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BIRTH CONTROL
By Harry Powers Story

SHE LOVED HIM
So

S HE flouted him
And flirted with his friends 

And wrote him horrid notes 
And always arrived late 
When they went out together 
And she broke off their engagement 
Eleven times 
And said
She wouldn’t marry him 
If he were the last man on earth 
And she criticised his cravats 
And his sister
And the way he wore his hair 
And she wouldn’t speak to him 
For days at a time 
And she did everything 
She could do 
To make him miserable

BECAUSE SHE LOVED HIM

HE, LOVED HER 
So

H E hung around 
 And held her hand 

And gave up all his friends 
And sent flowers to her 
Every day
And proposed to her 
Every couple of days 
And dropped his clubs 
And a lot of money 
To her kid brother 
And he neglected his business 
And wrote' sonnets 
About her wonderful eyes 
And dreamed of her 
Every night 

       And he did everything 
He could do 
To make her happy

BECAUSE HE LOVED HER

So they were married and their first 
Baby was a boy with freckles on his 
Nose like his father had—but he had 
All his mother’s good points. . . .

S. S.—viii—1



MERCY
By William Johnson

I SAW on the street a little man bar
gaining with a boy who had three 
or four wretched mice in a cage. 

The boy pocketed a coin and handed 
the cage over to the little man, looking 
as much wonder as he did joy.

The little man took the cage in his 
hands repulsively, holding it well away 
from his body, but smiling a meek, 
glowing pleasure.

Interest and curiosity assailed me, 
and I stopped to study the acquisitor of 
so strange a property. His shoulders 
were stooped, his eyes small and blink
ing, his face unbelievably trusting and 
kind. Benevolence and mercy made 
personality in a figure that without 
them would have been waste clay of 
the potter’s blundering. He was plainly 

  A man who could bear to see no crea- 
ture ,  h owever insignificant, in distress. 
I felt 'that I must know more of the 
processes impelling to an act so un
usual. I laid my hand on his shoulder.

“Pardon my seeming impertinence,” 
I said, “but will you tell me why you 
bought those mice from that boy?”

He seemed a little embarrassed, even 
frightened, as generous souls are apt 
to be when surprised in a kindly act. 
But he was evidently satisfied with his 
scrutiny of my face, for his smile re
turned and he answered:

“I’m going to take them home and 
let them loose in the house. I’ve had 
a number of boys trapping them for 
me.”

I was overcome with emotion. 
“ Beautiful!” I exclaimed. “You ex

tend your sheltering mercy to one of 
earth’s poorest creatures, though its 
presence fills you with disgust. Tell 
me, what prompts you to do this mar
velous, unusual thing.”

His smile glowed with a tender soul
fulness that made it almost beautiful.

“They scare hell out of my wife,” 
he said.

S U N D O W N
By Elizabeth Sharp

O VER the hill the sun, shrouded in sombre haze,
 Droops to the long line of telegraph poles,

A  solemn Capuchin peering over an endless array of crucifixes.

2



THE DEFENSE OF ISAAC SMITH
By E. B. Dewing

PART I

'And if any mischief follow, then thou 
shalt give life for life,

Eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for 
hand, foot for foot,

Burning for burning, wound for wound, 
stripe for stripe.—Ex. XXI. 23-5.

I

BUT the young men don’t believe 
that any more, and even if they did 
it might not help me now. Yet my 

own life is little enough to give, they’re 
welcome to whatever of it they can 
take. I . am an old man sitting in a 
prison cell, with a door barred to a 
cemented passage-way, and I wait the 
judgment of the young men about me. 
For the world now is a world of young 
men. In comparison with them I some
times mistrust myself.

My father was a Jew, my mother a 
Yankee. My name is Isaac Smith, and 
my store still displays the choicest stock 
of ornamental antiques to be seen on 
the Avenue. For sixty years I have 
upheld the law, overcome my circum
stantial shortcomings, attained to 
wealth and power and respect. Is my 
accomplishment any the less true be
cause Jim Paradis has gone where he 
may be suitably punished for his sins? 
Can one moment of living change the 
whole substance of a man—a moment 
in the balance against sixty years? I 
keep thinking in terms of decency, 
standing as though my weight were on 
the side of precept.

These pages may be taken as you

please—a confession or a defense. 
Whatever they are, they have not the 
approval of my lawyers. I have al
ready confessed to the bare fact of 
murder, beyond that I am warned to be 
silent. Mr. Wolfe has a very legal hor
ror of the written word, Mr. Davis an 
equally legal sense of its importance.

The date of my trial is already set, 
my trial for the killing of my daugh
ter Mary’s husband. He and I were 
coming home from her funeral, we 
were in my car, driven by my chauf
feur. The chauffeur drove to my house, 
stopped, alighted and opened the car 
door for us. Jim Paradis fell for
ward into his arms. There was a bul
let through Paradis’ head and another 
through his heart, and he must have 
gone the last of his journey alone, for 
I arrived an hour later, all wet and 
muddy from the spring weather. The 
chauffeur, Tom Farlie, is under arrest, 
charged with being my accomplice, but 
he had nothing whatever to do with the 
shooting of Paradis. I must make that 
clear, at the same time I am aware of 
being in a position in which my word 
counts for little.

Paradis sat in the front church pew 
with Mary’s sisters and with me, and 
Mary lay in her coffin. White and cold 
and hard she lay. I hope never again 
to suffer the scent of flowers. Paradis’ 

-head was bent in prayer and he shed 
his crocodile tears. As he passed out, 
unseeing but not unseen, a woman whis
pered, what a handsome man I A flick
er showed he heard. I remember him 
at the church door putting on a light 
overcoat over his new black clothes.

3



4 THE DEFENSE OF ISAAC SMITH

My daughters and their husbands, his 
brother, and he and I together, went 
to the cemetery. It was while return
ing from the cemetery that he met his 
death. He was a handsome man, even 
as his admirer had said. I try to judge 
him without prejudice, try to give his 
physical superiority its due. . . .

He was a coward and a liar, he was 
egotistical and self-indulgent, he was 
avaricious and dishonest, he was mean, 
he was narrow. I wouldn’t have 
trusted him with the most trumpery 
gewgaw in my front window, and yet 
was forced to trust him with that which 
has proved more precious to me than 
life itself. He was of a type who re
ceive the best attention in restaurants 
and railway stations. He was followed 
by a rather cloudy collection of stories, 
most of them uncorroborated, and then 
there were always his debts. I think 
if he were in hell he would owe the 
devil for coal. There were his debts 
and his looks and the thing which was, 
after all, the most noticeable thing 
about him—the remarkable co-ordina
tion which existed between his motive 
forces and his muscles. He moved 
quickly and easily, he trod lightly on 
the balls of his feet, he had a natural 
balance generally confined to pugilists, 
circus performers and professional dan
cers. I recall him walking down the 
aisle of a Pullman car, the train was 
making about fifty miles an hour, the 
road-bed was none too smooth. One 
imagines a jungle animal picking a si
lent path over the brittleness of last 
year’s twigs. Paradis went his way 
without a clutch or a lurch, the only 
other man who could have managed 
it as he did was the Pullman 
porter.

I admire savagery. I am a firm be
liever in the efficacy of the brute. As 
a man, I myself am insignificant, but 
in my dreams I grapple lions and ride 
in vizored state through conquered 
cities. I have an oriental taste for pa
geantry, and have succeeded as a mer
chant because I love the merchandise 
I buy and sell, love glitter and rich

ness, bow before the trappings of the 
great. And all the more, because of 
this, do I despise the savage who has 
degenerated through an ill-digested 
contact with civilization. Nobody will 
ever know, I think, how I despised Jim 
Paradis—quite apart from any per
sonal or individual reasons for hate. 
They won’t know, because I am un
able to tell them. Let us forget what 
I’ve failed to say. Sufficient that he 
was handsome and active. But so is a 
wolf hound, or a Hawaiian swimmer, or 
an eagle, or a snake twining upon a 
rock. He was blond and showed his 
teeth, he had a smile in a frowning 
face. For any further information, 
however, one might better have asked 
his wife. And he would have been 
glad at this inquiry, for he was the 
vainest man that ever lived.

He would have accepted even the 
ambiguous tribute of these pages with 
a degree of fortitude—better a cele
bration of his lacks than that he should 
go forever unsung. I beg his pardon 
for my own. I apologize for the poor 
quality of the paper to be bought here 
in jail — there is a rule against hav
ing such commodities sent in—and the 
pencils, which are execrable. Perhaps 
Paradis wouldn’t think any of it was 
good enough, but it might be pointed 
out to him that many of these deficien
cies—even my own—are in a measure 
his fault.

It has always been my wish to write 
a book, but without him it would have 
been a very different sort of thing from 
this. It would have dealt with the 
softer metals, silver and gold rather 
than the iron of prison bars. It would 
have been something with which pleas
antly to possess my declining years and 
perhaps convey a little of their wis
dom—pass it on to an unbelieving 
world—a world which treats of trade 
in terms of scorn. It would have been 
a crown to all my labors. And what 
sort of a crown is this? A  confession 
of crime, a defense of it, an account 
of certain matters which are not alto
gether of this earth. . . .
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II

P e r h a p s  my earliest memories 
should have first place. There was my 
New England mother and my foreign- 
born father, my school, my father’s 
shop, my evenings of reading. I was 
finally taken out of school and set to 
work under a cameo cutter. I was an 
errand boy and then an under clerk 
at an oriental rug dealer’s. You know 
the kind of young man I must have 
been, pale and small and dark—help
ing to unroll great figured carpets, writ
ing down addresses on a convenient 
pad, presenting a bill politely, disap
pointing a customer with tact, not above 
taking a message or rubbing a table. 
Polish—that was it—it quickly grew 
into something deeper than a thing of 
table tops—something ingrained. It’s 
the earmark of our calling—I never 
knew a successful shopkeeper without 
it. It’s the thing which takes the place 
of being a gentleman.

I was spending a vacation with my 
mother’s people when I met the wom
an whom I afterwards married. She 
was above me socially, slightly my elder 
and she taught school. But I had a 
highly developed instinct for the genu
ine as against the counterfeit. I was a 
strange, pale, fervid young man, only 
half a Jew, and my courtship pros
pered. My marriage helped me. 
There were lean years and years not so 
lean and at last the reaping of my re
ward. I moved to Fifth Avenue, 
though I was doing very well on 
Fourth; I profited and turned my prof
its' back. Many’s the time I’ve sent 
abroad to please a customer—sent 
abroad no further than my storehouse 
loft. God forgive me now! I could 
afford to hold exorbitantly my few fine 
pieces, depending for the daily bread 
and butter of my upkeep on goods of a 
second grade. But I must be pardoned 
this talk of the store — pardoned be 
cause the store is the only thing I am 
leaving behind me which I care very 
much about.

My wife is dead, my daughter, Mary 
is dead; for my two surviving daugh

ters I care, but not in that way. It was 
for their sake Mar.y sacrificed her 
proper youth. When my wife died 
Mary was a little girl—she was obliged 
to fill her mother’s place and succeeded 
remarkably in doing so. She had a 
quite unchildish sense of responsibility. 
She watched over her sisters, tended 
them, struggled with them, and it must 
be admitted they were a credit to her 
pains. Beauties, she turned them out, 
their natural looks enhanced by a per
fection of condition, and — what was 
yet more extraordinary — great social 
successes. Angels could have done no 
more.

Mary had a sense of values which is 
only bom—that and the capacity of en
during boredom, a capacity commer
cially developed into the third genera
tion. She had, too, something of the 
precision of her New England ances
tors. A  spot upon her linen or her 
conscience troubled her equally. It 
may have been in part an explanation 
of our worldly rise that in this age of 
carelessness Mary could remain un
compromising. Three-fourths Yankee, 
my children are, and one-fourth o f the 
race supposed to abjure pork. Physic
ally unmarked by the Orient, mentally 
—in Mary’s case at least—I am not so 
sure. There was our house, which 
Mary kept. I used to think of Mary 
as living in a house three-fourths wall 
and one-fourth open door.

However, it is only fair to admit 
Mary’s own satisfaction with what she 
did, and one must imagine this satis
faction going hand in hand with her 
self-abnegation and control. There 
were problems constantly presented. 
There was the high spirit of my daugh
ter Dawn, inclined to recklessness, and 
there was the slow obstinacy of my 
daughter Lily. But it must be remem
bered that our name might have been 
Jacobson. My father’s name was Ja
cobson and when he married my mother 
he had it legally changed to hers.

Lily finally married Aubrey Vie, a 
young man of wealth and fashion who 
has gone in for art. He paints por
traits and finds in Lily a fitting subject.
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He says his wife has inspired him, but 
it seems to me she hasn’t inspired him 
enough. She is pale like an early 
Florentine, tinted ivory and gold come 
alive—he misses all of it. Apart from 
his painting, I like Aubrey. Dawn, my 
youngest child, who conferred upon us 
the honor of marrying the son of Philip 
Lydekoop, is beautiful in a less gaze- 
widening way. She is roseate as her 
name, slender and sharp, and with eyes 
like the blue smoke from campfires at 
noon. Her marriage was the crowning 
glory of Mary’s career. Dawn had so 
many opportunities to do worse. I 
should never have conceived of her as 
occupied with problems of State, sit
ting upon platforms at political meet
ings, the champion of Causes, the 
stanch ally of Reforms. But Mary had 
a vision which I lack.

If she had done only half as well for 
herself as for her sisters she would 
have saved a vast amount of human 
pain. But what she did for them was 
done through the practical side of her 
nature, as a reasonable, reasoning be
ing. She looked on coldly, judged 
wisely and brought about cleverly. 
What she did for herself she did step
ping out through the open door of the 
house in which she lived, stepping out, 
stepping down. And yet Mary was 
hard. I think her very eagerness was 
part of her hardness. The soft, the 
tender, are heedful where they step, 
they look to their feet. I desire to treat 
her fairly, not to invest her—falsely— 
with the raiment of a martyr. She had 
been of necessity impersonal, had taken 
her pleasure, in a manner vicariously, 
•through success. And then there came 
a time when success was not enough. 
All her denials, all her calculations, 
were so many forces pushing her for
ward into the hands—the arms—of 
Paradis.

But at that he could never have been 
worth to her the price she paid for him 
—not even at the first. She married 
Paradis, giving him this power of mar
riage, and why? I think my daughter 
Mary should have been a man. She 
was methodical, she was accurate, she

had the sort of mind which takes natu
rally to lists and indexes and ledgers, 
and an executive intelligence of no 
mean order. That is to say, she would 
have graced manhood. If she had been 
a man I should have taken her into the 
store. If Mary had been a man, Para
dis would have been an incident.

Paradis was a figure on the outer 
fringe of the circle in which Mary’s 
wisdom had placed us. He had a gen
eral connection with finance and a posi
tion with a firm of mine promoters. I 
looked up his record as well as I could 
and unearthed some vaguely unsavory 
bits. His employers, the mine promo
ters, refused to commit themselves. I 
gathered together a number of unpaid 
bills. I blame myself for not having 
gone into all these matters more fully, 
but Mary was unmoved, whatever I 
discovered. It seemed to her outside 
the question.

If Paradis had been a lounger on a 
street corner and Mary had seen him, 
she would have stopped and brought 
him in—brushed him and dressed him, 
fed him if needs be, and presented him 
as her choice. And if, half way, she 
had repented of her ardor, he would 
have fumed and postured and beaten 
his breast, and she would have mis
taken his mouthing for undying love 
and brought him all the way. I may 
have done him scant justice. The door 
of Mary’s house was open wide when 
she walked out. And the sun was shi
ning and the birds were singing and 
at night the moonlight was lying white 
upon the grass. The surf was striking 
on shore, the summer winds were 
breathing through the trees, the great 
plains lay flat to the dust. But at that, 
was it worth what it has cost? Mary 
has paid with her life—perhaps I shall 
with mine.

Though my lawyers tell me this is 
hardly likely. They think themselves 
clever enough to save me from murder 
in the first degree. Perhaps I shall have 
a term of years, perhaps escape alto
gether—be saved from the conse
quences of my act, turning back the 
hands of the clock. They tap their fin
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gers to their brows, whether to point 
their own intellect or my lack of it, I 
am not sure. They tell me not to dis
cuss the legal aspects of my case) They 
may rest at ease, I am only too glad 
to get away from the activities of the 
District Attorney’s office. They speak 
lightly of their term of years. You 
would think prison summer resort 
or a club, and as the legal experience 
of prison is possibly greater than mine, 
I shall have to take their word.

My present abode may not be a good 
example—yet even here I have advan
tages which I must make the best of, 
while I may. Here there is a courteous 
doubt o f guilt—a doubt which money 
has power to resolve into a very gen
eral politeness. In the prison of their 
term of years there will be no doubt. 
But even here I can sense what that 
other prison would be like—the cumu
lative effect of the close walls and the 
barred doors. I am assailed at times 
by the cringing fear of an old man 
afraid of pain, afraid of hardship, 
afraid of the unknown. And then I 
think of Mary, and am brave.

She was brave. But then she was 
young. Mary’s prison wasn’t of stone 
and iron—gold, rather—her keeper 
didn’t wear guard’s clothes. Her sen- 
tence was a penalty pronounced, not 
for crime, not for death—for life. And 
then she found what she had thought 
was life wasn’t life at all. For me the 
great key will turn the lock in the gate, 
and the gate will remain closed. I 
hope I am what I am through choice 
and “ not through dread,” as Kipling 
says. She wasn’t what she had be
come through choice. For her the key 
had turned, the sunlit sky was gone.

I remember her so well in the years 
before her marriage. There was about 
her a sort of surface stiffness, a pre
cision, as I have said, too exacting for 
a lazy generation, and then an oriental 
suavity superimposed on that which 
seemed to make her formidable. If my 
youngest daughter had eyes like the 
blue smoke from campfires, my eldest 
had eyes from blue to gray—the smoke 
that curls to heaven mixed with the

leaping flame. In the years after her 
marriage they didn’t hold flame. They 
were like eyes that had died in her face. 
But there was her stiffness and her 
suavity to the last. If Paradis had been 
an incident I wonder if the incident 
would have killed her?

In this age of hard metals there is 
something called scrap-iron—old pieces 
of wrought or cast iron, old or refuse 
steel. And so, when mechanical struc
tures have outlived their usefulness, 
they become scrap. There is always a 
certain scandal in high places when 
battleships or buildings or other of the 
more important objects are scrapped be
fore this period of outlived usefulness 
has been reached. It’s the way I feel 
about my daughter. She was an ex
ceedingly precious, finely adjusted piece 
of mechanism and she was thrown to 
one side as though she had been worth
less. I refer to the general conse
quences of her marriage quite as much 
as I do to the mere fact of her death.

