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Shatlceu
It is really amazing how often a fellow bumps into an old friend, and while 

it is equally amazing how often that fellow owes that old friend some money 
and wishes to duck out the door before being reminded of same I can say that 
I lost no time in going over to the corner table where sat my old buddy 
Alexander P. Sharkey.

“Mama mia!” cried Sharkey. “If it isn’t the Kid himself. Why, I don’t 
remember seeing you since we were back in old Limeyland. Wasn’t it the night 
that Mrs. Tupwhistle invited us over to tea?”

“Right, Sharkey, right,” I said. “And speaking of Mrs. Tupwhistle’s little 
tea, perhaps you could clear up some of the fog around the unexpected events of 
that evening. They have puzzled me quite some for the past three years.”

“Now look,” said Sharkey. “The story that you want to hear is a bit 
personal, and maybe I don’t want to tell it. But, draw up a chair and partake of 
some nourishment while we discuss affairs of interest from this wicked old world 
of ours. What are you doing for a living these days?”

Sharkey was one of the most interesting buddies that I have ever had. He 
is about forty-five years old, is big enough to toss his weight around, and has 
a friendly face and smooth tongue that give forth a very pleasing personality. 
In 1918 he was on draft for France when the brasshats discovered that, accord­
ing to his age, he should still be in the Boy Scouts. In 1939 he had received 
another free ride to England, and after four years of manoeuvers, had waded 
ashore with the First Division in Sicily. Two weeks later he was Blighty-bound 
with a bullet in his tummy and a recommendation for a medal that he never 
received. After that, as far as I could see he did very little in the line of work 
aside from supplying the natives with shell-eggs and blankets.

One evening, about the time that Runstedt was trying to bunt to first with 
two out in the ninth and the bases empty, Sharkey and I were crunching biscuits 
in the snackbar of the local Amusement Hall and talking about this and that—  
at least I was talking while Sharkey was giving the crowd the once-over. 
Suddenly he leaned across the table and spoke as follows: “Get a load of that 
redhead just across from those Vandoos!”

The girl was certainly worth a look, and perhaps two or three more. I 
have seen girls capable of turning Greenland into steam with one smile, and 
girls who could alter a ten bob dress into a ten quid gown just by wearing it, 
and tall girls, and redheads,, and girls with twenty-three other pleasing features 
but never before had I seen one girl who had all of them and especially in that 
one-pub town.

“Would you believe it,” said Sharkey, “I knew a broad in T8 who could be 
that one’s Siamese twin. Hold my chair.” And with that he was halfway to the 
redhead’s table.

I have often wished I could have heard Sharkey’s line of approach, because
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it went over like a bowling pin. Before a chappie who stutters could say, “two 
pints of light please,” he was waving me the old come-on-over.

“Sylvia and Agatha Tupwhistle,” he said, “this is my friend The Kid.”
Of course a blindman could see that Sharkey was giving me the dull job 

of keeping Agatha occupied while he was getting in solid with Sylvia. Unfor­
tunately, Agatha did not share in her sister’s beauty. In fact she was an A -l 
prune. While her face might not stop Big Ben in the blackout, it would cer­
tainly crumple any alarm clocks that might happen along, and perhaps any 
grandfather clocks as welL Therefore I stood up at the first opportunity pre­
pared to wish one and all a pleasant cheerio.

But before my mouth was open Sharkey took over. “I hear,” he said, 
‘that the Red Tiger pub has a new billiard table. Shall we try a four-hander!”

Now the Tupwhistle sisters were not only fond of billiards, as well as 
other games such as one plays in pubs, but they also had considerable skill in 
same. Sylvia ran up such a quick score on the pool table that Sharkey and I 
scarcely had time to chalk our cues. Then we tried darts with no better 
luck. Agatha threw doubles and triples and bullseyes like a champion, all the 
while giving forth a line of chaff and wit that surprised us no little.

