
1'HE CRUSADER 

"I Accept" 

Let me have peace; ere yet my day he 
done 

I fain would fill my cup of happiness; 
Let me have love, that I glad hands 

might press, 
Griefs be assuaged, good fellowship be 

won. 
Eatth is my place ; I lo,·e the tenderness 
Of all its beauties, stream and silent 

wood; 
And thro' the years sc:arce have I under­

stood 
Aught of the meanings any might express. 

\\'hy should I care what lies beyond my 
sight? 

\Vhy should I seek the glitter of the gates, 
\Vhen here I know at eventide awaits 
Love's lamp that kills the bitterness of 

night? 
Let me do deeds of goodness now and 

here; 
Let me uplift the feeble and the frail: 
Let me assist the weary ones that fail, 
And dry the eyes that oft may shed a 

tear. 
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I am myself; my fate I know is mine; 
Tomorrow's sorrows I have made today; 
And from my heart thorns grow within 

my way-
\\'hen I uproot them, then I am divine. 
I know my heaven lies here within my 

heart, 
My hell is in my conscience; let me do 
All that is good and noble, pure and true, 
Then dawn shall come and sunshine fill 

the heart. 
Some day I'll go, I know not where I'll 

go; 
It may be island glade or summer sea ; 
Yet I prefer here with humanity, 
Young ones, and old, with hair as driven 

snow. 
Surely I know some glory will unfold, 
Reflections of the good things I have 

done; 
Whate'er it be Life's new race I shall 

run; 
This "I accept" and here my anchor hold. 

But the Rain Ceases Not 
A Human Interest Story From the Pen of a 
Comrade Sulerinr for Hia Economic Beliefs. 

SUNDAY afternoon in a military prison. 
Outside a drenching rain pours violently 
down. Gutters are ftooded with sudden 

stretms that send dust and pebbles scurrying 
awa)' out of sight. Sidewalks that were a few 
moments before shabby and dirty arc wet and 
shiny from the '·igorous cleansing. Disgruntled 
,pedestrians, concerned about their own com­
fort rather than city sanitation and natural 
processes, scamper here and there, anywhere 
to get away from the beneficent water and the 
probably less beneficent effect of the soaking 
that would result if they remained out long in 
the •hower. 

Outside is the great, free out-of-doors where 
the race of men goes by and people regard not 
freedom, for they have it and know not what 
it is to lose it. 

Inside are steel-barred cells enclosing human 
beings, some accused, some convicted, of 
breaking human Jaws, and all of them keenly 
conscious of the absence or that liberty which 
others have and consider so carelessly. 

Dinner has been eaten. The prisoners are 
back in their cells for Sunday is not a work 
day. Two are in single cells, each with a small 
table, books and writing matuials, in addition 
to the invariable eot. Some 100 more are 
bunch.ed together in three large cells with 
about thirty prisoners in each. 

By 
UNN A. E. GALE. 

The sentry paces slowly, monotonously, 
around the cages, wishing his two-hour shift 
were over. Or maybe he wishes somebody 
would start something by way of variety. 

Outside the drenching rain pours steadily 
down .••••• 

Inside varied egos, l'mploy~d at varied de­
\'ices, working out varied destinies, but locked 
securely away from the same unconfined air 
and the same May shower, sing and whsitle, 
laugh and jabber, read and write, and even, 
sometimes, think ..... . 

In the cell of the writer and idealist all is 
silent save the steady scratch of his pen. 

In the cell of the army officer there is no 
sound but the occasional turning of a leaf of a 
fascinating novel. 

In the biiJ cells men and youths sprawling, 
lying or tlitung on their bunks, send out a sur­
Jirising series of all kinds of noises. 

Sadness and silliness, pathos and bathos, re­
pentance and rl'senunent, optimism, despair 
and defiance, mingle in that bedlam of con­
trasting \'OiCl'l Strange thin&', the human 
throat, which can produce so many tonet. 
Strange things, human bl'ings from whom these 
tones emanate. 

"What the hell do we care? 0 what the 
hell do we care?" sings a hapa•y-go-lucky, ad-
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venturesome youth who has aeen pri•on walla 
more than once htforc and knowa that the 
awaited aentencc for his latest offense will be 
no light one. 

"Back to the jail yard and we're ne,·cr com­
inc back" comes from a croup uf several whose 
musical talents micht earn them cood salaries 
if employed in certain prosperous amusement 
places. 

A -·istful-looking boyish chap hums "Tip­
perary" plai'!th·clly, unmindf11l of the noisy 
croup near hmt. 

A cool, nen·y, de,·il-may-carc type, one of 
the kind that never ccts phased, never saya 
quit, and often dots unexpected deeds, smokes 
a cigarette nonchalantly and cazn reftectively 
at the slatted ceiling. 

Twc or three seated on cots and with pad11 on 
their knen, slowly and laboriously write their 
periodical messages to mothtrs back home­
the sad-eyed mothers who suffered that these 
boya might be born, who suffered that they 
might crow to manhood, and who today suffer 
most of all btcausc their sons are where they 
arc. 

