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Janie's teacher, the beautiful M x
ton, talked to the children aboyt ilﬁp':gi-
ing themselves s0 they could be Some-
body some day. “You're Somebody now
ain’t you?" Janie's Ma demanded. Ma
seemed cross and Janie couldn't under-
“?Ind't d, st

anie wavered, steadied herself, a
slowly lifted her hands from the rldgl:g
pole of the Kranz woodshed, and straight-
ened her back. As soon as her head was
erect, she imperiled her balance by open-
ing her mouth and emitting a loud yell.

“Hey, Ma! Look, ma!"

Mrs. Thatcher stuck her head out of
the kitchen window, and beheld her off-
spring for one dizzy moment, balanced
against the summer sky.

“Janie!"” she shrieked. “Come down off
there this minute! You'll break your
neck.” Her mother's response was suf-
ficiently electric to satisfy the thrill-lov-
ing little girl. Janie's arms waved wildly
for a second, then, as if in obedience to
her mother’s repeated, hysterical com-
mands, she lost her footing entirely, and
went down with a great clatter over the
far side.

Mrs. Thatcher rushed from the kitchen,
down the uneven board path between

tches of weeds, and arrived in the alley
ust as Janie was picking herself up out
of the debris gathered there. Janie
smiled, straightened up with an effort,
rubbed her elbow gingerly, and 'declared.
“I'm not hurt a bit — not a bit!’

Nevertheless, Mrs. Thatcher relieved
her own anxiety by grabbing Janie and
Spanklns her soundly. Janie howled in
a{g and wa:h set down on firm ground

a good thump. .

" ‘Sess you're hurt now,” said Mrs.
Thatcher grimly. “You keep off “‘i
woodshed. I've told you! And look at
your legs — and Grandma Kranz 1ying 15
death’s door, and you making all th

rumpus.”
gy had been lying at

Grandma Kranz
th’s door to the dramatic s‘li%sefeal:smg
the neighborhood for severa e b0k

of
J

e

" other. whole episode had
oc,":‘“m“.ecwry and healing 0
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normal again. What was the
h&vlng a sturdy, adventurous Mg:ma?f
old daughter, if she could not inject some
Tramn into an otherwise drab existence?
l"l‘?"' dennnl: faces relaxed into grins.
declare.” sald Mrs Thatcher with

pride, “You'll be the death of me ye
young Indian. I wouldn’t be :u'w 3;
s¢e you on top of the Monument "

"l mag climber,” Janie admitted

Yes, but I can't see as you're so good
on getting down,” her mother reminded
her. “I think I'll go and see if I can help
N!rs. Kranz. Doctor sald Grandma could-
n't live through the day.

“You be good, now, and get yourself
some lunch, if I'm still over there They'll
have a sight of work with the funeral
and all."

Mrs. Thatcher went through the ram-
shackle fence, and Into the Kranzes' back
door, without knocking. To have sum-
moned Mrs. Kranz to the door to admit
her would have been plain swank.

Janie, alone, investigated her injuries
more thoroughly. Golly, but her elbow
hurt, and Ma hadn’t noticed about the
hem of her dress. Oh, well, she wouldn%
notice it likely, Janle looked toward
Kranzes', thought of the airs Lizzie Kranz
gave herself, on account of her grand-
mother’s fatal illness.

“11l bet if I had a grandmother she
wouldn’t take weeks to die” Janie
thought enviously. “She’d just give &
loud scream aaﬁ\dl fall wlkt‘h a crash. The
Kranzes are all slow anyhow. )

Having thus d of Lizzie's claim
to attention, Janie decided that she was
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Ma was S0 cranky.
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shiny pink fingernails, and Ma had said,
with a bitter mouth, “Fine chance I've
got for pink fingernails, with scrubbing
three times a week.”

Apd Janie had talked about Miss Nor-
ton’s clothes, and about her soft brown
hair with the little curls on her neck,
and had wished, bleakly, that she, her-
self, had a couple of curls. Miss Norton
had talked to them about washing well
before they came to the library, about
keeping their houses clean, and learning
“manners,” and improving themselves, so
they could be Some;)ody.

