
An Allegory 

JOHANNES SMITH, known as Joe, was a 
likeable fellow. Having taken a course ai 

an Agricultural College he had, by mixed 
farming and modern methods, turned the wide 
acres inhcrilcd from his father into a valuable 
farm. 

He was lavish in hospitality and liberal in 
giving. He knew his own mind and stated 
his views concisely when occasion offered. 

Owning thousands of sheep, he regarded 
stock theft as Ihe most abhorrent of crimes. 
Farmers, he maintained, cherished their stock 
like pets. Natives sometimes said that their 
stomachs were screaming for meat, but even 
that was no excuse for them to steal. He 
admitted, in a public speech, that most farmers 
agreed that £1 a month was low pay, but the 
workers were always free to move on. 

The time came when, released from a body 
grown infirm, the soul of Joe mounted to the 
sky, 

"Wait!" said an Angel, hovering before the 
heavenly gates. 

"Why?" asked Joe, not accustomed to being 
kept waiting. 

"You arc not yet ready to leave the Earth. 
You must go back." 

"What for?" demanded Joe. 
"To learn compassion.** 
"But I no longer have a body/* said Joe. 

feeling this to be conclusive, for he had left 
instructions that he was to be cremated. 

"Provision has been made," said the Angel. 
"You will be accommodated in the body of 
the next baby to be born to a black labourer 
of yours, if hunger gets past endurance do 
not regard it as an excuse for you to steal." 

The Angel paused and looked benignly upon 
Joe. "Bear in mind that if your family cannot 
manage on £1 a month they will have the 
freedom to move on," — E,H. 
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