With a garland of straw I will crown 
thee, dear love,

I  will marry thee with a rush ring—

Paradis was singing in a coarse, light 
voice and the lamps of the music-room 
shining yellow through their silken 
shades. But a rush ring wouldn’t have 
bound her. Don’t misunderstand— 
marriage is not the thing to be opposed, 
only the marriage of Paradis and Mary, 
and a world which—having bred a man 
like Paradis—then permits him to live 
upon its surface.

When he didn’t like a thing, and 
there were many things he didn’t like, 
he used to tell his wife so in ways de
nied to civilized man. But he never 
took into account the things she didn’t 
like, and there must have been a num
ber of those—towards the end perhaps 
those didn’t matter. I only know the 
outer edges, what little I have chanced 
on and been told, and in my recital of 
even these I shall endeavor to respect 
tradition—in our present advanced civ
ilization there are things which hardly 
bear the written word. Yet I have rea
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son to believe certain facts—facts 
which I must here set down. I know 
that Mary’s death was the direct result 
of the premature birth of a child. And 
there I have reason to affix the blame.

“Thou shalt give life for life, eye 
for eye—”

Mary’s eyes were dead in her face, 
they were like lead, they were like lead 
bullets which had wrought in death and 
been washed clean in blood. Mary’s 
mouth was soft, as though the will in 
it were gone. Mary’s head, held high 
and straight, was like a mask, a mask 
held up by children on the end of a 
stick. Through her marriage she was 
dead to me and now that her marriage 
is broken in death she is alive once 
more. It was given to me to watch 
her spiritual dissolution; I feel that 
now her spirit lives again. It may be 
an existence unrecognized by law 
courts, I only know I can hear her 
voice calling me. Sometimes I hear 
her voice, sometimes her laugh, I can 
hear the rustle of the papers on her 
desk, I can hear her talking with the 
secretary who used to come to her in 
the mornings and help her with her 
letters and the business of our big 
house. Sometimes I can hear her step 
on the great carpeted stair. Only the 
guard passing the door.

III
T h e r e  was the music-room, softly 

lighted, and Paradis with his song:

Thy fro-osen hea-art shall melt at my 
love,

So tender-erly shall I sing.

Her frozen heart had melted at a far 
hotter fire than love. She was stunned, 
fettered, helpless to protest almost be
fore she knew the need of protest. She 
was shocked into non-resistance. A 
love-marriage, hers was called. It is 
said that love is near to hate—at least 
love may turn with hate, as silver 
blackens with sulphur. I’ve often 
thought the end must have seemed long 
in coming.

I remember Paradis standing at the

foot of his wife’s bed—he was scared 
if ever a man was scared—and I re
member the shabby, somewhat puzzled, 
and yet evasive little doctor whom Par
adis had called in. Between them, I 
made out the word hemorrhage. It 
seemed that Mary had been ill for sev
eral days. Paradis had sent for me be
cause he didn’t know what else to do— 
I, obeying the summons, was utterly un
prepared for what I found. I was as 
much dazed as Mary herself ever had 
been. 

“A great pity,” the doctor was say
ing, “a great pity—” and clasping shut 
a large instrument case. “ Mrs. Paradis 
fell,” he explained to me, “and of 
course in her condition a fall is a se
rious matter. But we hope for the best 
—that is to say, we hope the results 
will be no more serious than they have 
been already.”

Mary was supposed to be asleep. 
The doctor’s voice trailed off a little as 
he became aware that she had waked.

She lay there, looking at us, from 
one to the other, and there was that in 
her face which hadn’t been in it for a. 
long time—a surety, a knowledge, al
most a look of triumph, and her lips 
were smiling. She lay in a tumbled 
bed in a disordered room. All about 
her was an ill-kept luxury, objects of 
ornament, of ease, grown ugly from 
misuse. There were stains and dust, 
the aimless confusion to be found in 
the litter of a savage camp, nowhere 
evidence of the exquisite austerity of 
Mary’s natural habitat. But it was 
Paradis’ room, not hers, it was from 
his pillows she looked up and in a voice 
subdued by him she spoke: “ So you
hope for the best, do you, doctor? 
What is your idea of what the best 
would be?”

Both the men were at her side. “You 
mustn’t talk—absolute quiet—”

Her whole face was smiling now, 
and through her pallor glints played.

“ That’s what I think of quiet,’ she 
said, and as Paradis bent to her she 
raised her hand and struck him with 
the back of it full in the mouth. “Good
bye, and good luck!”
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Her last word turned harsh and she 
died.

Paradis may have given back a part 
of his price then, with the doctor and 
myself standing beside him and seeing 
the hate in his wife’s face.

The doctor was quick to give it a 
name.

“ Delirium—under the circumstances, 
a perfectly normal reaction.”

“What circumstances?” I ask£d.
It was put to me more fully what it 

was that had happened—or at least 
what the result had been.

“ It was a pity to lose them both,” 
the doctor concluded. Our lucidity was 
over and we turned to the immediate 
duties which death had imposed.

If I had that day to live again, I 
might not be where I am now and Par
adis might be here in my stead. I am 
taking his punishment—and why? It’s 
a question I shall never cease from 
asking. It is easy to look back coldly, 
though never so easy at the time. My - 
daughter was dead, my son-in-law 
manifestly in fear.

“Mrs. Paradis fell,” the doctor re
peated. “ She fell and struck a chair— 
the injuries "she sustained—”

He drew back the bed covering and 
exposed the outworn body all bruised 
and discolored.

He, who had seen so much of shame, 
shouldn’t have seen that, too—giving 
me, as they looked, a quick, sidewise 
glance to observe the extent of my own 
observation—he shouldn’t have been so 
near. Mary had been profaned enough. 
The doctor knew as well as I knew 
that there had been no fall. One disas
ter had followed another, the loss of 
the child, a hemorrhage carelessly 
stemmed, a blood in no condition to ac
cept carelessness.

“ If I had been called sooner,” the 
doctor told Paradis, “ I might have been 
able to prevent your wife’s death.”

The air cleared for the word of truth.
“I didn’t know,” said Paradis, and 

turned away.
It was one of the few times I ever 

recall being sorry for him. Fear had 
taken away his ordinary volubility, his

bravado, his peculiar groundless inso
lence. Paradis had said he didn’t 
know, and it was true. He groped. A 
little more and he would have grovelled. 
If he had broken—and he was too 
much afraid to break—or if he had be
come conspicuous in his grief, I might 
have gone out and summoned the po
lice. As it was I found myself cu
riously helpless except along the most 
obvious lines. I settled with the fright
ened servant I found weeping in the 
kitchen, I gave five dollars to the su
perintendent of the apartment building, 
I functioned as I say, and yet felt a 
good deal as a man might feel who was 
beheaded and still lived.

The doctor, also, had work. There 
was the business of the undertakers, 
the death certificate, I believe other 
matters. He had been well paid—paid 
from Mary’s purse open on the table— 
and his whole desire was to do what 
he had to do and leave. He was in fear 
as well as Paradis was— fear of being 
drawn into complications of which one 
suspected him of an unhealthy experi
ence. He was furtive, he was hasty, 
though he fought against the appear
ance of either furtiveness or haste. I 
thanked him briefly, and because of his 
fear, I think, he had a tendency to pro
long the interview. I remember him 
almost sociable and chatty.

In my house there was a stir such 
as there hadn’t been in a long time. 
Dawn and Lily hovered about in crisp 
and, it seemed to me, unsuitably fash
ionable mourning. There was a con
stant subdued murmur, a passing and 
repassing, and the room—ordered and 
dim—where Mary lay. She had been 
brought home as a person might be 
from an accident, but now she lay in 
a sort of state, there were flowers on 
either side. I had always tried to keep 
her room as she had left it, the silver, 
the mahogany, the straight, white- 
banded curtains. I had always held in 
my heart the chance of her return. But 
not like this.

And hour by hour Paradis gained 
back his confidence. He grew to a re
spect for his wife he never had had be
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fore; she had at her command, even in 
death, a decency, a solid Fifth Avenue 
worth, which was used to guard him— 
it was not for him to ask why. No 
need now for shabby practitioners. 
There is a fable which concerns the 
wind and the sun. Both claim suprem
acy. A man in a heavy cloak walks by. 
The wind shakes the cloak and tears it 
and the man wraps it more closely 
about him. The sun merely smiles and 
the cloak is cast away.

The upholstering in my library 
sprang a little under Paradis’ weight. 
I remember him critically fingering my 
choice of volumes—he was at home as 
I could never have been in another 
man’s house—but what was Mary’s was 
his. Three days, he was allowed, to 
the day of Mary’s funeral. I wonder 
what he thought of in those days of 
grace? Mary had wished him luck. 
Did he ever think she had put a curse 
upon him with her luck? I should be 
willing to believe he feared the dark 
because of the unseen shapes it har
bored, and the light on account of the 
images it showed. He started at the 
opening of a door, he held himself 
tense at the ringing of a bell. But 
hour by hour his fears left him, as I 
have said. I suppose I was grossly in
adequate to the situation. Too late, I 
desired to protect her who, in her ear
lier years at least, had always been so 
well able to protect herself. I remem
ber the little line of concentration on 
Mary’s brow—the wonder of her com
petence, even as a child. It was she 
who had chosen the covering for the 
furniture with which Paradis made 
himself so free. Mary would have been 
as fine in the period immediately fol
lowing her death as I myself fell short. 
I have said her spirit lives again—that 
is true—but one cannot expect of the 
spirit the consistence to be demanded 
of the flesh.

There was Paradis in the front 
church pew, Paradis standing at his 
wife’s grave. The rain beat down upon 
his sleek bent head. His eyes couldn’t 
leave the lowering coffin. I felt for him 
a twinge of pity, echo of the pity I had

felt for him before. He stood to one 
side while I stepped wearily into my 
car and sat down, hunched a little, in 
the far corner.

“ Get in,” I said to him, “get in. I ’ll 
take you back to town.”

I might as well carry it through— 
there was no need of imposing him 
upon my family.

The Lydekoop car waited for us to 
start first. We passed it, waiting, on 
the narrow road within the cemetery 
grounds, and I could see Lily’s beauti
ful veiled head and the brightness o f 
Dawn at the window. It was a dis
tance of some twenty-five miles into 
the city, the roads were wet, and to 
reach the Harlem River Bridge took 
the better part of an hour. Lydekoop 
had waited for us, but after a while he 
went ahead, his man took chances with 
the mud, Eydekoop was always in a 
hurry.. I knew my daughters planned 
to leave him at a convenient subway 
station in order that he might continue 
his journey even more quickly. They 
were to drop Vie at his studio and then 
come over dutifully to be with me. 
This at least was their plan, which to 
this point they fulfilled. They arrived 
in time to see the butler and the chauf
feur carrying Jim Paradis up the steps.

I remember later their stricken faces 
— stricken as mere death could 
never do.

“ Father—oh, father! We none of 
us liked him, but how could you? Tell 
us you didn’t—that it’s all a horrible 
mistake . . . ”

I sometimes think my crime against 
them was greater than my crime against 
him. It was my hand that shot him, 
shot him with the pocket pistol which 
I, as a jeweller, carry; but it was my 
hand, also, that tore down the fine, close 
fabric of social ease, public respect and 
good opinion which it had taken three 
generations to weave. If he deserved 
punishment there were those appointed 
by the law to punish. Why should I 
constitute myself his executioner?

I have put questions and I haven’t 
answered them. You must bear with 
me. Bear with me as my daughters
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bear. Their smart, crisp draperies 
rustle, their polished heels tap. 
Through the wire screening which di
vides us they look at me, half sorrow
ing and only half accusing. I feel a 
shame at their having to soil their dain
tiness and brush their bloom, to run the 
gauntlet of eyes accustomed to lesser 
sights. They are given a number and 
are escorted to a numbered room. I 
have the same number and am taken 
to my side of the same room. The 
screen is between. There is no passing 
of blocks of cells, no real penetration 
into the depths of the prison— for this 
much I am thankful. They tell me that 
in the entrance hall there are benches 
where those who are waiting may sit.

“Emigrants,” says Dawn, “women 
with shawls over their heads and men 
without collars—”

She means other visitors, who, like 
themselves, have come to see their kin.

All the guards, wardens, keepers, 
prison employees have a certain look. 
It is something in the eyes and the hang 
of the head, a kind of tempered reck
lessness, a complete immunity against 
surprise. Newspaper reporters have it, 
sometimes, or barkeepers, or head- 
waiters. It is—I think—a disillusion
ment with humanity at large. But the 
men about a prison are not content to 
stop at that; they must take on a color 
of their surroundings, the gray of stone 
rather than the red and white of life. 
And Dawn and Lily coming in among 
these, Dawn and Lily, with their warm, 
soft tones, their loveliness, the aura of 
their youth which they have never lost 
—it isn’t congruous, it’s part of the ter
rible nightmare strangeness which sur
rounds us. I often wish I had shot 
myself as well as Paradis—shot myself 
and hadn’t balked. I don’t know how 
I am going to get through the mere 
waiting. And I dream at night that 
these walls close in.

IV

T h e  chauffeur, Tom Farlie, has been 
released, the evidence against him be
ing insufficient to hold him. I am glad

of that; he was always a good boy, 
courteous and alert. But my interest 
in him is purely friendly—I am under 
no obligations of a more sinister na
ture. Of course the question might be 
raised of how it was he heard ho shots. 
I offer the rather belated explanation 
that he wasn’t with me all the time— 
he wasn’t in the car. Once Farlie was 
down the road picking up a glove which 
I had dropped from the window, and, 
again, he was buying some sandwiches 
at a convenient inn. After both these 
expeditions he returned to find nothing 
obviously wrong. Paradis was silent— 
Farlie noticed that—and his coat collar 
up, his hat down. I looked tired—as 
was natural enough. When we reached 
the obstructions of city traffic there 
was occasion to stop several times— 
this would have given me my chance to 
slip away and he wouldn’t have known 
that either. It’s plain enough when it 
was that Paradis was killed, and that 
when Farlie returned to observe noth
ing wrong he must have been looking 
at a dead man. There was no further 
opportunity for scrutiny, as the glass 
behind the driver’s seat was curtained.

Paradis’ coat collar was still up and 
his hat down when he fell forward into 
Farlie’s arms at my house door. His 
wounds were staunched with handker
chiefs, there were no signs of struggle. 
I must have been prepared, have had at 
least the beginning of a plan—all of 
which is against any legal clemency. 
I was no murderer killing in the heat 
of passion. The handkerchiefs, bound 
with a meticulous care, almost a wom
an’s touch, and the arrangement of my 
victim’s body—inconspicuous with its 
back to the light—and later its rear
rangement to fall forward through the 
opening door, the door next the curb 
by my house—all this bespeaks a full 
appreciation of what the situation was. 
So far, my defenders have little to en
courage them, they may tap their brows 
as they choose.

But the sky clears. The effect of 
my care is set at nought by my return. 
I had so carefully prepared the way for 
leaving, had left—had left behind me
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the bomb of mystery and shock. And 
then I had come back as casually as 
from an afternoon’s stroll. Why all 
this pains, this additional and grisly 
labor, for nothing ?

Somewhere my plan had broken. I 
didn’t intend to come back any more 
than I had intended to shoot Jim Para
dis. I was going to a hotel—prefer
ring that to my immediate proximity. 
I should have registered under my own 
name, been shown to my room, locked 
the door, written a note and then shot 
one of my remaining cartridges. But 
I found I wasn’t ready to die. I got 
as far as a hotel desk, a hotel where I 
wasn’t known. The clerk took in the 
quality of my clothes. “Room and 
bath, sir? Nice room and bath for six 
dollars on the third floor.”

“Yes, that will do—” And then I 
turned on my heel. I felt the eye of 
the clerk upon me as I went out.

Outside I paused.
“Taxi, sir?” said the starter.
“ N o!” I vociferated, and walked in 

the direction of my house at the other 
end of town.

I wandered forth through the spring 
rain. I went by way of the park and 
I remember sitting down on a bench 
and watching some thirsty sparrows at 
a puddle. I desired the smell of the 
earth as I hadn’t desired it since youth.

Spring was in the air, a sense of 
growth and life, a warmth to drive 
away the colds of winter. The ground 
was alive underneath my feet, the bare 
trees—washed by rain—showed along 
black branches the first traceries of 
green coming out through breaking 
bark. As we grow older the changes 
of nature no longer affect us. The 
morning comes, the night falls, the sea
sons wax and wane. But we build our
selves houses and fires, wear clothing 
suitable to the weather, and hardly 
turn in our pursuit. In youth nature 
rises us, she brings to our subjugation 
all her arts, smiles at us, laughs, ca
resses. In age she has no further use, 
she throws us off as the dead leaves 
are cast by the trees, we do what we 
do without her aid or hindrance, our

independence at once the reward and 
the penalty of years. But a penalty 
which without years we should never 
be made to pay.

It was one of the counts I had against 
Paradis that Mary was old before her 
time. Her staring sight had no care to 
observe the greens of spring nor the 
snows of winter, her senses were dull 
wind and rain. At her age, spring 
still swayed me—still was more to me 
than a mere imaginative afterglow. 
The needs of youth are met and lessen, 
and then age comes.

I remember myself as a boy, spend
ing my Sundays in the country, and 
lying in the grass, pulling at the tiny 
roots, crushing them in my hands. It’s 
many springs since I have lain upon the 
grass. We are supposed to forget, but 
I find I have not forgotten. Through 
my prison pallor I color at the way in 
which I am carried back. Yet I was 
a good boy as boys go, boys in a big 
city, successful young merchants with 
manners and wisdom and a few dollars 
jingling in their pockets. But the dol
lars weren’t enough. Many things I 
could afford I didn’t want—didn’t want 
enough, that is, to sacrifice my pride— 
there was a constant balance between 
my pride and my desire.

I don’t know what Mary’s mother 
ever could have found in me. It must 
have been the riddle—or the answer to 
it—proposed by the Sphynx. She took 
me, a raw boy in spite of my finish 
and my polish, and she made a man of 
me. I think I have said she taught 
school. She was better looking than 
this fact implies. My immediate and 
marked devotion occasioned her neither 
alarm nor surprise. I remember a part
ing at her garden gate, and finding my
self with her hand in mine. It was a 
strong, square-fingered hand, not even 
very feminine, but white and well kept. 
I looked at it in mine and then I raised 
it to my lips, which piece of imperti
nence elicited from her no response, 
either of acquiescence or of anger. I 
became aware then—as I walked away 
—that she was the woman for whom I 
had been waiting.
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But I ’m telling now of spring, and of 
my last hour under the sky. I sat on 
the park bench, and nature—in whose 
affairs I had been meddling—bared her 
breast to me, showed me her glories. 
The rain stopped, the wind rose, the 
sun peered through hurrying steeps of 
cloud, the man-made stone of curving 
walks reflected prisms beneath my feet 
as at last I made my way onward.

