
|Stahlman, publisher of the Nash-
. ville Banner,

Publicise the event through civie
clubs, newspapers, horse shows :.nd
! throughout the area and in walking
horse publications.

To invite prominent horsemen
from Maine, Ohio, Indiana, Ohia
and Kentucky.

To begin the ride at Sky Harber
at 9:30 o'clock, follow a trail through
the Civil War battlefields and luncn
in the woods at noon after about
|eight miles of riding.

To limit the ride to between 14
and 15 miles.

To invile nan-nders-n&um Akir- |,

| freesboro to meet the calvaleade at
the luncheon site.

It was announced that anyone
wishing to lease horses for the wide
ishould get in touch with S ¥.
and reservation committee.

{ »Other officmls are R. B. Womack,

2.1

[ ford' county in particular in the in-

For Representative

Effort Being Made
To Oust Q. M. Smith
- From State College
. Petition In Circulation

Here Expected To Go
i To State Board

CALL MASS MEETING

Student Body SeekChance
Te Discuss Phllhp
| Mankin Firing

A petition seeking the removal
j  of Q. M. Smith as president of State

| Teachers College, in circula.ion
- here since Wednesday, was expected
| to be presented to the Siate Board
;Df Education in Nashville today.

! It was learned from reliable
sources that the petition charges
| Smith with being a “ruthless and

I[:n-:)hhf:al minded” administrator and
asks the Board to make an investi-
| gation of conditions at the local
| college.

It was believed that two coples
of the same petition. similar o the
one resulting from the dismissal of

Declaring himself free of any Coach Johnny (Red) Floyd in 1938,
political tie-up, William T. Rogers Were being circulated by a group
of the 18th District, yesterday an-
nounced his candidacy as direct
representative from  Rutherford
county, subject to the August pri-
mary

He was the second candidate to
announce for the position, R. Y.
(Bob) Martin, who is seeking re-
election made his announcement
sometime ago.

“I am not supported by nor -up-
porting any political faction, cli sue, The meeting was announced at
or organization.” Rogers said ‘n nis assembly yesterday morning by
formal statement. “I will seek io| John Bragg, president of the As-
represent the will of the people cf soclated Student Body upon pe-
the State of Tennessee and Ruther- tition of between 80 and 100 stu-
' dents.

Mankin, who has been a teach-

. er at the college for over 13

| years, was notified by President

WILLIAM T. ROGERS

“

Mankin’s Dismissal
Subject Of Meeting

A mass meeting of the student
body to discuss the dismissal of
Phillip Mankin, English instructor,
was scheduled to be held at the
State Teachers College last night.

terest of securing clean, economical
and hemest government.”
,"I‘-'he}sda of Mr. and Mrs. 3. T.

Rogers of the Bradyville pike, ke Q. M. Smith some time ago that

H:ﬁ ‘and reared in this county. | he woold not he recommended
ﬂ"eﬁg *-?h]. LYwesren OF . viEy 3 kea‘ ﬂ

and the Universit\. S — = .

School of Law. He was admitied | T

to the bar in 1928 and has 12 year's

experience in legal practice.
- 5 time that Senator Knox Hutchinson
R. J. COOk 68, Services former instructor at the college

At Smyrna Thursday during the administration of P &

of citizens.
It has been rumored for .ome




Nisal il At he hantaaied Dr. Richard L. Harris, chief medical

with Cordell Hull personally and‘:’}flfi:mf fl‘: the facility announced
e v Of- Stafr.e s?]d that,; The 35'-piece American Legion
due to the war situation, it would ‘band A Post IEmber 5 e
be impossible for him to atend. ~° y o g
Hull was considered next in line-:‘-utg“’: :hcm::x:!i.:x Oll:uit::; la :-'ir;o 2
for the dedication address in 1hei2_f::‘ °ﬁ1 4‘* iy mng ‘
event President Roosewelt was un—l‘w“i)th Lt:nonducbgl 1:0::; open h“:‘::
ab;eé;_g;'bfc;h;r; secretary Gf the Dospital will be held from 1 until
‘-Ehamber of commerce, Was anmea?“l”n- according to pretent plans
announced by Dr. Harris.

executive-secretary of the dedica-|
tion planning by the general com- | Manager Sam Jared Jr., said that

s - — ew AL e

| departed for parts unknown.
| Thompson said that Wray was
i not wearing chains as he had been
! imprisoned here once before and
i had never caused any trouble.
] Five days before he had been
i sent here by Moore county autk.-
orities to serve out a 60-day sen-
tence and $37 fine.

it was the first runaway since
iast August, Thompsdn said, “W¢
expect to have this one bactk in
| a day or two.”

Tuesday by Circuit{'.‘ludge & ]._IF
Coleman and Sheriff G. W, Thomp-
son ordered to apply the padlocks.

Attorney General John J. Jewell
Jr., who filed the pefitions, said
yesterday that the Sheriff and his
force were complying with the or-
der.

Operators Move O 3

It was unofficially ‘il

thé officers” were sk emply |
bird’s nests since most of ‘the al-
leged establishments have ' taken

horse publications.

To invite prominent horseamen
from Maine, Ohio, Indiana, Ohi>
and Kentucky.

To begin the ride at Sky Harboer
at 9:30 o’cloek, follow a trail through
the Civil War battlefields and iuncn
in the woods at noon after about
eight miles of riding.

To limit the ride to between 14
and 15 miles.

-_Té‘;—ﬁﬁm mm.&‘ m iur-

freesboro to meet the calvalcade at
the luncheon site.

mittee and John R. Rucker was Plenty of parking space would 'Jel

chosen as his assistant.

Clarence E, Watson, manager of
the Murireesboro Electric Deypt.,
was selected treasurer of the organ-
ization and was authorized to bor-
row $200 with which to start prep-
arations.

Headquarters of the committee
will be maintained in the Federal
Savings &' Loan Bldg., in offices

(Continued on Page Five)

County Farmers Sign
Petition For Soil
Conservation District

Twenty-seven Rutherford farmers

have petitioned to set-up a Scil|

provided and that the public is
|invited to attend the concert :nd
tour of the hospital. Loud speakers
will be arranged to carry the band
music to the parts of the wards
iwhere the patients will be quar-
|tered during the concert and tour
‘and also on the grounds for the
! wigitors.

Dr. Harris announced the
ber of patients now receiving treat-
ment at the hospital as 445. He
said that all of the ward buildings
(at the hospital were now occupied.
Building number nine, which is a
parole building where the patients
may come and go as they please, is
| now occupied. It was the last of
the ward buildings to be complet=d.
Three new employees were also

um- |

Consevation District for the coun-

ty, according to County Agent A. F. 'announced this week. Albert Da-'

Hill

|vies of Canadaigua, N. Y., Miss

Meeting were held at the hign|Ursula A. Shriver of Charleston,

schools over the county Wednes-|S. C.. and Albert H. Jones of Leb-
day and Thursday and another 1s|anon.

scheduled for 1. p. m. Saturday at
the courthouse.

A board of supervisors, chosen

feom Sl ‘m;?';;mn;ﬁ::ﬁ;munty schools, yesterday issued a

ing agency of

Request
W. S. Donnell, superintendent of

Distriet and these districts under request for all elementary teachers

such a governing body, constitute

to come to his office and fill om

a democratic means of bringing :he fpersonnel record cards.

resources of the entire community, |

State and Federal governments to

said.

Mother’s D;y Program

Fred Knight president of the|

BIBLE SCHOOL TO OPEN

- minational vocational
bear upon local land problems, I-Ii]l‘l Ao Tion-denit oaon g 2

| ville Methodist church May 13 un-

| der the supervision of Miss Cather-
|ine McBride of Manchester,

Bible school will begin at the Eagle-

the
Rev. E. M. Wilcox, pastor, an-
nounced yesterday. Class will

158,245 Hot Lunches
! Served In County By
WPA—Berry Reports

A total of 158,245 hot lunches for
school children, 35,550 articles of

clothing and 429 miles of rural
Farm-to-Market roads are among
the accomplishments of the Works
Projects Administration in Ruther-
ford county, according to figures
released by Colonel Harry S. Ber-
ry, State administrator.

The report was made in connec-
tion with this county’s participation
in National observance of WPA
Week which begins May 20 and
! continues through May 25.

The report covers the past four
and one-half years.

Women workers on WPA projects
prepared and served the hot Junches
and the clothing was produced by
WPA sewing projects.

In connection with the rural road
program in the county, the WPA
has built 40 new bridges and 161
new culverts along with 779.1 mil:s
of roadside drainage ditch.

One new school building has
been constructed and additions have
been made to two others.

Other accomplishments include:
one mile of water mains, seven
water consumer connections. 1.1
mile of storm and sanitary sewers,
44 sewerage service connectivas, 15

manholes and catch basins, 217
sanitary privies and four airway

their belongings to a new ad¢ .| It was announced that anyone
The establishments affected by | wishing to lease horses for the ride

the order were: should get in touch with S. B.
Bill’s Place on the South Side of | Houston, chairman of the horses

the Public Square—Arthur Smath- and reservation committee.

erman et al. | »Other officials are R. B. Womack,
Owl Inn, Nashville highway, Ed- field marshall, E. E. Miller, chair-

die Jernigan et al, adjoining rosi- Man of the steering committee, T.

dence excluded.  E. Hord, chairman of the trail nm-

Store bullding in 15th d;s:riﬂ_‘mit‘tee_. W. H Huddleston, chair-
Amon (Buck) Wright. yman of the luncheon committ-ze,

House on South Academy street,  PFOSram committee, H. H. Earin-
Span Hackney. man. 'chalrman of finance and wd-
Cannonball Inn, S. T. Benson et 'crusing and E. D. Riggs, chair-
al. Given five days to vacate. {man’ ot publicity,
ngvl;seé j I:l”h;ﬁlrze ?ag;w;y;::::s_ | servation will meet at the Chamber
House, West Vine aifeet Ja.IIIES‘Of Commerce office Monday -ight.
Welchance. J R Tl L
The hearing represented an si- District Temperance
most exclusive day in court for At- | Meeting Here Today
torney General Jewell as Judge T. | _—
L. Coleman repeatedly overruled| A. J. Brandon, chairman of tie
motions by counsel for the detend-,‘United Prohibition Forces of thae
ants to hear the cases on their mer- | Fourth Congressional district, 7::l
its, to present testimony of their |address the distrct convention of
own or to cross-examine Statc's|the Women's Christian Temperance
(Continued on Page Five) | Union to be held here today.

- The program will open at ihe
Land For Sale May

First Methodist church at ‘en
, i p: o'clock.
Be Listed With FSA | Brandon's subject will be -A
| Amendment.”

Any farm land for sale in Ruth-| Mrs. Tom Brown, president of
erford County can be listed for sale | the local chapter of the W. C. T. U.
with the Farm Security Administra- | Will welcome the delegates.

tion for consideration under the | R
Gypsies Pay Off

The committee on horses 2nd ‘e-

|

FSA tenant purchase program, |
Thomas L. Link, County Supervis-f
or, announced today. | Lula Eli and son James accus=d

This means any real estate agent ‘ of the robbery of R. M. Shipp on: ihe
or farm land owner in Rutherford Sulphur Spring road, were delive--

|

porting any political faction, cli sue,
or organization.” Rogers said ‘n his
formal statement. “I will seek o |
represent the will of the people cf |
the State of Tennessee and Ruther-
ford county in particular in the in- |
terest of securing clean, economical |
and honest government.” !

The son of Mr. and Mrs. S. T.'
Rogers of the Bradyville pike, he |

to the bar in 1928 and has 12 year's
experience in legal practice.

R. J. Cook, 68, Services
At Smyrna Thursday

Funeral services for R. J. Cook,

68, who died at his home on :ine!

Sulphur Springs road Wedneslay

at 12:30 p. m. were conducted at

the Smyrna Cumberland Presby-
terian church yesterday afternoon
at three o'clock. Burial was in Ma-
ple View cemetery.

Surviving are his wife, Mrs. Mat-
tie Cook; three sons, Robert L.
Cook of Murfreesboro, E. B. Cook
of Madison and J. W. Cook of Cid
Hickory; four brothers, D. L. and
Wat C. Cook of Smyrna and L. G.
and Joseph Cook of St. Louis, Mo. |

Pallbearers were R. C. Waller,
Clarence Garrett, John Mullins, B.
D. Brown, John Bell, Marvin ice,
Dallas Lawrence and Charlie Mul-
lins,

Two Patrolm:en Make
Big Whiskey Catch

One whole ham, a case of iresh
eggs and 165 gallons of mouatain
moonshine—that wat the assorted
cargo in a pick-up truck wich
State highway Patrolmen J. V. Orr
and W. T. Shelton ran down 3t
Monteagle Wednesday night.

The driver, reported as Buck
Reit, was arrested and brought here
and was expected to be turned
over to Federal officers along ‘vith
the whiskey sometime yesterday.

The truck was a Ford V-8 and

Rt e Dot L R RS L Ll

The meeting was announced at
assembly yesterday morning by
John Bragg, president of the As-
sociated Student Body upon pe-
tition of between 80 and 100 stu-
dents,

Mankin, who has been a teach-
er at the college for over 13
years, was notified by President
3; M. Smith some time ago that

lof citizens.

It has been rumocred for .ome
time that Senator Knox Hutchinson
former instructor at the college
{during the administration of P, A.
Lyon. does not feel any friendlier
toward Lyon's successor.

Hutchinson was reported to have
at least three members of the State
beard in a receptive mood for oust-
ing Smith.

Hutchinson, it was made known,

(Continued on Page Five)

| SmymaHtorseShow
 Plans Announced

18 Classes Listed For
Fourth Annual Event
Saturday, May 25

i Plans for the fourth annual Smyr-
na Horse Show to be held Satur-
'day. May 25th, have been announr-
ed by W. B. Jordan, president of
ithe Smyrna Horse Show Associa-
| tion.

| The program wil' begin at 3 p.m.,.
and will include 18 classes, with the
annual steeplechase, feature at-

traction of the show, beginning at'
Two other classes will be-

15:15 pm.
staged before the big event, one for

| non-thoroughbred horses and one-

|for mules.

‘; The plantation class of walking-
I'horses will be first on the program
iand will travel over a route of 12
[ miles, passing by the judges stand

d not he recommended.
- /

business men's Bible class of the start each afternoon at two o'clock. markers. : ey :
the back end was filled with five-  tWice before coming in for the final

First Baptist church. has announc—l
ed a Mother’s Day Program Sunday |
morning. The teacher’s topic will

be “Mother—The Bible Model andiPlanS For Hospital Day

W. M. Beck will |

ave = voeu w0 oo o A AIIOUNCEd By Auxiliary

the occasion. The songs which are |

favorite of mothers will inter-| Rytherford hospital will join in

sperse the program.

Accept Positions

Miss Sue Reed has accepted a
position as stenographer in the of- |

{tal Day Monday afternoon
| “open house” from two until “sur

the observance of National Hospi-
vith

o'clock.
The program this year will be
dedicated as a memorial service fo

fice of Dr. M. B. Murfree and Mrs. | the late S. B. Christy, whose por-

Sam Perryman has accepted a po- .

sition in the office of Dr. J. C. Over- |
all as stenographer. Both are ~-a-
duates of Lawson’s Business Schonl,

Eagleville St;ckmen
Sell Jack For $1,100

Billy Whale Jr, a black and
white point jack brought $1,100
to his owners, W. L. Comstock and |
Son of Eagleville Tuesday. Billy
Whale, who will be three jcars'
old Sept 28 also gets a long ride !
out of the dedl, being sold to W. D.
Brown, president of the National
Bank of Providence, La.

trait, painted by Mrs. Collier Crich-
low, will be unveiled.

Mrs. J. K. Marshall, member of
the Woman’s Auxiliary board, will
be in charge of the unveiling and
Mr. Christy’s two grandchildren,
Susan and Martha Waller. will "ake
part.

The welcome address will ke
made by S. F. Houston, chairman
of the hospital board, Dr. W. T.
Robison will speak on “The los-
pital’s Relation to Community” ar 3
Dr. J. B. Black will pay tribuie
to Mr. Christy.

The program is sponsored each
year by the Auxiliary. Mrs. D. L.
Ledbetter is program chairman.

Following the opening ceremon-
ies the visitors will be conducted
on a tour through all departments
of the hospital.

These include:

Administrative department: “fiss
Martiel Sharpe, R. N., superiniend-
ent; Mrs. Frances B. Webb, book-
keeper: Miss Ellie Ruth Stephazns,
stenographer; Miss Alice Hobart,
record librarian. Visitors will ke
shown how patients are admitted.
rates fixed, services offered by the
office and patients records in ihis
department.

Nursing department: Miss Flossie
Gamble, supervisor of nurses; Miss
Carmine Brandon, supervisor of
first floor; Miss Christine Neelley,
supervisor of second floor.

Exhibits will be on display on
the south porch showing rural .ani-
tation, care of infants, syphilis cor-
trol, Red Cross commi¥ee’s ex-
hibit, social agencies counsel ex-

(Continued on Page Four)

County can register farms for s-le!ed from the Rutherford county jail

at the FSA office on the third floor |
of the Court House. Funds for the
sale of farm lands to tenants seek-
ing to become owners under the|
FSA program have been appro-|

priated by Congress under the|
Bankhead-Jones Act, and purehag,@-i

early this week by fellow clans-
men who came here and paid Mr.
Shipp back his $110 and costs in
the case. It all amounted to $165.
The gypsies were picked up n

{Nashville by Constable Tal Vaughn

a day after the robbery.

gallon jacket tins, covered by a thin i
board. On top of the board rested
the eggs and ham.

The patrolmen had to shoot down
the rear tire before the car stopped,

key spilled.

judging at 4:30 p.m.
Classes, listed in the order they
(Continued on Page Five)

“T Club Will Present

but no eggs were cracked nor wnis-lir 'Fl‘ oli c At STC T onight

of these farms is under supervision
of the Farm Security Administra-
tion.

Link said each county I'SA of- |

’\I‘ree Doctor To Be Called

e et s e e o In T'o Treat Old Sycamore

to purchase farms, and asked that g
local real estate men file their lists| The ancient sycamore tree whizn
of suitable farms for sale with the ;Stands in the courthouse yard w:ll

FSA office. The prospective pur- Fe¢€ive @ new lease on life as part
chasers, who expect to borrow from of the begutxflcat:on program that
FSA, will be referred to the own_:slarted this week, accor.'dmg to
ers and agents of suitable farm | County _Judge John D. Wiseman

| He said that he planned *o calil

g {in a specialist from Shelbyville 1o

Meeting And Supper |

The Bob Brown Post of the Amer-

diagnose the old {ree's ailment ard

give necessary treatment.
According to local legend limbs

of the sycamore have been used fur

ican Legion will meet at the hall |at least two hangings. Its iimbs
on Vine and Hancock streets Mon- f now rise above the windows of \ae
day night at 7:30 o'clock. Con:-| Circuit Court Clerk’s office nn the
mander R. T. McHenry announced | second floor. In a hollow high up
that there would be a “slumgullon|a swarm of bees have made honey
supper” on the side. for several years.

N. Y. A. boys are at work widen-
ing some of the narrow sidewaiks
in the yard. The past two Satur-
days there has been a tractor femr-
onstration in the east side and most
of 'the hard-packed ground broken
upy i
Judge Wiseman said that grass

i or something else green, would be

sown in the plots between walk-f
ways-immediately and that sprink- '
lers would be installed to help kcep

An old-fashioned festival and
frolic with a box supper, bingo
games, lawn dance and $10 worth of
merchandise as a yrize. will be
staged in Jones Field next Thurs-
day night at 7 o'clock under the
direction of the “T" Club.
| No admission charge will be made
|but proceeds from the different

|

‘events will be used to entertain the-

1Micic:ile Tennessee coaches, senior
high school athletics and all former
|“T” club members with a banquet

and dance May 18 at the school.
First Train Ride

Seventy first and second grade

off trampling feet. Benches will be students of the McFadden school
arranged along the walks. 'took their first railway journey

i = | yesterday morning when they
Appfopristions of 3300 and $1003.0 23 the 11:45 a'clock train) at

have been made by the Quartetly |the station and went to Smyrna
Court for the work. for a picnic.

e



TWO

.

RUTHERFORD COURIER, MURFREESBORO. TENNESSEE

FRIDAY, MAY 10, 1940

_;Miss Sophia Williams, and Misses

“ire” | Bagleville News | SR s o bt o
v ! -
REPORTER ag e 1 84.W Carlton and Charlotte Stephenson.

Prof. John Sims of Lascassas, was

= 'a recent guest of Prof. Charles

EAGLEVILLE, Tenn— R. G. Hay
Jr. of Washington, D. C., was a re-
cent guest of his parents, Mr. and
Mrs. R. G. Hay. Additional guests
of Mr. and Mrs. Hay during the
week end were T. E. Knott, of
Dallas, Texas, and Miss Helen Har-
ris, of Nashville.

Mr. and Mrs. W. F. Hoofnail and
Mrs. Henrietta Sims, had as their
guests this week Elder and Mrs.
J. B. Hooper and Mrs. Louie Minni-
field, of Nashville.

Mrs. Thomas Hughes of Mt. Juliet, of the Blisses Womack and were
Mrs. Bill Cartwright and children Saturday dinner guests of Mrs. Ed

=

and Dr. and Mrs. W. A, Sheetz. raf'
MNashville, were Sunday guests of |
Mr. and Mrs. Eddie Blanton.

Miss Mary Thereasa Williams, who
has been engaged in teaching at
Bodenham, is spending her vaca-
tion with her parents, Mr. and Mrs.
T. Scott Williams.

Miss Williams was the guest of
Miss Josphine Haley, of Murfrees-
boro, Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. Joe Johnson, of
Nzshvolle. were week end guests

nomical.

such huge quantities.

.o

ENJOY GOOD FOOD AND GOOD
HEALTH BY EATING HERE!

This week we wish to emphasize that eating at
the City Cafe is enjoyable, healthful and eco-
Enjoyable because of the pleasant
surroundings . . . Healthful because our meals
are prepared from the finest quality, fresh foods
. « . . Economical because we buy fine foods in

BREAKFAST—LUNCHEON—DINNER
@

SPECIAL - Chicken Dinner Sunday

"‘“"""raa; La0eL, 30 A I .
’[‘-‘.. 903 rantlas nSree rum e ““imrtreesbom. were Sunday guests

RO T

SOUTH SIDE THE SQUARE

Come in today . . . for

McCord and Mr. McCord. pGrigsby-and Rayiges Brow.

VLl.ittie _f;{arjo}:iehg;a:;e ?I:fg%:&eo{ triI;‘ tig. Iﬁtaesi)‘k;;r;:m;h n‘;iséea:; 'busmess
iNOlensvilie, wno St | =
of her aunt, Mrs. J. E. Stephenson, | oy Bog Muegnd stildren,
returned home Sunday,
panied by Dr. and Mrs. J. E.
Stephenson and daughters, Mary
Jane and Dorothy Anne, and Cliff
Hughes. of Murfreesboro. STC.

The H. D. Club met at the home |
of Mrs. G. T. Childress Thursday. '

1CCOM- | n1iss Louise Collins and Bill Moose

i of Unionville, and Mrs. H. R. Johns.
' were Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs.
| Claude Shelton.
Attend Bankers Meet
H. K. Stephenson, cashier of Peo-
ple’s Bank, will join Homer Powell

NM;;' :llln 4 Mu L & Ne‘f"fnan' °f.and Leiper Freeman of Murfrees-
SsvIlic, wete refent  wisthors Of!boro on a trip to Memphis to be

g;l;ldpr:gms' el o T'ipl‘esent at the State Banker As-

i sociation.

tenidl;d commen. eement e‘x cises at;: The senior class of EH.S left

€ er | ¢ €
Rockvale Sun e |Monday morning for the Smokies
1 unday with their week- g for

| with Charles Grigsby and Mrs.
end guests, Misses Marianna and b 4

R LS : Claude Shelton as chaperones. Ar-
Virginia Meek, of Arno, Miss Am‘e-nold Puckett of Hoyer. and M. C.

Jackson of STC, and Miss Emaline Tomlin also accompanied the class.
Jackson of Rockvale.

Mr. and Mrs. Fred Smithson, of!mg:tse;j ﬁr?}mlﬂx?ﬁ-
Nashville, were week end guests of | day with a six o'clock dinner Tues-
her parents, Mr. and Mrs. O. C. day evening. The decorations fea-
Floyd. tured spring flowers. Those seated

Mr. and Mrs. Huston Vaughn, of it the honoree and hostess were
Nashville, were recent guests of{Dr. and Mrs. Jimmie Boykin, of

Mr. and Mrs._T: B. Jordan._ | Nashville, Dr. E, L. Williams and
Dr. E. L. Williams and Miss Mary | pics Mary Theresa Williams.
Theresa Williams were in Murfrees- Announces Revival

boro and Nashville Monday. The Rev. J. C. Miles, of Nashville,

The Rev. and Mrs. E. M. WilcoX | pastor of the local Baptist Church,
attended the district conference of preached at the regular hour Sun-

the Methodist Church at Watertown day. He announced a series of

Wednesday and Thursday. {meetings would begin here August
Miss Ruby Taylor of RPVEI'- Was |25, continuing through September
the week end guest of Miss Eunice 6th, with preaching by the Rev. Joe
Wilcox. Canzoneri, of Jackson, Miss.
Elvis Gentry, sone of Mr. and| Mrs. Leslie Fairfield and s9n,
Mrs. B. Gentry, is sick with measles. | John, of Chicago, 111, who accom-
Mr. and Mrs. W. T. Hurt were!panied her mother home from an
Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs. J.|extended visit has been the guest
H. Culberson, of Farmington. {of her brother, John Dyer and Mrs.
Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Sullivan and | Dyer for the past week. They will
daughter, Miss Elizabeth, were in|return home this week.
Nashville Saturday. H. K. Stephenson and daughter,

Mr. and Mrs. J. L. Dean and|Dorothy Anne, were in Nashville
daughter, Jainie Maie, and Buford | Monday.
Dean, of Chapel Hill, were Sunday |
dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs. 9. E.| Mrs. Leslie Fairfield and sca,
Fagan and family. ‘.éc'h“' of Chicagol,&i[.. werepreicent
” - | dinner guests of . Jedie Ralston
Mr. and Mrs. W. T. Hurt were in Snd Mr. Ralstord
i Mr. and Mrs. L. A. Newman, of
Miss Jean Buchanan spent Sat-|Nashyille, were Sunday dinner

urday with Murfreesboro relatives| guests of Mrs. Newman's parents.
and was accompanied home by Miss '\ prr and Mrs. G T Childress re- |
Marie Jackson for a week end wvisit. cently.

Mrs. Ed Fagan and daughter, Mrs.| g BEthel Elmore and nepkew,
Jack Haymes, of Chapel Hill, were pinje with her niece, Mary Jane
Fagan. | Eimore, of Murfreesboro, visited in

Miss Mary Janc samore, of Mur- ! Nashville, Saturday and were ac-
freesboro, is the guest of her grand- | companied home by Miss Mary El-
mother, Mrs. Flora Elmore. {more for the week end.

Mr. and Mrs. F. R. Redmon have | Miss Lillian Lowe, of the Univer-

Murfreesboro this week.

returned from a visit to points of sity of Tennesseé. spent the week |3

interest in Indiana. 'end with her park!?ts, Mr. and Mrs.
Mr. and Mrs. A. T. Marable, of  G. K. Lowe. p

'Mr. and N[:S?T.’JB.T-\IOI&;'D were
of Mr, and Mrs. C. A. Gillespie. dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs. J. F.

Mr. and Mrs. H K. Stephenson Dryden, of Nashville, Sunday
and daughter, Dorothy Anne and! Miss Josephine Haley, of Miur-
Miss Jean Buchanan were in Mur-freesboro, was the week end guest
freesboro Friday. ‘of the Misses Lowe.

Those from here attending the, Mr. and Mrs. W. C. Kelley and
May Day celebration at Tennessee | children and Miss Robie Buchahan
College were Mrs. H. D. Floyd. |were in Murfreesboro Saturday.

My and Mre W T Thaart ieited

o] |

Blackman

==

BLACKMAN. Tenn—Mrs. Tom
Eleston, of Chicago, Ill, spent two
nights las week with Mr. and Mrs.
R. M. Baugh. She also visited

" | Bettye V. and son Garrett White, !other relatives while here.

John Garvin spent Wednesday
night of last week with Mr. and
Mrs. Odis Garvin, of Smyrna.

Miss Virgie Rowlette, of Alma-
ville, and Miss Irene Carter, of La-
vergne. spent Saturday night with
Mrs. D. A. Rowlette.

Mr. and Mrs. Joe Mullins Jr.
spent the week end with her par-
ents Mr. and Mrs. Tom Ford near
Smyrna.

Miss Margaret Singleton and Mrs.
J. F. Rowlette spent Saturday with
Misses Louise and Irene Rowlette.

H. A. Lane, of Nashville, spent
the week end at home.

Mrs. J. V. Mullins Sr. and Mrs.
Joe Mullins Jr. spent one afternoon
last week with Mrs. J. T. Harris.

Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Jenkins, of
Goodlettesville, spent one day last
week with home folks here.

Mrs. J. H. Rowlette is visiting
relatives in Nashville and Good-
lettsville.

Mrs. Van Hackney and daughter
spent Saturday with her sister Mrs
Joe Mullins.

Miss Louise Rowlette visited her
grandmother, Mrs, D. A, Rowlette.
recently.

Mrs. Beaulah Henley, of Alabam-
a, is visiting her mother, Mrs. S. F.
Pitts.

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Tune are
visiting their son at Walter Hill.

Mrs. Tommie Jones and son, Fred,
spent one night recently with her
parents Mr. and Mrs. Baltimore, on
the Lebanon pike.

Bill Carter of Florence spent one
night last week with S. G. o v-
lette.

W. B. Hudson wismed his son.
Dock Hudson, on the Manson pike,
last week.

Mrs. J. M. Jones and son, Jimmie,
of Smith Springs, spent a few days
with her grandmother, Mrs. D. A,
Rovleite,

Miss Marion Ryan spent the week
end with Misses Louise and lrene
Rowlette.

Mrs. J. N.

York and chisiren

Mountains this week.

Mrs. Walter Shelton and Mirs.

Robert Shelton were in Chapel Hill
Sunday.

. It is rich in food value, particular-
spent one afternoon Yast week with |

her grandmother Mre. D. A. Rw_,_,ly vitamins and minerals, and is
lette. i easy to grow and easy to keep.

Mrs. Nan Rowlette and daughter, | O T e R
Virgie, spent Sunday with Mcs D. |
A. Rowietie. }

Mrs. Jim Harrell and family ~rd!

Clyde and Bob McFeak, of Carter's
Creek, spent Sunday with Mrs. Joe
Mullins and 1ainilv.

Mr. and Mrs. G. B. Ryan spent
Sunday with Mrs. Bill Heath ot
Jefferson.

Mr. and Mrs. R. M. Baugh, Mr.
and Mrs. J. F. Rowlette spent Sun-
day with relatives in Nashville.

Mrs. Nancy Paschal and daughter
Bessie Mae spent Sunday m'ght[

with Mrs. Joe H. Rowlettz and fam- ;

ily- En
Mr. and Mrs. William Rowlette Ewp

and family of Nashville, spent Fri- T

day night and Saturday with John

GaWin and famj]y‘ m
W. B. Hudson is visiting Mr. and

culosis, intestinal worms and many

other debilitating diseases. Screens

Mrs. Jim Harrell and family at

Carter’s Creek, Tennessee,

are cheap in comparison with a J. W.
case of one of these.

S. G. Rowlette spent Sunday af-
ternoon with Joe Mullins.

Mrs. Tommie Jones and family
visited Mrs. Sam Rowlette and Miss
Louise Rowlette Sunday afternoon.

The “Filty Facts” are that com-
mon house flies may be carriers of
typhoid, dysentery, cholera, tuber-

GOSSETT, Mgr.
223 W. MAIN AT WALNUT
MURFREESBORO, TENN.

In planning the year's food vup~i
ply, don't forget the sweet potato.

UNDER F.H.A. TITLE ONE

You can re-roof, repair, paint or add to your home with monthly
payments from 12 to 36 months. No mortgage or red tape. Call
us for estimate and explanation.

YOUNG OGILVIE & CO.

320 S. Church Street

Phone 8

l -

PLUMBING - HEATING
AND ELECTRICAL WORK

BATHROOMS INSTALLED ON
EASY TERMS
See Our Electric and Plumbing Displays

W. D. HAYNES

1014 N. Maple Street Phone 277

" ANNOUNCEMENT

The OPTICAL OFFICES of

e Y

- N~ ™ AT/ N9 MY MAMNAT -



such huge quantities.

BREAKFAST—LUNCHEON—DINNER

SPECIAL - Chicken Dinner Sunday

Sl s ¥ & SN B R, | W NP W AR W b ey W SPg e, BRSO .

Come in today . . . for

LARAS -

Mrs. Ed Fagan and daughter, Mrs. Miss Ethel Elmore and neptew,
Jack Haynes, of Chapel Hill, were Billie, with her niece, Mary'Jane
Fagan. Elmore, of Murfreesboro, visited in

Miss Mary Janc saunore, of Mur- Nashville, Saturday and were ac-
. freesboro, is the guest of her grand-  companied home by Miss Mary El-
mother, Mrs. Flora Elmore. | more for the week end.

Mr. and Mrs. F. R. Redmon have  Miss Lillian Lowe, of the Univer-
returned from a visit to points of sity of Tennessee, spent the week
interest in Indiana. 'end with her parents, Mr. and Mrs.

Mr. and Mrs. A. T. Marable, of |G. K. Lawe. y. u», |
“fMurfreesboro, were Sunday guestsf ‘Mr. and Mrs® T 8. Jordan were

of Mr. and Mrs. C. A. Gillespie. i dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs. J. V

Mr. and Mrs. H. K. Stephenson  Dryden, of Nashville, Sunday
and daughter, Dorothy Anne and! Miss Jgsephine Haley, of Mur-
Miss Jean Buchanan were in Mur- i freesboro,/ was the week end guest
freesboro Friday. ‘of the Misses Lowe.

Those from here attending the. Mr. and Mrs. ' W. C. Kelley and

=== azs: ksl JO o

s % : e w7 Sy vungfan uﬁmnnE. =

Ny A; = ~ x,.-
SOUTH SIDE THE SQUARE

May Day celebration at Tennessee |children and Miss Robie Buchanan
College were Mrs. H. D. Floyd, | were in Murfreesboro Saturday.

The HUB Dept. Store

West Side Square

Pure Silk, Ringless, Full-Fashioned

Large group, slightly

Nashville relatives Sunday
Miss Catherine Thompson and

‘ {recent visitors to their aunt, Mrs.
K“n sum' ls !Jesse M. Owen and Mr. Owen.

" I, : visited her brother, C. A. Gillespie

8 e : and family recently.

| Miss Elizabeth Sullivan is in the
:‘Protestant hospital, Nashville, where
!she will undergo an operation for
| appendicitis.
| Claude Shelton, Joe Crosslin and
[C. L. Little were in Nashville Sun-
day.
Earl Barnes, of Eagleville, who is
principal at Rockvale <chool, ac-
companied his class to the Smoky

“SHE” WILL APPRECIATE

| Mr. and Mrs. W. T. Hurt visited
| brother, Robert, of Wartrace, were i

Mrs. Gitford Cooper, of Nashville, §

Mrs.

J. N. Yok and chiiren |

Mountains this week.

Mrs.

Robert Shelton were in Chapel Hill
Sunday.

Walter Shelton and Mrs.

1014 N. Maple Street

See Our Electric and Plum_bing Displays

W. D. HAYNES

Phone 277

i

~ANNOUNCEMENT
The OPTICAL OFFICES of
Dr. JAS. R. NORTON, Jr.

CLOSED DURING MY ABSENCE FROM

THE CITY ARE

NOW OPEN

Dr. JAS. R. NORTON, Jr.

OPTOMETRIST AND ORTHOPTIST

128 E. MAIN STREET

SOMETHING TO WEAR!

=
PHONE %0

Give Mother A New

BONNET

Superbly styled, gay trims. All the new

St

styles and colors for every costume. Wide

selection of whites, blacks and navies.

VALUES UP TO $1.98 @

SUNDAY,
MAY 12th

They're New! Just Arrived!
Hundreds of Pairs!

White

Pt ST

In all the newest shades
Finest Silk! Made in

Murfreesboro.

. 539¢
17¢

Just received, newest
styles in ‘Star Brand’
white shoes. B

irregular silk hose

W. Side

Square

SOL ARBIT, Prop.
“If You See It In Our Ad, I’s So”

. “Mother Will Appreciate
A Newly Painted Home”

MOTHER’SDAY

Paint Inside and Out
With Warren’s

ling with Warren’s Paints . .

¥2.80
$2.75

Per Gallon in
5-Gallon Cans

“She” will appreciate a home made bright and spark-
. and it will be a present

that will give her lasting pleasure and satisfaction.

We are ex-
clusive deal-
ers in Mur-
freesboro for
Warren’s

Paints

MULLINS - OSBORN ruone+
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PPRING FLOWERS”

“When she told me about if, I

| asked you to bring her to the dance. |

I shopped for her clothes, so she

would have something beautiful and ‘

rightt And I had a hair dresser
jcome and do her hair. She's been

| wearing those glorious curls slicized |

| come along.” I

And do you think Adele needed
any second invitation? A girl who
has spent half the night crying on
'a garden bench because a man said'
to somebody else that he loved her |
and didn't say it to her, and ihe

. been analyzing the state of Adele's

“I know. Peg told me. Bu‘ isn't
it about time you got over it?”
Cruel? It had the torture cham-
bers of the Middle Ages faded to |
nothing. But Barret thoughi he |
had to be cruel to be kind. He bad |

| wilderred.

|back and in a hard knot on her |

other half staring out into the moon- | heart so constantly that he forgot

by SUSAN DULAIN

mﬂmsmm * DISTRIBUTED BY KING mmmm

SYNOPSIS

Peg Warrington has a theory that
Adele Raymond’'s diffidence and

| upon the assumption that Barret

Gaynor, wealthiest and most at-
tractive young man in town, has

lack of personal charm is caused by | seen Adele sunning her beautiful

lack of romance. She and Hank
Raeburn plan to put the theory in-
to practice, basing their campaign

hair in the garden and is enthralled
by her loveliness. Of course. this
is purest fabrication, but, as there

COLDSTEINS

JOLENE SHOES
are

ONALLY

is to be a dance at the country
club, Hank arranges that Barret
shall be Adele’s escort. She is
thrilled beyond words.

Peg selects Adele’s frock and has
a hairdresser attend her girl friend.
The transformation is surprising—
Adele is really beautiful. She has
taken Peg's words about Barret be-
ing in love with her so seriously
that Peg has misgivings.

He does not believe her when she
confides in him that she never had
a beau and never was kissed. Adele
cannot understand Barret's remark,
“l suppose you'll be telling me next
that you fell in love with me on
sight and had Peg ring me in as an
escort”, because Peg had told her
Barret, himself. had done just that.
Disappointed, she asks to go home.

CHAPTER IV
Far into the guiet night Adele sal
puzzling, aching with disappoint-
ment. Why is it that so offten the

{vance? Pain that can find surcease
only in the beloved's arms.

And out at the Country club. Bar-
ret sought out Peg, and Peg sought
frantically to do what she could to
save Adele hurt

“Where's Adele?” Peg demanded
when Barret came in alone, lookmg
rather grim and unhappy.

“She wanted to go home”, said
Barret.

“Home! Why? What happened?”
demanded Peg anxiously,

“I don’'t exactly know”, said Bar-
ret. “We got off to such a grand |
strat—she’s a beautiful thing, Peg |

about her.
contact was broken.

confessed. “I was dying to kiss
her and told her so. And she tried

|been kissed. I told her I thought
|she was lying and didn’t see why
she should bother. And it was right
after that that we came homa".
Peg thought frantically. How
much should she tell Barret?
“Listen, Barret. I don’t think she

never had a beau. Those two old
maid aunts she lives with wouldn’t
let her. But I do know this, and
Imayh-e it isn't the thing to tell you.
She saw you. and she thought you
were absolutely perfect. She feil
in love with you, and she's such an
honest, straightforward, brave little
thing that it probably never oc-
curred to her to hide it".
(Lies! Lies! Lies!)

price of love is pain—pain in ad-!|

“lquest. Nothing but love would do‘posed.”

and there was something so vibrant |
And then, suddenly, the |

“Oh, I might as well admit it”, he |

to make me believe she had never |

ever has been kissed. I know she's |

| neck—" |light from her little white bed, |
“] was right”, said Barret md-|loving him no matter what he did? |
]denly.

at the foot of your stairs, that love | vitation!

was the only thing that made any-| Far out into the country they

one sparkle with happiness as she |went. Adele sparkled and glowed

did?” and chattered, and Barret rteased
“Yes,” said Peg. “And she told |}

you that she had just learned what ! that were half tender, half aruused,

it was that turned on the inner|and very, very knowing.

lights and made her sparkle. Re-| The next evening he came and

member that?” | took her for a drive. On the next.
“The poor youngster!” said Bar-|they took Peg and Hank and went

“Remember I told her thzre | Imagine her needing a second in—i

ret softly. “I wish you had told dancing at a club in a neighboring
me sooner.” town. And she had flowers —al-

“Why?” asked Peg a little breath- | though the cottage garden was load-
less. ied with them—and ecandy, ani a

“Because, I know how to hand]e,book Barret had tola her about.
that sort of thing. Tt may sound And she was so happy she thought
conceited, but I've had girls in love | {she'd die of happiness.
with me before. Or rather, they| “I'm so happy I haven’t been able
thought they were. It is really(to get a full breath into my lungs
conquest they love. So I give them since it started,” she czonfided to
jjust the right sort of devoted at- Peg one day. And Peg hugged her.

| tention until their need for conquest, “How do the aunts like it?" ask-
has been satisfied, and then the af- !ed Peg.
fair dies a natural death. I could! Adele’s face clouded suddenly,

just as easily have done that with ! and then she laughed.
Adele. I wish I'd known”, he said! “You know how old-fashioned
ruefully. | they are,” she said apologetically.
Peg thought fast. She had start- “Every time I've been with Barret,
ted this thing, and it locked from |they came to my room and asked
here as if Adele was going to be | if he has proposed yet. or if he has
badly hurt, for Adele wasn't the kissed me. And they warn me not
sort of girl to be satisfied with con- | to let him kiss me until he has pro-

Vor her. “Hasn't he kissed you?’ asked
But if she urged Barret to go|Peg.

|ahead and try to cure Adele of her| “No,” admitted Adele, as if she
meatuation, what then? Either | were confesing to something shame-
lAdele would react like the rest of (ful. “And I—I'm dying to have
the girls Barret mentioned. or else  him—"

Barret would succumb to the "eal| “Any girl can make a man Fkiss
love that Adele was offering him— | her is she wants to,” said Peg. with
and they might be happly together. | wisdom far beyond Adele.

| Still thers wa sa third chance.| “How?” demanded Adele.

{ Adele might go right on loving| “Oh, sort of lean back on against
| Barret long after Barret had dncld-lhlm and make love to him with
{ed that her desire for conquest had |your eyes. and let him see that you
been satisfied. In that case, Peg want to be kissed. And don’'t have

would be responsible for her brok- | T.'vour pretty mouth too far away!
en heart. from his,” smiled Peg. 1
| Two chances of helping Adele| Adele tried it—and it worked!
| against one of hurting her further.|And then Barret gathered her up:
Pag gambled quickly. il?t() his arms and strained her to:

“Well, is it tap late to give Adele| = 50 fiercely, so savagely, that

_ s : A
the regulation cure for infatuation? hi: :rl:zﬁiz;t 4 tshe pudden DRSPS
Ii’sgl‘:'; tslim;km?;d :he :?’d' Iy “What did you have to do that
Of uS Iepeifor?” he asked, between clenched
|she wondered if men didn't hnow teeth. “When I've been resisting so
that big thrill of suddenly dscover- ' w '
iz successfully.
ing that some girl was i nlove with |~ .p_ 5
|them, and if that wasn't the secret e atns TaRRd” o littaamk
(c)lf = wul.!ngneSS to pay a Eifs continued to hold her. Her LEluoe
evoted atiention while she was e, wide and’ adaring. SihGIE
satis(ying %ler lyve of conqu?st. & clea:’- view of the state of her heart
flattete hﬁd‘eﬁ"‘.tw‘ Mty O stared upward into his hot, 'mtent'
::g:yrse. AntFeveybody loves ﬂat'l——and slightly resentful brown ones.

“The only trouble is”. said Bar. | Why not be brave about it? Why |

ret slowly, “that both of you say no} VK bl e
she hasn’t been kissed. That's a Because I wanted you to kiss
ne wangle to me. I don’t want to {ne. You see—I lo_ve you.” Tt was
be the first man to kiss her. These |Just @ ghost of a voice, but he heard. |
{And answered.

to look into his own.

“Get over it?" asked Adele, te-

From this
crude

Beginning

« « . the telephone has been
made a world-wide medium of
voice communication . . . a de-
pendable servant, available at
low cost, to people in all walks
of life. This remarkable achieve-
ment is the result of American
initiative, organization and in-
genuity.

The 21,500 Southern Bell
workers have had an impor-
tant part in this achievement.
It is a source of satisfaction to
them to know that they, to-
gether with thousands of other
Bell System workers, have made
it possible for anyome today
using a Bell or Bell connected
telephone to talk to almost any
point in America, many foreign
countries, and to ships at sea.

Americans enjoy the best,
most dependable and cheapest
telephone service in the world.
They are assured of its continu-
ance because it is the Com-
pany’s policy to keep telephone
facilities and quality of service
ahead of public expectation.

SOUTHERN BELL TELEPHORE
AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY

INCORPORATED

L LT Ty

“I don't want w get
over it. Ever. Why should I? Peg
told me that you love me. tno.”

(To be continued)

IROXY

Theatre

South Side Square
Murfreesboro

Fri. - Satur.
May10-11

GENE AUTRY
KEN MAYNARD
“IN OLD
SANTA FE”

RED BARRY NO. 12

Mon. - Tues.
May 13 - 14

JOAN KING
JOHN BARCLAY

o ey
“The Gentleman
From Arizona”

Wed. - Thurs.
May 15 - 16

BORIS KARLOFF
BELA LUGOSI

—in—

“BLACK
FRIDAY”

BARGAIN
PRICES
FRI. g qAT.

MATINEE
AND NIGHT

first loves aren’'t as easy to cure as+
—the ones that follow™. l.
UTyam't Irice har then ® eaid Daes !



you these |she was lying and didnt see why 1 Shouldn't think so,” she said. ‘.m" S I e TR 1] EUGL UCPRUUAUIe S S |1

What did you have to do hatﬂ

cod “Rrst | she should bother. And it was rght| _And 8s shé waited for his reply. |, on po acked, between clenched | telephone service in the world.

aft;ar thatl th.eu:h we came homs", igzt ‘;’l‘;n?}f;e;li O‘ff S?;:Pndlfg tﬁ;;:‘z:’ eeth. “When I've been resisting so|| They are assured of its continu- BIHRGI uN
eg thought frantically. How|" : e ="~ | successfully.” because it is the Com- R C
1mur:h should she tell Barret? ing that some girl was i nlove with ", .0,c0 o ! P I ES

“Listen, Barret. I don't think she | tr®m. and if_th_at gt fhie secret
ever has been kissed. I know she’s | Of Barret's mlh_ngnessh_to PRy 4 girl) |continued to hold her. Her blue facilities and quality of service
never had a beau. Those two o'd |d€voled atiention while she was; = d of publi i

ves, wide and adoring. giving a ahead of public expectation.
maid aunts she lives with wouldn’ tiﬁnﬁf‘:‘gghhcr lovaOf;g_’;qt‘lats: OI;Ec!ear view of the state of her heart, ‘ | ‘ Q
let her. But I do know this, and | i A A:;&ego& g‘d[ 3 ; fiat. | Stared upward into his hot, intent i Y
maybe it isn't the thing to tell you. | course. i e & ridiaad il | . N — ¢

She saw you. and she thought you | tery. I_and g resentfgl btm::’n :‘;‘;’-‘S s B T Hun
were absolutely perfect. She fei| 1ne only trouble, is”. said Bar-| WhY Dot be brave about i . N"“EHH ELL HEP E

His arms relaxed’ a little, but pany’s po]j:ymkeep tdepbone | FRI - gAT

) : not tell him— MATINEE

- in love with you, and she’s such !ret slowly, “that both of »ou sayn | o i

D £ hiosest. Braighte s bra;'e 1:"3!: she: Baurt beahB kisaell. Thats a “Because 1 wanted you t? kiss ﬂnn TELEGRHP“ ﬂﬂml’ﬂny AND NIGHT
i i 5 o |ne wangle to me. I don't want te‘me EOp aeee Soveigon,. 1w IRBOEFSEATES

thing that it probably never oc-
| curred to her to hide it”. be the first man to kiss her. These|

(Lies! Lies! Lies!) | first loves aren’t as easy to cure as
i-—the ones that follow™ ‘
| “Don’t kiss her, lhen." said Peg}
!promptly. “Or are kisses part of|
the cure?” |

| “Part of the game of conguest, let| | Poiter : = CAGC" Iﬁe A//"Sf ar f ealures Iﬂ

| us say, Barret grinned at her sud- |

;denly. \‘

| “Then suppose you invent & new |

;game", Bt Peg ¥ = & TH E lEADER ll N E u P
| rouch about it.” i

| And she turned on her heel 1nd{ 2 I
etk sy, e g e cic.| SR T l/ou// cﬁoose Ibe /eader- C/:evro/ef
ing with rage at herself and fury at|

Barret’s conceit. But then all men
are conceited, she decided. She|

{ hoped Barret would fall so hard Ior]
[ ] | Adele that he’d never be able to
uard Against Damage &g

| just a ghost of a voice, but he heard. |
And answered.

b
-

|ition again. She hoped he'd be

|plumb nuts about her and that 1
BY ! Adele would turn him down. She
- -—- hoped— -
Then she laughed ruefully. She;
was hating herself for what shie h=d |
3 E FT done to poor Barret. Well, Barret | * MODEF-N “"ROYAL (UPPER
3 ;

could just devote himself to Adele. TN SRR
He did Early Sunday morning | S| WS- eTI NI BEAUT! st
e RN SNSRI —
. R R LSS g

his car appeared before the Jreen- |
shuttered cottage. Even before | * DYNAMIC VALVE-IN- HEAD ENGI
n Adele was up. But she sent word! SRR

s v A s
to him to wait and hastily scrambled | ™% LONGEST OF ALL LOWEST- PRl(EL\ CARS
into some clothes, despite the pro- o

ST R
tests of her aunts.

“ﬁmusm VACUUM-PO

“I want to go picnicking,” was SEIEUSVEOCE 0\ i 't
c leall- U p for Barret’s greeting. “And you're tl’!E‘. GENUINE izﬁ& ACTION RLDE Aieb— -
only perfect picnic pariner that I/ & A e - —
can think of. Lunch is tucxce| [l |WVEPTTTAL 0NN BRA]{ES s B"ul
\\\'\\&{x\'\\‘%\\‘\\‘\\\\\\\ SRR S8 ;

\Q\\’%\\\\‘*\"&\\
TP

ATIC CLUTCH

S \‘&\\\\\W\W\“\\\\

"3 LOWER GAS, OlL AND UPKEEP COST

DR LR R AR R

SRR R R S ‘
B \%ﬁ?ﬁﬁ§§3§Y?§\ “PLANLY MARKED— GREATEST DOLLAR VALL VALUE!

SPRING away in the back of the car. 50|

Eyes Examined, |
| (zlasses Fltted

'SEND ITTO
THE LAUNDRY’

NO OTHER CAR Regardless of Price COMBINES
$ ALL THESE CHEVROLET QUALITY FEATURES
NO OTHER CAR Regardiess of Price

CAN MATCH CHEVROLET IN PUBLIC DEMAND

CHEVROLETS

TIME PAYMENTS
Easily Arranged at
No Extra Charge

MURFREESBORO

LAUNDRY CO. Tl sl fIRST ACAIN!
launderers-dyers-cleaners W.R.Bell & Son

Fhone 67 JEWELERS and OPTICIANS

e = o § JACKSON BROS.

OVER 60 YEARS | W. COLLEGE STREET MURFREESBORO, TENN.
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Not Like Charity

To be forced to accept charity or relief or for
anyone's people to do so, burns a spot in a man or
woman that no amount of future security can ever
heal completely. The American people know that.
They know it makes some change in a man or woman
which keeps them from being what they were before
ever again.

The average American knew, hat when the great
crisis came, measures of relief had to be taken. A few
large-feelers still cling to the old belief that every
man is still potentially a president, that it is within
him to become whatever he wants to be regardless
of outside circumstances and that all the present dis-
iress of millions is of their own making.

The average American is not that large a fool.
He knows that, out of the millions of unemployed in
this country, there must be plenty who are just as
good and deserving as those who have managed—by
miracle, inheritance, political pull or what-have-you
—+to stay on top through the economic miseries of
the past ten years.

Yet, deep down, all who are honest, resent the
idea of a society that has to be maintained with hand-
outs to a large percentage of its members. In these
times we have seen people on relief become different
people. We have seen families who lucked onto the
white collar administrative payrolls of the rolief
projects, get snotty (excuse the word, but it is the
only one that fits) toward their less fortunate neigh-
bors who had to take direct, and much smaller, re-
lief.

We have seen part of our people who had to
take relief become weak whiners for more of the
same. We have seen others develop a brooding hatred

i — T et vernment that gives, yet

,‘,-,-:“Lex_nglft.-.._,...m on,

‘When you think of it like that, it is sad and sick-
rening. You know that to be healthy a country’s peo-
ple must work and feel like they are earning what
they get the hard way and not be faced constantly
with the bald reality of being handed a helping of
food.

$90,000 to $125.000 increase in wholesale and retail gro-
cery business. It tends to turn the matter of relief
back toward normal business channels. The whole-
saler gets the surplus commodities off the market,
the groceryman buys them from the wholesaler, the
F.S.CC. redeems the stamps in cash.