All went very well for the next few days. We were seen at such spots as 
The Ritz, The Swan, The Red Tiger and the Hippodrome, to say nothing of 
two evenings spent out of town.

One evening, as we sat sipping a brew in The Red Tiger, Sylvia told us 
about their mother. The mater, she said, was a dear and not too old widow who 
had helped her daughters greatly in one way and another and who now kept 
their flat tidy while they worked in a shop. Furthermore, she told us that her 
mother was always interested in meeting their friends. “You simply must toddle 
around for tea to-morrow eveningg.”

The next evening Sharkey and I went around to the flat on Victoria street. 
Sylvia, who must have been listening for us at the keyhole, opened the door 
just as Sharkey lifted the knocker. After giving me a nice big “hello” and 
Sharkey a nicer and bigger smoosh smush, she called to the kitchen: “Aiow 
muthah! The bies ah heah. Dew komm in.”

Sylvia had by no means exaggerated her mother’s charm and beauty for 
that was impossible. Mrs. Tupwhistle was just as one would expect to find 
Sylvia along about 1965. She had the same red hair, the same smile and the 
same smooth figure, as well as the added refinement that comes to women in 
their forties.

But when Mrs. Tupwhistle saw Sharkey her smile changed into a gasp, 
and then a stare, and a little later into a fierce glare. Sharkey, who looked 
like an undertaker’s apprentice on his first case, started edging towards the 
door. Sylvia and Agatha appeared to be completely at sea.

By now Sharkey was halfway to the door and I was thinking of joining 
him. But before I could move Mrs. Tupwhistle had grabbed a cane out of the 
umbrella stand and was going for Sharkey.

“Run Kid,” he yelled. “Run like Hell!”
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Run I did, out the door and down the stairway. Sharkey was ahead of 
me, while back on the landing Mrs. Tupwhistle was raking in odds and ends 
and throwing them at him, although how she could hope to hit him on a narrow 
stairway with me in the way was more than I could see. But she threw just 
the same while we ducked and dodged and dropped four steps at a time. I 
finally slammed the door after me just in time to stop a bottle coming fast 
enough to cripple a bulldozer.

And that is the last that I saw of Sharkey. He was not at camp when I 
returned, nor did he show up the next day. In the evening I made the rounds 
of the pubs and canteens but found no Sharkey. The day after that, our unit 
went out on draft— without Sharkey.

I was not to see him until the day I bumped into him here in Canada.
“Yes,” I said, (once more back in Canada) the new Studebaker is certainly 

a marvellous little buggy. But I am more interested in hearing your version of 
the Tupwhistle riot, and also you never told me what became of you afterwards. 
If it was one of your personal affairs why did I need to carry a bump on my 
nogging for a week or so after.”

“I see your point,” said Sharkey. “But first let’s have another of your 
cigarettes. That’s a good boy.”

“I beat you down the stairs,” began Sharkey, “and dived into that corner 
air-raid shelter before you hit the street Of course I was a bit jolted over it all, 
but I began to remember a few things from T8 and by the time I had my wind 
back had decided to have a few more words with Mrs. Tupwhistle. I tiptoed 
into the flat without knocking.

“Our lady was sitting on the sofa, crying into a little handkerchief. She 
stared at me without saying a word. Then she shooed the girls into the kitchen 
and told me to sit down. You see, Kid, the girl from T8 who could have been 
Sylvia’s twin was nobody but Mrs. Tupwhistle herself. She told me that Sylvia 
was born not too long after I had gone home in T9 and that the only reason 
for her last name being Tupwhistle was that I somehow forgot to tell her that 
mine was Sharkey. She also told me that she had not found it easy to pay her 
bills while Sylvia was a baby.

“I could see that I was strictly for the birds, as far as Mrs. Tupwhistle wasI
concerned, and that the sooner I cleared out the better. But Sylvia had been 
eavesdropping on us. She popped out of the kitchen and started to blubber on 
my shoulder. She said that I was the best father a girl could have and that 
she didn’t give a damn what her mother said about me. I could never remember 
anyone saying such things about me before. I patted her shoulder and said, 
“There, there,” and “Now, now,” and “Chin up kiddo,” all of which gradually 
settled her and Mrs. Tupwhistle also. The next thing that I knew I was asking 
the blessing from the head of the tea table.

