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Cap'n Joey's Jazza-Ka-Jazza

"Pears like its been yea's and yea's since YO' seen
'Beulah Lig-ht'. MarsterT' queried the colored man as
the levee lig-hts flickered in the inkiness of the back­
g-round.

"A long- time. Uncle Abe," answered Jackson. His
throat filled and he eased his lung-s in a racking- coug-h.

"That's bad coug-h. Marsa Tack," said the ag-ed servant
soliQitOus1y.! "An' yo' sho' stumbled at the landin'
like as yO' was hurt in the laig-."

Tackson hesitated before answering-. "Yes. Uncle I
goot it-Iung-s and leg-." In an afterthoug-ht. "I've been
comin' a long- ways to g-et home to yoU all."

The passeng-er's throat ag-ain bothered. and when he
spoke his voice trembled with emotion.-

"And Miss Eunice?" he half whispered, playing- over
the syllables. "Is she still at the old place?"

As the old colored man replied. the-hulk of the landing­
separated. itself from the blackness of the towering­
levee. "Yes. Marsa Jack." he answered. but in a note
that rang- falsely. "Missie Eunice been waitin' fo' yo'
all dis time. an' tol' me long- time back to watch fo' yo'
an' when yO' comes to fotch yo'.-An' Marsa Tack, it
sho' been de long-est time." In the pale beam of the levee
lig-ht a g-listening- drop rolled down the old man's cheek.

The skiff edg-ed the landing- of the upstream side.
Uncle Abe. displaying- considerable ag-ility, freed him­
self of the oars and shuffled onto the planks. One hand
under his master's armpit. the ag-ed neg-ro walked him to
the cypress staircase that ran the face of the levee and
was on the point of mounting- the steps when the pas­
seng-er stayed him.

"That's all tonig-ht, Uncle Abe." he said. "I want l
to come home-surprise Eunice-alone." Then to
himself. climbing- with evident weakness and fatig-ue.
"She said I wasn't a man. She said I wasn't a man."

Long- after Tackson had stumbled upward. the ag-ed
servant stood gazing into the night, censuring him-
self :

"An' ah toI' Marsa Jack she was waitin fo' him." he
moaned: "de Lo'd heap dawn cu'ses on rna haid."
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During- the hours until daylig-ht Uncle Abe held his
vig-il. In the early lig'ht of morning- the storm that
threatened broke with intensity, wetting- the old darky
to the skin. But with sunrise the storm ceased, and the
boatman headed for the top of the levee.

As he reached its crown, a brown mocking- bird swish­
ed past and lit on a stretch of unkept lawn that ran back
from the base of the levee. An encircling- platoon of
ag-ed moss-cling'ing- oaks fring-ed the weedy plot and
g-ave way only "where its towering- branches scraped
ag-ainst the white collonades of the old mansion: About
the old house, with its cracked paint and shutters swing-­
ing- awry in the morning- breeze, hovered an aspect that
lisped of better days. But the ag-ed and decrepit build­
ing- broug-ht to the old man reminisences or days when
the Turners and the Rodenwood children thlOng-ed the
place with childish hilarity.

Back of the house the neg-ro saw the ml)dern home of
the plantation master, and beyond, the whitewashed
cabins of the "quarters," outlying the plowed fields and
the sug-ar house. .

In all that expanse Uncle Abe could not locate the
fig-ure of his master. The neg-ro's eyes widened, as
they swept over the heads of the avenne of mag-nolias
to where a whitened vault reared itself above the weeds
and cape jessamines.

With a sob in his throat the ag-ed servant hurried
down the levee slope. At "the foot of the vault lay a
huddled fig-ure. The erstwhile slave fell on his knees,
his arm about his old master, whose wasted fing-ers
clutched a slab of marble. The darky's hand tore at
the bit of cotton shirting- and disclosed a khaki shirt
upon which was pinned a rainbow-colored decoration.
Feverishly he opened the breast buttons and thrust his
hand ·over his master's heart, which now was stilled.

Old Abe reverently loosened the stiffened fing-ers from
the bit of stone that bore the inscription:

"Always waiting- for my.soldier boy."
Not until he had replaced the slab did Uncle Abe look

tw. Eyes dimmed, he g-azed at the val1lt that stood
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there, constructed brick by brick, by the old patriarch
to house the last of the Rodenwoods. Over the dosed
aperture that showed throug-h the coating- of whitewa.sh.
in small, round characters, was chipped:

"EUNICE"
"Ab, reckon," mournfullv drawled the old darkey,

"ah reckon, Missie Eunice, yo' Jack done come home-a
man."

TO LOVERS OF "DIFFERENT KIND OF STORIES

Greenwich Village Nights will form an excellent addition
to any library, in all, twelve literary gems, bound into a neat
volume. The stories of the "different kind," written by Jo Bur-

-ton, from experiences as a soldier-of-fortune in all parts of the
globe. Included in the book will be the best features of the
issues of Jazza-Ka-Jazza. On completion of the lstories in this
publication the book will be sent FREE to all yearly subscribers.

Besides that Cap'n Joey's Jazza-Ka-Jazza is sometimes hard
to find. Try the following receipt:

-Tear Off Here-

I played taps over the enclosed $1.00 in hard earned Ameri­
can coin. Send me "Jazza-Ka-Jazza" for six months trial with
privilege of continuation of subscription. Your "Greenwich Vil­
lage Nights" is to be sent at the close of twelve months subscrip-
fu~~~~~ .

Name (now being used) '" ., .

I
Address (when at home) '" .

Don't delay; Jazza-Ka-Jazza is going like iced mint juleps
in the inferno. You'll think there was a three-mile limit when
you try to get one (as a lot of people thought last month).

Jazza-Ka-Jazza employs no agent$ Qr ~o1icitors. All sub­
~criptipn$ direct tQ Cap'n Joey.
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Write an ending to Greenwich Village Nights, the "different
kind" series now being conducted by Cap'n Joey.

Do it in your own way. Jazza-Ka-Jazza will publish the
conclusion of Greenwich Village Nights. by Cap'n Joey as well
as the best submitted story.

Manuscripts should be of 1500 to 2000 words.

List of prizes and other data will be published III April issue-

Dear Jazz Readers:

§ Following this edition all rum-sellers and flappers will
please write Cap'n Joey instead of dropping in to his. den, for
the simple reason he's going to take a vacation past the three­
mile limit where he can indulge in a liquid theory for the Jazza­
Ka-Jazza which will be jazzier than ever with several innova­
tions.

I have been jazzing a short time :J
I have been cussed and discussed,
Boycotted, talked about, lied about,
Lied to, hung up, held up and robbed
The only reason I am writing
This stuff is to see what the
Hell is going to happen next.

JO. BURTEN.



--

GILDA GRAY

Queen of Jazz at Rendezvous.
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Dance CIa slque

at Cafe' de Paris.

THELMA

Originator South Sea Tsland Dance At Club Dansant.






