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Lona Gale Writes
Intimate View of
Portage, Wisconsin

Novelist' Thinks It Strange
That Majority of People
. Have Never Heard
of Town

Zona . Gale in  the January

‘{IT SEEMSa bit strange,” writes
Century, “that ithe majority of

people in the United States have
never heard of Portage, Wis.,  Idere
iv is, with its memories, itz tradi-

tions, and its settings, and not even
the people who zo through it-on its
seventeen - daily - ‘through’  trains
ever note its name. There 18 ahout
this circumstance something as pier-
cing as in the look of the visiting-
card of a stranger now dead, or of a
nameless photograph on the floor of
the attic, or in Milton’s line,

“*The pilot of 2ome small night=-

i founder'd skiff.!

“But we have our revenges. TFor
one midnight I stood at the station
and thrilled to see roll upon our
tracks:a long sealed train ol Pull-
mans, in whose windows were cards
bearing the iwo magic words, "Bullet
Russe,'

“For me all of Broadway and the
metropolitan stage came burning to
your West, Those fairvy feet so close
tto our hrick platform. And while I
'looked ~and marveled, as engines
were being changed, one of the sta-
tion ‘men came by and said, ‘Some
theatrical troupe or other.!

Chureh History

“In  Portage, Wisconsin, fthere
jstands an old chureh which it was
tonce customary to close for a month
lin- summer. It was a fair example
‘of the churches built nearly three

had eceiled over the vaulted roof,
masking the oak beams with the
master, had walled up the choir-

alcove with itz litile rose-window,
and had replaced the stained glass
with frosted panes. And to this day,
though the church has changed its
religion, © the ‘improvements”  re-
main.

“There was a Portage elder with
squeaky =hoes who used to pass the
plate at service, and one morning
when the squeaking seemed tog vio-
lent for the szolemnitvy of the cere-
mony, the p*~izter spoke out aloud
vamnd said to him:

“‘Brother——, vou'll find my rab-
bers out there in the entry.’

“But the elder replied over hls
shoulder, *‘Thank you, I've a pair of
rubbers of me own, and went on
passing  the plate and squeaking

The whole locality has o treasure
of funeral inre,

Fune=7 Tare

In this the small towns have ante-
dated the skepticism of the Iarger,
whiclkh no longer wail and  hire
mourners, but which perhaps still
have seant lore of funeral jokes, In .
the metropolitan theaters, for ex-|
ample, the elision of such humor is
in obhedience to not less than a tenet
of art dictated hy andiences. For
in the ebb and flow of scenes, in the
Muildintz ro.vrests and peaks, it is
el Kiodn Clept! even a faint men-
it 08 death arild send the listeners
down a great steep, and kill the
seene.  This is not true in clubs and

smokers, It may he that the small
town corrvesponds to o elub, For
lhere, early in the history of the

town, funerals must have been a rich
source of anecdote. since so many
gurvive., One, of a lavmem who was
to speak at the burial of a {owns-
man, and whe leaned on the pulpit
anid thus bhegan:

“I was well acquainted with the
ydeceased, with that gentleman down
fthere,” and pointed with his thumb
‘to the casket below. And there is
ra memory of the choir at a funeral
singing lustily:

“One sweet flower has drooped and
faded;
One dear infant's voice has fled;

quarters of a century hgo—a kind of One fair brow the grave has shaded;
(blurred Gothic, with vaulted ceiling, One dear schoolmate now is dead,

lehoir-aleove, gallery, and
‘stained glass.
lwhen after a month's rTecess ihe
[congregation came for service, they
found their church {transformed

ILeft to hiz own devices, the minister

goodl
But one September,

“But we feel no thought of saidness,
For our friend is happy now,
nowing naught but heartfelt glad--

' LESS

Where the holy angels bow,"”




and of the soprano at this point go-
ing off into sobs in which the whole
choir joined.

Tt was in a town to the south of
ug that a minister of that period,
preaching a funeral sermon for a
farmer, cried out, in a strong sing-
gong, compounded of egual parts of
drawling and lightning rapidity:

“J{e's pone,  He's gone. Never-
ghall - you - hear - his - voice - at-
the-foot-of-the - stairs - erying: "Hul-

day! Fulday! Get up. Get break-
fast,”  He's gone.”
| The Ilearse Team

It was in a-town to the west of us
I'that fn those days a woman
iphoned to a liverv-siable to ask for
'the “little blacks” and was told that
shie would have to take the litile bays
beeauge the liltle Dblacks had gone

tele-:

rdrawn through into deeper percep-
rtion, adjusted to contacts not only
of the eye and the memory but of
other and far more sensilive cells
and powers?

1 have looked out on the Wiscon-
sin- River flowing at the fool of our
lawn, and the Caledonia Fills cary-
ing the sky-line, and have wondered
if these are as beautiful as; I think
thev are, and how a stranger would
regard them. And now I wonder
whether there is here involved a con-
gideration not of emotion—not of
the group soul of Royce and others
—~—but rather 'of a mnew physies, in=-
timating that love association does
actually unveil properties and per-
haps surfaces unknown to fhe sense
of the ecasual pasgerby,

o

to the funeral. Bt when, in half an
hour, the carriage arrived, it was
drawn hy the little blacks; and when
ghe questioned the driver, she heard:
wywall, the Dblacks was standing
right acrost the streel pulside the
church, hifched to the hearse. B0 1
just went and took out the hlacks
and put in the bays. I says to my-
‘self, ‘The corp won't care.””
' The word  mother has & vcorre-
| spondence- in ‘mature, beyond the
lindividuﬂl and:' beyond the 'posses-
lgive. This word' appears to signify
gome- spirifual condition which is to
the macrocosm what she is to the
human - atom. Maternity is lesa ‘=&
relationiship than an extra-physical
force, to- which shocking violence
his been done by children through
gentimentality, and by mothers
through control.
A Fragragee® ®o 7 0% ]
In this wite it 15 that,'to’ pue Horns.
and hred there, a towneniay be less as
place than a force, less a force thans
a fragrance, Particularly is this truek
of a small-town; as one can' be 11101'-25._

moved by a puppy of one’s own than
by anybody's lion, And  the two®
words  “Portage. Wisconein,” havel
become for me mesmerized as have'
certain words of power in which,
Orientals and others find potency,
words which through immemorial:.
repetition by the devout have be-:
come charged. So these two wards,’
having been written  down by me?
thousands of times,  are for - mer
charged words, and they do S0me-1
thing which the words Vienna, Paris,
Pasadena, and New York canuot ac-'
complish: for such words I have not}
entered upon, nor have they createdf‘
in me their current. b
There is more to this cunditiﬂnﬂ
fhan we suppose. May it not be that}
¢ne born and bred in a town, and}
rooted there by ties, by houses in,
which one has lived, by childhood,
by first school, and by a grave—
may it not be that such a one does
actuzally see that town heightened,
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