“Along about midnight I spoke of leaving but she wouldn’t listen to me. 
She said that I might get lost in the blackout and that it was too late to get 
into camp anyway. Of course neither of these possibilities worried me in the 
least, but I agreed with her, after the proper amount of hesitation. You see,
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Kid, I had too good a setup to let some silly Jerry spoil it. So the next morning 
I agreed with her again, and so on for the next two weeks.

“And that is about all,” he said. “I did my stretch for jumping draft, got 
discharged and got married. We bought the Red Tiger and have done very well 
ever since. Drop in for a brew the next time that you are over our way.”

“Thank you Sharkey, I most certainlly will. But what brings you back 
to Canada when, by rights, you should be filling them up in The Red Tiger?” 

“Why,” he said, “Mrs. Sharkey and I are visiting our dear Sylvia who 
married a chappie from this town of yours. You must drop around and see our 
little grand-daughter. She is the reddest redhead yet!”

Tilden

Kingdom of Klee-Shag A
Did you ever visit the Land of Klee-Shays 
Where writers go on their lazy days,
Where old King Trite and jaded Queen Worn 
Feed the people with copious corn.
Where a Bromide is the favourite drink 
And the citizen’s great crime is to think,
Where tourists their hackneyed mounts astride 
Up on the platitudes daily ride.
Of course, conditions are awful 
At times described as terrible,
Fogs are as thick as soup 
Fires raging and roaring,
People as stubborn as mules 
Some of them crazy as fools,
Children as smart as crickets 
(Though suffering from mental rickets.)
On the other hand—
The country’s abnormally normal,
The grass is green as grass 
The nights are as black as night,
The fair sex with raven tresses 
Are jealous of beautiful blondes,
The snow is as white as snow,
(Ouch! Time for me to blow).
If you think my verse is bad 
If it almost drives you mad,
Don’t blame me!
Just got back you see
From the Kingdom of Klee-Shays.

— Roger Gleason

Page Six Folio



“¡Judt a Jtyttle ZJoo J3ig,”
The little fellow trotted up to the bus stop on his short, terrier legs. He 

peered anxiously in the direction from which the bus came, his eyes blurring 
from the exertion of the last sprint. His thick lensed glasses had jostled lower 
on his nose with each short bounce and forced him to tilt his head back in order 
to see. Short, hard breaths jerked from his narrow, caved-in chest and were 
exhaled noisily out of his half-open mouth. His nose was apparently more 
ornamental than useful, as each inhale sucked in his loose, lower lip and the 
released breath seemed to force out his protruding upper teeth like a breeze- 
caught flounce. A black overcoat sagged sloppily over his rounded shoulders 
and as he thrust his hands into the pockets against the cold air, extra inches 
of sleeve pushed up into a dozen deep-ploughed furrows. He wore a fedora 
whose normally narrow brim assumed the proportions of a stetson atop his 
diminutiveness. Only the monkeyish wrinkles in his low forehead betrayed the 
fact that he was not, after all, a little boy playing man.

He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and took a quick, nervous wipe 
at his steamy glasses. It was then he saw the girl. She stood, not two feet away 
from him, staring straight ahead of her. As he looked at her, the little fellow’s 
jaw retreated down and in like a bar into a new notch. He had never seen 
anyone so beautiful. So tall— and her head held so high and proud. She looked 
like a queen. Her blonde hair swept with starting smoothness away from the 
back of her fur coat. Surely she couldn’t be waiting for the bus, thought thg 
little fellow. She should be riding in a gold carriage with six white horses. 
Buses with their cruel, curious, paired-off eyes and their common, congested 
atmosphere were not meant for creatures like this. He looked up at the back 
of her head. Furtively he stretched up until he was standing on the tip of his 
toes. I could almost make it, he thought, if I could just straighten up my 
shoulders. He dropped suddenly and guiltily as he heard the hissing of the 
air-brakes.

