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DOG COLLAR 
By RACHEL MADDUX 

( Awarded first place in the Green Gazette short story contest) 

It was a bad place for a dreamer 
to be. In the heat and blare of 
the press-room it was hard for 
Andrew Carson to remember that 
life held more than a rest hour 
between editions of a newspaper 
and a cold drink with the fellows 
before he left the cool alley to re·
turn to the· press_-room. But there 
were times when he didn't forget, 
and when his only surviving rela
tive died and left him fifty thou
sand dollars, he realized that he 
already knew quite definitely 
what he wanted. He wanted three 
things: a house, leisure, and a 
dog. 

The house he built was a strange combination of comfort 
and sophistication as conceived by the middle class. There was 
an immense log fireplace. There were copies of The Literary 
Digest and recently published books strewn about in clean dis
order. On the walls hung three pictures. One was a faded 
likeness of his mother. Leering at her from its position on the 
opposite wall hissed a green and gold dragon. Over the fire
place hung a ship in a heavy fog. On the mantel were three 
feverish violets drooping their weary heads over the edge of a 
whiskey glass. 

Before he had worked in the press-room, Andrew had been 
a paper carrier. Walking alone in the quiet early hours of the 
morning affords time to think and Andrew managed to de
cide a number of things. One of them was that it is an irony 
of existence that we miss the two most beautiful hours of day 
because we are weary-the dawn, because we are asleep, and 
the dusk, because we are too tired to enjoy it. He decided 
that if he ever had the leisure and the independence he would 
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start his days at dusk and end them at dawn. And he filled 
these hours with the pleasures he had always been denied. 

The dog, he found. He was a large, lean, wolf-like dog 
with a certain charming clumsiness about him that also char
acterized his master. 

Andrew sat before his huge fireplace in his expensive and 
slightly dapper clothes. He extinguished his expensive cig
arette. He put his opened book face down on a small orna
mented table. He hurled himself at the dog and they rolled 
and rolled on the floor. The dog knew that Andrew was lonely 
agam. 

Andrew had a lavishness of emotion. He wept and cursed 
and hated and loved and feared in tirades followed by periods 
of repentance and weariness. Once he had beaten his dog in 
anger, lash after lash until he had forgotten the dog, forgotten 
the whip, and felt only the maniacal force in his mighty arm. 
The next day he had bought him an expensive gold plated 
collar which the dog wore as a child who had gone barefooted 
all summer wears shoes in the fall. All his life Andrew would 
be hurting people and giving them dog collars. 

He had thought he would never tire of this existence. He 
had so wanted time to read and rest and dream and play. He 
had not thought that he would want people like this. He 
wanted to hear the fellows laugh at his jokes. He wanted to 
remind Mike Conley that he owed him money. He wanted 
to rave about the boss with Lame Joe. He wanted to talk to 
someone. He wanted to rant and cry and be abused and break 
something, and he wanted to tell someone all about it. 

And that was how it happened that he dashed out of the 
house and walked for miles not feeling the wind. By some 
queer chance he began walking over his old paper route, past 
the silent houses. They were changed now, the twisted wagon 
ruts were smooth gray streets. Then he went down to the 
river, slow droning, lulling river. He felt all calm and clean 
inside. The dog left his side and presently Andrew heard him 
growl. It was a ripping rumble that seemed to tear from the 
pit of the dog's stomach and Andrew knew that it meant death. 

He pulled a frightened boy to his feet. He was about 
eighteen, four years younger than Andrew. After a while 
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they walked to Andrew's house and sat by the fire and talked. 
Crises make for confidences and so it wasn't strange that 

Andrew and Jack knew a great deal about each other in a few 
hours. Neither was it strange that they fell to talking about 
friendship. They agreed that the trouble with it is that you 
have to see it die. 

"I've always wanted one perfect friendship," Andrew 
said, "with someone who felt as I did about it. I'd like it to be 
intense while it lasted ' and when we felt it dulling, to say 
so and quit." Jack raised his purple-black eyes to Andrew's 
face. 

((Something usually happens to bargains like that," he 
said, "but I'll agree." That was the longest sentence Andrew 
ever heard him say. He was unusually silent. No one ever 
knew what had made him so. 

They were together constantly. They did small favors 
for each other. They walked and read and laughed and cried 
and played together. 

Andrew would be angry with Jack for some trifle, some 
petty jealousy. He would tear his hair and curse the day of 
their meeting, and then he would be sorry. He would cry 
and beg forgiveness and buy Jack expensive presents. At :first 
they had melodramtic scenes of reconciliation. Then Jack, 
who prized silence above all things, grew tired. Because he was 
silent, people gave him credit for more steel than he had. It 
took a great amount of courage to tell Andrew he was ready 
to call their bargain. After he told him he left in order to 
miss the mad tirade that followed. 

Andrew was proud and he was hurt. He formulated a 
revenge and then he started out of the house. At the door he 
met Jack. 

((Did you forget something?" Andrew asked. 
((No, I remembered something. When I was little I had 

two coats. One was new and the other was old and patched. 
And I liked to play in the patched one best." 

They came into the house arm in arm and Andrew threw 
into the :fire a letter he had picked up from the table. The 
slender silver tongues of the fire licked up the words: 

"When you come back, remember that I meant to beat 
you to it." 
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HARD STUFF 
By CAR.L ZIMMERMAN 

( Awarded second prize in the short story contest) 

Some of us are cowards. Others of us think we are. More 
of us are and won't believe it. By far the larger proportion 
think that they are not made of the hero stuff-and some of 
them are remarkably surprised when the time comes to find 
out. 

Jack didn't at all like the idea of this fighting business. 
When Congress, the war department, and the president decided 
that the only way to avenge the death of a hundred Americans 
was to kill a million more, Jack would have been a pacifist if 
it hadn't been for his friends. If Jack could have voted on the 
matter in Congress, there would have been a Nay when the 
secretary bawled out Jack Mateer. But of course there were 
the other fellows who would have cried "yellow!" There were 
the girls who would have thought he was a coward, and there 
was one in particular that he didn't want to think that. So 
Jack went to the dirty office, and was enrolled in the ranks 
of the bullet catchers, along with some of the other fellows 
from the college. 

That old sergeant was hard-boiled, and when he wanted 
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J ;i.ck to get on the scales to be weighed, he didn't ask him to, 
he told him to. That was Jack's first taste of the horrors of 
war. But he was a college man so they put him in the officers' 
school. Then they told him that the second lieutenant that 
he was to become was a very necessary link in the chain. When 
he asked why, they told him it was because so many of them 
were killed. Then he wanted to be a private, but he said nothing. 
He was afraid they would think he was yellow. And he was 
sure that he was. 

"Now the way to keep the enemy from bayoneting you" 
-said the old sergeant who was bayonet instructor-and Jack 
thought that if he ever got that far he'd let them go ahead 
and bayonet him rather than argue about it. Then they told 
him how to capture a machine gun nest. Walk across No 
Man's Land and there is the machine gun. Then you throw 
a hand grenade at it, and the fun is over. 

