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OHE WAS twelve or thirteen, and was always ill.

For some months

passed, she had been on her back with hip disease, with the whole
side of her body done up in plaster like a little Daphne in her shell.
She had eyes like a hurt dog's, and her skin was pallid and pale.
Her head was too big for her body, and her hair, which was very soft

and very tightly drawn back made it appear even bl?]ger
an expressive, sweet face, a sharp little nose, and a cl

Rita and Badoy were friends.
They had seen each other ever
day since they were children.
course they were neighbors. But to
be quite accurate, Badoy only rare-
ly ventured to enter the house. Rita's
stepmother, who was a reli |ous
horror, used to regard him witl
unfavorable eye as the grandson of
an unbeliever, and as a horrid lit-
tle dwarf. He was very ugly indeed.

But Rita used to spend the day
on a sofa near the window on the
round floor. Badoy used to tap at
the window as he passed, and flat-
tening his nose against the panes,
he would make a face bﬁ way of
a greeunq Sometimes he would
stop and lean his arms on the win-
dow sill which was a little too high
for him—and they would talk. Rita
did not have too many visitors, and
she never noticed that Badoy was
hunchbacked. Badoy who was ter-
ribly afraid and mortified in the
presence of girls made an exception
in favor of Rita. The little invalid,
petrified, was to him something in-
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But she had
ildlike expression.

tangible and far removed, some-
thing almost outside existence.

He was grateful for' his friend's
infirmity. ~ With _her, Badoy could
give himself airs of superiority.
With a_little swagﬁer he would tell
her things that happened in the
street, and himself always in the
foreground. Sometimes in a gallant
mood, he would bring her a little
resent: fruits in season as lomboy,
anzones, santol, or fried peanuts;
and borrowed comic books. ~And
she used to give him some of the
multl colored sweets that filled the
glass jars in the shop window,
and lheK would pore over the co-
mic books and picture postcards to-
gether. Those were happy moments.
They would forget the pitiful bodies
in which _their childish souls were
held captive.

But sometimes they would begin
to talk like their elders. Politics and
religion. Then they would become
as stupid as their elders. She would
talk of miracles and the nine days'

devotion, or pious images tricked
out with paper lace. It was all folly
and mummery, that which he used
to tell her as which he in turn had
heard from his grandfather.

And when he tried to tell her
about the gatherings to which the
old man had taken him, and the
talks he had heard, she would stop
him contempluously, and declare
that such folks are drunken sots.
Bitterness would creep into their
talk. They would get talking about

their relations. They would recount
the countless things her stepmother
and his grandfather had said about
each of them. They uttered uncall-
ed for remarks against each other;
this they managed without difficulty.
They indulged in coarse gibes. But
Rita was always the more malicious
of the two. Then he would go away.
When he returned, he would tell her
that he had been with other gﬁrls
and how pretty they were, and
they joked and laughed, and how
they were going to meet again next
Sunday.

She would say nothing to that.
She used to pretend to despise what
he said. Then she would grow an-
gry, and throw her crochet work at

is head, and shout at him to go
and declare that she loathe him.
And she would hide her face in her
hands.

He would leave, not at all proud
of his victory. He longed to pull her
thin little hands away from her face
and tell her that it was not true.

eke HID

But his pride would not suffer him
to return.

One day, Badoy was with some
other boys — newsboys like him.
They did not like Badoy because
he used to hold as much aloof from
them as possible, and he never
spoke at all, or talked too well in
a naively pretentlous way like a
braggadocio. That day, he began
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to lalk of politics and the day when
he himself would rise to power. He
waxed enthusiastic and made a fool
of himself. One of his comrades
brought him up sharp with these
brutal words:

“To begin wilh, you wonl be
wanled. You're too ugly!”

That brought him toppling down
from his lolly eloquence. He stop-
ped short—dumbfounded. The olhers
roared with amused and malicious
laughter.  All that afternoon, he
went about with clenched teeth.
Evening came, and belore ail his
newspapers had been sold out, he
hurried home to hide away in a lit-
tle corner, alone with his sullering.

He met his good friend, Iyo Da-
ding, a fatherly, middle-aged ba-
chelor whom Badoy had always
sought out for sympalhy and under-
standing, usually after a good
thrashing from a brutal grandfather
whose bark was worse than his
bite. Iyo Dading was struck by his

downcast expression. He guessed
that he was sulfering.
“You are hurt. Why?"