The bus slowed down for the stop and he stepped back to let the girl go 
in first. Passengers were one in their cold, appraising stares at the joining 
brethren. Woudn’t it be wonderful, thought the little fellow, if they took it for 
granted that she and I were together. He throbbed with pride at the sudden 
idea. They couldn’t laugh at him then— poke fun and fingers at him for his 
misshapen and underdeveloped contours. Not if this glorious creature were 
beside him. As he dropped his fare in the box, he saw her sit down in the 
seat next to the window near the front of the bus. With the pleasure of the idea 
biting into his mind, he took the seat beside her. He even shifted a bit, adjusting 
the tails of his coat comfortably as he had seen others do. Usually he slouched 
into the nearest seat, and disappeared into his coat collar that he might be as 
little conspicuous as possible.
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The bus made a sudden swing around a corner and threw the girl against 
his shoulder. She looked at him and smiled, murmuring an apology. Behind 
his forever askew lenses, his eyes shone as if the firmaments had yielded their 
secrets to him and his short upper lip trembled and bobbed up and down over 
too-much teeth like a nervous rabbit’s. He felt a new confidence warming 
through him and in his new-found boldness even ventured a glance around 
him. Maybe now they will really think we are together, he thought excitedly. 
He watched her ring for a stop. She tapped a high-heeled, graceful path to the 
door, her proud carriage gathering all eyes to a focus. The little fellow jogged 
after her, warm and bold in the reflected rays of public approval, sinking like 
a warped, lead ball in the soft mire of his illusion. Even the sudden cessation 
of the dream-inducing rock of the bus and the feel of the cold, moveless cement 
beneath his feet failed to startle him back to reality.

He followed her, his rapid patter playing a background harmony to the 
rhythmic click of her heels. Just as he was abreast of her, he closed his eyes 
to a small slit and lifted his head to peer his way through the crowd. He 
slowed his step and did not even realize she had drawn away from him.

People must be staring at us, he thought. He didn’t mind any more 
thought. They wouldn’t be laughing at him now, not with this golden dream 
beside him. He tried to straighten his sloping shoulders with a convulsive jerk, 
then stretched— and stretched— and stretched. He pushed his banty legs 
forward farther— farther. He felt his little strings of muscles pull at their moor­
ings and he stretched again. He felt inches taller. His head would be above hers 
now. But he didn’t open his eyes to see. He saw too much with them shut. He 
saw a beautiful girl with a black coat and shining yellow hair walking beside a 
tall, straight, striding man, both apparently oblivious to the openly admiring 
passersby. Why, the man was even too big for some things— like little, spindly- 
legged chairs and low doorways. But he was proud in his height, carrying it to 
its last glorious inch.

He felt rather than saw the crossing and put out his hand to guide his 
companion across the street. He took a great step, the toe of his shoe caught 
on the edge of the uneven pavement and he measured his whole handicap of 
height on the roadway. He was conscious of a sharp hurt as broken glass drove 
into his eye— then a blazing, blinding white brilliance— then nothing . . .

The policeman scribbled in his notebook, with one eye warily watching the 
curious throng. “Don’t anybody touch him,” he boomed. “He’s dead.” A man 
leaned forward from the crowd for a closer look, and offered the comment, 
“Just a little guy, wasn’t he?” Nearby a voice, loud with the importance and 
the sense of personal achievement of the eye-witness, answered, “Just a little 
too big for his own good. That truck just went over the top of his head. If he’d 
been a few inches shorter it would have missed him completely.”

— Stoner
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Z)he Papyxiad
The author invoketh 
the Muse

The author giveth a 
general impression of 
the air pervading the 
place of contest before 
the exam commencetb.