“I guess you're Somebody now, ain't

ou?” Ma demanded, when Janie told

er all this. Ma's heart was sore with a
wounding Janie could not comprehend.
“I guess you're stuck on her,” Ma added
accusingly. “I guess you think she'’s bet-
ter than your own folks. She’s a swell,
that's what she is. She makes you un-
satisfied. That's all she’ll do for you!"

“She says people should be discontent-
ed, until they have the best,” answered
Janie.

“A lot she knows about it Ma had
begun to bang the pots and pans about,
She was boiling mad, now. Yet when
Janie, acting instinctively, said she
wouldn't go to the “liberry” any more,
she didn’'t like Miss Norton, anyvhow, Ma
had turned on her fiercely.

“You go. Do you hear me? And you
mind every word she says. I guess I want
you to learn something, don’t I?”

There was no understanding Ma some
days. Janie had fled the kitchen, climbed
the woodshed, and got a spanking, and
here she was.

Since she was too dirty to go and sit at
the feet of the beautiful Miss Norton,
another idea, fallen from Ma's careless
words, took root in her mind. Free to
roam the city streets at will, Janie cut
down the alley, went across several city
blocks and came out on Broad Street
which led right into the heart of the city.
There she stood on the edge of the pave-
ment and looked far, through the haze
and smoke and sunlight toward the dis-
tant monument. Janie wondered, with a
seientific curfosity, if she could climb the
monument. Distantly, beautifully, the
spire of stone rose into the center of the
city, with the figure of Victory on its top.

“How far is it to the Monument?" she
asked a man standing on the walk.

“Oh, two-three miles,” he said.

Janie considered. The long lovely day
lay before her. Without more ado she set
off down the wide thoroughfare, which
rapidly improved in quality as she pro-
gressed toward the center of the city.

All the while she walked and stared,
thoughts of Miss Norton and of Ma went
in and out of her mind like troubled
shadows.
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Why was Ma cross, when Miss Norton
was tt{e way everyone wanted to be, Janie
wondered. Miss Norton was just like they
hammered at you to be, in school, at the
Mission. in church and cverywheret. ?ﬁz

on was clean. She was smart. Sf
gggt rich. She was peautiful. She was
groud. She hadborganners. Not just any-
cdy, but Somebody. -

It was high noon and Janie was m:\‘an:
of the warning pangs of hunger b;{ ek
she came to the heart of the city. ‘_{“_-
with one eye on the traflic officer, she
crossed the busy street, went dm\n}d‘
short parkway mlld lcamc up on e
beauty of the circle plaza. -

Janie had never been here before :gz.fi
she stood on the edge of the walk staring
with great eves at the elegance before
her. All around the circle beautiful bml_c!—
ings arose, tuilt of the finest stone, ris-
ing delicate, poised, with thousands of
glittering plate glass windows. In the
center within the winding circle of traf-
fic was the Monument itself. and Janie
was overpowered by its size. First lay the
broad encireling white walk, and from it
shallow steps led up and to wide landings
and more steps.

Not wanting to miss anything, the child
turned her attention back to the outer
circle and walked slowly, absorbing _all
she saw with a tremendous capacity.
There was an office building with street
front stores so restrained that only one
thing. a diamond necklace or a fur wrap.
was displayed in each window. Two the-
aters, a hotel — everything was grand
and gorgeous, everything was elegant,
like Miss Norton.

Janie lingered on the curb, watching,
unselfconscious. A car driven by a chauf-
feur drew up to the curb and stopped,
and a woman and two beautifully dressed
little girls descended to the pavement.
For an instant Janie thought it was Miss
Norton, and called her name. The wom-
an turned and looked at Janie. Janie
shrank back, although the look was kind-
ly. It was not Miss Norton at all, but
someone older, different.

But in that instant, in the midst of her
adventure, Janie was stripped. She grew
small, aware of how dirty she was, cruel-
ly aware of difference., She knew all at
82°¥,3‘°u;‘:’°‘ gf d!(xl'anzes' woodshed was

washed legs an
glory departed abrupgt.ly, g hands. ' Her
solinie held herself rigidly. A sturdy
* S ere

She made & foosered up from the blow.