For an hour I was on such terms 
with nature as I hadn’t known in a lon
ger time than I should care to say. I 
—a little man in a damp overcoat and 
a ruined silk hat, a little man with 
a carefully trimmed gray mustache 
and gold-mounted eyeglasses—I should 
have walked like Hercules with a for
est tree uprooted for a cane, I should 
have been clad in a lion’s skin and 
crowned with poplar leaves. Hercules, 
too, had killed. He murdered his chil
dren and his enemies, he murdered 
those who had once been his enemies 
and those who might become so, And 
in the end he died for his Sins, and 
what of him was immortal was raised 
to heaven in thunder and smoke. Death 
was everywhere — Mary’s body — not 
her spirit—under the newly spaded 
earth, and Paradis with my bullets in 
head and heart—death and the glorious 
spring. I went to my house and the 
door was opened at my coming. 
Strange men commanded my privacies, 
men with small heads and broad shoul
ders, men who walked lightly and 
quickly on the balls of their feet, even 
as had walked Paradis himself.

PART TWO

Then a spirit passed before my face;
the hair of my head stood up;

It stood still, but I could not discern 
the form thereof: an image was 
before mine eyes—

J ob  IV., 15-16.
I

Jo b  with his images—me with mine. 
I find in the Bible human experience 
paralleling much with which I myself 
have struggled. I read verse after

verse without having to make any men
tal readjustments whatsoever. Some
thing deep, something racial out of the 
past, is stirred within me. Here I am 
nearer to a belief in God than ever I 
was in church or tabernacle, The 
words o f the prophets have meat of a 
quality not to be found in that bought 
through the prison restaurant. There 
is wisdom. For the purposes of this 
narrative I need wisdom. You must 
figure me here, overtaken by disaster, 
trying—against odds—to articulate the 
truth.

I sometimes think that truth is not 
the noble companion of justice and of 
right she is so generally credited with 
being, but a jade, who lures us and es
capes us. She leads us by devious 
ways, she shuts a gate directly in our 
path. Tell the truth, we are taught— 
yes, in so far as we can decipher it. 
I flounder in pursuit of the truth, I 
gasp for breath as the pace quickens. 
I tell my story as I can. There are 
matters I feel I have not made suffi
ciently clear. I wish to emphasize the 
extraordinary culmination of my own 
feeling and my daughter’s feeling 
against Paradis. And I think the time, 
is ripe to make quite definite the way in 
which, since her death, Mary has come 
to me. I should be commonly set down 
as being haunted—a condition I may 
have failed to clarify.

Mary’s spirit hovers, her image is 
before me—an image as real to me as 
though she shared my cell. It seems 
as though her hands brush my face. 
She comes to me in my dreams and 
gives me courage for the days ahead. 
I commit to her my cause. I hope it 
is the last burden she will ever have to 
bear, but she can endure because she 
understands. Not through words, but 
through a kind of thought which joins 
with my thought, she tells me of the 
fulness of her tolerance. I pray to her 
to grant me a little of her knowledge, 
and sometimes it seems my prayers are 
answered. I see with her eyes, hear 
with her ears, tread paths I never have 
followed in the flesh. I return to flesh 
and rage at prison walls. And Mary
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tells me there were times when she 
would have welcomed the security of 
walls about her.

Mary’s hair falls dusky about her 
shoulders and her brow gleams white 
in the dimness. She says we all have 
sinned and. we all must pay, each in 
our degree. How must Jim Paradis 
pay ? Is death enough, and is his death 
my sin? And Mary is free, and is 
done with paying. Does that imply 
she is free to sin again? And what 
of Mary’s child, who never breathed? 
I often think there is a child folded in 
the arms of the figure who comes to 
me, and then I see there is no child. 
Mary is a mother’s name, and she was 
neither mother nor Magdalen. What 
does she mean when she says we all 
have sinned ? What does she know 
that I do not? If I knew all Mary 
meant—all she knew—I should be will
ing to let that which they call The 
Chair, at Sing Sing Prison, have its 
way of me. But after that I should 
know. And meanwhile my daughter 
taps the wisdom of the ages for her 
teaching. Even as a girl, sitting at 
her broad desk with her budgets and 
her ledgers and her lists, even then she 
seemed to have at her command ave
nues of information denied the less for
tunate.

The whole of life rushes together, 
Mary tells me. One conceives divisions 
of energy and being, dimensions here 
unknown. You have seen what occurs 
among material things when a juggler 
keeps a number of balls- in the air to
gether—well, it must be like that, car
ried to a degree. Mary is here, and it 
may be that she is somewhere else also 
—she may have power to project her
self, throw rays of herself in varying 
directions. It would be like a phono
graph with diverging horns. But I 
think her presence rests as much with 
me as it does with her—there are times 
when something within me enables her 
to come—a window opens and she can 
look through, and I can look through. 
We get, mutually, a kind of vision, and 
then the window shuts.

There must be, in Mary’s world, lib

erties and freedoms having neither re
striction nor consequence; these pre
suppose a lack of barriers. Perhaps 
the human barrier is the most difficult 
to break. And yet we, in this world of 
our own, are given the capacity to kill 
—I speak of the physical capacity 
which it is ours to exercise. And even 
though we ourselves refrain, physical 
conditions are always responsible for 
death. Physical conditions—Mary says 
I make too much of them!

If I do, why then all my life has 
been a mistake. I have bought and 
sold in the markets of the world, I 
have dealt in earthly treasure. I have 
taken the scroll-work from palaces and 
the gods from temples in order that the 
rich, by whose favor I myself am rich, 
may be framed in a grandeur they 
could not have attained without me. I 
have discovered rare draperies and 
hung them in windows to temper the 
light of heaven. I have turned back 
time itself to recreate the beauties of 
lost arts. I have garnered lovely and 
curious objects, splendid ornaments, 
jewels for a woman’s skin, clasps for a 
man’s book. I have despoiled sword- 
hilts of their silver and bartered with 
princes for the drapings on a wall. 
I have done all that and more—«pan
dered to the pride of the eye, ex
changed for gold the tangible handi
craft of man. There has been my own 
life, outside of the means by which I 
have kept it. There are my younger 
daughters and there is Mary, and my 
wife who was not always dead. I try 
to furbish the links of the old chains 
which prove me of earth, and I never 
forget what I have already said, that 
we in this world are given the capacity 
to kill—one it has been at once my 

   privilege and my presumption to have 
used. I shot Paradis until the breath 
was gone from him and his body rolled 
over against mine. And yet Mary tells 
me I make too much of physical condi
tions.

If I could come and go like her, dis
regarding locks and keys, coffin lids 
and good brown earth, I might be able 
to share with her her contempt. She
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scorns. Why shouldn’t she? And yet 
there are earthly chasms which she now 
cannot bridge, and for which she has 
not been above accepting my assistance. 
Her superiorities I shall grant, mine 
she must allow me. For what is she 
now but an image, a ghost, what could 
she ever prove herself to be except a 
figment of my own deluded mind? And 
as for me, I have lent her myself, I 
have given her the remaining good out 
of my life.

I wonder if this whisper from an
other world, which is all that is left to 
me of my daughter, has a memory of 
itself day by day, whether time exists, 
or the recollection of ever act merges 
to a general understanding—and if it 
has any more murders for me to com
mit before I am done with paying for 
the one? I have no consciousness of 
wrong, the law has taken it. I some
times think a sense of guilt comes only 
when we have never been called upon 
to expiate our crime. From Lady 
Macbeth on, there is the tradition of 
unwashed blood upon the hands, but I 
find my own as clean as ever they were, 
barring the rigors of the prison soap. 
Paradis’ hands were the hands of 
blood, they must have befouled every
thing they touched.

Paradis, with his smiling lips and 
frowning eyes, his slim head, narrow 
from oar to ear, and the weak coward’s 
chin and the splendid shoulders. . . . 
I remember how Paradis thought him
self safe, but the young man went too 
fast—faster, by far, than Farlie drove 
us back to town—and the lessening of 
his doubt, which released his tongue. 
He had large plans for the future. He 
was still young—why shouldn’t he ad
mit his life before him? One fancies 
Mary as a beautiful memory, a sorrow, 
a grave kept green.

Paradis had never understood wom
en, he realized that—now it was too 
late. His tone was increasingly confi
dential; I half expected him to assure 
me that after all my daughter had not 
died in vain. He was dissatisfied with 
his present work, he had a friend who 
urged the claims of lumber, there still

were forests in the North. A h—that 
was work for men! This living in the 
city—one only went back instead of 
forward.

With me, of course, the situation was 
different. I had my friends, my repu
tation, my fruits of fortune; there was 
my sumptuous house, the luxurious ve
hicle in which we were returning from 
our sad errand. Never had I looked 
upon my advantages with so cold an 
eye.

As I have said, the young man went 
too fast. But at least he helped me to 
a discovery. I realized that which I 
had been slow in learning — Paradis 
was a fool. However, there are worse 
things, as anyone knowing him well 
enough would have vouched.

“Although affliction cometh not forth 
df the dust, neither doth trouble spring 
out of the ground—”

I confess to moment! when my opin
ion of my daughter shrinks small.

What did she think she was doing 
when she married a man like that?

I used to hear them in the music- 
room, which was directly below my li
brary. I could hear Paradis eternally 
talking, and then he used to walk the 
full length of the room, from the fold
ing doors to the windows and back 
again. There was in that the satisfac
tion of the man’s grace. Perhaps every
one has the right to his own downfall. 
Mary was a woman grown—I couldn’t 
have stopped her, not then. I could 
hear their laughter joined. And Mary 
at the piano, playing softly:

My lodging is o-on the co-old, cold 
ground,

And hard, very hard, is my fare—

It must have been exceedingly hard 
at that time. Perhaps Paradis walked 
so much because the music-room was 
not furnished in a manner to accommo
date him otherwise. I was trying some 
experiments in the epoch of Louis XVI 
and had succeeded in obtaining some 
chairs which had first graced the Tui- 
leries, a table and sofa attributed to 
Reisener, Gobelin hangings and some
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silk embroideries designed by de la 
Salle. The piano was the sole an
achronism, and I think its clear ma
hogany helped me in producing my ef
fect. There was the composure of a 
past age, even the yellowed lights shed 
a radiance lacking warmth.

If I could make you see it as I still 
can see it! The piano and the shaded 
electricity, and, for the rest, treasure 
which might have been filched from the 
Louvre—the experiment of an antiqua
rian, the private showroom of a mer- 

 chant, to be used as a background for 
courtship, a shelter inhabited and in
formed by two imperfect and modern 
products of an imperfect and modern 
civilization, Jim Paradis and Mary 
Smith.

There was Mary, dressed as she al
ways was, a bit severely, and yet with 
a richness of fabric hardly suitable to 
girlhood. I remember her much- 
coiffed sheen of hair that glittered like 
a black satin turban about her head, a 
crown for eyes and brow. Something 
a little inscrutable in her eyes was re
peated in her smile. But the light of 
love surrounded her, an aura outside 
her finite grace.

That which grie-eves me more than all 
Is the co-oldness o-of my dear.

Mary, fingering the age-old melody 
with a delicacy and a repression which 
always characterized what she called 
her strumming. And there was Para
dis, blustering and voluble as a boy, 
and yet somehow not boyish, bleaker 
in his depths than the room itself, but 
with a kind of surface heat, a southern 
flash of teeth, a piratical lilt even when 
he sang. I could see them both as I 
passed up the stair, and the vision held 

    through the long evening. I took my 
ease after the hard day, reading, rest
ing, smoking my mild and fine cigars, 
stretching my scantily covered bones to 
the comfort with which my industry 
had rewarded me, listening to the 
laughs and the murmurs and the foot
steps.

I may have represented my daughter

as being too easily swayed by the fiercer 
emotions, but if I do I wrong her. She 
was fundamentally calm—calm in a 
sense that women like Dawn and Lily 
never are calm—deep as the deepest 
currents of glacial streams. She may 
have had a low opinion of quiet, but 
she herself was quiet.

I recall an evening long before the 
coming of Paradis when she and I were 
at a Paderewski concert. The audito
rium rocked in melody, music dripped 
from the pianist’s fingers like water 
turned to jewels, great harmonies— 
the roars and silences of outer space— 
were echoed and held. And Mary, 
leaning forward in her seat, so still that 
for a moment I thought she had 
fainted. . . .

Mary was like that, emotion quieted 
her—relaxed the bristling edges of her 
nerves. Hers was a temperament to 
have blossomed on the field of battle. 
But battle can be heard and seen, we 
suffer hunger and cold, the pain of ill- 
healed wounds, but if we are suited to 
battle—as I say that Mary was—our 
spirit is ever warmed at an everlasting 
fire. The price that Mary paid for her 
adventure, was of the spirit first. The 
soul may sicken and again grow strong, 
the body has but one life. “ For the 
wages o f sin is death,”  says Paul.

But there must be distinction, even in 
death—we all must die, and surely not 
all of us deserve avenging justice. Is 
the chance of hell what makes the fear 
of death? Mary tells me it is the fear 
of change. For her death was escape. 
Does she mean green pastures and 
flowery fields?

II

T h e  keepers say I talk to myself. To 
whom should I talk—to the walls, the 
water faucet I am lucky enough to pos
sess, the wooden seat grown smooth 
from many sitters? If I ever am free 
to return to my house, I shall abolish 
from it all locks, all lattices and all 
frosted glass. They call this jail The 
Tombs, on account of its architectural 
gloom. The walls are thick and rough,
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the stone flagged paving of the court 
is after the design of a past day when 
prisoners walked shackled and the 
stones were worn to the uneven limp
ing of their feet. Men were lowered 
into reeking pits, fed upon sour bread 
and stale water, scourged and tortured. 
One sees some ancient Moloch, weary 
of the sacrifice, gathering and keeping 
his superfluous victims for a future 
burning. It is as if the antique dealer 
had been cast back into the period of 
his own antiques.

We are alive and yet entombed, we 
have committed the sins of earth and 
yet heaven and hell are at the turning 
of the corner. The gates of justice 
creak, unoiled. It is only Mary who 
can open them without noise. Mary 
escaped from her prison. She came 
forth, fine and free, she died with a 
strange blessing on her lips. Perhaps, 
instead of striking Paradis, she should 
have held him close, and with her last 
breath assured him of her love. Per
haps he needed no assurance.

One comes back, all the time, to why 
she ever married him. He must have 
revealed himself in a thousand ways 
even before it was too late. She had 
dreamed, I think, and having dreamed 
must dream to the end. There were 
the beckoning glories of human experi
ence, the oyster of the world awaiting 
her convenience.

I try to span the gulf of feminine 
complexities—it’s a gulf no man has 
ever crossed. There is the question of 
love. A man might often wonder what 
a woman means by love, what other 
love there is for her except in mother
hood. There is an essential vanity 
which Mary lacked, and through which 
most women are led into love—they de
mand of it that it shall give them an 
audience, and perhaps Mary would 
have got along with Paradis better if 
she had been no exception to this rule. 
I have always thought vanity played a 
far greater part in the world’s making 
than it is credited with playing. But 
what I have thought about the world’s 
making—it doesn’t matter now. I am 
an old man, and what a place the world

would be if it were according to my 
wisdom!

My wisdom is negligible, it is my 
failure of which I think. My cell— 
day by day—does not become in any 
respect more pleasant, and yet I do not 
complain. There is a poetic justice in 
my being where I am. Who else was 
there to guide my daughter? And I 
failed in my trust. It might be said it 
was she who failed me, she left me, 
she went to serve strange gods. It 
wasn’t because I couldn’t persuade her 
against an individual that I failed. I 
should have begun before. I had made 
her my companion and my friend, she 
by her natural qualities lending herself 
to such a relationship; but there was 
not enough between us of the teacher 
and the taught. There were so many 
ways in which she didn’t need me— 
often I needed her — I hesitated to 
impose my own meager knowledge 
upon one herself so well equipped. I 
was too thankful and too disposed to 
let it go at that.

I must endeavor to be lucid. I never 
recall Mary at a stage of development 
when there was need of telling her— 
for instance—that babies didn’t come 
in shoe boxes. But I should have been 
able and eager to supplement her com
prehensions with the kind she couldn’t 
possibly have had. Our talks should 
have been on my part at once more inti
mate and more didactic. I should have 
sent her forth with ears open, have 
given her at the least a background 
against which the tribulations to which 
humanity is heir might have taken their 
proper value.

Mary says we all have sinned. I am 
inclined to think I must have sinned 
the most. Mary says we all must pay. 
I have paid again and again. The 
people about me think my sin began 
and ended with murder ; they little 
know how murder was in itself but 
part of my payment. They little know 
I have paid as high for that which I 
have left undone as for anything I 
have ever done.

It seems to me in looking back that 
I let situation after situation slip

S. S.—viii—2
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through my hands. As far as Mary 
and Mary’s affairs are concerned, it is 
as if I had stood by the roadside and 
helplessly watched the progress of some  
Juggernaut of fate—a progress which 
I could at any time have stopped. At 
the end, I remember Paradis sitting at 
ease beneath my reading lamps, and 
how, in the face of a seemingly per
sonal crisis, I myself looked on, as it 
were, from the outside.

I felt a terrible weariness with it all.
I might have been a beggar slinking on 
my own doorstep, brooding numbly in 
the cold comfort of reflected warmth, 
and in a manner wondering at that 
warmth—it was so foreign to anything 
which I myself could have conceived.
I wondered at the bright activity, the 
almost pretentious cheerfulness. Be
ing the chief mourner gave Paradis a 
sort of caste of which he was not slow 
to take advantage. Even his brothers- 
in-law, Vie and Lydekoop, were forced 
into a sort of fellowship, and they had 
never been on particularly easy terms. 
But I recall their friendly commisera
tion.

I had the trick of seeing it altogether 
—Mary, with the flowers at her breast, 
and Dawn and Lily, soft and quick, 
their little white frills breaking like 
spray against the sombreness of their 
grief. I saw the members of my house
hold—its different rooms and offices—I 
came upon the butler, at Work in his 
domain, inclusive of pantry and side
board, at the same time I was aware of 
the labors of the housemaid in the up
per regions. They were all intent upon 
themselves with only half an eye and 
ear to death. I visited the store briefly 
—my presence was demanded—and I 
might have been a stranger, a customer, 
for the new view I had, even though 
my practiced senses were awake to as
pects a stranger could never have per
ceived.

