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ere’s a formula for conquering stege fright which o sympe-

thetic siranger gave lo a scared bigh scbool valedicrorian

uex 1 was gradusting from high sehool, T was a
mulfmlmmm 'or some
reason—eheer brute , no doubt, and not
becauss of any grace or popularity—I found myself on
the platform during the earth-shaking commencement

exercises with the valedictory speech seething around

in my frightened little head.

Chur class wan ranged along the of the audi-

torium, and down below us in a dizay, blurred sea of
drowning {nces, wers our parents, Among them were
mine, my mother's blessed forefinger still pricked with
the thousands of tiny handstitehes she had put into my
graduating dress, my father spending one of his precious
day's “leave" in order to witness this great event, If
I disgraced them today—as I most likely should—I
eouldn't porsibly forgive myself.
It hud been arrnnged that the four or five of ua dry-
mouthed performere—the closs pre the valedie-
torian, the class poet, and the grind who was to be
given u scholarship at & state university—were to sit
in conspicuous segregation in the center of the stage.
Having to mumble n speech was horror enough, but
having to sit where all could gare upon my plumpness
and the fever blister which had popped out from gheer
terror, was agony unbearable,

To make the whole thing worse, next to me was
an empty chair for the invited speaker who was to de-
liver our Commencement Address. My English teacher
had said firmly that T must chat cordially with him
during the few minutes before the exercises started. Tt
would show the asudience how completely at snse overy-
one was, che said. This, of course, was the final ‘ordeal,
for what could I possibly find to say to some strange
grown-up?

When he came swinging gracefully onto the stage,
while the high school orchestra waa scraping through
“The Blue Danube,"” my ahy despair renched its elimas,
But my English teacher nodded imperstively at me,
#0 I'tmiled deliriously at our speaker and tried to give
a pantomine impression that all was well.

“I'm supposed to talk wittily to you,” I gulped in
o breathless croak, “but . .. but . . . T haven's got n
thing to say . . . I'm just scared to death.”

“I'm scared, too," he said. “1've got & speech
down, but I don't think it's much good, and

“But you don't have to be afreid,"” I

He looked at me , Bot A8 & man

measuring

to sen where help might be given.
fer MARCH, TPAT7

was staring at me, and all my classmates were
open-mouthed, and it was 8 moment which easily
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It is too Iate now for me to tell him of my grati-
tude, But T can pass along his secret to help s
he passed it along to help me, .
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Letter to the World” (below) portrays aipects of

the poer, Emily Dickinion. "Salem Share” (top right)
delimeates the emiclion: of women whose men are af

sea, "Every Sowl is a Circur” (bottons right) reveals

the comic vagarien of which the buman mind i capable
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