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Love brings disaster to

By Art Adams.
The white-haired for
the defense had changed his plea
sl the last moment. The prosccut-

attorney

ing attorney was nettled. He
brought up the rules, and the
gkirmish ended with both men

arguing hotly before the judge.

"My client has good reason to
change his plea to & plea of
guilty,” the defense attorney said.
He explained, in tones that were
inaudible to the spectators.

The prosecutor pondered, then
shrugged nis shoulders in agree-
ment. The judge ordered the court-
room to be cleared.

Reporters dashed for the tele-
phones with what little news they
had. A buzzing, disappointed crowd
was ushered through the doors.
The gavel rapped and the attorney
led his client to the wilness chair,

The accused was s slender, well-
proportioned man of thirty-five.
He was dressed in neat, blue, civil-
jian clothes, He walked like a
goldier, with his chin up and
shoulders squared. And in his eyes
was that straight-ahead, unseeing
look of the soldier standing at at-
tention.

Except for the haggardness in
the lines about his mouth, he gave
no sign of emotion, He seated
himself calmly and placed his
hands upon his knees. Grey eyes,
& high-bridged nose, sharply-
moulded features gave his face a
fine, sensitive look. There was in
his face—its clean lines and frank
eyes—a suggestion of the poet, or
the artist.

The court clerk performed his

trite ceremony. Then the white
haired attorney stepped before
him.

“Will you repeal your name for
the court?”

“Harold Randall” His voice was
quiet and controlled. but obvioualy
g0, The men of the jury noticed the
effort and admired him for it

“What i= your occupation, Mr.
Randall 7"

“I am a test pilot with the Cor-
sair Aircraft Corporation.”™

“How long huve you been with
this company 7"

“Three years, Since I left the
army."”

“You received an honorable dis-
charge from the army ™

The prosecuting attorney was on
his feet. His objection was sus-

Pacifism maintains victory
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tained, The «defense altorney
rumpled his hair and re-phrased
his question. “What was the nature
of that discharge?”

“It was an honorable discharge.”

The lawyer paused, turning to
the jury. He looked down the line
of face until he had the atteéntion
of each one; then he turned back
to Harold Randall.

“In your opinion, is being a test
pilot a dangerous occupation?™

“Yes"

“Are the other men in your pro-
fession inclined to be superstit-

jous ?
“They are.”

“Do vou relv on hunches when
vou are in the air?”

“Yes, 1 think that all of vs do.
We're forced to.”

“Mr. Randall,” Llhe attorney's
voice grew hard. “You are accused
of murder, Did you or did you not
commil that murder.”

“1 did.” Randall's hands clenched
his knees. His voice low and con-
trolled, was like a groan.

“A few minutes ago, you asked
me to change your plea,” said the
attorney. “Will you tell the court
your reasons for doing that?"

“People are talking; they are
laying the blame where it does not
belong.”

“Mr. Randall. will vou give us
your testimony now, in your own
words 7"

Harold Randall nodded He
waited until hie lawyer was peated.
Then he looked toward the jury
and found each man looking at
him, but he did not drop his eyes.
He looked into their faces, and the
look in his own eyes was not that
of & man who seeks acquittal;
rather, it was the look of a man
who would be understood,

“Gentlemen—" he paused as if
not sure how to begin. For a mo-
ment he turned again to the at-
torney sitting at his table. His eyea
flashed around the courtroom as
though seeking some way out,

“It is necessary -that you go
back in time with me”

“Five vears ago, 1 met and mar-
ried a woman who was to me —the
weal of all women. The romance
that had begun when we met did
not stop growing aftéer we were
married. It grew and developed as
the days passed. Little common in-
terests multiplied until our lives
were inextricably bound together.
Each day, we found pew, mulual
interests. We liked the same mu-

impossible; to win is to lose

All of us are lisble to guestion-
Ing on our feelings about the war,
The answers o many questions
concerning the feelings of the indi-
vidual are being made by various
churches in the torm of pacilist
handbooks. It is an atlempt to
form a clear case for the millions

who abhor war but don't know
just how to make their stand clear
and justify it before those who
have militsristic jdeas of inter-
national settlement.

Each pacifist, or war objector,
has his own combination of prae-
tical, ethical and religious rea.
sons. There would be some benefit
gained by a uniformity of action
among the pacifisia,

The conscientious objeclor is
any person, whether called to mili-
tary service or not, who refuses
because of hig flrm conviclions,
to support his eountry in the con-
duet of war, or to profit directly
or indirectly from the war. This
definition Includes pome who would
not repudiate every war, and who

would help others who were simi.
larly attacked,

Other consclentious objeclors are
opposed on principle 1o all war
whether offensive or defensiye
They believe that war is the great-
est crime against humanity. It s
costly and wasteful of lives and
property: it fills nations with
poverty, disease, misery, suspicion,
hatred, and fear; it exalts lying
und hyprocisy and tramples on
truth, justice and mercy; it denles
expression and wdds new wrongs
to the old,

In the Pucifist Handbook many
examples are glven of stands
taken in the last war. Eugene V
Debs. sentenced to prison in 1917
on the charge of obstructing the
waur, made this explanation: *]
have been mccused of obstructing

the war. T have often wondered
if T could take the life of my
fellow men even Lo save my own

I would refuse to kil & human
being on my vwn account. Why
should 1, at the command of any-
one elde, or at the command of
any power on eaiih?"