And so they put something decorative on his shoulder, 
gave him an automatic pistol, and called him a shavetail, or 
what is known to the public as a second lieutenant. Well, even 
if he got killed he would always have the satisfaction of know
ing that they had to salute him for awhile, and that he died 
an officer. One thing that bothered him was the fact that the 
platoon sergeant who was lower than he in rank, seemed to 
know more about it than he did. Maybe the sergeant was 
smart and remained a sergeant because he valued his life. These 
little things bothered Jack. 

And then came France and the gas instruction. "Always 
keep your gas mask close to you," the smart old goggle-eyed 
captain had said when he was explaining the delicate points of 
gas warfare. That old captain reminded him of the chemistry 
prof, back at school. This darn gas was worse than anything, 
tho. You could fire at a soldier, throw a grenade at a machine 
gun nest, or cut barbwire, but how can you parry with a 
molecule of gas? 

But now he was a soldier. They marched the platoon to a 
train which had a bunch of cars that looked for all the world 
like American cattle cars, and there they were ordered on 
bolrd. «40 Hommes, 8 Chevaux," that was what the cars had 
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on them. That means 40 men or eight horses. Quite an alter
native. 

When they had gone a couple of hundred miles they got 
off the train and were marched to billets. When they ate their 
meals they were told that they would be moved to a quiet 
sector for two days and then sent back again to rest awhile. 
This would give them the rudiments of trench life before they 
got to a place where they would have to fight. Nice, but it all 
lead to scrapping eventually, so why not now? 

The rapidity of movement, the constant instruction, and 
drill, had allowed Jack an opportunity to forget his forebod
ings about his own cowardice. Now, resting in billets, he be
gan to wonder how he would react under fire. Here was sixty
odd men who depended on 4im as their leader. Would he come 
thru? He frankly doubted it. Suppose he should be gassed 
and die after moments of torture? Suppose he should receive 
a wound from a high explosive shell which would rack him 
first and kill him later. During his sleep he thought about all 
these things. There was Mac-he was a lieutenant in the next 
platoon; how did he seem so nonchalant? Mac was a big foot
ball player in his home town and he had told his friends that 
he would bring them all a German helmet. He'd hold his own 
all right. And he, Jack, a relatively small man, never an 
athlete, would have to face the same enemy. It wasn't fair. 
One thing was certain, the shells and bullets would never dis
criminate-maybe the same one would get both. Jack got little 
sleep that night. 

Next day they marched all morning until they reached 
the sector where they were to be stationed while they learned 
how to exist in the trenches. Now they could hear the shells. 
They didn't come in single shots but like a snare drum. When 
they got closer a shell dropped in a field about seven hundred 
yards to their right. Jack gritted his teeth and held on. Once 
he looked back down the line where the other platoons were 
coming up, and saw Mac's face as white as a sheet. Gosh, if 
Mac was scared, how should he act? 

Then they came to the feeder trenches, the noise was loud 
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and in the distance were a lot of new things-things which 
they had been telling him about in officers' school. Wire, 
yawning shell-holes, trenches in a puzzle-like network, be
ginning farther than you could see, ending farther than you 
could see. It was too late to turn back now so he gritted his 
teeth and kept on. 

Trenches were funny things. A lot of sandbags, a fire 
step, dugouts where you could smoke a cigarette, or write a 
letter. One of his officers had told him that sometimes the 
dugouts caved in and buried you alive. Then Jack stayed out 
most of the time. He lay down to rest that night and thought 
how awful it would be to be buried alive. 

When day broke, something else broke. Word came down 
the line that the enemy was planning to attack at seven. The 
quiet sector had changed to a fighting sector. The second 
battalion, and Company A, including Jack, were going into 
action. Counter attack at six-forty five to surprise the enemy 
before their own attack began. Barrage to come at six-forty 
two. Jack knew what to do. He was suppose? to blow hi~ 
whistle at six-forty five, and go over the top with the rest ot 
them. It was six-fifteen now. What could he do? Blow his 
whistle, he ans~ered himself. Go over the top with the rest of 
the poor devils and die. There was no way out ... Don't eat 
your beef," said the old sergeant. Jack asked why. "Because 
wounds of the stomach are harder to handle if you've et be
fore battle." What a thing to say just before his first battle. 
Jack noticed that he was quivering. He stiffened. Well, no
body' cl find it out. Six-forty came. Everybody out of the 
dugouts. Every bayonet fixed. Jack's automatic was ready 
to fire. Nothing was frightening him now. He knew he was 
afraid that he was a coward-but no one else did. Some of the 
men ;ere praying as probably the enemy were doing. Others 
like Jack looked grim and tried to hide their feelings. Six-forty 
two--the barrage should come soon. The shells began to ~all 
just ahead. Barrage was opening. That would help some. Six
forty three-heavier shelling. Brrrrrrrrr-putputput-enemy 
machine guns. Down the line came the word <<Ready." Every 
man was putting his foot on the fire step. Six-forty four. One 



10 THE GREEN GAZETTE 

more minute-it would soon be over. The boys were getting 
a little steadier. Thirty seconds, "Go to it," cried Jack as he 
placed the whistle to his lips. A long blast, the supreme test. 
A shout, and they were over the top. The man to his right 
toppled like a ten pin. Down the line a small bomb blew a 
hole in the line of skirmishers. The sweep of machine gun fire 
bowled others to the ground. 

Jack looked for the machine gun. A little to his right. He 
shot his automatic at it. Too far for accuracy. He had a hand 
grenade and would use it too, but not now. About seventy 
yards between him and the gun. That was his objective. He 
kept going straight ahead toward the gun. Fifty yards. They 
saw him coming at them. He felt the bullets whiz by
forty yards-they were bound to get him soon. Thirty-five 
yards-a shell hole. He pitched into the hole where no bullets 
could get him. Something in his leg began to hurt-no matter. 
How could he throw a grenade at that nest? They would 
riddle him if he stuck his head up. Then-an idea. He took off 
his hat. They wouldn't notice his head without his hat. He 
crept to the side of the shell hole. There was the machine 
gun still to his right. He threw the grenade, looking to see 
if it hit right-then blackness. 

When he regained consciousness in the hospital, the old 
sergeant was on the cot next to him. 

"Boy, you done a neat job o' cleanin' that nest. The boys 
took the trenches O.K. Guess maybe they'll decorate you for 
bravery. Doc says you was stunned by a piece of shrapnel." 

Jack made a weak reply which was all he could make. 
He happened to think about Mac and the other platoon. He 
asked the sergeant. 

"Do you know how Mac, the lieutenant of the second 
platoon that came out?" 