The store had always had for me a 
supreme importance, but now it took its 
place. I marveled at the competent in
terest of my assistants, and at the clerks 
who could go on, day after day. I 
had a new view of it all. . . . I re

member my intense distaste at having 
to face the general sympathy, I could 
feel the unobtrusive pause, the very hu
man listening hang, and seemed to push 
my way through crowds. The crowds 
were a decorator and a stock boy and 
a handful of clerks, and—in a far cor
ner—a lady who was looking at a bit 
of carved teakwood. It was an antique 
piece, showing in its form evidence of 
the Ming dynasty. She was discussing 
it as a possible handle for a parasol, 
and I say now as a merchant accus
tomed to the vagaries of the rich, that 
a very handsome handle it would have 
made. But I wouldn’t let her have it.

I stopped in passing. “ Pardon me, 
madam, the carving is not for sale!”

It was marked in plain figures, fifty 
dollars. I told her it was a mistake, it 
belonged to me—I couldn’t let it go.

She asked, very naturally, who I 
was.

“I’m Mr. Smith.”
“ I’m Mrs. Jones. If your things are 

not for sale, good-bye!”
I was told by a petrified clerk which 

Mrs. Jones she was. I believe the re
port spread that I wasn’t quite myself. 
I was really more than myself. The 
store took its place as I have said, yet 
never before had it been so completely 
within my grasp. The way I worked 
that day, arranging my affairs seem
ingly with an eye to the future, is a 
point in favor of deliberate planning 
for the shooting of. Paradis. And yet 
there was my inconceivable treatment 
of Mrs. Jones—no one outside the mer
cantile world can fully appreciate just 
how inconceivable that was. The Ming 
carving was taken out of stock, a super
stitious value is now attached to it, and 
I am told it adorns the desk of my law
yer, Wolfe. Who knows? It may 
contain the virtue said to be transmitted 
through the touch of a hunchback’s 
hump.

It is against odds that the lawyers 
are working out a line of defense. 
They have before them one main 
chance. I was crazed from the shock 
of my daughter’s death—crazed with 
grief—and brooding as I had over the
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marriage of which I was known to 
have disapproved, I shot Paradis. An 
old man, mad with sorrow, killing in a 
burst of uncontrolled rage him whom 
—in his unbalanced condition—he held 
responsible for this sorrow (this would 
be about as far as anyone would get in 
direct accusation of Paradis). Was 
such a man to be treated as a mur
derer? I could foretell the attitude 
Davis would take before a jury.

There would be my former character 
to he considered, the respect in which 
I had formerly been held, my industry 
and my success. And as for Paradis, 
my lawyers are too clever to go too far 
in defamation of the dead, he would 
be but slightly scored. But compari
sons, invidious as these are, exist even 
though unspoken.

“ This unfortunate marriage, preying 
for years upon the mind of the devoted 
father—a devotion very materially 
shown—and then the suddenness of 
Mrs. Paradis’ illness and death—the 
magnificent intellect of Isaac Smith 
broke under the strain—was shattered 
as irreparably as would be one of Mr. 
Smith’s own exquisite vases dropped 
upon a marble floor. We have a bro
ken man—broken, I say, like a smashed 
vase—we ask that he be placed in some 
private hospital where his needs can be 
properly attended, where his last years 
can be passed in peace.”

It would seem, the way Davis would 
put it, to be a reasonable request. Time 
enough for the irreparable part of it 
afterwards. I am regarded hopefully, 
depended on to appear more insane 
than I am really thought to be.

I am under the constant surveillance 
of learned doctors of the mind who are 
familiar with it in every degree of sick
ness and health. They watch my reac
tion to the most accidental reference, 
talk to me and question, mentally they 
try to catch me up—catch me as they 
catch me physically. This is one of the 
ways by which it is brought to my at
tention that I am no longer in private 
life. I have to make, in all this, the 
mental readjustments necessitated by 
the peculiar fact that the kindest thing

anyone could do for me would be to 
swear to my complete disintegration. 
It is only my enemies who desire to 
find me sane.

Among those who make a little less 
the weight of my solitude—whatever 
else they do—there is a Dr. Wells, 
whom I should welcome under far less 
dreary conditions than the present. He 
is amusing, intelligent, highly informa
tive. His information on all subjects 
is so much more comprehensive than 
my own, and yet he consistently takes 
the attitude that I can add to it. He 
says a doctor must have all the facts 
there are.

Wolfe and Davis urge upon me this 
same point, a lawyer’s knowledge must 
be complete—then he can twist it to the 
ways of the law.

But Dr. Wells isn’t concerned with 
law—truth perhaps. He wants to know 
why I am writing a book. That I can’t 
answer offhand; I warn him, however, 
he won’t find it crazy. He replies he 
has no desire to do so—he’s for the 
State—I have no reason to doubt his 
word on this, but I can’t believe him 
against me. He reads my book here 
with a kind of smile under his sandy 
mustache, he even deigns to praise, 
finding my natural talent worthy of a 
more spirited cause.

“ Such a pity—” he says.
I am surprised he has left within him 

any aptitude for pity. I should think 
he would feel scorn rather than com
passion. We are such poor creatures 
by the side of him. He glows with a 
quality of health like a child’s, his eyes 
have a child’s clear, uncompromising 
gaze. And yet he bears rather more 
than his share of the world’s burden, 
there passes before him in endless pro
cession all the human frailties. I have 
asked him how, with all the sights he 
sees, he keeps his gaze so clear. I 
should think what he has seen would 
confuse and foul his vision. There 
must be, within himself, a sub
stance—chemical and antiseptic—which 
denatures the harm he sees. He 
has reached a mark which he says 
should be reached by all of us, has at
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tained a sort of balance, is proved and 
tested. I wonder if to be so proved 
you have to go through fire? Then, if 
you are able, you survive.

In stating the doctor’s case I state 
also at least the hypothetical case of my 
daughter Mary. I wonder if her life 
with Paradis might have been for her 
the shriving flame if she had had the 
marrow to see it through ? The doctor 
says it’s a drug he would hesitate to 
recommend. But he wants to know 
more of that life, I doubtless think I’ve 
told him more than I have.

III

As for what I’ve told, the will must 
be in part accepted for the deed. I 
know that I am neither clear enough 
nor simple enough, but enveloped in a 
cloud—a veil—of emotionalism. And 
I haven’t even the femimine relief of 
tears. There is a film over my eyes 
through which I still strive for this 
thing I have called truth. I flounder 
in truth’s pursuit, I miss altogether a 
fact I should have been at pains to re
cord—and find myself in possession of 
a broadness of understanding even 
more difficult to report.

I have had times of blaming Mary. 
In the past I have been bitter against 
her. But now I grant her everything. 
In the past I have wondered why it 
couldn’t have been someone other than 
Paradis who held the match to the high 
explosives she had been so long in stor
ing. There were mates she might 
have found. She might have allowed 
me a part in her search. There were 
young men I have known for years, 
have guided and trained — men who 
have never fallen below the high stand
ard of my faith. Why couldn’t it have 
been one of these ? Their virtues might 
have held romance far longer than did 
Paradis’ sins. But I’m not considering 
the wearing qualities of the cloth, I’m 
dealing with the sheen, color and de
sign when I admit I now see that these 
young men wouldn’t have done. I 
grant my daughter everything.

Mary went out of my house a bride,

pale as the silver monogram of her 
dressing bag, straight as the bow strings 
of the violins which sounded her wed
ding march. One step, she seemed to 
take—she was so swift— from the 
house to the waiting car, and then she 
turned, shielding her face from the 
shower of rice, and waved to us who 
stood to see her go. She was gallant, 
even in her folly.

But I have no desire to make her mo
tives other than they were. There is 
far too much idealization of the tender 
passion, and when a girl like Mary 
finds out love we are taught to take 
off our hats, conduct ourselves as 
though in the presence of a holy thing. 
It’s a worship for which I have little 
use; I am half a Jew and therefore 
credited with certain simplicities. . . .

I remember Mary as a little girl, sit
ting on the nursery floor and reading a 
profusely illustrated child’s edition of 
the Arabian Nights. She was twenty- 
six years old at the time of her mar
riage to Paradis, but in matters of the 
heart she had travelled but a short way 
from that. First the Arabian Nights 
—then Paradis. His is the kind of 
figure about which imagination plays. 
Mary’s eyes were trained to ornament 
and her memory stored, she demanded 
that her imagination be set off. For
tunately, many women are not so ex
acting in this matter of romance—they 
weave their own, making a glorious 
creature from insignificance—but my 
daughter wasn’t that sort of woman. I 
had no reason for ever thinking that 
she would be.

It will be seen I have for her a lurk
ing sympathy. I, too, have had adven
tures. I have taken them late in life, I 
hasten to say, but my appetite is 
whetted and I question if I should ever 
again be content in my former seclu
sion. I have gone through sorrow, felt 
the arm of the law heavy upon me, 
groped in byways, been blinded by the 
light—the light that never was on sea 
or land—it has shone for me in place 
of the sun. I have seen lands never 
reached by keel or camel. Mary has 
spoiled me, she has given me a stand
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ard of adventure the equal of her own, 
which in life she never realized.

Civilization has not dried from our 
blood certain memories, certain long
ings. And we who are in the ruck of 
civilization, who do not fare forth, fly
ing or diving, exploring deathless 
snows, studying stars from mountain- 
tops, find our old longings hungry. I 
have repeated many times I am half 
Jew, half Yankee. What better back
ground for adventure than that? Jews 
and English have been wanderers— 
Mary and I are merely bearing out our 
heritage. The old sea rovers used to 
be heartened for their voyages by tales 
of strange peoples, magic waters of 
youth, treasure loose for the picking. 
But we have dealt in greater wonders 
than they ever dreamt. Greater won
ders—greater fears . . .

It was natural enough that Paradis’ 
marriage should have had an aftermath 
of fear. He himself was a coward, he 
had even taken from Mary what bra
very he could— for she who had left 
her father’s house so gay must have 
passed through many transmutations 
before she returned to it as she did— 
and at the end—his end—it was only 
meet there should have been more to 
fear than any fear he himself had 
brought upon his wife. I remember 
the days Paradis had to himself, when 
his fear wavered and grew less. It 
might seem a far cry from those back 
to the day of his wedding.

He and his bride knelt to receive the 
blessing of the Church. Mary wasn’t 
afraid then. As she rose from her 
blessing her soul looked forth. She 
wasn’t the picture-book bride Lily had 
been, or the glorious bit of youthful 
loveliness which had gone to the altar 
in the person of my youngest daughter, 
but she had— for all her lacks—a kind 
of spiritual grace. And there was Par
adis, as white and as ill at ease as had 
been many a better man than he with 
his bride upon his arm. But his lips 
were back in the smile he couldn’t help, 
the smile his dull, defiant eyes belied.

I don’t know why his eyes shouldn’t 
have softened as he looked at Mary,

who waited a moment while he thought 
to offer her his guidance. I suppose a 
caliph hated by his harem—even Blue
beard himself—must have his moments 
of humanity. Marriage, even at its 
worst, must bring certain humanizing 
touches. I can’t believe that Paradis 
was a better man then than he was in 
the days to come. He was a monarch 
ruling through dread and at the end 
the dread was turned. There was that 
which held him as he watched his wife 
lie dying, and beyond that still other 
dreads. . . .

Mary comes to me sometimes as a 
little girl, sometimes I hear her as a 
child calling to her playmates. Some
times the fact of her presence startles 
me from sleep, and yet I can see noth
ing nor hear nothing. And again it is 
as if she had opened the door of my 
cell and stood by me and I could hear 
her talking almost as I used to do in 
my library at home. At times such as 
these there is almost no strangeness, 
she is friendly and familiar, unmarked 
by the distance she has come. But she 
didn’t come to Paradis like that.

The earth was still warm from the 
spade when Mary came. The track of 
the hearse wheels was still plain in the 
road. The windows of the room where 
she had lain were still thrown wide to 
admit of cleansing air, the aisle of the 
church down which Paradis—bereaved 
—had walked was being swept for the 
feet of a bride. Mary’s garments were 
a gray glory about her, her face was a 
white wraith, her eyes shadows. She 
was out of the fog and the mist and 
the rain, she was an angel with a fla
ming sword, the angel Michael fighting 
the dragon.

It is hard now, in the view of my 
more recent memories of my daughter, 
for me to believe in that day, not so 
long past, when to my earthly eyes she 
was gray lightning—she was swift and 
hot as the breath of flame, she was the 
spirit of vengeance sent by the God of 
our Fathers demanding life for life. 
She rose from the grave and bade me 
do that which she herself could not. 
And who was I to disobey her com
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mands? I was the merchant, the jew
eler, the weakling—grief stricken and 
no longer young—who had always 
made too much of physical conditions. 
But having dealt in treasure, I had 
treasure then to thank and the guarding 
of it—the exigencies of my calling— 
which happened to provide me with an 
instrument of death.

Mary was compensated then for any 
submissions of the past. I have said 
she was gray lightning. Perhaps the 
earth color clung to her garments, or 
the color of the rain which rains be
tween the worlds. She wrapped Para
dis like fog, she held his head straight 
and horror-struck while I placed a sec
ond shot. She was revealed to him as 
well as to me. He died in frozen hor
ror—in a  fear so great that mortal 
fears would seem like the playing of 
boys with a sheet and a pumpkin. I 
shall never forget. I am not sure I 
want to forget. People talk about for
giveness who have nothing to forgive.

I remember fumbling in my pocket 
for the little pocket gun—black, it was, 
and checkered for a better grip. Para
dis was talking and the talk died in his 
throat. “ Life in the city—ah—what 
was it ?—” There was death in the city 
—or near it—even less to his liking.

Either wound would have been mor
tal. Mary waited close for me to 
staunch them. Mary didn’t help me— 
not in actual aid—but she gave me 
through my own the skill of her fin
gers. I knew so well the moment when 
she ceased to do so, when she was.: no 
longer by my side. I was aware of be
ing again alone. I remember the acrid 
earth smell, which seemed to fill the 
car, and the smell of new blood. I 
was more alone than I had been before 
Mary had come, because now my only 
companion was the body of Paradis, 
leaning in the corner. Only one course 
was open to me, but there might be a 
choice in bedfellows—there would be 
no one to stop the blood from me, no 
one to arrange me in a corner opposite 
to Paradis. One fancies our common 
bier lurching through the mud—my 
son-in-law and myself finding in death

a familiarity we never discovered in 
life. I preferred my choice. I gave 
a last care to that which I was leaving,
I arranged it by the door, I stayed it 
so it could not fall until the door was 
open.

Quietly I slipped away, and presently 
the glassed portico of a hotel flashed 
welcome. As I have already related,
I got as far as the hotel desk before I 
found I wasn’t ready to die. Death all 
about me, broken graves and blood, and 
I myself curiously recrudescent—this 
blood of which I speak leaping in my 
own hardening arteries. In the midst 
of pain I had a brief hour of magnifi
cent youth. It was as if Mary had 
left me that in lieu of payment for what 
I had done for her. I walked in the 
spring shower and my memories were 
watered to greenness. I lived again 
years long behind me. I breathed 
deep of the air which now reaches me 
filtered by prison windows. I wonder 
now that I was content to give myself 
so short a freedom. Youth, in whose 
grasp everything is held—I should have 
had more of it—I returned too soon to 
meet the consequences of my act. 
There are dreams I have never real
ized, desires unfulfilled and sights to 
see.

But I suppose, if I had started forth 
in quest of these, my hour of youth 
would have passed—thrown me strand
ed upon strange shores. There has been 
wonder enough as it is, adventure 
enough. Mary went in quest of it first 
for herself, and now she has brought 
it to me. If I had started forth as I 
have said I might have disclosed my
self old and far from home, the way 
cold and dark and dreary. And my 
garments even more mud-bespattered 
than they were. . . .

PART THREE

And all the people saw the thunder- 
ings, and the lightnings, and the noise 
of the trumpet, and the mountain smo
king: and when the people saw it, they 

  removed and stood afar off,
And they said unto Moses, Speak
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thou with us and we will hear: but let 
not God speak with us, lest we die.

And Moses said unto the people, 
Fear not, for God is come to prove 
you—

Ex. XX, 18-20.

I

The time of my trial is drawing 
near. To say that I am glad isn’t 
enough. My whole life has been re
solved into a dull pain of waiting, and 
at the end of it I shall be proved, if not 
by God, at least by laws which I have 
hitherto held in respect. I look back 
and I wonder at myself for having en
dured so long. I look forward and I 
wonder how—through my endurance— 
the days move.

But it is the nights I mind. Night 
by night what little strength remains to 
me is sapped away. The dimmed lights 
in their wire cages serve to make vis
ible the wavering heat. The air is thick 
with heat, and for all the successive 
scrubbings, the lime and the carbolic 
and the washings, there hangs a stench 
which is like an echo from prisons im
memorial. The linen sheets which I 
have obtained permission to use upon 
my bed veil too thinly the surface of 
the mattress beneath. My sleeping gar
ments are my own and their fineness 
only marks a contrast best unpointed. 
At night I pray for the coolness of the 
prison yard and when day comes my 
prayers are answered with the stone 
flags which are hot as a burning glass 
—black, too, with a black as heavy as 
the particles of soot scattered by a smo
king lamp. We pace slowly back and 
forth, not too many in the care of a 
guard, and the greater our crime, the 
greater the liberty allowed us.

My daughters have gone away for 
the summer, each making a weekly trip 
on my account, arranging different days 
in order that I may not be too long 
alone, and always begging for my as
surance that I am just as well off as 
though they had remained in town. 
They want to put it very clear they 
haven’t cast me off. When they are

alone with me—the screen between— 
they even forget they, think me insane. 
But in spite of their kindness—in spite 
of the interest in many things which I 
do indubitably take—I still wait. I wait 
for I know not what, there is a pain 
which gathers. I would give all my 
earthly visitors for Mary.

But Mary doesn’t come to me now. 
Those easy, familiar, soul-refreshing 
communions have ceased. They were 
more and more infrequent and then our 
connection—I borrow the term of com
merce—grew less clear. More and more 
dimly I observed her, at last a shadow 
almost outside the field of sense. 
Only yesterday, it was, that I thought 
I could discern something unaccounted 
by my moral environment. Or was it 
the day before I waited, breathless and 
longing, for that which I thought I saw 
to reveal itself in full measure? But 
instead of drawing close as it used to 
do, illumined in a glory which made 
itself reality, the shadow—if shadow 
it was—darkened and faded away. It 
had the effect of turning and going on. 
And even that short shrift was the 
clearest vision which has been vouch
safed to me in a period of time. I 
don’t know what it is I’ve done.