Badoy refused to answer. Iyo Da-
ding pressed him kindly. The boy

by marietta alondo.

persisted in his silence. But his jaw
frembled as though he was at the
point of weeping. Iyo Dading took
his arm and led him back to his
room.

“Someone has hurt you?"”

“Yes. Not one. Many.”

“What did they do?”

The boy laid bare his heart. Iyo

Dading appeased him wilth his gen-
tle and comforling words, and a sim-
ple story of the ugly duckling who
was turned into a beautilul swan.
He told him that everything in this
world, every being that is good ra-
diates a quality of beauty all its
own. “Think of all the beautiful
things 1o be seen, and loved all
around you...”
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The boy listened, nodded his
head and said:

“Yes, but I've got lo face this:
that I shall always have to live in
this body of minel”

“Not at all. You will quit from
i

“How do you know that?”

The boy was aghast. Materialism
was part and parcel of his grand-
father's creed. He thought that it
was only the priest-ridden prigs who
believed in eternal life. Iyo Dading
held his hand and expounded at
length his idealistic faith, the unily
of boundless life that has neither
beginning nor end, in which all the
millions ol creatures, and all the
million, million moments of time are
but rays of the sun, the mighly
source of it all.

But of course he did nol put it
to him in such an abslract form.
Instinclively, when he lalked to the
boy, he adapled himsell to his mode
of thought: ancient legends, the ma-
terial and profound fancies of old
cosmogonies. Half in fun, half in
earnest, he spoke of metempsycho-
sis and the succession of countless
forms through which the soul pas-
ses and llows, like a spring from
pool to pool.

He was sitting by the open win-
dow. The boy was standing by his
side, and their hands were clasped.
They realized (hat it was nightfall
before Christmas. They grasped its
beauty and meaning only now.
The bells were tolling. The dim
sky was smiling above the city.
One by one, the lillle twinkling stars
darted through the shadows. The
boy held his breath and listened to
the lairy tale his man-lriend was
telling him. And Iyo Dading, warm-
ed by the eagerness of his youny
hearer, was caught up by the in-
terest of his own stories.

DEN ETERNITY

There are decisive moments in
life when, just as the eleclric lights
suddenly flash out in the darkness
of a city, so the elernal fires flare
up in the darkness of the soul.
spark darting from another soul is
enough to trensmil the Promethean
fire 1o lhe waiting soul.

On that beautiful evening, lyo
Dading’s calm words kindled the

light of undiscovered eternily hidden
in the boy's deformed body as in
a battered lantern.  He undersiood
none of lyo Dading’s abstract con-
ceptualizations, nor his arguments.
Bul the legends and images which
were only beauliful slories and pa-
rables to lyo Dading, lock living
shape and form in his mind, and
were most real. Christmas lived,
and moved, and breathed all around
him for the first time.

And the view framed in the win-
dow of the room, the people pass-
ing in the streel, rich and poor, lit-
tle boys and girls singing Christ-
mas carols, lanterned windows and
tartanillas, noisy streel cars, roof-
tops drinking in the shadow of the
twilight, the pale heavens where
the daylight was dying... all the
oulside world was solily imprinted
in his mind, softly as a kiss.

It was but a flash of a moment.
The light died down. Then he
thought of Rita. His dear litlle
one. .. How cruel it is lo laugh at
people because they had weak
eyes, as because they were hunch-
backed. And he thought that Rita
had very pretly eyes. And he had
brought tears into them! He could
nol bear that.

The boy wenl home through the
familiar streets. Iyo Dading's words
were tinging in his head. He turn-
ed and went across the shop. The
window was still open. He thrust
his head inside, and called in «
whisper:

"Rital”

She did not reply.

"Rita, I beg your pardon.”

From the darkness came Rita's

voice:

“Beast! 1 hale you.”

“I'm sorry,” he said.

He stopped. Then, on a sudden
impulse, he said in an even softer
whisper, uneasily, shamefacedly:

"You know, Rita, I believe in
God just as you do.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

He said it only out of generosity.

But as soon as he had said it, he
began to believe it.
The world stood slill. They did

not speak. They could not see each

other. Outside, the night was so
fair, so sweell ..., The little cripple
murmured:

“How good it is to die! For as
we die each day, we begin to live
a little longer.”

He could hear Rita’s soft breath-
ing.
“Good-night, litlle one,” he said.

Tenderly came Rita’'s reply:
"Good-night!” #
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