“This universe was not conceived in beauty. It
was conceived in tragedy and travail. It evolved,
and continues to be, only in the throes of
desperate struggle. Pain, and ugli-
ness, and brute force rule it.

In the midst of that
continuous hurricane of -
destruction and death &I‘ .
born from time 'uﬁfe s
and women who resolve this
disorder. Th reate another
vision from the fire and dust of ¢
saster. They are poets, and music
and artists. That is their answer to t
ugliness of the world. They do not as} ’
derstood. They do not even ask to be liked. Bui i . ] 3 d -
them we should find the universe an intoferable
They lessen its terrors, and ameliorate; .
of its unanswered and unanswerable questions. Th 7
gallant company. The_yl_ go:sﬁgil;g down the highway: _
the world, and the echoes of their words comfor_E; us w. hen

they have passed.”
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