The man who carries orange and blue stamps in
his pocketbook gets a feeling that he has some-
thing just as good as money and does his own select-
ing. The surplus commodities offered him (subject to
change) include butter, raisins, rice, pork lard, pork,
corn meal, shell eggs, dried prunes, fresh pears, fresh
apples, fresh oranges, fresh grapefruit, hominy grits,
dry beans, wheat flour and whole wheat flour.

Dr. J. B. Black said in this county a diet selected
from that list could eliminate pellagra and greatly
reduce the susceptibility to tuberculosis.

It has been pointed out that the producer of the
surplus commodities gets a double break, because,
in places where the plan is at work, people who have
cash to pay, often notice the lists and buy from them.

" There may be better ideas born later, but this
one appears, from all angles, the best answer we've
had yet.

A Moment Caught

The big news stories never interest us much from
the standpoint of writing. Their very nature de-
mands that they be pounded out at great speed, be-
cause in the far off places where the big events
break, the reporter who—to paraphrase General
Forrest—“get thar fustest with the mostest facts"—
is the one who will eat paid-for groceries the longest.

It is the trivial items picked up casually along
the course of the main stream of news, we enjoy
most. Sometimes a reporter will catch a great mo-
ment and put it down in two or three paragraphs
that will live in the reader’s memory far longer than
the world-shaking headliners.

Here is one we found among the old papers and
liked very much:

ELSINORE. Denmark, April 12—(INS)—
When Shakespeare had Hamlet say “There is
something rotien in Denmark”, the bard probably
never envisioned a scene like that being enacted
tonight in the famous Kronborg Castle in Elsinore.

Kronberg, famous as the castle where the
tragedy of Hamlet was set, has been occupied by
a German garrison.

And on the wall above the moat where Ham-
let saw his father's ghost there stands a lone Ger-
man sentry, looking at Sweden across the strait.

The only good writing is the kind that makes a
tingling up your back and sometimes you find it
crowded among the floods of fleshless facts in the
modern newspaper.

If at 35 he makes heroic efforts to quit smoking,
it probably means that his oldest boy is about twelve.

ll

The only time we lose hope for man is when we
contemplate his infinite capacity for swallowing
slick lies.

As it looks to a layman in the bleachers, Hitler
has reached the point where the only thing to do
is throw passes.

The final proof of poise is not to be embarrassed
when important acquaintances drop in and catch you
eating hash.

—_—

! High lights In
l Washington

By ALBERT GORE

resentatives fought and wrangled
over amendments to the Wage and
Hour Law, and finally on Friday of
last week sent it back to the Com-
mittee for further study. Some
amendments to the Acts were bad-
ly needed, especially for the relief
of agriculture. City members
fought practically all amendments,
and representatives of agricultural
districts pleaded for relief. Sores
from this prolonged fight may en-
danger passage of the farm parity
amendments.

A movement has been launched
to bring about a compromise on ihe
controversial Public Housing Bill
It remains to be seen whether or
not sufficient fundamental changes
in the program can be agreed upon
to make it sound and workable.
Much work will be required if leg-
islation is to be enacted. A ma-
jority of the members seem to feel
that it is ridiculous to amortize a
building over a sixty-year period.
Small babies would be lucky to live
to see one paid for under suchk a
iplan. There are many other de-
fects, but it is hoped that a sound
program wili be worked out.

! The Senate continued its pace

1

|

| e

l For seven days the House of Rep-

islation since only approximately six
legislative weeks remain before the
Republican convention, by which
time adjournment is desired.

|From Page 1

{Plans Announced
For ‘Hospital Day’

hibit. Ed Smith and Miss Frances
|Denham. H. D, will be in charge
{of the first two exhibits.

Dietary department: Mrs. Gary
Lee, dietician will show a display
of patients’ diet, including liquid,
isoﬂ. regular and special types, din-
ing room and display of the sture
room.

Laboratory and X-ray depart--
ment: Guests will be shown labo a-
tory diagnosis. blood chemistry,
!secretions and excretions of the
body, basal matabolism, X-ray ex-
hibits and fight against T. B. ex-
hibit. Miss Ethel Jones, R. N. w'll
show the T. B. exhibit. Miss Lexie
Howard, is technician in this de-
partment.

Out patient department, under
supervision 9f Mrs. Ben McKnight,
will be opep. * Dr. John Cason will
give a Pnéil s tliorax demonstration
in the clinic of the department.

Obstetrical  department: Viss
Christine Neelley, R. N., nursery:
Mrs. Milan Brown, R. N, Miss Daisy
{Ennis, R. N. delivery room and
Miss Alice Hobart, anesthesia.
| BSurgical department: Visitors
|will be shown a mock opera‘ion
'here. Mrs. Milan Brown. R. §. 1s

to catch up with the House in leg- |

1

| children right in the country have
| so little conscious appreciation and |
[enjoyment of all the beauiifil!
things of nature about them. #hen |
I was a child on a farm in a love'y |
valley, I did not, as I recall, knawi
| many of the trees, flowers and birds |
|hy name. But just to recall a svn-\
| rise or sunset, or the songs of the
| birds as I awoke on a spring .norn- |
ling, or of the whip-poor-will as I
| went to bed, giving me more ~mo-
tion now than any I must have had
when I used to live amidst thesa
beauties. I wish I might have beea |
exposed to someone at home or
school who habitually experienced
emotions over these gems of na—‘i
ture,

i If only I had known more of the
| bl , flowers and trees there, by
name and had helped my school!
children know them so, I could have
|done more good. How much ore
comfortable and happy we feel
when we can address a person Ly
his name. So with the things of
| Nature; to know them by name is
to feel happy with them and enjoy
them.

Fortunate is the child whose par-
ents go with him into the woods
and fields and by the streams, “ie:t
to the growing things and liviag

jof

| COMMITTEES NAMED FOR LAMDA CHAPTER

OF BETA SIGMA, MISS STEWART SPEAKS

New committees were appointed
by Miss Margaret Becker, president
of the Lamda Chapter of Tennessee
Beta Sigma Phi, at the regular
meeting of the Woman’'s Club Mon-
day.

They were: Social Mary Macd

FBarﬁeld and Alma Hunziker; Pub-

licity, Sue Bryan and Nellie Mae
Stewart; Ways and Means, Martha
Trevethan, Louise Cawthon and
Mary Satterwhite: Membership;
Marie Couch and Ann McFerrin.

After the business meeting, Nellie
Mae Stewart discussed architecture.
She stated that the structure >f a
building was considered the racst
important phase of architecture.
She discussed several styles, in-
cluding Greek styles, Doric, Ionic
and Corinthian. The earlier .ypes
architecture were described
briefly. She mentioned the Roman
buildings, pointing out that the
arch was added to the Greek styles,
Temples and cathedrals were taken
lup in the discussion and the Gothic
istyle commented on. One perf:ct
| example of Greek Doric archi‘2z-
| ture, she said, is the FParthenon
1

and told how it obtained its na/a€
from Athena Parthenos, Goddess
of Wisdom. Omne point she orought
out is that there is not a straight
horizontal line in the whole buld-
ling. She spoke of the Greek urns
that are found between every iwo
Doric columns inside and out, and
none of these columns are perpen-
dicular. She. said that the east
Ipediment showed the three Fa'cs,
typifying the beginning, the smand
.and the end of life. Miss Stewart
stated that the differences in col-
'umns determined the style of tne
building, Doric, Ionic and Corin-
thian. The lecture was illustrated
with pjictures showing the varioius
styles and types of architecture.

Mrs. J. K. Marshall concluded the
program with a short talk on the
European situation.

-

Frank Bass, director of the Train-
ing School is in Omaha, Neb., to
attend the National Parent-Teachers
convention.

creatures to be heard or seen; pro- ¢
vided of course, the child learns
not to trespass on private property.
We parents owe it to the .noral|
| character of our children to be X
| acting of ourselves in these matiars |
‘and to see that our children ‘carn,
| from their early years to be very
| considerate of the rights and pos-
sessions of other people.

 PERSONALS

Mrs. Tom McCord is the gu-=st
of Miss Mildred Taylor of Bimn-|
ingham, Ala. |

Miss Elizabeth Woodmore has re-

!tumed to the University of Tenn- |
essee after a visit with her parems,J
Mr. and Mrs. T. B. Woodmore.

Howell Ridley of Grand Rapids, |
Mich., has returned home after i!av-!
ing been called here because of the!
illness of his mother, Mrs. G. S.
Ridley Sr.

Dr. D. W. Dodd of the Veterans
Hospital has returned from a ~'sit|
with his family in Louisville, Ky.

Miss Evelyn Burke of State
Teachers college has returned trom |
a visit with relatives in Franklin,
Tenn.

Mr. and Mrs. J. T. Brown and
son, David, of Ardmore, Ala., were
guests this week of Dr. and Mrs.
D. F. Weldon. i

Mr. and Mrs. E. W. Duncan of
Macon, Ga., Mr. and Mrs. Laslie
Steele of Atlanta, Ga, and Miss
Lueile Duncan of Manchester, Tean.,
stopped here for a brief visit wilh
Mrs. Duncan’s parents, Mr. and Mcs.
'P. J. Gilley while en route to the
!Kentucky Derby. ‘

{

|

You Gan
CHARGE IT
AT NO
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Mother Will Appreciate
A Gift of Modern
FRAMES

You can have these smart
frames fitted with the lenses
scientifically prescribed for
her here, by a Registered
Optometrist. You could give
no more welcome, helpful
gift.

Consult

DR. G. M. KIMBLE

OPTOMETRIST

"W. R. BELL

& SON
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‘ily and buy orang

_ general relief cases.

people. We have seen families who lucked onto the
white collar administrative payrolls of the ralief
projects, get snotty (excuse the word, but it is the
only one that fits) toward their less fortunate neigh-
bors who had to take direct, and much smaller, re-
lief.

We have seen part of our people who had to
take relief become weak whiners for more of the
same. We have seen others develop a brooding hatred
T RIS gt ——yernment that gives, yet

TE T oo miOPTOR R on.

When you think of it like that, it is sad and sick-
rening. You know that to be healthy a country’s peo-
ple must work and feel like they are earning what
they get the hard way and not be faced constantly
with the bald reality of being handed a helping of
food.

A new social experiment is being tried—the Sur-
plus Commodities Food Stamp Plan—and the first
thing we like about what we have had explained to
us is that it does not seem like charity.

Boiled to its simplest—a man who is on WPA,
can take a doliar per week per member of his fam-
i by the Federal
Surplus Commodities corporation. For each dollar
he gets free 50 cents worth of blue stamps. The or- |
ange will buy anything in a grocery, except mer- |
chandise ordinarily consumed at the grocery, (cold |
drinks, knick-knacks) and for his blue stamps he can
buy from a list of surplus commodities.

The same applies to Old Age Assistance cases, |
Aid to Dependent Children cases, Aid to the Blind |
and the like, except that they do not have to spend
more than 50 percent from their monthly grants.

There are other plans involved to fit those certi-
fied for WPA but not employed at the time and for

In Rutherford county there are approrximately
1,000 families or 4,000 persons who fall into one clas-
sification or the other. Rutherford county is trying |
to secure the plan and if the people want it bad ;
enough they will get it. We believe that if they un-
derstand what it means they will want it.

It has been estimated that it would mean from !

If at 35 he makes heroic efforts to quit smoking,
it probably means that his oldest boy is about twelve.
e T T

The only time we lose hope for man is when we

contemplate his infinite capacity for swallowing
slick lies.

As if looks to a layman in the bleachers, Hitler
has reached the point where the only thing to do
is throw passes.

The final proof of poise is not to be embarrassed
when important acquaintances drop in and catch you
eating hash.

Your picture in an advertisement means obscuri-
ty or fame, depending on whether it's an ad for med-
icime or cigarettes.

Our sins punish themselves, and we wouldn’t
suffer when our poverty is exposed if we hadn’t put
on airs to hide it.

Even waste can be useful. Having squandered
the price of a good war may reconcile us to getting
along without one.

Kind nature balances things, and the man who
can’'t amcunt to anything is usually the biggest feel-
ing fellow in town.

T Ty R et

Between bootleg and legal liquor, the question
is not whether more people drink but whether more
drinkers become sots.

As we recall it, a typical Sunday School picnic
included forty bee stings, sixty spoiled dresses, four
million ants and one rain.

Train Wreck Survivors Receive Treatment

Filled to overflowing with vietims of the Lake Shore Limited wreck, the Little Falls, N. Y., hospital had
to set up this emergency ward, where survivors are shown being treated. At least 30 persons were killed
as the crack New York Central train left the tracks. One hundred others were taken to hospitals foe

medical a

ttention. YHr 20,

R . A, T S S - Lileiiiiota

“rja visii wiih relatives In Irranklin, |
!secretions and excretions of the | Tenn. |
body, basal matabolism, X-ray ex- | Mr. and M !
L - = | h rs. J. T. Brown and|
hibits and fight against T. B. €X- ! son, David, of Ardmore, Ala., were |
hibit. Miss Ethel Jones, R. N. “ﬁu'guests this week of Dr. and Mrs. |
show the T. B. exhibit. Miss Lexie [ p Weldon i 1
{Howard, is technician in this -e- ‘Mr' and M;S E W e nel
partment. :' 7 . E. . Dun aiy € i
Out patient department, uﬂder!Macon. Ga, Mr. and Mrs. .l.-és!lel
stipervisidy of Mrs. Ben McK .ght':stee_le of Atlanta, Ga., and “Mlssl
will be opl, Dr. John Cason will ‘g‘“:;dl);szgf e oAt
. ELitRS 2 { D] e T a br VISIE W
s el R Cmnuisfehtion | Mrs. Duncan’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. |
'P. J. Gilley while en route to the|

in the clinic of the department,

Obstetrical  department: WWiss |
Christine Neelley, R. N, m.uv:aer_;':imarm“:ky Derby. |
| Mrs. Milan Brown, R. N., Miss Daisv
'Ennis, R. N.. delivery room aud |
Miss| Alice Hobart, anesthesia. 1
| Surgical department: Visiiors:t
will  be shown a mock opera'.ioni
here. Mrs. Milan Brown, R. N. is|
the supervisor and Miss Daisy n-
nis, suture nurse in this department.

Committees for the eceremonies
are: program—NMrs. D. L. Ledbetter,
{ Mrs._J. K. Marshall; publicity—Mcs.
Cecil Elrod, Mrs. S. F. Houston,
Miss Mertial Sharpe; ﬂawers—Mi';si :
Rob Murfree, Mrs. B. F. Moore,
Mrs. H. C. Moore Jr, Mrs. Earl
Wiley, Mrs, J. A. Scott, Mrs. James
Cason, Mrs. Jarman Edwards: .e-
| ception—Mrs. D. L. Ledbetter, Mrs. |*
|C. F. Partee, Mrs. G. S. Ridley S, |
Mrs. David Goldstein, Miss Ida 3
Richardson, Mrs. W. A. Ransom, or
Mrs. S. B. Christy, Mrs. James painkt,
Avent, Miss Laura Keeble,
Mrs. J. A. Scott, Mrs. Houston Cald-
well, Mrs, E. W. Carmack, Mis.
Gage Chapman, Mrs. J. B. Blacik,
J. W. Fletcher, Mrs. Dan Parkins,
Mrs. Sam Buchanan, Mrs. C. H.
Byrn, Mrs. Lester Dann, Mrs. Tom
Ivie and Mrs. Hans Gebers.
| Tea will be served wvisitors mn
| the dietary department. |
{ - !N’OW'S THE

1
|
|

|
l
{
1
|

— ——— | [TME TO RE-
l —  |DECORATE

NATURES WAY fisasi
J pr dining-room. Give it new color and °|
TRAINING CHILD o5 STuwas i |
| CHILD 5%

For Guaranteed 1‘

| . = |
.FBY GARRY CLPE:SLAND MYERS, Satlsfactlon

| Many children under five -ever Use These

:have seen the stars. When our ela- PIT ISBURGH

'est was about four it suddenly oe-

'curred to us he had never noticed P RODUCTS

the lights in the heavens, although | @ Paints

we had spent the summer in the
couniry. One night we kept him up
for the new experience. Having seen
pictures of the moon, he shomed

® Window Glass
@ Store Fronts

|
|
@ Gold Stripe Brushes :

when he saw it. “Moon! Daddy|
moon! Baby moons!” the aby
| moons were the stars. For older e ros.

children, even in the crowded .i:y, ‘
looking up at the stars on a -i:ar LUMBER |
night is a rich experience. and

Some city children beyond 10 ar

12, of course, get a touch with 13- BU[LD]NG SUPPL[ES ’
!
|

ture through camping, scouting and Telephone 196

the like. And the city school nas .

done much to aequaint the child West Main Street
Murfreesboro

with Nature, espeecially with planis,
Colors by Nature * Paints by Pittsburgh'

| 4 PITTSBURGH

creatures like frogs, snakes aad |
turtles, which are to be seen in wne |
modern elementary classroom. !’wt,l
most city children have never heard
the piping of the peepers in in toe
pond, the croaking of the bullfrog
or the morning bird chorus of the
woods.

The pity of it is that so many

S

1

giit.

Consult

DR. G. M. KIMBLE

OPTOMETRIST

W. R. BELL

& SON

879— On the Square Over 60 Years —1940

)

CHOOSE IT HERE AT
HER FAVORITE STORE

e

&) ¥1°°

Others $1.00 up

Brighten her sweet face
with a fattering new
hat! We've brims, be-

rets, sailors with the
pretty flowers, gay veils
that are so becoming!
White — Black and
Navy

S

AV

| W.SideSquare |

-

i
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From Page 1 | kerr; entertainment—P. A. Lyon |contacted certain board mem}bm:s; Theatre To Celebrate MURFREESBORO GARDEN CLUB ELECTS

Dedication and J. R. Jetton; publcity ad ra- | yesierday, preliminary 0 12027s| PICTURES FOR MAY | Mother’s Day, May 13, |MRS. MOORE DELEGATE TO STATE MEET

rod Jr.; first-aid, police and fire Tl M e B 4, e L ARE ANNOUNCED AT Says Manager Alt“““‘\vaghin?:f;fif:dw%gdii;ﬁn gi;;b president, Mrs, E. C. .Hvlloway Sr.
adjoining those of John J. Jewell iﬁ[rﬁgcutorg;sspir:}‘at?o? .E;,ndﬁw"“u?' months ago, acaordmghwd'ﬁtl:e peti- | PRINCESS THEATRE Next Monmth has been | 2000 at the Woman's Club with M:Sfte; ac s:{ort b:smess
i I : At ="~ Mul-  tion, has caused muc istress a- | ; 4 ¥ . H. C. Moore Jr.

Jr.. general chairman. I = s | designated as “Mo‘ner’s Day™ at Mrs. James A. Scott and Mrs. Os-

A second meeting of the general
commitiee was set for T:30 last
night at the James K. Polk hotel
at which time the co-chairmen of
the different committees were to
submit their completed committees
for approval.

The following co-chairmen of the
nine dedication committces were
named at the first meeting of the
general committee: Traffic—-S. F.
Houston and Aultman Sanders;
railroad transportation—Alvis Hud-
dleston and John D. Wiseman; fi-
nance—Clarence Watson and B. B.

lins and Wade Stockard; ushers—
Frank Bass and Baxter Hobgood;
program—J. J. Jewell Jr, R. T.
McHenry and Mrs. J. K. Marshall.
Manager Jared was chosen to act
with the program committee in an

mong other faculty members. [

At that time Smith swated that
Mankin was being let out as an
economy move and denied that
any other members of the faculty,
were to be dismissed.

advisory capacity. | e
| From Page i; From Page 1 ;
Riforts © 1 4. SotkEmn

N b | witnesses.

!has con_ferred with some of the! They were told that any answer
group circulating the petition and |to the petitions would have to be
local citizens were believed to have | made at the June term of court.

Special Mother’s Day b

cream, fruit centers and

Don’t Forget Mother! |
Ol'l “HER DAY” | St S Etietiieuw matrolines; eounty:

Sunday, May 12th

HOLLINGSWORTH

cious Hollingsworth Candy. Caramels, nougats,

After overruling one motion,
Judge Coleman turned to bystand-
jers and wisecracked, “Does this
;sound like Hitler?”
Jewell presented a

string  of |

officers and city police as wiiness-
| es. State Patrolman Hugh Bates.
Iwho said that he was the man iu|
i plain clothes who engincered most
|of the whiskey sales in the round-|
lup a week ago, occupied the wit-|
ness stand most of the cime.

| Attorney Clarence L. Cummings |
|was permitted to say he expected |
|to prove Bates was “lying” about |
‘seeing his recruited assistant buy a
| pint of whiskey from Mrs. SSpan
| Hackney.

| After the hearing Cummings and |
|E. C. Holloway Jr., who represent- |
led six of the seven cases. indicated |
they would file a petition for a writ
'of certiorari and supersedas be-!|
|fore the State Court of Appeals, |
| Nashville, or one of its judges, :< k- |
ling an order to stay or supersede|
Judge Coleman's order. |

oxes packed with deli- |
Cummings said that a full racord |

of the day's proceedings had been |
|taken down to prepare a wayside |

{

nut clusters — all tasty.

Here are listed motion pictures
that are coming to the Princess
Theatre, Murfreesboro, month of
May. They are all outstanding pro-
ductions, you will want to see
them. Watch for the dates of their
showing.

Week Of May 6

“It All Came True,” with Ann
Sheridan, Jeffrey Lynn. Humphrey
Bogart.

“We Are Not Alone,” with Paul
Muni, Jane Bryan.

“Johnny Apolio” with Tyrone
Power, Dorothy Lamour. Edward
Arnold.

“Stardust,” with Linda Darnell,

I John Payne.

“Legion Of Lawless,” with George
O'Brien, Virginia Vale.

Week Of May 13

“Eternally Yours,” with Loretta
Young. David Niven, Hugh Her-
bert.

“Viva Cisco Kid.”
Romero, Jean Rogers.

“Abe Lincoln In Illinois,” with an
all selected cast of stars.

“Light Of Western Stars,” with
Victor Jory, Raymond Hayden.

“Married And In Love.”

with Cesar

Week Of May 20

“Primrose Path,” with Ginger
Rogers, Joel McCrea.

“Farmers Daughter,” with Martha
Raye, Charles Ruggle.

“My Son, My Son,” with Brian
Aherne, Madeleine Carroll.

“Saga Of Death Valley,” with Roy
Rogers.

“Hawaiian Nights,” with selecied
cast of stars.

Week Of May 27

W e will Mail or Deliver
Candy Anywhere

A L. SMITH & CO

Telephone 125 East Side Square

&

b

. &

For Greater Results At Low Cost
Read And Use---
COURIER

Classified Ads

" Rates 1V4c Per Word; 5 times for the prics of 4 Minimum charge
per Insertion, 25c. Low monthly card rates—investigate.

Phone 378 -—-- Your Ad Will Be
Charged

INEW OFFICES FOR RENT—Five

amps . . s s hhanllddme adisaiwminmer

| bill of exceptions, which would bei “My Favorite Wife,” with I[rene
f‘made part of the petition. | Dunn, Cary Grant, Randolph Scott.
| “Angels From Taxos,” wim kd-

'Head Of Co-operative ;nd;e Albert, Rosemary Lane, Wayne
OITIS.

. ’ .
Creameries’ Marketing |"U5 % 5.0 Rides Again” with
Agency Hits Tax Bill jick Benny, Rochester, Andy De-

| Y vine.

| A federal tax on chain stres| «gKansas Terror,” with Three Mes-
{would penalize a system of distri- |, iteers.

‘Ibution which has mat‘erially decreas-} " wMeet Dr. Christn” with Jesn
;ed the costs of moving goods [rom 'Hersholt, Dorothy Levett.

producer to consumer, a Congress-| on each pro Selected’ short
3 Fyae of South Bend, M, [Jub/ects Bonsld g%, Mexch of
lmyanége} (;fg the Mid-West l?;todu-":Time’ Graham McNamee News, Pic-
cers’ Creameries, Inc. of which theELZELZE'PTonv?ﬂts'sguﬂ;rGang Com-
Rutherford County Co-operafive | s EORR J

| Creamery is a member. -5

i Ryger testified in opposition to NOTICE TO CREDITORS

|H, R. 1, the federal chain store . W

“death sentence™ tax bill, 1bis|Estate of T. G. MiG, Deceased.
week on behalf of his organi:zatmn,;p . i s A

{a regional butter marketing agency | Notice is hereby given that on
serving twenty-two cooperative | the 29 day of Apf'll. 1940, Leiters
| creameries located in the states of | of Administration in respect Ji the
‘Mich.. Ind., Tenn and Il estate of T. G. Miles, deceased, vere
| Praising chains for their work in | issued to the undersigned by tbe
moving dairy surpluses, Ryger |County Court of Rutherforc_i County,
| pointed out that “heavy production | Tennessee. All persons, resident and
| of butter in the past several years | non-resident, having claims, matur-
has brought about a surplus oro- |ed or unmatured._against his alate

the Princess Theater by Oscar Alt-|
man, manager, who will pay tribute |
to the mothers of America in Mur- |
freesboro, in keeping with the rest |
of the nation. {

Mother will get gifts of flowers,
candy, jewelry and goodness knows
what-all; she will get (clegrams,
letters, cards and all sorts of ex-|
pressions of sentiment. It will be;
HER day—a day when attention
will be concentrated on her; love|
and gratitude will be showered on
’her.

Joining the spirit of the occasion
in both a practical and sentimental
way, the Princess Theater is invit-
ing the children of the city to bring
their mothers to the show as their
guests on Monday, May 13. The
boys and girls will buy tickets for
themselves and mothers will come
as their guests, without charge The
plan will be in effect Monday, Msy
13th from 1 to 6 p.m.

There are no complications In-
volved. no strings attached. It is
simply a good will gesture by :..-nn-l
ager Oscar Altman that makes the |
children hosts and the mothers!
guests for a day.

On the screen of the Princess
Theater Monday and Tuesday will |
be “Eternally Yours” with Loretta;
Young and David Nivens. |

GIVE
MOTHER|

ANew Pairof:-
Y

Smartly-tailored

HANSEN GLOVES |

When the occasion demands
tailored smartness, this cos-
tume glove bespeaks distinc- ||
tion, Soft, Hansvede fabri I

delegate to the State conveantiva fo
be heid in Chattanooga May 21 14
22, Mrs. Lee Lively was named
alternate.

car Jones as hostesses.

In the absence of the presil:nt,
Mrs. C. C. Sims, the meeting was
presided over by the irst 1.-

A PERFECT GIFT
for MOTHER

ever offered at

: 19 |
SIS

$2.00 VALUE

RAYON
SATIN
L]

3

RAYON
CREPE

Ruastling
RAYON
TAFFETA
L]

TRIQUE
STRIPE

»
LORNE SLIPS

famous for their perfect fit are
now offered in the above woven
and knit rayon fabrics carefully
selected for their beauty and long
wearing qualities.

FEATURES
|. Laboratory tested fab-

rics insure long wear
2. 4-gore alternating bias
cut

3 éui- wider through hips
for comfort

4. N~ubla front and Joek
~'California top

5, Guaranteed seams

6. Adjustable shoulder
straps.

7. No twisting
8. Perfect fit




I IS ey iR s e | 11 KA"UN FEAIVRARS (|
e producer to consumer, a Congress
Read And Us ional committee was told this wozk ! O_n Fuch progipm sclgeted shc»rt. TAFFETA
COURIER |by E. J. Ryger of South Bend, Ind, S.0Je¢ts, Donald Duck, March of I. Laboratory tested fab-
i . J. Ry iy o = s ™ . 2w
e Sk B | e, Cra e Nev, - i e g
il [ | cers' Creameries, Inc. of which the | = " d i :
¢ t 5 z alternating bias
Rutherford County Co—opera:wewemes' Popeye thﬁatlor. l TRIQUE 2 :;*gou
- Creamery is a member. B STRIPE X
i Ryger testified in opposition to NOTICE TO CREDITORS 3. Cut wider through hips
|H. R. 1, the federal chain store Ay e $or comfort
e : .Adeal:h 5:;2:13?;&{ hjtsax bill, t:his:Eastate of T. G. Miko, Deceased. Smantly-iailo ¥ “n e p
. week on alf o organization, ~ A - red . Pauhle and bank
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per Insertion, 25c. Low moathly card rates—Iinvestigate.

Your Ad Will Be

* LORRAINE SLIPS

famous for their perfect fit are
aow offered in the above woven
and knit rayon fabrics carefully

serving twenty-two cooperative |the 29 day of April, 1940, Leiters
Phone 378 | creameries located in the states of | of Administration in respect oI the
| Mich., Ind., Tenn and Ill estate of T. G. Miles, deceased, were

Charg-ed Praising chains for their work in |issued to the undersigned by tre

I|moving dairy surpluses, Ryger |County Court of Rutherford County,
L { pointed out that “heavy production | Tennessee. All persons, resident and

HANSEN GLOVES

When the occasion demands
tailored smartness, this cos-

5. Guaranteed seams

6. Adjustable shoulder
straps.

For Sale

FOR SALE—Turkey eggs. MRS.
DODSON, Smyrna, Tel. 123-J.

FOR SALE—New Standard Under-

wood typewriter, $45.00 discoutn |

for quick sale for cash. Never
been used. Phone 147-W.

FOR SALE—Gas range in excellent
conditien. Reasonably priced
JIMMIE RALSTON, Phone 765.

NEON SIGNS
DISPLAY SIGNS, Show Card Signs.
Jimmy Ralston, Phone 765.

PAINT AND WALLPAPER—Let
us do your painting or papering
with guaranteed satisfaction at
reasonable cost. Phone for ap-
peintment, 284-W—Jesse Nichols.

SAVE on your stoker coal Y@U
can buy the BEST for LESS.
Call 189 TODAY Tennessee
Coal & Preduce Co., 500 S. Church
Street.

Armour’s Big Crop
Fertilizer
Nice Cotton Seed
For Planting
RANSOM BROS.
Phone 281

FOR SALE—4 used coal and wocd

ranges in perfect condition. See
MULLINS-OSBORN. Phone No. 4,
West Side Square.

FOR SALE—Tomato, cabbage and
other plants. MRS. W. F. JAG-
GERS, 328 East Burton. Phone

For Rent

FOR RENT—Furnished or unfurn-
ished room, with or without meals.
TEL. 1233-M, after 5:30 o’clock.

FOR RENT—Two-room garage a-

* partment. Lights and water op-
tional. MRS. W. F. JAGGERS.
328 East Burton. Phone 653.

OFFICES OR RENT—In the Jack-
son building. R. W. VICKERS,
Phone 902.

FOR RENT—4-room unfurnished
apartment (upstairs) private tath,
furnace heat $20.00 per month.
Franklin Pearson. Miller-Jones
Shoe Co.

NEW OFFICES FOR RENT—Five |0f butter in the past several years ;non~resident. having claims, matur-
offices in my building adjoining?has brought about a surplus pr.)-ied or un_matured..agamst his -?“.le}le
the Building & Loan new build- | Plem in or industry.” He said that are required to file the same with
ing, West College St. All officssib““er prices have been low and th.e (?lerk of the above named Court
newly papered and painted, and | it is essential if producers are to re- Wlthu_l one year 'trom the{ date. of
have all conveniences, including | ceive a fair and reasonable price |the nr§t publ!canon of this noties,
gas heat. R. W. VICKERS, Phone | {07 their product that butter be jotherwise their clams wll be for-

| dstributed at the lowest possible | ever barred.

902, b
|cost. We find the chain store me-| Ths 9th day of May, 1940.
thod of distribution is accomphsa-! J. C. MILEE® Administrat
: ing this to a great degree” Tl Epe A QIBISLIRton
Almouncements Ryger was in Murfreesboro last | Estate of T. G. Miles deceased
October attending a meeting of :he't
410 TAXI COMPANY directors of the marketing r)rgau.-ismke (roadsters tobike): Noel Ho-

PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE | Z3tion-

- | tel Stake (five-gaited stallion, mare
Phone 410 11995 W. College &

| or gelding).

From Page lv

tume glove bespeaks distinc-
tion. Soft, Hansvede fabric
with the new panel thumb
and scalloped top. Five-button
length. Washable,

ALL COLORS

$1.00 and $1.50
Coct) Crads

FRENCH SHOPPE:|

CRICHLOW AGENCY
INSURANCE AND REAL ESTATE
List Your Property for Sale or Rent

SmyrnaHorseShow|

will appear on the program, are:
plantation class. fine harness ponies

WATCH, CLOCK and | (58 in. and under) ; roadster under
JEWELRY REPAIR | saddle, stallion, mare or gelding;

GUARANTEED WORK i special pony race for children un-

der 16 years of age; steeplechase for

Eocated iAlld) ‘Almgsm s mules; steeples for non-thorough-!#
oo n o arber Shop, breds; steeplechase (open to the

. world) ; negro musical ride; three-|
DR. O. H. SIMS

gaited combined horses to buggy1~
Registered Optometrist and under saddle; walking class (3 '
Eyes Glasses

years old and under. stallion, mare |2

Examined Fitted or gelding); Sam Davis Home
Upstairs Courler Building Stake (three-gaited pony, 58 inches
We do engraving—bring your|and under, riders not over 18 years
jewelry and silverware. of age); fine harness class (stallion, |:
mare or gelding, 4 years and over,):
to be shown to four-wheeled wve-
WANTED hicle); five-gaited Pony Stake (58|
HAY and CORN \inches and under. riders not to be

| over 18 years of age) ; harness stake,
southgaﬂer" Flour (3 years and under, to be shown to
ompany

four-wheeled vehicle); Smyrna|;
Successors To Lumber Co. walking horse cham-
FARMERS MILL & GRAIN CO.

pionship ,any age); Haynes Haven |:
Phone 120 or 352

g

Stock Farm (three gaited open
stallion, mare or gelding) ; WLAC }

WILSON’S
BARBER
SHOP

Front of Jenkin's

WANTED—A $5.000.00 loan from
private party on a clear T75-acre
farm property. Write Box 99,
care The Rutherford Courier, giv-
ing rate and terms wanted.

READY FOR BIDS: The building
committee of the Barfield Metho-
dist Church is ready to receive

bids on five Sunday School roorns. Pool Room eyes . . . '‘CANDIDE” by Brewster!
For plans see E. M. WILCOX, 1 d ’ ¥ al
Eagleville, Tel. 24. T 0 fur felt and straw, in everything from palest pastels to
i ryDMur E” most luscious colors, with matching or con-
THE READERS NOOK has install- trasting grosgrain bow. Exclusively ours!
HAIRCUTS

ed a complete new rentat library
Over 300 books to select from.
No. 6, North Spring Street. Polk
Hotel Building.

MANY OF THE LATEST books can
be found at the READERS NOOK
RENTAL LIBRARY. Polk Hotel
Building, N.. 8, North Sprinz St.

They Fit!

Roy Wilson
Sam Burnett

GIVE MOTHER A LOVELY

< %m_. . Creation

For a halo 'round her angelic head . . .

(oci] Clrods
FRENCH SHOPDPE

MURFREESBORO, TENN

o

Brewster

and stars in her
Exquisitely fine

$2.95

solocted for their beauty and long 7. No twisting

wearing qualities.

COLORS: Tearose, White, Black

and Navy.
SIZES: 32 to 44.

CHOICE OF TWO LENGTHS

8. Perfect fit
9. Dressmaker finish

10. Full, accurate sizes

ellyDon

GIVE MOTHER
A

Dark Sheer

FOR
MOTHER’S DAY!

Dark sheer, accented with a
frothy bit of white—neces-
sity in every smart woman's
summer wardrobe. The
dainty embroidered organdy
collar and cuffs are easily
detached . . . the lovely
dressmaker detail is soft,
flattering. A Nelly Don de-
sign in cool, airy Donelle
(rayon). Navy, brown, black,

grey. 12-44, 7 9 5
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Mzrs. B. S. Flowers
Reporter

SMYRNA NE

W

SocialEvents of Our
Friends

SMYRNA. Tenn. — The Smyrna
Home Demonstration Club held its
meeting Wednesday at the homz «f
Mrs. Jonnie Williamson with Mrs.
Grady Haynes as co-hostess. The
meeting was opened by the presi-
dent, Mrs. Claude Carter. Mirs.
Dodson Gregory led the devotional,
Group singing was led by Mrs
Frank Ridley. The secretary, Mrs.
Grady Haynes, read the minutes of
the last meeting and a demonstira-
tion on cookie kisses was given by
Mrs. Williamson and Mrs. Haynes.

Miss Ray Cole demonstrated on
“Ways to Improve and Beautify
Windows".

Members present were: Mesdames
Claude Carter. Lonnie Williamson,
Grady Haynes, Henry Johnson, Doss
O’'Neal, Johnnie Braswell, Joe W.
Chandler, Frank Miller. Frank W.
Ridley, Marvin Lee, J. E. McCrary,

Murfreesboro

Pure Milk Co.

PASTEURIZED MILK
Call 946 407 E. Vine

H. S. BLACKMAN
Real Estate

LIST YOUR PROPERTY WITH ME
Murfreesboro, Tenn - Route 2
PHONE 978-W-2

WOOL
WANTED

See or Call

R. L. HAYES
PRODUCE CO.

BEFORE YOU SELL
Phone 790

HOW LONG SINCE
e - BAFE Gl anam i) OVER
Eyes, like teeth, &)hutw%?
periodically over. No
matter how good you think your
eyesight is, you never know
whether you are seeing with the
ease and comfort that is right-
fully yours uctil you have your
eyes scientifically examined. {
Magks a date now to attend to

|}

George T. Fergus, George L. Bink-
ley, O. W. Mingle, J. Dodson Greg-
ory, Jessie Webster. Visitors were:
Mrs. Silas Pruitt. Mrs. Leonard
Bell, Mrs. Lester Goodman, Mrs.
Charles Hodge.

A social hour followed the meet-
ing during which refreshments were

served and a picture of the group .

taken.

Mrs. Wallace Gentry and Mrs.
Hubert Johns were honor guests at
a birthday party at the home of
Mrs. Gentry on the Jefferson road
Thursday. Spring flowers filled
the rooms and formed a centerpiece
for the table around which were
seated with the honorees, Mrs. Ru-
fus Johns, Mrs. Joe Chandler, Mrs.
William Steele, Mrs. Glendon Johns.
Many gifts were presented Mrs.
Gentry and Mrs. Johns. At the
same time, Misses Joan and Gerald-
ine Gentry were dinner hosts to
Misses Judie, Claudia Sue, Connie
Johns, Bryant and M. C. and Do-
nald Steele, Dick and Jerry Johas.

Mrs. Sam Edmondson entertain-
ed the Merry Makers club at her
home in Smyrna Thursday after-
noon.

A feature was a treasure hunt for
Mrs. Wallace Gentry. Guests were
Mrs. Hubert Johns, Mrs. J. W. Chan-

ler, Mrs. Wallace Gentry, Mrs.
Charles Tilford, Mrs. Rufus Johns,
Mrs. Sirus Dodd, Mrs. Dallas Law-
rence. Mrs. Rufus Johns, Mrs. Wil-
liam Steele and Mrs. John Waldron.
An ice course was served.

Mrs. J. D. Gregory entertained
the Missionary Society of the Meth-
odist Church Tuesday after:con.
Mrs, Will V, Smith presented the
program.

The Rev. and Mrs. A. P. Walker,
Mrs. W. V. Smith and Mrs. M. A.
Sanders attended the districl con-
ference at Watertown last Tuesday
and Wednesday. =

The Rev. and Mrs. J. D. Sullivan
Mrs. Henry Johnson, Mrs. George
Binkley and Mrs. Frank Davis at-
tended the WMU quarterly confer-
ence at Powell's Chapel last Fri-
day, and reported a good program.

-The Girl Scout troop of Smyrna
will meet next Thursday to perfect
the organization and organize the
girls. Miss Ann Rucker will be
leader assisted by Miss Margaret
Lemley.

Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Coleman en-
tertained a group of friends with a
fish fry Sunday evening, Mr. .nd

| Mrs. Coleman have just moved in-

to their beautiful new home in the
Tucker addition, and the guests
were given the privilege of seeing
the house. The fish was cooked in
the out-door fireplace and the fol-
lowing were guests: Will Ross.
William Ross Jr., Rose, Bloma and
Mae Ross, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas

Dickinson, Thomas Dickinson Sr,
Mr. and Mrs. Pamlee, of Nashville,
Mr. and Mrs. J. N. Barnett, Mr. and
Mrs. Alden Maddox, Mrs. Chloe
Cannon, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Weak
ley, Rebecca and Rachel Weakley.
Elizabeth Lowry. Dora Thompson.
Mr. and Mrs. Frank Stallings, Mr.
and Mrs. Thomas Jones, Mr. and
Mrs. Frank Davis, Mr. and Mrs.
Carlisle Felder, Anne Carter Feld-
er, Mr. and Mrs. Sanders Hibbett,
Mr. and Mrs. George Binkley, Rose
and James Binkley, Marguerite and
Louise Coleman, Mr. and Mrs. O. B.
Coleman, Annelle Elizabeth and
Mary Gibbons Coleman, Frances
King, Vera and Kathleen Coleman,
Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey Coleman,
Marjorie Ragsdale, Mr. and Mrs.
W. D. Coleman, Anne Coleman, Mrs.
Annie Watt Batey, Sara and Mar-
tha Batey, Anne Hart, Granville
Waggoner, Sally Dement, Franklin
Weakley, Mr. and Mrs. William
Steele and family, James Earl Bar
nett, Earl, Marguerite Louise and
Same Barnes Coleman.

Mr. and Mrs. J. G. Phillips enter-
tained with a dinner Sunday honor-
ing the eleventh birthday of their
daughter, Sara Frances. The cen-
tral ornament of the table was a
crystal bowl of tulips and narcis-
susses and at the end of the 1neal
the birthday cake with candles vas
brought in and cut. Seated with
Mr. and Mrs. Phillips and Sara
Frances, were Mr. and Mrs. Earl
Ellis, of Lebanon, Miss Leofa
Brown, of Lebanon, Mrs. Quida Mc-
Whorter, Miss Pearl Vantrease, R.
E. Vantrease, and Mrs. Edith Brown
and son, oi Eagleville.

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Batey have
returned to their home in Searsdale,
N. Y., Miss Adeline King accom-
panied them home. While here Mr.
and Mrs. Batey were entertained
by Miss King with a party at the
Sam Davis Home with 50 guests at-
tending, who were luncheon guests
of Mrs. Annie Watt Batey, dinner
guests of Mr. and Mrs. Frank Da-
vis, and dinner guests of Mrs. Errest
King.

Mrs. Chloe Cannin has retu-ned
after several months visit to rela-
tives in Chicago and Michigan.

Miss Sallie Dement spent the
week end with Miss Frances King
Coleman.

Granville Waggoner of Nashvillz,
spent the week end with Walter
Hughey King.

Guests of Miss Elizabeth Coleman
Sunday were, Miss Sara Elizabeth
Davidson. of Joeltori, and Robert
Bass. of Nashville.

Mrs. Carlisle Felder and Mrs. J.
G. Phillips have returned from
Knoxville where they attended the
Parent-Teacher convention.

Mr. and Mrs. S. E. Hibbety spent
Friday in Louisville.

Mrs. Charles Funk of Port Huron,
Michigan, is the guest of her sisier,
Mrs. G. L. Odum.

Leader: theme—“Youth and the
World Today™.

Crusade Theme Song.

Seripture, Evie Gooch Neely.

Prayer, June Oliver.

Neely Quartette.

Reading, Mary Claire Lee—"A
Lamp in the Darkness”.

Offering, taken by four boys.

Song by Choir—"A Church in the
Wildwood”.

Musical Reading, by Sarah White
Neely—“My Task”.

Talk, by Jack Inman—“Method-
sit Youth Adcance”.

Hymn by audience.

Sixty members of the Alpha Omi-
cron Pi, pledge class, enjoyed an
outing at Old Jefferson Springs
last week. Picnic supper, games
and contests were enjoyed.

Miss Lucile McDonald is attend-
ing State Teachers College.

Miss Jane Lee has returned to
Murfreesboro after a visit to Dr.
and Mrs. J. S. Lowry and Miss Eliz-
’abeth Lowry.

Mr, and Mrs. J. N, Barnett leit
Monday to attend the Bankers As-
sociation in Memphis, returning
Wednesday.

Guests of Miss Elinor Tucker
Sunday were Mr. and Mrs. Gayle
Lord Castlebury and son, Mrs. May
Murray, and Mrs. G. W. Loring, all
of Nashville.

The Boy Scout troop, with Scout-

Scoutmaster Walter Hoover, at-
tended the Hobby Fair in Nashville
Monday night.

Mrs. Annie May Greshain has re-
turned home after a visit with Mrs.
Annie Selph in Lawrenceburg.

Mrs. Clarence Lenoir, of Murfrees-
boro, was a recent guest of ner
mother, Mrs. Ola Hagar.

Mr. and Mrs. Jesse Webster and
daughters, with Mrs. Webster's
mother, Mrs. J. E. Spurlock, pent
Sunday with Mr, and Mrs. Earl
Spurlock, at Clarksville and visited
Dunbar Cave in the afternoon.

SHARPSVILLE

i SHARPESVILLE, Tenn. — Homer
Hoover, of ¥ittrell, was in this com-
munity Sunday.

Ross MeElroy, of Porterfield, pert
Sunday With Mr, and Mrs. Henry
Sneed.

Mr. amd Mrs. J. C. Martin, of
Murfreesboro, and Mr. and Mrs.
dohn Alexander of Woodbaary,
spent Sunday with Mr. and Mrs.
Wiley Suilivan.

Alice f» awiord. of Murfreesboro,
vis:it:.‘;—,"‘ L Mrs. George Sneed
Sunday #lernoon.

Guy James was slightly imjured
in a wreck Saturday might.

The Rev. Vestal Tarpley and Sam
Shipp' were in this community re-
cently:

Mr. and Mrs. George Sneed were
recent guests of Mr. and Mrs. Cley-
bourn Harrell

master J. V. Braswell and Assistant |

'ast week end with his parents, Mr. l

and Mrs. John Reeves ‘
Elmer Davenport visited Herschel
Wall Sunday afternoon.
Mrs. Altie Leyhew spent Sunday
afternoon with Mrs. George Sneed.
Mr. and Mrs. Rufus Lorance spent
Sunday with her parents Mr. and
Mrs. Bud Sneed.

i
Mrs. Wiley Sullivan.

Mrs. Elberi Hutchinson recently
visited Mrs. "Wil:v Sullivan

BEECH GROVE, Tenn—Mr. and
Mrs. Rye Eaton and daughter,
Doris, and Mrs. Susie Eaton were
Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs. Paul
Eaton, of Tullahoma.

Miss Sammie Farrar was in Man-
chester Friday.

Mr. and Mrs. Casey Parker made
a trip to Bradyville Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. Curtis Auberry and |
little daughter, La Venia from near
Shelbyville, were Saturday night

Mr. and Mrs. John Alexandra of |
Woodbury recently visited Mr. and |

BEECH GROVE |

BRADLEY’S CREEK

ROCK FORK, Tenn—The Semin-
lary H. D. Club met with Mrs. W. E.
Hodge last week. Sixteen members
| were present. Miss Ray Cole show -
|ed many ways to fix attractive cur-
|tains and also told about the mat-
tress making project

Citizen 11

W. E. Tucker is still sick.

Mr. and Mrs. W. E. Hodge visited
Mr. and Mrs. T. K. Jones of Col-
lege Grove Sunday.

Mrs. R. H. Bennett and Walter
Strickland were in Nashville last
week.

Mr. and Mrs. Lee Balir and chil-
‘dren visited Mr. and Mrs. Wat
Epps last Sunday.

R. H. Bennett and wife, Mrs. L.
C. Smith, Mrs. W. G. Shearin and
little daughter visited Mrs. Bennett
Sunday.

your county agricultural agent for
places and dates of cooperative
sales. A state-wide series is sched-

If you have wool to sell, consult :

* “ed between May 20-31.

Good pastures are a kind of
“trade mark” of successful farm-
ers.

In the garden it is now time io:
set tomato plants, plant lima beans,
cucumbers, cantaloupes, pumpkins,

|watermelons. squash, okra, and
sweet corn.
SR Y T R il S LS

HONEST
PLUMBING and
HEATING WORK

One trial of our new service on
plumbing and heating will con-
vince yeu that you pay for the
work we do and material used,
AND NO MORE.

PHONE 333
ALEX’S
PLUMBING and HEATING
SERVICE
ALEX BRILEY
Office at Sanders Auto Service
Day Phone 333 Night 5904

guests of W. E. Mason and family.

Mr. and Mrs. Waldon Blackburn
and daughters, Mary and Louise, of |
Shelbyville, were Sunday zuests of
Mr. and Mrs. S. F. Shelton.

Mr. and Mrs. Freeman Steep and |
children of Crosslin’s Branch were |
Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs. I
W. Shelton. {

In the Circuit Court at Murfrees- |
boro. Tennessee. |
No. 351 Ref. Dkt. |

L. D. CRESON i
vSs. |

HESTER (BUSH) CRESON |

In this cause, it appearing from
the bill which is sworn to, that
Hester (Bush) Creson, is a nv)n-‘
resident of the State. She is, there-
fore, hereby required to appear, on
or before the Third Monday of|
June, next: before the Judge of]
the Circuit Court at the Courthouse !
in Murfreesboro, and make defensei
to the bill filed against her in said‘
Circuit Court by L. D. Creson, or
otherwise the bill will be taken for‘
confessed. It is further ordered |
that this notice be published for
four consecutive weeks in/ thej

J. MURFREE O'BRIEN,
Circuit Court Clerk.i

Fertilizers are required /for ihe
most eeconomical cotton production |
anywhere in the State. Publication
235, “How Tol Fertilize Cotton In}
Tennessee”, gives recommendations
for different producing areas.|
Copies may be secured from| county |
agents or by writing the U-T Ag-‘

gricultural Extension Service,
Knoxville. |
|
CHECKS I
MALARIA |
in 7 days and
1 relieves

Rutherford Courier. f i

AMERICAN

Dry Cleaners
$

PLAIN GARMENTS

Pick Up and Delivery Service

TELEPHONE 373)

STORE YOUR FURS AND WINTER
GARMENTS WITH US

ONE DAY SERVICE—SATURDAYS

SMYRNA - - PHONE 118-J

BUY MOTHER
ONE of L




f HOW LONG SINCE

L ATE wu b mﬂ“ﬂf!l

Eyeu. like teeth, do best when
periodically checked over. No
matter how good you ithink your
eyesight is, you never know
whether you are seeing with the
ecse cnd comfort that is right-
fully yours until you have your
esyes scientifically examined.
Make a date now to aitend to
this. Then if you need glasses or
i# your present lenses need
changing, we will show you the
added comfort that genuine Soft-
Lite Lenses give you. These re-
markable lenses cut down over-

without changing color
values. You'll enjoy wearing them.

For complete eyesight service

further information
-dSa:'N.w‘ comselt -~

DR. JAS. R.

NORTON

Optometrist and Orthoptist
128 E. Main St

Phone 30

the organization and organize the
girls. Miss Ann Rucker will be
leader assisted by Miss Margaret
Lemley.

Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Coleman en-
tertained a group of friends with a
[frch fry Sunday evening, Mr. .nd
| Mrs, Coleman have just moved in-
to their beautiful new home in the
Tucker addition, and the guests
were given the privilege of seeing
the house. The fish was cooked in
the out-door fireplace and the fol-
lowing were guests: Will Ross.
William Ross Jr., Rose, Bloma and
Mae Ross, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas

o

WE’'LL MAKE IT SING
Your motor is bound to be a bit |
sluggish due to the wear and
tear of winter driving. Let us
check it and put it in A-1 con-§
dition without delay!

FRED BLACK |
AUTO CO. :

Phone 39 W. College St
Next Door to Firestone

glow with joy . .
glisten!

OPPOSITE POSTOFFICE

JAGGERS-WADE’S FLOWERS
ARE AT THEIR LOVELIEST NOW

She loves flowers anytime, but when they come
from you on Mother’s Day, well just watch her
. her knowing eyes proudly
Order her a nice bouquet, or perhaps
a lovely potted plant from our selection.
in, opposite Post Office, or telephone 77.

JAGGERS-WADE FLOWER SHOP

“FLOWERS DELIVERED ANYWHERE BY WIRE"

Stop

PHONE 77

e S R by S S —m st s e e ]

i| thorpe,
Ibattle
: | Garret

ool i) S B Sl S gl p e e 1y

1\.1155 Sallie Dement spent the
week end with Miss Frances King
| Coleman.

Granville Waggoner of Nashvillz,
spent the week end with Walter
Hughey King.

Guests of Miss Elizabeth Coleman

Sunday were, Miss Sara Elizabeth
Davidson. of Joeltori, and Robert
Bass. of Nashville.

Mrs. Carlisle Felder and Mrs. J.
G. Phillips have returned from
Knoxville where they attended the
Parent-Teacher convention.

Friday in Louisville.

Mrs. Charles Funk of Port Huron,
Michigan, is the guest of her sister,
Mrs. G. L. Odum.

Major J. B. Gracy has returned

Iare guests of their parents, Mr. and

Mrs. F. C. Ward of Jefferson road.

Dr. Livingston, general secretary
for the State of the World Alliance.
spoke on “Sabbath Observance” at
eight o'clock Sunday evening at
the Bapfist Church here.

Seniors Return

Fifteen members of the Senior
Class returned Saturday from a
three-day bus trip to Fort Ogle-
Chickamauga Park and the
grounds of Chattanooga.
Davis used his bus for the
trip.

Mrs. Robert Hearn and grandson,
Frank Hearn Alley, of Nashville,
are guesis of Mr. and Mrs Frank
Davis.

The Girl Scout troop was organ-
ized here Sunday afternoon, when
the girls and their mothers met at
, the Presbyterian Church. Mrs.
i Charles Tilford was elected Scout
Leader. Girls who will be scouts
are: Marie Braswell, Rosz Ross,
Ann Felder, Gladys Gooch, Bloma
Ross, Edith Ridley, Margaret Louise
Coleman, Sara Frances Phillips,
Jane Jordan, Martha Caroline Cul-
bertson, Jane Pruitt, Jane Miller,
and Mary Pat Gregory. The meet-
ing this week will be held at the
school.

Ralph Robinson has returned to
his home in Gordonsville.