I don’t know, even, whether Mary 
has consciously deserted me, or wheth
er she is now too far from life. She 
may have reached to heights, may be a 
part of an outer vastness in which I do 
not exist. I did not appreciate the ex
tent of my dependence on her. I won
der if I shall find her when I die? It 
is said the world is small, the universe 
is considerably larger, and putting ma
terial limits altogether aside—well, 
there might be at least a chance. . . . 
But it seems I shall have to wait for 
dying. My lawyers assure me they 
will prove me insane beyond peradven- 
ture. They’ll prove me insane, and then 
they will jockey me about until I am 
placed under a mild and comparatively 
agreeable restraint. I might, eventu
ally, be altogether free—the murder of 
Jim Paradis a garish interlude in a pic
turesque career.

I think my family fully expect some
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thing of this sort to happen. Their 
first surprise of horror is worn away, 
the predicament is serious but hardly 
irredeemable. Here in my cell there are 
times when I am inclined to forget my 
family—I mean my living daughters— 
even what they expect of me seems not 
to matter—and then their existence and 
their rights are borne in on me afresh.

And meanwhile the heat wavers. 
Meals are brought me — over-boiled 
vegetables and stale meats in thick, fla
vorless gravies, butter long from the 
ice, bread of doubtful quality and eter
nal pie. We who pay have a choice in 
pie, but I should hesitate to distinguish. 
My gustatory memory harks back to 
far earlier days, when, with my fellow- 
clerks, I patronized a resort known as 
the “ Merchants’ Lunch.” But I was 
young then, there were no prison walls 
and yards. The “ Merchants’ Lunch” 
was in a measure offset by the New 
England breads and beans with which 
my mother used to serve the Sunday 
morning table—beans which she con
cocted without the customary pork.

That was what my mother really 
cared about— Sunday morning beans— 
and the fact that they had to be pre
sented without pork typifies the com
promise which I was always tacitly 
aware she had to make with life. I 
think to the very end she regarded my 
father as a foreigner with whom she 
had in a sense inadvertently become 
involved. But her regard never inter
fered with her duty. Mary came right
ly by her aptitude for ledgers. My 
mother helped my father in every de
tail of his business — the house of 
Smith is still influenced by traditions of 
her methods. The mark she left didn’t 
stop at a mere name.

Perhaps now she might have pre- 
ferréd that her name be left out of it. 
Perhaps Jacobson—even the original  
Hebrew of it—would have been safer. 
Have I been glorying in borrowed 
plumes all these years, plumes which I 
have only succeeded in bedraggling? 
Were the New Englanders right about 
me, after all? I turn back to the first 
few of these pages and see that I have

entirely omitted to mention their dis
approval, their distrust—it existed, nev
ertheless, I remember the days of my 
courtship and the sense I had that they 
had gone through with it all before in 
the case of my father. I remember the 
cold faces, seared in the sternness of 
their winters. I could have matched 
with that my own Siberian fast
nesses. . . .

I feel it is the Jew in me that has 
got me into this; as I say, I begin to 
share the Yankee doubt. That open 
door through which' my eldest daughter 
disappeared—perhaps it has been open 
for me also. My mother’s starting 
point for an American was never very 
far from Plymouth Rock—Ellis Island 
was outside her reckoning—perhaps she 
was right. See what I have done to 
the name with which she entrusted my 
father! I am reminded of the favor
ite trick of a certain auctioneer. He 
gazes raptly at a particularly good piece.

“Very rarely,” he informs his audi
tors, “do you find a specimen of—such 
and such a period, or artist, or what
ever it happens to be—in an auction- 
room—”

Very rarely, it is, that you find a 
Smith in a prison. And here I am. 
The bidding should be lively.

Even for me, crime is not my prov
ince, my ways have lain along the quiet
er paths of commerce. And now from 
the prison yard I can see the Bridge of 
Sighs. I am waiting and ready to 
cross it. I take my adaptability to be 
the natural inheritance of the Jew. I 

' have often heard pity expressed for 
those who, accustomed to softness, are 
suddenly deprived. But to me, there 
is another side of this. I suffer, and 
yet the mere fact that I may note my 
sufferings in a measure draws their 
sting. The mind may rise above—I 
find myself regarding crime from an 
entirely new angle. In the past my ex
perience of it has been, as I say, so 
slight—I have served on juries, testi
fied expertly to the value of a rug, but 
beyond that I have been a stranger to 
the courts. I shall be a stranger no 
longer.
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I shall sit there with my jailers and 
my lawyers, the conspicuous figure of 
a conspicuous occasion. Paradis him
self being out of the running, there will 
be an emphasis almost bridelike. Every
thing that is said everybody will look 
at me, everything that is done every
body will look at me. A  jury will be 
chosen, twelve men who know nothing 
whatever about the situation in hand, 
and the legal geniuses to whom I am 
paying a king’s ransom will try to prove 
me crazy to the satisfaction of the 
aforesaid jury. I shall be questioned 
and grilled by men who have made of 
this form of human endeavor an art 
and a life work. They will appear to 
deal with me—I shall be, as I have said, 
the conspicuous figure—but they will 
be really dealing more with each other 
than with me, they will be more worthy 
of each others’ steel. Comparatively 
helpless, I shall be, but a poor carcass 
in the midst of a ravening pack, and 
perhaps this helplessness is as well for 
the accomplishment of our acknowl
edged purpose. I hardly espy myself 
becoming vacant at a lawyer’s nudge, 
perplexed beyond my native ca
pacity for perplexity. My fate, 
however, has passed out of my own 
hands.

I am at the mercy of a group of peo
ple of whom I had never so much as 
heard six months ago, who might have 
never heard of me. These doctors— 
Dr. Wells and the rest—who are they 
and what are they? Dr. Wells comes 
in from the country, from Connecticut, 
where he spends his summers on his 
farm, and attempts to interest me with 
accounts of his chickens and his pigs. 
Farming is a little outside my line. He 
tells me it would have been better for 
me if it hadn’t been—I should have 
lived more in the open, not now, of 
course, but in the past. A sane mind 
in a sound body—only he quotes the 
Latin, which I refuse. He seems so al
together friendly, it is hard to remem
ber he’s for the State.

What does the State want? It wants 
to establish a motive for my killing 
Paradis. It wants to prove what I had

against him was definite enough with
out having to be distorted by insanity. 
It is known I didn’t like him and how 
his wife—my daughter, Mary—died in 
my presence. I hear they have found 
the little doctor who attended her; it 
was not his wish to be found, but they 
have him and he has given certain de
tails of her illness. But what does all 
this prove ? It is known Mary’s mar
riage was not a success, Paradis might 
even be suspected of a hand—acciden
tal enough—in his wife’s death. I be
lieve it is vaguely reported he ill-treated 
her. It is natural to suppose talk had 
reached my ears. But this, too, is 
neither here nor there. It all comes 
down to the fact that on the day of 
Mary’s funeral I shot her husband. 
Could I have received some informa
tion during the time which elapsed be
tween her death and the shooting— 
some information of a nature to- ac
count for my act? Dr. Wells asks me 
whether I, as a Jew, entertained any 
feeling against Paradis, as a Christian. 
I remind the learned doctor that I am 
only half a Jew, and in reference to 
Paradis he must use Christian only in 
its academic sense. Did the reverse 
hold true, and was my son-in-law simi
larly prejudiced against me? I have no 
idea—I should think, however, that 
what Vie and Lydekoop accepted with
out comment or complaint should have 
been good enough for him.

“ Then there was no personal en
mity?” Dr. Wells asks.

“Always—a great deal—from the 
very beginning.”

“And time confirmed your judg
ment ?”

“Completely so.”
“And then your daughter died—you 

have reason to believe of a certain 
cause—and on the way back from her 
funeral her ghost appeared to you and 
made you kill Paradis. Did you obey 
blindly, or did you fight against her 
command?”

I answer this as I can. I obeyed— 
I was glad to obey—I fought for her, 
not against.

“At such a time,” I explain, “ one
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acts—one is hardly conscious of a mo
tive.”

Wells hastens to say that he, in any 
official capacity at least, is not con
cerned with motives. But I am merely 
telling him:

“ I had a sense of urgency—of stress.” 
“ This sense made you act?”
“ My daughter made me act.”
“You mean your daughter’s ghost—” 
The distinction between Mary’s ghost 

and Mary is to me so fine. . . , The 
doctor speaks of an individual respon
sibility and warns me against placing 
such responsibility on shoulders which, 
in the opinion of the law, are unfitted 
to bear a burden of that sort.

“You wanted to shoot Paradis,” he 
asks, “you wanted to, yourself?”

I bring it to his notice he is not con
cerned with motives.

“I know—but never mind that! You 
wanted to shoot him?”

“ God, yes! But I should never have 
done it alone.”

And there we are. There, to an ex
tent, we seem to remain. Dr. Wells 
tries another angle. “ What did it ap
pear to be, this ghost? You’ve de
scribed the thing in terms of metaphor. 
Was it a phenomenon which you saw 
with your physical eye? Did it tell 
you to kill Paradis—tell you as I am 
asking you now? Was it altogether a 
wraith? You say you would never 
have done it alone—do you mean you 
couldn’t? Did Mrs. Paradis struggle 
with her husband, for the first time his 
match? Did she hold him with mate
rial hands? Was she Mrs. Paradis?” 

Of course I never think of Mary as 
being Mrs. Paradis. Can I tell the doc
tor that she was a thousand times more 
real to me then than she ever had been 
before? Can I tell him that my ways 
of seeing her change—sometimes it is 
as if it were with my physical eye, 
sometimes to see her I am all eyes. 
But that is over now. She won’t come 
to me any more. For the relief of her 
presence I would give anything I have, 
I pray for it as I have never prayed in 
church, there is a hunger in my veins. 
There are human bonds of which the

flesh is not a part. If she were here 
now to set me at my ease— But she 
may have reached to heights, as I have 
said. Dr. Wells thinks that the first 
shock of her death being over, I myself 
am in a more normal condition of mind, 
and therefore not so subject to visita
tions from another world. I can’t get 
away from the sense that the doctor is 
not sincere, that he humors me, bears 
with me, tries for facts he thinks I am 
refusing to divulge. He doesn’t know 
there are facts I can’t give him. I 
wish I could.

He wants to know whether Farlie, 
the chauffeur, shared the privilege 
granted Paradis and me of beholding 
the supernatural. But Paradis was dy
ing, and the dying see that which is 
often denied to the living. Besides, 
Farlie wasn’t there when Mary was—I 
thought I had made that plain. Wheth
er Farlie, if he hadn’t been waiting for 
the sandwiches to be made up—those 
sandwiches, never eaten—could have 
seen or heard her, could have been in 
any way aware of her—why, this is a 
question for him rather than for me, 
one even he might be unable to decide 
by theory.

As I have said, there are facts I can’t 
give. The exact degree to which Mary 
had contrived to set at nought all earth
ly barriers, how far she had been able 
to return over the road she had travelled 
—how do I know ? Not that, any more 
than I know the exact details of Para
dis’ treatment of her. Dr. Wells ac
cuses me of a mere temperamental an
tipathy, the basis for delusions. He 
forgets, there was Mary herself. Not 
her ghost now—this time it is I who 
am guilty of the unfortunate discrimi
nation—but Mary herself, as she was 
during the years of her marriage, as 
she became because of them. Mary 
with her neck bent to a yoke, her feet 
lagging in the mire.

She had wanted to marry Paradis. 
Many women have desired worse 
things. Well—she had her wish. The 
granting of wishes is an old source of 
trouble. I believe there was a fairy 
who allowed a starving family an un
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limited quantity of broth. Their hun
ger was soon satisfied and then the 
broth drove them from their house, ran 
in rivers down the street, flooded the 
town, caused the king in his palace to 
wonder. To offset the nondescript fable, 
I turn to the words I read most and 
find the parable of the prodigal son. 
He gathered his portion of goods to
gether and journeyed into a far coun
try. He wasted his substance in riot
ous living. And then there was fam
ine. Humbly he returned to his father. 
But his father refused to accept humble
ness and killed for him the fatted calf. 
“For this, my son, was dead, and is 
alive again; he was lost and is found.” 
If Mary had come back to me in this 
life, I should have treated with her in 
terms of life. But coming to me as she 
did with the grave clothes about her, 
the least I could do for her was what 
she asked. I am aware that Paradis 
was no fatted calf.

II

M a r y  has deserted me when I need 
her most. I have said, one cannot ex
pect of the spirit the consistence to be 
demanded of the flesh. I would add 
to that now—the dead may leave debts, 
but cannot pay them. It seems as 
though Mary had come very far to in
cur an obligation. She returned to me 
out of the void, out of space or what
ever it is, and she shouldn’t have come 
if she hadn’t intended to see it through. 
With her at my side I could have faced 
everything — Mary to give me the 
strength of heart to win — Mary, as 
proof of my incompetence. I feel she 
owes my lawyers an apology.

With her aid they managed to build a 
structure of defense which now—with
out her—bids fair to totter. She hasn’t 
been fair to any of us, slipping off the 
way she has, taking advantage of her 
new-found power to be lost among the 
stars. We are but poor mortals pinned 
to earth by gravity and the vital prin
ciple. Perhaps, to her, the obligations 
of this world seem unimportant, she 
may have begun to forget our little hu

man preferences, and yet I think of her 
as forgetting nothing—as being in the 
midst of a vast simplification of under
standing and of knowledge.

I have said that Mary was hard— 
hard and young. She went through 
fire and death and she was still hard 
and young. Mary, as she used to come 
to me in my cell, was sometimes a fig
ure of mist, a figure you could see 
straight beyond as you could beyond 
rain, and yet she had even then the 
hardness of flint—and youth—my 
heart!—ra youth as much more endu
ring than the delicate green of spring 
as the sparkle of the diamond endures 
beyond the shimmer of sunlight in a 
pool. She could have met this modern 
world of youth on its own grounds, 
fought it and won. For it is her battle 
as well as mine, though I—alone—will 
lose it. If Mary were here with me 
now she might permit me to drink a 
little of the precious fluid. She has  
done so before. She gave me an hour 
of youth as a reward, she left it for me 
as a sort of payment, as an intrench- 
ment of a strength against the trouble 
the killing of Paradis would bring. I 
drank deep of youth then, the draught 
refreshing, and I might be allowed to 
do so again if Mary were here. She 
and I together—we could face the devil 
then— face him as we have before.

We could face the judge and jury, 
the very learned counsellors. Hers 
would have been the sort of figure 
against which the cleverest prosecuting 
attorney would have been at a loss. She 
would have had the value of the un
known, the surprising, the dramatic. 
Mary, the ghost of her, visible at least 
to me, and the effect of her visibility 
plain on my face for all to see it—I 
should be willing to lay that confound
ing presence against any forces of rea
son or of law. Isaac Smith, a crazy 
old man, with his delusion by his side 
—that would convince. For anyone 
can tell about a ghost. . . .  It would 
put at rest, too, this doubt I find exists, 
of whether I believe in it myself in all 
good faith. But if I do not, after all 
I ’ve said, my life as a merchant has
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been misspent, my vocation should have 
been of a kind to have encompassed 
my powers of invention even more 
fully.

In spite of her desertion of me, I 
have grown to an intense admiration 
for my daughter—this in spite also of 
the failure she must be counted as hav
ing made of her life. I feel her fail
ure was largely due to the accident of 
Paradis. He was the Achilles heel pro
vided by the fates. But perhaps she 
was that for him—and, womanlike, she 
had the last word. Mary has had her 
revenge, which may be all she cares for 
now. She accomplished in death what 
she never could in life. I only ask her 
one thing more, to save me from the re
sult of her accomplishment.

All about me are those who have not 
been saved. It isn’t a surface mark 
which prison puts on men. Many of 
those who are here are men like my
self, who have led lives decent enough, 
finally transgressing the law for rea
sons which seemed to them sufficient. 
And even where transgression has be
come a habit there is a disconcerting 
uniformity with citizens of the out
side world. I should never again trust 
my head bookkeeper, his twin is  here, 
a noted forger, and the peering, be
spectacled little man with the thinning 
hair is accused of having poisoned a 
former sweetheart on the eve of her 
marriage to another.

I find myself on the verge of danger 
—there is such a thing as growing to 
have a mind too open. And yet, out 
in the yard there, morning and evening, 
with the elevated trains roaring near 
and the great buildings and the dust, 
matters are discussed which I—a Jew, 
a man of business who has spent sixty 
years in a great city—do not under
stand. I find my astuteness handicapped 
by my innocence. And I value my in
nocence—comparative, in my case, as 
the term may be. It would be a short 
path to my grave, lighted by an ever- 
widening knowledge of evil greater 
than the evil which I admit myself as 
having been, at the beginning, too weak 
to resist.

There must be a pleasure in sin for 
its own sake alone. Cruelty can be re
paid by cruelty — deceptions deeply 
planned—and the face of heaven far
ther and farther from sight. Words 
are passed along, words like worms 
across the road. I do not fully under
stand, and yet I seem to get a vision, 
the physical reacts upon the mental, and 
so to the moral. Take my own case. 
But we’ve been taking that from the 
first. No coast known to Pilgrim Fa
thers could have been more stern and 
rockbound than the shore against which 
the ship of my adventures has been 
cast. If I were facing death I shouldn’t 
be nearly so depressed. But there 
seems to be a sort of conspiracy under 
foot to keep me alive for my suffer
ings ; this would be a compromise 
everyone would be glad to make—even 
the State, who is my prosecutor if I 
have the legal term, and wants to prove 
that mine is the sole responsibility for 
the killing of Paradis and that I did it 
when in the full possession of my facul
ties. Life is one thing, but freedom 
quite another—still more the freedom 
of the private asylum, which pleases as 
a prospect but is none the less in doubt, 
since the ghost of my daughter has re
fused to bear with me.

I pray that out of her power Mary 
will condescend. Out of her mercy she 
must come, a shield for me and a splen
dor. She must forgive me my blun
ders and my abode. If I had Paradis 
to kill again I should do it better. Prac
tice perfects. I should be able to cut 
his smile in half, smear with red the 
white teeth, make the fine arched foot 
to stumble in its tread. And the brain 
of him, where the vain, easy thought 
flowed so free—for once his ideas 
wouldn’t matter. It was never in ac
cordance with his ideas that his wife 
should have sources of knowledge other 
than himself—she has them now.

I remember when I was one of three 
men in the room with death—Paradis 
and the doctor whom Paradis had called 
in and myself. And Mary, lay before 
us, the shell worn through, the soul still 
folded chrysalis-wise. Three men, we
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were, and none of us obeyed our in
stincts. The doctor should have es
caped, Paradis tried to do the same, 
and I—risen to a clear white heat— 
have accused him before the world. We 
might have killed him afterwards, but 
we should have broken him first. 
There are men like that here in the 
jail, he would have been a god among 
them. Lithe ; and strong, lying and 
easy, with a quick surface comprehen
sion—oh, he would have understood 
their language!—and yet, for all the 
use he’d be, like a bundle of rotting fag
gots dropped by a tramp. I myself 
may be but little better, with my good 
name gone and the mortification of my 
flesh begun. I dream at night of 
smooth waters, safe harbors, the cool
ing salt winds coming in from the sea, 
and I wake to the rising heat. I see 
the bars of my cell door, and the wire 
cage around the light which casts 
barred shadows on the floor.

