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HOW SHALL WE SING
T'HE LORD’S SONG
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DLY he traced squares and
rectangles on the scribbling
pad before him.

If I had my way, he thought,
I'd release all caged things. Let
them out. Let them go free. Now
take that mangy lion in the zoo—what
if he went walking down the main
street, what if he went strolling majes-
tically down the footpath among all the
pedestrians and the women in their
high-heeled shoes and their fur coats?
And the elephant-—I'd like to see the
elephant Jift a man nonchalantly in his
trunk and hold him with his legs waving
like a helpless, captured insect’s, right
up above all the people and the cars.,
But, no, that wouldn’'t be right, he cor-
rected himself. To release a beast prop-
erly you must turn him loose in his own
environment, among his own kind, to be
bimself. :

He rose and walked across the room
to the grimed windows, and stood with
his hands in his pockets, looking down
at the street below.

Must see Miss Jones about getting
these windows washed. Now take a man
—it’s the same for a man as for a
beast. If you free him it must be into
his own sort, into his own tribe or clan,
or what’s his freedom worth? He might
as well go on learning the foreign lan-
guage of the place he’s in. Take these
refugees here learning our language, liv~
ing according to our customs, looked on
by us with curiosity as a sort of queer
species infiltrating our own. Now to free
them, they would need to- be returned
to their own lands, their own people.
They would go back to find those places
and people changed but, above all, to
find themselves changed. Ah—that’s it—
they’d find themselves changed. You
can't live in an alien land without ab-
sorbing something of the foreign atmos-
phere. You can’t exist independent of
your environment—you react inevitably
—and you change.

That’s it—you change. And you don’t
know you’ve changed till you go back

_tto your own land and measure yourself

against those things you were once part
of,

He tumed’and nervously paced the
floor once or twice.

That's it—you don't know you've
changed till you measure yourself against
your own people, your own kind again.

Then he knew he was afraid. He
wished he had a pocket mirror in’ which
to examine himself to see if he had
changed. What if she should see him
with the impersonal eyes of the past?
What if changes he hadn’t realised had
refashioned him? She might even not
know him.

‘IT did not occur to him that she might
have changed. Somehow he had al-
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known that they would meet again some-
where, even if it were not till death’s
dream kingdom. It had simply been in-
disputable in his mind that their coming
together would occur,

But it was ten years. And he had
lived a different way in those ten years,
among aliens. He had lived in an alien
land. He bhad tried to keep himself un-
touched, with the integrity of his spirit
unmarred, But who was to tell? Cer-
tainly, he couldn't measure himself now
against that self of ten years ago. He
couldn’t do it himself. But she would.
She would.

He took out his watch., Quarter so
three. She would be there at three. She
had never been late for appointments—
she would be on time now.

He opened the door into the outer
office.

Miss Jones, when the lady comes, show
her in immediately. And Miss Jones, I
don’t want to be disturbed. Take any
telephone calls, and if anyone comes,
say to call again.

Yes, Mr. Herrick, she replied, appar-
ently the well-trained, impersonal office
machine—I'll see to it.

Thank you, he said. And she would
see to it, he thought gratefully, as he
closed the door. She was flawlessly
efficient, thank God. No personalities
ever intruded between his secretary and
himself. It was pleasant, it was relaxa-
tion to be with someone so constantly,
and so completely without emotion.

She’s a good girl, he thought. I hope
she gets herself a decent husband some
day. She deserves it.

Then he forget her and continued his
pacing, his thinking, his gazing out the
smeared window.

T ‘last he heard voices in the outer
office. He stiffened and stood still at
the desk, his hand unconsciously reach-
ing out and toying with the paper knife.
He stood; silent and tense, and waited.
Then the door opened and she entered.

She came forward, one hand out-
stretched, the other throwing the veil
back over her ridiculous little hat. She
was perfectly at ease, perfectly poised.

Richard, she said, holding out her
hand.

He caught it between both his and
looked at her without speaking. Then
he sighed gently and smiled with that
inward sweetness that had always been
his with her.

I knew you'd be on time, he said. I
knew you would. Well—

He pressed her hand and tHen released
it, touching her shoulders, and turning
her to the light. Let me look at you,
Ah—the same eyes, so green and so
quiet. And your hair hasn’t greyed. Yes
~—you are the same.

She smiled quietly. And you, Richard
—are you the same?

Only you can tell that, he said. Only
you can find that out. I don’t know my-
self. Am I different? Do I look different?
Tell me now-—let it be the truth.

She gazed at him, searching him. He
could feel her mind searching him as her
fingers would search gently through a
pile of drifted leaves, for the certainty
of the earth below. And he laid him.
self bare before her, for he wanted her
to find him, he wanted her above all to
help him find himself again.

At last, smiling gently, she said, Your
eyes are the same, Richard, brown and
soft as ever. But your hair is greying.
She reached up and touched him at the
side of his cheek. Here. It's greying here,
But I would have known you anywhere,
Richard. I would have known you,

Then—I have not changed?

Come, let’s sit down, she said. Let's

sit and talk.

And he knew she was undecided. He
knew she had searched, and had not yet
found him. He turned away numbly. He
was afraid.

HE sat down and took off her hat,

There, now:I feel more at home, more
able to relax. I tried to come quite
calmly, quite at peace, but—

Well, ten years is a long space,
Richard. And yet as I came up the
stairs, it seemed only like yest!’rday. Yes-
terday, and now to-day, and no in be-
tween., And I know-—

Yes. It was like that for me, too. No
in between. I knews, too, there had been
no in between. 1 knew it. F've always
known that time or space could make no
difference to us. It was meant .to be.
It whs, and it has been all this time—
and it still is. Isn’t it? Lisette, isn’t it?

His very vehemence betrayed his
inner uncertainty, his need to be re-
assured.

She spoke gently. Yes, it ie the same.
For me it is the same. It has not
changed. We may be ten years older,
we may have changed, but it is still
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