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During the hours until daylicht Uncle Abe held his
vigil. In the early light 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
aged moss-clinging oaks fringed the weedy plot and
gave way only where its towering branches scraped
against 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 aOfed and decrepit build-
ing brought to the old man reminisences of davs when
the Turners and the Rodenwood children thr onged the
place with childish hilarity.

Back of the house the negro saw the modern home of
the plantation master, and beyond, the whitewashed
cabins of the “quarters,” outlying the plowed fields and
the sugar house. '

In all that expanse Uncle Abe could not locate the
figure of his master. The negro’s eves widened, as
they swept over the heads of the avenuie of magnolias
to where a whitened vault reared itself above the weeds
and cape jessamines.

With a sob in his throat the aged servant hurried
down the levee slope. At the foot of the vault lay a
huddled figure. The erstwhile slave fell on his knees,
his arm about his old master, whose wasted ﬁngers
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 fingers from
the bit of stone that bore the 1nscr1pt1on

“Alwavys waiting for my soldier boy.

Not until he had replaced the slab did Uncle Abe look
up. Eyes dimmed, he gazed at the vault that stood
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there, constructed brick by brick, by the old patriarch
to house the last of the Rodenwoods. Over the closed
aperture that showed through the coating of whitewash,
in small, round characters, was chipped:
= “EUNICE”

“Ah, reckon,” mournfully 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 stories 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-
tion, FREE to me.

Name (now being used)................ RETT

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 agents or solicitors. All sub-
scriptions direct to 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 in 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 ~

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.
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GILDA' GRAY

Queen of Jazz at Rendezvous.

Photo by Alired Cheney Johnston




in

Dance Classique

MME. PHOEBE!

at Cafe’ "delsBazish

THELMA
Originator South Sea Tsland Dance At Club Dansant.
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Join The New Silhouette Fad.
The

JAZZA-KA-JAZZA MAGAZINES
Will .s\end an enlarged copy of
 The

Daure of the Flappers
On the cover of the March issue, to all readers for
price of one guarter.

The picture is on heavy paper, 8x12 inches ready to be framed
or hung in your room or den, and having Cap’n Joey’s

own signature on the back.
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THE LATEST BROADWAY JAZZ SENSATION

| JAZZA KA-JAZZA -

Lyrics and music by
MARTIN CONROY
Author of the hits, “I Wonder” and “Eyes of Brown.”

| CONROY & RICH
; Music Publishers
1912 Broadway, N. Y. C.