"I just heard some of the boys tell about it. Guess he's 
yella. Just before the attack he fainted dead away right in the 
trench-and he's over there in the other ward, nuttier than a 
fruit cake. Course they call it shock-but I think it's just 
plain yella." 
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THE LAST LEAF 
By GRACE LOUISE LAFF OON 

( Aivarded third prize in the short story contest) 

It was September and the 
leaves were beginning to turn. 
A few had dropped softly to the 
ground and their brothers were 
preparing to follow. Within a 
few blocks of the college an old 
hdy sat in her invalid's chair 
gazing out of the window. For 
years she had been sitting so, 
seeing no one except her house
keeper. She was the last of her 
family and all her old friends 
were gone. No, not all, for two 
remained. By years of associa
tion she had made friends of 
them, the tower of Fairmount 
Hall and the maple tree beside 
her window. In the summer she 
told her thoughts to the trees 
and the whispering leaves kept 
her secrets. During the cold 
months the bare boughs scraped 
against each other and their 
knocks against the house told 
her that they would not forget 

them. The t all old building was a remote but dearly loved friend. 
Each sunset as the golden rays struck the windows, a shower 
of reflected light gleamed around the building. The old lady 
would look at the tower and exclaim, «Old Fairmount is on 
fire tonight." 

As the summer had advanced she had grown weaker and 
weaker until she now seemed but a frail shadow. As she 
felt the advance of the years she began to plan for the future. 
In her will she left her little home to the housekeeper with the 
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provision that the maple tree should not be cut down. To the 
college she left the remainder of her fortune. 

One day in September she woke with a feeling of heavi
ness. Her head seemed to be too large a burden for her should
ers. The slender hands lay weakly on the lovely old quilt. As 
evening approached, she asked to be carried to the window 
and propped up in her chair. Her tree stood almost bare. A high 
wind, which had been blowing all day, had pulled the loose 
leaves off and left only a few of the more sturdy ones hanging. 
Knowing that she would never see them again, she whispered 
a soft good-bye. The leaves nodded. 

As the sun began to dip to the horizon she turned to the 
tower to bid it farewell. Starting she called weakly to her 
housekeeper, "Look, Old Fairmount is not on fire tonight!" 
The old lady gazed in awe. The beautiful fall sunset brought 
no reflected fire from the old building. It seemed as though 
a dull glaze covered every window. The invalid slumped back 
into her pillows, "Put me to bed," she said. 

Night came while the doctor and the sorrowing servant 
waited beside the bed for the flickering flame of the life to go 
out. On the top of the hill a tiny spark appeared. Gradually 
flames appeared and in a few minutes fire crept up the walls 
of the old building. There was no hope. Fairmount was on fire 
for the last time. As the flames reached their peak and then 
died down, friends the country over mourned. But two blocks 
away another fire went out with none to mourn her going. 

At dawn a passing breeze shook the last leaf from the 
maple tree. 

A UTAH DESERT-MIDDAY 
Through smarting eyes we look 

At shimmering lines of low red hills; 
And murmur painfully, 

With cracked lips, at cacti gaunt 
Which stand as sentinels 

O'er the sun-parched meaner host. 
Far up the road an image-

That of a cool refreshing lake
Mocks us as slowly it creeps away. 

-Ziemer Horton 
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BROTH E R·s FIRST "TUX" 
By CHERR y BREWER 

I was but ten years old, during the staging of this great 
event, but I remember it quite vividly. It was on a Christmas 
Eve, and the "tux" had been one of Brother's Christmas pres
ents. Grandmother, on Mother's side, who had two daughters, 
and because of this, thought Brother the most wonderful 
grandchild in the world, was rushing around madly, hoping 
he'd call her to help him. Grandfather on Father's side, who 
had two sons, and seemed to like me the better, was rather 
disgusted with all the attention thrown on Brother and tried 
to make it up to me, but I being more excited than the rest 
put together ran in and out of Brother's room until he finally 
locked me out. Grandfather's sister, our Aunt Nellie, was 
waiting quietly for him to come down stairs. Mother was, of 
course, helping him get ready, and Dad was trying to keep me 
still a little while. Carrie, our housekeeper, who had been with 
us since Brother was one year old, was standing at the foot of 
the stairs. 

At last we heard the door open and Brother walked down 
stairs, very stiff and straight, hoping Grandmother wouldn't 
muss him as she kissed and hugged him. I danced all around 
him as he put on his lovely silk scarf and white gloves, hoping 
that he would kiss me good-night when he left. He put on 
his overcoat, walked over and kissed Mother, and walked out 
the door; then everyone began talking at once, about how fine 
he looked. I was rather hurt because he had left without telling 
me good-bye, so I yelled out that I thought he looked terrible, 
and that when I went to a dance I hoped I wouldn't have to go 
with some one that looked as he did; but nobody seemed to 
hear me. 
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SISTER BEFORE HER MIRROR 
By ADRIAN SAVAGE 

Such a pose, of course, is characteristic of her; it would be 
of any woman. But I always like to see her, wavy black hair 
falling unbound to her shoulders, seated before the mirror, 
attention intently fixed upon the blue-eyed counterpart of 
herself, the while she is busily applying the innumerable dis
pensable necessities of a girl's make-up. And when she is seated 
before it the mirror looks so noticeably large, although in real
ity it is not. 

Of course if she ever caught me watching her she'd accuse 
me of doing it merely to make fun of her. But that would be 
a great mistake. Anyway, she goes about it so seriously that it 
would be a shame to tease her. And, unlike many other girls, 
she does not spend an unnecessary amount of time before her 
mirror merely to joy in her beauty. She's not like that; you 
can't tell her that she's good-looking. But her appearance must 
be all that she can make it: make-up must be on just right; 
not the slightest trace of a freckle must show if it is possible to 
prevent it; dress must fit perfectly; and her hat, when she does 
wear one, must set just so. 

I must apologize for going so into detail about the good 
points of my relatives; but, you see, I really haven't a sister. 
That's just what I'd want her to be like if I had. 

A UTAH DESERT-SUNSET 
The desert air of night 

Dispels the high dry heat of day, 
While on the mesa top 

The sun, a large red ball of fire, 
Tries to atone for its heat 

By turning artist-the hills he veils 
With delicate hybrid colors-

Light pinks and lavenders, a thousand more, 
Ever blending and deepening as night creeps on. 

-Ziemer Horton 

·, 
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Over the Microscope 

Eldor Marten is .a refreshing person be
ca use he likes his work. He sits at his desk, a 
light shining on his blonde hair. Perhaps he is 
smiling with satisfaction at some experiment 
he has finished. You can shout, whistle, sing, 
or howl outside his door and he will not notice 
you. A scientist is thinking. 