Give Church Program

Young people were in charge of
the program at the Methodist
church Sunday morning. rendering
the following program.

Musical prelude.

Call to Worship—“The Lord is in
His Holy Temple, Let all the Eartk
Keep Silent Before Him".

Hymn.

W estinghouse
Home Cleaner

Complete with ssg 95
L]

all attachments

$9.95 for old cleaner.
Balance $2.29 month

McCord & Harris

Appliance Department in
Rear of Store

to Colunﬂa!a after a wvisit to h]:'Sun(_ ay.
a

mother, Mrs. B. B. Gracy. {
Mr. and Mrs. Frank Cheathan'
} Ward and baby, of Atlanta, Gerrgia,

e s N

Ross McElroy, of Porterfield, pert
Sunday with Mr. and Mrs. Henry
Sneed.

Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Martin, of
Murfreesboro, and Mr.

John Alexander of Woodbaary,
spent Sunday with Mr. and Mrs.

Wiley Sullivan,

Alice fsawford. of Murfreesboro,
visitca ., wod Mrs. George Sneed
Sunday #ernoon.

Guy James was slightly inmjured rgl’mulnua]
linla

wreck Saturday night.
The Rev. Vestal Tarpley and Sam

Mr. and Mrs. S. E. Hibbet. spent | Shipp were in this community re-

cently:
Mr. and Mrs. George Sneed were
recent gmwests of Mr. and Mrs, Clay-
bourn Harrell
Mr. and Mrs.
children were

Delta Milligan and

Mr. and Mrs. Madden
visited Mr. and Mrs. Jim

Warfreld
Dickens

| Sunday afternoon

Mrs. Jack Wall and children vis-

| ited Mrs. Herschel Wall renectly.

Mr. and Nrs. Print Brown, of
Iascassas, was in this community
Monday.

Mr. and Mrs. Landrum BfcDon-
ald, of near Kittrell, recently wis-
ited Mr. and Mrs. Claybourm Far-
r2il

Miss Lida Mae Sullivan of Mur-
freesboro, visited her parents Mr.
and Mrs. Wiley Sullivan Suwday.

Mr. and Mrs. Jim Dickerns and
Guy James visited in Auburn Sun-
day.

J. W. Peeves, of Cookeville, spent

and Mrs !Most economical cotton production

i

in this COMIIUIILY | ¢ fopid

J. MURFREE O'BRIEN, |
Circuit Court Clerk.

Fertilizers are required for the

anywhere in the State. Publication |

“How To Fertilize Cotton In‘

235,
Tennessee”, gives recommendations
for different producing areas.

Copies may be secured from county
agents or by writing the U-T Ag-
Extension Service,

Knoxville.

CHECKS |

MALARIA |

in 7 days and |
relieves ‘
COLDS

- Tablets SYMPTOMS
Salve-Nose Drops FIRST DAY

“Rub-My-Tism"—a Wonderful
Liniment

Try

.- -AROOF OF CAREY

COBK INSIII.ATED SHINGLES

YOUNG & OGILVIE

Murfreesboro, Tennessee

CORK INSULATED SHINGLES

BUY MOTHER
ONE of

FREEMAN'S

DISTINCTIVE
GIETS for the

HOME

PERFELT SLEEPER

R-SPRING MATTRESS

FREEMAN

Furniture Co.

SO. SIDE THE SQUARE TELEPHONE 125

i L,
s
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|a new car. 1t is time to start a “blitzkreig” | dium fluosilicate, 25 pounds wheat| An ample supply of fresh vege- |worth saving—use lime, phosphate

C H I I ﬂ N H N E S1 Jack Sugg of Cookeville, spent the [on cutworms by scattering poison |bran or cottonseed meal,3 gallons | tables for the family table is good |legumes, and crop rotation to con-
R S I UU week end with his parents, Mr. and | bait made in the following propor- |water. About 15 pounds (dry jhealth insurance. trol erosion and mainiain produc-

Mrs. J. F. Sugg. tions: 1 pound Paris green or so- | weight) will cover an acre. Soil that is worth farming is|tivity.

CHRISTIANA, Tenn. — Mr. and
Mrs. James Nesbitt entertained at
dinner last Sunday at their home
to honor iriends and relatives.
Decorations used were suggestive
of spring in colors of green and
white. The table was covered with
a lace cloth and centered with a
container holding a variety of spring
flowers. Those present were Mr.
and Mrs. Richard Claus Gordon
and Richard III, and Miss Audry
Gordon, of Shelbyville, Mr. and
Mrs. Jim King and Mr. and Mrs.
Dallas King, of Nashville.

Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey Victory,
Mrs. Oscar Threet, Miss Annie
Threet and Miss Dorothy Prater
were dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs.
Joe Fann Jr. at Shelbyille, Sunday
evening.

Mrs. James Nesbitt and Mrs. Alex
Allman were guests last week of
Mrs. Ramsey Snell of Murfrees-
boro.

Mr. and Mrs. John Pruitt, Mrs.
W. S. Pruitt and John Dickens at-
tended the commencement exercis-
es at Christiana high school.

Mr. and Mrs. B. G. White attend-
ed the commencement sermon at
Buchanan high school, last Sunday

afternoon.

Harry Young, of Nashville, spent
the week end at home.

Mr. and Mrs. Malcolm Lynn, of
Manchester spent Sunday with Mr.
and Mrs. Ernest Beasley and fam-
ily and were accompanied home by
Miss Ruth Beasley.

Sara Lou and Martha McCollum
spent the week end with their sis-
ter, Miss Mildred McCollum in
Nashville.

Mr. and Mrs. R. E. Young motor-
ed to Nashville Friday.

The Rev. W. M. Crawford, of Kel-
so, filled his regular appointment
at the Presbyterian church Sunday
and was dinner guest of Mr. -nd
Mrs. Buford Holden.

Mr. and Mrs. R. D. Beasley, Mrs.
J. W. Beasley and little daughter,
Betty Anne, visited James Beasley,
at Central State hospital near Nash-
ville Saturday.

Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey Victory
Mrs. Tom Loyd and Mrs. Charley
McCollum attended the funeral of
Mrs. Edd Elkins, at Bell Buckle,
Thursday.

Miss Rose Smotherman is visiting
relatives in Shelbyville.

Mr. and Mrs. R. E. Young hLave

Boys and Girls

Bring Mother to the show
as your guest

4

- "You get Double Range _

- ’;. ‘ot he recommenden
Anti-Knock!

———



Mother’s
Day

Monday, May 13th

1 to 6 p. m.

Mother’'s Day is Sunday. but we

want to give mother a treat, so we're

celebrating this Day on Monday.
May 13th.

You be the host this time
. .. bring your mother, buy
one ticket for yourself
and take your mother in
to see the show as your
guest.

ON OUR SCREEN:

PART-TIME LOVE—
OR ETERNALLY YOURS!

The Year's
Gayest
Comedy

of Love and
Marriage!

WALTER wa
WANGER

LORETTA YOUuNG. %""""4—

HUGH Heppepy

8RODE

DAVID Njvgp

RIC BiLL|
KCEAWFORE“.YA. A E E'URKE =
ZASU PITTS ..y, e C AUBrey ¢,
TAY Gapnerr” A "‘Eln'i\i‘rwo
T UNITED

Directed 4,
ND watzupy

<t
ST

PRINCES

Monday---Tuesday

Copyrighted 1940 by Sincleis Refining Company (Inc.)

“You get Double Ra“g

Anti-Knock!”

Every motorist knows that there are two
important ranges of acceleration where highest
anti-knock performance is needed. For example,
you need knockless power at 10 to 45 miles
per hour for acceleration in traffic and 45 to
90 miles per hour for passing other cars and
climbing hills. Some gasolines may give high
anti-knock in one range but not in the other.
But the new Sinclair H-C combines high anti-
knock performance in both ranges. With the

Double-Range anti-knock in H-C you also get
other remarkable qualities in performance. You
get quick starting — rapid pick-up - smooth
power — and long mileage. :

Try a complete tankful of the new Double-
Range H-C in your car today. Your nearby
Sinclair dealer sells it at regular price. You will
find it adds to the pleasure of driving and helps
reduce motoring expense as well! Ask for the
new Sinclair H-C.,

New SINCLAIR H-C

‘Telephone 444

e

- MOL Be - récommendern -

Ae =,

For performance, no gasoline at regular
price is superior to the new Sinclair H-C.

S. F. HOUSTON, Agent

Sinclair Refining Company

Murfreesboro
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CURRAY

The baseball sport

larger hold on the lovers of tne
game over the county as there cre
several tcams being organized ncre
recently.

The Christiana baseball fans 1ave
gotten
team for the season.. The comraun-
ity is known for its fine teams that
have represented the little =ity in
the years past. This year the
team will be made up of such stars
as Heary Nance, Sewell Lowe, Cil-
bert Gordon and others that have
played on the team in the sessions
past.

Reporis comes that they will liave
“eracker-Jack” team.

Over at Fosterville the fans aave
decided to have a team to represont
them in the baseball world. Al-
ready they have been playing a
few games, holding victories over
Christizna and Bell Buckle.

a

At Porterfield, Paul Dismukes,
the mayor of the city, will ceail

together and organized a:

) The Murfreesboro White
2 session Sunday afterncon for -_,:eimanaged by Ray Ingalls are i: ithe |

]

| to the players and they are apt w0
lgo places during the rest of the
season. The same lineup used by
Manager Harlan last week probabiy

Wagster or Stockard will hurl e
rubber for the locals.

All the men on the Pep team
have started hitting the ball =nd
more team work, should this con-
tinue and I believe it will, the Jar-
lin outfit will give some of their

play ball, you Woco Pepsters, every-
body here is for the team.
With three victories under *heir

'nts travel up to McMinnville sun-
day for a tussel with the MeMinn-
ville club. The locals will be pl:. -
ing stronger competition than thoy
have in the last three games. The
locals have been hitting the “apple”
quite a bit but their feilding has
been poor.

team out of this and play be‘ter de-
fensive ball

Sox

will start for the locals Sunday. |

competitors in the league lots of |
trouble before the season ends. o |

belts, the Murfreesboro Independ- |

Manager Evans hopes to get he'

1
| MRS. NEIL FITE HOSTESS [
|AT HOME IN KINGWOOD

Mrs. Neil Fite was hostess whnen
she entertained Monday night at
her home in Kingwood Heights.
1 Spring flowers were used ‘n the |
living room where bridge was p'ay-
ed. Following the game refresh-
ments were served,

Guests were Mrs. Julian Land* s,
Mrs. Joe Steelman, Miss Betty Jack-
son, Miss George Elledge, Mrs, Mel
: Bryson, !

S W
| MISS FRANCES LONG |
HONOREE OF DINNER

Miss Frances Long of Spring-!
field, who is a student at Siate |
Teachers College, was the honoree
|of a dinner Monday night woen
|Mrs. James Long entertained at
|Mrs. Webber Earthman’s tea aom |
| on University street.

The table had for a centerpiece,
a crystal bowl with narcissuses,
| irises and tulips.

Seated with Miss Long were An- |
!nie Jean Donnell, Cora Sadler,
| Cranor Elrod, Webber Earthman,
| Gene Armstrong, Frances Pepper
and Wayne Sexton. ]

¥ ¥ X

purpose of organizing a team wgain jline for games on any week-> .. HOSPITAL AUXILIARY
this year. Last year the team had The team is composed of play s  PLANS OBSERVANCE

a successful season. “Buddy”,
Manager Dismukes, is known wvill
have several new men this year
while he will be losing somc of
his last year’s regulars. Any ieam
in the ccunty or nearby counties
who wants games on Sundays, can
get in touch with Paul Dismuk-s.

The Murfreesboro Woco Pep
team will be gunning for victory
No. 2 Sunday at the Counrty Club
when they tangle up with the Nash-
ville Reds in a Mid-State Leag e
contest.

Last week the Pep team won a
close decision from the Tullahoma
Royals and this gave more 1ep

as [that made up the old Murfreesboro| The Rutherford Hospital Auxi-

White Sox team last year.

The colored fans of the city will
not be leasure on Sunday after-
noon for they are going to have a
baseball team this season. The
team’s name is the Murfreesboro
Tanglers. The team is composed of
former Holloway High School ath-
letics. Sunday the Tanglers /il
play Nashville Crawfords, their
first game of the season on the
Holloway diamond, game beginning

at 2:30 o'clock. Manager William |

“Monk” Fletcher announced yester-
day. A small admission of 10 and
15¢c will be charged to help in get-

s

MOTRE

~ CpRinG STREET FLORAL COMPANY

PHONE 100

T

R FLOWERS
w.

If there's ever a time
when sentiment rules
—it's on Mother’s
Day! And what, if
anything, can express
deep love and af-
fection more than
just plain flowers?
Why not greet moth-
er with lovely cut
flowers, a corsage, or
a beautiful blooming

plant?

~*  Mrs. Mildred Hord Hick. Mrs. M. B.

N. SPRING STREET

{liary held its regular montnly
meeting at the hospital Wed 1esday |
!morning at ten thirty with Mrs. |
i D. L. Ledbetter, president, in the
| chair.

| Following the business sessim|
plans were discussed for Nationazl
Hopital Day which will be obse:-
ved Monday.

% % %k ’
MISS JETTON HOSTESS i
TO LUNCHEON MONDAY {

Miss Rebekah Jetton was hostass
}to a luncheon at the Cupboard tea!
|room Monday for Mrs. E. D. Can-
tnon of Los Angeles, Calif., who has|
'been the guest of friends here, :

The table was centered with a|
| erystal bowl of irises, snowballs and |
norcissuses.

Seated with Miss Jetton and Mrs.
i Cannon were: Mrs. T. E. Hord Sr.,

Murfree, Mrs, Joe H. Clayton Sr., |

| Mrs. Hans Gebers, Mrs. J. W. Hug-‘

gins, Mrs. T. A Robertson ard:

Miss Kate Letherman. {
* F ¥

GARDEN CLUB TOUR

{POSTPONED TO MAY 17th

The tour arranged by the Little |
Gardens Club which was to be!
{held today has been postponed un-'
til May 17th, due to the fact that
the Iris gardens will not be ready
|until that date, because of the laie
l' season.

| % & %

| ANNOUNCEMENTS

{ A benefit bridge, sponsored by
the Girl Scout Council camp c-m- |
mittee, will be given May 24 at the
Scout lodge. Reservations may be
made through Mrs. David Gold-
Istem, Mrs. Ed Miller or Mrs. Claude |
| Gattis,
' * F ¥

IMISS ELIZABETH SMITH
'JAMES HARDY DAVENPORT
MARRIED HERE SUNDAY

Thea marriace of Mice Flizahath

ness College.

Mr. Davenport is a graduate of
Lascassas high school and is con-
nected with the Ragland - Potter
co., Nashville. The couple will live
in Nashville.

¥ F
SINGING, DANCING PROGRAM
PRESENTED AT FACILITY

Another in the series of eater-
tainments being presented for the
patients and personnel of the Veat-
erans facility was given last wezk
by the American Legion Auxiliary,
Department of Tennessee from
Manchester, supported by 24 Ten-
nessee college girls.

Mrs. W. M. McBride, Middle
Tennessee vice-president was in
charge of arrangements.

The program included: Hillbilly
Band; Wade West and family; the
Friendly Five Colored «uintet;
The Rambling Rangers, directed by
Jesse Earls Jr.; tap dance by Jean
Hobson; Plantation dance oy Lo-
rene and Irene Hickerson; home-
made banjo number by M. A.
Freeze; dance nmumber by William
Hickerson and H. L. Vaney; jubi-
lee singers; baritone solo by Bryan
Bibson,

The Tennessee College girls pre-

,sented a group of dances including

a Mexican tango; Scottish highlard
fling old fashioned square dance.
The numbers were arranged by

man, Mrs. Lewis Brinkley and Mrs.
H. C. Elrod furnished transporia-
tion for the college group.

® OF %

GROUP HONORED WITH
BEIRTHDAY DINNER

Mrs. John Kelton was hostess
to a birthday dinner Sunday evon-
ing for a group of friends.

The color scheme of pink and
white was emphasized throughoat.
The centerpiece was pink tulips.
Dinner was served in three ‘ourses.

Those participating were John
Kelton, Sara Kelton, Mrs. Wood:w
Medlock and Jesse Ray Zumbro.
The Rev. Woodrow Medlock was
a guest.

E

MRS. S. H. WOODS ELECTED
HEAD OF MISSIONARY GROUP

Mrs. S. H Woods was elected
president of the Missionary Society
of the Central Christian churen at
an all day meeting of the Society
and Ladies Aid at the home of Mrs.
Cecil Elrod Tuesday.

Mrs. Earle Rees was elected vice
president, Mrs. Henry Zelner, -e¢-
cretary, Mrs. Deery Riggs, treas wror
and Mrs. E. R. Goodwin, literary
chairman.

Those bringing papers were Mrs.
John Woodfin, Mrs. Earle Rees,
Mrs. John Tarver and Mrs. Aubrey

;Mrs. G. E. Lowe. Mrs. Oscar Alt-'Sook.

FRIDAY, MAY 10, 1940

!
PERSONALS

Mrs. James Long and Mrs. N. C.
Maney were guests Wednesday
nigh. of Mrs. Frank Bell in Spring-
field.

Mrs. Ralph Sikes of Hudson, O.
and Mrs. Bristoe Nelson Jr. of Soz-
ton have arrived to wvisit Mrs.
George Nelson.

Cannon Maney spent Tuesday in
Chattanocoga attending an insur-
ance meeting.

Mrs. James Avent is at bome
again after spending several months
with her daughter, Mrs, J. C. Brad-
ford in Nashville.

Mrs. B. F. Moore, Mrs. J. C. Bezs-
ley, Mrs. N. C. Maney and Mrs.
John Williams left Thursday for
a visit at Mrs. Sam Butler's coitage
in Monteagle.

Mrs. W. A. Morris leaves Sunday
for Black Horse Lea Room near
Boston, where she will spend the
summer.

Dr. James R. Norton and Nirs.
Norion have returned from -neir
wedding trip and are at home at
the James K. Polk hotel.

Mrs. E. D. Cannon left Tuesdav
for her home in Los Angeles, Calif.
after a visit with friends in Mur-
ireesboro.

Misses Robble Giles and Leona
Alexander of 302 North Church
street have returned from a --isit
with friends in Memphis.

Miss Marie Engles of State Teach-

WOMEN"S

PLAY SHOES

For fun out-
doors! White
glove leather
laced and trim-
med with
snappy blue.
Camper’s rub-
ber soles.

1.98

White Pumps

' Graceful, snug = Q0

W hite Kid
Nurse Oxfords

2.98

“Old Shoe” comfort in
arch oxfords with germ-
resistant Sanitized* linings
Leather soles and covered
rubber tap heels.

*Reg. U.S. Pat. Off.

PENN

ers College has returned from a
visit with relatives in Nashville,

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas B. Link of
Columbia, Mr. and Mrs. E. 7. Link
of Gallatin and Mr. and Mrs. F. 5.
Lawrence of White House, have re-
turned home after a visit with Mr.
and Mrs. Julian Landers,

Mrs. Margaret Usher and daugh-
ter, Meryl, of Portland, Me., nave
been visiting Mr. and Mrs. Join
Wise and Mr. and Mrs. Jesse San-
ders while en route home m
Petersburg, Fla.

FOR MOTHER

FLOWERS
from
JETTON’S
@® Potted Plants
® Cut Flowers
@® Corsages

Jetton Floral Co.

N. Maney Telephone 555
R T TR T TR

MEN"'S

r3

Tops fir Sum-
3.98

mer Dress or
Sportswear!
Men’s Town-
craft two - tone
Oxfords.

Smart Loafers

Roomy mocca-

sin - type in
soft brown
aglove leather.

1-98

Red cork rub-

her salee and




deep love and af-
fection more than
just plain flowers?
Why not greet moth-
er with lovely cut

plant?

A

" SPaing STREET FLORAL COMPARY

N. SPRING STREET

KRELY LRIy bRl CAMI S

flowers, a corsage, or
a beautiful blooming

‘| the Girl Scout Council camp ¢~

‘_ Scout lodge. Reservations may be
.‘made through Mrs. David Gold-
: stein, Mrs, Ed Miller or Mrs. Claude !

. JAMES HARDY DAVENPORT

r E * » ’ :p('ﬂ of Lascassas. took place E‘-un-L
M m Pm. iday afternoon at 4:30 o‘clock at|
S S W TS T

gj SPEEDY, THOROUGH

PHONE 761

| Zikdss

WASHING
ACTION

Famous EASY Quality joins
hands with a new LOW pricel
Look inside and see the Turbo-
lator work . . . a thorough, tub-
through action that washes ALL
the clothes ALL the time. Big,
‘ family size, all-white tub. 3-Way
= Safety Wringer.

WHY THE TURBOLATOR IS BETTER —
Every garment in the tub is washed white
—no under-washed clothes in “dead
zones” at top, no over-scrubbed clothes
at bottom of tub. There's washing action
in the WHOLE tub—in each of 3-ZONES!

Save money right at the start. Special trade-in allow-

ance on your old washer

&

C H H S_ L B R I I_' E Y Newspaper (in bundles)
Plumbing, Heating & Electrical Co.
128 NORTH CHURCHi

¢ alUcils Llub winicn was 10 Cce per soles

held today has been postponed un-'
til May 17th, due to the fact that
the Iris gardens will not be ready
until that date, because of the laie
seasomn.

C o R
ANNOUNCEMENTS

A Dbenefit bridge, sponsored by

mittee, will be given May 24 at the

O %
. MISS ELIZABETH SMITH

White Pumps
1ARRIED HERE SUNDAY |

The marriage of Miss Elizabeth | Graceful, snug .98
Hodge Smith, daughter of Mr. and fitting pumps
Mrs. Bertrand M. Smith of Nash- | for dieg wear
| ville to James Hardy Davenport, son [
of Mr. and Mrs. Edgar F. Daven- |

the First Presbyterian church. Jr, |
E. W. Williams, pastor, officiatedi
in the presence of relatives andi
close friends. |
Preceding the ceremony a musica]!
program was given by Mrs. E. W.|
Williams, organist. |
The bride was given in marriage |
Iby her father. She wore a model]|
|of navy blue crepe made with al
| matching bolero. Her small hat of!
{navy blue was trimmed with a|
{matching veil. Her only ornament |
{was a brooch which belonged to her |
| grandmother, Mrs. Rufus Sm;th.}
|She wore a shoulder arrangemeat |
of Joanna Hill roses. |
| The bride’s sister, Mrs. Robert |
L. Taylor Jr. of Franklin, ~as the |
only attendant, wearing a :ostumei
1

White Sandal

To wear with
your prints ... 98
your pastels. l'

Imagine . . . .
at this price!

of powder blue with harmonizing
accessories. Her flowers were tals- |
man roses. i

Sam Brown of Smyrna, served as'
best man. |
| Mrs. Davenport received her :du- |
|cation in Murfreesboro schools and |
| graduated from Memphis Central
|high school and Draughon’s Busi- |
1 1

| ting material for the team. [
| The following lineup probablyf
{will start: Brown 1b, Lewis 2b.|
|Lawrence ss, McGowan 3b. House|
le. Coppage rf, Williams ef, Davis|

If, Morton will twirl the rubber, |

but Manager Fletcher will -all n |
|some of the other to aid n ite]
| pitching.

White Oxfords

The Tanglers have several gamcs) With smart

on their books and hope *to give!
both the white and colored ‘faas| heels—the tops 2_79
plenty of entertainment during the| in dress - up

baseball season as most of 1h°ir] styles.

games will be played here on the,
Holloway diamond. |

leather soles &

PaperWanted

Magazines and Books
25c per 100 Lbs.

CANVAS SHOES
Sanitized* lin-
ed army duck,
odorless i n- 98¢
sol e s crepe
soles!

*Reg. U.S. Pat. Off.

20c per 100 Lbs.

FARMERS
PRODUCE CO.

Phone 239 144 E. Vine St

HOFSACKING
OXFORDS

98¢

For school, wvacation or
sports—cool blue trimmed
with white! Sanitized® lin-
ings, cork and crepe rub-
A ber soles.

Y “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off.

Children’s

For Graduation!
Girls' Sandals
1.98

Cool, open - to - the - breeze
sandals in soft white leath-
er. Easy to keep clean!

ENNEY’

J. C. PENNLEY COMPANY, Incorporatec

Smart Loafers

Roomy moceca-
sin - type in
soft brown
glove leather. 1.98
Red cork rub-

ber soles and
heels.

Sport Oxfords

two - tone ven-

tilated, in

white or tan 2-98
uppers with

brown trim.

CHILDREN'S

SANDALS

White glove!

A || leather, 1_49

stitc hdown
construction!

Duck Oxfords

Cool blue ac-

cented with ¢
bright r e d.
Sanitized,* too.

*Reg. U.S. Pat.Off.




The Sun Shines In

August

A NOVELLA

of
War-torn London




Note From Canada

The Editors of STORY . . .

. and after my congratulations on your tenth
anniversary issue, let me add that five years ago 1
initiated the first and only graduate seminar in the
short story in a Canadian university when I found,
and have since found, that acquiring a familiarity
with Story and Story Anthologies is one of the most
stimulating experiences that a student of present-day
literature can get.

"It has been a particular satisfaction to watch the
gradual public recognition of writers whom we have
picked out here, long before, as coming people be-
cause of their work in Story.

“T'd like to add, too, that Whit Burnett’s remarks
on Hammock Writing in his book "The Literary Life
and The Hell With It,” have been supplementary
reading for those in the course who are trying to
write stories themselves.”

Earle Birney, Ph.D.

Asst. Prof. of English,
University of Toronto, and
Literary Editor of the
Canadian Forum.




FIRST PRIZE $100 SECOND PRIZE $50
Offered by

STORY
in its
oth Annual

COLLEGE SHORT STORY CONTEST

Open to all registered students of colleges
and universities in the United States

TERMS OF THE CONTEST

Stories submitted must not be less than 1500 nor more than 7000
words in length.

Each entry must be certified by a member of the faculty of the
institution.

No college or university may submit more than two entries.

All entries must be mailed to STorRy on or before April 1, 1942.

The submitted stories are to represent the best selection, by qualified
judges, of the work of students of the school year 1941-1942. Such
stories may be selected from the work done in English courses or they
may be drawn from a contest specially designed to afford a selection.
The story may or may not have first appeared in a college publication
during the contest.

The editors of STory suggest the following procedure in the selec-
tion of stories to represent any institution: The English department
may officially conduct the contest, extending throughout the school
year, or calling for entries that may be judged in time to have the
selected two stories sent to STORY by April 1, 1942. The English de-
partment in such cases may select judges for the campus contest. Or,
if the English department does not wish to engage in the matter
officially, a contest may be arranged through the application of some
member of the faculty, or of the campus literary periodical, or of a
campus literary group or association. In the latter case faculty mem-
bers should be represented on the Board of Judges.

All stories must be legibly written, preferably typewritten, on one
side of the paper.

The winning story will be published in SToryY.

STORY reserves the right to allow reprints of the winning story in
short story anthologies.
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CONTRIBUTORS

REBECCA MERRICK, twenty-three, has
spent most of her life in Montana and the
Pacific Northwest, She attended the Uni-
versity of Washington at Seattle and did
story writing under George Savage. In
1939, she traveled in Europe and lived
for a time in a London settlement house
and took a special interest in the Bow sec-
tion of London. She is married to George
Heidlebaugh and living in Washington.
"The Sun Shines in August” was written
in Whit Burnett's class at Columbia.

ERSKINE CALDWELL is one of the
best-known short-story writers in the
United States, in addition to being widely
known for his books of factual interpre-
tation of the country, illustrated by pho-
tographs by his wife, Margaret Bourke-
White. He has recently returned from
Russia from which country he reported
for the New York PM.

CLARE JAYNES was born some thirty
years ago in Kansas City and again the
following year in Chicago. She attended
Vassar for one year and was graduated
from Vassar after completing a four year
course. And although she already had
one husband whom she had married in
1923, she was again lawfully married in

1927.  She has two children and again
three and her home is two of Chicago’s
north shore suburbs about a mile apart.
She has traveled in most of the countries
of Europe and the Mediterranean and
has often appeared simultaneously in two
places. Her likes include skiing, tennis,
riding, music, raising camellias, blinis
with caviar, etc. Her dislikes include
most of these same things. In short,
Clare Jaynes is a nom de plume for a
collaboration. The authors, Jane Mayer
and Clara Spiegel, have been writing for
several years and have done all their work
together. Stories over the name of Clare
Jaynes have appeared in the United States
and also in several English publications
and her first novel, "Instruct My Sor-
rows,” is to be published by Random
House in the spring of 1942.

FRANK SISK is the author of "North to
Jackson" which appeared in the January-
February, 1941 issue of STORY. He is
a member of the Hartford bureau of the
Bridgeport, Conn., Herald. He is a hus-
band and father. He was born in 1915.

ELLIOTT ARNOLD has written three
novels (the last, “Only The Young”), be-
sides a biography of Sibelius for younger
readers, a textbook on journalism, and
many magazine articles. He has been in
newspaper work for ten years and even
(Continued on page 4)
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done a movie script, but the contribution
this month is his first published story.
He was born in New York twenty-nine
years ago, and is now in the World-Tele-
gram editorial department. He is com-
pleting a fourth novel based on the un-
derground movement in France today.

ED BELL is the author of the novels
“Fish On The Steeple,” 1935, and "Tom-
my Lee Feathers,” 1938. For the last
twelve years, he has been in country news-
paper work in Tennessee,

W. E. FISHBAUGH was born in Roches-
ter, 1906. He appeared before in STORY
with "The Sunrise,” May-June, 1939,

Shut-ins never
have enough

BOOKS

Whether your friends are laid up for
days, weeks or months, good books are
the one thing they appreciate most. Stop
in at any bookstore today. The booksell-
er will gladly help you choose suitable
hooks and send them at once.

AMERICAN BOOKSELLERS ASSOCIATION

Members Everywhere

PLUS & MINUS

A Survey of Reviews

INSIDE LATIN AMERICA

By Jobn Gunther, 498 pp. New York: Harper

& Bros. $3.50.

4+ N. Y. TIMES October 16 Ralph Thompsen

. lives up to expectations and
Gunther's reputation. It is a highly
informative, patient and good-
natured report on the twenty re-
publics to the south, written by one
of our most indefatigable journalists
after a five months” grand tour. . . .
He sets down his impressions, flat-
tering or unflattering, in simple
language and  without beating
around the bush. . There are
judgments in “Inside Latin Amer-
ica” over which the experts may
and probably will be delighted to
quarrel with Mr. Gunther . . . but
from first to last it is a sane, solid
and conscientious piece of work.

4+ N Y. 5UN 0. 31 T. P, Headen
Not only has he assembled all the
available information regarding the
physical, financial, sociological, eco-
nomic and geographical material re-
garding the twenty nations which
make up South America, but he has
added a sufficiently large dash of
history to make his picture under-
standable and rounded out his re-
searches with some sound advice on
what should be done by the enemies
of the Axis. . . . Mr. Gunther has
the added advantage of writing in-
terestingly about any subject.

+ N. Y. HERALD TRIB. 0. 29 Lewis Cannett
“Inside Latin America,” like “Inside
Asta,” 1s the fruit of one brief trip,
plus concentrated reading and
preparatory interviews, That makes
it all the more remarkable a tour de
force. . . . It is frank and cheerfully
skeptical.  But it is obvious on page
after page of his story that the
Southerners liked this big, breezy,
shrewd, friendly American as much
as he liked them.

4  TIMES-PICAYUNE (New Orleans) N, 9
J.om.o .
The book renders a public service,
it is timely, intensely readable, di-
rect and concise. It is probably the
best single volume on South Ameri-
ca.




<+ N. Y. HER. TRIB, BOOKS November 2

Joseph Barnes
. .. It is written much as “Inside
Europe™ and “Inside Asia™ were
written, which is high praise. . .
Mr. Gunther has developed such an
effortless technique with his profile
sketches of foreign leaders, his
anecdotes, his details about the
personal lives of dictators and other
“inside stories” that his careful facts
and figures about foreign countries
are taken in the reader’s stride. . . .
His general conclusions are listed
at the beginning and at the end of
this book.

4+ NEW YORKER N, 1 Clifton Fadiman
It is impossible to summarize Mr.
Gunther’s information, for his whole
book is itself a brilliant summary.
. . . Altogether, it's a useful job,
enormously readable and full of
those nuggety Guntherian phrases
that light up a whole problem or
individual with a few flashing
words.

+ N Y. TIMES BOOK REVIEW N. 2
Ernesta Montenegro
If the journalist is the historian of
the passing moment then Mr.
Gunther is %:y this time one of the
foremost world chroniclers. . . .

4+ PM's WEEKLY N. 2 Roger Pippett
498 packed pages of fact and anec-
dote about our Latin American
neighbors. . . . Though it lacks the
personal flavor of Inside Euwrope
. it is alive with interesting gen-

eral information.

75/25 SAT. REY, OF LIT. N. 15

Katherine Rodell
Nobody needs to be told that Mr.
Gunther is a superb reporter, but
if dramatic proof were needed it
lies in a comparison of his book,
with any of the recent products of
the Pan - American - via-Pan-Ameri-
can-Airways school. . . . The title
. . . is something of a misnomer,
for the book does not show the
“inside™ of Latin America, but gives
instead a brilliant and  panoramic
view of the surface ol physical
characteristics,  picturesque  high-
lights, political configurations, obvi-
ous economic problems. It does not
delve into the “why” of any of
these things. . . . While there are
minor errors of fact, I found only
two misstatements worthy of men-
tion.

enD dg PAGES

THE DEMOCRATIC SPIRIT

Collection of American  Writings from  the
Earliest Times to the Present Day. Edited

Bernard Smith, 928 pp.  New York:

Alfred A. Knopf. $5.

LOS ANGELES TIMES September 21

= Milton Merlin
This magnificent volume offers
abundant demonstration of the
fact that since the first colonists ar-
rived on this continent the people
have had a wvoice, many voices,

many writers . . . a startling and
cheerful continuity in the writings
assembled . . . here are moving

essays, poems, orations, letters,
satires, stories and plays which ex-
press the democratic spirit . . . not
just another anthology; it bids fair
to become a classic for the people
for whom it was written over three
centuries of hopes, struggles and
progress.

NEW YORKER 5, 20 Clifton Fadiman

It contains generous selections . , .
from the Mayflower Compact to
Carl Sandburg . . . the modern peri-
od . . . is less striking than the pre-
Civil-War period. . . . The thread
of democratic tradition is strong
and unbroken, but its later literary
expressions are light in weight com-
pared to the grave, considered re-
flections of such men as Roger Wil-
liams, Adams, Jefferson, Paine,
Channing, Garrison, Theodore
Parker, and Lincoln. The book as
a whole, however, is impressive,

75/25 N. Y. TIMES S, 29 Ralph Thompson

A broad assortment and . . . a good
assortment of writings on more or
less liberal and . . . democratic
American themes . . . Samuel
Adams on political tyranny, Jeffer-
son on religious freedom,; Franklin

on the slave trade . . . Thoreau,
Howells, Parrington, . . . Beard,
. .. MacLeish, . . . Roosevelt. . . .
Among the others . . . are . . .
Dreiser. . . . Odets. . . . Richard
Wright, Albert Maltz and Michael
Gold. . . . But Mr. Smith

might have chosen otherwise from
three solid centuries of American
history, literature, polemics and
politics,

N. Y. HER, TRIB. BOOKS s, 28

George F. Whicher
A most timely book . . . Bernard
Smith . . . is the first to arrive with
a compendium for the general
reader . . . the selections that he

r
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presents are generally chosen for
their ideological rather than their
intrinsic merits. . . . The fact that
nearly one half of the writers
quoted belong to the twentieth
century indicates a certain temporal
provineiality in Mr, Smith’s out-
look. . The democracy it dis-
plays is democracy with a bend
sinister.

Muleolm Cowley
He has edited his anthology in . . .
scholarly spirit. He contributes a
sensible introduction and short bio-
graphical notes. . It seems to
me that, in the choice of authors
it lays too much stress on New
England, . . . I also feel that the
book is too much concerned with
the spirit of uplift . . . the book
lays too much stress on ideas and
doctrines: too little stress on the
behavior of living people.

HITLER CANNOT CONQUER RUSSIA

By

day,
4+ NOY,
4+  SAT.

Maurice Hindus,

300 pp. New York: Donble-

Doran & Co. $2.

HER. TRIB. BOOKS September 20
Joaseph B, Phillips

Of all the authors who have written
about the Soviet Union, Mr. Hin-
dus has been the most consistent
and thorough investigator of the
changes which the Bolshevik state
has made in the mental and physi-
cal makeup of the Russian, espe-
cially the peasant . . . it has the
sinews of a strong argument. It
takes account of the bloody politi-
cal oppression, of the hardships and
the unhappiness, which have been
the lot of the Soviet citizen. But
it also takes account of the new
cohesion, the awakened sense of
individual importance and dignity,
and the crusading determination
which has come out of those tribu-
lations,
REV. OF LIT. October 4

William L. Shirer
There must be good, solid reasons
which explain not only why the
Red Armies have done better
against Hitler's panzer forces than
all but a very few expected, but
why Mr. Hindus thinks Hitler can
never conquer Russia. Those rea-
sons make up this book. One
of the most enhghtemng chaptcrs
of the book, he assesses Russia's
productive capacity.

4 ST. PAUL DISPATCH

+ NEW

By lames

Vanguard Press.

+  SAT.

50/50 N,

50/50 N

. SUN

0,1
The tone of this book while it is
still earnest to the point of solem-
nity seems to carry more of an
undercurrent of optimism. Mr.
Hindus permits himself once more
to tell some quite amusing human
anecdotes.

Jumes Gray

YORKER 0. 4 Clifton Fadiman

Mr. Hindus . . . unlike the news-
paper pundits, is writing not off
the top of his head but out of in-
timate acquaintance with his sub-
ject. He may prove wrong, but
his arguments are closely woven
and not too obviously vitiated by
wishful thinking.

ELLEN ROGERS

T. Farreil. 429 pp. New York: The

$2.50,

REY, OF LIT, September 27

N. L. Roethman
Is as good as any single volume
Farrell has written, and it is in
fact a return to the force of effec-
tiveness of the Lonigan trilogy . . .
a full, probing portrait of the
jackal, perfectly done, with every-
thing Farrell has learned about this
kind of literary portraiture turned
on full power.

Y. HER. TRIB. S, 27 Lewis Gannen
Mr. Farrell's writing is without
literary distinction, and his psy-
chology is drearily monotonous,
but it has a kind of relentless
cumulative power. Within the drab
limits of the personalities with
which Mr. Farrell endows them,
his characters are rigidly consistent.

EW REPUBLIC October &
Stanley Edgar Hyman
Farrell is a writer with no imagina-
tion for plot, no interest whatso-
ever in the dramatic movement of
people on a stage. He is a man
for character, for what happens to
people inside them. . . . Like Drei-
ser, Farrell has no ability at all for
writing in the sense of writing . . .
but he can achieve a valuable ef-
fect by no more than the infinite

multiplication of accurate detail.

S, 24 William McFea
Those who like Mr. Farrell's pecu-
liar style, a cross between a tele-
phone directory and a teletype ma-
chine, will like “Ellen Rogers.”




THE TIMELESS LAND
By Eleanor Dark. 499 pp. New York: The Mac-
5.

millan Co. §$2.7

<+ SAT. REV. OF LIT. October 4

Klaus Lambrecht
Tells the story of the first settlers
of Australia, the convicts who, out-
casts from their homeland, were
brought there by a few decrepit
ships of the British fleet to build a
new life. It is one of the strongest
and most convincing historical ac-
counts one has read in a long time
. . . a novel of stern beauty and
profound reality.

4+ LOS ANGELES TIMES O. 5

Paul Jordan Smith
Intensely dramatic story of hungers

and conflicts—the struggles out of

which Australia was born.

+ N. Y. HER, TRIB. BOOKS 0. 5
Milton Rugoff
A rich reconstruction of one of
the stranger segments of the strange
past.

4 ST. PAUL DISPATCH September 30

James Gray
I wish T had a fine epigrammatic
phrase to offer in place of histori-
cal novel. The best that I can
manage is to say that “The Timeless
Land™ is the sort of thesis which
remembers that history happened to

people.

75/25 N. Y, SUN 0. 2 Arthur Maurice
There is much that is fine in this
book; though at times it is hard
reading because of the necessity of
constant reference to the glossary
of aboriginal words and phrases.

50/50 NEW YORKER O, 4 Clifton Fadiman

A growing, extremely sensible in-
terest in the history and fortunes
of Australia may help to popularize
. .. "The Timeless Land,” though
in its literary merits it hardly gets
more than a passing mark.

READING I'VE LIKED

By Clifton Fadiman. 906 pp.
& Schuster. §3.

New York: Simon

+ LOS ANGELES TIMES Octoher

Milton Merlin
All anthologies . . . are personal,
but none is so intimately a part
of the editor as this. No academic
standards shaped this book, simply
the candid preferences of a pro-
fessional reader who isn’t afraid
to admit liking “lunacies™ as well

END g PAGES

as “lucidities.” . . . is as acute and
persuasive as ever in his introduc-
tion and commentaries.

4+ N. Y. SUN September 27 Robert Molloy
Some of the introductory bits he
has written come close to being
criticism. Not the heavy, pseudo-
philosophical kind, but good, clear-
sighted analysis of a writer’s excel-
lencies and shortcomings.

4 ST, PAUL DISPATCH O, 9
He has written a long introduction
dealing in his brightest and most
epigrammatic style with the edu-
cation of a bookman and he has
also prepared critical estimates of
the favorite writers gathered to-
gether for this casual symposium on
life and letters.

50/50 PM's WEEKLY S. 28 Malcolm Cowley
The book is as consistently enter-
taining as any anthology I have read.
... But ... there are . . . ques-
tions. Is there any reason for
omitting Fitzgerald, Faulkner, Cald-
well and Wilson from a collection
that includes so many lesser and
less entertaining figures from the
same period? . . . Is Thomas Mann
the only author born east of the
Rhine—the only German, Scandi-
navian, Czech, Italian or Russian
whom Mr. Fadiman likes to read?
Does he still believe that Jules
Romains is the greatest nowvelist of
modern times, or is he merely stick-
ing to his story? And isn't there
a single British writer under 45,
not even Graham Greene?

James Gray
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THE LAST TYCOON THAT DAY ALONE

By F. Scott Fitzgerald. 476 pp. New York: By Pierre van Paassen. 548 pp. New York:
Chas. Scribner's Sons. $2.73, Iial Press. $3.75.

4+ PMs WEEKLY October 26 Roger Pippett

. . . he gives us a subtle and ex-
tremely penetrating study of a film
director in the character of Monroe
Stahr. . . . The story is told in
the first person by Cecilia, a pro-
ducer’s daughter who is herself in
love with Stahr. . . . It leaves me
with the conviction that Fitzgerald
will be remembered as one of the
first-rate writers of his generation.

. TIMES BOOK REV. November 9

J. Ponald Adams
. .. uncompleted though it is, one
would be blind indeed not to see
that it would have been Fitzgerald's
best novel and a very fine one . . .
it is the best piece 0? creative writ
ing that we have about one phase
of American life—Hollywood and
the movies . . . Fitzgerald had cre-
ated a memorable figure in Stahr.

4+ SAT. REV, OF LIT. December 6

Stephen Vincent Henet
. . . is a great deal more than a
fragment. It shows the full powers
of its author, at their height and
at their best,

ST. PAUL DISPATCH  Oectober 27

James Gray
It is good that some one at last has
written seriously about Hollywood,
some one who believed in its func-
tion, its technique, its poetry, Once
more Scott Fitzgerald proved him-
self to be a shrewd and discerning
innovator. . . . The best and the
worst of Fitzgerald's brilliant mind
were clearly evident in his last
work.,

N. Y, TIMES 0. 28 Ralph Thompson

As it stands, the fragment is merely
some 50,000 words long and not al-
ways strictly consecutive . . . there
is not much reason to doubt that
Fitzgerald was headed somewhere
this time, and so far as it goes “The
Last Tycoon™ is interesting and
stimulating reading. To an outsider
parts of it are satirical and witty,
other parts cryptic or simply curi-
ous, but those at home in Holly-
wood may feel otherwise. . . . How
the whole would have shaped up
in the end is, of course, anybody’s
guess. Fitzgerald, however, left be-
hind various synopses and outlines
indicating what he planned or
hoped to do.

4+ SAT. REV. OF LIT. 0, 18 Maurice Hindus

This is a vivid and exciting book.
It is loaded with information, also
with dynamite. . . . His treatment
of some subjects, notably the politics
of the Roman Catholic Church in
the Europe of today, will evoke
sharp controversy, may even involve
him in a battle. Yet the book will
be widely read. . . . He presents
countless  personages, diplomats,
generals, priests, peasants, workers,
shopkeepers, artists, writers, almost
all of whom had mesmerized them-
selves into invincibility or were cor-
roded with inner decay. . .. After
reading van Paassen’s book one
cannot escape the tragic conclusion
that France is on the eve of an-
other momentous and awesome rev-
olution. . . . Fittingly enough, the
book ends with a sermon on the
coming redemption and the com-
ing happiness of man.
TIMES BOOK REV. 0. 19

Milos Safranek
The plasticity of his style, his fa-
cility in writing, as well as his curi-
osity in delving into the exactness
of the facts recorded, make these
reportings true masterpieces of
journalism.

4+ CHICAGO DAILY NEWS 0. 22

Sterling North
I hope that those who are dis-
couraged and uncertain in their
loyalties as well as those who are
still courageous will forget their
partisanship and listen to the mag-
nificent logic of a great humani-
tarian, Pierre van Paassen. . . . It
looks deeply into the past and the
future. The work of a contemporary
historian who is also a major
prophet,

4 LOS ANGELES TIMES 0. 19

Paul Jordan Smith

It will immediately be among the

leading best sellers of the country

and it will deserve its popularity
.. a book of dramatic incidents.

+ N. ¥. WORLD-TELEGRAM ©O. 18 i

Harry Hansen
As in “"Days of Qur Years,” wvan
Paassen is best when describing the
Dutch people and their simple lives:
this is his native heath.

(Continned on page 103)
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THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

Rebecca Merrick

VOICES, somewhat hushed in the fog,
were saying tragic, morbid things
in cheerful tones. Some people call it
the Cockney sense of humor, but it isn't
humor—it goes no further than voice
quality.

A woman was leaning out of her win-
dow, calling to her neighbor across the
street.

"Looks like the fog's liftin’, Missus
Dorcas. Not very cheery today, eh?”

“Not fer me.”

“"Well, wot is it?"”

"Not much as ye can say. Me 'arry’s
reported missin’,” sighed Mrs. Dorcas.

"Ah, that don’t mean nothin’. This
war's goin’ to be done soon enough.
They're more accurate this time, give ye
a good line on wot’s "appenin’. Before
ye 'ardly know it they'll say ’e’s no longer
missin’, so cheer up."”

“Well, it's mighty funny at that. ‘ere
it is August and ye'd ‘ardly know any-
thin' we was doin’. Ye don't know
whether we've started yet . . . or it might
be all over but the signin’.”

“I got work to do,” cried the other
woman, closing down her window.

Mrs. Dorcas stayed at her window
watching the fog thin to the texture and
appearance of yellow smoke. First of all
the faces, she could distinguish Tommy
Drinkwater coming down the street.
People were apt to notice him. As a work
of art, young Tommy Drinkwater was ex-
cellent.

The pale, chiseled stoniness of his face
was somewhat softened by streaks of
grime, and his uncombed hair curled
gracefully beyond the lines of the pud-
ding bowl which his mother used as a
pattern when she took the notien to cut
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BY REBECCA MERRICK

his hair. Tommy's large, violet eyes gave
him a calm innocent look, and they were
glossy as his older sister’s had been be-
fore she died.

But Tommy was a boy, not a2 work of
art, and Bow’s gray summers had left
him unattractively pale and calm for a
twelve-year old.

“Bless us, if it ain't Tommy Drink-
water!” cried the lonely Mrs. Dorcas.
"’ello, Tommy! We're goin’ to get a
bit o’ summer this arfter.”

“It won’t be no fog this arfter, but it
won't be no sun either,” Tommy com-
plained.

“There’s a pretty lad,” soothed Mrs.
Dorcas. “Wot ye need is a trip to the
country. Your old man ’'ad best look
for a position and send ’is children out
'stead o’ singin’ "is woes in the pub!”

By now, Tommy had turned the corner
from Mrs. Dorcas and stood level with
the butcher’s cart, laden with tempting
red squares of pasty meat, bare to the
speckled grayness of Bow. The butcher
sawed at the main chunk, thrusting new
hunks aside, every few minutes stopping
to shoo off the flies gathering around his
cart,

Mournfully, innocently, Tommy stared
at the cart. The moment the butcher was
most deeply engrossed, trimming around
the bone, careful not to waste anything,
Tommy reached across the finished pile
with his dirty, bluish fingers and dashed
away with his fist full.

“Oh? Eh?” The butcher turned as
Tommy was rounding the corner.
“Tommy Drinkwater!” He hopped
clumsily after Tommy a few feet, wav-
ing his cleaver. “Okay! TI'll catch ye
next time!”

It took two alleys of trained, cat-like
running to make Tommy feel entirely
safe. He held up his prize in both
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hands, appraising the meat, wondering
whether to eat it there or to think of an
excuse, and take it to his mother.

“It might be me mother could make
a good pasty of it,” he said aloud.

“Sure, it might make a good pasty.
And it might bring ye a good thrashin’,
too!”

Tommy darted a frightened glance be-
hind him. The great frame of Patrick
Shaw loomed above him, looking merry
and childlike, one hand deep in the
pocket of his unpressed trousers, and the
other pulling at his green necktie.

*“’ello, Patrick. Someone give me this
for me mother,” Tommy recited piously.
"Rose—Rose ain't around ?”

“No. Ye need not worry.
in" for her meself.”

“"ave ye got a sack for me to put this

I was look-

in?”

“That I have not. Here’s a journal
may serve your purpose.” Out of his
back pocket, Patrick pulled a crumpled
sheet, half in English, half in Gaelic,
headed Irish Republican Warcry.

"We'd best make sure there's naught
in here I'll be needin’.” He scanned the
sheet hurriedly, and then wrapped
Tommy's meat in it.

“Now we'll stick it in me pocket, and
ye come along with me. I'll be needin’
some help this afternoon.”

"Oh,” exclaimed Tommy. “Would ye
go without ye "ave Rose wi’ ye?”

“That I would. It isn’t anythin’ Rose
would particularly care for. It's a job
for a man and a boy.” Patrick winked.
“We shan't even tell her about it.”

They hurried out of the alleyway, past
the market place toward Gladstone’s
statue.

“Coo, be we leavin' Bow ?" cried Tom-
my. “Might we be goin’ to yde Patk,
or the country?”




“No, we're goin’ right to that—"
Patrick pointed to the statue. “And why,
might I ask, be ye always so desirous
of leavin’ for the country? Are ye lonely?
Ye won’t be long, son. Ye must look at
the papers . . . if the country’s not sick
of the children, the children are sick of
the country. Come along, ye've got to
be quick to buck the traffic.”

They darted across Bow Road into the
small churchyard which fell under Glad-
stone’s shadow.

"Now,"” sighed Patrick, seating himself
on a chair-shaped tomb, “Here's where
ye come in. Look at the base of the
statue. What is it ye see?”

Tommy held up the only thing in sight.
“It ain’t but a broken bottle.”

“Naught but a broken beer bottle.
Good.” Patrick fished a piece of string
from his coat pocket. “We tie it around
the neck, so, and we tie the other end
to the finger of that fine gentleman up
yonder.”

“Oh, might I, Patrick?” Tommy was
delighted. He had never learned how to
smile completely, but occasionally one
corner of his mouth turned up when he
was given a wicked and unusual task.

“Ye certainly might. And when ye
get the bottle up there—" in still an-
other pocket he found a scrolled sheet—
“dangle this in the breeze, There’s a
string on this end—now, start along
up—"

“"Wot does it say?” asked Tommy.,

“Hang it up—just a little joke.”

“Are ye sure it won't be wrong?”

“"Go on—hurry up.  Ye've still got
some fog with ye.”

"It might not be good if we see a
bobby.”

“Pooh! Come, lad, what could be evil
in a sheet of paper?”

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

"It’s about Ireland! I know wot they
do if they catch ye!”

“Listen, Tommy, be a good friend of
mine. I've been a good friend of yours—
and of your blessed sister when she was
livin.  Put up the bottle! They can't
do much to ye for that. If anyone comes,
I'll warn ye.”

"Okay.” Tommy slowly and nervous-
ly began climbing the statue, looking
down to the base and then at Patrick.

“If ye don't hurry the fog will be
quite lifted, lad. Don’t look back.”

“Yis!” Tommy started upward, breath-
ing hard. He edged his way along Glad-
stone’s arm.

“When I was eleven, I could have
done it and be down by now!” breathed
Patrick, quietly. He sounded impatient
though his eyes were still round and
merry.

"Aooh!"” moaned Tommy.

“Now what is it?”

“I cut meself on the bottle!”

“Very well, leave it hangin’. Sure,
that's fine, fine,. Now, for the sign—
let that down.”

Tommy unraveled the scroll, so that for
a moment Hooray for the Republican
Army! dangled straight from Gladstone’s
outstretched hand.

“Good! Good! I'll go out and buy ye
some jellied eels, lad! Come on now.”

“Yiss,” said Tommy, inching his way
back from the arm, and starting down.
“Oh! it’s slippin’!”

“Don’t be frightened!"”

"I ain’t scared, but the sign! There it
goes!” The Irish Republican banner
floated to the feet of the anti-imperialist.

“Ye unholy imp of Satan!” Patrick
said softly.

A tall policeman and a little timid one
sprang on Patrick. “Are ye with that
boy ?"
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“That lad? Comin' down? I was
passin’ the other way,” Patrick began
glibly, “and I saw this lad climbin’ the
statue, and I said to meself, why it's
Tommy Drinkwater—what a thing for
a boy of such a good mother to be doin’,
so across the street I come tearin’, and
here I stand beggin’ him to come down,
implorin’ him to come home like the
good boy he really is. Well—ye can see
for yourself, he’s comin’ down.”