10 LT L A1 e -l e 00 Ml o b A MIETNA L AN Py Gl e

sic, the same foods, and the same
people, We liked the same books,
the same colors, and the same pun-
sets, We seemed always to agree
in all things. Our love deepened
from mere romance into a great
companionship that as we
both felt, perfect, She became a
part of me—the most important
part—my life, I loved her.

Was,

“It is hard to say what such love

It is something far stronger
than the frenzied sighing of a
puppy. It is far deeper than the
power that a ravishing chorus girl
has over her aged millionaire. It
is as fine and deep as the life that
throbs within our veins. It is life
itself,

“There was never a quarrel
between us that could not be
smoothed by a kiss. There was
never a day during all this five
vears of ours when she was not
waiting impatiently for my return
in the evening. I loved her.

18,

But more unbelievable, she loved
me, Do you know what it is to be
loved by a noble woman? Few of
us are privileged to know, for such
& woman is a rare and priceless
thing. When a woman loves truly,
she becomes a thing to wonder at,
to hallow and to protect. She
stands revealed, and she is more
than mortal, Why did she love me?
I do not know. T am an ordinary
man. I had no right lo possess the
grealest gift of God. I was nol
made to be worshipped, Bul she
worshipped me as if 1 were a God,
and loved me because 1 was
human.

I did nothing extraordinary, but
she loved me. If I became maudlin
over the music that she played, she
loved it because it was I who was
maudlin. If I ftook unnecessary
chances with planes, she loved me
for my daring. If I drank too
much, she treated my head as if
it were her own.

She laughed when I forgot to
shave. Once, when 1 forgot to
bring flowers for her birthday, she
eried because 1 was thoughtless;
but she loved me too because ]
was thoughtless, and we chose her
flowers together. Her trust in me
was like that of a small child in
her parent; bul it was more than
that, for she was wise and mature.
She loved me with her whole heart
She made me her life.

You must think that I talk lke
a romantic schoolboy, but 1 am no
schoolboy. I have lived a little, and
I have meen others suffering
through quarrels and divorces, 1
|know that our life was different
from these. 1 say that 1 loved her
It wuas a love stronger than any-
thing that | had dreamed a man
could know. I lived for her. Bul she
lived for me. She lived In me, ]
was her life,

i "It wag January fourth, (five
weeks ago. We had retired early,
but 1 lay awake, smoking. The job
that 1 had to perform the next
momning worried me. It was ac-
tually nothing but routine. A new
ahip was to be flown through her
{lnst Lests, Observers and mechan-

lcs were to fly with me and re- | ¥

cord the performance. There was
no cause for my uneasiness, but
my mind insisted on
each detail of the plane, searching
for some weakness that had been

over-looked by the engineers

Evelyn lay by my side, asleep.
Her head was against my shoulder
| T could feel the steady rise and fall
of her breast. Her face wag calm
(In e glow of my clgarette her

reviewing
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a man and his wife

hair was reddish gold, and the
smooth curve of her cheek was
soft. She was more beautiful and
more desirable in  that moment
than she had ever been. 1 had to
fook away in order to think of that
morning job. There is some en-
chantment aboul a
she sleeps.

woman when

But as I lay there, a picture ran
through my mind. Where it came
from I do not know. It was like a
vivid, suddenly-revived memory,
or a horrible premonition. 1 saw
the loading platform of a railroad
station. Evelyn stood by a pillar.
She was dressed in black, Beneath
@ dark veil, her face was pale with
sorrow, Huge circles of shadowy
blue under her eyes, showed that
she had been crying. She stood
there, her eyes on the baggage car,
alone. She was desolate and iser-
able,

From the baggage car men were
unloading a long, narrow box, That
That box was a coffin, I was the
corpse with that coffin! I had
died in a crash! How I knew all
those things I do not know, but I
did know them with a certainty
that was overwhelming. 1 knew
that I had been killed in a crash,
and I knew that she was left alone,

There was sorrow in her eyes.
There was desolation in every line
of the body that I had Joved so
deeply. She was like a flower that
would never blossom. She waited,
and what she waited for was in the
coffin. She was lonely, solitary;
her eyes were blank and empty. I
could not stand it,

I got up without waking her and
went out, I walked the streets. 1
do not know how long I walked
trying desperately to rid myself of
that horrible dream. But I could
not shake it off, for its prophecy
wias true. Someday 1 would crash
and die, and she would be left
alone in the world, to mourn,

It began to snow. 1 returned to
our apariment. She had not moved.
dow, light-—1 do not know if it was
the moon-—shone on her face. She
slept peacefully, happily. She slept
@s if she knew that 1 was there by
her side, ready to do anything to
make her life happy. 1 could not
bear to think that I would be the
cause of her suffering. 1 could not