III

T h e  summer has dragged its weari
ness along until it has become a season 
of the past, and as such with little to 
distinguish it from other seasons, su
perficially more agreeable. I had once 
thought to strike off the days from my 
calendar but refrained from a super
stitious dread of more days to fill 
their place. Now I can cross the 
months instead—July and August—and 
September tentatively marked. Sep
tember is king among months. I was 
born in September, and now the time 
is come when I might better never have 
been so. My trial is at hand, it is a 
matter of hours, not days, and even as 
I write the hours lapse.

You must figure me no longer as an 
old man sitting in a prison cell waiting 
the- judgment of the young men about 
me. My judgment is arrived, and I 
am snatching from its very midst a mo
ment here, a moment there, to chron
icle its passing.

I am writing now with no philosophy, 
there is no perspective to give a just 
angle to events. As I write the hours

lapse, and I am aware my book is not 
complete. Whatever happens to me, I 
should like to be able to get some ac
count of it down in black and white— 
it would give me a final* sense of su
periority over circumstances which 
have been in themselves harsh enough. 
But I don’t want prying—interference. 
The longer I remain within these walls 
the more do I withdraw my confidence 
from my fellow beings. Wolfe and 
Davis are loyal, with the highly paid 
loyalty of their kind, but who else? 
Mary has deserted me, and what do 
Dawn and Lily care, and all the Lyde- 
koops and all the Vies, except to get 
my unpleasant affairs settled, one way 
or the other, as quickly as possible? 
As for Dr. Wells, his usefulness to the 
State is ended, as far as I am con
cerned, because I refuse to talk with 
him any more.

The bars of my cell door are blurred 
by the shadow of the hangman waiting 
outside them. I have thought I should 
rather die than live, that death would 
be a blessed release from the misfor
tunes which wear me. I was wrong. 
I choose life at any price, I am no more 
ready to die now than I was on that 
far-famed afternoon when I turned 
away from the strange hotel which I 
had so purposefully approached. It is 
difficult for me to realize that at best 
death is only at the bend of the road. 
Life is a mountain peak, and the old 
have nearly climbed it. But—ah—the 
view to be attained!

All along I have been assured I ran 
my chance between a verdict based 
upon insanity and one they call murder 
in the second degree — comparative 
freedom and what would be for me life 
imprisonment. Perhaps that is true, 
but I keep telling myself whatever they 
do with me it can’t matter so very 
much. I bring the reason of age to bear 
against my instinct, and yet I cling to 
earth as desperately as though I were 
sixteen instead of sixty. I accept my 
fate with as bad a grace as though I 
were one of the boys in the cell block 
below me.. In fact I am not nearly so 
resigned as they are. They sit there
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so meek on their little wooden seats. 
They have the distinction of being the 
only prisoners who, see and are seen by 
the casual sightseer to the jail; men 
might resent the indignity of being 
merely stared at, while the boys would 
regard it as a diversion to lighten the 
monotony. I wonder, were I in their 
place, if I should regard anything as 
a diversion? I think if I were really 
sixteen I should pull this whole rotting 
pile of stones down about my ears.

These last hours are the worst. If 
I were permitted a special lamp I should 
be writing through the night, as it is I 
scribble uncertainly until the strain 
upon my sight becomes too great. It is 
too dim for work, too bright for sleep, 
thought, only, is allowed me—thought 
and the maunderings of my compan
ions. Up and down the corridor I can 
hear the murmurings and the tossings 
—there is a man who curses and in 
turn is softly cursed by the recurrent 
guard. But anything is better than the 
periods of silence, when the prison 
breathes and sighs and breathes again. 
I wonder how many more nights I shall 
have here ? The days will be filled 
with the pitiless glare of the courtroom. 
And then at last I suppose there will 
be some sort of ending.

I have a sense this will come just in 
time—that my endurance will have 
reached its limit. I am merely an in
dividual who has brought himself into 
contact with the forces of the law, and 
it would be too much to expect of the 
law that its ways should be disturbed 
—even in the face of my individual dis
aster. I have said I snatch from the 
midst of judgment a moment here, a 
moment there. Figure me so, and wri
ting as I can—thinking all in a mass. 
Now, as I write, the morning has come. 
I shall dress with more than usual care 
—I shall eat . . .

Activity buzzes. Wolfe and Davis 
have had their final private say. Dawn 
and Lily visited me briefly at what must 
have been for them a most inconvenient 
hour. The press is anxious. Every
one is gathered together and waiting 
—everyone, from Paradis’ brother to

the laborers who helped dig Mary’s 
grave—the butler, the chauffeur, the 
boy who took the order for the sand
wiches, the maid whom I found weep
ing in the Paradis kitchen on the day 
of Mary’s death. They all are here, 
primed to come forward with their 
facts. I myself may have missed the 
truth, but I can see it will be supplied 
me. The truth and the law and the 
judgment of my peers. Who are my 
peers? Whoever they are, I am deliv
ered into their hands. God rest Mary’s 
soul in heaven!

IV

P a r a d is ’ death has been proved, and 
the fact that I killed him beyond 
all reasonable doubt — the fact of 
Mary’s death and my presence at it. 
The general character of Paradis has 
been discussed, and many incidents of 
his brief, inglorious career brought 
forth for the delectation of the court. 
Even the earliest of his escapades had 
been rather more unpleasant than the 
usual thing. They’re not as afraid of 
him as I thought they would be. My 
own life has been subjected to a fruit
less search— fruitless or fruitful, as 
you please to regard it—my character 
compared with his and the hostility be
tween us marked. The jury sit within 
their railing like wise birds at roost. 
Why shouldn’t they be wise? They 
were chosen with infinite pains, fought 
over and accepted, one by one. Dawn 
and Lily are resigned and exquisite— 
they bear their cross incomparably— 
their husbands are not so resigned and 
grudge the time and the publicity. A 
murder trial is no place for women. 
And the men at the reporters’ table 
listen and write and sketch. While 
they may, they take advantage of the 
anomalous presence of beauty.

And who but Dr. Wells sits by the 
prosecuting attorney and suggests ques
tions with which to confound the med
ical experts for the defense? He is 
driving scaffold nails, I think, and 
with a gusto. There he is, big and 
tawny. He used to lead me on to talk
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of the store. He now makes capital 
out of my mercantile acuteness. What 
can my poor experts do against his easy 
whispering ?

My lawyers are clever with their 
technicalities and have introduced this 
book here, and the ghost, and my cu
rious lack of anything to approach re
morse. But it’s a lack not at all un
usual, I find. We are enveloped in 
black doubt, our case is weaker than 
we had foreseen. Anyone can tell 
about a ghost, as I have said—I myself 
have thought of all their arguments. 
But I lacked the prosecutor’s gift for 
sarcasm:

“ We all see ghosts—the stalking 
spectres of our pasts, the premonitions 
of our futures—and white mice and 
snakes with two tails, and shadows of 
beautiful women on our wall at 
night—”

The power on high accuses him of a 
levity unsuitable to courts. He meant 
no disrespect:

“ But Mr. Smith’s ghost is of a dif
ferent breed—marked among ghosts— 
he translates into terms of ghostship 
that most perfect of all human rela
tions, parent' and child. And the ghost 
took over his human will. The ghostly 
fingers, too frail to shoot, were able to 
lend the skill they couldn’t use direct. 
Ah—the accused is a man of many tal
ents—I’m afraid he doesn’t appreciate 
himself, either as a marksman or a ra
conteur—an actor, too—but one well 
understands the position of the De
fense. The Defense would snatch at 
this ghost as a drowning man might 
snatch—”

It has been my privilege to hear the 
fabric of my mind ravelled into a thou
sand threads. Back and forth it goes, 
from Paradis to Mrs. Jones. You re
member Mrs. Jones, whom I prevented 
from purchasing the Ming carving? 
My clerk has done his best for me in 
merely having the chance to state his 
honest opinion of my course. Many 
matters which I thought would be dealt 
with at length haven’t been mentioned, 
and the reverse is true. It’s like a 
game, a great complicated game, and I

find myself the veriest tyro — I, who 
thought I should play the leading hand. 
I ’m the ball, the goal, my name some
how figures in the score. A vast deal 
of feeling is engendered, an emotion 
which stirs the courtroom like the 
waves of the sea, but the game’s the 
thing, the emotion is of the nerves 
rather than the heart. And through it, 
the cloud of doubt looms—blacker it 
grows than the black draperies of my 
daughters, heavier than the judge’s 
frown. With that easy emotion—of 
the nerves rather than of the heart— 
Wolfe and Davis are near to despera
tion. Something is wrong. They’re 
trying to prove me crazy and they can’t 
do it. And as for the State’s precious 
motive—well, I killed Paradis because 
I wanted to—what better reason?

Have you ever watched from the bal
cony the floor of the Stock Exchange 
during a flurry of trading? The roar 
of voices, the upraised hands, the flut
tering white paper—and then the lull— 
crescendo — diminuendo. Picture the 
Stock Exchange adjusted to a scale of 
dignity. The judge listens, the jury 
roosts, the handful of people who real
ly care one single continental sit with 
tense hands -and hard faces. A  voice 
speaks, drowning in its volume the 
voices of those who would like to be 
heard. Where are my defenders? I 
am disappointed in the quality of Da
vis, he is failing me and my need is 
very great. What have I done but do 
as Mary said? There is a humming 
in my ears, my vision is blurred and all 
my senses.

Through my faintness I am aware of 
Wolfe plucking at my sleeve. A  recess 
has been called. This is the middle of 
the third day—if we had those days to 
live again! I am asked how I feel. I 
wonder if I look half as badly. But 
bad as that is—in spite of it or because 
of it—they want to put me on the stand. 
I am to take it in my own behalf.

I started to count the number of 
steps between the table at which I had 
been sitting with my counsel and the 
witness box to which I had been called. 
I couldn’t tell you now how many—I
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walked straight, I know. I put up my 
hand to take the oath, but a mistake 
had been made, someone was there be
fore me. They already occupied the 
curious high-backed seat upon which 
I was about to sit down. I raised my 
glance from the gray of the skirt that 
rather closely outlined the bent knees 
—it was a woman who had my place— 
raised it finally from knee to head. It 
was a slow upward scrutinizing look 
I gave—neither fleeting nor sidewise— 
and then I must have stiffened and 
thrown out my arms instinctively for 
balance. My arms went right through 
the figure of Mary, and my hands 
clutched the back of the seat against 
which she appeared to be easing her 
fatigue. My wrists, cutting the zone 
of her presence, were fanned in a cool
ing wind.

“Mary—”
I felt the strength running into my 

veins—running like water into a tube. 
I was commanded to sit down. Among 
all those present, Mary had revealed 
herself to me alone.

I had to lend the court my vision of 
her. I had to bring her out—the gray 
flexed figure, the luminous eyes, the 
head so wearily yet so nobly set. ' I 
could feel the glory of her upon me like 
a mantle. I had been commanded to 
sit down, but I was permitted to stand, 
I couldn’t have sat with the cold wind 
to wrap me. I remember the District 
Attorney’s smile—it was all in the 
game, and he seemed to be conceding a 
point to an imaginary umpire. “ Very 
clever—very clever indeed!”

“Clever be damned!” shouted Davis, 
and leapt to his feet.

“ Silence—” roared the judge. It 
made you think of a scene in “Alice in 
Wonderland.”

It was like that, queer and comic, and 
yet it was as I had hoped in my wild

est hopes and prayed in my prayers 
and presumed to dream. Only it went 
beyond any mere anticipation of mine. 
I remember the prosecutor—“ There’s 
nothing there, and you know there’s 
nothing!”

But as he looked at me his denial 
seemed to shrivel on his tongue.

I rejoiced in Mary’s presence, I made 
the most of the eloquence she allowed 
me. I was torn between my desire to 
have her to myself and my desire to 
use this new power she had brought. 
My heart bled for her weariness and 
the trouble she had endured to reach 
me—she didn’t have to speak, to tell 
.me—at the same time the blood was 
pounding in my heart with triumph.

There was a movement among my 
counsel. They were coming to a deci
sion among themselves. It was plain, 
almost before they had fully decided to 
recall me, that they thought I had said 
enough . . .

I was being excused. I turned, ques
tioning, and, as I did so, Mary rose. 
She inclined her head ever so slightly, 
as if in thanks—thanks to the judge, 
the jury, the lawyers, the whole court— 
and there was an intimate smile for her 
sisters, who never saw her at all. I 
had not believed in haloes, but Mary’s 
transcendence was a halo about her. 
Her eyes held flame that even her own 
had never vied with, her grace was the 
complete grace of moonlight and pine 
forests and church spires at dusk—and 
yet she was a woman—and more than 
mortal. For a moment I felt the brush
ing of her hand across my cheek, and 
the cooling wind in a breath. And then 
she disappeared as though a curtain 
patterned with the normal fur
nishings of the courtroom were drawn 
across the space which she had oc
cupied.

Here my defense rests.



THE VICTIM
By Owen Hatteras

CHRIS MARTIN stared at the wet 
streets with a saturnine mien. 
The light blows of the raindrops 

on his rubber hat angered him. Even 
when it rained, when the night was 
overwhelmingly nasty, they persisted in 
getting drunk.

At half-past eleven the assistant taxi- 
starter would relieve him. It was close 
to that now. But already, although the 
evening was not old, Chris had tumbled 
a dozen drunks into taxis and persuaded 
them, wheedled them, browbeaten them, 
until they revealed their addresses and 
had then sent them off in the care of 
the drivers to be dumped out at all cor
ners of the huge city like refuse.

Night after night they came out of 
the café he served in endless inebria
tion, the victims of innumerable alco
holic moods. They came singly and in 
pairs, lone men, lone women, men and 
women together. Some were joyously 
drunk and sang merry songs, capered, 
wore their hats at humorous inclina
tions. Others assumed dignity and were 
grave, portentous, ministerial. A num
ber were bellicose and it was Chris’s 
duty to jail these in taxicabs before the 
police interfered. And not much bet
ter were the comatose drunks, col
lapsed, flexed, limp, often lachrymose.

Chris, who never took a drink, who 
never laughed, and who liked a quiet 
life, hated booze with all his heart, 
growing against it more bitter with each 
passing year. Tonight his hate was 
like a red, mad flame and if he had not 
been a churchman he would have sworn 
an oath for every stagger of his pa
trons.

Perhaps he might have executed his 
duties with a greater indifference had
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he not been so popular with the drunks. 
That made him deeply indignant. They 
considered him a brother, a fellow in 
alcohol, drawing their conclusions from 
the condition of Chris’s nose. That re
grettable organ misrepresented him 
shamelessly.

It was a striking, spellbinding nose. 
Even now, in the gloom of a wet, foggy 
night it was unobscured, but expanded 
luminously over his face like a chro
matic fungus. So far as it had_a shape, 
it resembled a very tightly stuffed and 
uncommonly hard-used sausage. Its 
superficial texture was marked with 
pits and scoriations. In colour it was 
a fervent red.

This organ had been born to Chris 
and had marked him off among his fel
lows before he had ever heard the name 
of rum or knew its meaning. It was 
naturally, not synthetically, florid. It 
was Chris’s deep misfortune that he 
bore. with a bitter heart. By his un
lucky nose he was mistaken for a 
brother among rummies.

He pulled out his watch now and ex
amined it eagerly. It was only a few 
minutes before eleven thirty. He 
glanced down the street and at that mo
ment observed Jim, his relief, coming 
around the corner. He sighed ; the 
prospect of escaping from the inebri
ated always gave him a profound satis
faction.

Yet, somehow, he was nervous to
night, ill at ease, the victim of unset
tling portents. He felt that he had 
seen too many rummies ; that the booze 
was, in a way, affecting him. His wish 
was that he could leave on the instant, 
without serving even the remaining few 
minutes.

33
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Jim approached him and they ex
changed greetings. He was about to 
officially turn over his duties, when an 
attendant appeared at the door of the 
café with a woman on his arm.

“ Taxi for this lady,” he said.
Chris blew his whistle and a cab 

blundered up to the curb.
The boy in uniform helped the woman 

across the pavement and Chris opened 
the door of the cab. He saw that she 
was considerably verdigrised. He felt 
his usual resentment. He stood wait
ing for her to get in. His attitude was 
automatic and he stared off into the fog 
without expression.

Then he was suddenly aware of a 
hitch in the routine. A warm breath 
touched his face like an incongruous 
zephyr and an odour of creme de rose 
played about his nostrils. He turned 
his head quickly and found the face of 
the woman about an inch from his own.

Her hand was on the taxi door and 
thereby she supported herself with only 
a slight swaying motion, like that of a 
flower in a light wind. Her face was 
upturned, a smile rested beatifically 
upon her lips and she looked into 
Chris’s features with profound' interest.

Chris drew back a little.
“Address, madam?” he asked.
She sighed: a wistfully languorous 

expulsion of her breath. She leaned 
toward Chris again, still iooking into 
his face.

“Taxi’s waiting, ma’am,” he said. 
“ I’ll have to tell the driver where you 
want to go.”

She parted her lips, touched them 
with the tip of her tongue and spoke.

“What a lovely nose!” she said.
Jim, his relief, chuckled, and Chris 

straightened with a heated indignation.
“Will you tell me where you want to 

go?” he asked.
The woman released her hold of the 

taxi door and swiftly secured Chris’s 
arm, to which she held for support.

“ I can’t go home without you,” she 
said. Her voice was sweet, unblurred, 
mellowed. “ That dear nose!”

“Look here! . . . ” exclaimed Chris.
“ No, not without you,”  she said,

firmly. “ I’ll scream in a minute if you 
don’t come.”

Jim crowded up close, two or three 
people stopped and stared from the 
pavement and Chris turned helplessly 
to his relief.

“Don’t let her make any noise,” whis
pered Jim. “There’ll be a cop here in 
a minute. We got to get her into the 
cab!”

“Are you coming?” asked the 
woman.

“Humor her!” urged Jim. “Ride 
home with her, if she’s got her head 
set on it. It’s a bad night—you can 
get the cab to take you on to your 
room.”

The woman was pulling on his arm. 
She put one foot up on the step of the 
cab. Chris felt chilled, cold, horrified. 
He understood his duties well enough 
to avoid any scene. His predicament 
was unspeakably dreadful. The woman 
murmured the name of a hotel and 
pulled herself into the taxi. She re
tained her clutch on Chris’s arm and 
he stumbled in after her. Jim slammed 
the door and the cab jerked away with 
its engine sputtering like a rapid-fire 
gun.