The examiner 
entereth

The author introduceth 
the principle 
protagonists and 
telleth of their various 
recations to the 
approach of the 
contest’s beginning

When man has gazed on godly plain 
His role’s to marvel, not explain!
Yet having seen the battle field 
Where men and gods in contest reeled, 
Though lacking concept to explain 
To tell of it he can’t refrain.
Thus Muse, I pray thee, guide me well 
That of such contest I may tell

A fitful chatter filled the room,
Made fitful by impending doom 
And sickly smiles there were seen 
And hollow jokes increased chagrin,
(For some would joke on Judgment Day 
To try and drive their fears away.)
But now the door bursts open wide—  
An awful figure strides inside—  
Ozymandiazic smile 
Chiselled sneer and blandness vile,

The pompous strut conceits impone,
The honeyed accents, not his own, 
Reveal him as th’ examiner.
And some have called him Lucifer,
In token of his hoped-for fall 
From his despotic capitol.
Wild choked surmise invades the place 
Engendered by that Doomsday face. 
What may those blazing looks foretell? 
What fearful fate those papers spell?

Each asp’rant strives in anxious pain 
To try to prime his fear chilled brain. 
Miss Sero Cram, from frenzied lips 
Recounts her points on finger tips 
And put in order once again 
Restores the points unto her brain. 
Ignoble Crib, unchecked by rule 
Reviews his notes in miniscule 
While Rolin Stile, most wise of men 
Compresses ink into his pen,
As does his female counterpart 
Whose pen’s as swift as Dian’s dart.
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A resigned and critical 
calm settled upon the 
candidates at the nearer 
approach of the 
contest’s beginning.

An aesthete entereth 
almost late.

The overtaxed brain of 
Miss Cram giveth 
up the ghost.

She owns Dian her matron saint 
And emulates her famed restraint 
In staying home-bound every night 
To learn (mark well) to swiftly write.
All hail her perspicacity!
Her name is Belle Sagacity.
The other types intend to cope 
Supported by blind faith and hope.
Stoics all they grimly wait 
Convinced success is dealt by Fate.

Like in that time which now is done 
When men of RAF and men called Hun 
Engaged in groping airy fight 
Midst asterisks of searching light 
Fantastic in the occult night 
Above the Rhineland’s smoky might;
When men of RAF had crossed that line 
The dimly glimm’ring death-choked Rhine; 
When certainty was left behind 
And life itself, to death resigned;
When in the radar’s lum’nous eye,
Despite the curtained German sky 
The target showed and fast grew near;
When dulled became each airmen’s ear 
When every tick grew to a year 
And engines died in airmen’s fear;
Like that before the marker-bomb 
There fell on all a poignant calm . .  .
Then like a sudden burst of flak 
In shatt’ring haste the door crashed back,
Each candidate leapt to his feet . . .
Ah— it’s just the class aesthete.
With ink horn and with well trimmed plume 
He takes his place within the room.
But at the portal’s mighty slam 
The head of poor Miss Sero Cram
As if ’twas struck by bolt of thunder 
From nape to nose was split asunder,
And all the points that she’s stored there 
Like vagrant leaves flew through the air. 
And Lucifer then wildly cries 
“All candidates will hide their eyes!”
And though all heard his frantic shriek 
Yet still one thought he’dtake a peak.
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A Candidate observeth 
that Miss Cram’s 
method was faulty.

The exam commenceth

The candidates begin 
to write with a fierce 
animal vigour.

The aesthete trieth 
to think of what he 
should write.

Miss Sagacity 
frustrateth her end 
as she observeth not 
the laws of physics.

Crib cribbeth.

“John Donne was very classical 
And Johnson metaphysical”
These points he chanced to see before 
The master swept them through the door.

Shortly, when this job was done 
Lucifer fired the starting gun.

