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HOW, WHAT and WHY BY RAY BHTHERS I

This is a phonetic pronun-
ciation of the French phrase, pied de

grue “foot of a crane.” The French
thnnght the symbols need in genealogical
tables resembled a crane’s foot
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FILIBUSTER. Buccaneers of the West
Indies were called “freebooters.” In
Spanish this was corrupted to filibuster,
meaning a pirate. Now it stands for a Adffik
“piratical”speaker who delays legislation

MIEk This comes from the Dutch
word, esel, meaning donkey, in the same
way that we use the weed, sawhorse.

• The French call an artist's easel chev-
\ | slot, which means a wooden horse
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THE HOAD TO FEAR
Continued from page twenty-fire

the primitive tods he had used it
had been a tough fight, but he had
won it.

“Your father will get well,
Pierre,” he said. “Go tell your
Maman.”

The boy rushed to the door,
Carl poured water from a gourd
over his hands. Within him there
was a glowing feeling of pride. He
had thought as he rode up the
mountain that he had nothing left
to live for. Now he knew this was

no* longer true. He reached out a
tired hand and affectionately
patted the grizzled head.

"Thanks, dd timer,” he said,
“forhelping me find something I
lost a long time ago.”

He glanced up. Helen had come
into the room and was staring at

the deep lines of exhaustion in his
face that contrasted oddly with
the glowing light in his eyes.

“I I couldn't help hearing
what you said, Carl. What —,”

her speech was hesitant. “What
was it he helped you find?”

Carl laughed self-consciously.
"I guess I must have meant that
what with making so much money

and one thing and another I’d
somehow lost the thing that made
me proud just to be a doctor. A—a
kind of a dedicated, spiritual feel-
ing. This job on the dd boy for
some reason or other gave it back
to me.” He looked full into her
dear blue eyes. “Can you possibly
understand what I’m trying to
say?”

She nodded and the blue eyes

misted over. “Yes,” she said. “Be-
cause that was the thing I felt in
you that made me fall in love with
you, Carl. And and so when
you lost it, I ”

Suddenly she buried her face
against his chest and sobbed. “Ob,
Carl my darling, we almost
don’t ever lose it again!”

Now he knew why she could not
talk to him about it. She had
known if she had talked about it
he would not, until now, have be-
lieved her. The blessed and wonder-
ful comfortoffeeling her loving and
yielding in his arms again, made
the fullness of his heart rise into
his eyes as tears, but the long habit
of self-discipline asserted itself.

“Helen remember how the
old boy wanted red stitches? Look
at tiie job Idid on him!”

Helm, without leaving his arms,
glanced down at the stitches; a
needless and absurd amount of
stitches, and laughed.

“Itlooks like quilting,”she said.
“He’ll love it” Her voice grew
soft. “You’veno idea how Iadore
you for being the kind of man
wfao’d understand about a thing
like that.”

The self-discipline wasn’t strong
enough. Carl Mitchell pressed his
face against his wife’s golden hair
and let the fullness of his heart
pour out. The End
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