By now Tommy stood trembling at the
foot of the statue,

“It didn't stay—" Tommy began.

"Of course ye didn't stay, ye're a fine,
fine lad. Come along!” Patrick smiled
at the police, and beckoned to Tommy.

"There was a sign floatin’ along with
the bottle. Wot did it say?”" asked the
tall policeman.

“Sure did ye think ye saw a sign? For
the love of all that’s holy, lad, did ye in-
deed have a sign?”

"It didn’t—"

"He’s sayin’ he didn't.”

A girl had stooped for a brief second
in front of the statue, picked something
up, and then walked on with it. The po-
lice eyed her suspiciously.

"It looks as if I might be carryin’ more
than I ought,” she excused herself. “Been
droppin’ something all the way along.”
She was green-eyed, freckled and seemed
rather plain, except when she smiled at
the police—then her eyes became bright-
er, her whole face was softened,

Tommy looked at her curiously, too
overawed by Patrick to speak, but the
girl appeared not to recognize him.

“More trouble for the police—forever
in the black-outs, and now the fogs seem
to be worse than ever,” she exclaimed.

“We certainly "ave our share,” agreed
the tall one.
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"Haven't we all?" She darted into the
traffic across the Bow side of the street.

The police started after the woman,
lost her in the market street haze. '"Look
in front of the statue!” commanded the
tall policeman,

“There ain't nothin’ ‘ere,” the timid
little one said,

“There was!"" growled the other.

“Ye can search us,” said Patrick laugh-
ing. "Here I come to save a little boy
from wrong-doing.”

“That woman was with ye!” growled
the tall policeman.

“But she didn’t even look at them, and
ye may bet I watched,” ventured the little
one,

“Ye're clever, ye Irish.” He turned to

Tommy. “Look, boy. ‘oo was that
woman ?"

“Jist 'oo do ye mean?” Tommy asked,
wide-eyed.

“Ye know very well—she wi' the
bundles.”

*'Oh "er! No, sir.”

“K-k-k-!" snarled the tall policeman.
They walked off from Tommy and
Patrick.

“Now come along to yer mother,
lad,” smiled Patrick. "A little more
watchin” across the Road. It almost took
ye last time.”

In a moment more, Patrick and Tommy
were back in the alleys, and the woman
with the bundles was facing them, her
hands thrust deep in her pockets, her
eyes dancing angrily.

“No one but ye, Patrick Shaw, could
think of such a trick! And what good is
that goin’ to do Eire?”

“Come, Rose, ye know I can’t think if
I haven't talked to ye first. Why did ye
run off?7 Hmmm?" Patrick was laugh-
ing and relaxed.

“Lookin’ for a job. If we must stay in



London we must be supportin’ ourselves,
ye know.”

“Come girl, we'll always get our allow-
ance from the Army.”

“That's for printin’ a journal. So
much for that. Look at Tommy!
Tremblin' like a leaf from that climb.
I saw the lad up there, and I said, he’s
not up there for the sport of it—frail
sick lad—just the same as his sister,
Dolly, bless her. So I looked about and
sure enough there was Patrick, the big
lout, lookin" up, givin' orders.”

“So ye are all in a stew about little
Tommy, eh?” Pat’s smile faded.

“That I am, From now on, I won't
do a thing in IRA until that lad’s safe
in the country. The Germans comin’
closer every bluidy day ye read of it.
Soon they'll be bombin’ up the river, and
Tommy's to be safe. Riskin' his neck
for a little strip of paper! To satisfy ye
—and of no good to the Party or to
Eire!”

“So ye're cryin® yer eyes out fer little
Tommy, and here 1 almost went to jail!
Me ivery thought is Ireland! Here
Tommy,” he reached into his back pocket,
“take your stolen piece of meat and get
home before it stinks up the whole
alley!"

“Where'd ye get that?” blazed Rose.

"Don’t blame me, Rose Corcoran, it’s
none of my doin's. Your precious lad
is a great friend of the butcher's.”

"Oh, Tommy,” Rose chided softly,
"did ye take it? I suppose a lad must
eat somethin’. Don’t ye worry, lad.
We'll get ye off into the sunshine,
Tommy."”

Patrick folded his bands behind his
back and turned away from them.

"I got to do somethin’ for that lad,”
she continued. “The government won't
take him—he's too old. And who'll
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write him a recommendation for a private
home?"

There was no answer from Patrick.

“Did ye hear me? The lad’s a bright
one, Patrick. With the right chance, he'd
have manners.”

Tommy felt uncomfortable by all this
attention. He began backing away.

As Patrick’s back was to her, she went
to the other side of him. “Now listen
to what I'm sayin' if ye only think he'd
be a good one in the Irish Army.”

There was no sound from Patrick.

“For the love of the saints, Patrick,
don't be quiet like that. Nothin’ else
scares me—sure I get mad with ye when
ye talk too much, or say somecthin’ ye
really haven't the right—but I like ye that
way, Patrick. Ye're always too hasty—
that's the way ye are, But when ye're
silent I'm always sure somethin’ evil's to
happen. I've seen ye this way twice, and
both times I've felt all cold—and ye're
no longer me friend. Oh, Patrick, look
up and smile at me."”

She put her hand timidly under his
chin and looked anxiously at him. “La!
I do believe ye're jealous of the little
lad Tommy !’

Patrick smiled again. “Ah, Rose!” He
took her hands and held them tightly in
back of her, and then releasing them, he
drew her close, tenderly, forgivingly kiss-
ing her. Tommy felt completely out of
the picture now—he grabbed his parcel
of meat and ran away.

Early in the morning, Tommy had un-
curled himself from his mat on the floor
of the Drinkwater bedroom, Ilistlessly
hearing his father rattle the London Daily
Mirror and humming to himself.

"'ere’s your tea, Aliciar,” his mother
was saying to one of the children. “Ye
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must drink it without milk this mornin’.
Want a bit o' bread ?”

“*'ave ye got marmalade?”

"Eat it dry.”

"No.”

Mr. Drinkwater stopped humming.
“More nonsense about sendin’ the kids to
the country. I'd like to know where
they think we’ll find the money? Ye
can tell them our children stay.”

“We send Joan out, that much is cer-
tain,” said Mrs. Drinkwater. “‘She ain’t
goin’ to stay ‘ere and 'ave the cough
git "er same as Dolly. She ain’t well.”

“Neither is Tommy,” said Alicia.
"’e was coughin’ last night, and la! ’¢’s
thin!”

“It might be we can get 'er off without
payin’.”

“It might be ye can look for work,”
snapped Mrs. Drinkwater.

“Are I goin’ out to the sunshine?”
asked Joan.

“Not unless ye be'ave.”

Someone banged on the door.

“See 'oo it is, Aliciar.”

“"Go yerself. Ye're closest.” Alicia
was in the black closet of a kitchen,
stacking saucers.

“Don’t be narsty!” Mis. Drinkwater
thrust some newspapers and other debris
into the bedroom, picked her baby off
the floor. “Just a moment,” she called
cheerily. “Now, won't ye come in?"”

“Just me, Mrs. Drinkwater.”

Tommy recognized Rose Corcoran’s
voice, and started into the living room,
his face and body still trembling from
sleeping on the floor.

Mr. Drinkwater grunted hello, and
went back to reading the Mirror. The
rest of the family gathered curiously
around Rose, who leaned against the wall,
her hands thrust into her pockets.

“It's about time you're up,” Rose
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nodded toward Tommy. “It's Tommy
I'm to see, Mrs. Drinkwater.”

"Won't ye ‘ave a drop o' tea first?
Sit down and make yerself to "ome.”

“I'd love some tea.” Rose sat on the
corner of the nearest chair, her face alive
and beautiful from excitement.

“Tommy,” she began, “how would ye
like to go away for a while?”

“Ye mean ye found a place like ye
said 2"

“’e goes away, same as me?" asked
Joan.

Even Alicia, the oldest, came close to
Rose and looked wistfully up at her.

“Where might ye be takin’ Tommy?"
Drinkwater demanded, putting down his
paper and acknowledging the guest.

“Last night, Patrick and me were in
Bow Road—past the statue—it was al-
most dark, and there was a new list of
homes for children. What do ye think?
There's a family named Barclay out Mill
Hill and they want a boy exactly like
Tommy."”

“’ow could they?” asked Drinkwater.
"'e’s too lazy to work, and ’e ain’t the
petfec’ young gentleman. Wot sort o
place is it?"

“A small family. It isn't so far out,
mind, but it’s away from the River. For
one thing, it's so good a place, it'll be
gone if Tommy can’t go tomorrow.”

“'eaven ‘elp 'em wi’ a boy like
Tommy!” laughed Drinkwater.

“They want a boy with a problem.
They're a religious group of some sort—
somethin’ new. Sure they'll love Tommy,
and be of great help to the lad.”

“We carn't afford it!” Drinkwater
growled. “Tell 'em no!”

“Wait a bit, sir. It won't cost a
farthin'.”

“Oh? When's tomorrow ?"’

“August thirty-first.”



“And it don’t cost nothin'?”

“Not if ye get a family to take him,
It's true, Tommy's too old for most
places, but ye must remember, Mr. Drink-
water, he’s too frail to wotk, ye know
that well enough. How does it sound,
Tommy? Way out at Mill Hill?”

Tommy nodded silently, making his
little smile. The enthusiasm in Rose’s
voice and the fast rush of her words
made it sound extremely pleasant.

“Do ye know a place for me, miss?”
Alicia almost whispered.

“I'm afraid you're too old, Alicia.
Fifteen, aren't ye?”

“Not quite.” Alicia lowered her eyes
from Rose and sulked.

“It’s too bad, girl. Ye can get Joan in
a nursery in Scotland, Mrs. Drinkwater.
I don’t know what to do about ye, or
the baby."”

“Oh, but ye mean Tommy's to go to a
strange place quite alone? Oh, miss,
'e's a shy lad. ‘e might 'ave a little
trouble.”

“Go on with ye! It's the best thing
in the world. Saints above, missus, I
wish his dear sister might have had
such a chance before the cough was
stranglin’ her. This family—the Bar-
clays—belong to the Cosmic Faith So-
ciety. Ye can't tell much, but all they
have to say, it sounds they’ll be good to
little Tommy."

“Wot do ye say, Thomas?"

“It's of no cost, ye're sure?”

"None whatsoever.”

"“Then there don't seem to be nothin’
more to say.” Mr. Drinkwater resumed
his humming and rattling the journal.

“Good! It's early tomorrow mornin’
I'll be gettin' ye lad.” Rose left quickly
and happily, as she had entered.

Part of the fun of leaving would be
letting Bow know about it. Tommy was
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going to make certain people envious, or
angry at his going away. He counted
on few of them for good wishes.

“And where do ye think ye're goin’?”
Miss, Drinkwater demanded, when
Tommy reached the door.

He turned the knob instead of answer-
ing.

“Ye carn't even stay 'ere the larst day!
‘ere I am wi’ a sick baby on me 'ands
and me fine boy carn’t even stay to 'elp,
or dry the dishes!”

"“Tommy, ye won't 'ave to 'ear that
no more, will ye?"" asked Joan boldly.

“Shut yer lip!” cried Mrs. Drinkwater,
reaching out and cuffing Joan smartly.

“Aoocoow!” Joan sniffled and puckered
into tears. "I ’ates ye! oh, 'ow I ‘ates
ye!”

“Do ye now?” asked Mrs. Drinkwater.
“Ye won’t be sayin’ that much longer,
thank the Lord. It won't be long before
I can get ye away!” She sighed deeply.
“Come 'ere, Tommy, and do the dishes.”

"I will later.”

Mrs. Drinkwater lost all patience and
slapped him quickly on both cheeks, and
then burst into a spasm of coughing from
the sudden violence.

Tommy, sorry he had angered her,
especially this last day, patted her wrist
lightly by way of apology.

"Go on out, do as ye please,” she said
weakly when she had recovered and
cooled enough from the fit. Tommy was
always puzzled when this coughing came
on—she became so much more gentle,
and tears were flowing down her cheeks.

He stood for a moment outside his
flat, watching the two old ladies who
were always leaning out of their win-
dows, complaining across the street to
each other.

“Ta-ta, Missus Dorcas.
eh?”

Bad mornin’,
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“"Looks like it'll be the same all sum-
mer. And now this talk o' bombin’
London.”

“Coo! Ye don't fall for "at gnff?"
“8till ye carn’t say. I've 'ad a warnin’,

and ye know my warnin's.

“Ye mean like the time Bessie went
off 2

Tommy waved up at them. "I'm
leavin’ Bow,” he said. "Goin' out to
the sunshine tomorrow!”

“Ain't ‘e like 'is dead sister Dolly?
Ye're leavin' Bow, Tommy?"

"“Yissm!"”

“Then God bless ye!
well.”

“So many as ‘as been sent back,” sighed
Mrs. Dorcas,

“Yissm!" Tommy felt he had gotten
off to a good start and darted off to his
next stop, the butcher’s cart,

The butcher knew Tommy was there
without turning. "I see ye. Git away
from ‘ere, Git!” He waved his knife
menacingly, but cautiously high. I saw
ye run up wi' the fistful yesterday. I'm
on to ye!”

“Oh don't worry about me,” chirped
Tommy. "I ain’t goin’ to bother ye no
more. I'm goin’ out of Bow tomorrow,
leavin® for good. I'm goin’ out to the
sunshine.”

"Goin', huh?  Evacuated. Good.
Nothin' ‘as sounded better all mornin’,
ye little thief!"”

- “And where I'm goin’ they'll ‘ave
pasties every day, they will.” Tommy felt
unusually talkative, knowing he and the
butcher weren't likely to meet again.

The butcher turned to face Tommy.
"I 'ope they do, lad, I 'ope they do,”
he said gently. "I don’t wish ye bad,
so long as I don't 'ave to put up with
ye! I 'ope they fatten ye up and make

‘'ope it goes
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ye ‘appy!” Then he went back to saw-
ing his meat,

Tommy's little brown fist reached
across the top of the pile. Without notic-
ing whether or not the flies got away,
he slapped the meat into his mouth and
whirled around the corner.

“Ye dirty thievin' brat, they'll send ye
back soon enough!” the butcher roared
after him,

Tommy decided to pay a call at the
settlement house, and walked toward it
down a street loaded with war signs.
One read If Your Knees Knock To-
gether Kneel On Them. He wondered
if he dared to knock it down. Perhaps
he’d come back during the black-out.

Across the street, from the public
house, came Mr. Drinkwater's laughter.
It was a much more wide-awake sound
than Mr. Drinkwater ever made at home,
but Tommy recognized his father, and
walked on.

At the door of the settlement house,
the unwanted of Bow's children were
gathered, rubbing their dirty, naked feet
into the gutter, pulling at each other’s
hair, whining and quarreling.

"We scen ye, Tommy!" cried Marvin
Bailey. “We seen ye take the meat!
'e’s a thief, that's wot 'e is!”

“Oh no I ain't. And besides I'm goin’
to leave Bow tomorrow. Goin' out to
the country.”

“"Ha! That's talk,” said Marvin. "Ye
carn't go, a big boy like ye, not without
ye 'ave money. Where'd yer father git
it?”

“Oh, I'm goin’ out right enough. Rose
Corcoran’s sendin’ me out.”

“They'll send ye right back, and ye'll
be glad at that,” nodded one small girl
decisively.

"Wot wi’ all them cold people about
there ‘oo'd want t' stay?” asked a. boy.




“There
“Ha! That ain't so wi' me. They'll
keep me straight on,” said Tommy.
“There’s a family w'ich "as spoke for a
boy like me.”

“Oh, ye're the lucky one,” marveled a
barefooted little girl.

“Ye can't git aout o' Bow and stay,
jist like that,” said one named Ada. “We
carn’t speak proper, that's w'y we 'ave
trouble. We sound funny, like the Jerry
refugees as lives in the ‘ouse.” She
pointed to the door. “That's why we
carn’t stay aout.” Ada talked slowly and
distinctly, but still lost none of her
Cockney.

"Okay,” said Tommy. “See if I come
back ‘ere.”

“Coo, w'y should we want out?"" asked
a little girl who was dressed in a flour
sack. It was cut too low in the neck and
constantly fell down her arms, exposing
her skeleton-like ribs. She modestly
tightened her arms about her waist to
keep the garment on.

“Ye've got to want aout,” insisted
Ada. "If ye speak right, it’s all rosy,
it is. And the people is always bright
and smilin’, wi’ clean colors on. I didn’t
want to go away, but they made me, they
did. Now, if I could learn to speak
proper,” she said brightly, “they'd take
me back like I was one of their own.”

“Bitte—children, excuse me.”

The children raised their faces to a
tall young woman in foreign dress. She
had large, clear eyes, and a beautiful
voice,

"Vhat do you all in the doorway?
Vhere is your playfield?”

The children didn’t move.

“Let me by, please!” she begged the
dirty children with old, old faces. “I
can’t reach the door above you.”

wasn't no one would talk to
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“Wot's yer name?” asked Ada. “How
old are ye?"

“I? Twenty-three.”

“Ha!" cried Marvin Bailey. “It ain't
true. Me mother is twenty-three.” Mar-
vin was a fat, puffy ten-year old. To be
compared to his mother was insulting,
and he intended it to be so.

“Ye be very fat,” said the little girl in
the flour sack.

“I1? No, little one.
you are very thin.”

“'ave ye seen the sunshine?” asked
Tommy. “Ye come a long way, don't
ye? Wot are ye doin' "ere?”

“I do not know vhy I am here. Let
me through.”

“But ye did leave 'ome! That's a
match for ye, Tommy. Can ye imagine
anyone but Tommy ‘ere, 'oo’s a thief,
wantin' to go away from ‘ome?” leered
Marvin Bailey.

“Don’t be narsty, Marvin.
ye 'ere, didn’t ‘e, miss?”

By this time, the refugee started to
plough through the children, and got out
her key to open the door. Marvin
Bailey jerked it from her, and without
thinking, the girl struggled to get it
back, exciting the rest of the children.
They pushed and screamed around her,
knocking her onto the cobblestones.

This sort of thing wasn't for Tommy.
He felt it was better to go home and
wait quietly for tomorrow, so that nothing
would happen to impede his going away.
He thought he might do the dishes.
They'd still be there, waiting for him.

It is only that

‘itler sent

The Drinkwater children weren't con-
tent to stay where they were put. It
wasn't a new whim, born of the war,
and the rush of evacuation, for they
hadn't been satisfied since the oldest girl,
Dolly, had met Rose Corcoran and Pat-
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rick Shaw. They still played games
about going away; only it was always
to Hyde Park they went—the only place
Dolly had ever been. Rose and Patrick
had taken her to the park for an IRA
rally, about a year before she died.

“Might I at least take them to see the
little boy with the pipes?” she had begged
Mrs. Drinkwater. “It's a pretty statue
wi' a great smile on 'is face. Down by
the lake it is, Tommy, 'ow would ye like
to see the lake?”

“One trip to 'yde Park is four loaves
0" bread.” Mrs. Drinkwater shook her
head.

But this trip would not be a game, it
was serious, and it was dangerous. Still,
people got sent back from this sort of
trip. Tommy was going to be cautious.
To begin with, he was even inwardly
patient at what ordinarily enraged him.

“"La, but ye look lean, Tommy,"” sighed
Mrs. Drinkwater when Rose came for
him. “Well, be’ave yerself, and good
luck to ye!" She kissed him quickly and
handed him a small satchel.

As he started out the door, a wail arose
from the two sisters, Joan and Alicia.
The tears were not so much sadness at
losing Tommy as a sense of tragedy
in being left behind.

“Step lively, boy,” said Rose. “Pat-
rick’s busy in Hyde Park, and we've got
to check up on him, and still we've but
two hours to reach Mill Hill. One thing,
there’s a boy at the Barclays, lad. He's
a little younger than you, but what with
his schoolin” and Cosmic Faith, whatever
in heaven that is, I'm afraid he'll seem
a great deal older.”

Directly above the underground sta-
tion, a silver balloon was shining in the
gray dust, and when they started down
the stairs to the train, Tommy and Rose
could hear the Bow Cathedral bells ring-
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ing clear, from away in Cheapside.

“Charing Cross, to Bank, Hendon Cen-
tral, next car!”

"Patrick’s speakin’,” Rose kept saying,
every time they changed trains. Tommy
could never understand Rose’s rapid turn-
ings to and against Patrick. Right now
she secemed proud of him.

At Hyde Park Corner, they walked up-
stairs, into a line of soldiers who were
at ease, watching the corner rallies from
the gate.

“Then, if it gets too good, we dash in
and snatch the speaker,” someone was
saying.

“Ye'll have no trouble with Patrick,”
Rose said to herself, hurrying by, “if
the boy thinks before he speaks, or some-
one doesn’t get him too angry. Ye'd
try the patience of a saint, Tommy, the
way ye poke along, and gawk.” Rose
let go Tommy's hand and went into the
crowd.

Tommy searched around for the lake.
There wasn’t any sun sparkling on it, as
Dolly had promised, and it was empty
of boats. He was disappointed in the
park, and in the world outside Bow.
The lanes were filled with restless sol-
diers, the same as the treeless alleys in
Bow. He did like the fresh odor of the
carth being turned up by the workers,
but this wasn’t the sunshine.

Where was Rose? he wondered.
Hadn't they better hurry on to Mill Hill?

He searched through the crowd with
the Irish Republican Army banner above
their heads. He could hear Patrick
Shaw's familiar voice,

“When is England to settle down and
keep her promises with Eire? Is she
callin’ this war to forget her real duty?
Does she think we're to bear the brunt
of the second war? Sure the Irish won
the last war for ye!”



“Ho! My good fellow!”

“Ye know that's true. Don't be
denyin’ it!"

“At any rate, you plan to see us licked
now, don’t you? And England still lets
devils like you slander her from your
boxes!”

Sometimes Tommy could see Patrick’s
angry face. Other moments, his head
would be low, and his clenched fist would
be raised toward the IRA banner.

“The only thing you Irish can do is
fight and bicker. Can’t you live peace-
ably with your neighbors?”

“Can’'t we? Can't we? Huh! Can't
England? What's England fightin’ with
Germany for? We know there wasn't
an Englishman could speak German at
Versailles!”

“My dear boy, this is war. Don't
pull the trite old peacetime tricks out of
your bag. If you've something valuable
to contribute to the Empire, say it. Don't
be trite!”

“Trite? Tricks in me bag? All ye
English think of. If ye can’t get what ye
want by coaxin’ ye don’t get it at all.
Maybe the Germans get everythin' for
themselves by purge. By God, so'd ye,
if your tongue didn’t serve ye as well.
Why the war's as good as over, and
England hasn't yet put up a battle—to
look at us, ye'd never know there's a
war—"'

“Stick with your subject, my good
fellow. Ireland never could get on with
her neighbors!”

“Next 1 suppose ye will say everybody's
out of step but England? The Welsh
don't get on with ye, nor do the Scotch!
And Gandhi's neither Irish nor Ger-
man!”

“There’s no treason from them while
we're at war!” someone shouted furiously.

“Yes, and you've no right to tell us
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what's good and what’s evil. How do
you justify the honeymoon bombings?
You killed four innocent people in the
Upminster bombing!”

"Yes! We did!" Patrick stopped speak-
ing for a moment and bent over his box,
completely out of Tommy's sight.

"Ye'll never in God’s name forget that
bombing, will ye?”

"No."

"By God no!”

“Hang the dogs who did it!"

The casual audience suddenly became
intense, ready for a debate or a fistfight.

"Of course ye won't!” Patrick
screetched above the other mumblings.
“"And we'll niver—forgit—the horrors
—of the Black—Watch! We'll niver for-
give ye!”

“Long live Ireland!” cried one of his
companions. “May Eire long reign in
freedom from England's treachery!”

"To hell with England!” Patrick con-
cluded. “May she be wiped off the face
of the earth!”

There was a surprised silence, and
Tommy could hear Rose, “Oh, Patrick, ye
didn’t mean to say that, sure ye didn't!”

Then there were cheers and screams
and shouts, and a rising growl. Not a
clear word reached Tommy. The soldiers
rushed past him to dispatch the crowd.

“There'll be no more excitement here,”
someone said. “Let's go listen to the
fellow from the Salvation Army.”

"I think Mosley will be here later on.”

“Mosley’s in irons, thank heaven.”

Rose, Patrick, and three handsome,
furious, green-tied young men were be-
ing pushed along by the soldiers.

"Come on,” cried Patrick. “We go in
peace. They'll hold us but the night, and
we'll be gettin® a meal off the Empire.”

Tommy grabbed Rose’s arm. ‘‘Rose,
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Rose! This ain't the country! Be ye goin’
to take me to the country, or no?”

"Hold a bit, soldier,” Rose drew close
to Tommy, and handed him a scrap of
paper. "Here, Tommy, here's the address,
and one shillin’. Hurry back to the un-
derground and ask the conductor to help
ye.”

“Move on, move on!" muttered the
soldier.

"God bless ye, Tommy! Stick tight
there!” Rose called.

I

THE change came as suddenly and
pleasantly as Dolly had promised it
should. The miracle happened!

—a blue sky where the train left the
tunnel, it was a calendar August . . . not
a spot, not a cloud, not a particle of soot
to dull the atmosphere, and small white
birds circling above the red tile roofs.

The train mounted above the level of
the strects; Tommy looked down where
there might have been dirty cobbles, and
saw clean red bricks, There were spaces
between the buildings, flowers at the
doorways, and the sun continued to shine.

“Do look at that child. He's struck
dumb! It’s as though he’d never seen sun-
shine before!”

“He probably never has. Looks like a
sootman’s son. I'll wager he's from the
East End. Simply millions are crowded
in there. Some woman from an evacu-
ation camp was speaking of it the last
meeting. Made a thorough socialist of
me for a while.”

“It's a grand thing for the rest of us
your fancies wear out so fast.”

The train jerked to a stop at the Mill
Hill sign and Tommy rushed off. Feel-
ing clumsy and out of place, he stopped
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suddenly on the platform and looked
wonderingly about him.

Mrs. Batclay, above the turnstile, knew
him immediately, “Up here, Tommy.
Come up here, boy!"

He obediently walked to her, and
then out into the street. His head was
warm in the sunlight, just as Dolly had
told him it would be. He looked up at
this Mrs, Barclay, with her hair waved
and pinned back, not a strand falling over
her eyes, as his mother’s hair did, There
was a good feeling to her sweater against
his arm, and the softness of her body.
His mother was hard and rawboned in
spite of her bulkiness, and her black cali-
co was always ready to fall off.

Mis. Barclay looked down at him and
smiled. He liked her very much,

"My gracious! You're very thin, Tom-
my! We'll have to fatten you a bit.”

“Yissm,” he said faintly.

"Dear me, I believe you're shy. I sup-
pose that's really best, until you find
what's expected -of you."

Outside the station was the Barclays’
small automobile. Tommy got quietly in
beside Mrs. Barclay, and stared blankly,
innocently in front of him.

"“T'll wager this is the first auto you've

. ever been in."”

“He'll be all right if he keeps his
place,” she said quietly as she drove, so
quietly that Tommy could barely hear her.

“Look, Tommy,” she cried. “See the
dog down the street?”

“Yissm.” There was a large brown-
and-white collie blinking on the green
veivet lawn. Both the animal and the
lawn were unlike any he had seen in Bow.
There were endless dogs and cats in
Bow, and one paid little attention to
them; they were colorless, with a mini-
mum of fur.



“That's your dog, Tommy. And this
is our home."”

The dog sprang up to meet the car,
running straight for Tommy, muzzling
under Tommy's arm.

"Lie down, Robbie! Go on, now! See,
Tommy—I want you to notice. There
are two doors to the house. Watch which
one we enter—it would be a shame for
you to burst in on the neighbors some-
time.”

Tommy stood dreamily on the lawn,
breathing in the strange new odors.
There was the baking, a richer smell than
ever came from the Bow kitchens. Aside
from the faint, sweet grass, that was the
only odor. The windows gleamed like
soap bubbles, and the sun streamed onto
the hall carpet.

“You must meet Jack. I hope he
doesn’t frighten you. He's only eleven
and he’s almost twice your size. And he’s
not so jolly big for what we've got in
the neighborhood.” )

A large, well-poised boy came into the
house with a bat and ball in his hands.
“Mother, 1 saw the auto drive up. Did
you—oh, I see you have. Good afternoon,
Master Tommy. We hope you will enjoy
yourself here.” Jack showed disappoint-
ment on seeing Tommy, and spoke dis-
tinctly to him, as though Tommy were
five years old, or spoke some other lan-
guage than English.

To Tommy, Jack was worse than obese.
He was like the Bow ale drinkers. He
didn’t mind plump women—all the Bow
women grew large after their children—
but he had never been accustomed to fat
boys.

“I think I'd best run back to club,
Mother,” said Jack. “It's nice meeting
you, Tommy. I hope you'll enjoy your
stay here.”

“Let’s go out into the kitchen, Tom-
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my. I want you to meet Ruthie. She comes
from Bow. Ruthie shall be in charge of
keeping you clean. Perhaps you'll feel
more at home with her.”

Ruthie, a pretty girl of about twenty,
was cleaning greens on a gleaming white
porcelain table.

“Oh, Mrs. Barclay, is this the little fel-
low up from Bow? My but ain’—isn’t he
nice? We're going to have some good
talks about back home! Sometimes I get
lonesome for the old days. People was all
so cheerful—wasn’t none wouldn't lean
out their windows and call to you. Why,
there wasn’t nobody on our street I didn’t
know."”

"Now, Ruthie,” smiled Mrs. Barclay,
“if you believe I don't try to know every-
one who lives near us!”

Ruthie colored. “No, Missus Barclay, I
was just thinkin'."”

"Of course. Now you clean the child—
give him a bath and have him ready for
supper. We're going to be great friends,
Tommy and I.” She brushed him imper-
sonally across the hair and walked off.

Ruthie left her work and took Tommy
upstaifs.

Well scrubbed, but somewhat lost in
one of Jack’s shirts, Tommy sat in the
kitchen watching Ruthie stir over the
stove. He followed her work with ex-
citement, but no pangs of hunger, for
though he hadn't eaten since breakfast,
his stomach was well disciplined.

He heard Jack and Mrs. Barclay enter,
and then there was a man's voice—Mr.
Barclay.

“What sort of a child have we got
here?”” Mr. Barclay was asking.

“He seems well behaved enough,” said
Mrs. Barclay.

“"Mother, I'm sure it's going to be hard
for me to get on with that little Cockney.
I can tell quickly enough he isn't normal.
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Has he uttered one word since he came?"

“It will be hard to get on to him, Jack,
but it was the will of Providence that he
should come. You know we talked it
over after your father got the message,
and it's settled. At least try to be polite.
I know it is going to be a bit hard for us.
It's always hard at first to love anybody.”

“Now, Mary, if Providence asked that
we should take him, we must try to give
him love.”

“"Mother! Do you love him?”

“I—I shall love him, if I possibly can,
Jack. But in the meanwhile, we must try
not to hurt him, Don’t let him find that
he’s a bit hard for us to love.”

Tommy had never before realized in
what way he was a problem, He felt un-
easy about it when it was time to come to
the table. He crept shyly to his chair,
trying to smile a little so they wouldn't
know he’d overheard them. Mr. Barclay
winked at him, and Tommy instantly
liked his face—the thick, winged brows,
and the friendly, Patrick-Shaw-like eyes.

“That's much better, Tommy, all but
the shirt,” said Mrs. Barclay. “One thing
you must remember—no dessert until
you've eaten your greens.”

She turned to her husband. “Did you
do anything for the Society today, dear?”

Mr. Barclay nodded and began vigor-
ously cutting the meat.

“At least I thought up a wonderful
idea. I'm going to bring Cosmic Faith to
England’'s enemies—to the dissenters.”

“Harold, how fantastic! But how can
you get around them? Certainly you see
none in your work.”

“No. No, of course not. I'm going to
the jailhouse. It's the only place one
catches them.”

“Perhaps you shouldn’t associate with
them, Harold. I'm not too sure it’s safe.”

"My dear, our Society intends to
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change all people. If we could change
England's enemies into its allies, how
soon we could win the war!”

“I beg pardon,” Ruthie began. “Shall
I take Master Tommy's milk, Missus Bar-
clay? He hasn’t touched it.”

“Here now, Tommy. You must drink
your milk."”

“No."”

“Jack, see that he takes his milk,”

Jack smiled knowingly and put the
glass up to Tommy's lips.

“No! No!" screamed Tommy. “H'it's
*ard enough in tea!”

Jack continued forcing the milk
through Tommy’s lips until it was spilt
onto the table. “Ach, miss I carn't drink
that stuff! Please don't make me again!”

"What did you say, Tommy?” Mrs.
Barclay's eyes seemed a little wild. “Jack,
leave the room, I don't intend for you to
hear that talk.”

Tommy slid off his chair and hurried
into the parlor so that it wouldn't be
necessary for Jack to leave.

“It’s all right, Mary. You said yourself
we must be patient. Here's some good
material to work on, my dear.”

"Boys pick things up so quickly. I
couldn’t stand to have Jack talking so!"

"You really needn't worry, Mother,”
Jack assured her.

“He's going to be marvelous to work
with—we may have discovered something
new for the group. Can't you see, that’s
the big point with the Cosmic Faith So-
ciety. Every evil we meet produces a
challenge.”

“Ruthie!" called Mr. Barclay, turning
when she entered. “Ruthie, did you
straighten out your little disagreement
with the butcher?”

Ruthie lowered her head. “Not this
time, sir. I'm awfuly sorry. I—I guess 1
was a little weak today. I turned my back



on 'im, I did, and refused to speak to
'im_”

"Good heavens, Ruthie. I don’t believe
you're sincere in carrying out your mes-
sages from the Cosmos. You simply must
apologize. Never mind then, that's for
you to conquer. I did my job for today.
First thing this moming I went to the
registration office ‘and told them the de-
cided advantages of fighting a war with
absolute unselfishness, We can never
hope to finish this war unless there is
unselfishness and honesty in our manner
of fighting it.”

"Emily’s father says it's selfish and dis-
honest to fight at all,” said Jack. “He says
you can’t love a man and kill him too.”

"Oh yes you can, when it’s to rid him
of—Emily's father against the war? Oh
dear, what a pity, when it's already de-
clared. I should like to know what good
it does to be against something when it's
well under way.”

Ruthie had quietly backed into the kit-
chen and brought the dessert. “Does
Tommy get one, Missus Barclay?”

Mr. Barclay turned to the parlor and
saw Tommy looking at them. “Do come
back to the table, Tommy. Let him, Mary.
Jack will explain to him just what Cos-
mic Faith is all about.”

“I'm not so sure I can, Father,” Jack
said modestly. With more than his usual
patience, he watched Tommy settle com-
fortably back at the table before he began
to teach him, "We let the Cosmos rule
our day, Tommy. We follow the rules of
honesty, purity, unselfishness, and love.”

"It's something terribly new,” beamed
Mrs. Barclay,

“Every time we do anything we ask
ourselves, is it honest?”

“"Ormest?” Tommy echoed meekly.

“Is it pure?” Jack continued.

“Yis?”

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

Mrs. Barclay interrupted, “That con-
cerns heavy drinking, that sort of thing,
Tommy."”

“Then, is it loving?"

“Oh, lovin'?"

"If you want to change, and follow
our Society, you may get up and listen
in the silent time every morning. Just do
as we do."”

“Yes, Tommy. Whenever we have
trouble, we listen quietly for our Faith
to show us a way out.”

Tommy worried for 2 moment over
the standards. He had certainly not been
honest; he had stolen bread, and potatoes,
and hunks of meat; and his father
drank heavily. As for the idea of
being loving, it ran through his mind how
Joan ran screaming through the house,
yelling at her mother, "I "ates ye, aoh,
‘ow I "ates ye!”

“Do you know what a wireless is,
Tommy?"

Tommy nodded. He had seen one at
the settlement.

“Our Faith is like a wireless, Tommy.
It leaves a message with you in much
the same way.”

In Tommy's life he had heard a good
deal about religion. Almost everyone in
Bow was afraid of God, with all His
ghosts and tempers. There was the great
lady of the settlement house whom Tom-
my loved very much. She told the chil-
dren that God was love, that He was the
sunshine, and enough to eat, Now again,
he found that God was something entire-
ly different. God was Cosmic Faith. God
was a wireless.

Tommy was amazed by these people.
They never raised their voices at each
other. He was quite certain that Mrs.
Barclay had never slapped Jack, and there
was no doubt that Jack would never
dream of kicking his father. He wanted
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to know the reason. Somehow, if he un-
derstood, they would love him, He had
heard enough to be sure they didn’t love
him now.

The calm voices, he knew, were con-
nected with the sunshine, and this listen-
ing to the Cosmos. Even the people at
the settlement house were hurried, and
there was a great deal of noise.

“We'd best let Tommy sleep with Jack
tonight,” said Mr. Barclay, as they started
up from the table. “"We'll fix up a better
arrangement later. 'We should always
have an extra room open for air-raid vic-
tims, should intensive bombing start.”

Tommy and Jack entered their room
just as the sun had faded. Concern wor-
ried Tommy out of silence. "Be there an
air raid this night?"

"One can't say."”

They undressed in silence. Jack
brought out a pair of flannel pajamas
which puzzled Tommy.

"One sleeps in them.”

“But I got me sack wi' me, Ye need no
give me it.”

"Go on, take it.”

Tommy turned to the window and saw
great wings of gold across the sky as the
first dark was setting in.

"Be they Germans?” He had never
seen the night come any other way than
graying into blackness.

“No. Come to bed, Tommy."

His heart pounded at the idea of sleep-

ing in bed. "Up top?”
"Of course. Where did you think we
slept 2"

“At 'ome I sleep beside the bed with
me old man’s coat rolled up for a pil-
low."”

“Would you care to sleep so now?"

"Wotever ye like.”

“"Mother!” Jack called downstairs.
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"Tommy would like to sleep beside the
bed. May he?”

“I should think it best that he slept in
it, Jack,” she answered. Mis. Barclay
came up and kissed them both,

“Now go to sleep,” she said gently.

It was far away from the loud voice of
Mrs. Drinkwater giving her evening com-
mands, "Git ye to sleep, Tommy. We've
enough trouble without ye stayin’ up all
night.” Yet Mrs. Drinkwater was talk-
ing directly to Tommy. In the Barclay
home, he felt out of what went on. More
than he had wanted his own family to
leave him alone, he wanted this family
to love him. Perhaps if he could listen to
the Cosmos, the wireless tomorrow morn-
ing, everything would be different. He
turned shyly over toward Jack.

“I told 'em the sun shined out ‘ere, I
did.” He waited for an answer. Jack
turned over, far over to the edge of the
bed. Tommy understood.

""e's gettin' a message from the wire-
less,” he whispered to himself, “and 'e
don't wish to be troubled.”

Perhaps that was why the sun shone
and they were happy and peaceful. He
dreamed sleeplessly of growing fat, and
then walking through the streets of Bow
with the Barclays. The children would
stare at him in amazement, and even Mar-
vin Bailey would be admiring him,
speechless.

Then he would take the Barclays to
his oldest sister, who would be lying sick,
but not quite dead. They would bring
her out to Mill Hill and find her a hus-
band who would talk very gently to her
across the table.

Suddenly, from thinking of her, he
could hear the patter of his dead sister’s
feet, and visualize a form in the darkness.
He slunk low under the covers, and fell
asleep.



The first silent time hadn't turned out
so well for Tommy, but the Barclays
kindly neglected to ask him for a mes-
sage, as they were anxiously comparing
advice on a good, safe school for Jack.

“We're quite safe here, throughout
August, no matter what they're saying
about raids, but Jack, he’s ready for pub-
lic school, and we shan’t take any chances
on his nerves.”

“Tommy, what are you going to do to
amuse yourself today?” asked Mr. Bar-
clay.

“Let him get acquainted with the com-
munity, Father. I'm going to be tied up
with the club. You've no idea what all
we've planned.”

"It would be nice if you'd show Tom-
my about a bit first,” suggested Mr. Bar-
clay,

Jack thought a moment, and began
sagely, "No, I can hardly do that, but
perhaps Ruthie could take him shopping
when she goes. I wonder—do you sup-
pose there might be some more children
from Bow around here? It'll keep Tom-
my from getting lonely.”

“We'll leave it up to Ruthie, then,”
agreed Mrs. Barclay. 'Come, let's be
about our business. Tommy, Ruthie'll find
something for you.”" Mrs. Barclay tender-
ly brushed Tommy toward the kitchen
and hurried upstairs.

Ruthie was busy scouring pots and
pans, and the idea of entertaining Tommy
appeared to annoy her.

“Be ye goin’ to the market today?" be-
gan Tommy timidly.

“No. We've plenty left from yester-
day’s. Is there something you want?"

“Just to go with ye."”

“Why don’t you go up to the Gardens?
Loads of children playin’ on the green,
and more than like you'll find someone
else that's lonely. Go along and find out.”

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

Wearily, Tommy went up the street,
looking for children or some sort of
gardens. He noticed that the butcher
shops were closed in, safe from the ur-
chins, which seemed odd, as there were
no children in sight. For a moment he
missed the smell of jellied eels and pasty
meats of the Bow carts, but the bright col-
ored, canvas-shaded shops were diverting
enough to replace the noise and familiar-
ity of the market place, There wasn't
anything particularly diverting to watch,
and yet Tommy was content, and he kept
alert, in case something might turn up.
"It might be as good to wait to the Bar-
clays,” he sighed, turning back.

Of course! There was Robbie, the col-
lie, lonely on the lawn. “Good boy! Good
boy! 'ere I am!”

The collie yawned and stretched and
then bounded toward Tommy, pushing
against him with the force Jack might
have expected, knocking him down, lick-
ing at his face, and barking enthusiasti-
cally.

“Come, me fine fellow, let me up!”
Tommy was delighted with the dog. At
first he lifted a corner of his mouth in the
ordinary smirk, but that wasn't enough
He started to laugh, and his face was
light, younger—he was like a little boy.

"Come to the step wi' me, boy! It
might be Ruthie "as somethin’ ye'd like,”
He tapped on the window until Ruthie
turned from her work, and opened it.
"Ruthie! See wot we 'ave 'ere. A great
dog as is 'ungry! Wot do we feed 'im?"

“Now! What's happened to ye?
There’s a smile for you! We don't feed
him until five, Tommy, but if you'd like
something yourself, I'll fix it."”

“T'd like to catch a position like this. I
don’t want to go back to Bow, Miss
Ruthie, Might they be lettin” me stay wi’
them, workin', if ye gits matried 2"
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Ruthie was flustered. “No one will
marry me, Tommy. Find yer job some
other place. I'm satisfied to be ’ere.
They're good, these Barclays. They got
—'ave funny ideas on wot religion is, but
they aim to be good.”

“Yis,” said Tommy. “Ye know, this
Robbie, 'e could be like a real brother,
ain’t it so, miss? I ain’t never 'ad no
brother, that is, so ye could play wi'. We
’ave a wee baby as carn’t talk, but not
anythin’ to play with. No, this Robbie an’
me, we git on good. 'ow does Master
Jack like 'im, miss?”

“I don't think Jack ever noticed him
much. Hurry on, the sun’s nice now.
Missus Barclay wants very much to send
you back good an’ brown an’ fat.”

Tommy shook his head, smiling. “Ye
know, I ain’t goin’ "ome, Miss Ruthie.
I'm stayin’ right on ‘ere.” Then he and
his new friend ran out to the street. The
sun had mounted until the morning sha-
dows were gone, and the red roofs shone.

“Little boy!”

Tommy turned to see a small, pretty
gitl leaning at the fence of the house
next door.

“Who are you? Hmmm?”

“Tommy Drinkwater.”

“Do you know how to swing some-
body, Tommy?"

“Wot did ye say?"

“Pardon? What makes you talk so
funny? Where are you from?"

“Next door.”

“Well, come to the Gardens with me.
I've got to find somebody to swing me.
I'm too small to pump myself.”

“Okay. But I don't know 'ow ye
mean.”

“Why, you aren’t a little boy at all,”
the girl said coming nearer him. “You're
probably a little girl—or a German.”
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“No. I'm just Tommy, an’ this be Rob-
bie.”

"I'm Emily. Is this your lion?"

“e¢'s jist 2 dog. Come along, Robbie!"”
“May I tell the children you re my
brother? Please let me!”

“I don’t mind."”

When they reached the playground,
Emily called to the children. *Look!
Hete's my brother!”

Most of the children were busy batting
balls, or idly talking, and couldn’t hear
her. A half-dozen thought it amusing
enough to gather around.

“They don’t eat well at your house, 1
see.”

“He's not her brother. He's the one
staying up at Jack Barclay's."”

“Sure, we know. He's one of those
Cockneys; they're still evacuating, you
know. Jack says he’s sort of odd.”

“From Bow? Of course, he lives by the
river. Spot for the bombers.”

“And this is his lion,”
Emily.

“Ha! Here Robbie!"

One of the children shied away.
“Mother says we shouldn’t come too close
with the Cockneys. They speak English
very poorly.”

“It ain’t no funnier'n as ye talks now,”
Tommy finally broke in. '“Ye got one
awful "igh pitch.”

Everyone began laughing, all excepting
Emily. “We can't quite catch what you
say. That was jolly! Say something more!"”

The busier children were beckoned
with loud shouts, and Tommy’s circle
grew. He enjoyed the attention.

“Don’t let them make fun of you,
Tommy. Let’s sic the lion on them!”

“That's wot I mean to do.” He pushed
Robbie in the direction of the largest boy.
“Go, Robbie! Bite *im ‘ard!”

Robbie opened his mouth, panted and

continued



blinked for a minute, and then licked at
the salt of Tommy's hand.

“Our lion doesn't bite silly boys,” said
Emily. “He's much too busy for things
like that. Do you know who our lion
really is?”

“No. Do tell us!"”

“He's the one who guards England
from all its enemies. He used to be inside
the gates at Buckingham. Mother and I
saw him there one Sunday morning when
we watched the guards, and that’s how I
know.”

“Huh! A fine guard he is! When a
war’s declared he comes where it’s safe.
He should've gone to Harwich or Ply-
mouth, if it's true he's so brave!”

“Emily thinks 'e’s a lion, and ye'd best
not tease 'er.

“Really!”

“Indeed we'd best not. We'd do well
to learn some manners from him. I say!
If we could work it right we'd make it
quite a game. We could teach him to
speak properly if he'd allow us to speak
Cockney!"

“"Wonderful !"”

“Look. Let’s all sit down. Now, Tom-
my, suppose we teach you to speak noth-
ing but standard. And we'll speak noth-
ing but Cockney when we're around
you.”

“Jolly! One mistake and you're out of
the game! Whenever we meet one another
we must either speak Cockney or not at
all!”

“All but Tommy. He speaks none of
it!"”

"My mother isn't going to like this. She
said—"

"Shut up!”

“Okay! That be 'ow we works it. We
be workers in a fact-ry, all but Tommy.
He—'e be King George—'is "ighness, we
calls 'im."”

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

Tommy was using the great lady at the
settlement house as a pattern. He had
tried it before, to himself, and sometimes
it sounded rather well.

“Now, children, come into the 'all—"

“H-h-hall!" coached Emily.

“Into the hall and have some biscuits.”

“That be good, yer “ighness. Then wot
do we?”

"“Then we be—"'

“Then we shall!"”

“Then we shall listen of the Lord's
Words. From the 'oly Bible!” The settle-
ment house lady always had them listen
when she fed them biscuits.

One turned angrily. “Good heavens!
Is this the real stuff, or more of the
Cosmic Faith? There's forever people
coming to our house with that stuff, and
I won't have it!”

“Ho! Now then ye be out. Ye talked
out o' yer accent!”

“Then I don't care. If you must be so
particular, I'm going home!"

“It's all right, if ye—"

“You—o00-000!" warned Emily.

“If yoo want nothing of the ‘oly Bible,
you need not listen,” Tommy remembered
the settlement lady’s great diplomacy.

“Righto! Wot are the war duties, yer
'ighness?"”

Yoo must register at the Shelter.”

"'Aoh yes, ooo will ye send to Germany
to bring back ’itler?”

“We don’t want 'itler "ere. Let 'im stay
there! Make 'is "ighness find some other
duty for us!”

Tommy wanted to turn from the war.
He knew nothing about it. He decided
to speak with authority like one of the
women from the settlement who was in
charge of the children.

“Yoo must go to the orfice for yer
duties. If yoo wish to help me, put up
the cheers—"
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"Chairs, yer 'ighness?”

“Chairs around for the men's club
meetin' this night."”

“For patliament, do ye mean?”

"That's it. Yis.”

"He can’t be our King! He knows
jolly well that parliament doesn’t sit
when the King is present. No chairs in
Westminster! Let me be your king!"

Tommy took command of the game.
“Yoo must not speak for the rest of this
day.”

As the game wore on, Tommy grew
relaxed and, for the first time in his life,
felt at home. The crown had always be-
longed on his head, and he had always
known he would be a good leader. He
made them push him and Emily on the
swings, and he even pitched their balls,
though his arm had no strength.

When the sun dulled, the children
scattered home.

“Come over for me tomorrow, Tom-
my,” begged Emily, when they reached
the Barclay house. "We'll look at some
pictures.”

""Okay.”

“"Don’t say okay, Tommy, say right!
It's much more proper. Good night!”

It was a horrible evening for the Mill
Hill residents. The children refused to
give up their lazy Cockney accents and
they found other privileges in this new
life.

“I don't see why I should warsh me
ears! I guess I kin sit to the table without
washin’ me 'ands. Let me be!”

"1 tell you, Craig,” the mother would
weep, “I knew it would come to Mill
Hill, too. I can’t stand this! If those
evacués are going to ruin the language
we've spent thousands of years building
up, we must get a petition to segregate
them.”
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"Not them, ma! There's but one of
'im. And e speaks right enough. e don't
talk like this!"

The lady was lost. "I've spent my
motherhood guarding against this. That
jargon belongs in the cinema. Ooof ! Like
crawling worms!”

In other homes, the rebellion was more
dangerous.

"I guess I won't "ave to go up to Scot-
land to school this fall. The government
says only to thirteen. Ye know jolly well
I come more'n a year above it!”

"What did you say?”

"1 said I ain’t goin' back to school, and
I won't leave Mill Hill.”

There was a dazed glance exchanged
between the husband and wife. ‘"Refugee
at Barclay's! 1 met him on the street this
morning. He looked so harmless.”

“"And ‘e is.”

"You aren’t going back to the Gardens
any more.”

“No! Nor anywhere else that child
might be. Poor Mrs. Barclay!”

There was defiant laughter next door.
"When the war’s over ye'll find me livin’
in Bow."

“Where did you get such an idea?"

“Today I met a Cockney. A good boy
‘e was, too. I'd like to know more of
them.”

"Oh? This is the first good reason I've
yet heard for calling off the war. We've
got to put people back where they be-
long.”

At the Barclays, Jack was even more
calm and polite with Tommy.

“I hear you were playing with Emily
Knowles.”

“That I was,” Tommy answered quiet-
ly.
“Did you have Robbie with you?"”
“"Robbie? We're like brothers.”
Jack colored, but said nothing.




When Tommy came down to the next
quiet time, he found Mrs. Barclay there
before him. He squirmed uncomfortably
under her silent stare.

"I 'opes to git a message, Missus Bar-
clay.”

"Tommy, has the Cosmos given you
any yet?" '

“No, ma'am."”

“If you get no message, Tommy, you
realize it's because you've done something
wrong. You have static on your wire-
less.” .

""ow, Missus Barclay?”

“1 mean, are you always good, and
loving ?"

Tommy felt secure and sinless in his
security. “Oh, yes ma'am.”

"And honest?”

The days back in Bow no longer
seemed real to him. A pair of cotton
gloves lifted from a shop, a stolen loaf
of bread, and hunks of meat grabbed
from a cart all were part of an ugly
dream. Hunger wasn't tangible or real
now. "Yis,” Tommy answered. Only his
speech worried him now. He was going
to be more careful.

Mr. Barclay seated himself quietly, and
Jack held his head in his hands, looking
reverent on a footstool. Even Ruthie,
standing in the corner with her eyes
closed, seemed to be getting a message.
Tommy was dreaming, and his eyes were
wandering. It was useless to listen to the
Cosmos. He found that the morning be-
fore, when tears almost came.

Besides, what good would it do? What
more could he want? He had all the
things his sister or Rose or Patrick had
ever painted—the sunshine and good
friends.

The heads were lifted.

“"Well?” Mr. Barclay began cheerily.
“I certainly was given great thoughts.

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

Ruthie, what about you? Did you hap-
pen to receive any message?"’

“Just to be more careful with the dust-
ing, Mr. Barclay.”

"And what about apologizing to the
butcher ?"

"I apologized yesterday.
wouldn’t swear no more."”

“And what did the butcher say?"”

"Well, nothin’. Just—it's all right
now. Oh, he said he was sorry he de-
livered the wrong kind of meat."”

"Ruthie! Didn't you say anything
about bringing him into the Cosmic Faith
Society?  What an opportunity you
missed!” Mr, Barclay was crestfallen,
"It was quite possible he would have
joined you for Cosmic Tea some after-
noon, if you'd invited him.”

Mrs, Barclay smiled and leaned to-
ward Ruthie. "Now when on earth did
you go to the butcher shop? We had
warmed roast last night, left over from
the day before. Isn't that so?"

"I was goin’ past on my way—"" Ruthie
bit her lip. “Oh, Missus Barclay, I was
lyin’ to you. I haven't apologized at all.”
Ruthie lowered her eyes to the ridges of
pastry on her fingernails. There was a
disgraced hush through the group. Even
Tommy was embarrassed.

"Well, Ruthie, it's one of the hardest
things a person can do—apologize,”
soothed Mr. Barclay. “But you must.
You must come out straight and honest.
Until you do so, the Faith won't speak
to you. There'll be static on your wire-
less.”” He paused until the right mo-
ment, and then resumed brightly. “So
much for that. Have you anything to

Told him 1

you've something rather good."
"Well, I believe I have a thought. You
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know, I haven't appreciated Robbie nearly
enough. I shall take him with me today
—the message came to me that I should
pet Robbie more. We should learn to
become good friends. Don't you think it
right for me to learn to be kinder to my
dog, Father?”

"I should think it would be wonder-
ful, Jack,” smiled Mrs. Barclay.