' | Theygeed n?e not~-the fools

Ry Dunald Bower
you fouls, | enre mol best som do:
maflerr nei la me, Tesls, you maller
ot e me—
arr yommg, fools, et | am odd and
Eray
ready for the Erave,
sou sbbll laugh with
cannal der me | ran
cluse you are 1o desth)
cannol sre that you with dis—
Yon think you are teo juung,
e oed lnmgh st mw, Toods,
Rernnar | am gray and in—
Do sl lsugh st me, fooks,
Far YOU are sosn in die,

Thie
You

Torerbe
by

thaugh

1'lhlllul I have no heart, foals,

To say the things | do*—

" oawake, Tosls, and nol blind Wke yom;
I ran see you dylag there,

Withoni & lungh o fenr.

You couldn't fangh, yom couldn't ery,
VYou ure loa syoung (o renlise

Thut denih ran comme lo jou

An M will come (0 we.

P'm erying beeavse | love yow

And wish you would sot die;

P sad becanse | koow you're (hrough
And ne lengrr fools will e,

Langh, fools, for this will be your Iasi,
of won you are to die,

No bmger will you sing and denes

But die lostend, sou fools

Took st we anl luugh, fools,

I am s widd o eare;

But soon you will be sorry

For sson sou are in die,

e, fTouls, besi yuu are Hke 1w
Yon emmmnot be old like e, Tosis,
You wre too joung and gay
Your life s fon and laughier,
Not sorrow and pain Whe mibse,
Your lfe in short and jiytal,
Nt hard and bong ke wioe,

Mareh, you foils, guyly—
Bhorwery  Ihene  pnfruw  sireels;

Sing your songs, foals,

And langh right jute wy  faee

Ver'se marehing o sonr desdl, fonls,
| And chevring s yoa g,
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bear to think of her being miser-
able and alone in the world,
had been so happy with me!

She

Perhaps T am a great sgotist to
say and to think that Evelyn would
have mourned my death, But she
loved loved me as no man
should be loved. My death would
have been to her than her
own, 1 could not stand to think of
her as I still saw her, there in the
railroad station.

me

more

Without waking her. 1 kissed )—

her, and she smiled: then [ turmed
to the table by the side of the bed.
My pistol was there in a drawer,
The bullet killed her instantly,

Harold Randall dropped his
head in his hands, swaying in his
seat. The altorney came to his
side, carrying a glasa of water,
When Randall had drank from the
glass, the lawyer said, “Mayv I usk

one more question?™ Randall
nodded. dully.

“What happened to the plane
you were to fly?"

“Another pilot took it up. It

crashed. The pilot and the me-
chanics were killed."

The attorney turned to the judge
saying, “The defense rests.”

The prosecuting attorney waived
further examination. The jury was
out for a quarter of an hour. When
it returned, Harold Randall was

seated al the table of his attor
ney.

“Have you reached a verdict 7"

the judge asked, speaking to the
foreman.

“We have, your honor.”

“Then stand and read it.”

“We find the defendant to be
guilly of murder in the first de-
gree.”

The judge was silenl for a mo-
ment; then he called Randall be-
fore him. “You have suffered too
much to be sentenced to live,” he
said. “You have been found guilty
of murder. 1 therefore sentence
you to death. You will be hinged
by the neck "

Randall. the soldier and the hus-
band, bowed his head, saying noth-
ing thal was audible to the court;
but the white-haired attorney
heard the muttered, “Thank God!"
of the condemned man.

port;
Vou'li mever lwe anether e
When onee jom ge frem ithis.

o “l::i e back, don'l go snolher

Boan't trod on feevign earih!
Daa't Nght yourselyes o death!
Come back, fools, come bark,
And grow oid Hhe me.
Dan't leave thin lsna you love
Ta view & foreign lond;

Bat stay, fools, siny!

Right here mbere you mre joung,
Can’t yivg sew it len't right

:'nl' ":u 1o ln.:'ny?

B pon e should st
And keep e mn’:;“.“ .

There's the whisthe of thelr beat,

And thelr waves (o Iriends below |

The anchor's pulied and now

The fools are et to g0,

They pay so Beed, the young and reililess

s Trsln,

o the & of an old gray bead—

They lh‘:;.I'\I the fonl fa keep Ihemn here

To grow old and denl fke me,

Don’t threw mway, fools, the demrest
Ihlag b life,

Dan't throw awsy, fools, your ovoe aod
wily hife!

Bul spesk | do n vain,

Fur oo bwger can they hear;

They slng their langhing songs

A slgh thetr laughing sighs,

Tia mol rlght (hat they musi die,

No malter what the enuse wr weed |

Tin better they grow old ke me

Than die, young fools 1hey are,

I emn no lunger see thetn,

Their ship n out of slght;

The tyves of foala 1 loved

Are past with that shilp that (s gone,

Gone to glory, and God bless hem

In thelr fight for n glorie s eanwe |

May thelr somis restl in peaes, dear God,
fouls wha heeded me mid.