Like when the fowler’s gun doth roar 
And echoes from the weed fringed shore 
And rouses all the swamp to flight 
In swirling flecks gainst dawn’s light,
A shimmer spread, a flitting stirred . . . 
Each hand flew like a frightened bird.
Like myriad voices of the Fens 
Arose the scream of driving pens.
Yet hold, midst all, one hand stayed calm;

The aesthete gazed, with chin in palm,
A trifle wan, a little tired,
He probed the void to be inspired.
In other quarters of the place,
Like comets hurtling down from space 
To burn across the earth’s dark face 
The pens plunged on at frightful pace.

The pen of Miss Sagacity 
With fear inspired vivacity 
Drove on with such a furious stroke 
Its nib produced a plume of smoke 
Which traced her writing in the air . . .

And Crib sat in a nearby chair!!!
He, with evil, calloused smirk 
Inhaled the essence of her work 
Which filtered through his crafty brain 
In form concise, flowed from his pen.
(His paper earned a glorious A 
But hers to ashes fell away.)
Like some celestial dynamo
Whose awful power no man can know,

Great Rolin .writeth 
at a rate
unmeasurably rapid.

Great Rolin Stile thundered on, 
And like its planetary spawn,
Who vary, in respect of speed,
As they from it in space recede, 
Each other striving candidate 
Approached that furious writing rate

March, 1948 Page Eleven



The other candidates 
approach the speed 
of Rolin directly as 
they resemble him.

The aesthete thinketh 
but writeth not.

The exam draweth to 
a close.

Great Rolin finisheth 
the exam within the 
time limit and 
attributeth his success 
to the magic of his pen.

Great Rolin’s exultant 
cry startleth the other 
candidates into a sweaty 
petrified silence which 
suddenly animateth 
itself into an orgy of 
confusion.

The confusion 
precipitateth the 
failures from the room.

The failures chanteth 
a doleful dirge which 
meaneth: “Learn speed 
and do not scorn the 
gods.”

To such degree as neared his mind 
In character, to Rolin’s kind.
Like those abstruse phenomena,
Unfettered by a cosmic law,
Which stand loof in teeming space 
And scorn the swirling systems’ race,
The aesthete scorned the humming room 
To contemplate his truant plume.
When time’s required, how time doth pass! 
The sand swirled from the upper glass . . .
The frenzied gamut’s almost run . . .
The master lifts the stopping gun.
But ere the charge had been set free
Great Rolin crossed his final T  
Leapt in the air most marv’lously 
And cried aloud in ecstasy 
“The battle’s done, I’ve won, I’ve won 
All hail the Parker 51!”
His voice came like the Tocsin bell 
That booms a startled nation’s knell.
It rose above that cringing crowd 
And seem to form a pendant cloud 
And seem to form a pendnt cloud 
From which a stifling silence dripped.
But suddenly ’twas fiercely ripped 
By some intestine generation 
Which swirled it in a strange gyration 
That soon evolved an ogrish form 
Like those that ride astride the storm.
Then wliisp’ring, screaming, weeping, jeering, 
Coughing, choking, hooting, cheering,
Round and round in wild disport

Confusion held his orgic court.
Now milling blindly through the door 
The failures choke the corridor 
Which echoes like an empty tomb.
This thrust on all a fog of gloom
Which downwards through their beings spread
Resolving to a stately tread,
To which they mourned this dirge morose 
“Discite celerem, non temnere divos.”
They passed a-down the corridor 
And afterwards were seen no more.
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The author findeth 
himself near overcome 
with woe, yet proveth 
himself an optimist in 
rising above his sorrow 
to offer consolation to 
his unfortunate 
brethren.