Old "Doc" Folley, the Magician 

He can pull any number of tricks from his 
bag of experiences to illustrate a story, or to drive home a point. 
~e c~n talk about anything, anytime, and always be worth 
hstemng to. He bustles around with a certain air of assured
nes~ that :ightly ~s part of a good journalist. He can tap-dance, 
whistle, smg, write short-stories, balance a chair on his chin 
catch a fish and cook it, deliver a lecture, broadcast a speech' 
sew bu~tons on his trousers, subdue the most flamboyant fresh~ 
man with a word, or make a woman think she has achieved 
renown because of the hardness of her biscuits. If he hasn't 
done everything, he knows someone who has and he'll tell you 
about it. 

The Cat and the Mouse 

He is a small man to have so much steel in his eyes. He is a 
clever Persian cat and you are a wee gray mouse. He holds 
you at a~ms length, he watches you, he shakes you a little, you 
amuse .him, and he le~s you. go free without eating you. Cyril 
Grace 1s a very charmmg mixture of dominance, intensity, and 
humor that wee gray mice are the better for having known. 

Ring Up the Curtain 

H~ will n?t tol~rate. the commonplace. If you impose 
ul?on him or disappomt him, he will not become angry. He 
~111 ~e sad. George D. Wilner is a very sensitive person and he 
1~ qm~e huma?. There is al~o ~eorgie Wilner, the Imp, who 
rides m the air on Mr. Wilner s hat. Georgie makes all the 
social gestures and the convocation announcements. 

Major Price 

He turns square corners whe_n he walks across the campus. 
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He arises very early in the morning to teach a seven o'clock 
class for the convenience of his military science students. His 
face is quite stern all except his mouth, which is very kindlv. 
He buys victrola records of famous marches. While he plays 
them, he reads philosophy and dreams of world peace. 

Gentleman From Vahginia 

There were many, naturally, who did not like him; he was 
too honest. He didn't believe in giving passing grades to stu
dents who advertised their university, if they didn't know 
trigonometry. He didn't believe in telling a student body it was 
the best he had ever seen when he had seen better ones. He 
didn't believe that people who made high marks in the theory 
of education necessarily had brains. And he said so. He may tell 
you you are the most stupid of all stupid people, words and 
phrases boil upward in him and sputter over his lips, he may 
grit his teeth in horror at your lack of knowledge, but you can't 
help but like him. 

.. Now look!" says Mr. Bishop, and he replaces the spec
tacles that he has taken off only a minute before. Everyone in 
the class knows that the next words are going to be, .. See what 
I mean?" 

Clinton H. Collester, Librarian 

Ichabod, they call him, the most talked about person on 
the campus. They talk about his excellent tennis game with 
respect. They talk about the way his long coat tails flap around 
his long lean body. In tones of awe they speak about his remark
able vocabulary that flows from out his mouth like multi
colored a b e's. 

The Duchess 

Miss Clough is one of those rare individuals who can be 
interested in you without trespassing upon your private a:ff airs. 
She worries about you and she loves you, even if you sit on the 
back row and go to sleep. She and her ever present sense of 
humor have taught generations of students the sacred worship 
of books. 

Fireworks 

Confusion wafted out the door and into the hall, con
fusion from Dr. \Vofsey's Spanish class. A small dark man 
waved his arms as he strode back and forth in front of his class. 

• ) 
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He kicked aside a chair only to run into it again. He swayed on 
the balls of his feet and suddenly became very calm. He pro
ceeded with the lesson. Among freshmen, he is considered the 
most conscientious of their teachers. Just as it is impossible for 
him to keep an even emotional state, it is impossible for him to 
let a mistake go unnoticed without an explanation. 

Doctor Mac 

No one has ever seen Dr. McKinley alone. In his footsteps 
trail eager chemistry students clutching at the bits of wisdom 
and droll humor he casts out. He never hurries, he never be
comes excited. If he wants you to remember something, he will 
tell you a joke about it, and sometimes he tells you a joke any
way. He endows the chemical units with personal character
istics and they present living dramas for you. He is the sort of 
man who says his idea of heaven is a place where someone would 
tell him all he doesn't know about chemistry. 

The Typical Artist 

Clayton Henri Staples-the typical artist. Thick, black, 
tempestuous hair, a smooth olive skin, black twinkly eyes. 
There are always ties well-chosen, a red one, a blue one. A ner
vous consciousness of everything going on. An irritation from 
an ugly poster, a creaking door. Naive charm in the laughing 
of his eyes and the dimples in his cheeks. The artists true eye 
for color, for form, in an abstract viewpoint. A well formed, 
sturdy body, a good-natured rather easy-going disposition. A 
man's egotism. A child's curiosity and mischief. 

Two Times Two Equals Four 

You are impressed by his earnestness. There are chalk 
smears on his suit and he juggles a piece of chalk in his hand, 
but these are lost in the sound of his voice. It is a soft voice, that 
rises to a height as he pleads for your understanding of his 
sacred mathematics. It rises and rises and then suddenly falls, as 
though he had perhaps given you up to the great mass of those 
who do not understand, or as though you had frightened him. 
Then it starts rising again. He has not given you up and you 
know he never will until you have absorbed even the slightest 
detail of every single problem. There is no escape. Vernon 
Chase. 



18 THE GREEN GAZETTE 

Mister Wall 

His title is really Doctor Wall, but if you address him as 
such, he refuses to respect you. He has the rare faculty of say
ing "no" in a way that you must like. He perfers Luckies, but 
will smoke a Camel if that is what you have. His favorite posi
tion is to lean back in his chair and hang his feet over the corner 
of his desk. He will talk for hours on politics, hoboing, or books, 
except in class. On occasions he will run over to the Bucket 
with you and stand at the fountain drinking a coke while he 
expounds problems philosophical. His sense of humor is irre
pressible. 

HYPOCRISY 

( Awarded first place in the Green Gazette Poetry Contest for the 
second semester) 

Why do we call them noble who are dead? 
They too have lived without an earthly crown. 
They've trodden paths that we're about to tread, 
But 'till they died, they did not gain renown. 

We call it human nature; still, 'tis queer 
We let great treasures die, despite our lust. 
We scorn men while they live, while they are near, 
But call them "noble" when they are but dust. 

Who knows but in our midst that there might be 
Another Shakespeare, Plato, Tennyson? 
We pass them by, nor do we stop to see 
That genius may be burning in each one. 

And so through life! 'Tis likened to the well 
Whose waters are not missed until 'tis dry. 
If you would gain renown, first, give your best, 
Then, lay your mortal body down and die! 

-Fern Worden. 
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RETRIBUTION 
By MENNO VoTH 

Histah was hungry and angry. He himself would have 
been the first to admit that he was hungry; for the statement 
that he was angry you will have to take my word. If the follow
ing story does not bear out my assertion, I will have failed ut
terly in my object. 