Four or lh·e squatted together on two beds 
tell jokts, ribald and otherwise, and cuu and 
damn with accomplished fluency, while another 
rroup indulcea in mild horae-play, tells every­
body to ro to hell, and makea a Jlftlense at 
deep depravity. An outsider witnusinc the 
acene for the firat time would think he had 
found a den of desperados accuatomed to wild­
est crmiea. An occupant of the prison, know­
inc the place and the men, sees only grown-up 
boya of different decrees of immaturity and 
unwisdom, trying to dispel their own ennui in 
boisterous, grotesque and vulgar ways. 

One whose good-nature is incurable and 
whoae entertaininc inclination• keep many 
another from worry and the blues, recites atead­
ily one crazy thing after another with unfail­
inJ persistence and untiring toncue. Every­
thmg from Lord Byron's poems to the latest 
semi-amutty joke of "Whiz Bang" and the 
neweat vaudeville smart sayings comes from 
thia indefatigable youngster, between puffs at a 
diminishing white paper cone. 

Outside the drenchinc rain keeps on pour­
inc down ••.•.• 

Prisoners may ainc, swear, pray, read, 
write and think, but the rain ,roes on, if not 
forever, at least for a goodly time. Nature ia 
washing the modern city outside and the fields 
and plains beyond. 

The rain ceases not •••.•• 
How like life itself, this tiny scene in the 

vast kaleidoscope of a huge mystifying appal­
ling world. 

Babble, chatter and gurgle men may, but 
the great eternal proceases cease not nor even 
pause. Neither banter nor profanity nor any­
thing else bothers the busy rain, intent on its 
duty of purging the ground and purifying the 
air. 

Time is uasperating, annoying, irritating, to 
most people, especially to us American~ who 
live in nervous impat1encr always. We muat 
have 11omething to do. \Vt" caunot kerp 111ill. 
To spend houu in meditation u doe• the Ori­
ental, would dri\·e IIA into huanity, or all hut a 
few of u~. A small number can concentrate 
for long spells but the average American must 
busy himself at something, be it politics, 11tock 
gambling, reading the new11, 11moking, chewing, 
telling storie11 or manicnring the finger nails. 
\Ve are a race of de\·olees of action, alwaya 
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doinr, doing, cloinc. Delar•· wailinr. lack of 
occupation, the exiatencc o time on our handa. 
the11e things vex and tantalize ua. 

\Ve want to get rid of time 11 quickly 11 we 
can, to use it up as fast as pouible. Thoac 
who are out of prison work with all their micht 
"ll'hen they work, and play with all their micht 
when they play. Thus thry krep time from 
draggir.g. They uve themselves from bore­
dom. Tho11e who are in prison usually have to 
work, and this is wt'll. Uut they just u eagerly 
play with all their might or do son•rthing elac 
with all their might, when there is no work to 
do. And this is wrll. If they did not sing and 
swear, pray and read and write, they would 
think and then worry, and finally lose their 
aanity. Or thry would serk to draden their 
thoughts and fears with perversions and druca 
which would soon wreck them. 

Thill pandemonium of talking, fooling. stunta 
and capers is, then, worth while in the economy 
of things. It is brtter that these men thua 
amuse themseh·e11, thus pass the time away. 
than that they practice sodomy as one did or 
sit for houra and hours in morbid, moody, 
suicidal ~ilence, as don another. 

Is it not all a simile of human life? h not 
the military prison like thi~ curious stay or a 
few score yura on the earth? 

Aa in the cells, an in the world in ~reneral, 
men apend their time in diverse manneu. In 
wisdom and in folly, in suiousncu and in 
frolic, in faith and in doubt, in reason and in 
supeutition, in hope and in cynicism, they live 
their lives. 

Some accept in supine helplessness and some 
in raging bitterness the lot that is theirs. Some 
are non-resistant doormata and some are hot 
chimneys from which come the sparks-their 
fuming curses. 

Othrrs with clearrr sight and better heada 
avoid hoth the torpor of apathy and the wast­
ing fever of an,er, and settle down to Ateady. 
serene prrparat1on for their own liberation. 

Our world is like the military prison. We 
are like the prisoners. 

Despite the turbulence and confusion, a few 
of Ul, indifferent alike tO frivolity, oaths ancf 
vulgarity, plan and work and look forward to 
the hour when we shalt have freedom and 
happiness 

The multitude endenora only to forget the 
disagreeable present. It as yet neither wanta 
to know the reaaon for being where it is nor 
the way to larger liberty. 

Outside, the rain ceases not. In spite of the 
erring creatures within, Nature perse\·erca. 
The shower that heeds them not puri.;es their 
atmosphere. They breathe into their lungs 
fresher oxygen, but do not know the cause. 

\Ve fitruggle, blunder, fail, achieve, smilr, 
sneer and weep in the prison cells of our dif­
fering lives. 

Outside is a greater, richer, grandl'r world 
than we have yet known. 

Snpreme. serene, unworried, the Cosmic 
ll rge carrieA on its task. 

Gloomy though the snrroundingA, r<'pellant 
thonah the environs, they will aome day be 
hrttcr. 
Regardle~K of onneh·u there are f11rce~ that 

are transforming thrse Anrroundin~r~. theAe 
l'nvirona. 

Outside of these cells of our individual ex­
istence5 the rain crases not ..•.•. 

It ill the rain of the :\(ighty Clean!l.ing in a 
Unh·crse of Eternal Progreu. 