ﬁ‘“ﬁkﬂp!" she yelled.
¢ woman bit her lip faintly at the
impertinent figure with the blaz);ng blue
gyes and, turning without a word, she
x;ew the surprised little girls along with

her
Janie did not linger but darted out
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into the traffic amid

denly gpplied brakesth:ngc"el?km of sud-
young doe, she reached the inner curp:
er. the monument p?gg:

The pavement was
by. Her small stout 1eg§"1‘i‘2§§d°‘ passers-
west tier of steps. Janie ca her up the
base of the spire and SLOQme' 80, to the
thghﬂgures there. d staring at
e stood roote -
there facing her i‘xj‘x isl:o?f)ewwsl.‘m"“‘- For
was transfixed with amazement  §roie
not know what she had cens: She did
certainly never Ma! Yet theme oo out
in her long, old-fashioned erf She was,
with her bare arms and piain dress,
coarse hands. with her: neck: tha o ox0
the cords showed, and her “un where
face, and her hair combed bav.o_m ki
tle knot on her neck. M ek o it
Janie was too amazed t: 1lt o T
other figures in the group f ok ab the
chgtx:teﬁ minute. or '8 long en-
e knew, from schoo
we monument commemc:'rattlll::é 31“3 vl
: ar. She knew that the city was i oyl
y proud of this place, that it a o s
ofsgl:‘eat Deatity ) was a thing
e did not know what
ggiheB;% g{l l:;llnyt\x.'oman :’tlx)gu‘i)gpggtfl?e}-g
Noyngnﬁ o couixs}ef she would be like Miss
et here was Ma facing h
shin limbs showing faigntl;r. &rggf lt:gg
nzoggagg tr?g long plain dress, no curlse.
cog}d ?e .nobo%;el;tl);eclothcs. Certainly it
owly she took in the othe
man behind Ma, sitting on the rghngl}:‘g
s l:t plow, in creased work-pants and a
e open at the throat, was not so ex-
by y like Pa as the woman was like Ma
wl;t still he was like him. His clothes
3 k;e like Pa’s, not like a successful man,
farmSomebody, at all. He was just a
T er, as Pa was a wiper. And the young
oo the soldier bending toward the
tOoThan' must be her son — that was Mike
it e life, with his soldier’s cap and
aamom' He had the same hard face, the
Mike strong mouth, the same strict look
ume had. Janie circled cautiously, @
ande dazed at what she was beholding,
mlddsm rooted again, for there in the
He hle of the group was Big Joe, a Negro.
o4 ad his head lifted as he knelt there,
o ] he held his hands, and a broken
% mamw” dangled from each wrist. Yet he
exactly like Big Joe, Li’l Joe's father,
sgery forehead and his big mouth. -
e turned, confused, and looked back

from the top of the long flight of ST
e encircling

A ase of the s
Har great place, the place of h
€r own people!
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s, she had i
5 e ad expected ¢
| everyoﬁhc ad t ot?gelff tt’igures -
onie S € wanted to be, wh oy
— grandeur anﬁ ric?lt}:gvery-
Bl ol ) a8 no grandeur at all.' She
. a little faint

Or rath
gated to h ather, she was rele-
Frces " egh it asone of
o L could mean one thingu.t_ 'g?, Sanie
people were the at her
and Pa and Mike T%]reatest of all. Ma
were here, with th e workers! They
Sround than, They wer theo LY. boilt
great people were proud l:f t1h e Bt g
all. This was a great man th oved best of
monument, and had he tak at made this
WK, 0 A aetic 10 s 0 hen a business
Had he put Somebody r;‘)cru,t and spats?
was a man with a plow :rid T
;l?:t&crubbcd and cooked, The ;Aaogro '&‘3’
, the everyday ones, that s 3
dimly wanting t);) gro:v t;‘\:;;r}?o%d ba
She saw, staring again, that these fi
%gs nxlv:;ﬁnﬁzgt:pc’gh all 'round the base %}
3 e sto
to rest upon them, leapix?ge :ggesrpif:'?ed
high into the summer air, from t)gegug
They beheld it! She was unconscious of
any need or desire to belittle the Some-
bodies. But the tremendous importance
the immortal quality of her own peo, le
wg;xhstammd on her soul. :
e noon sun had inclined
the west. The heat grew mor% m&%steo
The weaving, winding cirele of tramc:
the open space, the cleanliness, all seem-
ed to hypnotize her. She had never
known there was a place so clean In the
city. And a sense of the beauty of order
and cleanliness in itself, and not as an
asset for getting on in the world, came
to her. She seemed to float midway be-
tween the steps and the stone tower, and
something sweet and good filled her
heart, a pride of place and ancestry —
that Ma should be here. Her own mother.