My ink fast turns to futile tears 
But ere its tincture disappears,
Ere hope’s dilute in flooding woe,
Before Despair’s last fatal blow 
I’ll cradle yet some hopeful straws:
Oh ye who strove with hooked claws 
To overmount that lofty peak

And failed the task, though truth to speak 
Your fall was not from learning’s dearth 
But from a misplaced sense of worth 
Which gives dexterity a role 
Which none but pedagogues extoll;
Oh ye, who victims of the Cramp
Seemed quite estranged from learning’s lamp;
Ye also, who in stupid guise 
Have never learned to memorize;
And ye, alas, ye souls naif,
Who in yourselves have some belief;
And ye, ye guileless children dull;
Whose brain is but an empty skull;
Ye failures all, yet bear with me . . .
There’s solace in futurity!
When age has racked your human frame 
And dotage cancelled failure’s shame,
The county found a home for you 
And for your fellow failures too,
As round the ev’ning fire you sit—
The room a-quake with toothless wit,
Some gibb’ring, crackling ward will tell 
Of all that in his life befell.
About his college days he’ll tell,
And give a gummy college yell,
Then all will lisp in words of praise 
About them good old college days.

— Gerald Fremhn
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ChxidtmaA Stoty  ’

The great ship was still and quiet in its berth. From railings and sides, 
water dripped and ran in tiny rivulets into the black emptiness that held the 
ship. Nowhere was there to be heard any sound save the muffled slap of the 
water against the wharf. Over all this, hung a thick veil of fog that made 
smudgy blotches of the lights and caused the buildings to fade into the night. 
On the breeze that stirred for a brief moment then ceased to struggle, came the 
strains of a Christmas carol. Not enough of the song to identify it, just 
enough to be sure it was a Christmas carol, because it to faded in the face of the 
fog and darkness. There was nothing else to tell you it was Christmas. No 
bells, no holly, no laughter, no tears. Just a night in a year. Christmas eve,
1 9 -------- What difference the year. Let it be Christmas eve the year of the
wars. What war? The wars of the past —  —  the wars of the future.-------- What
difference the war?

On the deck of the ship stood two men. One not very old, the other not 
very young. They were leaning on the wet, slippery rail looking into the night. 
Neither spoke nor moved. Neither was a part in spirit of the scene. About them 
the fog swirled, casting light, then shadow on the face that was young and the 
face that was old. And sometimes the face that was old looked young, and 
sometimes the face that was young looked old. In their uniforms on the deck 
of this boat, this Christmas eve, these men were a part of a tragedy. Nor 
could they be distinguished from it, for this was a night to remember.

The eyes that were young looked beyond the dim lights, beyond the black­
ness and the fog, into the world that held other Christmas eves with his home 
and his friends. He felt the warmth and the joy that was Christmas before this 
Christmas eve. He saw bright eyes that softened and smiles that held a glow, 
and a touch that could take away all that was not beautiful. He saw snow-filled 
lanes that led to blazing fires and the dreams that lay in the shadows of the 
dancing flames. He smiled and through him went a warmth that was good, and 
he forgot for a moment the empty fog-filled night. He heard the whispered 
goodbyes, and saw the smiles, the smiles that held back the tears, and the smiles 
that the tears held back. He felt the strong grasp of hands that wished him 
well, and the glowing fire of the last sweet glass before he left. He saw again 
the shadows of the flames, and again he heard the promises, and he dreamed 
once more the dreams. The eyes that were young were misty and the face that 
sometimes looked old, looked now, so young.

The face that held the eyes that were old was set as though in stone. The 
lips were drawn in a tight straight line. The eyes looked not beyond the night 
but into it, and the man whose eyes they were saw too much. He saw his 
family in their home. He saw in particular his son. His son was in uniform also 
and he wondered what that son was thinking to-night. He saw all the old 
hatreds and prejudices manifest in the dirty, damp, fog that clung to him. He
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saw the hopelessness of the struggle. He saw the faces of the men who were 
standing all over the world on this Christmas eve looking into the night, and 
from the faces came one that struck at the heart of the man whose eyes were 
old. He wondered again what his son was thinking as the world whispered to 
all men this night, the story of Christmas.

From the depths of the great ship, a bell sounded, softly like a tiny church 
bell in the valley heard in the mountains. It sounded again, and for the third 
time. A brief moment of silence, then the muffled voice of a man— “All ashore 
that’s going ashore.” It was not an order, not a request. It was like the bell, just 
a sound in the night, and like the carol it faded and there was a stillness over

The two men at the rail started at the sound of the bell and as the voice 
faded they straightened. The young eyes turned and gazed into the tired eyes 
beneath the peaked cap, and the eyes that were old smiled a welcome.