To begin with: for two weeks he had been without any
thing to eat. Any self-respecting animal that had lived two 
weeks on thin air would have been hungry. Of course there's 
that case of the toad who lived entombed in a wall for a hun
dred years or more, as an example to the contrary, but then, he 
doesn't count. He was only a toad anyway and from toads one 
may expect anything, even warts. Then there's Gandhi who--; 
but I'm wandering from my story. Again, I repeat, Histah was 
hungry, in fact he was ravenous. Baby rabbits though eaten 
whole are but an appetizer to a snake with an appetite like 
Histah possessed. It was really too bad that Histah had come 
upon Mana when he did, at least for Mana, but then it was his 
own fault, a judgment upon him for his disobedience. Just be
fore she had left for the day his mother had warned him. 

«Now Mana, remember what a close escape you had yes
terday from the talons of Peeruk, if that shrub had not been in 
the way-! but I can't bear to think of it. Lie down like a good 
child and wait till mother comes back." 

For some time, say a quarter of an hour, Mana had lain 
close, only his brown eyes moved, watching. Then the wind 
veered. Mana's nose began twitching, he began to dream of a 
paradise where all that little rabbits did was to eat the tender 
shoots of rich green grass, growing on the banks of a sparkling 
stream; you see, he had never heard of lettuce, much less smelled 
it. Forgetting his mother's warning to lie still, he rose halfway 
on his front legs, then remembering, he sank back. But again 
that tantalizing odor, that to him meant heaven, was wafted 
to his nostrils, again his nose began to wiggle: and here let me 
add a word of warning. In spite of all the advice that has been 
given you about following your nose, don't do it. Mana did 
and look what happened to him. As he sidled along with short 
ungainly hops, an evil form rose before him higher and higher 
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until it towered above him. Wild fear clutched at his heart, 
trembling his eyes were drawn upward; he saw a wicked little 
forked tongue darting back and forth, he saw a great inflated 

. hood; beady little eyes, cold and merciless held him thrall; he 
heard a hiss: 

"Mama" he screamed. "Ma-!" the cry ended in a rattle 
as Histah struck; again. Mana knocked spinning by the force 
of the blow fell on his side, white-hot liquid lead raced through 
his body, searing, choking, killing him. He kicked feebly, his 
eyes glazed, a shudder racked his frame and he lay still while 
Histah gloated over him. 

And now Histah waited, For what? he himself could not 
tell you. The road stretched before him, twin ribbons of glar
ing white sand, deep rutted scars in that bleak desert of shriv
elled grass, stunted shrubs and naked hills. A mile to the west 
lay "Pampalam," ( abode of serpents), a cluster of wretched 
mud-walled, palm-thatched, dung-smeared hovels. As Histah 
waited, thoughts, bitter and revengeful thronged his warped 
brain. He had not always been as he was; lonely, solitary, 
spurned. Just three months ago he had been the ruler of a colony 
of cobras as sinister and wicked as himself. Their haunts had 
been the outskirts of "Pampalam" (indeed it was this fact that 
had given the village its name) ; tht;ir hunting-ground the 
abodes of man. The usual relationship of man and beast had 
here been reversed. The inhabitants of the village lay in abject, 
credulous fear. They could neither desert their wretched abodes 
nor exterminate their enemies. A veneration bred by supersti
tion and terror had grown up during the centuries to protect 
the monsters from the fate they so richly deserved at the hands 
of the natives. Then too the villagers feared that if they left the 
settlement, the vengeance of their enemies would surely follow 
and overtake them. They spoke with bated breath of the fate 
that had overwhelmed Venkatram. He had scoffed at the idea 
that they held as to the power of the snakes to harm them, and 
had left. The next day a stranger from another village had 
arrived. In his staring eyes was a haunted look, he started at 
every sound. At first they could make neither head nor tail of 
his gibberish but finally piece by piece they got the story. It 
seems that about four miles from the village he had stumbled 
suddenly upon a sight he could never forget. A man, the de
scription -of whom fitted Venkatram, was lying almost hidden 
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in the tall grass growing in the center of the roadway. His body 
was bloated, his face was swollen almost beyond recognition, a 
look of terror was stamped on his countenance. The lips were 
drawn back from his gums in a hideous snarl, his teeth showed 
yellow tinged with green; his eyes unseeing, starting almost 
from their sockets, glared at the blazing sky; his arms were 
stretched on either side of him convulsively clutching tufts of 
grass. As the stranger approached near a hiss issued from be
neath the corpse and with hood inflating and contracting by 
turns, head low to the ground, beady eyes fixed on his, glided a 
cobra to be followed by another, and another, and still another, 
from beneath the dead body which twisted and turned like a 
dead log tossing on a swollen stream, until a score or more 
swarmed, silent, threatening over the face, hands, body and 
feet of the form on the ground, completely covering and em
bracing it. They lay still except that a score forked tongues 
flicked back and forth from evil, menacing heads that watched 
the intruder and guarded the prey. A feeling of nausea crept 
over him, he was falling into a hypnotic trance and slowly 
swaying toward that sinister group guarding the body. With 
a wrench that caused the sweat to start from his brow, the 
stranger tore his gaze away. Circling so as to avoid that dread 
spot, laughing horribly, insanely, walking and running by 
turns, rolling in the dust, striking his head on the ground in an 
ecstasy of mental anguish, he at length reached the dead man's 
village never to leave. The night was made hideous with the 
shrieks, screams and imprecations of the mad-man, but grad
ually the peels of crazy laughter ceased. A villager at peep of 
dawn peered into the hut occupied last night by the maniac but 
started back and fell on his face at sight of a hooded head sway
ing slowly back and forth over the body of a dead man; he 
crawled away and the hut was left to its dread invader till it 
fell in ruins, the fear of offending the venerated god-head hav
ing power enough to compel the villagers to put up with the 
noisome stench that in a few hours began issuing from the foul 
depths of the hut. · 

Every morning bowls of fresh milk were left on the out
skirts of the village near the Cobra settlement by the worship
pers. Dissatisfied with this the reptiles were known to kill with
out scruple a.dog,.a goat, a bullock or even a man, as if to keep 
the villagers in continual subjection. 
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Thus had run the course of life till one day an event 
occurred which changed the gamut of existence. This was noth
ing more nor less than the appearance of a missionary. The vil
lagers, starved mentally and spiritually drank in his teachings. 
Among other things they lost if not their fear, yet their respect 
and veneration for the serpents. Headed by the missionary they 
began ridding the surroundings of them. As if they needed an 
extra incentive, for every snake killed they received as a re
ward from him the sum of two annas. It was not long before 
comparative safety descended on the village. 

Histah together with many of his old companions was 
by force of circumstances compelled to move. His followers 
seeking for one on whom to vent their spleen naturally turned 
on their leader and drove him from their midst. Unused to the 
life which he was now compelled to lead, Histah had eked out a 
meagre existence on tiny rodents and offal. And now he waited 
in the shade of the thorn brush thru which glimmered the rays 
of tihe western Sun. 