Tommy suddenly looked and felt ill.
He reached blindly for some way to make
Jack feel as kindly to him as to Robbie.
Perhaps he could take them both along.

“I've a short, odd message,” said Mr.
Barclay, “Mary, tonight, I'm bringing
someone home for us to change. I don't
know who, nor how we'll do it. But
be ready for us.”

“Someone from the office, dear?” Mrs.
Barclay suggested absently.

"“Jove no, someone from jail.”

“We're hardly advanced enough for
hardened criminals!”

“They won't be hardened criminals,
dear—dissenters from England, in and
out every night. That was my message.”

“Then try to have them here by eight
o'clock.” Mrs, Barclay arose, closing the
session and sighing wearily. At the first
opportunity, Tommy went out to find
Robbie—to win him over before Jack
called him. The dog licked Tommy's
hand, and then rolled over dead to be
scratched, Tommy put his arms tight
about the dog’s mane and buried his face
in his fur. Perhaps he'd stay there and
hold the dog until Jack had left.

“Shouldn’t Tommy be in to break-
fast?”” he heard Mr. Barclay asking.

“1 think he’s a bit homesick. One
should expect that. In fact, I'm begin-
ning to wonder if he wouldn’t be better
off with his people.”

“On the contrary, my dear, I don’t see
why he should go away merely because
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it's a bit hard to make the first adjust-
ments. He's growing sleek already. You
know, Tommy's an extremely beautiful
child.”

Mrs. Barclay couldn’t agree with her
husband. ‘'He’s more strange. In fact,
1 don't think he’s at all normal for a
child. Jack's my idea of a handsome
boy."

“Well, at any rate I think Tommy
should stay with us for the duration.”

"I only hope it won't make it harder
for him in the end. Everything’s packed
for the day at camp, Jack. Get Robbie
and go along with your father.”

Jack went to the front gate and gave a
low whistle which would have brought
his dog except for Tommy's tight hold
on the mane. “Stay 'ere old boy,” he
whispered. *'Stick wi’ Tommy!"

“Robbie! Come here.”

Robbie shook himself loose and started
toward Jack.

"Come on back, Robbie boy! Come
back!” Tommy’s voice trembled with rage,
Robbie returned, wagging his tail,
puzzled.

“You oughtn't try to take my dog,
Tommy,” Jack cautioned softly. “That
isn’t the way to repay people who've
been kind to you.”

With all the gentleness in the tones,
Tommy found the words more fearsome
than Marvin Bailey’s most screetched re-
proaches, back in Bow. Jack took
Robbie by the collar and joined his
mother and father at the auto.

The radiance left Tommy's face, his
eyes seemed innocent and old once more.
His expression was distorted and
frightened. “Aoh, I done somethin’
awful,” he groaned, watching the Bar-
clays drive out of sight. "I been wicked
and I got static—"




Emily Knowles had seen Tommy stand-
ing alone, and ran out to him.

“Hello, Tommy, how's His Majesty?”

“I ain’t no majesty,” he said quietly.
“I ain't nothin’. Robbie’s gone."”

Emily shook her head. "I am afraid
it's bad for you, Your Majesty. You
can't very well rule without a lion.”

“Robbie’s gone,” Tommy sighed with
conviction, “'because I carn't listen to the
wireless.”
. "Can’t what?”

"Nothin"."” Tommy walked away from
Emily, toward his house. “Aoh! I got
to stop bein" wicked!"

After the first night, they had let Rose
Corcoran free from prison, detaining her
only a moment to testify on Patrick.

“He didn’t mean that which he said,
ye may be sure,” she told the court. “But
few are the times he thinks before he
acts. Sure, he’s a fine upstandin’ English-
man, if he can cool off long enough—"

“"Very good,” said the magistrate.
“Let's give you, Patrick Shaw, twenty-
four more hours here to cool a bit—for
the good of the Empire."”

Rose gasped.

“It might be ye too could think a bit
before ye spoke,” growled Patrick.

Rose knew what had happened to Pat-
rick. It was happening more and more
frequently to the IRA. The first night
he had Irish rioters to talk with; it no
doubt had been wild and exciting. This
last night would put him in a temper.
He was in with a great den of men wait-
ing for trial, some only whining off a
stiff drunk, or whimpering at having been
caught thieving during a black-out, and
a few exchanging words in alien tongues.
There wasn't a chance to sleep, nor would
any of his cell mates arouse his sympathy.

Rose paced in front of the entrance,
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wondering how she might sidetrack his
mood. She was walking back and forth
in this manner, her face dramatically
troubled, when Barclay came in search of
a prospect to awaken spiritually. He
watched her curiously, started through the
door, and then in a moment he was back
beside her, watching her intently.

Rose frowned her disapproval and
turned away from him.

"May I—help you?” Barclay blurted
out.

“That ye may not!”

"I intend to, anyhow. Please, I've got
to. If you'd be good enough to stand
still 2 moment and listen to me, I'm quite
sure it'd be easier for both of us.”

Rose settled against the wall opposite
Barclay and peered intently through the
window of the door, waiting for Patrick.
She was listening to Barclay, stuttering
and twisting his ideas. “Now see here,
this is difficult to say. This morning our
family was gathering around for our
silent time, and I got the idea of bring-
ing some of Britain's enemies into our
group.”

"Do I look the enemy?”

“Not at all, that's not what I mean.
At any rate, the place to find these
enemies is in a jailhouse, so I came at
my first leisure. I start to the door and
meet a young woman in some terrible
kind of trouble.”

“Trouble? Ah!”

“But one has just to look at you! At
any rate, I wondered whether I'd been
guided here to aid you.”

“Go along with ye, find yer British
enemy within the jailhouse. I need no
help.”

“Look here, how do you know you
don’t? Do you know what the Cosmic
Faith Society is?" Barclay quit stam-
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mering. “Are you so sure we couldn't
help you?"

Rose turned and gave him whole audi-
ence, “'Cosmic Faith? I've me own re-
ligion—there was a day I was a fair and
good Catholic. Now what is this idea
of yours?”

“Oh, I couldn't dash it off my fingers.
My wife and I plan that whomever I
select as needing Cosmic Faith was to
come to our home tonight. We'll relax
over a cup of tea, be free with our
troubles, share our experiences. Then
we'd like terribly to acquaint you with
the work of our society, and the help you
may gain from the Cosmos. You can't
be too sure we haven't something for

ou.

4 “That I can't. Nor can I be too sure
what it is ye have for me. How in the
name of heaven would I be knowin' ye
really are all religion and honesty?"

“Oh, but look here, we're three of us
—four, with the evacué. You've nothing
to fear!”

“Ah, indeed, I'll take your word!"

“See here, this is my name and
address,” Barclay added innocently, hand-
ing Rose his card.

“Barclay?”” Rose’s face softened with
interest. “Of Mill Hill?"”

“It isn’t a bit hard to find, and I'm
quite sure you can walk it from the sta-
tion.”

Rose smiled. "T'll come, Mr. Bar-
clay.”
“Good enough! About eight. I've

got to hurry off now.”

“And I might bring me a friend, Mr.
Barclay?” Rose added, putting the card
into her pocket.

“Splendid. Whomever you like,” he
nodded happily, hurrying off.

Barclay had hardly turned the corner
before Patrick appeared.
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“Patrick! Guess who I just met!”
Rose cried, taking his arm as he came
through the door. “Barclay! The fel-
low who has Tommy. We're going out
to see Tommy tonight!” She looked up
to find that Patrick wasn't listening,
There was something on his mind that
made him look wretched.

"Come, Patrick, never before have I
seen ye so low!”

They started off together in silence.
"I'm glad ye can still smile in this mess
we've got into,” Patrick grumbled.

"And now what 'appened?”

"“Nothing. Nothing but that I've been
doin’ a bit o' thinkin’, And I need some-
thin’ to eat. To hell with the IRA!"

“And to hell with England—all for a
lack of sleep. In the name of Dominic,
Patrick, ye need a shave.”

“There I was nursin’ two sick drunks—
up on me feet the whole night. No, ye
don't find me gloryin® all the ways ye
can think of to get into trouble, I'm
fed up with sleepin’ in jail once every
fortnight.”

“Good enough, Patrick,” Rose agreed.
"What shall we do, go back to Eire—
are ye ready for the plow once more?”

“Go back? Madam, I don't like what
I come from, and I don’t like what I'm
doin’ mow. I'm lookin' up somethin’
new.”

"I thought maybe—I've been thinkin'
for some time—that if we could go back,
then both of us might be happy.”

"I'm sick of Ireland, and the whole
business!” Patrick howled.

“Patrick,” Rose chided softly, “ye
didn’t mean that, sure ye didn’t.”

“That 1 did!"”

“Come along, lad. We'll find some
place to eat.”

“That's not it, I tell ye. I'm of no
use to anyone. I'm among them that




are the enemies of the rest of the world.”

"“Ye're right, Patrick. We must find
some better way of servin® Eire,"”

“Sure, Rose, I haven't the faintest no-
tion what it is I'm doin’ for Ireland.”

"Aye, that’s the truth, Patrick,” Rose
sighed impatiently. “And if ye'd listen
a bit, there’s a lot I could teach ye. Ye've
. good stuff in ye, man, but—"

“So I'm a bad job to work with, am
1?7 Patrick growled, stopping short, “Go
out and find someone else, someone easier
to teach.”

“Oh, but ye're the best worker I've
known, Patrick!”

“That's right, I know me own
strength. But I can work better alone.”

Rose colored, and the soft helpfulness
left her voice. “"Without me?”

“"Without anyone.”

They walked on, without looking at
each other, brooding over what the other
had said.

“"And just what do ye intend to do?”

Patrick shrugged. "Aye woman, 'tis
peace and calm I want.”

"Peace and calm, is it? Tonight ye'll
get plenty of that, if I'm to judge any-
thing from this Barclay fellow. We're
out to see Tommy."

"Not tonight, Rose,” Patrick begged
wearily. "I must have me sleep.”

""Come, Patrick, ye wouldn’t disappoint
Tommy? Nor would ye have me goin’
away to Mill Hill in the black-out,
alone?”

Patrick sighed, and was silent a mo-
ment, rubbing his tired eyes. His pleas-
ant smile came back. "I don’t know
what 1 was thinkin'. I'm just a bit
weary."”

“There’s a good man. We'll go out
together and maybe, Patrick, ye can find
your peace and calm.”

“Ah, forget what I said.”
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"What ye said was true, Patrick. We're
gettin’ nowhere, neither of us. I'd be
doin’ better to be back on a farm—and
maybe ye should turn to somethin' new.
Though I don’t know what it might be.”

Patrick pointed across the street to a
heavily boarded eating house. "Let's see
if a pint of ale will solve our problem.”

When they reached the door, Rose
stopped Patrick, almost fiercely tighten-
ing her fingers over his arm. "“Wait a
minute, Patrick. Ye did mean what ye
said, didn't ye?"

“Sure, I couldn't say, Rose, me head’s
all clouded. I'll know better tomorrow.”

In spite of the warm afternoon, there
were no children in the Mill Hill Gar-
dens.

"They're all getting ready for going
to school up north. It's much safer
there,”” explained Emily. "They'd cer-
tainly come play with you if they could.”

"No,” Tommy shook his head. "They
ain't 'ere because I'm bein’ punished. 1
been wicked.”

"Oh, no, Tommy, you're not wicked,"”
said Emily.

"Miss’ Barclay told wot I ’ad to do
Ach!” A new thought struck him. “If
I gaow on like this, it might be I 'ave
to return to Bow!"

Emily grew tired of Tommy's com-
plaints and, quietly and politely, she left
him.  “He's not feeling at all good,”
she said to herself. “I'll come see him
tomorrow, when he’s in a better mood.”

Tommy thought over the rules Mrs.
Barclay had given him for getting along
outside of Bow. If he couldn't learn to
obey them, there was little doubt in his
mind he would be sent back to Bow.

“Have you been honest, Tommy?" he
remembered her asking.

"Yis, aoh, yis, I been 'ornest.”
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“You're quite sure?”

He sat on the front steps, brooding, the
rest of the day. This was more serious
than merely getting Robbie back.
Whether be obeyed Mrs. Barclay's wire-
less would decide whether he could stay.
Just now he wasn’t a part of either
family. The Drinkwaters had faded into
unreality, and the idea of being a Bar-
clay was still a dream.

Tommy was neither a mouse nor bird.

“T got to tell ’er,” he whispered.

Barclay was the first to notice that
Tommy was as sober as when he first
came.

“Where's
Barclay.

Mrs. Barclay patted him on the head
and walked by. “He's homesick, poor
dear.”

“Oh no,” murmured Tommy.

“Then it's because Jack and Robbie
are gone,” said Barclay. “They'll be
back late tonight. Mary, I wonder why
Tommy shouldn’t be sent up north with

Tommy's smile?”” asked

Jack. I'd like to see him have Jack's
educational chances. The boy’s awfully
quick.”

“We really don't know him yet,” said
Mrs. Barclay.

“All the same, I'd like to figure out
something to make him happy.”

“"Homesickness,” Mrs. Barclay repeated
decisively. “I've got to run upstairs and
freshen for that guest of yours.”

Tommy almost lost courage. Mrs.
Barclay certainly wasn’t inviting any con-
fession from him. Barclay was settled
deeply in a newspaper. Tommy sat
quietly in the living room until he could
no longer stand it. He jumped up and
ran upstairs. In another moment he
rapped at her door.

“Missus Barclay!” he called.

“What do you want, Tommy?"
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There was no answer.

“Well, come in then.”

He timidly opened the door and walked
over to the dressing table. Mrs. Bar-
clay was seated before the mirror puttmg
cream on her face. "I ...1...
Something warm choked his throat and
blinded his eyes so that he could no
longer see her.

“Something wrong, child?” Mrs.
Barclay turned toward him anxiously.
“Tommy, you're ill!"

Her sudden interest gave him new
strength.

“Oh, Missus Barclay, I been wicked!
I been so wicked! I got static right
enough, like ye said. I ain't been—
‘ornest. I stole bread, and carndy, I did,
and pasty meat. One day I took a pair
o’ gloves.” He waited for Mrs. Barclay
to say something, but she only stared at
him.

“Wot kin I do to ’ear on the wireless,
lady? Wot kin I do?”

Hopefully, he waited again, visualiz-
ing her answer . . . of course it's for-
given now, Tommy. You're one of the
family, and you can listen with us in our
silent times. Robbie’s as much yours
as he is any other person’s . . . . But Mrs.
Barclay was pale and silent.

“Stole?”” she finally asked.
Tommy? How many times? Just once
or twice?” Her voice was hard,

“Whenever they wasn't looking I stole,
I did.”

Mrs. Barclay went to the door. “Har-
old, come here a moment.” She waited
for him.

“Is Tommy ill?” Barclay asked.

“Tommy told me that he’s been—dis-
honest,” Mrs. Barclay explained.

“I ’ad static. I been wicked. I stole!”
Tommy sobbed.

“Dishonest!

“Stole,

Static! ~ Jove, Mary!"




Barclay was enthusiastic. ""You mean
he’s confessed! That's quite wonder-
ful! Mr. Barclay stretched his hands
out to Tommy. “Everything’s just rip-
ping, Tommy. You're one of us. You
will get messages, now you've confessed.
None of us are sinless, are we Mary?”

There was no answer.

“"Well, are we?”

"I suppose there is a difference in sins.
Tommy says he'd done it repeatedly.”

"What a brave boy to admit it. Jove,
you must have gotten awfully hungry
some of those times.”

"Wonder what Jack would think?"”
pondered Mrs. Barclay.

“I've a hunch this is only a taste of
what’s going to happen this evening!”

Mirs. Barclay looked very brave. “And
the one coming tonight, you met her in a
jailhouse, didn’t you?”

Mrs. Barclay, who had been frowning
thoughfully all the while they were
awaiting their guests, bounced up en-
thusiastically after Ruthie answered the
door.

“A Rose Corcoran, ma'am, and Pat-
rick Shaw,” Ruthie announced quietly,
leaving them at the hallway.

"Do come in,” Mrs. Barclay smiled.

“Aye, thank ye,” Rose said awkwardly,
peering into the living room until her
eyes met Tommy, standing by the win-
dow, beaming in silent awe at the ap-
pearance of his friends.

“Tommy!"

“Would ye look at the boy!” boomed
Patrick.

“You're friends of Tommy's?"* Mis.
Barclay asked, mildly astonished.

Tommy came forward to greet them.
“'ello,” he whispered, trying to maintain
the Barclay calm. He hoped his very
quietness would subdue these noisy
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friends, make them more acceptable in
the eyes of the people he must please.

“Really, this is a great surprise, invit-
ing acquaintances of our Tommy,” Bar-
clay smiled cheerily. "You know, it'll
be much easier for us to get under way,
now we've a common bond.”

“Isn't it odd my husband should se-
lect two friends of Tommy's?” Mis.
Barclay repeated gently. “And then, my
husband said you were having some sort
of difficulty.”

“Ye might say all Tommy's friends are
in trouble, Mrs. Barclay,” Rose answered
nervously.

“So Tommy informed us this after-
noon. What were you picked up for?”
Her tone suggested it might be thievery.

“Irish Republican Army,” Patrick
answered decisively.

Mrs. Barclay appeared relieved. “Then
it wasn’t black-out activity?”

"What do ye think, havin' the likes of
us?" asked Rose.

Mrs. Barclay smiled. "My husband
was looking for English dissenters.”

"Oh, we're not dissenters because, as
ye well know, we're not English,” Rose
explained.

“That’s rather true,” admitted Barclay.
“You've a lot to hate England for. We
really owe you an apology.”

“That ye do!” Patrick became alert,
ready for battle,

“Then of course, England has her
grudges against you. There’s no love
lost between England and Ireland.”

“Nor shall there be!”

Tommy bowed his head, a little
ashamed of Patrick’s lack of calm, and
his big, booming rudeness.

"The Barclays don’t believe in hatred,”
Rose explained. “In the Cosmic Faith
Society, that's their strongest point to have
no hatin"."”
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“"Don't believe in hatred! Ye've but
to look around ye to see what a lot there
is.” Patrick began orating. "“Take Eire.
She’s a perfect right to hate. The world’s
goin’ to starve her out, so she has to
stand alone against the world.”

“Aye, Patrick,” smiled Rose wearily.
“But this afternoon ye were cursin’ Eire
and sayin' ye would turn to somethin’
new. 'Twas peace and calm ye wanted.
Forgive the man, Mrs. Barclay, for
burstin’ out so.”

“Name a good man who wouldn't,”
said Mrs. Barclay.

“Aye, he has a good brain, but faith,
it takes his heart so long to cool off,
it's of no good to him at all.”

“But the heart too has its place,”
smiled Mrs, Barclay.

“Sure, it has, but right now I thought
it might be a good thing to find out
what it is ye have to teach the two of us.
What was it this mornin’, Mr. Barclay?”

“The Cosmic Faith Society. My dear
girl, there’s so much to be said about it,
now especially, when I can see from what
you've both said you're troubled. You
want calm. You'd like change. We can
help you gain both.”

“Aye, if 1 changed, 'tis by meself,”
said Patrick drowsily. He was falling
under the Barclay lull, and growing
weary.

"Of course you change alone, but we
all need a helping hand. And there is
none better than the Cosmos, for gaining
new life.”

“You see,” interrupted Mrs. Barclay,
“when you reach the Cosmos, you
awaken, spiritually.”

“Aye, if that's the way ye want it
and there are many that do, but me, I
want no new life, Mrs. Barclay, I want
to go back to what I used to be. Ye
shouldn't always be jumpin’ from one
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thing to the next. What ye were as a
child, that ye were meant to be.”

“I take that to mean Tommy should
go back to Bow?" smiled Mis. Barclay.

"“Aye,” said Patrick. “Ye'd send that
poor lad back to the slums?”

"Back to Bow? I don't 'ave to go
back, niver,” Tommy shook his head at
Rose.

“Nay, that’s not what I mean and he
knows it!” Rose cried impatiently.
“Tommy niver was a child. In Bow
he’d become a worthless burden bringin’
about more rottenness, helpin’ Bow live
forever, growin' blacker, uglier. Nay,
Patrick, ye well know I mean there are
those of us who were happy children.
Sure, there was hard work, and at times
there was famine, and it was wrong. But
leavin’ the soil, I helped no one get more
to eat. I don't understand revolutions
and armies.”

“Speak for yerself then. Would ye
have me go back to the streets of
Dublin?”

"Ye were not always on the streets of
Dublin.”

“Aye? Then back to a worthless bog?
'"Twas no better than Tommy's life!”

“Then perhaps ye'd best listen to Bar-
clay and see if he has somethin’ better.”

"Good enough,” said Barclay. "It be-
gins with the idea we've all committed
some terrible sin that has made our life
the wretched thing it is, We suffer from
these terrible sins.”

“And Tommy?"” asked Rose. “What
is the sin the lad’s committed?”
“Even Tommy," Barclay beamed.

“Tommy's confessed his sin, and has at-
tuned to the Cosmic Faith. Am I not
right, Tommy?”

Tommy nodded happily from his
corner, remaining calm in the accepted
Barclay fashion.




"He's confessed to doing evil, quite
of his own. Volunteered it. And you
say yourself, Tommy’s better off than
when last you saw him.

“Sure, from fresh air and good food,
he’s better off,”” Rose corrected.

“No, no, it's deeper than that. The
change came over the lad after he con-
fessed,” said Barclay warmly. “Tell them
what you told us, Tommy."”

Tommy trembled nervously, and he
kept the corners of his mouth from work-
ing into a smile. "I stole,” he said,
rather happily. Even as he pronounced
the words, they washed the guilt away.

"Oh, that,”” said Patrick, yawning.
"What did ye do, tell him he got no
dinner without first confessin’ a sin?
Sure, ‘tis no sin to steal, when it's the
only way of eatin'.”

“Then say that of all thieves,” Bar-
clay continued. “We all sin to satisfy
wants. And from this day, this lad
will never do without food, now that he
receives messages from the Cosmos."”

Patrick was still a moment, and then
he looked up at Barclay. “This Cosmos,
can it get ye the thing ye want?"”

“And what is it you wish?” asked
Barclay.

Patrick shrugged his shoulders, won-
dering what it was exactly he was need-
ing, and Rose looked vague, waiting for
Barclay to tell them what it was they
wanted.

"In the Cosmic Faith there is peace.
Come now, the both of you are interested
in gaining it. First of all, you haven't
the answer in fighting. Nothing of that
sort helps. You have to learn to apolo-
gize, go halfway.”

“Then why are we fightin’ Germany ?"’
asked Patrick, sleepily.

"I didn’t start the war.
clared we must stop them.”

Now it's de-
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“Eire’s been fightin' longer.”

"Perhaps that's true. Any war’s bad.
And it’s especially bad if it’s hurting you,
your personal life.”

Barclay began directing his words to-
ward Rose, who seemed doubtful. “Don't
you want to join in our moment of silence
before the Cosmos? Shan't we try it?
Here we're puzzled, wanting peace, want-
ing to better understand the ideas twisted
up within us—"

“What is it ye mean, Cosmos? What
is it happens?”

"One listens, quietly, bearing in mind
whether they've always been truthful. Or
perhaps you're a bit selfish, or not kindly
enough.  Sometimes the problem is
Tommy's sort, dishonesty. All of us in
Cosmic Faith are guided to throw off
some impurity. Oh, great ideas come to
us because,” Barclay nodded, "‘we’ve be-
come pure in our hearts.”

"I niver heard that before,” said Pat-
rick.

"Ye may not have, Patrick,” Rose dis-
agreed, "but it rings familiar to me ear,
Faith, it was not the Cosmic Spirit to
which I was told to listen.”

“This is something quite different,
quite superior,” Mrs. Barclay assured her.
"You are thinking of the Church, are
you not?”

"Maybe, for the fisst time, I was think-
in' a little further than the Church.”

“Wouldn't ye like to hear them out?”
begged Patrick.

“You mean, hear the Cosmos out,”
corrected Barclay.

"It doesn’t seem ye've given us time
enough,” said Rose,

“Oh, but most of the Cosmos, you learn
for yourself, and the initial step is
nothing.  Merely listen, having your
heart pure. Then of course, you must
follow the ideas that come.”
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Tommy had a great desire to help Bar-
clay start Rose and Patrick on the path
of righteousness and happiness. “Be we
‘arvin’ & quiet time, Mr, Barclay? Please
Rose, carn’t we try?”

"We've nothin” to
shrugged.”

“Then it's settled!"” cried Barclay, clap-
ping his hands. “Sit relaxed and quiet,
so that these thoughts from the Cosmos
will come to you. Afterward, we'll share
them.” He turned and smiled at Tommy.

“Good luck, lad.”

The hush was a soothing one. Patrick
gave a great sigh, and relaxed into the
side of the sofa, his head resting in his
hands, sincerely meditating.

Under the influence of the Barclays,
Tommy tried earnestly to get a message,
but thoughts of Robbie and Emily and
the children in the Gardens came more
rapidly than he could battle them. He
made plans for the next day. Someway
he’d ask for Robbie after the quiet time
before Jack had the chance, and they'd
go to the Gardens. He was sure God
wouldn’t mind.

He began watching Patrick, puzzled by
his soft, clumsy smile and his half-closed
eyes, At first Tommy wondered if he
might be sleeping, but then he re-
membered Mr. Barclay had looked that
way in the morning silent time. This
must be what it was really like to get a
message. Rose was thinking, biting her
nails and concentrating on something, but
he could tell she hadn’t learned anything
from the Cosmos, and he was very sorry
for her.

When a long time had ticked away,
Tommy decided it was necessary to con-
jure up a message, something which
might delight Mrs, Barclay. He was
connecting the lack of sunshine and the
loud Drinkwater voices with his early

lose,” Rose
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thoughts—they never listened to the wire-
less!

“Well " Mr. Barclay broke the silence.
“Don’t we all feel better?”

Patrick opened his eyes and sighed
comfortably. He sat erect, his face sud-
denly serene and gentle looking. Tommy
could tell there was a change in him.,

"My, you look to have—discovered the
Cosmos,” said Mrs. Barclay.

“Ye think so?” asked Rose. “I'd say
it's the first time he’d had a rest in
days.”

Patrick looked at Rose, smiled and
shook his head. " 'Tis a new kind of rest,
girl,” he said gently.

“Patrick!” Rose gasped.
matter with ye?”

“Ye needn’t be afraid, Rose Corcoran,”
he continued softly, in obvious imitation
of Barclay. “Sometime it'll come ye, the
same as with me. From the Cosmos.”

It seemed to Tommy that Patrick was
out of his body.

“Ye've got the right idea, bless ye,”
Patrick said to Barclay.

“There /s a change in you,” Mrs. Bar-
clay bubbled.

“There is. 1 feel all calm within me.
Sure, I can start in doin’ somethin’
worthy now—like I was sayin’ this after-
noon.”

"“Ye're jokin',” Rose laughed fecbly.
"Ye sound as dramatic as a sick cow.”

Patrick smiled benevolently at her, and
then calmly toward his new friends.

“Now, Patrick, go on with ye, it pains
me to see ye so. I might have known
better than to let ye remain silent a
whole hour in the presence of strangers.
It's always meant a quarrel or somethin’
worse.”

“I'll niver quarrel again,” said Patrick
vehemently.

Tommy was struck by the queer holi-

“What's the




ness which had come over Patrick, and
his eyes were on him, wide and reverent.

“Tell us about IRA. What is it you
do in the group that seems to make every-
one so miserable?” Mrs. Barclay asked
curiously.

"Well—" began Patrick.

“"Well, nothin’,” said Rose. "If ye
want to change, change, but for the love
of heaven be loyal to yer old friends,
Patrick Shaw!”

"I think it best for all concerned that
we know the background of your un-
happiness—sort of a confession, like
Tommy made!” Mrs, Barclay begged.

“It's best for no one!” Rose cried.

“I'm sure it's not necessary,” said Bar-
clay, regarding the angry trembling of
Rose’s lips. “Well then, Patrick! Let’s
hear your resolution. If you're to start
over, you must begin now while the
idea’s strong. Don’t put it off.”

“Ye don’t find me puttin’ off anythin’
The time comes to begin again, and ye

find me beginnin’,

“Come, Patrick, what is it ye intend
to begin?”

“Honest work, woman. I'll find me a
job in England. She’s at war and she
needs me. That's me message.”

“From the Cosmos? Did it come to
ye in a dream, Patrick Shaw?” Rose
smiled slowly. “And it told ye whether
England would trust ye—changin® yer
mind ivery month, and yer loyalty as
well? When do ye begin? How do ye
begin ?"

“I begin alone. I'm goin’ out to find
meself work.”

“Patrick! Are ye still angry with me?
Ye said ye'd do that only this afternoon.”

“Of course I'm not angry with ye, girl.
This was me message,” he repeated gent-
ly. "Don't take it hard, I still leave ye

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

to the IRA. Ye said I didn’t understand
what it was about.”

“Then ye are angry.
mean that, Patrick.”

“Ye said it was fine with ye if I wished
to start over.”

“But ye haven't—"

“Brave spirit, Patrick!” interrupted
Mrs. Barclay, “There’s the moral way.
How beautiful and good of you to change.
Lucky, lucky England!”

“Yes, I'll be goin’ out alone, Rose,”
Patrick continued. “Each mornin’ I'll
be listenin’ with the Barclays, wherever
I be, and me place in England will come.”

Rose was hurt and confused. "So
ye're leavin' me, Patrick Shaw? Holy
Mary, I should have known better than
to drag ye here. He was angry all day
with me, Mr. Barclay, and dead with
weariness. He said he wanted better to
sleep than come with me. Now he can't
think and I've made him angry!”

I didn't quite

“Whish, girl, I'm not angry with ye!”

For a moment, everyone was silent,
waiting for Rose to answer. She seemed
alone and small and hurt. Suddenly she
began to laugh, nodding her head.

“Then this is the way again, eh Pat-
rick Shaw? Ye're weary of IRA. From
one thing to another, niver back, niver
finished with the last. There was to be
nothin’ permanent in our workin' to-
gether!”

“If God sees it right, I'll be back.”

“Don’t be a fool, Patrick. If ye must
be trouncin’ off ivery time a new idea
hits ye, don’t blame it on God. Ye're
hitched up to the Cosmos now. Blame
it! Aye, we were niver meant to marry.”

Barclay gently ignored Rose, hoping to
quiet her. “You're leaving the IRA?”
he asked Patrick.

“I work only for Unity now.”
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“What a victory!” Barclay rubbed his
hands together.

" *Tis a victory for IRA, we discovered
a traitor in time,” Rose arched.

"Well,” Barclay smiled forgivingly at
her, "it's struck me how late it is. Tommy
ought really to be in bed. Let's have a
bit of tea and hear the boy.”

Ruthie had stood in the doorway, wait-
ing for a lull in the conversation.

"1 was just thinkin’, Missus Barclay.
We'd best go in the dinin' room for tea.
It's growin’ dark, and we've the black-
out screens up there.”

Everyone was excessively gentle with
Tommy. They sat back waiting for their
tea to cool, listening to him.

"I got a message,” he said brightly.
“"Wot's wrong in Bow is people ain't
listenin’ to God.”

“"God?" asked Rose. “"What does the
lad mean, speakin’ so of God? I thought
he was with this Cosmos.”

“He couldn't understand it quite,”
smiled Barclay. “We explained it to him
as being most like God.”

“Yis, people ain't listenin’ to God,”
continued Tommy. “They ’as ‘omes
where people been wicked. If they wasn't
for static the sun would shine right
through, it would."”

""What static, Tommy ?"" asked Rose.

Barclay winked at her. "He's quite
taken with the idea of reaching God—
that is, the Cosmos, via wireless—it sort
of gives him the feeling we have in
reaching the Cosmos."

“That's blasphemy, it is!" cried Rose.
"I don’t mind ye listenin’ to this Cosmos,
and then ye can let the rest of us use the
old name for the Almighty, and worship
as we find proper! But ye need not mix
your Cosmos into our bargain, and stir
in a little wireless!"
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The Barclays looked at Rose with
mournful pity. "What were you saying,
Tommy? If people would listen to the
Cosmos, there'd be more sunshine?”

"Yis, yis!" exclaimed Tommy. “The
sun would shine clear out to Bow if
there wasn't for thievin' and like that.”

"Merciful mother of God!" cried
Rose.

Mr. Barclay was completely wrapped
by Tommy's idea. "Jove, it's been one
thing after another this evening. What
an idea! Poverty caused by lack of Faith!
That's absolutely right, you know! It's
got to be changed. Just as I changed
you, I can go down to Bow and change
those people.”

“There’s many others had the same
idea,” said Rose.

"Oh, not quite like this. I'll enter every
meeting house, every pub, munitions fac-
tories—everywhere there are miserable
people, I'll tell them what Tommy's told
me.”

“You're going to do this, Harold ?"

"Of course.”

"But you've your business to attend
to.”” Mrs. Barclay turned to Patrick. "1
leave it to you, Patrick. Do you think it's
possible for someone of another station
to help those people? Of course not.
You, for example, you're going to do
great things for Ireland—toward unity—
because you're one of them.”

“He is no longer,” said Rose. "People
must stay as they are to do any good.”

“There! You see! To do that work
Harold, even Rose agrees, it must be
someone who's of the same station—"

"I don’t speak of stations,” growled
Rose. “I'm of a much simpler plan. The
wrong we did was to leave Eire. We got
along fine there.”

“But 1 devote the rest of me life to
Eire!” cried Patrick, “It's true, Mrs. Bar-




clay, as ye say, ye have to work with
your own people.”

“That’s right, And it'll be all the same
in Bow. A person from Bow who's been
changed could do & world of good. He'd
know ever so much more how to reach
them.”

“Yes, if there were someone from
Bow,” said Barclay, "but so far there is
no such person.”

“"Have you forgotten Tommy ?"

"What do you mean?" Barclay looked
at his wife as one looks at someone who
has just uttered an incoherent phrase.

Mrs. Barclay beamed at Tommy.
“Can't you see what I mean. Tommy's
from Bow. He's the fellow to change it.”

“Oh no, Mary. Tommy wouldn’t know
at all what I mean.”

"Wot do ye want me to do?” asked
Tommy.

"Go back to Bow and bring them sun-
shine, Tommy!"”

“Heé'’s only a child, Mary.”

"You said yourself he was sharp. With
the aid of the Faith, he can do a good
deal.”

“I'm not sure the child has really found
the Cosmic Faith yet.”

“And a little child shall lead them!”
Now Mrs. Barclay had begun weeping
over Tommy, and there was a quiet sin-
cerity to it which seemed to touch Patrick
deeply. She became so greatly affected
that she got up and went to Tommy,
drawing him to her as though he were
now really one of her own,

“Tommy, there was a real purpose in
your being guided here. We're truly
grateful to you.”

“I'm to go with Mr, Barclay to Bow?"
Tommy was happy. “Ye mean ye want
me to show 'im the place?”

“That isn’t at all what ye mean, is it
Mrs. Barclay?” asked Rose. “Ye mean
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to get that lad back where he came from,
out of this house, isn't that so?”
"Aoh no, Rose,” said Tommy. "1 ain't
goin’ back to stay!”
"Oh, now, Mary, you wouldn't want
that.”
"It isn't I, nor what T want, but my
message, Harold.”
~ "My guidance tells me it's absolutely
cruel to send that child back, under any
pretext. No!” This was the first time
Tommy had heard Mr. Barclay raise his
voice. Patrick, who had been carefully
imitating him, was startled, and hurt.
Mrs. Barclay hadn't altered. She took
her arms away from Tommy and sat

down again. ""We mustn’t raise our voice,
Harold."”

“Are I goin' back?”

"I don’t think so, Tommy,” said Bar-
clay. “Let’s not think of it for a moment,
Let's have more tea.”

"“They got us both, eh, Tommy?" Rose
said lightly. “Imagine sendin’ a wee
broth of a boy into a2 pub—""ow do ye do,
sir? I come to save ye!" "

“It always seems hard to change at
first, Rose,” Mrs. Barclay soothed. “One
must be strong. I had to suffer when I
accepted this new way.”

"I'm acceptin’ no new way.”

"Though perhaps it might be easier if
you did, now all your friends have.”

“It'll be no more for him to go back
to Bow than for me to leave all the ex-
citement of the Irish Republican Army,"”
said Patrick. “Tommy's got to suffer a
bit, with the rest of us.”

“Of course. You want to bring Bow
the sunshine, now don’t you, Tommy?"

“"Sunshine, Missus Barclay?”

“Yes. You just said so.”

“1 did?”

“Of course ye did,” said Patrick. “We
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should send the lad to Bow before he
forgets completely.”

“Right tomorrow, while the idea is
strong,” urged Mrs. Barclay.

“Don’t let’s rush, Mary. I've not had
time to think it over."”

"One must rush into this, Harold,
and take the chance. What would hap-
pen to the world if all our fine resolu-
tions were given a chance to cool?”

Patrick smiled the calm new way at
Rose. "Ye'd take him back, wouldn't ye,
Rose?”

“Certainly I don’t intend to stay with
Mrs. Barclay.”

“Ye'll take him back?”

“T will.”

“It's working out beautifully,” said
Mis. Barclay. “Rose, you may stay here
the night—we've a room here for air-
raid victims."”

“Which is exactly what I am,” said
Rose. “More a wireless-raid victim!”

“And I shall start this very moment
scouring England for a job.” Patrick
stood up immediately, the same way a
person would make a dive into cold
water immediately, before he softened.

“Do wear your green necktie,” begged
Mrs. Barclay. “It'd be such a striking
change—from IRA to Cosmic Faith!”

“That's the last thing on earth ye'd
better do,” said Rose,

“But I ain’t goin' back to Bow?"
asked Tommy.

“No,"” said Mr. Barclay.

“Will I iver see ye again?”’ Rose
watched Patrick back away toward the
door, but she didn’t get up.

“If iver it was right to be friends,
dear Rose, we'll meet again though I'm
a new man.”

“Ye won't be back.”

“If it’s the Cosmic will, he'll come
back,” said Mrs. Barclay.

2

All traces of humor left Rose when
Patrick put his hand on the doorknob.
Her voice was leaden. "Put it as ye will,
it won't be the will of the Cosmos for
him to come back!"

“Good-bye, Rose,” said Patrick, smil-
ing a little sadly. Then, without looking
at the Barclays any more, he turned ab-
ruptly and went out.

“If that's the sort ye are, Patrick
Shaw,” Rose called after him, “I'm well
rid of ye!”

There was an uncomfortable silence of
four people who suddenly had nothing in
common with each other.

“You'll feel much better if you can
cry, Rose.”

“I'd not cry over that weaklin’ for your
satisfaction, Mrs. Barclay.”

Tommy stared hatefully at Mrs. Bar-
clay. It seemed right for him to be on
Rose’s side. Do ye send me back again?”
he asked her.

She nodded. “To bring sunshine to
Bow, Tommy.”

"Oh, lady, don’t send me away! I'm
sorry I been wicked!”

“It isn’t me, Tommy."”

“Let’s keep him here, Mary.”

“I heard something wonderful in that
child’s message,” she concluded fervently.

Now Tommy could see it wasn't Mrs.
Barclay who had been wrong. He was
being punished for making up a story.

"“You're tired, both of you.” Mrs, Bar-
clay stood beckoningly by the landing.
“I'll put you two to bed.”

“Please, Missus Barclay,” Tommy
begged once more as he followed her up-
stairs.

“Good night, Tommy.” She opened
the doors to the bedrooms and patiently
made each of them comfortable.

When she was back in the parlor with



her husband, Tommy ran to the door and
listened.

“They'll be better tomorrow, both of
them. You'll see.”

“What on earth possessed you?”

"I don’t know.”

“You're Dblessed right
know!”

“That’s not what I mean at all. It's no
malice. One never knows what guidance
is!”

"I'm dumbfounded myself. You've had
something against that child, almost from
the moment he came here. Is it his
speech—that first night at dinner?”

"Of course not.”

“Then he’s such a handsome lad—
and Jack—I wish I could see into your
mind.”

Tommy could tell that Mr. Barclay
was exploding, while his wife stayed
monotonously strong.

“I feel then it's because you're afraid
he'll have an influence on Jack. You
needn’t be. Jack's not even kind.”

"“You're not being fair with me. The
idea came to me, not from me. You've
got to believe it, Harold.”

“I suppose there’ll be no peace until he
goes,” Barclay was silent after that, de-
feated.

Tommy went back to bed and listened
to Rose’s sobs in the next room. Her
sobbing became louder, like the sobbing
of one of the cats in the Bow alleys, and
he could hear a strange undertone—his
sister pattering across the floor. When he
slipped deep under the sheet for protec-
tion, new ghosts haunted him, and they
were much more real than footsteps. Mr.
Drinkwater was drunk, humming to him-
self, his mother was yelling at Alicia,
stopping a moment to cough herself blue
in the face, and then, Tommy could smell
the horrible, dank odors of Bow.

you don't
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"“Wake up, Master Tommy,” Jack Bar-
clay was crying in his ear. *"You've missed
the quiet time completely. Mother
thought it best that you sleep.”

Jack was smiling graciously at him;
he was exuberant, talking right to him.
It made Tommy wonder if the silent
hour of the evening before wasn’t some-
thing he'd dreamed. In reality he'd con-
fessed, fallen asleep, and awakened to
find himself a member of the family.

“Hope things will be better when you
get to Bow.” Jack sat on the edge of
the bed. “You know, it’s jolly nice of you
to want to help everyone.”

"Back to Bow?”

“Had you forgotten?”

Tommy remembered clearly.

“T'll hurry down and wait for you
at the table.”

Tommy dressed rapidly and went out
for one last look at Robbie. The dog
was tied to the back porch, and it wagged
and jumped on seeing Tommy.

"Wot a good dog,” Tommy whispered.
"1 don’t care if I go back, if ye come
along. Not so much, I don’t mind.”

“Tommy, let's see if we can't eat a
good breakfast.”” Mrs. Barclay was wait-
ing for him in the kitchen.

“Yis, Missus Barclay.”

Tommy sat quietly at the table, drink-
ing his milk and being agreeable, as long
as possible. “Might 1 take Robbie when
I go,” he finally asked, “might I, Missus
Barclay ?”

"“Now, Tommy, there’d be no place for
him. Besides, large dogs like Robbie need
lots of green grass, and sunshine.”

"But 'e'll "ave sunshine.”

“Of course, when you've changed
everything. Then, Tommy, then you
may come back and get Robbie.”

Robbie was lost.
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When Rose came down the stairs, she
no longer wore a bravado look.

“Won't you have something to eat,
Rose?"

“No thank ye. But if ye could spare a
few shillin's fare, to make up for break-
fast, we'd be grateful. I've not a farthin’,”

“Certainly. Mr. Barclay will give you
something on the way to the station.”

“Then, Mr. Barclay, if ye're takin' us,
suppose we go right now?”

“I'll get my coat,” said Barclay. He
looked guilty, sensing the misery he had
caused, and hurried Tommy and Rose out
the door.

“Good luck, my dear!” Mrs. Barclay
clasped Rose's hand, and smiled brightly
down at Tommy, with the kindly distant
look she had given him ever since their
meeting. “Everything will be best this
way, Tommy. It wasn't meant for you to
leave Bow for long.”

“"Look, Mrs. Barclay,” Rose cried. “Ye
haven’t given Tommy a fair chance. Ivery
one likes the lad, once they've known

“Oh, I quite agree,” said Mrs. Barclay.
"Good-bye.”

Emily was sitting on her doorstep when
they went off.

“You've got your satchel, Tommy,
Where you going?”

Tommy ran down to the auto without
turning to answer.

“Tommy! Don’t act that way! I don’t
think you're wicked!” Emily called, re-
membering yesterday. By then, they had
driven off and Mrs. Barclay had gone
back into the house,

“See here,” Barclay said when they
reached the station, *'I didn’t mean to do
anything wrong in bringing you here. I
had such a vision—nothing petty.”

He absently bought the train tickets
and got them through the gates.
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“Forget it.”

"My wife’s really awfully nice, you
know. I can’t see what got into her. We'd
found some wonderful things together
in the Cosmic Faith Society.”

"“You're all right, Barclay. And it
might be Tommy didn't belong there. His
mother loves him, that she does. She
probably needs him. As for me, it's pun-
ishment, all this, for the day I left Eire.”

The train shot into the station. I hope
I may see you again, Tommy. It's so
hard now—Ilet me know if—"

Barclay thrust two five-pound notes into
Rose’s hand.

“Thank you,” Rose mumbled, dragging
Tommy on the train. They looked back
when the doors were shut and saw Bar-
clay hunch his shoulders and walk away.

“If we'd another place to go, Tommy."”

“It might be I'll go back some day,
Rose?”

“I don’t know, Tommy. Ye might say,
will Patrick come back? I think not. I'm
not sure.”

“They 'ates me, don’t they, miss?"

“No, Tommy, he'll not be comin’
back. He'll stay with England until
somethin’ better comes.”

“But if I'm arful good, Miss Rose?
Mr. Barclay don't "ate me, that I know.”
Tommy wondered if Barclay might come
—now there was bombing at Plymouth—
if the German bombers flew overhead
and killed Mrs. Barclay and Jack. Oh,
no, he didn't want Mrs. Barclay killed.
He only wanted kindness from her, he
wouldn’t mind if she’d just let him stay
on, the way Ruthie did.

“Ye see what I mean, Tommy? Pat-
rick’s not comin’ back. There’ll be no
more pranks to scold him for."”

“Might be the Barclays will git lone-
some,” he said. He tugged Rose’s arm.



"Might be they’ll come for me this very
night.”

“No, lad, they won't be here, not
them. Barclay'll forgit ye, once his wife
works on him.”

Tommy fell to dreaming of all the
possible ways they might meet him. He
hoped it would be when his mother had
slapped him. Jack would look horrified
the way he had when he first heard
Tommy speak. Mrs. Barclay would cry,
and hold him close to her.

“Do ye know, Tommy, there’s not a
thing on earth I can do. I'm fit for

nothin’.

"Oh, no, Rose. It was larst night ye
said ye was good at hoein’,” Tommy said
earnestly.

“Ah, that's no longer. Don't be fool-
ish, Tommy. Ye won't, ye're learnin’
early. Ye can see how I feel, knowin'
him such a long time.”

“Yis, a long time.”

“He was me only friend. Ye know, it's
hard for me to make friends, Tommy,
I've such a temper. I don't think I'll
find another.”

“Rose, how might 1 change Bow?
Wot shall I do?”

By this time they were out of the un-
derground, going toward Market Street.
Tommy held his breath to keep away the
odors, making them all the worse when
he finally drew them in.

“Would ye die of anguish for losin’
Robbie, Tommy? I think not. Ye're
afraid of death, and there are other dogs.
Truly, I think ye'd not die of losin’ a
friend, for ye're far too young.”

“Die? Oh, no.”

At Gladstone’s statue the automobiles
and lorries sped in four directions, some-
how failing to hit each other. A bal-
loon from the Bow River Barrage had
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floated down Gladstone’s shoulders, and
it flapped about him like a cloak.

“Listen, Tommy, sure ye can find yer
way home from here?”

“Straight up from the statue. Wot's the
matter, Rose? Ye're comin’?”

“I've somethin’ to do. Go along, then.”

“Rose, Rose! I carn’t change Bow me-
self!"

“That's exactly what ye've to do, poor
lad.” She pushed Tommy away. “Tommy,
wait! Take this money and hide it. Ye
might help yer mother a bit. Good-bye,
dear.”

Tommy walked toward home, past
Bow Bells, hurrying by the black doorway
remembering that sometime he must walk
in and tell those men his message.

“It's a rotten shame it is, poor Drink-
water! Ye carn’t get a job, even now!”

“Ye find few as can bear up under
their troubles, the same as I. Why, every-
one of the women "as that raspin’ cough.”

“Don’t worry, h'it’s goin’ to be some-
thin" doin’ for all of us, now France ’as
fell. There’s goin” to be a sloppy mess!”

The traffic around Gladstone's statue
stopped with a horrible screech of brakes
and a crash.

“Auto accident, more’'n like. There’s
a job for ye, Drinkwater! If they’s many
more, they won't be none left to fight the
war—

“It's Rose!"” Tommy caught his breath,
and then started running. A small
crowd, difficult to push through, had de-
veloped around someone. He couldn’t
make out who it was they were bending
over, “Rose!” he screamed.

Someone was explaining the accident
to an officer. "I couldn't see—it happened
so dashed fast, and the day's so misty—"

“Sure, Suicide more’n like,”

“Rose!”

“Ah, hush with the screamin'!” Rose
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caught Tommy by the arm and drew him
across the street. She was pale—no-
ticeably shaken by the accident.

“Ye're all right—"

“Sure I am. It isn't me time yet. Ah,
Tommy, ye aren’t the only one’s gettin’
messages. When they come from the
Lord, tliey come a bit slower, ’tis true,
but now I can see clearly what I have to
do. We're not stopped yet, Tommy."

"Ye're not goin’ to leave me, Rose? Be
ye 'elpin’ me change Bow?"

“Ye can't change Bow, lad. "Tis a place
bewitched. But there are some of us in
Bow who can be helped. There is none
other sees what we're good for. Aye,
Tommy, the world’s wrong about a lot
of us. We can be of help, and we can
be happy, too, and we can work out our
problem by ourselves.”

“Wot is it? Might it 'elp me, Rose?”
Tommy asked hopefully. There was a
look about Rose’s face that seemed an
answer to all Tommy's problems.

“If I'm lucky, I'll be helpin’ ye, and
ivery leftover child in Bow, Tommy. Go
on home, lad. I'll be back for ye.”

"Be ye all right, Rose!"”

“Sure, there’s no Patrick Shaw or Mill
Hill biddie will be scarin’ me. I'm
goin’ to find a place for us—not just ye
and me—'tis no time to be selfish.”

“Will T be goin’ back to the country?”

“Wait and see.”

When Rose walked away, Tommy was
left puzzled and disheartened. He turned
down Market Street, past the butcher,
who put a protecting hand over his
meat and glowered silently as Tommy
passed.

“Well, Tommy Drinkwater!” cried a
neighbor. “'ow be ye? My but ain’t ye
changed in such a little while. Such a
pretty lad, Come back for a visit?"

The old women on his block were lean-
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ing out of the top floor windows, shout-
ing as they always did.

"Ta-ta, Missus Dorcas. 'ow be ye to-
day?”

“Fine, but for the old mis'ry in me
back.”

"Bless me if it ain’t Tommy Drink-
water comin’ by. ‘ello, Tommy, I'd *ardly
know ye.”

Fat Marvin Bailey was leaning in the
doorway, leering at him. “Look '0’s back.
Ye couldn’t stick it out, Tommy? Ye was
the one said ye could stay on, and la!
ye're back quicker'n any other!”

Tommy hardly heard him, for there
was the louder, more familiar sound in
his own home, Mrs. Drinkwater scolding.

"I suppose ye think ye’d do better
aout entertainin’ the soldiers?” she cried
at Alicia. “Ye ain’t so fancy, me pretty.
Ye're best off with yer own family!”

“It ain’t that—a tall. I don’t mind
stayin’, But ye don’t do anythin’. Ye just
sit there, starin’ out the window. Wot do
ye take me for? All I do is wash the
clothes and git tea. I ain’t got no friends
no more. -

“Don’t be narsty, Aliciar. Leave me
be. I don’t feel well and ye know it.”

“Oh, oh! I wish I was dead!”

“Shut up. Shut up!” Then there was a
spasm of coughing. When Tommy
opened the door he found his mother
doubled up and purple, and he was sorry
for her. She had no voice left.

“Tommy,” she whispered.

"It's Tommy back! La, ain't 'e a grand
one though?” beamed Alicia. “Did ye
come to take us back wi' ye? Eh, Tom-
my?"

“I come back to—"" the words wouldn't
come. He lost his idea when he opened
the door, and in that same instant he felt
aloof and above his family. There was the
dirty laundry piled on the chairs, which




was as far as Mrs. Drinkwater had gotten
before she began scolding Alicia. The
baby was sitting on the floor like a
healthy lizard, too tough to become ill,
cooing and clapping its hands. He didn't
know why he’d come back.

“Why don’t ye say somethin’?
grown too grand for us?”

Tommy went over to the window and
looked up, out at the fog lifting slowly
from the streets. It sprang from the river
and formed a curve, cutting the people
of Bow off from the sunshine and from
God. In his mind's eye he saw that it was
very solid on top.

Then, realizing it was useless to listen,
he burst into tears.
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BY September, Tommy Drinkwater was
old, and beaten. Mrs. Drinkwater
had given up scolding him. She let him
go his way: chased him out of the house
in fact. T

“The look of yer loag face, always
starin’ at me, and the way jf&dgn't talk,
w'y should I "ave to put up wi' ye2 Go
along!” '

Then Tommy would wander through
the street until he was too hungry to wan-
der any more.

By September, the children of Tom-
my’s neighborhood were as melancholy
as he was. There were about sixteen of
them, too old for camps, too undesirable
for private homes, who walked about like
unowned curs, When the food was par-
ticularly scarce the children became savage,
angry little animals. All night long there
would be the splintering of glass from
the unprotected shops, and the police
came upon ugly, frightened little chil-
dren.

The old people, leaning out their win-
dows and watching them, saw that the

Ye
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children weren't behaving naturally any
more, and they were filled with helpless
pity.
“Did ye ever see the like? They won't
look at each other, ye carn't git them to
play, and wi’ no one 'ome to look after
'em nowadays, things is bad—bad. W’en
they go to the air-raid shelter, they won't
speak wi' the other.”

“And w'en they come aout wi' the All
Clear, they run abaout, stealin’ and
breakin’ things, like little tigers, they
are.”

"“They ain’t pretty no more. It used to
be they wasn't nothin’ so sweet as a Bow
child, no matter 'ow thin.”

Tommy Drinkwater, comin’ up below
them, would look soberly up at the gos-
sips, and explain. “It’s because they ain't
‘ornest, that's why they's unhappy.”

He would walk on, leaving them be-
wildered,

“Wot a change in Tommy Drinkwater,
He used to be the mischief-maker, and
naow ’e don’t do nothin' but look wise
and old, and shake 'is "ead at the rest of
‘em.”

“La! Tommy Drinkwater ain’t well.”