Hers!
What were they always hollering about
— getting on in the world, and speaking

roper and having manners? Did any of
them get stuck on & monument, made 50
tall and kind like Ma? Not they! There
wasn't, then, anywhere any woman
greater t Ma, that was poor and

worked hard.
of hunger prought her to
he'f"stle‘if.pangs rose and sh:ok her little
half awake. ok

body like & puppy :
thought

e kShe at once became

way home. Sh
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had to have something to eat. She darted
across in the traffic and presented her-
self to a resplendent police officer.

“I'm lost,” she announced to him sim-
ply and without delay. It was hardly
true. She might have found her way
home without trouble. But he looked
down at her with apprehension.

“My father's a wiper for the bus com-
pany,” she said, “If I could get over there
to him, he’d send me home.” '

The policeman signaled to the officer
across the street, pointed briefly down to
Janie and made a signal. He stooped
and took her hand in his.

“What's your name?" he asked.

“My name's Janie Thatcher. I live near
the South Side car barns.” )

“It’s not far to the bus station,” he said,
“T'll take you over there and see if your
father is there.”

Proudly Janie walked, with her hand
in the policeman’s, threading through the
crowds that moved in the streets, hoping
intensely that everyone would think she
had been arrested, picturing briefly her
mother's agony if only she had been. It
gave her delicate pleasure.

“My father was arrested once,” she told
him, and asked, “Do old ladies ever let
out a loud scream and fall with a crash?”
This was better, and they shared harrow-
ing conjectures of sudden death, and
came, so, to the bus station.

They went down a long flight of stairs
to the basement where Pa washed the
great buses. Janie spied her father and
called to him gaily.

“yoo-hoo!” she waved her hand.

He looked up, frightened and discon-
certed to see her with a policeman.
“What've you been doing?” he asked
harshly. Janie knew he was scared.

“I was just looking at the Monument,”
she answered innocently, “and I'm hun-
m'”

THE HELICON
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“you're always hungry,” said her
father. N

“They are, aren’t they?” agreed the po-

man. .
uc“‘31‘11 send her out with Mike,” said Mr.
Thatcher, “His bus leaves in hall an
hour or so. Thanks for steering he{ over."

“1 enjoyed the walk. And §hcs been
telling me all about your past.” The two
men looked at each other and g’rinned.

“She’s a great one 1o brag,” Pa ad-
mitted. He gave his hose to one of the
workmen, took Janie upstairs, found two
dimes in his trousers pocket, and bought
her a sandwich and a bottle of pop, and
turned her over to Mike.

“Hi, Young-timer!"” :

All adventures that ended with Mike
were gorgeous adventures. Mike put her
on his shiny bus, and got into the driver’s
seat himself. While they waited, in place,
for the gradual accumulation of passen-
gers anc% the moment when the bus was
due to leave, Janie leaned on the back
of the driver’s seat, and told Mike her
story.

When she finished she said in aston-
ishment, “Mike, I was going to climb the
tower. I just now remembered, and I
forgot all about it. I wouldn't now any-
how. It's too purty to climb., And it's
ours."”

“you're right at that, Janie.” Mike
was always understanding.
“And here she was-—my Ma! It just

goes through me and through me.”

Mike closed the door and set the heavy
kus in motion, Janie sat down respect-
fully and affected a grown-up manner,
patronizing a little the other passengers
who weren’t friends of Mike's. She felt
within herself the strong claim to place
and power, felt an unexpected hunger
to be with mother again. Mike spoke to
her softly, turning his head a little, the
wc‘)‘réi:vgox?mg ?}'fr his shoulder.

r forget it, Janie,” he said. “She’
the greatest lady of them all!” d. rshes