Suddenly he raised his head. A wisp of dust coming grad
ually nearer had become visible in the distance. As it neared 
and Histah was able to make out the outlines of the object 
which caused it his eyes began to glint with a dangerous light. 
At last his revenge was at hand. That figure upon the bicycle, 
dusty and weary, pedaling along slowly and with toil, was 
none other than the missionary whose new teachings had caused 
the villagers to begin their work of exterminating Histah and 
his ilk. Here was the author of all his troubles. His little tongue 
flickered sharply and neryously, his hood expanded, he drew 
back in readiness. 

The first intimation of danger that the rider had was the 
sound of a hiss; menacing, revengeful, triumphant, as Histah 
shot to the road, reared till his evil head with its expanded hood 
was on a level with the rider's knee, and struck. The missionary 
heard that hiss, he saw the head with its dark markings, the 
fangs protruding from the extended mouth, the glitter of the 
cruel eyes. He swerved between surprise and shock and that 
swerve saved his life. The head of the reptile whistled past his 
foot missing it by a hair's breadth, the fangs sank into the heel 
of his shoe and glanced off. A second blow was equally futile. 

And now for the final act of this drama of the plains. As 
Histah's head descending from the second blow swept the 
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ground, before he could whirl in pursuit of his hated oppressor 
who driven by the force of the swerve had fallen sprawling into 
the ditch that flanked the road, a little gray form the size of a 
cat but lithe and agile as a snake, flashed from the underbrush 
and seized Histah just below the head in a vice-like grip. Sur
prised and infuriated to be cheated thus of his prey, maddened 
and agonized by the sharp sting of the teeth searing into his 
flesh, Histah reared his full length and dashed the little creature 
to the ground, and the missionary as he picked himself up and 
watched stood enthralled by the marvel not only of his deliver
ance, but also oi the grim earnestness, the tenacious strength of 
purpose that alone in the next five minutes kept the mongoose 
from loosing his hold. Whipping and writhing, coiling and un
coiling like a steel spring imbued with life, now wrapping his 
length around the neck of the mongoose, again straightening 
out and hurling him violently to the ground, whirling dizzily 
around until the force of his own momentum threatened to 
split his body in twain, sweeping up spirals of dust which 
clogged the nostrils, blinded and suffocated them, shaking, 
springing, bruising his own body and threatening to break 
every bone in that of his foe, Histah made his fight for life. 
But from the first it was, for him, a losing fight, for those terri
ble teeth with the force of the iron-clad jaw muscles behind 
them, sank deeper and ever deeper into and through the body 
of the serpent with every movement that he made. Maura's 
eyes become bloodshot. Red with the lust of killing they deep
ened in hue till his very heart's blood threatened to gush forth 
with the intensity of the passion that surged thru him. Banged 
and battered as he was he felt the effort of his antagonist to dis
lodge him weakened. The reptile, his fanged head in the dust 
rested, but the fear of death drove him again to the fray. The 
rests became more frequent, the struggles less vital, the ground 
was spattered with blood and the bodies of the combatants in 
this life and death struggle were clotted and clogged with dirt. 
As the Sun sank blazing to his nightly rest the missionary 
dragged his· bicycle to the road. Maura weary and spent but 
with teeth grimly locked and the joy of victory in his heart, 
gazed over the limp body of his foe and watched till the man 
wheeling his bicycle, was lost in the gathering dusk. 
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I·D·L·E T·H·O·U·G·H·T·S 
NEWSPAPER FAULTS 

Some time I hope to have the opportunity of editing a 
newspaper for a while, only for the reason that I should enjoy 
showing the people of this age how a paper should be edited. Of 
course, I will admit that I know nothing of the mechanical 
details of newspaper work, but that is a mere incident. Men 
with little mentality who are possessed of the ability to remem
ber mechanical operations and have excellent control of muscle 
and nerve may be employed to take charge of such matters. 
It has been said, no doubt truthfully, that when one is aware 
of a fault he may correct it. Simple, isn't it? Now, I am fully 
aware of the faults of the newspapers; therefore, I could cor
rect them and thus be a success as an editor. There is no gain
saying such an argument. 

One of the first changes I would make, would be in the 
manner of constructing the paper, composing, I believe it is 
called. I would have the comic strips all in one section, the 
sporting news in another, the advertising in still another, and 
would have each section contain only one kind of material. 
That-would make it unnecessary for Junior to look over Moth
er's shoulder at Ella Splinters while Mother is reading a new 
cake recipe. You get the idea, I hope. This matter could also be 
solved by delivering as many complete papers as there are mem
bers of the family. 

Another fault that I would correct would be in the matter 
of head lines. Head line writers, I am informed, are usually 
young writers breaking into the business. I do not know if this 
be so, but it is evident that they regard the rest of us as a race of 
morons. For example, a large headline appears across the front 
of our daily paper, '(City to Have 2 5 Story Hotel." When you 
read the article with your neck aching in anticipation of gazing 
at the new monster, ( of course a neck does not really gaze), 
you find that one of our prominent citizens is of the opinion 
that the city needs a new hotel and no doubt one will be built 
some day. 
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Another thing, have you ever started to read an article 
that read somethink like this, ((Yesterday the body of an un
kbejk isnnf.. .. jjk;s;eece nnbv in Riverside Park?" You need 
not answer. Such things as this turn my disposition, naturally 
sunny, into dismal darkness. They call a mess of this kind-pie. 
A pie is a culinary achievement of the highest artistic merit. It 
should be regarded with reverence and even with awe, in some 
cases. To apply such a term to a diabolical scrambling of ideas 
and letters is worse than changing the name of uArkansaw." 

If I were a newspaper editor-but you will have to excuse 
me. Mother is laying the paper down, having just finished read
ing about what Heggy Popkins wore when she married her 
eighth husband, and I am anxious to find out what the Okla
homa Buzz-saw did to Bear Cat McGinty in their eight round 
go last night. 

VACATIONS 
I wonder how the vacation idea started. The word comes 

from vacate, meaning to make vacant. I assure you that there 
is nothing vacant about a vacation. Once vacations were for 
school children and the very rich. Nowadays most of us like to 
appear to be well endowed with this world's goods, so we emu
late the rich and take a vacation, though we may be forced to 
mortgage the old homestead in order to accomplish it. We 
imagine that it sounds very fashionable to say, uoh I am so 
sorry we cannot come over Sunday, for we are starting on our 
vacation." Really, such moments are the principal justifications 
in taking vacations. Mighty oaks from little acorns grow, and 
so from such simple ideas has grown a national institution: the 
American vacation, ranking with Washington's monument, 
The Saturday Evening Post, and ham and eggs. 

The American vacation is a paradox. In Europe it is cus
tomary to take a week-end holiday, going to some nearby re
sort a few miles away at most, for the purpose of resting and 
recuperating, usually from the arduous task of catering to 
American vacationists and extracting from them hard Ameri
can dollars. Our energies will not allow us to conduct a vacation 
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in such a manner. We make hard work of the very thing that 
is supposed to be rest and play. 