“That ‘e ain’t. 'e’s not long for this
world. 'e's goin’, like ’is sister Dolly
went.”

Tommy believed that himself. He was
sure he was going to die, and all this
because he’d failed completely. He found
the thing he'd wanted in life, and how
to keep it, and he relived his three days
at the Barclays’, and his downfall, until
little bits of it were always flying back
into his mind.

He would stand across from the street
of the butcher’s cart by the hour, hungrily
watching the man and the silent, cat-like
children who seized his meat and ran.

One time he walked close by the cart,
and the butcher turned and handed him
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a hunk of meat. That was the last day
the butcher came to Market Street. After
that, the streets became more silent, and
the air-raid drills were more regular,
more frightful and sincere.

It was only a block from his house to
the alley where Rose and Patrick had used
to meet, and Tommy used to go there,
and sit quietly in the doorway, saving
his energy, so he wouldn't be too hungry
when it was time to go home.

“Yis, Missus Barclay,” he would whis-
per. “I'm glad ye come back. I been "orn-
est some time now. I could listen on the
wireless if ye'd show me ‘ow, once
again.”

“Thirty days fer talkin’ to yerself!
Tommy, boy, it's good to see ye!"

“Patrick!” Tommy looked up and
twisted his mouth in the old leering
smile. There wasn't a trace of hard luck
about his old friend—Patrick seemed not
to be embarrassed or to remember ever
having played at being meek and gentle.

“Ye don’t look to have done much
changin’ of Bow,” he laughed in his old
cheerful way.

“I carn't, without Rose 'elpin’ me. Ye
said so yerself.”

“'She’s still mad with us, eh? Let's the
two of us find her, Tommy, what do ye
think 2"

“I don't know where she is.”

“So Rose wouldn't stick by ye? Well,
let's not be blamin’ her. Where’s she
stayin’?"

“And I don't know that, Patrick.”

Patrick haunched down in the door-
way and stroked Tommy's hair apologeti-
cally, as though Tommy were & dog he'd
wounded.

“Come, lad. We've been a bit wrong,
but I'm of no good without that girl.
Where'd she go? Eh?"

Tommy shook his head.
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“Won't ye be forgivin'? Faith, that's
the one thing the Barclays didn’t mention,
and the one thing ye must be. If Rose
were here, she’d forgive us.”

"I forgive ye, Patrick. Ye dida’t know.
I ain’t seen Rose since the day we left
Barclays’. She said she was comin’ back.
But I don’t think she will.”

“Sure she will, lad. I'll wait around
with ye till she does. She’d best not see ye
like this. Ye're such a sight, Tommy,
‘twould scare the girl. Let's go for a bit
of a walk, like in the old days.” Patrick
strode down the alley.

“T ain’t comin’ with ye,” said Tommy.
“T'll git 'ungry if I walk, an’ we got
black bread wi’ mustard "ome.”

"Hssst!” Patrick half turned. “Come
along!”

“No. I'd "ave to steal if I gets "ungry,
and that would be trouble!”

"If ye keep me company, like a good
lad, I'll see ye have somethin’ special for
dinner.”

Tommy followed Patrick out past their
old haunts, past broken windows and
doorways lined with unsmiling children.
In one doorstep sat the little girl in
the flour sack.

"I thought ye got sent to the country,”
said Patrick, smiling at her.

In response, she stuck out her tongue
and ran indoors.

Patrick shuddered. “Did ye iver see
such an evil look?”

“Ye best not talk to any others. They’ll

A volley of beanshots hit Patrick on
the neck, He winced. “'At least someone’s
enjoyin’ himself, and it might be that's
better'n what ye're doin”.”

"It ain't someone enjoyin’ ‘imself. It's
Marvin Bailey, more’'n like, and ’e's
mad.”



“Isn’t there anyone to look after them
at home?"”

"They be workin’, all them at ‘ome.
Even me father’s workin’, and Alicia.
And me mother’s up in camp wi' the
baby.”

“Alicia's workin? She’s but a small
fifteen. Ah, now, Tommy, that isn’t
right.”

“Lots of ‘em is workin'. Next year I
be workin’ too, and it's good enough for
us. I been disornest, like the lot 0’ 'em.”

"Oh, me good mother!"” Patrick roared.
""Come, lad, ye don't follow that Barclay
stuff? May the Lord forgive ye, if ye do.
Can’t ye see, lad, the children need some-
one to be good to them. They must eat,
and have somethin’ to keep them busy.
That’s why they're dishonest, Tommy."”

Tommy shook his head. “Nothin’ as
could ’elp 'em.”

“Not even a bit of kindness? What if
we were to treat some of them as Mr.
Barclay treated ye?”

“Wot difference’d that make. ‘e made
me leave, didn't "e? Besides, there won't
be none o' us when the war’s over. We'll
be down in the shelter, and woosh comes
a bomb, carryin’ us off quick like, And
it'll be wot we "ave comin’. There ain’t
a one in Bow as listens to the wireless!"”

"Come, this is no way for a child to
speak. Can’t ye see, lad, they've had as
bad luck as ye had with the Barclays and
they're no worse than the outside chil-
dren. Do ye think they wouldn't be as
pleasant as the Mill Hill playmates, if
they'd the chance? Let's see a bit more
hope and good will on yer face, lad.”

“"Wot kin we ‘ope for? If Rose’d come
back, but she ain’t comin’, somethin’ good
might be ‘appenin’. Rose was ‘ornest
that night. And we wasn’t,” he looked
accusingly at Patrick.

"Come, lad!" Patrick cried despairing-
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ly. “I'm no good without the girl, but
give me a chance! Tell me what I might
do to make ye happy? What might I do
for the lot of ye?”

“I 'ave to go clear to the settlement
shelter,” Tommy explained. “If ye'd like
to see me, come to the alley later.” Tom-
my was glad to see Patrick, but he felt
like a stranger with him, the way he felt
with everyone in Bow since he’d gone to
the Barclays. He started in the direction
of the shelter, slow, at first, until the
growing shrieks of the siren directed him
to run.

The mistress of the children’s shelter
had often tried to entertain them. She
told ghosts stories until the listeners
screamed for her to stop, seeing her ap-
paritions lurking in the dark corners of
the damp, dimly-lighted shelter.

Sometimes they would cry they were
thirsty, and she would scold them, as
there was no running water. This par-
ticular evening, one of the children had
stolen some candy, and was sucking self-
ishly on it, before the eyes of the others.

“Ye might at least let me divide it,”
complained the mistress.

“I'd like to kill "im!"” howled Marvin
Bailey.

“Yaa!” laughed the boy with the
candy. "This war's wot ye needed. It'll
give ye a lean look, and ye need it!”

This would start the puffy Marvin Bai-
ley crying. "1 carn’t ‘elp bein' fat. I
ain’t been eatin’ ’ardly a tall all summer,
and I ain’t gettin' no leaner.”

“There, don't feel so bad,” soothed
the shelter mistress.

"Leave me be,” growled Marvin.

All the children edged away when she
came near them; they hated the mistress
much the same as they hated each other.

“Ye're a fine lot,” sighed the mistress.
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“Ye're not like children, and ye certainly
ain’t old, or worth much. It'll be a lucky
day for the lot o' ye, when ye get carried
off by a bomb. Ye're a mean, ugly
bunch.”

“Coo, wot do it matter? The bombers
is closer tonight, ye can tell right
enough!”

Then the children listened to the faint
whirring sounds, and kept silent, waiting
for death.

When the All Clear sounded, they filed
out, squinting gloomily in the gray twi-
light. The curiously tuneful sound of a
harmonica made them stop and look
about.

"It's Patrick Shaw!”

Patrick was leaning against the sand-
bags, and he nodded without answering,
changing his tune from one Irish air to
another. The children gathered around
him watching him as they’'d watch a mad-
man, smiling a little crazily and accom-
panying his tunes with a clumsy, rhythmi.
cal jig.

Tommy was bewildered at Patrick’s
merriment, but not the least amused.

“Wot's the matter?” he whispered con-
fidentially.

“Did ye iver hear that one?” Patrick
asked the children, after they made it
apparent they would stay on. He gave no
heed to Tommy. “Ye'd care to learn the
words or no?”

The children waited for his next move
without answering, even exchanging po-
lite questions with each other over this
strange fellow,

Ob, Brian O'Flynn had no britches to
wear

So ke took him a sheepskin and made
him a pair!

With the inner side out and the outer side
in
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But it all was exquisite to Brian
O'Flynn!

"But ain't that fine?” said the little
girl named Ada.

“Isn’t it a beauty?”” Patrick agreed. “If
ye like it well enough, how'd ye be at
dancin’ to it? The rest of us will sing and
watch ye perform.”

“Might I try?” asked the little gitl
who wore the loose flour sack. “Me
mother says I could dance if someone’d
but teach me 'ow.

“Ha!” cried Marvin Bailey. “‘Some-
one’'d 'ave to 'old yer straps up if ye
mean to dance. Ho ho!”

“It's wicked of ye to talk so, Marvin
Bailey!” cried Tommy, in one of his fee-
ble attempts to make people see their
error so that Bow might have sunshine.
"Ye carn’t be wicked. Everytime one o’ ye
acts so, it 'urts Bow, It means we carn’t
git to the country!”

“Yaa!” Marvin snorted. “Ain’t e the
fine one. Oh, Tommy Drinkwater 'ad
naught ‘e could wear!”

“No more preachin’ from ye,"” laughed
Patrick. “Come along, Tommy, help me
like a good lad. Reach in me pack, on one
of the sandbags, and pass that inside it to
your friends.”

“Now,” he turned to the girl in the
flour sack, “‘come along, miss, what's the
name?”

“"Cec-cecelia,” the girl told him.

“Cecelia, I've the thing for ye.” Patrick
found a string in his pocket and tied the
loose straps across the shoulders. “Now
ye're all right to dance with the best of
them.”

Patrick balanced the harmonica be-
tween his teeth, took Cecelia by her
hands, and began an elegant hornpipe.

“We might be singin’!” one of the
boys said shyly. “I know the words, I do.



Listen wi' me! Ob, Brian O'Flynn ’ad
no britches to wear—"

Tommy was forced to crack a slight
smile, though he remained aloof from the
rest of them, letting them sing as much as
they liked. He found Patrick’s sack, ex-
amined and distributed the candied car-
rots inside. Immediately he did this,
the singing stopped and the children be-
gan gnawing hungrily. Cecelia let loose
of Patrick’s hands and eagerly ran for her
share. There was a silence except for the
chewing of carrots, Patrick leaned against
the sandbags and watched them, looking
well pleased with himself.

“Do ye know wot else we might do?”
one of the boys wondered quietly.

"Not now. It's near dark. What sort of
thing do ye mean?" '

“Well, we carn’t work, bein’ small-
like. There ain’t no settlement no more,
or it might be I could make little arni-
mals—"

"Of clay,” Tommy explained.

“That's "ow it was. I made me a dress
once, before the war. And it used to be
they was classes in "ow to speak proper.”

“Now we don’t do nothin’,” said Ce-
celia.

“Patrick Shaw'll see if he can't find
somethin’ for ye to do. Ye're feelin’ pretty
sorry for yerselves, are ye not?” He mo-
tioned to a girl with sea-blue eyes and a
horrible complexion.

“"Come here a moment, lass. I want
to show the rest of them somethin’. Ye
see these spots on yer face? Be careful
what ye're eatin’. No, all of ye be careful,
no more stealin’ of candy, nor eatin’ of
meat. It isn’t good meat ye have here. Be
good and careful what ye eat, lass.”

“I carn’t,” the girl whined. "“"When I
gits that "ungry, I must eat wot we ‘ave!”

“Of course, ye must do that, lass, of
course.” Patrick was silent.
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“Now,"” said Ada. “I'd be right glad to
darnce for ye, if only ye'd play on that.”
She indicated the harmonica.

“It's worse than dark, lass,” said Pat-
rick. “I've a bit of thinkin’ to do.”

“Ye're comin’ back tomorrow ?"

“Next time ye come out of the shelter,
I'll be waitin” for ye.”

“Don’t forgit,” warned Ada. “Tomor-
row I gits to darnce!”

“First off, tomorrow,” promised Pat-
rick. He waited until Tommy caught up
with him. “Begorra, that was fun. They're
nice ones, are they not, lad?"”

" 'ow long can ye think o’ games for
them? Patrick, ye're a good man, ye are,
but it ain’t changin’ Bow, and they ain’t
livin', Patrick!"”

“Ye're bringin’ no sunshine with the
look on yer face, boy. Let’s see ye smile.”

“Wot good does it do? Without Rose,
we carn't do nothin’.”

After that, Patrick became the one per-
son who could handle the children. They
did good things to please him, and
bragged to him when they failed to go
night raiding, or when they’'d learned
something. They seemed to like each
other when they were around him, but
immediately after he had gone, they fell
back into disagreeableness,

The sound of Patrick’s harmonica
would come on them when they were
staring absently, or thinking harsh
thoughts, and immediately they would be-
come little children, running after him,
singing the newest song he’d taught them.

“There’s good to a man who can "andle
them roughnecks,” Mrs. Dorcas called to
her neighbor.

“True enough. If Patrick Shaw would
but take all charge o' them, they'd be
bearable. But ‘e ain't around enough by
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far. And w'ere do ye suppose ‘e gets them
goodies 'e’s always feedin’ em?”

“Never arsk questions,” said Mrs. Dor-
cas. “"No air-raid siren for two days, ain’t
it odd? Do ye suppose the war's over?”

“It is not,” shuddered her neighbor. "I
been waitin’ for a quiet, it means some-
thin’ bad.”

“Ye and yer prophecyin’,” sighed Mrs.
Dorcas. “And w'en is this arful thing
‘appenin 2"

“Mark me words,” warned the other,
“I 'ave a feelin’ it's tonight.”

That night the whole city felt in its
bones that something terrible was hap-
pening. The siren blew louder, longer
it seemed, more menacing. In the shal-
low Bow shelters, it wasn’t long before
they could hear the droning of planes,
directly overhead this time, heavy over
the Bow river. The children were hud-
dled together, comparing the sounds they
heard.

“’at one come close to the bakery, ye
might think!”

“Aow!" cried Ada. "If only the All
Clear might sound and we might see
Patrick!"

“’e ain't safe,” said Marvin Bailey.
“Wot if 'e ain’t there w'en the All Clear
sounds ?"’

“Go-w-on,” said Cecelia. “¢’ll be there
right enough, 'e always is.”

They sat another hour until they could
actually hear the sound of gunfire, Tom-
my became nervous.

“I'm goin’ out,” he said. He went to
the entrance, and the mistress held him
back.

“If Patrick’s all right, I'll be back "ere!
Let me be!”

“No!” shrieked the mistress. "I'm re-
sponsible for ye, and ye stay 'ere w'ere
it's safe.”

“Safe eh?” sneered Marvin Bailey. “A
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bomb comes right over us, and it'll get
us, wait and see!”

“No!" cried Ada. “Then I must be
aoutside w'ere we kin run!” )

“Patrick’ll be there to ‘elp us,” said
one of the boys trustfully.

Tommy twisted out of the mistress’s
grasp and pushed open the entry-way of
the shelter. The rest of the children
followed him,

"Go along if ye must!" screeched the
shelter mistress. “It'll serve ye good,
bomb ye to bits, and we'll all be best off.
Wot good are ye any’'ow? Ye ain’t worth
the savin’!”

The children were out in the black
night. Nothing close to the ground was
visible, but the sky was glowing with
the blinding white beams of the anti-air-
craft lights.

“Ach, ain’t it beautiful?” said Ada.

“I don't see Patrick!”

"“'e didn’t come,” said one of the chil-
dren mournfully. **’e forgot tonight.”

"“’e didn't forgit! 'e was killed, that's
wot !”

Little Cecelia started howling,

“Shut up,” said Marvin Bailey. “Watch
the fight or go back inside!”

In a moment, the children had scat-
tered through Bow, and Tommy began
his search after Patrick.

Tommy stopped to listen to the over-
powering night sounds in his favorite al-
ley. All was black, and at first his mind
was on the whir of warplane motors,
and the burr of plane fighting plane, Oc-
casionally he heard a bomb land near the
river, and then a part of the distant sky
would light up red, and quickly discolor
egain. In one or two spots, the red
mounted restlessly.

All these sounds were supernatural,
and Tommy was frightened and alone.



When he heard the sound of voices fur-
ther down the alley he gave a start, and
almost ran away.

“It's truly me, Patrick!” someone was
saying..

“Rose!” Tommy held his breath, not
sure whether it was the real Rose, or
something left on his memory.

“Ye came back, me dear little girl!”

“Came back! And who was it left,
might I ask?”

“Ye're goin’ to forgive me?”

“I'm that weak I can do nothin” else.”

“Ye were absolutely in the right, girl.
The farther I got away from the Bar-
clays and their wireless, the sillier I was,
and the more wicked Mrs. Barclay ap-
peared to me. Sure, they had me on
their list everywhere I went—IRA.
Couldn’t trust me! No one would give
me a job, but for a few days harvestin’.
I was good at that, Rose, and I might
of stayed, but it couldn’t work without ye,
girl. I came straight back to find ye.
Look what I find, girl, the world’s up-
side down. And ye! Ye seem so faint, lass.
Did ye come back for me? Sure ye did!”

“I came back to get help of ye, Patrick,
but not for that alone. How's Tommy?"

“Like an old woman. Ye might not
like him now. He's not the Tommy ye
left behind."”

Tommy winced at this, but drew closer
to them. As he came up, it seemed they
were a little clearer, almost as though it
were growing daylight. For a moment
an airplane wheeled carelessly into the
district of Bow dropping an incendiary
bomb, leaving a dwelling in flames, and
then returned to its formation above the
river.

“For the love of Mary, what might
we be standin’ here like a couple of sick
birds with plenty of time?"”

Tommy had watched them, close

THE SUN SHINES IN AUGUST

enough in the shadow to seem only one
person. Rose pushed Patrick away and
leaned against the wall, her thin, pale
face dimly lighted by the building, burn-
ing close by.

“I'm weary, man, with all I've done
since last we met. Listen, I've been drivin’
clear from Scotland since early this morn-
in’, I've a lorry parked up Bow Road.
It's the safest place iver I could find. It
comes from a message, Patrick; I got it
after ye left me to do glory for England.
I couldn’t go back to the IRA. A lot of
silly quarrelin’, There was Tommy with
death written on his face, and the little
walkin’ I've done through Bow, there
are many like him. Patrick, I knew there
was one thing to do, and but me to do it,
now I'd lost ye to the Cosmos.”

“Forget that, girl, ye need me now. If
ye can help the children, that's what we
need.”

“Up in Scotland, there’s a gamin’ es-
tate, I did some harvestin’, and dryin’ of
things for the winter, and talked a good
man into lettin’ me have it for children
the rest of the world says is worthless.
We'll be responsible for the tares, so to
speak, Patrick, the ones nobody else
wants. And why should we not? Who
wants us? What good is it we might do
anyone? Are ye willin’ to work, man?
Like ye did as a boy?”

“Just try me!”

“Good enough. We'll none of us be
idle now. All hands together. We're goin’
to breed pure and honest people to be
here when the war's over and the rest
of us are licked. We'll have no roof over
our heads until we build it, and we'll eat
what we plant ourselves. Come on, Pat-
rick, let's get the children. Where are
they 2"’

“In the shelter—I'll be off. Drive to
the statue, and we’ll be there to meet ye.”
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""Patrick, ye carn't. It’s too late!” Tom-
my finally edged up to them. “They left,
Rose. We carn't go now. They ain't in
the shelter, they come aout lookin’, for ye,
and w'en they couldn't find ye, they all
went off. They said they was goin’ to be
killed!” Tommy's voice trailed off into a
whine.

“Oh! This isn't Tommy,” breathed
Rose. “Tommy, ye aren’t natural! What's
all this talk of can’t, and die? Ye run out
and get the children together. And be
quick about it!”

“I'll round "em up in 2 moment,” Pat-
rick took out his harmonica. “Tommy, go
help Rose, whatever she wants ye to do,
and T'll go among the children.”

As Patrick started out of the alley, a
wide formation of planes swept over the
East London district, scattering bombs in
Stratford and Bow and Mile End, drown-
ing out the sound of Patrick’s harmonica.
In the lulls, Patrick came out the louder.

By the time Rose and Tommy reached
the lorry, Patrick was back, with a group
of frightened, silent children trailing him.

“Are we goin’ to the country, 'ornest?”

“’adn’t we best "urry?”

“That we had,” said Rose. “The lot
of ye, climb in the back, and we’ll start
off.”

“Look, it's daylight!” cried Ada. “This
time it is, for true!"

"No, no! It's sunshine! The sun’s
shinin’,” said Marvin Bailey.

“No such thing, Bow's afire,”” said Pat-
rick,

The children stood motionless before
the truck, watching the dull, gray district
of Bow become livid, and beautiful. The
only thing to mar its loveliness was the
constant drone of planes, and the close
sound of bombs bursting.

“Rose!” screamed Tommy. ""We carn't
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make it! Ye've got a whole buildin' in
front of ye!”

Rose clapped her hand over her mouth.
Some timbers had fallen in back of the
lorry, blocking them. As Tommy had
warned, a whole front of a building had
landed in the street—the lorry was
blocked.

“It's too late, Patrick,” Rose almost
sobbed.

“Too late? Let's see a bit of Irish
spunk, girl. Just down the street there are
sandbags. Let's each run for one and put
the flames out!”

Practised at swift caution, the children
dashed back with sandbags, and furiously
beat at the burning framework, even the
smallest girl among them tirelessly fight-
ing the flame of the section she had
chosen. Patrick cleared the road of the
hot debris, wincing a little as it burned
his fingers, but working too fast and gin-
gerly to realize the pain until he was fin-
ished.

Tommy helped earnestly, not quite
willing to share the trip to the country
with the rest of them. When they were
finished he walked up to Rose.

"I knew ye'd come for me, Rose.”

“I come for the lot of ye, Tommy. Ye
must work with the whole of us now. Are
ye willin’ for that?”

“If ye want me to.”

Marvin Bailey had been looking up at
the building with the front missing, *La!
Don't it look undressed? Ye can see wot
they was doin’ w'en they left, the “ole
bunch. See, they was goin’ to "ave a bit
o' tea when they come back!”

“But they won't "ave it now!"”

"Coo! When they comes back, it'll be
gone, the ’ole building.”

“Wot a waste, all them rugs, and
bedcovers!”

In a moment, Tommy Drinkwater was




climbing the drainpipe, drawing in his
breath from the heat, landing in a bed-
room. He gathered up the bed coverings
and everything he could imagine Rose
would use.

"“Look, Rose!” he called down. “Let’s
take it. It ain't disornest, takin’ this? No,
it ain't disornest. It'd go to waste.
Wouldn't it?”

For a moment there was no answer,
but he could see her smiling in the glow-
ing street.

“Throw it down, lad, it's somewhere in
the Bible, don’t let good things go to
waste!”

Tommy ran from one room to the
next, calling cheerfully to one of the
children below. “Make it a good catch!
Careful! That might break!”

The sound of the warplanes, and the
menacing closeness of bombs were com-
pletely forgotten for the moment, as
Tommy raced from one flight to the next,
agile, no longer afraid.

“We've all but filled the lorry,” Rose
called up to him. “Now, come along, the
Lord's been with us, and His patience
might be worn by now. Jump down,
Tommy. The drain’s ready to melt. Pat-
rick, back up so Tommy might jump!”

“One thing more!” Tommy was shrill
and child-like.

“"Hurry, Tommy, me love!”

Tommy had heard a low whine, one
flight above him. Without thinking, he
was on the drain, burning himself pain-
fully, and then he was safely in the next
flat,

He stopped a moment to locate the
whines. There was a scratching on the
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door of the next room. Tommy pulled at
the hot doorknob. There lay on the floor,
a tired, weak dog, long-haired, flop-
earred, as dark as the winter night. The
dog crawled up to Tommy and licked
his feet.

“Tommy! my God! Are ye all right?
Patrick, we must be after him!”

“Stop worryin’ over Tommy, he can
take care of himself. He's found some-
thin" we’'ll be needin’.”

“In another moment, the buildin’ will
fallt”

“I'm comin’ now,” Tommy answered.
“Do ye think we kin make it, Rose?”
Tommy was standing on the edge of the
top flat, the flames circling in back of
him, giving him a clean, healthy glow.
The dog in his arms licked at his face and
allowed himself to be crushed tight
against Tommy,

Tommy was smiling, all the way, and
his eyes were bright.

"See wot I got us?”

“"Come on, Tommy, jump, ye'll make
it safe enough. Come on, ye little saint!"

The children piled the rugs and blank-
ets into the center of the lorry, and Tom-
my leapt straight for them, holding the
dog over his shoulder, guarding it against
the jolt.

The truck started up the north side of
Gladstone's statue, creeping cautiously,
slowly, and the children looked back,
wonderingly at the livid sky. In a mo-
ment, the drone of warplanes became dis-
tant, and the anti-aircraft fire ceased. All
that could be heard in the darkness was
Patrick Shaw playing his harmonica, and
a chorus of children, singing.
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Erskine Caldwell

HEN Waldo Murdock, whose
trade, when he felt like working at
it was rendering creatures, came into the
unexpected inheritance, there had been
no commotion in Brighton to equal it
since the time when, eleven years before,
one of the Perkins brothers, with no more
forewarning than a stroke of summer
lightning, ran away in broad daylight
with the resident minister’s second wife.
As for the townspeople, none of them,
not even Aunt Susie Shook, who told
fortunes by reading tea leaves or coffee
grounds if necessary, had ever had the re-
motest idea that anything in the nature of
sudden wealth would fall into Waldo
Murdock’s scrawny lap, while at the same
time, of course, people were quick to say
that if he had not been sitting down,
as usual, instead of being up and doing,
there would have been no lap of his for
it to fall into; and certainly Waldo him-
self, even though he daydreamed about
almost everything else under the sun, had
never entertained such a farfetched
thought in his mind.

Waldo did not even know he had a
brother in Australia and, even if he had
known it, he would never have imagined
that he would be remembered in a will.
From Bangor to Burlington, all the Mur-
docks, especially the home-owning branch
of the family, were known throughout the
entire region north of Boston for their
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trait, which relatives-by-marriage and
other outsiders called cussedness, of not
acknowledging kinship with one another.
And as it was, it was all Waldo could do
to force himself, after having cast aside
pride of long standing, publicly to admit
blood relationship with another Murdock,
even if he bad lived in Australia, long
enough to go to the bank in Waterville
and cash the check the lawyer from
Portland had handed him.

“Pay no mind to what the people say,”
he told the clerk in the bank. "There
may be others in the State of Maine bear-
ing the name of Murdock, but there’s not
a single drop of mingling blood that I
would own to. I'd sooner claim kinship
with my old black cow than I would with
a so-called Murdock.”

Dessie, Waldo’s wife, was, at the be-
ginning, the most levelheaded of all.
She maintained her mental balance, if
only at the start, much better than Waldo
and some of the townspeople. Dessie, al-
though afterward she regretted not hav-
ing gone along, even remained at home
and tended the house chores while Waldo
was away in Waterville cashing the check.
There was only one thing she did out of
the ordinary that forenoon, and that was
to make Justine, the hired girl, air the
parlor and shake out the scatter rugs, even
if it were not Saturday.

During all that time the neighbors



were ringing her up on the phone and
asking what she was going to do with all
that money, but that, too, in the begin-
ning, failed to veer the even measure
of her thoughts.

“When the check is cashed, if it's not
worthless, and it'll be a wonder if it's not,
there'll be ample time at hand for me to
o out of my way to think about it,” she
told them. “Right now, and likely for-
ever after, it's nothing but a scrawl and a
promise on a slip of paper.”

Dessie went back to work with her lips
a little tighter each time she finished
talking to one of the neighbors on the
phone. She was not exactly worried, she
told Justine, but she was feeling impa-
tient. Waldo failed to come home at the
noon hour for dinner, and it was not long
after that before she, like everybody else
in Brighton who was working himself
into a frenzy over Waldo’s sudden wind-
fall, began thinking of the things that
could be done with the money.

Late that afternoon Waldo drove up to
the dooryard and left the automobile
standing there instead of putting it away
in the shed where it belonged.

Justine came running to tell her.

Dessie was so on edge by that time that
she jumped several inches off the chair
seat when Justine, who was as excited as
she by then, ran into the room where she
was,

“Mr. Murdock’s back!” Justine cried,
twisting her fingers.

“He'd better be!” Dessie said. “If he
hadn’t got home when he did, he could
have just kept on traveling, for all the
concern I'd ever have.”

“I guess Mr, Murdock has the real
money,” Justine said, looking over her
shoulder. “He looked like he was feeling
good about it when he got out of the
auto.”
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Dessie leaped to her feet,

"“Go on about your tasks, whatever they
be, Justine,” she said crossly. “It’s none
of your money, if there is any, anyway."

Justine went to the kitchen and
watched Waldo come along the path to
the side door.

Waldo came in, throwing his hat on
the table. He looked at Dessie for a mo-
ment, cocking his head a little to one
side. His coat pocket sagged heavily.

Neither Dessie nor Waldo spoke for a
while.

Presently Dessie walked up to him and
held out her hand.

“Guess I'll take charge for the time
being, Waldo,” she said stiffly. “Hand it
Over.

Waldo reached into his coat pocket,
drawing out a mostly empty bottle and
handing it to her. She stepped back, look-
ing at it severely. Then, without a word,
she grabbed the bottle by the neck and
slung it with all her might across the
room. It struck the wall, shattering into
dozens of pieces.

“I might have known it, and I would
have, if I had only had the sense God
has given most people!” she said, raising
her voice. “I've got only myself to
blame!”

Waldo reached for a chair,

“Now, there’s no cause for a human to
take on so, Dessie,” he said. “Everything
turned out, from here to there and back
again, like it was made to order.”

He reached into his pants pocket and
drew out a bulging roll of greenbacks.
The bills were tied tightly around the
center with a piece of heavy twine. Dessie
forgot her anger the instant she saw the
money. The scowling lines on her face
disappeared completely while she watched
Waldo bounce the roll up and down in
his hand.
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“All I've got to say,” she began, “is
that I never thought I'd live to breathe
the air of the day when a deceasing Mur-
dock would have the decency to do the
honorable thing with his money, even if
he couldn’t find means of taking it along
with him when he went, which would be
a wonder if he didn’t try to do, and he
probably did, anyway.”

Waldo leaned back and let her talk to
her heart's content. He felt so good
himself that he wanted her to have a good
time, too. He let her speak what came to
mind without uttering a single grumble.

“Have you any more blood relations
that we've neglected to remind ourselves
of, Waldo?" she asked, leaning toward
him. "It seems to me that I recall your
second cousin in Skowhegan saying once
some years ago that a Murdock went to
California at the end of the Spanish-
American War and prospected for gold.
It might be that he struck it rich out
there, which a lot of people did, so I've
read, if reading can be believed. If we'd
been more particular about your blood re-
lations in the past, we wouldn't have to
sit here now and wrack our brains trying
to call them to mind at a time like this.”

“Guess I have no blood relations of the
name of Murdock,” Waldo said firmly.

Dessie drew a deep breath and looked
longingly at the large roll of greenbacks
bouncing up and down in her husband’s
hand.

Suddenly she leaned forward and
grasped the roll desperately.

Waldo snatched it from her.

“I think we ought to start making
plans,” she said.

“This is Murdock money, woman,"” he
said quickly. “A Murdock made it, and
a Murdock shall spend it.”

Dessie sat up decisively.

“Well, anyway, we'll be sensible,” she
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said calmly. “We won't throw it away
on trifles like a lot of people would who
I could mention, if 1 had a mind to.”

“I've got it all settled, Dessie,” Waldo
told her, smiling as a kindly feeling came
over him. “Guess we can afford to have
a good time now at our age. Maybe we
won't be lingering here much longer,
which would be a shame if we hadn’t
taken full advantage of it by the time
we went. Wouldn't be no sense in hoard-
ing it only to have to pass it along to
somebody else after we are gone.”

Dessie nodded approvingly, her spirits
rising again,

“T've always wanted a fur neckpiece,
Waldo,” she said, her face bright with

hope.

Dessie did not sleep a single wink
that night. For an hour after they had
gone to bed, she lay silently tense, listen-
ing. Waldo did not stir. He lay on
his back listening to Dessie’'s labored
breathing.

Just before midnight Dessie got up as
quietly as she possibly could and tiptoed
to the foot of the bed where Waldo had
laid his pants over the back of a chair.
It was dark in the room with the shades
drawn, and she took care in feeling her
way to the chair. She was trembling
nervously when she touched it, and the
jerking of her breath had started a pain
in her chest. Without losing any more
time she slid her hand into the pants
pocket.

“"Get your hand out of my pants,
Dessie,” Waldo said, rising up in bed.
“Leave that money be.”

Dessie dropped the pants without hav-
ing touched the money, and went back to
bed without a word. Neither of them
spoke as she lay down again and tried to
make herself as comfortable as possible



for the remainder of the night. After
that both of them lay staring into the
blackness of the room.

Just as dawn was beginning to show
the first signs of breaking, Dessie slid
carefully from the bed and crawled on
her hands and knees toward the chair.
As she was rising up to reach the pants,
Waldo sat up erectly.

"Don’t want to have to mention it
again about you putting your hand in my
pants pocket,” he said. ‘“Leave that
money be, Dessie.”

Dessie dropped the pants and went to
the window. She stood there watching a
red dawn break in the east. After a
while she began dressing, and as she
was leaving the chamber she heard Jus-
tine starting a fire in the kitchen stove.

While she and Justine were prepar-
ing breakfast, she began to realize how
uneasy she really was about the money.
She had spent a sleepless night worrying
over the wealth, and she was afraid she
would not get a chance to spend a single
penny of it herself.

“Mrs. Murdock,” Justine said, coming
and standing beside her, “Carl and I
could get mated right away if we had the
money for a chamber suite.”

“Let Carl Friend make his own
money,” Dessie said sharply, turning on
the girl. “Me and my husband have
worked hard all our lives for what we
possess. It won't hurt Carl Friend to do
the same for you, if he wants a family.”

“I couldn’t sleep much last night for
staying awake wondering if you and Mr.
Murdock wouldn’t want to help me out,”
Justine said persistently. “Especially be-
cause I've worked here for you six years
without asking favors, and I didn’t think
you'd miss a little of all that big in-
heritance from Australia.”

“Mind your own affairs, Justine!” she
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said sharply. “Besides, Carl Friend can
get the money from his own family if he
wants to furnish a house for you. Those
Friends have made plenty of profit in
roof-tinning in the past.”

“They won't help any, Mrs. Murdock,”
Justine said sadly. “And Carl and I don't
want to have to wait and wait and wait."”

“You don'’t have to hurry the marriage
for any reason, do you?” Dessie asked
suspiciously.

Justine looked at her for several
moments, her thoughts racing through
her mind.

“Not exactly,” she admitted at last.

“"Well, then,” Dessie said, turning
away, "in that case, you can afford to
wait."”

In turning abruptly she almost walked
headlong into Waldo. He had come into
the kitchen and was going toward the
pantry. After Dessie had stepped out of
the way, she watched him go into the
pantry and pick up several cans off the
shelf. He found an empty coffee can and
left, going through the kitchen and out
the door without a word being spoken.
Dessie watched him leave, wondering
what he was about to do. She went to
the window and watched as he walked
to the tool shed and came out a moment
later carrying a spade. With the coffee
can in one hand and the spade over his
shoulder, he disappeared out of sight be-
hind the barn.

It was not until almost ten minutes had
passed that Dessie realized what Waldo
was doing behind the barn.

Just as she was opening the door to
run out there and observe him from the
corner of the barn, Waldo walked into
view. He came toward the house, car-
rying the spade but not the coffee can.
Dessie’s heart sank. He had buried the
can, and the money with it, and she had
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failed to get out there in time to see
where the wealth had been hidden. She
walked back into the kitchen and placed
breakfast on the table.

Waldo came in a few minutes later,
washed his hands at the pump, and sat
down at his place. He began eating as
though nothing out of the ordinary had
taken place out behind the barn. Neither
she nor Waldo had anything to say to
each other during the whole twenty min-
utes they were at the table. When he
finished eating, he got up and put on his
hat.

“Have some affairs to attend to in the
village,” he said shortly. “Will be away
for the forenoon, the whole of it.”

Dessie nodded. She had to grip her
hands tightly in order to hide her impa-
tience. She waited until Waldo had got
into the car and driven over the hill out
of sight, and then she grabbed Justine by
the arm and pulled her through the door.
Pushing Justine ahead, Dessie ran as fast
as she could to the tool shed, where she
quickly snatched up two spades, and then
hurried toward the back of the barn.

She set Justine to digging right away,
while she looked the ground over care-
fully, hoping to find evidence of a freshly
covered hole. She searched for nearly
half an hour without finding a single
trace of the hole she was positive Waldo
had dug, and after that she went to work,
digging methodically.

After several hours Justine slumped to
the ground, completely exhausted. Des-
sie was tired, too, and the blisters on her
hands made digging so painful that she
could hardly bear to hold the spade. But
she forced herself to keep on, allowing
Justine to rest a few minutes.

“Get up and dig, Justine,” she called
breathlessly, not being able to bear seeing
her idle any longer.
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Justine crawled to her feet and tried to
push the blade of the spade into the stony
earth. She wanted to beg Dessie to let
her rest some more, but when she glanced
up and saw Dessie’s closely clamped lips,
she knew it would be useless to ask.

Dessie stopped for a moment to ease
her back. When her eyes were raised from
the ground, she saw Fred Paxton leaning
over the stonewall beside the road a hun-
dred feet away.

“"Going fishing, Dessie?”” he called.
“See you're digging fishing worms.”

Dessie thrust her hand against the
small of her aching back and straightened
up a little more.

“Thought I might,” she said slowly.
“It's been a long time since I went.”

“Now that you and Waldo have all
that money to falute on,” Fred said, “I
guess you and him can afford to spend
all your time doing nothing but fish, if
you have a mind to.”

“Maybe,” she said, tightening her lips.

The mere mention of the money in-
flamed her thoughts until she could not
see clearly. She bent over the spade,
thrusting the blade into the rough, stony
ground with all her might. She kept dog-
gedly at it until she was certain Fred had
walked out of sight over the hill.

Later she sent Justine to the kitchen
for some bread and potatoes left over
from breakfast, and when Justine re-
turned, Dessie sat down in the shade of
the barn and ate hurriedly.

“While I was in the house, Mr. Mur-
dock phoned and said he wouldn't be
back in the forenoon,” Justine said. “He
told me to tell you he would be away in
the afternoon, too, the whole of it."”

Dessie leaped to her feet.

“Why didn’t you tell me right away
when you came back a minute ago?"" she
said angrily.



Justine glanced at the stony ground.

"We're not going to dig out here the
whole afternoon, too, are we, Mrs. Mur-
dock?” she inquired pleadingly. "My
hands are raw with blisters, and—"

“Never mind that,” Dessie said firmly.
“We are going to dig this afternoon, the
whole of it!”

“But, Mrs. Murdock—"

“Shut up, Justine, and do as you are
told !”

When Dessie fell on the bed at dusk
that evening, she had never before in all
her life felt so thoroughly miserable. Not
only had she spent the entire day digging
in the stony ground behind the barn, but,
moreover, she had not been able to find
the coffee can. Her back felt as if she
would never be able to use it again.

Once upon the bed, she moved her
body carefully, easing herself into a
prone position. Justine had gone out
earlier in the evening with Carl Friend,
and Waldo still had not returned. Des-
sie felt so tired and lonely that she wanted
to cry. Just as she felt tears coming into
her eyes, the phone began to ring. She lay
motionless, listening to it ring for several
minutes, hoping all the while that it
would stop so she could begin crying.

The phone did not stop, and it sounded
as if it never would as long as she lived.
She got to her feet, pressing her hands
over her ears in order to keep out the
sound, and stumbled painfully to the hall.
There she sat down in the chair beside
the stand and lifted the receiver.

"Hello,” she said unsteadily.

“Is this Waldo Murdock’s wife?” a
voice boomed.

"Yes,” she answered, wondering who
it could be,

“Then you'd better bestir yourself and
fetch Waldo home where he belongs be-
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fore it’s too late. This is Charles Mason.
Waldo is over here at my place, in the
east part of town, annoying my house-
hold, and if he was a Democrat, I'd shoot
him myself, instead of turning the job
over to his wife. I've never in my life
seen a man behave like he's doing. 1
guess it’s public knowledge by now, other-
wise I wouldn’t be repeating it that sud-
den wealth has gone to his head, but
that’s still no excuse for the way he’s
doing.”

“What's Waldo doing?” Dessie asked,
shouting impulsively into the phone.

"He's befuddling Miss Wilson, the
schoolteacher who boards at my house,
into going away with him. He says he’s
going to set sail for Australia or some-
where.”

“But he can’t do that!” Dessie pro-
tested.

“That's what any average, normal, lev-
el-minded human being would think, too,
but I don’t know what's going to stop
Waldo if you don't come and get him
right away, because he's already befud-
dled Miss Wilson into going to Boston
with him tonight, and starting out again
from there the first thing in the morning.
He's got Miss Wilson believing every-
thing he says, the lies along with the
common truth. Looks like she would be
on her guard, knowing she’s associating
with a newlyrich, but she’s too far gone
now to listen to reason. Waldo pulls out
his wealth every few minutes and waves
it in front of her, and the sight of that
big roll of greenbacks acts on her just
like chloroform would on an average be-
ing. I've done my best to—"

Dessie gripped the phone.

"Did you say Waldo has a big roll of
money?"” she shouted. “Greenbacks tied
with a string around the middle?”

“He surely has, Mrs. Murdock. It's the
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biggest roll of money I've seen on a man
since the Democrats took over.”

Dessie, who had risen from the chair
until she was almost erect, sat down, hard.

“Let him be!” she said coldly. "I don't
want part or parcel of him. He had me
digging in stony ground all day looking
for that money in a coffee can, and it
wasn't there at all. Let the schoolteacher
take him, I've had my share, and more,
of suffering, and now I'd be comforted
to see somebody else have a goodly por-
tion of it. Sudden wealth will show up
a man’s true nature every time, and I'm
glad I found out the true size and shape
of Waldo Murdock's nature before I
wasted another single day of my life on
him."”

"You mean you're not going to try to
stop Waldo from going away to the
other end of the world with Miss Wil-
son?"

“No!"” Dessie said emphatically. “Wal-
do Murdock has a free hand from now
on!”

She hung up the receiver. A moment
later she slumped brokenly in the chair.
She called Justine several times before re-
membering that Justine had gone out
with Carl Friend.

After that she hurried into her clothes
and went back to the phone. She rang
up Thornton Blanchard, her lawyer, and
told him to come right away. He lived
only a few miles distant, and he promised
to be there within fifteen minutes.

While waiting for Thornton Blanchard,
Dessie paced up and down the hallway,
her face grim and determined. Her mind
was made up, and she knew the sooner
she acted the better she would feel.

After a few more minutes, he drove
up to the house and stopped his car in
the dooryard. Dessie went to the step,
holding the door open for him. Thorn-
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ton Blanchard hurried inside and went
directly to the table in the center of the
living room.

"Is there something wrong, Mrs. Mur-
dock?"” he asked anxiously.

“There is now, but it won't be much
longer,” she said, sitting down at the
table, “not after I set things right I
should have attended to twenty years
ago.”

Blanchard sat down and opened his
briefcase, slipping out a pad of ruled
yellow writing paper and a pencil. He
watched Dessie's face, waiting for her to
begin.

“Are you ready?" she asked.

“Yes, Mrs. Murdock,” he told her, ad-
justing the pad on the table.

“I want a divorce,” she said quickly,
“and I want it in a hurry. How soon can
I get it, or do I have to go find myself
a better lawyer?”

Blanchard sat up.

“Joking aside, Mrs. Murdock, right
after you and your husband inherited all
that wealth, you want a divorce?”” he
asked unbelievingly.

"That's what I said.”

"But, why?”

"Never mind my reasons,” she an-
swered. "When I go to the store and ask
for a pound of sugar, I don’t have to tell
the clerk my reasons for wanting it, do
I

“No, but—"

"Then go ahead and get me my di-
vorce.” .

Blanchard fingered the writing pad
nervously. After several moments he
shook himself, and glanced across the
table at Dessie.

“Have you any grounds, Mrs. Mur-
dock?"” he inquired cautiously.

"Of course, I've got grounds. I've got



all the grounds needed, and a plentiful
supply to spare.”

"“What are to be the grounds on which
the suit is to be based, Mrs. Murdock ?”
he asked, bending over the pad and grip-
ping the pencil tightly,

“"Cussedness,” she said, leaning back.

Blanchard looked up.

“That’s what 1 said,” she nodded.
"Cussedness!"”

"The judge that hears this suit might
not—"'

“I don't care what the judge thinks,”
she retorted. “It's my divorce, and TI'll
have grounds of my own choosing wheth-
er the judge likes them or not.”

Blanchard tapped the pencil on the ta-
ble several times, his mind deep in
thought.

"As your attorney, Mrs. Murdock,” he
said finally, “would you mind telling me
in confidence on just what grounds you
do base your contention?”

“Waldo Murdock tricked me,” she
said angrily, relieved to have an oppor-
tunity to talk about her troubles. *'He
went and made as if to bury the inheri-
tance in a coffee can behind the barn, but
didn’t, and then went off and stayed from
home all day while I broke my back, and
Justine's, too, digging in stony ground for
it.”

Blanchard drew the palm of his right
hand slowly over his face. He leaned
back after that and gazed professionally at
the ceiling. He was doing his best to
keep from saying, on the spur of the
moment, anything of a rash nature.

“"And I want alimony, too,” Dessie
spoke up. “I want all of it.”

Blanchard sat up.

“What do you mean by all of it?"”

“All the inheritance, of course,” she
replied.
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Blanchard was silent for some time. He
looked down at the pad, studying the tex-
ture of the paper minutely. After a while
he looked up at Dessie, fortifying himself
with several deep breaths.

“It's going to be difficult, if not im-
possible,” he said gravely. “Downright
difficult, Mrs. Murdock.”

“That's your job,” Dessie told him.
"I've worked hard for my living, too.”

Blanchard expelled the breath from his
lungs and took a fresh start.

“For one thing, Mrs. Murdock, we
have no community property law in this
state.” He leaned back, rolling the pen-
cil between the palms of his hands. “Nat-
urally, that rules out automatically any
possibility of a legal division of Waldo's
wealth, whatever it may amount to. But
let me put it another way. I'll review
briefly the background of the whole mat-
ter. A wife is subject, more or less, to
the will of the husband, all things being
equal, of course. However, the marriage
contract also subjects the husband to the
will of the wife, placing the shoe on the
other foot, so to speak. Now we arrive
at the conclusion that the two members
of the partnership are each and individu-
ally subject to the will of the other, But,
and let me speak frankly, in our present
society, it is the wife’s own responsibility
to devise, instate, and employ methods,
means, and opportunities for enticement
that will cause her spouse to desire of
his own free will and accord to bestow,
shall we say, a single largess, or, as the
case often is, continuing largesses, upon
her while united in wedlock. Now, as
you no doubt realize, Mrs. Murdock, the
average wife, to put it bluntly, by shower-
ing her favors upon her spouse obtains, in
most instances, a bountiful portion of his
goods, chattels, and wealth, in some cases
benefits that, judged by worldly stand-
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ards, are far out of proportion to the
value—"

“No!"” Dessie said emphatically.

Blanchard cleared his throat and bit
his underlip,

"It might be best, in the long run, to
let the presiding judge set the sum you
might obtain from your present hus-
band,” he said wearily. “I'm afraid I
won't be of much help in that connection.
However, 1 can proceed with filing the
divorce papers, and the matter of alimony
can be taken up in due course.”

“When can I see the judge about get-
ting the money?” Dessie asked. “Tomor-
row morning?"”’

“I'm afraid not,” he said, shaking his
head. “Your suit couldn’t possibly come
up for trial until the next term of court,
come autumn.”

“Come autumn!” Dessie cried.

Blanchard nodded.

“You mean wait all that time!"” she
cried excitedly. “Why! Waldo Murdock
will have every penny of the wealth spent
long before then. There wouldn't be
anything left for me to sue for!”

“Well,” Blanchard said, shaking his
head, "I don’t know what can be done,
then. The terms of court are set by sta-
tute.”

The side door burst open, and they
both turned around to find Waldo stand-
ing in the doorway blinking his eyes in
the bright light! After adjusting his vi-
sion, he walked into the room and went
to the vacant chair between Dessie and
Blanchard.

“How be you, Thornton ?"" Waldo said,
reaching out and grasping Blanchard's
hand. He shook it hard.

“Fair,” Blanchard said uneasily. He
glanced at Dessie. She was staring at
Waldo. “Fair,” he said again,

Waldo seated himself.
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“Thought for a while today I needed
to see you about a matter, but I changed
my mind. There's no need, now.”

“Well, I'm glad you handled the mat-
ter without needing any help,” Blanchard
said, stumbling over the words.

“Decided not to bother handling it,”
Waldo said, *'so, I just dropped it.”

“That's fine,” Blanchard said, wonder-
ing.
Waldo made himself comfortable.

"“Was trying to figure out a way to have
a good time and keep the money, too.
Figured it couldn’t be done. So, I decided
to get shed of it.”

Dessie was about to leap from her chair
when Waldo reached into his pants poc-
ket and tossed the big roll of greenbacks
across the table to her. The tightly bound
roll of money tumbled into her lap.

For a moment Dessie looked as if she
did not know what in the world had hap-
pened. Then slowly her eyes began to
bulge and she looked down into her lap.
She stared at the money dazedly.

“Waldo—" she said, her
choked.

Tears began to flow down her cheeks,
and Waldo squirmed uneasily in his
chair. He dropped his head, glancing up
at her from beneath his eyebrows every
now and then.

“Waldo—" she began again. She could
not continue.

Waldo wiped his mouth with the back
of his hand.

“Figured a man with no more sense
than I've got ought not be allowed to
possess that much wealth,” he said, still
looking down. “So, I decided there was
only one thing to do and that was to get
shed of it.” He glanced from Dessie to
Blanchard. "It makes me feel better to
be shed of it, the whole three hundred
and fifty dollars of it.”

speech



Her chair falling over backward as she
jumped to her feet, Dessie ran to Waldo.
She dropped on her knees beside him and
threw her arms around him.

“Waldo—that schoolteacher—"

"“The mind was weaker than the eye,”
he said, glancing up at Blanchard. “The
mind was weaker than the eye until she
said she wanted me to give her the money
to carry.”

He looked down admiringly at Dessie.

“Waldo,” she said haltingly, I needed
that exercise out behind the batn.” She
looked up into his face. “It did me a lot
of good.”

Blanchard pushed back his chair as
quietly as possible, gathering up his pad
and pencil as he backed away from the
table. He had almost reached the door
when he was startled to hear somebdy
singing in the kitchen. He stopped and
listened, and by that time Dessie had
heard it, too. She raised her head and
listened intently. It was Justine singing
at the top of her vaice. She had never
sung like that before, not"sven during the
day. -
Dessie got up and went to the kitchen
door. She threw it open and stood back.

“Come in here, Justine,” she called into
the next room.

Justine walked slowly past her and
went as far as the table. She stood trem-
bling, fearing she was going to be scolded
for singing in such a loud voice at that
time of night.

Dessie followed her to the table.

“What did you tell me this morning
about not having cause to hurry marriage
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with Carl Friend, Justine?" she asked her,

Justine gripped her fingers tightly.

“That's what I said this morning, Mrs.
Murdock,” she replied after hesitating to
answer for several moments, She glanced
quickly around the room at Waldo and
Blanchard. “But—"

Dessie nodded.

“You can't fool me when I hear such

singing as I heard a minute ago, Justine,”
she said. "I think it would be a good
thing if you and Carl Friend went ahead
right away and bought that chamber suite
you were speaking to me about this morn-
ing.”
She handed Justine the roll of bills
and walked around the table to the chair
where Waldo sat. Justine looked at the
greenbacks in her hand, gripping them
tightly before she could bring herself to
believe they were real.

“Thank you, Mrs. Murdock!" she said,
tears beginning to trickle down her
cheeks. “How did you know?”

“Never mind, Justine,” Dessie said
quickly.

Justine began backing toward the kit-
chen doorway.

“That money never was intended for
us in the first place,” Waldo said. “We
couldn’t have managed it, even if we had
had a smart lawyer to help.”

Dessie dropped on her knees beside
Waldo, throwing her arms around him
again. They both turned and looked to-
ward the door where Blanchard was
standing. Without a word, he turned,
opened the door quickly, and stepped out
into the night,



THE COMING OF AGE

by

Clare Jaynes

HE headwaitress ushered the two

middle-aged couples and the young
girl into the deserted solarium. "We
serve all our meals in here, now that it's
so late in the season,” she said.

They looked around and felt the deso-
lateness of this sunroom, empty under the
glaring, artificial light. The unset, yellow-
painted tables and all the unoccupied,
straight-backed, yellow-painted  chairs
looked stiff and unfriendly; the blue-tiled
floor shone hard and garish. Beyond the
many windows the California night hid
the gardens and pressed against the un-
curtained panes to reflect the five people
in grotesque distortion, swelling too the
hanging shapes of the Japanese lanterns
above them.

The room’s cold simulation of warmth
struck the party momentarily silent, Then
Mrs. Ferguson, serene with the accept-
ance learned in her fifty years, spoke
from the head of the small refectory table
where they had just been seated.

“I'm really sorry about the main din-
ing room being closed. I didn't realize
they’d put us in the tearoom. I've never
seen it without the sun before.”

“Never mind,” Mrs. Harris reassured
her hostess comfortably. She looked
across the table at her husband to include
him in what she was saying. ““What mat-
ters to Milton and me is that we're hav-
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ing this reunion with you and Lewis
after fifteen years. And that we're finally
meeting Sue. But I'm afraid it isn't very
exciting here for you, Sue, is it dear?”