Inside, the woman leaned toward 
Chris again, looking into his face. He 
had the numbed sensation a man must 
feel in an intense cold, just before un
consciousness blots out his faculties. 
He saw her raise her hand and felt her 
fingers touch his cheek and then rest 
lightly on his nose. She dropped her 
hand again, and sighed.

“ It’s very wonderful,”  she mur
mured.

Chris’s anger aroused him from his 
stupor.

“ Say—” he began.
“ Don’t be cross!”
The woman spoke to him dulcetly.
“You let me alone,”  he said. “ It’s 

enough to take you home. I don’t 
know you. You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself. I’m a respectable man. 
You’re drunk!”

“I know it,”  she said.
Chris considered her open admission 

a further affront. He stared at her in
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the dimness of the cab; his two small 
eyes blinking between his epic nose, 
like a pair of minor satellites on either 
side of their sun. Her face was now 
in profile and was of a pleasing con
tour. The fact that she was neither 
old nor unhandsome made Chris very 
uncomfortable. Suddenly he wondered 
by what fantastic magic he had come 
there beside her. His mind balked at 
any logical reason for. his presence. Al
though his duties as a taxi-starter in
volved the safe disposition of patrons 
without the intervention of the police, 
they did not require his own immola
tion to that business. He had been 
nothing less than kidnapped!

The cab stopped. Chris peered out 
through the rain-spattered glass. He 
turned to his companion.

“ Here you are now,” he said. “ It’s 
time for you to get out.”

He opened the door and descended 
to the pavement. The woman in the 
cab leaned forward, her face near the 
door.

“ Give me your hand,” she said.
Chris offered her his hand, She got 

out, supporting herself upon him.
“ Now, all you’ve got to do,” he told 

her, ‘is to walk straight in.”
She still clung to him.
“ I won’t go in without you,” she said.
Her touch was on his arm and from 

the pressure of it proceeded a chill that 
ran over Chris’s body in a horrible, 
tingling shock.

“You go in!” he demanded, roughly.
She clung to him with determination.
“You take me in,” she said.
He looked up and down the street, a 

despair in his eyes like that of an ani
mal in pain. At any moment he ex
pected to see her make a scene. In 
dreadful resignation, he spoke to the 
driver. He told him to go back.

Then he crossed the pavement and 
went up the steps into the hotel, with 
his companion leaning upon his arm.

They got into an elevator and as
cended. The boy looked curiously at 
Chris, who wore an unusual rubber 
coat and hat. They stopped at one of 
the upper floors and got out.

Chris, who hated anything out of the 
ordinary, who led a quiet life and who 
never touched a drop, was in a divine 
agony. He was centered, in the very 
middle, of a desperate adventure, as 
helpless as a fly in a cup of hot coffee. 
He had no kindly feelings for the 
woman, but chiefly his flashes of anger 
passed over her and concentrated their 
venom upon the symbolic figure of Rum 
the Demon. Never, in his long and 
fervent opposing of booze, had Chris 
Martin detested it more than this night!

The woman stopped at a door in the 
corridor and softly tried the knob.

“ It’s open . . she whispered?
She threw the door back and pushed 

Chris in before her. He was unresist- 
ant. He felt like one in the clutch of 
an inexorable and ineluctible doom. He 
was suffering the sins of alcohol by vi
carious atonement. His faculties were 
congealed in the chill of a vast horror.

He saw that he was in a housekeep
ing suite. The apartment they had en
tered was a small sitting-room. There 
was a piano in one corner and near it 
a wicker table. On the table a lamp 
with a green shade was lighted. The 
place was very quiet.

Chris’s companion closed the door. 
She took him by the arm, leaned upon 
him and smiled mysteriously into his 
face. She walked across the room, 
pulling him with her. She led him to 
the little fable with the lighted lamp. 
Then she pushed him into a chair. The 
light fell over Chris’s face and his nose 
shone forth magnificently.

The woman leaned over his chair, 
examining his features. She smiled 
gently, her face beatific, like that of a 
mother looking down upon a sleeping 
baby. Chris said nothing. His captor 
still smiled, swaying slightly in front of 
his chair as if stirred by the beat of a 
subtle rhythm. She put out her hand 
and her fingers waved a minute before 
his face, then they touched his nose a 
second and were withdrawn instantly.

“Ah!” she breathed.
There was another moment of si

lence, after which Chris was startled 
by a thump in one of the adjoining
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rooms, like a heavy object dropping on. 
the floor. He turned his head in the 
direction of the sound. The woman, 
one hand on the arm of his chair, 
turned also. A patter of feet followed 
and a man in pajamas parted the cur
tains and came into the room.

His hair was rumpled; he had just 
gotten out of bed. He blinked his eyes 
a little. He stared at the woman and 
Chris. He spoke to the former, a deep 
frown cutting his forehead into many 
shadowed lines. 

“ I thought it was you,” he said. 
The woman looked at him a second 

or two and then laughed.
“Hello, husband,” she said. “Get 

back to bed. Don’t you see I have 
company ?”

“You’ve broken your word again!” 
he exclaimed. 

She wrinkled up her forehead and 
turned down the corners of her mouth.

“ Now, don’t be impolite when I have 
company,” she said.

Her husband voiced a feral growl. 
He advanced into the room.

“You’re drunk again!” he exclaimed. 
He pointed a finger at Chris.
“Is this the sort of a fellow you were 

with this time?”
“Oh, yes! Yes!” she cried. “ Look 

at his dear, rummy nose!”
Chris stood up and his face inflamed 

with anger. He trembled a little in his 
extreme indignation.

“That’s a lie!” he exclaimed. “ Let 
me get out of here. I brought this 
woman home; I never saw her until 
she dragged me along with her. I’m a 
respectable man—I never drink a drop. 
Let me g o !”

The man in pajamas confronted 
Chris, glowering ferociously.

“You’re drunk, too!” he thundered. 
“You’re a good-for-nothing old sot! 
You’re drunk! Look at your nose!” 

Chris was in an ecstasy of anger, mis
ery, fear, despair.

“ Let me get out of here!” he cried. 
“ Let you get out of here!” bellowed 

the husband. “I guess I will let you 
get out of here! You’ll get out of here 
quick enough, you red-nosed rummy!

I ’ll show you how to get out of here !”
He advanced slowly, with immeas

urable ferocity his touseled hair in de
moniac disorder. Chris was immobile 
for a moment, his anger and indigna
tion inhibiting his will to act. An im
mense emotional drama was enacted 
within a few seconds. Chris was not a 
man of great imagination, yet now he 
was suddenly conscious of a porten
tous, prophetic, future-piercing pano
rama that crossed his mind in an in
stant of time and left upon it the dread
ful apprehension of what might trans
pire. He saw this beast in pajamas 
drawing nearer, only a few more inches. 
And then he imagined the ferine spring, 
the shock of contact, the abhorrent 
physical encounter, the unfair combat, 
perhaps, even, the black, disfigured eye.

For a briefest instant the unques
tionable righteousness of his position 
gave him pause; his indignation held 
him another moment.

After that Chris ran. He grasped 
his rubber hat, and like a grotesque pro
jectile he bounded across the room. He 
threw open the door, passed through 
and slammed it behind him. He ran 
down the corridor, panting like a dog. 
After a second or two he perceived 
that there was no pursuit. Limply he 
stopped and leaned against the wall. 
He stared in front of him with a glassy 
eye. He saw, to his confusion, that the 
corridor was not unoccupied. He had 
halted within a few feet of a door, be
fore which stood a man in evening 
clothes, a silk hat on his head, a top
coat negligently pendant from his arm.

For a second Chris, suffering vica
riously from the damnation of booze 
that he hated, did not clearly visualize 
the person before him. He experi
enced a sharp, piercing apprehension. 
The man had seen him run through the 
hall—there might be explanations to 
make . . . fresh difficulties! This 
passed, and his retina secured a more 
exact image of the individual whom he 
confronted.

The man was tall. His shoulders 
drooped, one a little lower than the 
other. A corner of his top-coat, hang
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ing over his arm, dragged on the floor 
and was edged with dust. He wore his 
silk hat far back on his head; it was 
tilted up so that it approximated his 
left ear more than his right. His legs 
were a little bent at the knees. A but
ton of his waistcoat was unfastened and 
there was a smudge on his white neck
tie. He was smiling asymmetrically.

He leaned toward Chris and his eyes 
grew very bright. In them was a light 
of cordial recognition; a ray of broth
erhood.

‘‘Hello, ol’ pal,” he said.
Chris straightened and shuddered.
The fellow was drunk!
Chris put his rubber hat on his head 

and, shaking himself a little, like a dog 
throwing-off water, he stepped away 
from the wall. He ignored the drunken 
man and started down the corridor with 
dignity. He had achieved only a few 
steps when the man in disheveled eve
ning dress put out his hand and grasped 
Chris’s arm.

“Where’re you going ?” he asked.
Chris attempted to withdraw his arm. 

The drunk clasped it more tightly.
“Don’t leave yet!” he admonished. 

His tone was aggrieved. “ Come in 
and have a little drink.”

Chris pulled away; the other clenched 
his fingers on his sleeve. He smiled 
playfully.

“ Bo chance,” he murmured.
Suddenly Chris was weak, enervated, 

despoiled of his strength. That fog of a 
doom descended damply upon his spir
its. He seemed marked for destruc
tion, a victim of the demon he despised. 
The drunken man pulled him to the 
door, still retaining his grip, and with 
his free hand miraculously inserted the 
key in the lock with one unseeing 
thrust. The door opened and Chris 
was hauled into a dark room.

Suddenly his captor bellowed out:
“ Here we are: ten thousand strong 

are we!”
The lights went on startlingly and 

Chris saw a woman in a yellow dress
ing-gown standing with her hand on the 
wall-button.

“ Hel-lo!” exclaimed his companion.

The woman looked at them both. 
Her face was white and infinitely 
scornful.

“Tell that man to get out!” she com
manded.

Chris’s captor turned to him affec
tionately.

“Eh, . . . no ! Can’t do that! He’s 
an ol’ friend of mine. Ol’ booze fighter. 
Good ol’ fellow! Just look at his 
nose!”

“ Look at his nose!” screamed the 
woman. “Don’t you suppose I have 
looked at his nose? Tell him to get 
out. You needn’t think I’m going to 
have you bring home all your drunken 
red-nosed loafers at this time of night. 
Tell him to get out of here! If he 
doesn’t I’ll telephone for the police. 
I’ll—”

Chris was too overwhelmed to pro
test. He had long hated and despised 
the booze and now it had come into his 
life with retributive violence. The por
tents of the early evening had been ful
filled. He did not know what might 
happen yet—he was too beaten to care. 
With only a single tragic elevation of 
his arm, his sole protest, he turned and 
went out of the door. The wife of the 
rummy who had captured him, pursued 
him into the corridor with her abusive 
voice. With the dejected shoulders of 
a broken man he walked to the end of 
the hall and rang for the elevator. A 
sleepy boy brought the cage up and took 
him below.

He went out to the street. It was 
still raining. The drops clattered over 
his head in repeated, malicious blows. 
A man, wet and reeling, passed close 
and looked into his face and seeing 
Chris’s physiognomy, smiled frater
nally. Chris shuddered.

Through his mind surged a chant of 
hate, unvoiced, yet dreadful. As by a 
great passion, he throbbed with his de
spising of rum. His dithyrambic hate 
pulsed with a wild rhythm, accented by 
the blows of the heavy rain upon his 
rubber hat. He drew near the comer 
and two hinged doors and an evil light 
confronted him.

Again the great weakness came to
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Chris. Once more he was the beaten 
man, the victim. He stared at the glow 
behind frosted glass windows. And 
then, defeated, he dived through the
swinging doors...............

An hour later Chris lurched out to

the street. The rain, still falling, broke 
violently over his rubber hat. He didn’t 
notice it.

His nose glowed in the gloom. He 
hummed a little song.

He was very drunk.

A R T IL L E R Y
By T. F. Mitchell

P ERHAPS I was a little indiscreet with Smith’s wife on my visit to their 
house, but that was no excuse for him to carry on the way he did. He 

practically ordered me out. In spite of what followed, I kept my temper 
and made my exit with dignity. I was a little upset, though, when the 
trunk hit me.

VIGIL
By Bertha Bolling

O H, keep me very,, very near—- 
 The night is here !

Make me to dream of dawn to come; 
Of blue of sky; of gold of broom;
Of sunshine flooding all the room.

My hand in yours, I feel the morn; 
Your voice—I hear the birds at dawn, 
And the faint rippling of the corn.

Oh, hold me in the old, dear way— 
Oh, be, for me, the day!



TRANSACTION IN A HOTEL LOBBY
By Elsinore Robinson Crowell

A  HOTEL lobby was no place for a 
child, especially that hotel lobby. 
Mrs. S. Roger Waldron glared 

over her armored chest as, through an 
affront of tobacco smoke, she watched 
the little chap cutting capers before the 
applauding men. What could his par
ents be thinking of? Barely six and 
exposed to such vulgarity! Spiritually, 
the good dame laid back her capable 
New England ears and neighed with 
horror.

The little boy was playing he was a 
bear. He scrambled about on all fours, 
growling furiously in a wilderness of 
cuspidors and trousered legs. Some
times he worried a leg with his small 
white teeth and the owner begged for 
mercy. Every now and then someone 
would throw him a nickel; he would 
grab it fiercely in his rosy mouth, and 
the men would laugh. Mrs. Waldron 
felt herself covered with the prickly 
heat of outraged hygienic righteousness. 
Nickels in his mouth—how nasty!

Now he was doing a tango, his 
 stubby legs spraddling, his tiny body 
hitching along. The men guffawed, 
nudging one of their number, a pike
faced by-product.

“He’s got your number, Percy Boy!”
“Now you see what a little charmer 

you are when you hit the chicken 
yard!”

“Hit it up, Bub. Show us how you 
do those Theda Bara eyes!”

The little boy was gleeful over his 
success. Never in his life had he ex
perienced such popularity. It was a 
kind world to little boys. Words failed 
him. He jumped about like a “hobby 
toad” and gave mighty squeaks. A  man 
with a fumed oak face and a suit in one

of those quiet horse-blanket effects 
poked a dollar into his hand. “Here, 
kiddo, raise hell with that.”

The negro porter rolled by and ab
sently slipped a toy mouse down his 
back. It was a tremendous joke.

The little boy squealed and gurgled, 
the men strongly advised war, the por
ter fled with every sign of panic.

“Disgusting!” snorted Mrs. S. Roger 
Waldron. “ Playing with a negro! Is 
his mother insane? And receiving 
money—his pockets are fairly bulging 
with it.”

Her pointed, unpowdered nose stiff
ened like a terrier’s, her matronly dew
lap quivered indignantly. “Thank God, 
I knew a mother’s duty. My lambs did 
not stray among wolves.” Her face as
sumed a “ see Acts 20:29” expression. 
It was a little habit of hers that did not 
serve to endear her to her acquaint
ances.

A man was drawing pictures for the 
child. He was an oldish man with a 
sagging mouth and greenish puffs un
der his stale eyes. He was most un
clean, but he held the little boy in his 
lap and drew delicately joyful pictures 
of fairies and bunnies and dancing 
aeroplanes. The child’s eyes were 
starry; at each new masteripece he 
crowed with delight and insisted on an 
exhibition. The men crowded behind 
them, joking, shoving, spitting. The 
child’s happiness bubbled over. He 
threw warm little arms about the man 
and kissed him.

The soul of Mrs. Waldron arose in 
revolt. The man was filthy! This 
must be stopped. She massed for at
tack.

The boy had clambered down and
39
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was trotting at the heels of a man who 
approached the cigar stand with an air 
of intense mystery. The little boy was 
pink with suspense. The cigar girl had 
bleached hair, gummed in waves to a 
vulcanized complexion. She wore pend
ant “diamond” earrings and an “ in
door-sport” suit. Her eyes were hard, 
shallow, like cheap, ornamental buttons. 
She smiled at the little boy.

“ Hello, Buster, how’s the world 
treating you?”

“ Say, Sweetie,” confided the man 
with a wink that had seen much serv
ice, “  ’spose you got something in that 
blue box for little kids what like 
candy ?”

“ O-o-o-o,” breathed the little boy, on 
tiptoe. “ ’Spose you have, Mrs. 
Sweetie?”

The men howled.
This was too much! Anyone could 

see wh'at the creature was!
Mrs. Waldron advanced, one hun

dred and ninety pounds of virtue ram
pant. She beckoned the cigar girl aside 
and addressed her with frigid aloof
ness.

“ I wish to do something at once 
about that child. This is outrageous. 
None of you seem to have the slightest 
idea of decency in your attitude toward 
him. His parents evidently will not 
protect him. I wish their names at 
once. I shall appeal to the Society for

the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. 
I am secretary of the State branch and 
my request will have weight. That, in 
this day and generation, an innocent 
child should be subjected to an atmos
phere of such viciousness and vulgar
ity—”

The cigar girl’s eyes snapped and she 
burst shrilly into the midst of Mrs. 
Waldron’s harangue.

“Well, if you want to appeal, ma’am, 
I’ve no objections. Appeal to the dog- 
catcher or the street-cleaner or any 
other of your gentlemen friends. This 
sure ain’t no place for youth and inno
cence, for which same reason I’ve been 
wondering why you stuck around. 
What you need is a season ticket to a 
cold storage plant, you an’ your old 
purity. But as for the kid’s parents 
interfering” — her voice flattened cu
riously—“ I guess they won’t be bother
ing much. The mother’s up on the 
third floor, dead, and there ain’t no 
father. Nobody’s told the kid yet an’ 
we was just doin’ our best to look after 
him.” Her voice rose again. “ But if 
appealing is your middle name, why 
you hop right to it an’ be damned.” 
She turned and grabbed the box of 
candy with an angry snort.

Mrs. S. Roger Waldron turned as 
red as a Venetian sunset, choked, gob
bled incoherently like a turkey, and tot
tered away.

S OME men are single because they were disappointed in love, but most 
 men are disappointed in love because they did not remain single.

 TO practise what one preaches is comparatively easy. Most people would 
find it more difficult to preach what they practise.



HELEN TAILLORE
By Thyra Samter Winslow

HELEN TAILLORE, playing a bit 
of an old French song on the 
rather tinkly piano — it wasn’t 

much out of tune if you didn’t strike 
the extreme treble or the extreme bass 
notes—turned abruptly before she had 
finished.

She spoke as we often speak to the 
one we talk with most frequently, with
out a real beginning, as if the conver
sation were part of something that had 
gone before.

“Things could go on for years—like 
this. And in the end we’d collapse, 
like a brick of ice-cream, or keep on, 
poor and pretending.”