To illustrate, let us imagine an average American family 
planning a vacation. Along in February, about the time they 
tire of talking of last year's vacation they begin to plan for the 
next one. They send for descriptive booklets, road maps, equip
ment catalogs and literature intended to stimulate desire for 
travel. It would seem that with such an early start the selection 
of a location would be assured, as they are not to leave until 
August. Until the night before leaving, with tent, thermos jugs, 
Junior's roller skates, a camera, and half the household furni
ture packed in the trailer, no destination has been agreed upon. 
There are as many different destinations contemplated as there 
are members of the family. They finally start, drive 10,000 
miles, we~r out a set of tires, make a wreck of the car and creep 
home barely able to stagger into the family abode. The real 
triumph is in the realization that they drove eight and two tenth 
miles farther than the Smith's did, last year. About the time 
that the family has recovered from the effects of the last vaca
tion it is time to begin quarreling about the next one. 

All this arouses us to a realization that there is a need of 
sweeping reform. The prohibition question, farm relief, the 
comic section of the Sunday papers and other forms of crime, 
and the oil situation pale into insignificance when compared to 
the vacation problem. There should be an organization for the 
control of vacations, ( and vacationists) , and the need is press
ing. There is no time to lose. The number of people taking 
vacations is increasing and the vacations are growing longer and 
more frequent. The rich, in order to outdo the hoi polloi, are 
taking at least two vacations or more each year. The masses are 
not going to stand idly by. If unchecked, the vacation madness 
will lead us into a frenzied contest to see who can move about 
the oftenest and farthest. There will be none left to weave 
fabrics; there will be none left to build houses, and there will be 
none left to till the soil. The wings of thought will beat no more 
on high, the wheels of industry will stop never to turn again, 
and a great race will pass into eternal oblivion, to be as the hoop 
skirt and the pug dog, only a memory, fading, fading and gone. 

By DoN.'\LD H EL T Z EL 
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THE CHINESE THEATRE 
By T HELMA w ARD 

One's first visit to a Chinese theater, even in San Francisco, 
is a bewildering, baffling experience. We reach the theater by 
riding nearly six or eight blocks through Chinatown. What a 
creepy feeling it gives us to see so many Chinese people looking 
in our direction. Their tiny, slanty eyes remind you of the dark
ened windows of a haunted house, making you wonder what 
lies behind them. After these many blocks of shops, meat mar
kets, unreadable signs, incomprehensible remarks, the groups 
of peering eyes, we reach the magnificent Chinese theater. 

You feel as if your eardrums will split from the fierce 
cacophony that the curious orchestra gives forth. All your sen
sibilities are rasped by the shrill falsetto voices of the players, a 
convention of Chinese theaters, and, like the music, sweet as 
nightingales to Chinese ears. You wonder at the absence of 
stage properties and of scenery; and you marvel at the presence 
on the stage of the nonchalant person with rolled-up shirt 
sleeves who so casually hastens to drop a silken cushion on the 
floor when the dainty heroine is about to kneel, or absent
mindedly dusts a chair on which the hero is to sit. 

Chinese theater conventions are strikingly different from 
our own and similar to those of the Elizabethan theater. It is 
like play-acting, with a chair serving as a throne; a chair on a 
table, a mountain. Lifting the leg just so symbolizes mount
ing a horse; while another move represents the stepping over a 
threshold of a room. Even the lines and colors of the make-up 
used are symbols of different characters. And the costumes are 
dazzlingly lovely. 

But the audience! Comparatively few women are seen; 
more are permitted to come on holidays. They are dressed in the 
vivid greens, blues, scarlet or orange of the Chinese dress. You 
see little old ladies like sculptured figurines ( of a type seldom 
seen on the streets of Chinatown), in black brocade, with shiny 
black hair elaborately dressed with gold and jade ornaments; 
and spirals of misty blue smoke are seen weaving upward from 
the lighted cigarettes in their thin, graceful hands. 

Your ear has gradually become shock-proof, not attuned, 
to the sound of the orchestra. You become aware of a curious 
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other sound, slight but insistent. It is no more than the cracking 
open of sunflower and watermelon seeds to which the Chinese 
theater-goer is addicted. You've heard it said that a Western 
person can't possibly endure the Chinese theater for more than 
twenty minutes at a time, but you look at your watch. The 
color, the curiously fascinating movements of the actors have 
held you here for an hour and a half! 

~ ¥ 

LIFE 
( Awarded first honorable mention) 

There it is-yes, 
Hedging me in inescapably 
Because it permeates myself, 
It is myself for I am it-
We are each other, nay, we-are. 
I cannot separate myself 
From this mad dash 
But I am appalled by the face of it, 
By its whirl and back-lash of paradox
By its endless sphere construction 
Which babbles in my ear the huge joke 
Of being endlessly contained-
Of the finiteness of the infinite. 
But, 
Miracle of miracles! 
Isn't it monstrous that this madness 
Of opposite things should be the balm 
That cools these wrenchings of my brain? 
The ever-writhings of this cosmos 
Will, certainly as fate, change my mood; 
And before I know it I will be rejoicing 
In Li£ e as Life-
Strange-
What beauty clings about a rich old manuscript! 

-J11ck Z. Horton. 
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"GANG" TALK 
By WILLIAM HARTONG 

Hummm - - -. This is the place, all right. Just like Joe 
said it would be. Alfred Corado, General Utility Dispenser. 
Furniture-Rugs-Art Studies-Paints-Vacuum Cleaners
Pins-N ails-Automobiles-Fords, etc. Yeh, this is it. Al's a 
smart fella, all right. Not like Tony. I don't see how they can 
be friends. Joe said that Tony and Al were pretty good pals 
but I bet that they aren't. Let's see .... Knock two times .... 
then three .... then - - - - 0. K. Howdy fellas. Boss in? Well, 
just tell him that I am just answering his letter .... 

Howdy, Boss. Put'er there. Looking fine. Care if I sit 
down? Nice place here, chief. Not like that dump of Tony's. 
You sure must take good care of this here West End .... What 
do I know about Tony? Say, I know plenty 'bout that guy. 
Why, say, haven't you heard about that job the other night 
after that snowstorm over at the North End? We would of 
have probably been caught if I hadn't told the cop where to 
head in. I sure did get off a good crack. You see, there was a 
lot of snow drifts around the place and when the cop surprised 
me, I knew that it depended on me so I just says to that cop, 
I says .... Oh, what cop? I'll get to that· later. I only told Joe 
about it an' he, the poor fellow, was given the works because 
Tony thought that he was a stoolie .... You want to hear 
about the North End job? Well, it's a long story and I was 
never given over to a lot of talkin'-doesn't pay to talk in this 
racket, eh, chief?-but since you wrote me about your daugh
ter, I'll just tell you about it. 