Sue sickened at the patronizing tone
and gave a polite smile, feeling no polite-
ness. Everybody took her for eighteen,
but it seemed as if her parents and their
friends would never concede that she had
grown up. There was Mrs. Harris’ tone,
for instance; but she could hardly be
blamed after Sue’s mother had said a
minute ago, “Oh, yes, Sue is nearly
sixteen now . . . going on ninety, you
know.” Did it make them feel younger
than their fifty-odd years, Sue wondered,
to keep insisting that she was only fif-
teen? And that only fifteen meant a little
girl in every way? All her mother’s wo-
men friends treated her in that pat-the-
little-girl-on-the-head manner. The men
weren’t so bad now, though. Most of
them showed her a kind of mock exag-
gerated courtesy, as if they at least
acknowledged her young womanhood.
They were all that way, she thought with
resignation, except this Mr. Harris sit-
ting next to her. She had only known
him a half-hour. But she didn’t like him.
He hadn’t treated her like a baby, cer-
tainly, but there was something else there,
something that did not belong in the face
of one of her father’s friends.




She let their conversation drift over her
head. “Sorry it’s so empty here.” “Late
in the season.” “Milton, you must see
the murals in the peacock room before
we leave this evening.” The quiet fa-
miliar tones of her mother’s voice, Mrs.
Harris' Southern accent, the men’s deeper
tones.

Suddenly Mrs. Harris addressed her.
“I used to know your mother when she
was your age,”

Sue tried to look brightly interested.

"But she wasn't as pretty as you are,”
Mr. Harris rumbled beside her.

Sue felt the intense pathetic gratifica-
tion of youth at last accepted by its elders.
She looked up at Mr. Harris with a quick
smile. Then she snatched her eyes away
from his. What a funny way for him to
look at me, she thought. She glanced
quickly at her mother, but Mrs. Fergu-
son hadn’t seemed to notice anything.
Her gray head was bent toward Mrs. Har-
ris’, as they talked softly, reminiscing.

Sue ate her soup silently, her mind
filled with thoughts that were more emo-
tions than words. She was an only
child, born to her parents late in their
lives. She wanted so much to be ac-
cepted into their adulthood, not pushed
back any more into that intermediate span
of teens from which she was certain she
was ready to emerge.

Over her elders’ conversation she heard
a car drive up outside and her imagina-
tion peopled it at once with some
people from Hollywood, a movie di-
rector and his wife. They would come
to the door of this lighted room and see
her sitting there, looking so young yet so
composed among these older people. The
director would see her, slim and small be-
side the huge Mr. Harris and his prac-
ticed eyes would take in the shape of her
face and the thick shoulder-length black
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hair which her father teasingly called her
“glamour locks.”

Look, the director would say to his
wife, that girl there, a type, what we've
been looking for.

Unconsciously Sue straightened, sitting
young and eager, her eyes on the door,
her shoulders back, the beige wool of her
light frock straining across her high
young breasts.

Something insinuated into her day-
dream, became solid, real, sickening. Mr.
Harris" leg, his knee were pressing
against hers under the table. She looked
up at him startled, but he was talking
to her father, seemingly unaware of what
he was doing. He couldn't have done it
on purpose, she thought in shocked re-
pudiation of her own suspicion. But then
as she continued to stare at him she saw
him clearly, awfully, in one complete in-
stinct-illuminated look. She saw his big-
ness, his heaviness; his grossness. There
were bags of dark flesh beneath his eyes
and his cheeks were loose with the loose-
ness of past dissipation. It was a face of
jowls and pouches and thick, drooping
sensuous lips. She saw his hands on the
table and they were horrible to her, im-
mense hands with fleshy, freckled, hairy
backs.

She shrank, drawing into herself, press-
ing her thighs tight together, moving all
of herself beyond his disgusting touch.

"I'm afraid this empty place isn’t very
exciting for you, after all, Sue,” Mrs.
Ferguson said.

Oh, thank you Mother, thank you for
talking to me now. She smiled. “Okh,
but it’s fun, Mother, being out with you.”
Her eyes sought Mrs. Ferguson's, trying
to convey to her what had happened, ask-
ing for help. But Mrs. Ferguson only
smiled back encouragingly. As if she
were helping me at a school play, Sue
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thought despairingly. She doesn’t under-
stand what I mean. She thinks I'm just
flustered at being with grown-ups. Oh,
Mother, don't let that man touch me
again,

Imperceptibly she edged her chair
closer to her father’s, away from Mr, Har-
ris. Now he couldn't touch her even
when he leaned toward her to speak to
her father,

She listened to her mother and Mrs.
Harris talking of old mutual friends.
She interjected remarks with false bright-
ness. “You can't mean Mrs. Mont-
gomery, Mother! She never could have
been beautiful.”

“Oh, but she was, Sue, wasn't she,
Eleanor? One of the prettiest girls at
school.” Mrs. Ferguson beamed on her
daughter, showing her pleasure that Sue
was able to enter into the conversation and
still remember her place as a youngster.

Enveloped in that smile of her mother’s
and included now in the women’s conver-
sation, Sue began to feel safer, easier. It
didn’t matter that she had no interest in
their friends, those indescribably dull and
unromantic ladies who she was sure had
never stirred or even wanted to stir senti-
mental desires in any boy's heart. She
didn’t want to think of romance now or
love or anything like it. She wanted to
feel protected. And they were safe, these
ladies who were her mother’s friends,
safe and comfortable and unalarming.

Then Mr. Harris suddenly spoke to her
and in his tone she sensed again that
something which was like the slow pres-
sure of his leg. His words were paternal
enough, full of interest in the activities
of youth, but the thing was there in his
voice. She answered carefully, politely,
aware of her father's attention, aware
also, from the kindly expression of his
face, that he did not understand what this
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man was doing to his daughter—for Mr.
Harris was keeping her in the conversa-
tion, making her the center of it, hold-
ing her up to the others, holding her up
for his own eyes.

She struggled to retain her composure,
not to feel his looking at her. But it
was there, a looking down, slantwise, so
that as he appeared to bend a kindly
paternal glance on her she could feel the
fingertips of his eyes on her breasts, on
her half-bare arms, her lap and her
thighs—his lids drooping, his lips droop-
ing.
She looked up at her father, her eyes
desperate. And she saw he had not
noticed. Her mother, then? No, she did
not see either. But his wife, Sue thought
in an agony of shame, she must see. She
must see and be sick and humiliated. But
Mrs. Harris was nodding and smiling.
They were all blindfolded with the com-
placence of their grown-upness. None of
them could do any wrong. They could
not see, because they would not see. And
so they were letting Mr. Harris undress
her with his eyes, feel her with his eyes,
while they looked on smiling and approv-
ing.

A slow, sulky anger grew in Sue, a
heat and at the same time a coldness, a
scorn of her elders which was stronger
than anything she had ever felt. How
can they be so dumb, so unwilling to see?
she thought. How can they be taken in
by his idiotic fatherly business? He's dis-
gusting, he’s vile; I could throw up.

She grew hard now in her anger, sul-
len and unresponsive, furious at her
elders who were permitting this to be
done to her. She did not even hear how
the conversation about the peacock room
began.

“But you must see it, Milton,” her
mother was urging Mr., Harris. “It's a



soom for small dinners and the murals
are really exquisite. It's a beautiful
mom.!l

“By all means, have a look at it,” Mr.
Ferguson said. “Go down to the end of
the dining room off the lobby over there.
It's the small room that opens off the
cnd.t’

“You really shouldn’t miss it,” Mrs.
Harris said. “I told you so after I was
here yesterday."”

“Oh, I want to see those paintings, all
right,” Mr. Harris said. “But I won't
wait until after dinner. I'll go now.”
He pushed back his chair. “Will you be
my guide, Sue?” He asked.

The girl's mind walked down the long
unlighted, narrow dining room to the
small muraled room at the end, to the
room in darkness with unknown light
switches, to being there with this man.

“No,” she said, sullenly. *I won't
be your guide.”

There was a second’s shocked incredu-
lous silence. The adults stared at her.
She glared back stonily.

Then her mother said, “She doesn't
mean that, do you, Sue?” There was
warning and command in her tone.

And her father said in a voice of con-
trolled quiet, “Of course, Milton, Sue will
be glad to show you.”

But they mustn't do this to me, they
must not, Sue thought wildly. They must
see what he wants, they must. They
have to believe me. Are all grown-ups
like that? They stick together. They
won't help me, even my own father won't
help me. Oh, please won't you have
some faith in me, some faith in what I
feel about this man?

She heard the polite patter with which
her mother and Mrs. Harris were trying
to cover up her sullen refusal. She heard
Mr. Harris' laughter and joking with its
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my-my-what-a-naughty-girl overtone and
she heard her father's order to show Mr.
Harris the way to the peacock room. And
so, abandoned, she gave in.

“All right,” she said ungraciously. She
got up and marched out of the room with-
out looking back.

The dining room was long, dimly
lighted for a few yards near the lobby,
narrowing into total darkness at the far
end where it opened into the black square
of the unlighted peacock room. Sue's
fear walked beside her down the center
aisle between the ever-fading silhouettes
of empty square tables set around with
empty painted chairs. She felt how small
she was and how thin and young. She
felt the hugeness of the man lumbering
behind her; she could hear his breathing
and her flesh crept.

At the entrance to the peacock room
she paused, feeling along the wall for a
light switch, hastily, nervously. She felt
him crowding toward her, pushing her
into the room. She slid along the wall,
her back to its surface, her outstretched
hands searching frantically for a switch
to release her with light. She could see
nothing other than his face, hung, a dim
pale patch above her, chin level with the
top of her head.

She felt the suffocation of his suit clos-
ing her in between him and the wall, the
rough dark wool against her, the smooth
wall at her back. Then the immense
hands descended on her, fumbling over
her. “That's not the wall,” she said,
“that's me.” She tried to move, to cre-
ate a pretense that he too was looking for
a light switch,

“That's you,” he said thickly, “you,
you. I want you. I want to kiss you." His
breathing was loud, a thing which only
her instinct understood. His hands were
2 horror.
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She wanted to scream but couldn't.
Then she knew with sudden clarity that
he was counting on her fear to keep her
quiet, to keep her from struggling so
that nothing could be seen when they re-
joined the others, nothing to give either
of them away.

And with this knowledge her fear was
pushed out by anger that he should try
to make her a conspirator against her-
self. It was a cold, strong anger, which
was new to her experience, an anger
which told her she was all-powerful here,
that her intelligence was working, where
he was beyond intelligence.

As his face came close to her she
pushed her doubled fists with all her
strength against his chest. He stepped
back from her, then groped forward
again, his hands still too wanting for him
to think of pinioning her arms.

“You. You.” He kept repeating.
“Don’t do that to me. You're so excit-
ing. I want you. You. You. I want to
kiss you.”

“Don’t touch me again,” she said quiet-
ly.

She felt his hands fumble out to her,
his wet lips on her face. She struck him,
slapping him hard across the cheek. The
sound was sharp and loud in the empty
room.

The man stepped back.

She turned and felt her way to the
door. She walked out down the funnel
of the long dining room to its lighted
end. She walked quietly. She did not
touch her disarranged hair, nor stop to
close the zipper of her dress where he
had pulled it open half down the front.
She knew her cheeks were white and
her eyes blazing. She could still feel
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the muscles of her face pulling tight, at
her lips, at her nostrils, at her lids.

She walked into the sunroom and
quietly took her place at the table. For
an instant no one noticed her. Then her
mother said, "But Sue, what did you do
with Mr. Harris? Where is —" The
sentence died incomplete.

Sue saw the three pairs of incredulous
adult eyes fixed on her. She felt hard
and strong, sure of herself. This is what
they deserve, she thought. This is what
they deserve for their conspiracy to treat
me like a child. This is their punishment
for not believing me. Now they can see
that I knew what I was doing.

I'm sorry for you, you fool, she
thought, looking at Mrs. Harris and see-
ing the woman's weak blue eyes fill with
tears. You ought to know what he’s like.
If you don’t, look at him. Here he comes.

Mr. Harris walked in and took his seat.
“Very interesting, those peacocks,” he
said. *"Very beautiful.”

In spite of his bent head the mark of
Sue’s slap was clear on his cheek.

“Oh,"” she said hard and quiet, “'so you
saw them after all. Were you able to find
the light switch after I left? You can
see,” she said to the others, “how he mis-
took me for the light switch.”

She heard the gasp from her elders.
She smiled an angry adult smile and
turned to her mother.

“Could I have some coffee, please?”
she asked.

She saw her mother’s mind form the
usual automatic “"You know you're not al-
lowed to drink coffee. You're too young
yet.” But the words were not spoken.

“Bring my daughter some coffee,
please,” Mrs. Ferguson said to the wait-
ress.




McEWEN'S AFFAIR

by

Frank Sisk

ONE evening during the fifth year of
their marriage it occurred to Mc-
Ewen that he was no longer in love with
his wife. As soon as the fact was ad-
mitted, proof of it leaped so readily to
mind that he realized his thoughts must
have been running toward this end for a
number of days, maybe weeks or months.

To begin with, he didn’t think his
wife was pretty any more. That frail
flowerlike quality, which had been her
chief attraction for him, had withered
considerably; now she was a thin color-
less woman with blondish hair and a pale
bony face. Secondly, her voice, unnoticed
until the moment, was without modula-
tion, sharp and tinny, and since she never
said anything he was the slightest bit in-
terested in, that made it all the worse.
Thirdly, and probably most important,
he felt that his wife didn’t love him,
either. She tolerated him, that’s all, be-
cause lack of imagination or matter of
habit disallowed another course.

He was eating supper in the kitchen at
the time. Over the table hung the usual
dull silence, broken occasionally when his
wife asked him if he wanted this or
would he pass her that. They chewed
mechanically at their food, like two rumi-
native animals, their eyes glazed and far
away, lit neither by thought nor appre-
ciation of what they were eating. Finally

McEwen looked up from his plate. He
looked at his wife’s face. Her brows
were raised in an abstract expression that .
narrowed and wrinkled her forehead, giv-
ing her the appearance of moon-struck
stupidity.

Disgusted, he placed the knife and
fork crosswise on his plate, shoved back
his chair and got to his feet, with a
glance at the clock on the butterfly shelf
above the table.

“Are you finished?” asked his wife
disinterestedly.

“Yes,” he said. "'I've got to be some-
where at seven-thirty.”

This was unusual. As a rule, on all
evenings, except Saturdays when they
went to the movies, he would repair to
the parlor immediately after supper, get
the front section of the newspaper and
settle down in his easy chair for several
hours of reading. When his wife had
done their few dishes, she'd join him,
taking the chair on the opposite side of
the floor lamp, with the other section of
the paper in her lap. And there they'd
sit, with the radio turned low, separated
from each other until it was time to go
to bed.

“Seven-thirty ?” his wife was repeating,
looking at him with faint curiosity.
“"What's so important at seven-thirty ?"”

He was standing in the center of the
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kitchen, buttoning his vest. "Just a little
engagement,” he replied, with a polite
smile. “Nothing much. Don’t wait up
for me.” And he walked into the other
room, the smile hovering at the corners
of his lips.

His wife came to the kitchen doorway,
still holding her napkin, and watched
him, puzzled. She didn’t speak until he
had donned his topcoat and was reaching
his hat off a chair. Then in a voice half
angry, half petulant she said, “"Where
are you going? Back to the office?”

He didn't answer. He went to the
mirror on the buffet and inspected his
face, holding his chin at an upward angle
and running his fingers gently along the
jawbone. “I guess I don’t need a shave,”
he said, aloud but obviously addressing
himself.

“Not if you're just going to the office,”
said his wife.

He pretended not to hear. ““What did
you say?” he asked, still in front of the
mirror, and setting his hat at a jaunty
slant on his head.

“I said you won’t have to shave if
you're just going to the office,” his wife
said, quite annoyed by now.

He turned and regarded her for a mo-
ment with amusement. “No,” he said.
“No, you're right. I won't.” Then he
crossed to the smoking stand near the
easy chair, picked up his pack of ciga-
rettes, lit one and started for the door
leading into the hall. As his hand
touched the knob, his wife spoke again,
this time with a definite trace.of anger.

“I wish you'd tell me where you're
going.”

He didn't look back. “Why to the
office, of course,” he said, mockery in his
voice. Then he opened the door and left.

From force of habit he strolled to the
street corner and waited for the bus he
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took each morning on the way to work.
When it came along he boarded it and
rode downtown, getting off in the theatre
district. It was a cold January night but
McEwen didn’t mind it at all. In fact,
as he moved through the theatre crowds,
under the bright lights, he felt actually
warm and cosy. After a few minutes of
indecision, he approached the Rivoli's box
office and bought a ticket.

When he came out three hours later
it was only five minutes to eleven, so he
spent another half-hour in the tavern
next door. He drank three glasses of
beer—which was something of a record
for him—and then, delightfully mellow
and sleepy, he went outside and waited
for his bus.

His wife was asleep when he got home.
It was a little before midnight. He un-
dressed in the bathroom so as not to dis-
turb her. But as he crawled into bed,
she suddenly propped herself up on one
elbow and looked at him. The room was
dark except for the moonlight coming
through the window and spilling on the
floor.

“What time is it?"” she asked, sur-
prisingly wide awake,

“About two,” McEwen lied.

“Two?” She was incredulous. “And
you're just getting in? At two? Where've
you been ?”

“Out,” he said placidly, settling back
on the pillow and pulling up the bed
covers. He couldn’t quite make out her
features, but he could imagine how she
looked: her hair done up in curlers, her
face oily with cold cream, her rougeless
lips compressed in a severe little line of
annoyance.

“You've been drinking, too, haven't
you?" she finally said. She must have
smelled the beer on his breath,

He yawned. “Yes,” he admitted



sleepily, “we had a few drinks. I guess
they made me tired. Good night.” He
rolled over on his side, his back to his
wife.

"Who was with you?" she asked.
"Anyone I know?"

“No,” he replied, his voice muffled by
the quilt which he had pulled up as
high as his ears. He was enjoying the
situation immensely, more than he had
enjoyed anything in a long time, and he
was taking a sadistic pleasure in making
it last. He heard his wife change her
position, the bedsprings creaking.

"Well, who were you with?” she de-
manded. “There’s no need to be mysteri-
ous about it . . . or is there?” she added
sarcastically.

"Maybe,” he said. “Good night now.
I'm tired.”

“Listen here,” she began, snapping on
the night-table light. “I think I have a
right to a civil answer. Staying out till
two in the morning, I think I'm en-
titled to an explanation of some kind.
After all, I'm your wife.”

McEwen rolled over on his back, blink-
ing his eyes in the shaded lamplight, and
grinned. I don’t think you'd under-
stand,” he said.

His wife glared indignantly. “Oh,
I'm just stupid and insensitive, I sup-
pose. Who was it, Joe Ryan or some-
body ?"*

“No, it was not Joe Ryan. It was
nobody you'd know.”

“I might surprise you,” she said. “Now
who was it?”

He finally sat up, keeping the expres-
sion on his face sufficiently sleepy, and
yawned. “All right,” he said. "It was
a woman.”

“A woman!” Her voice was high,
sharp and more tinny than ever. “You're
lying. I can see it in your face.”
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“That's fine,” he said easily. ““Well,
good night then.” And once more he
sank back on the pillow and closed his
eyes.

"I know very well you're lying,” his
wife said, then added after a pause,
"Aren’t you?”

"“Please turn out the light,” he said.
"I'm tired."

"You're lying, aren’t you?" she said
in a quieter tone.

"Yes,” he said. “Now please tumn
out the light.”

This time she obeyed. McEwen sighed
decply, then settled down to regular
breathing. But his ears were alert. He
heard his wife moving around on her
side of the bed, trying to get comfortable
for the night. The springs creaked. Then
a long silence. Her breathing was in-
audible, so he knew she was awake. He
lay there, with the respiration of a man
asleep, listening for the first sounds of her
familiar snoring, but they didn’t come.
When he again opened his eyes it was
morning and he could hear her moving
about the kitchen.

At breakfast they observed their cus-
tomary silence, but now there was some-
thing hidden behind it, a number of
words curbed just on the tip of the
tongue. Determined to appear unmind-
ful, McEwen ate a hearty meal, noting
with perverse pleasure that his wife
scarcely touched a thing. As he poured
his second cup of coffee and lit a ciga-
rette, he made a few favorable comments
on the weather. These brisk winter
mornings, they certainly gave a man
plenty of pep, didn't they?

“Then you're feeling all right?” his
wife asked.

“Fine. Why not?” Frankly, his head
was still a bit heavy from the beer he had
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drunk the night before, and his stomach
didn't feel so good, either.

"Well, you didn't get much sleep,”
his wife said, "and I was wondering.”

"I feel fine,” he said. "Never felt
better.”

"Long as you didn't drink too much,”
she said tentatively, I think it's the
liquor more than anything that takes it
out of you the next day.”

“Five or six cocktails never hurt any-
body,” he replied.

“Five or six?” She lifted her brows
and stared at him pointedly. “You were
drunk then?”

“1 wouldn't say that,” he said. “A
little high maybe. But I was all right by
the time I got home. Sober as a judge.”

His wife paused, then asked hesitantly,
“And what you said—about that woman
—it was true?”

“What I said? I don't remember say-
ing anything about her. Only that we
had a few drinks together.”

“Then its true,” flared his wife. “You
were out with a woman, weren’t you?”

McEwen's face was bland. “Why,
sure,” he said. "I told you that last
night, didn’t I?”

She rose to her feet and stood back
from the table, looking at him with
menace. “Who is she?” she asked hate-
fully. “Some little stenographer at the
office or something?”’

McEwen calmly took a sip of his coffee.
“It's nobody you’d know,” he said.

"I demand to know her name,” cried
his wife, furious.

He set the coffee cup back on the
saucer and regarded her with a weary
smile, a smile of infinite patience. “Her
name is Phyllis,” he said. Phyllis was
the prettiest name he could think of, so
much prettier than his wife's, which was
Mabel, that he knew the comparison
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would hurt her.
fied?”

"Phyllis what?"" she asked dangerously.

"Her last name wouldn’t mean any-
thing to you,” he said, smiling.

She was outraged beyond words, Wrap-
ping her housecoat tightly around her
thin body, she walked out of the kitchen.
He heard the bedroom doot slam shut.
Then, finishing his coffee, he doused the
cigarette in the cup and got up from the
table, feeling that he had already done a
good day’s work.

Late that afternoon he phoned home to
say that he'd be detained and not to wait
supper for him. His wife received this
news coldly, responding in a few curt
monosyllables, and finally hung up on
him while he was in the midst of a de-
liberately obvious alibi concerning a cer-
tain account which the boss wanted a
complete estimation on by morning.

That evening he ate supper in a cafe-
teria and went to a movie again, return-
ing home by eleven o'clock. His wife,
as he expected, was sleeping in the guest
room. The next morning nothing was
said one way ot the other. To all out-
ward appearances it was just one more
dreary breakfast.

A week passed, with McEwen carrying
on his strange affair in the politest pos-
sible manner; never actually flourishing
it, referring to it only in discreet hyper-
bole—"1 promised Joe Ryan I'd sit in on
a little poker tonight,” or "I think I'll
go out for a walk, if you don’t mind.
It's getting kind of stuffy in here.” To
which his wife presented a sullen face
at first, then a face of stolid indifference.

Apparently, thought McEwen, she is
going to accept the matter passively,
which simply goes to prove another point
against her—she hasn't any pride.

Several more days went by, and then

“"Now are you satis-




she found the lipstick in the pocket of the
coat he asked her to send to the cleaners,
It was a masterly stratagem designed to
bring the affair to some sort of crisis.
For McEwen was beginning to weary of
the movies and the evenings away from
his comfortable easy chair. Already the
late hours he forced himself to keep
were putting pouches of fatigue under
his eyes, and his whole system felt a
little run-down. Therefore, the evening
of the day he'd left the lipstick in his
coat pocket, he came home from work
confident that the denouement was at
hand.  That it didn't come as soon as
he entered the kitchen was cause for
mild surprise, even momentary relief to
him. Throughout the meal he watched
his wife covertly, wondering where she
was getting all this amazing self-control.
Or maybe she hadn’t found the lipstick
after all.

"Did you send my coat to the clean-
ers?"” he asked pleasantly.

His wife was sitting at her end of the
table, pouring tea. “Of course,” she
said; and then, as if by afterthought, she
added, “Oh, yes, and I found the lipstick,
too.” She set the teapot on the cork
serving mat and looked across at him
with a sly vindictive smile,

"The lipstick?"" he asked, affecting per-
plexity. “What lipstick ?"

"“Why, the one in your coat pocket, the
coat I sent to the cleaners.”” She was
smiling at him in a strange catlike way,
a smile of cunning and guile. He didn't
like it at all. It threw him off his pace
and made him feel uneasy.

"'Oh, the lipstick,” he said. He man-
aged a sheepish grin, like a man em-
barrassed but resolved to laugh it off.
“I forgot,” he said apologetically, "I
should have thought—"
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"It was just what I needed,” his wife
said, her voice nearly silky. “And just
right for my complexion, too.”

"Of course,” he said, summoning an
expression of broad relief to his face.
He was now playing his part beautifully.
The husband whose carelessness has
nearly exposed his extra-marital affair to
his wife. For a moment it looks as if
he's going to be found out. But, no!
Just when all hope seems lost, when he
is almost on the verge of confessing that
the lipstick belongs to another woman,
his wife comes to the rescue under the
misconception that the lipstick is intended
for her. So the husband, breathing a
large sigh of relief, says, “Of course.
Why, of course.” It was perfect. In fact,
watching his wife’s strangely satirical
smile, McEwen decided that it was teo
perfect. The cues were a little too stagey.
It was not a one-man show any longer.
For somehow his wife had gotten into it
and was playing a part he couldn't quite
understand or appreciate. Watching her
guardedly, he reached out for the sugar
bowl. “Well,” he said, wary, “I'm glad
you found it. I meant to—that is, I in-
tended to mention it last night but—"

“That's all right,” she said, taking a
sip of her tea. "“And long as I have it
now, that’s what counts.” Her gaze was
ironical, amused.

McEwen, beginning to entertain a hor-
rible suspicion, said, “Of course,” for the
third time,

“It's lucky I'm not the jealous type,”
his wife continued, “or else I might have
thought it was for what's-her-name.”

“Phyllis?" asked McEwen weakly. He
was certain now that his wife knew the
real story. Probably she had followed
him or had him followed. There was
nothing to which she wouldn't stoop.
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"Oh, yes! Phyllis—that's the name,
By the way, how is she these days? You
haven’t mentioned her lately.”

“Phyllis?” he repeated, looking blindly
at the clock on the butterfly shelf. “Oh,
fine, I guess.” He pushed back his chair
and got nervously to his feet, his sole
desire being to escape from the room, to
get out of the house and far away from
his wife’s glittering eyes and her thin in-
sinuating voice. “Is the clock right?” he
mumbled, self-consciously stroking his
nose with his forefinger and looking like
a man on the verge of running out of the
room.

“As far as I know,” his wife said.
"But don’t tell me you have to go down
to the office again tonight?” she added
with mock disappointment.

“No,” he said, buttoning his vest with
fumbling fingers. “No, not exactly. I
was just thinking I might—" He searched
frantically for some excuse that would
make his retreat both plausible and grace-
ful. Instinctively he didn’t want to say
anything about Joe Ryan or poker, or
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about taking a little walk out in the air
where it wasn't so stuffy. And yet, what
else? A few cocktails with somebody?
No, that would be stepping right into it
with his jaw out. The movies? That
was downright laughable. He stared
helplessly at the clock.

“Well,” said his wife, her tone sud-
denly taking on a metallic edge. He
couldn’t bring himself to look at her, but
he felt that her mouth had grown set in
the harsh lines of scorn, that her eyes were
studying him with cold contempt, that
her arms were folded determinedly in
front of her. His spirit quailed. His
head began to ache with the fever of
embarrassment. “Well,” his wife re-
peated, louder and firmer this time.

“Well,” he muttered, giving her a side-
long glance, “I was just thinking I'd
stay in tonight.” Then, lowering his eyes
in confusion, he hastily left the kitchen,
feeling like an awkward child, sure of
nothing in the world except the unmiti-
gated fact that he did not love his wife.
No, by God, he hated her.



PORTRAIT OF ALLISON

by

Elliott Arnold

THIS morning when Allison Lee
woke she held a levee, as she did on
all mornings, with her mother and her
French maid paying enchanted homage.
The first thing Allison did upon open-
ing her eyes in the datkened room—
Allison kept the blinds drawn—was ring
the little gold-plated bell that stood on
the dressing table next to her bed. That
brought in Celeste, the maid. Without
saying a word Celeste moved quietly
through the room, reached out from long
habit to the exact spot on the table she
could not see for the smoked glasses.
These she placed on Allison's eyes, mur-
muring at just that moment, “Good day,
m’'mzelle.”

Even though it was the first gesture of
the day, Allison, as usual, managed a
brilliant smile. She answered, good
morning, in the soft accent she still re-
tained from her birth and childhood in
the West, and then Celeste switched on
the sun lamp. The lamp was placed in
precisely the exact position so that its
rays just covered Allison’s slim and lovely
body. Allison always woke in exactly
the same place in her bed every morning
and there never was any need for her to
move for the maid to adjust the lamp.

For exactly five minutes Celeste per-
mitted the ultra-violet rays to play on
Allison and then Allison turned over and

took five minutes of it on her back, Then
the lamp was turned off, the blinds were
drawn, Allison rose, stretched, looked
out, and since it was a nice day, said,
“It /s a nice day, isn't it?"” If it had not
been a nice day, she would have said, “It's
not a nice day, is it?” always adding, “But
perhaps it will get nice later on.” Alli-
son was openly cheerful. She used the
word "“nice” frequently, It was a favorite
word. When she said someone was a
“nice” person, it was the second best com-
pliment she could pay that person. The
best compliment was “very nice.”

After the maid left the room, Allison’s
mother, who acted as her secretary, en-
tered the room. Allison’s mother was a
charming, middle-aged lady who woke
very early every day and immediately read
all the gossip columns in the morning
tabloids. Frequently the name of Allison
Lee was mentioned. Allison Lee was an
opera star and opera stars did not usually
find themselves in Broadway columns, but
Allison Lee was very beautiful. She had
made two pictures in Hollywood and
often sang over the radio and the column-
ists regularly reported her romances. Alli-
son never went to the night clubs where
the columnists usually obtained this type
of information—she did not drink, nor
smoke—but nevertheless her beaux, as
she called them, were all duly tabulated,
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sometimes, on a dull Monday, even lead-
ing off a paragraph in Winchell's column,
which was considered a far greater men-
tion than when it was buried deep in the
paragraph. The first sentence always is
in blacker type.

Mrs. Lee read these columns primarily
to see if Allison were mentioned, but it
was a labor of love because Mrs. Lee was
a bright and spry person and was very
curious. - If none of the columns had any-
thing in them about Allison, or about
Allison’s friends, Allison never bothered
to read them. She was not very curious.
When Mrs. Lee finished the columns she
remained in a state of alert until the little
gold bell tinkled. Then she started for
the kitchen and began to squeeze the juice
of three oranges. She had learned, from
experience, that she could squeeze the
oranges, strain them, and then put in two
chunks of ice in about the length of time
it took the sun lamp to shine on the
front of Allison. During the time the
lamp browned the back of Allison, the ice
chilled the juice to just the proper tem-
perature.  Allison possessed exceptional
sense perception and could tell immedi-
ately if the orange juice were left stand-
ing.

g‘Good morning, Mama,” Allison said
when her mother entered the room.

"Why good morning, honey,” Mrs.
Lee said.

1 slept very well,” Allison said, since
she had slept very well. Often she mere-
ly said she slept well. On rare occasions
she reported she slept badly. Allison was
very accurate about everything. Whatever
the remark, Mrs. Lee had the proper bat-
tery of answers, ranging from “why that's
fine,” to “too bad, honey.” Allison was
just under thirty but it pleased both her
mother and herself to refer to her occa-
sionally as though she were getting up to
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go to high school. On these occasions
Mrs. Lee called her “child” or “little
girl.”

Allison had given a performance at
the opera the night before, so this morn-
ing Mrs. Lee asked, "How did you
sing last night, honey?”

“Just fair,” Allison replied, sipping
her orange juice.

“That’s not what the papers say,” Mrs.
Lee contradicted happily. “They said you
were magnificent as usual. The Times
said you never have been in better voice,
that you did Mimi with such pathos, such
feeling.”

"Perhaps he was just being kind,” Al-
lison said graciously.

“You know the Times is never just
kind,” Mrs. Lee bristled. "If they said
you were magnificent you must have been
and I know you were. Besides all the
other papers say the same thing.”

“Well that's good,” Allison said with
finality. "I have to sing again tonight
and it's good to have that encourage-
ment."”

“As though you need encouragement,”
Mrs. Lee said, laughing.

“I do, Marma,” Allison said. "I really
do.”

When Allison finished her orange juice
she exercised for exactly ten minutes. This
exercising was actually a disciplinary rou-
tine. Allison believed in discipline. In
reality Allison was lithe and slender and
often critics, listening to her truly splen-
did voice and the power and sustaining
quality of her singing, marveled that it
could come from so unoperatic-looking a
chest. As a matter of fact an article
based on just such an observation had ap-
peared only a few days before in the
magazine section of the Sunday Jowrnal-
American.

The ten minutes up, Alljson stopped




and looked into the full-length mirror.
Her hair was tawny, and lay long and
low on her head. Her eyes were a mirac-
ulous blue and since Allison never dissip-
pated they were this bright sea blue even
upon awakening. Allison had a soft and
creamy complexion which she cared for
carefully. The cold cream she put on at
night disappeared by morning and as she
looked in the mirror she saw a clean, se-
rene countenance,

Allison showered and then had coffee
and one slice of toast. She was just fin-
ishing the coffee when the phone rang
and she felt a quickening in her stomach
and she said quickly, “That's Bill.”

“It might not be,” her mother said,
smiling.

“It's Bill,” Allison said. “I know his
ring.”

“Child, you are demented,” Mrs. Lee
said.

“Answer it, Mama,” Allison said.

Mrs. Lee picked up the receiver and
then smiled again and said, hello Bill,
and then laughed and Allison knew that
Bill was teasing her mother again. Mrs.
Lee talked to him for a few minutes and
laughed several times and all the while
Allison was tight and wanted to take the
telephone from her mother and say very
quickly, hello, Bill, my darling, but she
didn't, she couldn’t, and she waited until
her mother said, yes, Miss Allison is
awake, and then she reached out for the
receiver.

“Hello, Bill,” she said, and her voice
was just the right tone, pleasant, light,
charming, friendly.

“How are you?"

She could see him in his studio now.
He probably was wearing the paint-
stained sweat shirt, and had stuck the
brush behind his ear. He always got
up early to get the morning light and
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usually had painted for hours before he
called her.

“I'm very well, Bill,” Allison said. “I
slept very well. How are you?"” Her voice
tinkled.

“All right. Still a little overhung.”

“Bill, you weren’t drinking again.”
Just the right amount of reproach in her
voice, she knew. She wanted to shake
him hard and she wanted her voice to
say that, but it was properly reproachful
instead.

“Why not?” Bill asked.

"Do I have to watch over you all the
time ?"'

“No. Just two nights a week. The other
times I do all right watching myself.”

“Bill, you're such a child.” Bill was not
a child, she thought. He did not drink
alone. There were sudden pictures that
could hurt, only Allison would not let
them hurt.

“Yeah,” Bill said. “The usual time to-
night?” he asked.

"Yes, honey,” she said.

“Anywhere special you want to go?”

“Just home,” she said. *Just home with
you."”

“Sure there’s nowhere you'd like to go?
Il make reservations.”

"You know I don't care for night
clubs, Bill. I don’t drink and I don't
smoke and just to go and sit in some
smelly little place seems so silly to me.
I'd rather just go home with you.”

“Good title for a song,” Bill said. " 'I'd
rather go home with you—there’s nothing
else I'd like to do. . . ." "

“All right,” she said primly. “All
right, make fun of my honest emotions.”

“T'll pick you up in the dressing room.”

“All right.”

She hung up the receiver and lay back
in bed. Bill was someone new. He was
irresponsible as most artists were, she

79



BY ELLIOTT ARNOLD

thought, and her mouth became soft. She
had met him only a few weeks before at
a cocktail party at which she was having
a very boring time because she never
touched cocktails and the butler seemed
annoyed when she kept asking him for
orange juice. Bill Hendricks had been
staring at her, long and coolly, and she
had known it and then he had shaken his
head and walked up to her and said,
“Beautiful, but icy.” Bill was very tall,
and his hair was wild and black and she
had thought he was drunk and was ready
to excuse his bad manners on that ground,
but he held his Martini up to her as
though he had read her thoughts and
added, “That's from me and not from
this. This is the first. Maybe after
awhile I won't see the ice. Now it's cold
and clean and belongs with a snow back-
ground. Your face, I mean. Not the
Martini. The sky ought to be just a
shade lighter than your eyes, to bring
them out. Beautiful, beautiful face,
Frozen.” He looked at her for another
moment and then walked away.

Sally Orland, her hostess, rushed over
to explain that Bill was an artist and
crazy anyway and everybody let him talk
anyway he pleased and after awhile Alli-
son left and as she rode along in the taxi
with her escort, someone very neat and
completely unexciting from the social
register, she was annoyed with herself
to find that the only thing she was angry
at Bill for was that he never had returned
to say anything more after the first time.
She thought for a moment that she would
call him up and say something amusingly
nasty to him, but she decided she couldn’t
do that. She waited for him to call, al-
most knowing he would call, but it was
almost three weeks later, and since that
time she had been seeing him once or
twice a week, spacing him judiciously be-
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tween Robert, the architect who was
wooing her now for the eighth year and
was confident he was on the home stretch,
and Fred, the social-register person who
had a wonderful career ahead of him in
Wall Street, even today.

Allison lay back on her pillow today
and thought about Bill and was vaguely
disturbed. Bill did that to her. Robert
and Fred were known quantities. They
never surprised her and usually she was
grateful for this evenness. Her relation-
ships with them were secure and smooth.
She didn’t quite understand Bill, and
sometimes she thought he was laughing at
her. She could never say why, and Bill
always denied it, but she felt that just
the same.

Mrs. Lee re-entered the room and Alli-
son smiled brightly and asked, “What's
on the program this morning, Mama?"’

“Well,” Mrs. Lee said, opening a
small, black engagement book. “You
have a lesson at one. At two-thirty you
promised to coach June. At four you have
a fitting for your new evening gown. You
promised to have dinner with Robert.”

“T'll be very happy to help June in
whatever little way I can,” Allison said.

“You are so good.”

“No, Mama, if a gitl can’t help her lit-
tle old school chum who hasn’t been too
successful she isn't fit to have a friend."

"Bless your heart, child,” Mrs. Lee
said. “It's only a real success who could
be so generous.”

“I made up my mind that I would be
successful, Mama,” Allison said. “I be-
lieve that when one makes up one’s mind
to do something, and is determined to
do that thing, one can’t help but succeed.”

"Of course, June never had your voice
to start with,” Mrs, Lee said. “I remem-
ber when you were both little girls and



her mother used to bring her into the
house, all dressed up so pretty, and used
to tell how well the teacher said she
sang.”

“She was so pretty,” Allison said. "I
used to be so jealous of her. I was a
funny-looking little girl, wasn’t I Mama.”
I remember how frightened I was to
grow up. I always used to think I never
could get a fellow.” She smiled a little
and closed her eyes. "I think I was the
homeliest girl in town. I was afraid to go
to parties because none of the boys ever
would pay attention to me."”

“It is strange, how things work out,”
Mrs. Lee said. “Now look at you."”

“Now, look at me,” Allison repeated
softly. “Sometimes you can't change all
the way inside though. Sometimes that
fright remains.”

“Hush, child, you don't mean to tell
me you want me to think you are still
frightened of boys,” Mrs, Lee said.

“I'm only joking, Mama,” Allison said.
“About June, I don’t say June could have
become an opera singer but she could
have done far better with herself. In
some other kind of singing. June is such
a sweet girl but she does lack will pow-
er.”

"“She certainly does,” Mrs. Lee said.

“She got things much too easily,” Al-
lison said.

Allison dressed rapidly. She believed
dressing was a waste of time and used as
little time on it as possible. She had an
air about her, however, and her clothing
seemed immediately to belong to her, and
to her body alone, as soon as she put it
on. She had a way of walking, with her
chin high and her eyes very wide open,
blue and clear-seeing. She favored wide-
brimmed sports hats, and wore them with
the brim pulled down over the side of
her face.
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Allison and her mother lived on Sut-
ton Place. As soon as she reached the
street she called a taxi and gave him the
address of her music teacher, a little Rus-
sian émigré. She burst into his office
twenty minutes later, smiling graciously
at the teacher's secretary, sailing past the
secretary into the studio where Professor
Glinkoff was waiting for her. The pro-
fessor was a short, bald-headed man who
worshipped Napoleon. Once, in Moscow,
before the revolution, he had got very
drunk and he wandered out in front of
the Kremlin and fell asleep. When he
woke he thought he was in heaven. The
street was filled with horsemen and at
their head was Napoleon Bonaparte. He
started to shout and jumped up and down
and ran in front of Napoleon and tried to
kiss his hand. Then he was yanked away
and he discovered they were just making a
moving picture. He never forgot that
day and through the passage of the years
he almost got to believe he really had seen
Napoleon.

“"Good morning, professor,” Allison
said enthusiastically.

“Good morning, Miss Lee,” he said.
"It is always so good to see you. You are
so filled with strength and vitality. It is
a pleasure to see you come in."”

“Why, thank you, professor,” Allison
said widening her eyes.

"I have read the papers of your singing
last night in Bohéme,"” the professor went
on. “The critics said you were magnifi-
cent. I am very proud of you, Miss Alli-
son, my child.”

“I have you to thank for it, Professor
Glinkoff,” Allison answered with her
very sunniest smile that always seemed to
show twice as many teeth as anyone else
ever had, and each of them twice as
bright.

"Ah, I wish I could have heard you,"
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the professor said rapturously, holding
his hands together.

“You shall this evening, this very eve-
ning,” Allison said. “I'm doing Tosca.
I shall put two seats in the box office
for you.”

“Miss Allison, you are so good to this
old man I am moved almost to tears,” the
Russian said. He looked sadly at a bust
of Napoleon.

“It is my pleasure to repay you a little
for the wonderful things you have done
for me. You shall come tonight and en-
joy yourself,” Allison said. She placed
her hand on her hip and held her head
and chin high. She was very tall and
slim, and she was most beautiful.

She took out her little black book and
marked in it, two tickets for Glinkoff and
then she took off her hat and coat and
started to vocalize. Her voice rang high
and true. It made her feel good to sing.
She was certain then, sure of herself;
this she could do, and do well. Nothing
frightened her when she sang. She really
did not need Glinkoff any more these
days, the days of her studies were well be-
hind her, but she sincerely believed the
association of her name added greatly to
the Russian’s stature as a teacher, and
since Glinkoff had taken her on and
coached her when she was an unknown,
she was genuinely grateful to him.

She sang for half an hour, listening
gravely to Glinkoff telling her exactly
what she knew herself and could have
done without stirring from her bedroom,
and then after repeating his instructions
carefully, she left. Glinkoff put his arm
in hers and walked through the door to
the reception room, saying loudly, “All
right, Miss Lee, we shall see you then the
day after tomorrow.” She presented him
with that wonderful smile again, and he
kissed her hand and returned to his stu-

82

dio. The professor's secretary came up to
her and told her that a dear friend would
love to have one of her autographed pic-
tures, and Allison said, certainly, and
signed a picture the secretary gave her
with “With my sweetest regards, Allison
Lee™

She had a little time when she left and
it was a warm and lovely day and she
decided to walk. She walked head high,
with long, swinging steps, with the grace
and sureness of a thoroughbred. When
she finally reached her home, June was
waiting for her.

June was still pretty. She rushed up to
Allison and kissed her. She had a soft
small voice and sweet manner, which,
when exploited properly, occasionally was
successful in night-club appearances. She
had a milky freshness about her that made
night-club drinkers sentimental. She had
got an opportunity to sing for two weeks
in an obscure roadhouse in New Jersey
and she had rushed to Allison for some
last minute rehearsing. Allison whipped
off her coat and started in immediately.

“I want you to remember one thing,”
she said sternly. “Remember that the au-
dience is there to listen to you. Remember
you have a lovely voice. You must stand
there, strong and confident— (her chin
unconsciously rose and she held out her
right arm and cupped her hand)—and
sing out. They will listen to you and
they will love you.”

June looked at her in admiration. “Oh,
Allison, you are so strong.”

Allison shook her head. “Strength, my
dear, is a matter of mind. You must will
yourself to be strong and you will be
strong.”

“It's easy for you to say that.”

“It is not easy,” Allison said slowly.
“But it can be done. Come,” she said
briskly. "“Stand up. Throw your head



back. Lift up your chin. You are an
artist. You are in a lovely night club.
The orchestra is playing. The lights are
dimmed. There is the spot on you. All
right now—jsing!"”

June started to sing Stardust. She sang
it softly, without too much skill, but with
a great deal of feeling. She hunched
over a little, clasping her hands tightly
at her breast.

When she finished, Allison shook her
head. "“No, no,” she said. "Too much
indecision. Much too much indecision.
You sang that as though you half ex-
pected your audience to rise and walk out
on you. You must have bearing. You
must command your audience. Look at
me.”

Allison strode to the center of the
room. She was well above medium
height and her slimness made her seem
even taller. She lifted her head. Her
eyes widened and a full, confident smile
appeared on her lips. She looked radi-
antly from side to side, taking in a full
room, seeing everyone in it, taking every-
one into her orbit. Then she started to
sing, lifting again her right arm and
cupping her hand. Her voice filled the
room, full and strong. Her intonation,
her phrasing, were impeccable. She
finished the song an octave above its
actual note, Then she dropped her head
slightly and smiled again.

“There,” she said. ““That way.”

June seemed almost awe-stricken. ""Oh,
Allison,” she said. “Allison. That was
glorious. Your voice is so beautiful. I

could never sing that way. When I listen -

to you I want to quit trying to sing alto-
gether.”

“"Of course you can’t sing the way I
do, my dear,” Allison said. "You have
not had operatic training. But you must
never say you feel you should stop sing-
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ing. That is what really does harm to
your voice. You must know you want to
sing, and you must sing. If you want to
badly enough you can, you know. Now,
come, try again, Lift your chin way up.
Open your mouth wide and sing out.”

Allison rehearsed June until six o’clock
and when they were finished June was ex-
hausted, Allison was as fresh and strong
as though she had done nothing. She
took June by the shoulders and looked
into her eyes.

“You will be a success, my dear,” she
said sincerely. "I know you will. You
will not fail. We shall rehearse every
day. Right up to the night of the open-
ing. We shall get the proper clothing for
you. Don’t worry about it. T'll pay for
the clothes and you can repay me when
you receive your first check. You must
succeed.” She stared into her eyes. "I
know you shall succeed.”

“I don’t know how I'll ever repay you,”
June said. "Allison you're wonderful.”

Allison smiled and patted her arm.
She hurried into her room and undressed.
She showered again and dressed rapidly.
When she re-entered the living room
again Robert was there. Robert was
sandy-haired and pleasant-faced. Allison
held out her cheek and he kissed it light-
ly. “Hello, dear,” she said.

"Have we time for dinner?” Robert
asked.

“Just for a bite,” Allison said. "“You
know I never eat heavily before a per-
formance. We don’t have too much time
anyway."”

“It's rather important that I talk with
you this evening,” Robert said.

“All right. We'll just run into a little
place near the opera house.”

In the restaurant Allison ordered a
cheese sandwich and a glass of milk.
Robert toyed with a drink.
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“I have a chance to form a partnership
with a guy I used to go to college with,”
he said. "It might mean everything.”

“Bob, that sounds wonderful. When
will you do it?”

“That's just it. That's what I wanted
to ask you. What do you think of the
idea? It would mean giving up a nice
secure berth that I have now and ventur-
ing out into something that might fail
completely.”

Allison put down her sandwich and
thought for a moment. "It seems to me
to be a glorious opportunity, Bob,” she
said slowly. “I know that you are so
capable and I feel that it would succeed.
But it’s something you'll have to decide
for yourself. I couldn’t have that choice
on my conscience.”

Robert shook his head impatiently.
“Don’t be absurd. 1It's just that you have
such good judgment. If I felt you
thought this was the right thing for me
—TI'd take it without hesitation.”

“But I don’t know anything about ar-
chitecture,” Allison said.

“It's not that exactly either,” Robert

said.  “You just have sound common
sense. You know me. What do you
think ?"

“I think if you yourself are frightened
that perhaps you better not,” she said.
“It's how you feel about it that counts.
If you have confidence, if you are sure
—that’s all you need.”

He took her hand and held it tightly.
“You give me that confidence, darling,”
he said. “With you believing in me there
doesn’t seem to be anything I couldn’t
do.”

Allison smiled. “Tll have to hurry
along now, dear,” she said. "Don't
bother to take me to the house. You
have some dinner. Call me tomorrow."”

“All right, darling,” he said.
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Allison knew exactly how long it would
take her to dress and make up for her
role and she arrived at the opera house
at precisely the right time. Kennedy, the
burly policeman who always was stationed
at the opera house stage entrance, opened
the door of her taxi and greeted her.
Allison bowed slightly and said, “Good
evening, Kennedy. How are you to-
night ?”

“I'm fine, Miss Lee, fine. Good sing-
ing to you tonight.”

“Why, thank you, Kennedy,” Allison
said, surprised, as though he hadn’t said
the same thing to her every time she sang.

She walked into the entrance, and said
hello, cheerily, to Pops, the old man at
the door, repeated hello in exactly the
same tone of voice to the colored man
who operated the elevator, and then said
it for a third time, without the slightest
variation, to the colored girl who served
as her maid at the opera.

“How is your husband feeling, Vera?"
she asked solicitously.

“He is much better, Miss Allison.
Thank you so much for asking.”

“Why, you’re quite welcome my dear,”
Allison said. Allison always remembered
little personal things about people and
asked them about them. She knew that
people liked her better for this show of
democracy.

Allison Lee sang very well again that
night. She was in superb voice. Her
voice was clear and loud when it should
be clear and loud and it was soft and
sweet and appealing where it should be
soft and sweet and appealing. Her act-
ing was perfect. Her beautiful face and
figure always were successful on the huge
opera stage. Her gestures were faultless,
as faultless as constant rehearsing could
make them. She was called back several
times after the curtain fell.



Then she hurried to her dressing room.
She was just finished when Bill was an-
nounced. She held herself very con-
tained and raised her right hand and
gave it to him, and said, hello, making it
the fourth time that evening.

“How are you?" he asked. His eyes
always seemed to grin at her.

“Why, I'm fine, young man, and you?"

"Sing all right?"”

“I suppose so.” She tilted her head to
one side and smiled slightly. She had
often posed for pictures in that position.

“You look beautiful.”

“Thank you, William.”

“I'm merely reporting.”

“Beautiful and icy,” she said.

"You remember.”

“Could one forget?” She raised her
eyes archly. “Honey, could one forget?”

“All right, lady. It still goes. Beauti-
ful and icy.”

“I like that firmness and constancy
about you, Bill,” she said. "I'm ready.
Let's go.”

A woman's voice called into the dress-
ing room, “Good night, Miss Lee.”

Allison looked up quickly and said,
“Why, good night, honey.” She turned
to Bill. “That little old girl says good
night to me every time I sing here. I
don’t even know who she is,”

“Never could tell that from the way
you called out good night. You'd think
she was your sister.”

“Ah, well, it makes her happy to say
good night to me and to have me say
good night to her. So I say it. You
wouldn’t have me ignore her, would
you?”

“Yes, 1 would,” Bill said.
mind.
work.”

“Bill, don't be nasty tonight. I'm not
going to pick up anything. If you want

“Never
You must have your welfare
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to say nasty things you can say them but
I'm not going to answer you and it takes
two to make a quarrel.”

“All right,” Bill said.

They left the opera house and got into
his car. “Sure you don’t want to stop off
somewhere and get a bite?”" he asked.

“No, dear. Mama probably left some
sandwiches and cake in the icebox. Let's
£o home and have a picnic.”

They found that Mrs. Lee had left
some sandwiches and cake in the icebox.
“I suppose you would like a drink?”
Allison asked.

“Despite the quiet nausea in your voice,
the answer is yes,” Bill said.

“We have some Scotch. Nobody
drinks it here but we keep it for guests.”

“True Western hospitality,” Bill mur-
mured.

"I ignore that. How do you want it?”

"With plain water.”

Allison poured out the drink and
watched him swallow a mouthful. *I
don't see how people can drink that
stuff,” she said.

They, ate the sandwiches and then sat
down on the couch in the living room and
looked at each other for a few minutes
and said nothing. It was so strange, she
thought, the laughter and the sarcasm and
the wall, the whole wall, seemed to fall
away when they were alone like that. It
was something they both seemed to know
and still it was a knowledge that nulli-
fied itself for the slightest word, the
quietest gesture, brought the wall up
again. They could sit and touch with
their eyes; it seemed that anything else
could break their feeling. After a few
moments more, knowing before he did it
that the movement would spoil it, would
make them their outside selves again,
Bill reached out and took her hand and
then he pulled her toward him to kiss
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her. She turned her head slightly when
it came close to his face, so that his lips
touched her cheek instead. He pushed
her violently from him.

“My God,” he said. “Can't you ever
kiss like a woman, instead of shoving
your face up to be kissed like a baby ?”’

“Bill,” she said, wondering if he could
possibly know how much she wanted him
to kiss her, to kiss him,

“I know,"” he said, pushing a cigaret
into his mouth, lighting it. “I know.
Allison, for God's sake, what's the matter
with you?”

"I don’t know, Bill,” she said, almost
whispering it.

“T was in the opera house tonight.”

"“You were? Why didn’t you let me
know ?”

“l wanted to hear you again without
your knowing I was there. Allison, you
stank !’

“Bill!”

“I stick to that. Your voice was per-
fect. Your acting was perfect. But you
stank, You were an automaton on that
stage. You sang and moved like a well-
oiled machine. My God, Allison, there
was no warmth, no real feeling at all. 1
sat there and watched you and I wanted
to go up on the stage and shake you.
Like this—" He reached out and took
her shoulders and shook them violently.
“Allison—for Christ sake don’t you have
any nickname?  Allison—for the love of
God you're twisted up into a tight, hard,
bright little knot. There wasn’t a thing
between you and the audience tonight.
They admired you but they didn’t feel a
thing. I know.”