The young voice spoke, “Merry Christmas, sir.” The eyes of the young 
met the eyes of the old and the hand of the youth reached across the years and 
held firmly the hand of age. The eyes of the man dimmed and the hand that 
grasped the youth’s and reached back through a thousand memories shook just 
a little. The fog cleared for a moment and the light fell on the crown that 
sparkled on the slightly bent shoulders. The youth turned to leave and the 
voice that followed him was low and there was a sadness in it.

“Merry Christmas . . . and goodbye, son.”

all.

Harry ]. M. Furlong

Grand Theatre Building

471 RICHMOND STREET PHONE METCALF 1256

LONDON, ONTARIO

“Flowers for All
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Jbatlc Walls
A siren shrills, careening 

closer with its burden, 
seeking refuge from pain.

Across the dim-bulbed street 
dark walls stand,
their blank eyes cold, emotionless.

The red-winking banshee, 
suddenly silent, 
glides down the lighted ramp.
Bright white moves
huddled grey into the quiet warmth.

Dawn gives respite to the tired bulbs.
Dark walls begin to glow 
blank eyes become alive.
Behind green lids is born 
New help for huddled grey, 
new knowledge that will some 

night look across the 
dim-bulbed street and see 
blank eyes 
in dark walls, 
and know they only sleep.

— Peter Roberts

NOTE O N  THE PAINTINGS

Janet McKillop, two of whose paintings have been photographic­
ally reproduced in this issue, has studied commercial art at Beale 
Technical School in London, and has spent two summers at the Banff 
School of Fine Arts. Both the landscape and Indian portrait were 
painted during her last term at Banff.

In future, Folio anticipates introduction of work by other Western 
artists.
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ZJhe W alk
He was alone. He was desperately alone; the same frightening feeling 

that had seized him as a child when he awoke in the night to find the light in 
the hall turned out. The words in the book before him seemed meaningless or 
futile. He didn’t know which and didn’t care. Why was he here? Education for 
what? Was it beginning to start all over again? What was missing? Why was 
he lost? What was he looking for?

It was better outside because he could breathe. At the end of the walk 
he stopped and looked at the blackness, listened to the silence. Maybe that 
was it— silence. No. He had seen enough of death; that couldn’t be the answer. 
Not yet anyway. He went on looking and listening, then pulled out a cigarette 
and started to light it. As the match cracked, then flashed, she came out of the 
darkness.

“Hold it,” she said.
“Sure. You startled me a bit. Didn’t hear you.”
He offered the flame and in the dim light saw that she was beautiful. 

Her dark eyes and round face were subordinate to her slightly protruding 
mouth with lips that were alive and sensitive.

“Thanks,” she said.
“Escaping?”
She drew in on her cigarette, then spoke out the smoke, “I guess you’d call 

it that. I come out here often this time of year. It’s easier to think.”
“What course are you in?”
“Sociology.”
“Finding out how people live, eh?”
“No. Why they live as they do.”
“What’s the difference?”
“Let’s not be academic.”
“Sorry. Like to go for a walk?”
The two very minute read circles glided further into the universal shadow. 

Her presence seemed to make him forget himself. He was still lost but he 
didn’t feel quite so alone.

“What are you doing out here?” she said.
“Don’t know exactly. I’ve been trying to find something but I don’t know 

what I’m looking for. Thought maybe I’d find it to-night.”
They walked on in silence.
“There is something missing,” he contineud. “There must be something 

missing or we all wouldn’t be afraid. We’re afraid of everything and every­
body, especially ourselves. I want to find out why. I’ve tried alcohol, asked 
people, read books and looked at pictures but still haven’t found an answer. 
I’m still looking. Sounds silly, doesn’t it?”

“No,” she said.
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