My old man had been kinda hard boiled and wouldn't let 
me read any more gang stories and all of that good stuff. Good 
stuff, isn't it, boss? You see, I'm a pretty tough guy, even if I 
do say so, and I seldom say very much, so I thought I'd better 
read up on your racket and hit for the city. 

\Vell, when dad put the damper on my readin', I got real 
mad and told him to go plant his onions. Mother's dead or l 
wouldn't have thought of leaving home. Gee, Ma sure was a 
swell dame. I remember the time that she licked me for - - - -
Whata yuh say? Nothin'? Well, I'm off the subject a little. I 
never did talk very much so I'll finish it up real quick. 
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I left old Englevale, that's my old home town and a won
derful place, too, and landed here in the city looking for some 
gang or other. Well, it seems funny now but the sixth fella 
that I met was Joe. He told me all about himself and when I 
kinda mentioned that I wanted to be a gang-man, he told 
me that Tony was wanting for a nian just like me. 

Well, to make a long story short, I got into Tony's gang, 
after so long a time. He asked me a whole batch of questions. 

<Are yuh yella?' asked Tony. 
<No, sir,' Of course I emphasized it a little more but he 

just nodded his head. 
<Can you use a rod?' That was a funny thing to ask me 

but I told him how I used to catch five pounders with my rod 
and reel on the farm. He just winked at one of his men as if to 
say, that <he sure does know his stuff, all right.' 

«Can you hold your tongue?' Well, of course he could sec 
that, and besides, I never was a great hand at talking. I remem
ber once when - - - - Heh? Oh, well. 

Joe and I were to be partners on this North End job. Joe 
was to handle the cab and I was to be the outlook. You know, 
I just was to see that we weren't watched or followed. We had a 
cab so that it would look as if Joe was a cab-driver. There were 
five of the gang in the cab and the other men besides Joe and 
I were to get the stuff .... What stuff? Oh, yeh, I forgot to 
tell you. 

The Dutchess of China was coming into port that night · 
with a lot of dope. Of course, you know what dope is? Well. ._ 
when I first started in this racket, I didn't know what the stuff 
was because they always called it something else. You know 
this gang talk is quite the berries, if you can understand it. I 
know a few of the words but I don't ever use 'em because I 
might say the wrong thing and get the works like Joe did. 

Joe was driving as we had planned and he drove us up to 
Tony's warehouse on the dock and the three other guys slipped 
up to the place where they were to get the dope from a dumb 
Jap who was to swim out in the cold water from the Dutches<. 
with a lot of dope, and give it to our men for some. expensive 
diamonds and that sorta stuff. Say, Boss, come to think of it, 
that Jap sure did have a cold swim. You know, snow all around 
and a cold wind, too. I am glad that I wasn't him. 
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Well, after the boys left us, Joe wanted to sneak over to 
a drug store and get some fags-now that's a funny word for 
cigarettes, and he wanted me to get into the cab and be care
ful. The moon was shining and I could see our men waiting at 
the edge of the dock. 

Then, Boss, I saw a man coming towards the cab. It was a 
cop. He comes up to me, looks me over, and says to me. 

<Howdy, boy, waitin' for someone?' 
I only said <y eh' because I never do talk much and besides 

a gangster never talks to a cop, does he, Boss? Of course, I 
wasn't afraid but I was sorta anxious for the copper to move 
along before Joe came back and spilled the beans. 

Well, the cop just hangs around so I decides that it was up 
to me to move him along. I thinks that maybe he is wise to us 
so I begins to feel him out. I started by asking about the 
weather, telling him about the folks at home,-you know, just 
a word of two because I didn't want to say too much,-and T 
was just about ready to tell him about the cute little pigs the 
old sow had on our farm, when the cop up and asks, <Say, fella, 
who are those three men over there on the dock?' 

Holy Gee, chief, this sure did scare me. But I just kept 
serious-like and said that they were my passengers stretching 
after a long ride from the South Side. 

'Oh, yeah,' the cop sneered and I got kinda scared again. 
Maybe the cop had saw us drive up and was suspecting some
thing. 

'What do they have their bags for then?' the cop growled 
at me. You see, Boss, the fellas had some grips with them so 
that they could carry the dope back in them, and so nobody 
would suspect them of having anything except clothes in them. 

The boys were standing beside a snow drift and it looked 
to me like one of them was digging in it so I thinks up a 
wise crack and says to the cop, I says, 

'O, they're just getting some snow to take home to sell 
to the snowbirds.' 

I knew that I had the cop's goat by the way that he stared 
at me, then smiled, and walked away. It seemed sorta funny 
that he would go away without saying anything but I didn't 
care. It did the trick for me because he sure did tear away from 
me. 
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In about ten minutes, Joe comes back and I leave the cab 
for my own place where I could see and watch out for every
thing. Then, in about ten minutes, we heard the most shooting 
and Joe and I knew something was wrong. We could dimly see 
our men running and shooting. But they weren't coming our 
way. They were running away from the cab. But soon we saw 
why. Two cops, I guess that they were cops 'cause they looked 
like them, were running behind them about a hundred yards 
and shooting at them. Well, as smart thinkers, we had only one 
thing to do and we did it. We beat it home in the cab because 
we knew that the gang would never get to the car. The next 
morning, Tony called for Joe and that evening, the news
papers had a story about how a gangster had been found 
drilled a plenty. It was Joe, my pal. It sure did upset me but I 
guess that maybe Joe talked too much. So I asked Pete, that's 
one of the gang, and he told me how it was. One of the gang 
at the docks had seen the cop talking to the cab driver, had 
seen the cop run away, and then in about twenty minutes more, 
a couple of cops had shot and scared them away, wounding two 
but not enough to stop 'em. But the cops had caught the dumb 
Jap and the dope. And Tony had killed poor Joe because he 
thought that he had squealed to the cop. Why, it wasn't he at 
all. He wasn't even there. It was I who had talked a little to the 
cop but I hadn't squealed .... What did you say, chief? .... 
Kinda surprised Joe, didn't they? Of course, I was in the cab 
when the cop was there but I hadn't talked much. I never do. 
The only thing I said was that I was glad the snow was over, 
and about how the folks were gettin' along at home, and about 
how cute the little pigs that the old sow had were. Why, that 
crack that I gave the cop was what saved us sure. Whatsa mat
ter, boss, is my face dirty again? .... Sure, I knew that you 
and Tony were friends but I thought that you had broken up 
the other day. Tony's a tough bird. He would kill a guy .for 
nothin'. You aren't that kind of a guy, are ya, chief? \X'hat's 
wrong? You look all upset. Got the bellyache? Mother used to 
tell me how to cure .... Boss, whatsa gun for? Whatcha say? 
.... Going to kill me! Hey, Boss, I never done nothing-Hon~ 
est .... No, Boss, I never talked .... What! Don't shoot! What 
did you say .... Ugh .... Joe .... Joe .... Snow .... 1s 

.... dope .... Gang .... talk. 
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