"Bill,” she said.

“What the hell are you crying for?”
He got up and looked down at her.
“Listen, Allison. Have you ever been in
love, really in love?”
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"No." She said it quickly and so soft-
ly it almost was not said.

“Do you love me?”

“Oh, Bill—."

“Answer me. Do you love me?”

She didn’t say anything.

“Listen to me, Allison. Listen. I love
you. It's a crazy thing to happen to me,
with you, but I love you. Listen, Allison.
We could make it into something. Alli-
son, it will be like nothing you've ever
known in your life. Listen, darling. I've
got a farm in Vermont. Let's get into
the car now and drive up there. We'll
see the sunrise together.”

“Leave at this hour, Bill?"

“You're not singing again for almost
a week. We could have three wonderful
days up there, darling.” He sat down
and took her hand. “There’s food there,
darling, and firewood. There's music.
I'll paint you, darling. We'll be alone
and with ourselves. We can find our-
selves out there. What do you say?”

“Bill, you're crazy.”

"You be crazy too. Darling, for one
time in your damned time-table life, be
crazy. Put some things into a bag and
let’s go.”

“I couldn’t, Bill. 1 have to rehearse a
friend. 1 promised Mama I'd help her
pick out some clothes. Why, what
would Mama say?”

He looked at her for a moment and
then said, “Oh God.”

She reached out and took his hand.
"Bill, you listen to me. You asked me
if I love you. I don’t know, Bill. Per-
haps I should know but I don’t know.”
She looked up and her chin went out.
Her eyes were so very blue; she felt
empty and frightened inside but she said
—"Yes, I do know. I don't love you.”
Then her chin dropped a little. “Bill,
I'm not worth waiting for, if you would



want me to wait . . . . Bill, there’s a high
wall around me. Don’t ask me to ex-
plain anything. Bill, you're right. You're
right in everything you've said. It’s very
hard for me to say this. If you want to
wait . . . I don't know why you should.
Bill, it would take patience. It would
take so much understanding. No one
has the right to ask that of a man . . .
this is so hard to say. .. .”

He stood up and looked at her and
then he picked her up and brought her
face to his and she moved her head
swiftly and automatically into his chest.
He held her away from him and then
after a moment, said, I wish I wanted
to slap you.” He said it slowly. "I
don't even want to slap you.”

He picked up his hat and coat and
walked out. She sat in the room and
stared after him and then she went into
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her room and slowly undressed. In bed
she tried to cry but she couldn’t cry. She
knew as she was trying that she couldn’t
cry. She had not cried for years. She
was a very strong woman, she thought,
and she never cried any more. No, that
wasn't true. Bill had made her cry only
a little while ago. Crazily, that was a
good thought. God, please, why didn’t
1 go, she thought, please, God, why
didn't I say yes and go, she thought about
the sunrise, she thought, please, God, why
didn’t he slap me? God, she thought.
Bill, Bill, Bill, Bill. She thought strange-
ly now of June and then she thought,
Bill, and again, Bill, and she knew he
could destroy the wall, she knew he would
destroy the wall. It was such a very high
wall, she thought, holding her lips to-
gether. Anybody would be secure and
strong behind that wall, she thought.
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CHEROKEE BLOOD

by

Ed Bell

I GUESS everybody that played on our
Calfkiller team claimed Indian blood
more or less but me and Will Buck our
Old Man said had the mostest. We was
full of it.

Our Old Man was named Sooner
Mitch, He'd broughten us to Calfkiller
atter a life like the rolling stone and set-
tled down and started showing them how
to play football out at Calfkiller High
School. It wasn’t long then before every-
body in that country was talking about
us Mitch boys.

Old Sooner said we's the best football

players in Tennessee, een though we was
his boys, and the reason was our blood.
It took a Indian to do it like a natural
man.
“They're thoroborned,” he’'d say. “Just
looky thaw—them high cheekbones and
that lightfoot walk, Ain’t they a couple
of war whoops now?”

Then one of the boys at Reeder’s bar-
bershop, where Old Sooner gets his hairs
whacked now and then, would up and
ask what about mine and Will Buck’s
yaller hairs. All Indians they heard of
had black hairs, they'd say.

It always kind of got him but he
wouldn’t let on.

“Don’t come at me with that. The
Cherokee gals I knowed in the Smoky
Mountings when I was young and at my-
self, they had yaller hairs all right.”

Our Old Man would wink his eye.

They wouldn't lay off Old Sooner.
When you got him going, there wasn’t
anything more fun in Calfkiller. When
we learned that the woman teacher was
coming, the boys around Reeder’s
wouldn’t give him a minute’s rest.

“What about this lady that’s coming
to run our school this fall, Old Sooner?
Looks like you'll have to get along with
her, bein’ she’s kinfolks and all ?”

Our Old Man said, “Don’t you worry.
She won't stay long. We'll put the high
life to her when the time comes, kinfolks
or no. But one way you look at it, she
ain’t raley no kin of me and the boys.
She’s just the Widder’s dead brother's
wife.”

Our Old Man and us called his wife
the Widder in a way of joking.

Doc Reeder was whacking Sooner's
hairs. He was also a horse and cow
doctor besides a barber. He laughed out
loud.

He said, "“That’s a whole lot of kin-
folks you'll find out. This Mis Dolly she’s
tough titty they say. They say she means
to wear the britches in Calfkiller.”

“We'll put the high life to her like we
done several more,” OIld Sooner said.
“The Widder outn broughten no lady
teacher here. She just done it fuh spite
of me and the boys.”

Our little old step-mammy was well-



to-do and well considered in Calfkiller,
spite of what some said was her weakness
in marrying Old Sooner. She had a good
little gob of money laid back. She took
a interest in politics and helped run
things. Especially the school.

The Widder believed in learning somie
education and our Old Man didn’t. Atter
football was over ever year, he didn't
have no patience for schoolteachers.

Football was Old Sooner's meat.
Schoolbooks just wasn’t. If he could
sturve up a little hell and get a teacher
run off ever year, he'd do that very thing.
I guess that was why the Widder slipped
him this fast one.

She was on the school board already
so this year she politicked around and
got one of her own women kinfolks hired
from away off to come and be principal
at Calfkiller High School. She said it
couldn’t make things any worse'n what
they already was.

Was a lot of talk about this woman as
fall come on. Her name was Dolly Ma-
haffey. We'd never seen her till that
day she first come. I'll never forget the
sights of that day. We was all down in
town waiting and ready.

We first seen her automobile come
bucking over that big rump in the road
where Main Street leaves off the highway
into Calfkiller. It was a old two-seated
Dodge car with a old mange-looking hair-
dale dog riding the hood, rubbing his tail
back agin the windshield.

Her two daughters was on the front
seat with her and the back seat was full of
quilts and cooking ware and a coop of
chickens. The chickens had their heads
out the cracks. Wasn't a face in the
bunch you could look at and not laugh,
unless maybe the hairdale. And them
chickens poked out the cracks, looking at
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us like we's a uncivilized people they
coming among.

The old Dodge come along. Aunt
Dolly had to keep juicing her down
Main Street with a piece of binder twine
run out and hitched to the catburetor.
They stopped in front of the drugstore.
Aunt Dolly got out. She had on a gray
shirt and some greasy overalls.

"“That's her all right. That's our Aunt
Dolly,” Will Buck said. “They said she
was the ugliest mortal in the world and
the truth was there.”

He'd come up behind me walking like
a cat and I hadn’t heard him. That Will
Buck could really handle his feet. It
made me prouder than ever of our Indian
blood—atter sightin’ this sample of what
the Widder was kin to.

I want you to look,” Will Buck said.

First thing Aunt Dolly done was take
out a long-stem pipe. She lit up and
drawed in a couple of long ones and
puffed them out. Then she come on
around and started shaking hands.

"I'm the new boss of the school,” she
said. "I want to meet everbody and get
it over with. Those are my two sprouts
in the car.”

Then here come the Widder with
Old Sooner slinking a short ways in the
rear. The Widder and Aunt Dolly and
them two ugly daughters hugged and
kissed and then the Widder brought
Sooner over and met him with Aunt
Dolly. You could tell that Aunt Dolly
didn’t consider Sooner much pickins for
a woman of the Widder’s standin’. But
OId Sooner didn’t see she was cold on
him. He was too busy listenin’ to his-
self brag.

“l guess you heard all about me and
my team out at the school?” he said,
laughing big and whacking her on the
back with his open hand. “Got the best
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bunch of football players in the State
of Tennessee, not a-braggin’. Beat Fallin’
Waters three year straight.”

Aunt Dolly moved out of his reach.
She didn’t say much. Just nodded her
head. She was cold. Even OId Sooner
begun to feel it. She went on shaking
hands and passing talk with the Widder.
They walked away from OIld Sooner.
Somebody behind him laughed and he
whirled around to see who. He was red
at the gills. Then he sneaked away
somewhere. To get him a shot, I guess.

Atter a little he come back and whis-
pered in Will Buck’s ear. Then Will
Buck whispered to me and I went off to
tell Leonard, Afton and Schuyler and all
the rest of the boys we went to school
and played football with.

We was all excited about what Old
Sooner told us. We never heard any-
thing like it before in all our lives. He
said Aunt Dolly didn’t have a sprig of
real hairs on her head. It was a kind of
family secret, but all her hairs burned off
in the automobile accident long ago that
killed the Widder's brother, It burned
her bald and crippled her for life in the
legs. One leg was shorter than the other.

What she wore for hairs was one of
them things called a toopy wig, Old
Sooner said. He didn’t know if'n she
stuck it down with glue or not. That's
what he aimed to find out tonight. The
Widder already had Aunt Dolly’s house
fixed up for her to move in. It was on a
hill near the school and behind it a corn
patch.

We all got together along about good
bedtime that night. OIld Sooner had a
plan. He said for us to lay low in the
corn patch till he went up and took a look
and put one end of the rawzum string to
the house.

He come back snickering.
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“I want you boys to snoop up one at
a time and see it’s like I been tellin’ you,”
he said. So we did and there was Aunt
Dolly smoking her pipe with her toopy
off and that oldest daughter rubbing her
bald head with something from a bottle.
Some of the boys liked to laughed out
and ruined it all. We went back and
rolled in the corn rows.

“Now Will Buck,” Sooner said, *‘you
go round to the front. I done opened
the door with this skellygon key. When
they cut off the light and get settled, we
aim to play the rawzum.”

It was Old Sooner’s plan that she
would get excited and run out without
her toopy. Will Buck would dosh in and
steal it and Aunt Dolly would have to
come to the first day of school stark
naked bald.

We thought Old Sooner was really
slick. 'Will Buck went around and hid
in the front yard, A little later on we
saw the window go dark. Old Sooner
drawed the rawzum string tight and struck
a few licks with the rawzum. It made a
godmournful noise. We laughed with
our bellies laid flat on the ground. Ever-
thing was quiet, excepting a little rustle
of corn blades. A big round moon was
shining down and lit the back porch of
the house like day. Old Sooner struck
another lick.

We saw Aunt Dolly step outside. She
didn’t have on her toopy and her bald
head was like the moon. She had some-
thing bright and shiny in her hands.

Then the next thing we knowed we’s
on our feet and heading through the
corn. That thing in Aunt Dolly’s hands
was a double-barrel shotgun. She'd let
one barrel go as we started to run and
then the next one at our backs. We heard
shot spattering through the corn.

Old Sooner said not to run, but we did



and he wasn't far behind. When we got
back to town Will Buck was already
there.

School started but it was some few
days before our Old Man got up his
nerve to come around.

“Well, Miz Dolly here I am,” he said.
“I guess the boys has loafered around
long enough. If hits all right with
you TI'll call practice this atternoon and
start whuppin’ a team into shape.”

She told him to go ahead. She acted
uninterested like. Nobody had breathed
a word about us trying to rawzum her
house and she hadn’t spoke of it. But
we had a peculiar feeling that she knowed
exactly who was behind it and all. She
told Old Sooner she might come out to
practice herself in a day or two and make
a few suggestions. Said she was mightly

interested in the game. Old Sooner
thought that was a joke.

It was one atternoon atter school. We’s
down on our football field having a hell
of a good time. Our field was in new
ground. It was full of stump holes and
the biggest stumps that was too much
trouble to dig up we had left standing.

OId Sooner was setting on a stump
hugging his fruit jar. He always brought
it along to practice. Our two tackles,
who was twin brothers we called Bull and
Heifer, was mauling each other around
and cussing. They always argued about
which one was the best.

We looked up sudden and saw Aunt
Dolly come hopping across. I guess Old
Sooner decided he’d better shine. He
called us all to get around him. Bull
and Heifer kept on hitting each other
same as he hadn't spoke.

“You boys there,” Aunt Dolly said.
She went right over and grabbed one of
our big tackles in each hand. “Hasn't
anybody ever told you bullies any man-
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ners?”” She drug them by their napes
over to the coach’s stump.

Old Sooner was giving us his talk.

“Well boys, you know we got to go uj
agin the Red Road gang next week.
They’re not much but we got to be ready.
I been studying the almanick and every-
thing looks good. Moon’s just right—
signs under the goat. You know what
that means. We got to go in there
fightin’ and kick "em in the grinds. They
can't take it.”

Aunt Dolly puts in, “What's all that,
Mister Mitch?”

Sooner looked at her hard.

“I says the sign’s under the goat,”
he said. “That's the way you play foot-
ball. Study the signs and let the other
side have it where the sign is—heart,
gizzard, head, grinds. Ever one of them

boys knows the zodiac by heart.”

“Sweet Jesus,” Aunt Dolly said, “I
never heard such bull. I believe you're
nothing but a whiskey head.”

“Looky here lady,” Old Sooner said,
“if I do say so I made this team what it
is and it ain’t cost this town or school
a penny yet. I'll stand on my record—"

“You're teaching these boys to drink
and cuss and the Lord knows what else.
I think we’ll be better off without you
hanging around here.”

“Who in the hell are you?”” Old Sooner
said.

So the upshot of it was they had a
row and Aunt Dolly ordered him to get
off the school grounds and stay off. She
said she’d coach us herself.

Me and Will Buck stood there and
saw our Old Man’s feelings hurt to death.
We went away with him but we come
back next day. I guess we couldn’t stand
for anything to go on in Calfkiller and
us on the outside.

Aunt Dolly started teaching us all
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about passing and kicking and how to
screw up the other side by calling off
numbers. She come out there ever atter-
noon in a pair of football pants. She
could kick that ball with her short leg
or long one either and throw it like a
slingshot. Damn if it wasn't something.
She must been crazy but doggone if we
didn’t start loving that ugly little old
lady teacher. She had a way about her.
You couldn’t help yourself.

This new kind of football, we liked
the kicking and passing all right. It
saved your wind. But we never did a
damn one of us get the hang of them
numbers. Then she said never mind
about the numbers.

Aunt Dolly wouldn’t let Old Sooner
on the school grounds and the Widder
told him to leave us boys alone or get
away from her roof and table.

Old Sooner said, *“That woman is
makin’ squats outen my Indians. I don't
aim to have it.”

“Well they're gettin’ education along
with it,” the Widder said. “If you got
education it's something can't nobody
take away from you.”

“Don’t you worry—nobody’s aimin’ to
take them two pretty boys away from us.
We got us a couple keepsakes now,” Old
Sooner said.

Old Sooner couldn’t say much else.
The Widder had the money and when
she tightened up on the puckering strings
Old Sooner had to go dry.

The Red Road boys put our waters on
in that first game. They never done it
before. Aunt Dolly said it was good for
us to get beat sometime. Old Sooner was
tickled in a2 way and in a way he was
sad.

He laid around the barbershop half
drunk most of the time. He tried to
coach me and Will Buck all he could on

92

the sly. I guess he hated Aunt Dolly's
very guts, but he sure did want us to
take these Falling Waters, our mainmost
rival. That's more than you could say
for Doc Reeder and his crowd. They
just throwed off on our team all the time
now, especially me and Will Buck and
our yaller hairs,

Old Sooner would get them told.

“Just wait till that old Cherokee blood
rises proper. My boys'll run wild.”

We got beat one more time and then
won a couple and then it was time for
the big one with Falling Waters.

Old Sooner bet Doc Reeder a piece
of cash which I'm sure he took when the
Widder wasn’t looking.

The frost was spewing the day we
played Falling Waters. We played that
year on our grounds. OIld Sooner come
loaded.

He said the sign was in the tender
spot and we knowed what to do.

A big crowd was there. Most of them
was for us, outside of Doc Reeder and
the barbershop loafers. They piled
stumps around the sidelines and started
fires. Old Sooner didn’t need any fire,
He run up and down the sidelines yell-
ing, “Got my money on you boys.”

Falling Waters had come over to get
us this year, no two ways about it. They
was big as studs. Looking back, I'll have
to say I was considerable scared, feeling
too big and awkward and wishing I was
littler.

Aunt Dolly shuck all our hands and
said be good sports. We looked pale
and Falling Waters looked big and red.

They begun coming at us, I was back-
ing up the line. Will Buck played safety
back. He pranced around way back
there yelling nastiness at Falling Waters.
He'd beat his chest and slobber a little
and I got to feeling a little better.



We pulled some long passes first thing
when we finally got the ball. Ever time
we passed one of them, Falling Waters
would snatch it and light out. It was all
we could do to keep off a score let alone
make one ourselves,

They knocked the air outen me. I
wanted to keep laying there when it come
back but Will Buck jerked me up and
cussed me. Then they knocked it outen
him. One time or another they had us
all on our bellies clutching for air. Them
Falling Waters laughed at us that day.

The wind blowed the smoke from the
stump fires across the field. I felt cold
and lonesome, wishing it was over with
from the very first. They had Will
Buck’s eyes black and his mouth sticky
with bloody gom. I spit cotton and then
my mouth was too dry to spit.

It wore along and we hadn’t done a
bit of good. I could hear Doc Reeder
teasing Old Sooner up and down the side-
lines and it made me madder at Doc
than I was at Falling Waters. It didn’t
get Sooner down. He kept up the big
talk. “Kick "em in the grinds boys. They
can’t take it.” He had more hope than
we did.

Falling Waters got to busting Will
Buck so hard ever time he took the ball
he’d slant for the sidelines. Falling
Waters would squall, “Yaller, yaller!”
when he did. They didn’t mean the color
of his hairs.

Finally Will Buck whammed down the
ball. He said he’s quitting. We begged
him not to leave us. He decided to stay
on a little more. Then they really cold-
cocked him flat on the sod. We tooked
time out and pitched water in his face.
Old Sooner wanted to give him a snort
from his jar. Aunt Dolly said no that
wouldn’t do.

OId Sooner said, “My God woman,
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you've disgraced Calfkiller already. They
ain’t two whole minutes left to go. We
might at least git us a tie.”

He'd finally broke down. He set down
and held his head.

Aunt Dolly said no we wouldn’t lose.
She told us to take extra time out and
wait for her. Then she run off to the
schoolhouse.

In a minute she was back dressed up
so anybody not familiar with her limp
would never knowed it was our Aunt
Dolly. She had on a extra suit with
shoulder pads, headgear and everthing.
I don’t guess Falling Waters would cared
if they had knowed. She substituted her-
self for Leonard at quarterback.

Will Buck had got his senses back.
Aunt Dolly made it up to shoot him a
long pass first thing. We was back to
our own goal and I figured we was just
a beat bunch of boys.

Will Buck went down the field to
snatch it. Aunt Dolly dropped back be-
hind the biggest stump on our end of
the field. The pass never got anywheres
just like I knew. Before Aunt Dolly
could cock her gun, Falling Waters was
all over Will Buck. They had him down
there under a pile, while the others was
coming through for Aunt Dolly. They
come at her around one side of the stump.
She waited just long enough so the stump
was between them and her and doshed
around the other way.

She sailed out and down the field with
that thing tucked agin her right bosom
and then changing it to her left. The
Falling Waters got up off Will Buck to
see her coming. She went straight till
she was close among them, then started
to zigzag. She give them the short leg
and then the long one, running width-
wise the field and then working back
across. All us other Calfkillers could do
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was yell for Aunt Dolly and jump straight
up and down.

She got clear all but one man, She
really turned on the fan, It was like
one of them swaller birds skimming over
the ground. But that man wouldn't give
up. He keeps right with her and as they
approaches the last line we see him reach
out long. He gathers in a handful of
her head just as she’s about to cross. Her
head snaps back, something pops, and
then the headgear comes off in his hand
and also Aunt Dolly’s toopy wig and she
crosses for the touchdown stark naked
bald.

It was a sight to see.

Old Sooner run out hugging and kiss-
ing everybody. Fighting broke out all
around the field and the sticks and rocks
flew. It look like hell had come for a
time, but the Calfkillers outnumbered the
Falling Waters.

Aunt Dolly stood alone down there
and we saw she was crying her eyes out.

The poor thing was grief-struck and for
good reason—we'd won the game but
them damn Falling Waters had got away
with her toopy wig. Aunt Dolly just
stood there in the cold smoky wind cry-
ing like a woman, all the rest of us re-
joicing.

Then we went to her. Old Sooner put
his arms around her.

“This gal’s a borned Cherokee if I ever
seen one,” he whooped, drunker with joy
than he'd ever been on lickers. “‘She got
scalloped in the Smoky Mountings at the
age of two and hit never growed back.”

Then us boys went up and patted her
one at a time, saying everthing would be
all right. The wind blowed smoky and
cold and her little old face was streaked
with dirt, We talked like a funeral now.

“Don’t cry Aunt Dolly,” we said.
"We'll all chip in and buy you a new
toopy fuh Christmas.”

Doggone if we didn’t do that very
thing.



WINTER CANARIES

by

W. E. Fishbaugh

IT just would not sing that day. It sat
hunched up on its perch with frowzy
feathers, utterly silent and still, and it
would not even eat. If ever anything
looked sick, it did. And she wanted
constantly to be doing something for it.
All nerves over it; she couldn’t let it
alone, even for ten minutes. He had
almost given up wondering why. But
that, he couldn’t quite. It all seemed so
unnatural.

It might have been only the lack of the
brittle, “trilling sounds throughout the
house, their fresh new house in the raw
subdivision, still smelling of paint, but
how it could produce so strange an in-
tensity of concern in her, that he could
not understand. The intensity was the
thing. He could not fathom it, utterly.

All the morning, while the swift, silent
snowstorm had been in progress—dark-
ening the rooms, making them gloomy—
he had watched her from behind first the
Sunday paper and then the novel he had
now, going back and forth to the cage,
a worried look cast over her face, carry-
ing this or that, and always stopping in
front of it and saying the same crooning
doggerel to it in such a pleading and
urging tone of voice. He was quite sick
of it now, in spite of his baffled interest.
And the dinner had been a misery.

For his part, he was only too glad the
bird had stopped singing one day, espe-

cially because it was a Sunday, the one
lone day he could really be at home with
her.

It was such a senseless, metallic sing-
ing, anyway. To him the trills had
sounded utterly meaningless. From the
first they had only annoyed his eardrums.
So he was very damned glad of it.

But she was calling it by name even
now, saying, “Can’t you sing a /little?
Can’t Chickie really sing just a little?”

“Ah, Chickie,” she mourned. “Come
and sing. . . ."”

And she stood, her head bent forward,
before the slight, brassy cage, poking a
wistful finger at the little hunched up
fluff of yellow.

“Chickie!” she demanded, almost
stamping her foot, “Why don't you
sing?"’

He looked at her again, amused, but a
little annoyed, from over the top of his
novel, registering the effect her hair made
curving away so sleek and brown over
her childlike ear. She was beautiful in
so many ways. Her skin had such a glow
to it. So warm and soft, even to look
at, and her shoulders were so snug. So
fresh in a print house dress.

She was quite a wife to have all to
oneself. '

But had it been all to himself, he
wondered, behind his novel.

Ever since they had moved into their
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first house, their nice new house just
a month ago, it had seemed as if she had
been in opposition to him and, in a way,
had taken the canary over with her to her
side!

It sounded silly, of course, said that
way, but it was true. There was not just
herself, . . .

She had held long conversations with
it. Sometimes she confided to it dole-
fully how cruel he was to her. Imagine!
The absurdity! And after those long
confessions, good God, how the bird had
seemed to sing!

But then, today it did not. It just sat
hunched up and sick-looking in the pale
light that came from the snow outside,
and it was silent, didn't move at all on
its perch. Moping. Like she did so
often.

Well, he was damned glad for the si-
lence,

He could forget the whole trifling,
aching business now and get a little peace.

But could he?

“Doesn’t Chickie want his dinner?”
she was asking it. ““Won't he even take
a little drink of water Chickie?”

“Chickie!” she cried, working herself
up to out-and-out despair, ‘“What's
happened to you!”

“Oh, he's got the pip,” he said, mas-
culinely, from behind his novel. “He's
sung out, as I've been trying to tell you.
He just wants to be left alone, that's
all.” But he had a sickish feeling in
the pit of his own stomach, nevertheless.
And being masculine like that didn't seem
to help it, either.

She paid no attention. To any of his
advice about the bird she never did, will-
ingly.

“I've done everything!” she said, put-
ting the back of her hand despairingly
to her forehead.

92

“He’s just had too much hemp, prob-
ably,” he said, trying to fight down his
feeling. “It makes them sing all right,
but when they get too much of it in them
they have to sleep it off just like a2 man
who's had too much whiskey.”

“Hemp does not make them sing,”
she flared at him. “They sing because
they're happy. Because they're just alive
and so full of joy. They're not like you,”
she said, turning away,

“Ah-h-h!” he said, laughing sourly.
“It gives them Liebestraum, somebody
discovered that. Didn’t you know it?
It gives them the idea that every day is
love-making day, and everybody thought
that kind of singing was just too sweet
for words. So now they have to wear
themselves out. The poor things.”

“It does mot!” she said angrily, over
her shoulder. “You just say those awful
things because you know I dont like
them!"

They were still surprising and shock-
ing themselves with each other. They
had been married only three months,
and each disappointed the other in some
secret-self way they could not talk about.

“Oh, fiddle-diddle,” he said, filling his
pipe. ‘“You're getting yourself into a
state over it, this canary business. And
it's silly. I've noticed you never will
face an unpleasant fact, anyway, tiny as
this one is. Did you know that finches
are blinded to make them sing? Well,
they are. They're forced that way, with
a hot needle. They sing best in the dark,
so down into the dark they go, to please

ople.”

“I],ohn I"" she cried, turning toward him
with a distraught face. “John! To ever
even consider saying a thing like that!
And you do it all the time. The coarse,
cruel things you say! You say them all
the while, you disturb everybody. Oh!"



she cried angrily, looking at him with
a little horror, “I can see it in your
eyes, even now!”

“My, my!” he said, holding his pipe
before his mouth. He scratched a match
and lit it stubbornly. “Aren’t we deli-
cate!”

He put his book aside and sat a mo-
ment looking at her a little bewilderedly.

There she was, hurt again. Her
shoulders were saying it loudly as she
stood, turned away from him. He would
have to do something; bring her back,
as usual.

“Come here, Lois,” he said.

He patted his chair as she glanced at
him and then away.

“There's something I want to tell you.”
he said.

“More about blinding finches?” she
said, averting her head.

But, then, she came. And she sat on
the arm of his chair, a little prim, a little
reproachful.

He put his arm around her waist. She
did not move away.

“We don’t get on very well, today,
Lois,” he said. “INot to mention all the
others. . . .”

“It’s only you,” she said, looking down
at the rug. “It's you, you're always stick-

ing pins into me. You are . . . you just
take a delight. . . ."”
“Wait a minute. . . ." he said, forcing

her to be quiet.

Then he began again,

“There's not a single thing I've said
to you, Lois, that hasn’t been a positive,
proven fact. That's all. I haven't taken
‘a delight’ or ‘stuck pins,” as you try to
say. I haven't. Everything I've said
has been common, everyday fact. Fact
that even the merest schoolboy knows,
or could verify in any of a dozen places.”
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She said, I know it. . . ."” slowly, her
head lowered.

“And yet you turn on me,” he said,
“as though you thought I had invented
them. As though I had invented it all,
cruelty to finches, and everything!” His
voice rose, almost a catch in it.

“I know it. . . ."” she said again, brush-
ing her hair back with her hand.

“Well. . . a fact is a fact,” he said,
rather feebly, and laying down his pipe.
“At least that's the way I learned it.
It's just something that doesn’t ever
change . . . that can't change.”

He turned his palm upward, in passing,
just to show how utterly impregnable all
facts were, Clear as day. All of them.

And she looked down at it, his hand,
turned up so simply, and yet, she felt,
laying up so much hard masculine law
against her! It started her anger flowing
again., Oh, he was always imposing, im-
posing, imposing!

“You're so glad, aren’t you! she said,
down low. “You're so glad about your
facts!"”

“What do you mean?” he said,
“Glad!"

"You Jove what they do for you against
me!”

“What the devil!” he said. But he
was startled, nevertheless.

“Yes, you do!” she said. “And you
like me, defeated! That's the only way
you do like me!”

“What are you talking about!” he
said, disgustedly.

“Facts!” she said, close to his face.
“Your facts! Oh, they’re not ‘just facts'
to you, at all, John! You call them
that, but with you they're something else.
They're just the same as clubs! You
hit people with them! You Ait them!"

“Now you're just hysterical,” he said,
laughing nervously. “A hysterical, . , .
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“Well, I'm a fact!” she said, turning
his face abruptly toward hers with a quick
hand. “Do you hear! I'm a fact! A
different kind of one!”

“Look out—"" he said, twisting his face
away.

“I'm a fact,”” she said. “I'm one, too!
But you don’t think of me that way, do
you? But I am. I'm a fact!”

He was straining back away from her
hand. Her eyes held him, though.

"Do you know what I'd like to do,
sometimes?"’ she said, intensely. “Do you
see this?”

There was a paper knife on the table.
She took it, holding it in front of his
eyes a moment.

“If this was real,” she said slowly,
taking it in both hands. "If this was
real . . . why, I'd like to take it like
this, and then hold it like this, and then
push it. Push it hard, like this!”

She had grown more excited as she
talked and her hands trembled.  She
had the point pressed against his chest.

“It’s really like you,” she said. “It's
really just like you do . . . only you don’t
know it!”

He laughed.

She pressed with it harder, then.

“I'd like to,” she said, her wvoice
trembling. ““Oh, but how I'd like to!”

“Well, go ahead, then,” he chuckled.
She was being absurd. He had to laugh
at her.

“You don’t know!” she said, slowly,
solemnly shaking her head. “You don't

He noticed her eyes had widened. Her
mouth had opened a little, too, and her
forehead was strained, and glistening
curiously.

“Yes . .. wouldn’t I!” she said, marvel-
ing coldly. “Wouldn't I, though!”

She had gradually pressed harder and
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harder. Now it was difficult for him
to breath. A little more than a game,
now.

“Lois?” he said.

But with strange fascination, she kept
pushing it into his chest.

“Lois!"” he warned.

He clasped her wrists tight with both
his hands, beginning to despise her, now
. . . he thought.

“Lois!" he cried, angrily.

Hearing that tone in his voice, and
feeling herself held so tight, frustrated
even so physically, she suddenly lunged
at him, lunged with a cry of sick hate.
He wrenched away, turning her wrists
as she struck, arching his body as he
twisted halfway round in the chair. Then
he rose up in all his strength and flung
her from him,

“What the devil!” he cried.

His voice trembled with after-fear. He
stepped to one side, and she slid to the
floor, her body shaking. There she be-
gan to sob quietly.

“My God!” he said, his head turning
wildly about. He took a step back from
her. “What a creature you are!” His
eyes were big and dark. “Well!" he said
excitedly, waving his arm. “One minute
a canary lover, and the next actually
swinging a knife, like a witch!”

He stepped over her feet and started
for the kitchen.

"Oh, Cassandra!” he said, inexactly.
“Cassandra, the killer!"”

“Oh, you shut up!” she cried, in a
muffied, bitter voice. She lay there very
still,

He came and stood in the doorway
wiping his hands dry on a towel. There
were beads of water on his face, too.
He had forgotten to wipe them away.
He rubbed his hands together with a
nervous briskness in the cloth.



“Oh, Cassandra!” he said, again, being
very brisk with his hands. “What a
woman!”

She sat up. She caught her hair up
together and fastened it.

“Why don’t you say something,” he
asked, louder than he needed to, looking
down from the doorway. “Why don’t
you ask my forgiveness?”

She would not look at him.

“Or isn't it really worth anything?”
he said, throwing the towel nervously
into the kitchen behind him.

He came forward.

I didn’t really know we could achieve
this kind of melodrama,” he said. “May-
be we missed our calling!”

She got up suddenly, in a rush, and
went away from him. He followed after,
with a slight wariness, his eyes intently
on her.

But she went faster than he and escaped
into the bedroom. Then she locked the
door.

He stood looking at it. Then he turned
around and came back.

He took up his pipe, filled it nervously,
and lighted it. Then he sat down and
opened his novel again.

It had become merely pages of white,
printed paper, the novel. Just that. None
of it took his attention. Not one tenth
the intensity of his own life, and so in
a little while he threw it disgustedly aside,
and sat, smoking his pipe.

Maybe it was the house, he thought.
It was queer. Something quite strange
about it. It grated on the nerves. It
was all so new and unlived in, for one
thing. They both felt themselves aliens
in it. There was tension, tension out-
ward, all the while. And so many times
he found himself catching his breath over
some little hidden fear, he didn't know

WINTER CANARIES

what. And he needed her, then, needed
her very much.

Perhaps she needed something, too.
Something besides himself. Maybe even
the canary’s singing. In a new house, he
decided, out in the country, in a subdi-
vision in the winter . . . well, you cer-
tainly needed some kind of buoying up.
And he ought to tread more lightly.

She couldn’t become a wife, know and
accept him as a mate, all in a hurry,
certainly. He couldn’t expect that. It
would be slowly, that. . . . And the house,
the location, it was very much against it,
their being city-born,

Then he gradually felt something
strange as he sat. Obeying an impulse,
he looked out the window, It was that
it had suddenly cleared off, very bright
and still. The landscape was so clean.
So still and snow-clean. Wonderful.

The late afternoon sun was out. It
swept in long, warm rays across the still,
smooth white of the snow. The trees
looked black. There were blue shadows
beyond the trees, and not a mar or a
footprint anywhere. The sun mysteri-
ously warmed the face of the trees. He
started forward with interest.

Then he sat back.

In a little while he rose and went
through the rooms and tapped on the
bedroom door. There was no answer.
He tapped again.

"It's cleared up,” he called. “The sun’s
ol

“It's really fine, Lois,” he said. “Every-
thing new!”

He waited.

“Let’s go for a walk,” he said. “"Come
on, Lois. You won't be able to sulk the
whole evening away.”

“"Come on,” he said. “Let's make up
and go for a walk. We've got to some-
time. Might as well be now.”
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“Lois. . ."” he called.

And then from behind the door she
said, rather angrily still, and almost with
a groan, “"Oh, I'm coming!”

When she appeared she was dressed
in her fur coat and arctics and was wear-
ing the little fur cap she had so carefully
bought for “the country.” But her face
was white, and still she would not look at
him.

“It's fine out,” he said, following her
to the door, wondering about her.

They went out and stood on the little
excuse for a porch. They both blinked
in the level sun.

There were icicles hanging from the
low eaves. Caught in the sun now they
shot out a spinning iridescence. Straight
up and down, they were, looking like
white organ pipes, but they pointed down
fiercely toward the snow.

“Look at these,” he said, in a kind of
wonder, running his fingers over them.

She gave them a glance.

“You might take one along, you
know,” he said, grinning, “then you
could try it all over again!”

She jerked around. “Now, I'm not
going,” she said. “Now I'm not!”

“Oh, yes you are!” he said. He held
her tight by the arm, and then, as they
stepped from the porch, he shattered the
icicles suddenly, fiercely, with his gloved
fist,

The pieces cut a shower of deep, jagged
holes in the snow, the only mar in it any-
where.

“It's a foot deep!” he said, exulting,
as they started away.

“Maybe it's only eleven inches,” she
said.

Their house was in one of the newer
developments. All about it there were
broad, flat fields and woods. More space
than either of them had ever lived in be-
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fore. It was a bit raw and lonely in
winter. The fields were just squares of
lonely, solid white, The fence lines
writhed thinly with dead wild grapevines.
And there were no birds, no life, No
hope, almost. The fields were too deso-
late. There were the iron-looking woods
as the only other choice.

“Let's go in Jensen's woods,” he said.
“Remember? When they were building
the house?”

“That was in the summer,” she said,
stressing the difference.

“The trees are the same,” he said.

“Are they!"” she asked.

*Oh, come on, Lois!” he said.
out of it!"”

“I'm snapping,” she said.

But the color was coming back into her
cheeks. The sun streaming over her young
face framed by her fur cap made her
very beautiful for him. He strode for-
ward, summoning eagerness.

“Get your lungs full!” he said, breath
ing deep.

But she couldn’t respond. She made
it seem as if she was being hurried, pulled
along. She hung back, making him feel
callous and a boor.

He shook it off as well as he could.

“Come on!” he said suddenly, “Let's
run through the snow!”

“No!"” she cried, with a catch of self-
pity. She broke away from him.

He looked at her. But this sort of
thing just cowldn’t be kept up. Nobody
could live this way!

“All right,” he said, with that fear
again deep down in his stomach. “Then
we'll have a snowball fight!”

He scooped up soft handfuls.

“No!” she said, stubbornly. She was
standing very rigid. Not in it at all,

“Look out!” he said, motioning toward
her with the snow, “here it comes!”

“Snap



"No!"” she cried, holding up her arm.
But then, seeing it about to strike her, it
happened.

In spite of herself she gave a little cry
and dodged. She darted to one side,
avoiding it easily, and his snow ploshed
back into itself.

Raising and holding the other hand-
ful high above his head, he swung about
with laughter rising in his throat, re-
lieved to see her responding finally to
something real, with no indwelling sick
temper. He almost trembled with the de-
sire to keep it up, keep her spirit risen.

With eyes quickened and wary, the
whites even showing a little, she ran
past him in her fur, crouching like a
quick animal, and then, suddenly, she
started running for the woods.

He flung his snow to one side and set
off after her. Now they could live for a
while, he thought, now they could live.

Soon she was among the big trees,
ahead of him. She dodged from one to
the other, giving little cries of natural
fear, springing the saplings back at him,
showering the snow down over his head.
Then she darted across a clear space, the
snow puffing out away from her in little
furious gusts. He came after, shouting,
scooping up snow as he ran.

He gained on her by the side of a ra-
vine. She turned, and ran up along it,
panting, now. She could hear his bigness
close behind. And suddenly, she had a
little panic. He was too big, too close.
There was a little of the feeling of being
chased by a beast.

“"Don’t!” she cried, flinging it over her
shoulder. *“Oh, don’t, John!"

But he misunderstood. Once again he
thought it play. He came up close, run-
ning, breathing hard, so that the snow
being flung from her heels showered back
upon his clothing.
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And then she stumbled. She fell head.
long with a cry, in a shower of snow.

He halted and stood over her, breathing
hard, where she lay, face down in the
snow, his gloved hands holding his am-
munition,

He still laughed. And when she raised
herself on her arms he was amazed to find
her crying. She saw him towering over
her, still threatening, still stupidly hold-
ing the snow. And although he let it
fall, then, without a thought, when he
bent down and tried to help her, all
tenderness, she flung herself away and
sank face downward again, her body
shaking.

“Oh, go away!” she cried.

He felt as if he had lost his arms.
It had all come back. He stood still,
looking at her, feeling hopelessly severed
again.

“Lois. . . .” he said to her.

She jerked her head back and forth
in the snow.

“But I didn’t mean it should be like
this. . . .” he said.

She would not speak to him, and she
did not move to rise. She only laid her
head sidewise in the snow, away from
him,

He looked down at her, feeling help-
less. Then his sympathy began to leave
him. He brushed the snow from his
gloves and went a few steps away.

“Sulk, then,” he said, darkly.

He looked up at the sky. There was
the sunset, now. A wintry red, fading
mauve, and yellow. He stood looking at
it. The trees about him were all black,
now. The branches overhead meshed
tightly before a sky that was still light
blue. A pale halfmoon hung in it, far,

far up. Paler than a mourning-dove.
Like some miracle,
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But it was good, he thought. All of it
was good. Couldn’t help but be. To be
in it, alive in it, was nothing but good.
About her, he did not know. She would
not try to forget herself, go with it.
Couldn’t, it looked like.

She and her damned child ways, he
thought. Well, he had gone and done
it again. But he knew the remedy.
Married a few months and he was an
old hand at it already. Oh, Lois . . .
please, little Lois . . . I love you Lois . . .
and I'm sorry for everything. I'll apolo-
gize for what I've done. I'll even apolo-
gize for the sunset, for the branches, and
for the moon up there! T'Il apologize
for everything. TI'll apologize for you,
too. You need it, and maybe you're
worth it. At least, I know damned well
something is!

But the house, he thought. Maybe it
was the house. She had been all right
in the city. But this new house, now,
being alone out where it was, maybe that
was it. Out in nowhere, and everything
dead all around it. Because, now, in the
winter, it did seem dead. He felt it often
himself. A little fear coming at him,
from underneath it seemed, and making
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him catch his breath and need her more
than before. . . .

What was it, really? The space? The
distances always seen and felt? But that
wasn't anything to be afraid of. Thou-
sands of people lived facing it all the
time. It was all right. It was good.
It had to be! All of it. . .. It was only
them, then. Their own selves. They
simply had to change, somehow. They
had to learn how to live in it. . . .

Learn, again. . . . But it would be
better in the summer. He was sure of
that. If they could only get through the
winter somehow, then they would be all
right. For when the leaves came, and
the birds were back, then they would get
on better with each other. They had to,
certainly. That was the plain fact of it.
There wasn’t anything else. . . . And the
word “fact” coming up in him again.
So automatically. . . . It made him
cringe. . . .

He stood waiting for her, then, in the
twilight cold, there in the wintry dusk,
the silence, listening to her snowy sob-
bing . . . like some strange owl hunting
far off in the woods. . . . They had to
change, he thought. They Aad to. . . .
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SARATOGA TRUNK

By Edna Ferber, 352 pp. New York: Doubleday,
Doran & Co. $2.50.

4+ N. Y. SUN Nov. 5
With unfailing eye for colorful
background and dramatic appeal,
Edna Ferber casts her new novel
.+ . in New Orleans’ Vieux Carre
and in Saratoga of the middle
eighties . . . her researches have
been painstaking, profound, her at-
tention to detail meticulous, her
transcriptions . . . authentic. . . .
She has filled her pages with action,
color, vivacity ang crowded drama
... flamboyant and at times thrilling.

4+ CHICAGO DAILY NEWS N, 5 Sterling North
Miss Ferber continues to be the
master of super costumery. She
likes fabrics, odors, sounds, and par-
ticularly food. In fact, her writing
makes sense in all five of the senses.
And her characters have a way of
stepping from the lines and walking
around the margins of the page.

4 N. Y. HERALD TRIB. N, 3 Lewis Gannett
It is a continental fairy tale, filled
with that lush awareness of the re-
ality of the American legend which
gives Edna Ferber's writing its ex-
traordinary vitality. . . . No Ameri-
can historical novelist has done
more to make the past live, breathe
and fight in the minds of a new
generation. But she never falls into
the anemic mood of the tired escap-
ists who distrust the present and
think that all the colors have faded
from the American palette.

4+ PM's WEEKLY N, 9 Sally Benson
No matter how magnificently the
men who make pictures do the story
of Saratoga Trunk, they won't be
able to do what Miss Perber has
done in 352 pages in black and
white with words.

— N.Y.TIMES N. 6 Ralph Thompson
As a work of American history,
Saratoga Trunk is about 79 per cent
Spanish fandango. . . . As a novel,
it is as corny as ensilage and as
credible as something by the late
Mrs. Susanna H. Rowson.

Lawrenca Perry

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MAN-
AGEMENT, CIRCULATION, ETC. RE-
QUIRED BY THE ACTS OF CONGRESS OF
AUGUST 24, 1912, and MARCH 3, 1933, of
STORY, published Bi-monthly at New ‘fork.
N. Y., for October 1, 1941,

State of New York }”
County of New York .

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the Statle
and county aforesaid, personally appeared A.
Algase, who, having been duly sworn according to
law, deposes and says that he is the Business Man-
ager of the magazine STORY and that the follow-
ing is, to the best of his knowledge and belief, a
true statement of the ownership, management (and
if a daily paper, the circulation), etc., of the afore-
said publication for the date shown in the ahove
caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, as
amended by the Act of March 3, 1933, embodied
in section 537, Postal Laws and Regulations, printed
on the reverse of this form, to wit:

1. That the names and addresses of the pub-
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business man-
agers are: Publisher, Story Magazine, Inc,, 432

ourth Ave.; Editor, Whit Burnett, 432 Fourth
Ave.; Managing Editor, None; Business Manager,
A, B, Algase, 432 Fourth Ave. .

2. That the owner is: (if owned by a corpora-
tion, its name and address must be stated and also
immediately thereunder the names and addresses of
stockholders owning or holding one per cent or
more of total amount of stock. If not owned by a
corporation, the names and addresses of the indi-
vidual owners must be given. If owned by a firm,
company, or other unincorporated concern, its
name and address, as well as those of each indi-
vidual member, must be given.) Story Magazine,
Inc., 432 Fourth Ave.; hit Burnett, 432 Fourth
Ave.; Martha Feley, 432 Fourth Ave.

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and
other security holders owning or holding 1 per
cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages,
or other securities are: (If there are none, so
state,) None.

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving
the names of the owners, stockholders and security
holders, if any, contain not only the list of stock-
holders and security holders as they appear upon
the books of the company but also, in cases where
the stockholder or security holder appears upon the
books of the company as trustee or in any other
fiduciary relation, the name of the person or cor-
poration for whom such trustee is acting, is given;
also that the said two paragraphs contain state-
ments embracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief
as to the circumstances and conditions under which
stockholders and security holders who do not ap-
Eear upon the books of the company as trustees,
old stock and securities in a capacity, other than
that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has
no reason to believe that any other person, associ-
ation, or corporation has any interest direct or
indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securi-
ties than as so stated by him.

. 5. That the average number of copies of each
issue of this publication sold or distributed, through
the mails or otherwise, to paid subscribers during
the months preceding the date shown above is
——. (This information is required from daily
publications only.)

A. B, Algase,

Business Manager.

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 9th
day of October, 1941,

CHARLES M. FRY,
(Seal) Notary Public,

(My commission expires March 30, 1943.)
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'WHEN THE WAR IS WON—

What manner of life will prevail in the United States? How can we
meet the national debt burden? Will printing-press money be neces-
sary? Where will we find jobs for demobilized soldiers? What kind
of taxes will be imposed? Must we go into a depression? Is fascism
or communism the next step?

You are searching for the answers to these questions. We all are.
Opinions are useless. We need knowledge. We need an under-
standing of the laws of Political Economy which give meaning to

HENR

People don’t argue with George's
teaching; they simply don’t know
it.—Tolstoy.

SEND FOR THIS BOOK TODAY

This 571 page book, beauti-
fully printed, cloth bound, will
be sent you postpaid, for only
One Dollar. By the same mail
you will receive your first les-
son paper on the Free Corre-

spondence Course. When you"

have finished the ten lessons
you will be surprised at the
wider understanding this study
has brought to you.

social trends.

PROGRESS AND POVERTY

Millions of people have read and enjoyed
this captivating volume on fundamental
economics. An American classic, the hand-
book of economic democracy, it has been
translated into nearly every civilized lan-
guage. It makes economics understandable,
vitalized what was known as the “dismal
science.”

HOME STUDY COURSE IN
FREE FUNDAMENTAL ECONOMICS
The subject is vital; the reading requires
concentration. As a help to understanding
of its technicalities, and to highlight its
important concepts, we offer a free corre-
spondence course to every purchaser of
“Progress and Poverty.” Ten easy lessons,
each covering a reading assignment in the
book. Your answers are corrected and com-
mented upon by trained men.
There is no charge for this course. Friends
of the Henry George School of Social
Science make it possible because they be-
lieve that the wide dissemination of a
knowledge of economics will make for a
happier people.

THIS COUPON STARTS YOU ON THE ROAD TO ECONOMIC KNOWLEDGE.

HENRY GEORGE SCHOOL OF SOCIAL SCIENCE
(Chartered by the New York State Board of Regents)

30 East 29th Street, New York

Enclosed find One Dollar for which send me copy of “
your FREE correspondence course, as advertised in STOR

Name ....cvasasasassessasnssses

ess and Poverty” and earoll me in
'FMAGAZ!NE.
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you let it come to you. If not, you merely
sign and mail a slip, saying, "Don’t want

iF

1L,

Scores of other careful recommendations
are made to help you choose among all new
books with discrimination. If you want to
buy one of these, you merely ask for it.

In addition, there is a great money-sav-
ing. More often than not—as the books
listed above demonstrate — our judges’
choices are books you find yourself buying
anyway. For every two books-of-the-month
you buy you receive, free, one of our book-

dividends.

These books can be given because so
many of the Club’s subscribers ordinarily
want the book-of-the-month that an enor-
mous edition can be printed. The saving on
this quantity-production enables the Club to
buy the right to print other fine library
volumes. These are then manufactured and
distributed free among the Club’s sub-
scribers—one for every two books-of-the-
month you buy.

During 1941 over $5,000,000 worth of
free books (figured at retail value) have
been given to the Club’s members—given,

TEAR OFF AND
MAIL THIS CARD

Let the postman hand
you the good new books
you are anxious not to
miss—that way only will
you get around to read-
ing them!

not sold. You pay no yearly sum to belong.
You pay nothing, except for the books you
buy—and you pay for these no more than
the regular retail price (frequently less)
plus 10c to cover postage and other mailing
charges. Your only obligation is to buy
four books-of-the-month a year from the
Club.

A FR EE COPY . .. TO NEW MEMBERS
OF ANY ONE OF THE BOOK-DIVIDENDS
LISTED ON OTHER SIDE

Begin your subscription to the Book-of-the-
Month Club with one of its selections listed
on other side. Surely, among them is one you
have promised yourself to get and read. As a
new member, the Club will send you free, with
the first book you order, any one of the recent
book-dividends listed on the other side.

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc., 385 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.

Please enroll me as a member. I am to receive a free copy of
any one of your recent book-dividends listed on other side, and for every
two books-of-the-month I purchase from the Club, 1 am to receive free,
the current book-dividend then being distributed, I agree to purchase at
least four books-of-the-month a year from the Club,

Name

.................... State

Send Me gd8id Frie Bookismteslo . « 800y o o onlOlt s oo v sdiits + sl .
(choose one of the hook-dividends listed vn other side)

Books shipped to Canadian members, DUTY PAID, through
Book-of-the-Month Club (Canada) Ltd.
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™ IF YOU HAD BOUGHT THESE

BOOK- OF -THE-MONTH CLUB
SELECTIONS

B

YOU WOULD HAVE RECEIVED

/évc@‘z%eda books 7/26&

LIST OF BOOK-DIVIDENDS
SHOWN AT THE LEFT

BARTLETT'S FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS
(special thin paper edition)....86
READERS DIGEST READER (the best
articles and features of the past
18 years in The Reader's Digest
Magazine) ...................$3.00

OXFORD BOOK OF ENGLISH VERSE
(new revised edition).......$3.00
A TREASURY OF THE WORLD'S GREAT
LRTTERS i Sy

LEAVES OF GRASS [ncw |]|ustrated
edition) by Walt Whitman... $5

SHORT STORIES FROM THE NEW
YORKER (a collection of sixty-
eight stories from The New
Yorker Magazine) .. .$3.00

JOSEPH IN EGYPT (2 vn]umes,
boxed) by Thomas Mann $5.00

THE LIFE OF GREECE

by Will Durant $3.95

DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANCHA By
Cervantes (specially illustrated
with woodcuts) venrenesrs $9.00

ANNA KARENINA (2 vnlumes illus-
trated) by Leo Tolstoy......$5.00

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB
SELECTIONS SHOWN ABOVE

BERLIN DIARY, William L. Shirer
THE KEYS OF THE KINGDOM
Dr. A, ], Cromin
OUT OF THE NIGHT, Jan Valtin
FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS
Ernest Hemingway
H. M. PULHAM, ESQUIRE
Jobn P, Marquand
BLOOD, SWEAT AND TEARS
Winston Churchill
DARKNESS AT MOON
Arthur Koeitler
Junior miss, Sally Benson
KABLOONA, Gontran de Poncini
SAPPHIRA AND THE SLAVE GIRL
Willa Carher
MY NAME IS ARAM
William Saroyan
EMBEZZLED HEAVEN, Franz Werfe!
NEW ENGLAND: INDIAN sUMMER
Van Wyck Brooks
THE AMERICAN PRESIDENCY
Harold |, Laski
MRS. MINIVER, Jan Strutber

OVER 450,000 BOOK-READING FAMILIES NOW USE THIS SENSIBLE SERVICE

rf

OVER 450,000 families—thus at the
very least, over a million discrimina-
ting book-readers — now belong to the
Book-of-the-Month Club. They do so, in
order to keep themselves from missing the
important new books they are really inter-
ested in,

Time and again you buy the “book-of-
the-month”—not knowing it has previously
been chosen by our judges—merely because
some discerning friend has said warmly:

“There’s a book you must not miss.” How
sensible to get these books from the Club,
since you pay no more for the books you
buy, and save enormously in other ways.

You are not obliged, as a subscriber, to
take the book-of-the-month its judges
choose. Nor are you obliged to buy one
book every month. You receive a carefully
written report about the book-of-the-month
chosen by our four judges, in advance of its
publication. 1f it is a book you really want,

—CONTINUED ON OTHER 5IDE



FELLOWSHIPS

Nashville, Tennessee
December 6, 1940.

lir. George M. Reynolds, | / -'y-h——urn____“__
Director of Fellowships ' ' |

4901 §l1ie Avenue | | | .
Chicago, Ill. i f

Baee MU )

e e i

Dear lir. Reymolds:

In filling out the application for a Rosenwald Fellow-
ship with which to write a novel, I was uncertain as to
whether or not a transcript of college work would be required
in my case. I attended a State College about three years, but
never finished because of some disagreements with the admin-
istration. Although I can secure my record, I would prefer
not to do so for personal reasons if it would not bar me from
consideration.

Sincerely yours,
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