“ But, dear,” answered her moth
er, closing her fingers over the book 
she was reading, “ I don’t think you 
realize, sometimes, what a good time 
you are having, how- fortunate you are. 
You’re only twenty-three, you know. 
And now Penfield has this splendid op
portunity. You’ve had a wonderful 
winter and you’re going to the Rogers’ 
house-party and then to the Jamisons’ 
and undoubtedly Ruth will ask you up 
after that. You’ve enough clothes for 
those things, I’m sure. With a new 
coat and a few more blouses . . .  I 
don’t like to see you so discontented.” 

“ You’re a dear. Of course I ’m a 
beast to snarl so, only I’m so tired of it 
—waiting for invitations and acting so 
nice about things. I’m always taking 
the odd hand at bridge when I’d rather 
dance and dancing when I ’d rather read 
and reading when no one asks me to 
do things. ‘Little Tommy Tucker sings 
for his supper’—that’s me. I’m asked 
because I ’m entertaining and interesting 
and ‘fill in’ nicely or because a Taiilore, 
even the poorest one, adds distinction

to the party. Sometimes I want to 
shriek at things.

“ Penfield—he’s a wonder. I couldn’t 
have imagined a better brother. But 
the child’s only twenty-five and you 
know he’s so full of plans for houses he 
can’t think of anything else. In ten 
years, now that he has a chance with 
the Grants, he’ll begin getting a real 
salary. Then he’ll marry, of course. 
And we . .

She slipped off the piano bench, and, 
taking a cushion, sat on it, cross-legged, 
in front of her mother.

“Did it ever occur to you, Mother, 
what geese we were? All we have— 
that little cheque for rent, and how we 
make it stretch and pretend it’s three 
times as big. Here, this apartment, 
five rooms and always pretending 
there’s more. A  view out of the win
dows so ugly we have to use double 
curtains and pretend not to notice. 
One maid—and you and I doing most 
of the work so we can have Jennie, 
who wears caps and aprons and serves 
nicely, instead of a strong, husky girl 
who could really clean and cook, but 
who wouldn’t look presentable. The 
other day, waiting for Penfield in the 
Grants’ office, I talked with a Mrs. 
Fisher, whose husband is there, too. 
I’d met her before, a nice little thing. 
She pays half as much for her apart
ment as we do and it’s' brand-new and 
white and shining. She pays a maid 
seven dollars and the maid does the 
washing and ironing and all the work 
and the cooking, too. Mrs. Fisher 
serves when they have company and she 
says her husband doesn’t mind the sub
way ride. They have lots of light and 
air. I actually have to walk over to the

41
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park to find out by the foliage what 
season it is.”

“Where is this wonderful apart
ment?”

“ That’s the catch, of course. It’s 
out on 170th Street. Awful people. 
Socially impossible. Imagine anyone 
coming out there. I asked her how 
much the taxi fare was and she 
said—”

“ Yes?”
“ She didn’t know—they’d only been 

there eight months and hadn’t needed 
a taxi. But the bus went only two 
blocks from her house!”

“ You’d like to move there, I sup
pose !”

“ I don’t know. It would be fun to 
slip from under and be happy on noth
ing at all in a little new neighborhood. 
But of course we won’t. We aren’t 
that kind. We like being a part of 
things. I feel that, too, already, being 
a Taillore. So we keep on—this way. 
Something’s got to be done about it.” 

Mrs. Taillore smiled.
“When you marry—” she said. 
“ Oh, marriage! You haven’t no

ticed whole lines of suitors forming at 
the door, have you ?”

“ But, seriously, Helen, there have 
been—unusual opportunities.”

“Real men? I hadn’t seen them. If 
a millionaire were willing to exchange 
a few of his millions for a wife who 
spelled Taillore with two ‘l’s’ and an 
‘e’ or, if there were really someone 
who—oh, there isn’t anyone. So, I ’m 
planning something else. Quite in cold 
blood. A career!”

“What sort?”
“ Oh, a real one. I ’m going on the 

stage!”
“You’re joking!”
“Not at all. Of course a Taillore 

never did.”
“ Indeed not. Nor a Throckden nor 

a Penfield.”
“That’s just it. How valuable that 

makes me. And I’m young and quite, 
quite beautiful, besides—and modest. 
But, really, it’s quite possible.

“ Nothing else is. I enjoy seeing effi
cient business women with white linen 
waists and cold, superior manners, but

I could never do things like that—get
ting up early and spending long days 
in an office. But the stage. As Pen
field would say, it intrigues me.”

Her mother smiled. Another of 
Helen’s schemes. She’d not do it, of 
course. Taillores didn’t go on the 
stage.

II

H e l e n  seemed to forget the ridicu
lous plan. Time passed pleasantly 
with a succession of little pleasures. 
The Frederick Stuarts took a fancy To 
her that summer and included her on 
some delightful short cruises and house 
parties and a motor trip or two. Fall 
came and there were parties and the 
theater and then the opera. It seemed 
so easy to drift along, indefinitely, buy
ing ready-made frocks at inexpensive 
upstairs shops and pretending a bit 
over their origin, doing no entertaining 
except an occasional guest at dinner, 
accepting invitations from relatives and 
from acquaintances who didn’t mind 
spending money. There were gloomy 
days, of course, when the pretense wore 
thin, when Helen wanted something 
real to happen. But there were happy 
days, too.

Most of the happy days were when 
Helen saw Douglas Towne. She didn’t 
admit it. Douglas Towne was no more 
to her than any other man she had al
ways known, of course. He was at
tractive, she’d admit that. But, so 
were a lot of other people. Even his 
soft, rather crumpled black hair—the 
sort that always seems to need definite 
feminine smoothings, his smoke-colored 
eyes, his olive skin were no more won
derful than the qualities other men pos
sessed. Even his crisp, rather impa
tient voice, his questioning smile, were 
nothing, of course. Still, after she had 
seen him, the day did seem more pleas
ant, as if something quite wonderful 
had happened. Little sentences he said 
would come back to her, weeks later. 
Almost unconsciously his pet words, 
phrases, wove themselves into Helen’s 
vocabulary.

Of course she didn’t care. Taillores 
do not let themselves care for people
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who are definitely out of reach. Doug
las Towne was. There was no ques
tion about that. He was a bit of a 
snob, though that included Helen and 
so was really a virtue. Other attri
butes weren’t. His opinion about mar
riage, for one thing. He was so defi
nitely the kind of man who doesn’t 
marry. Not that he didn’t like women. 
He did. But he liked to choose one, 
carefully, to fit into a particular eve
ning’s pleasure or a peculiar mood.

Douglas had just enough money to 
do the things he cared about. Mar
ried, he’d drop into middle-class obliv
ion. Single, he was alluring, even dan
gerous. No, one couldn’t marry Doug
las Towne. So, why worry about him? 
Helen was quite sure she didn’t. Only, 
the days they had spent together on 
the Montroon, a certain early ride, tea 
in queer little shops, a day’s motor trip 
to an old farmhouse—those were 
pleasant bits To remember.

When Helen met Arthur McConnor 
she felt that she definitely shoved Doug
las Towne into the past and firmly 
closed the door. Arthur McConnor 
was “a chance.” Matrimony was writ
ten all over his smoothly shaved pink 
face, his sleekly brushed hair, his broad 
shoulders. He was a prize for the first 
feminine picker who had a few neces
sary possessions. Helen had them 
all.

Arthur McConnor was born in the 
Middle West. There he had added to 
the fortune his father had started and 
had been East about four years. There
fore, gaining a definite social standing 
was quite important to him. Helen 
had quite enough social standing. She 
was pretty enough, too, in a sleek, crisp 
way. She had the gentleness and re
serve that McConnor had never met 
until he came East. It drew him be
cause he didn’t understand it very well. 
In Huntington, Nebraska, girls were 
good fellows and didn’t seem always to 
be questioning you under raised brows 
or looking through you if you happened 
to do the wrong thing.

McConnor didn’t often feel that he 
did the wrong thing, for that matter.

He was quite sure that money was the 
thing that counted, after all. He had 
a lot of it. In a restaurant, now, tip 
the waiter enough, and you own the 
place, nothing too good for you.

Money was the thing, these days. 
McConnor always found it so. You 
can buy anything. When he met Helen 
Taillore she seemed to fit quite evenly 
into his pattern of things. Her little 
indifferent, superior manner could 
quite carry off anything. In his box 
at the opera, say, Helen, as Mrs. Mc
Connor. It was very satisfactory.

Helen understood Arthur McConnor 
as soon as she saw him. She recognized 
his boorishness, his heavy lack of know
ing little things. But 'he »was good- 
natured in rather a clumsy way and she 
had got used to climbers—one has to 
accept favors, you know. And he did 
have money. And these days, 
money . . .

Why not marry Arthur McConnor 
and have it over with? A house in 
the East Seventies, perhaps; and a real
ly good car or two and no bills to bother 
about.

If it hadn’t been for a talk Helen 
heard at a Friday morning lecture . . .

III

It was an ordinary talk enough at 
one of those series of things someone 
is always being handed tickets to by 
someone else who had to buy them— 
quartettes in unusual chamber music, 
folk songs by rather frightened foreign 
amateurs, a lecture or two.

This lecture was the usual sort on 
feminism. But it brought back to Helen 
the thought of a “ career.”  After all, 
the lecturer was right, even if he were 
a too-pale young man who let his hair 
grow long over his collar: to accept 
matrimony simply as a means of be
ing supported is the worst form of so
cial slavery—to every woman is offered 
the means of escape—every woman has 
the capabilities of a career.

So—thoughts of the stage came back 
to Helen. She hadn’t been trained for 
anything. She hated to think of selling
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or nursing or teaching. Taillores didn’t 
do things like that. Besides, there was 
no money for expensive training and 
she wanted to get into something—start 
the career with a great bang. The 
stage—that was something real. Didn’t 
unknown girls go into it each year and 
succeed and get their pictures in the 
magazines? It would be jolly getting 
notes and presents—of course you’d 
send the presents back but it would be 
fun to get them—and applause.

Helen didn’t know much about the 
stage from the side behind the curtain. 
She’d been going to properly selected 
theaters since she was ten—a Christmas 
pantomime the winter she spent with 
Aunt Martha Penfield in London—and 
Saturday matinees at home, Maude Ad
ams and musical things. And, of 
course, the last few years she’d seen a 
lot.

But, only twice had Helen been be
hind the scenes. The first time, at 
eighteen, she had been in an amateur 
entertainment. Usually, her mother 
didn’t approve, but this was for her own 
pet charity and Helen, in the chorus, 
did some rather weird dances, costumed 
by an amateur designer who yearned 
for an opportunity to express himself. 
She had had a little dance by herself, 
too, just a few steps. There had been 
a lot of applause.

The other time she had been “ behind” 
was a year later. Estelle Durant had 
had a cousin playing in “ On Time” and, 
after the first act, Estelle took six of 
the girls back to the cousin’s dressing- 
room. The odd smells, the hurrying 
through dark passages, the little dress
ing-room, the cousin, with her painted 
face, had all fascinated Helen.

Helen, like most other girls, thought 
life on the stage was something differ
ent, alluring, as if a conjurer waved 
his wand. Didn’t men always fall in 
love with actresses ? Even Douglas 
Towne—if she went on the stage—was 
a star . . . Perhaps she’d let him 
bring flowers to her dressing-room the 
night after she had been made a star. 
He’d come in, quite overcome, but she’d 
show him success hadn’t changed her

and she’d rise and hold out her hand, 
he’d come toward her . . .

So Helen decided. She put on her 
smartest black suit, her smallest, most 
discreet hat and started out one Mon
day in November.

She knew very little about what to 
do. Her reading had told her that 
booking agents were the people to at
tack, so she had a whole list of them, 
copied from the Classified Section of 
the telephone book, in her small mesh 
bag.

The first few calls were disappoint
ing. The men in attendance were 
quite polite—but the places themselves! 
Dirty paper and cigarettes on the un
carpeted floors, overdressed, rough- 
looking people sitting around the dingy 
offices. The windows were dirty, 
everything was horrible.

Helen was quite discouraged after a 
morning of it. So she ran into Frankie 
Everett’s office and he took her to 
luncheon. Over the ices she told him 
about it. She had known him always. 
Frankie didn’t seem as enthusiastic as 
he might have been. Of course, after 
she was a star, he’d change his atti
tude . . .

Frankie gave her the names of two 
agencies he had heard of and told her to 
see the producers who usually had 
shows playing in New York. Helen 
tucked the names into the mesh bag 
 and started again the next day.

Frankie’s names weren’t much better 
than her own had been. In three weeks 
she had had seven offers—from the 
chorus of a third road show playing 
a four-year-old musical comedy to a 
chance to do “ bits” in a company go
ing to Australia for a two years’ en
gagement. Of course she couldn’t con
sider things like that.

She hated the cheap, dirty booking- 
offices. She drew her shoulders togeth
er as she went in for fear some of the 
motley crowd would touch her. She 
hated to be touched by strangers. Of 
course, she wouldn’t need these offices 
after she found something.

After a month or so, she had an op
portunity to get into the chorus of a
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New York show—she couldn’t think of 
leaving town.

At first she hesitated. But, after 
all, a lot of stars started that way, Elsie 
Ferguson—a great many more. After 
the first week or two, they’d single her 
out and give her a part, like the solo 
dance she’d had at the charity enter
tainment. Then, one night the star 
would be sick and she’d be put in her 
place . . .

IV

S h e  was quite a bit excited when 
she went to the theater for a try-out. 
She tried a door at the front o f the the
ater and found it locked. A man loun
ging there, his hat rather far back on 
his head, slouched up to her.

“Who you looking for?’’
Ordinarily Helen would have turned 

away indignant at being addressed, dis
respectfully and informally, by a not- 
at-all-prepossessing stranger. Perhaps, 
though, he belonged to that mysterious 
other world.

“ I was told to report here for the 
rehearsal of a new play,” she explained.

“Oh, sure, Hall’s new show. Front 
of the house is closed. You’d better 
go round. Ask for Cooper.”

Helen thanked him. In some way 
she knew that “go round” meant the 
stage entrance. She turned to look 
for it and was surprised to see the 
slouchy giver of information open a 
door, right next to the one she had 
tried, and disappear into the theater.

She found the door marked “ Stage 
Entrance.” As usual with all theaters, 
no matter how cleverly decorated the 
foyer may be, the stage door is always 
a bit dirty and disreputable. She 
opened the heavy iron door. She was 
in a narrow, brick-lined passageway. 
She walked up some stairs and found 
the stage, much as she had pictured it. 
There was just enough natural light to 
make the sets look too brightly colored. 
Everything looked dirty, too.

About fifty girls stood on the stage, 
most of them in little groups. There 
was a slight sprinkling of men, young

looking mostly, with sly, thin faces. 
Surely these weren’t chorus men. 
Helen, seeing chorus men from the 
front, clad in evening clothes of bright- 
colored satin or in the very last word, 
with a few extra sentences, in day at
tire, always wearing hats, no matter 
what the occasion, had sometimes 
thought chorus men were bright, young, 
college-looking youths. These incor
rectly dressed, unhealthy-looking men 
annoyed her.

The girls, too, were a bit cheaper 
than she had imagined them. She had 
read about chorus girls, their big sala
ries, their charm, their luxuries gained 
by “the great sacrifice.” She had al
ways wanted to meet a few. Now 
here were dozens. They looked dis
appointingly like girls who sold things 
in shops, only cheaper and more tawdry.

Helen could not sit down on any of 
the dust-covered chairs. She stood so 
as not to touch anything, watching the 
girls that came in. How coarse their 
voices were!

An hour passed and two men arrived. 
They were both rather fat and looked 
like middle-class business men. She 
thought they had rather heavy faces.

The men sat down on chairs they 
drew toward a small table. A couple 
of girls came up to them and, leaning 
over, spoke with animation and many 
smiles. The men nodded indifferently. 
The girls moved away.

Three more men came, then, from 
the front of the house, the sloppy man 
Helen had spoken to, a young man 
with a pale face and rather a spruce 
fellow in a checked suit.

A shirt-sleeved man wheeled a pianos 
near the front of the stage. The pale 
man took off his coat, one of the fat 
men took out a paper and pencil and 
started chewing on the pencil.

One of the men called something. 
The others knew what he said, evi
dently, for they strolled up and formed 
a sort of a line. Helen joined them. 
She felt ridiculously out of place. It 
amused her to watch the girls with 
their exaggerated airs of indifference, 
their assumed elegance of manner.
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Some of them were frankly homely and 
poorly dressed. The majority were 
pretty in an ordinary, showy way. 
They lacked some of the nicer details 
of appearance that Helen had taken 
for granted they Would have, but many 
of them wore expensive clothes cut on 
extreme lines.

The men looked at the line solemnly, 
nodding to girls they knew, saying 
things to one another about them.

The pale young man went to the 
piano. The first girl in line went over 
to him. He played a few chords, the 
girl sang a scale. The pale man called 
“three.” The girl went to the table 
and the fat man spoke to her, nodded, 
wrote something on paper.

One at a time the girls sang. Helen 
was glad she was near the end of the 
line. Most of the girls sang only fair
ly well. Occasionally one, usually quite 
homely, would surprise everyone by the 
strength and even sometimes by the 
beauty of her voice.

Helen knew her own voice was not 
especially good. She had had a year 
of rather indifferent training—the les
sons had been the gift of a cousin who 
happened to be interested in a young 
singing teacher. By the time her turn 
came she had got over part of her 
nervousness, though she was afraid she 
sang rather badly. How some of the 
other girls had shrieked!

The pale man called “two.” The fat 
man asked her name. He spelled it 
incorrectly.

“Experience ?” he asked.
She said “ Just amateur things.” He 

grunted something to the man in a 
checked suit, who grunted an answer 
in return. Helen felt quite as if she 
were being offered for sale. She could 
feel the color mount her face. She 
wanted to leave, indignantly. But, even 
more, she wanted a career on the stage.

She was back in line again. The 
voices had all been tried. The men 
looked over the girls again, as if they 
were trying to determine their weight 
to an ounce, weighing black hair against 
blonde. How often she had admired 
the dainty, graceful girls on this very

stage! She had been glad her card had 
been for this theater, for she had heard 
so much of the refinement of the or
ganization.

The fat man called out names, then,
. . . Voight, Baker, Ellingwood, Tru- 
dell, perhaps forty more. Toward the 
last—Tailor. Then, “The rest may go.”

The dismissed girls left with fairly 
careless flirts of their skirts. The rest 
looked more superior than ever. The 
other fat man, who proved to be Cooper 
— a girl who has “worked under 
Cooper” is quite important in the cho
rus world—had the girls go through 
some preliminary work, simple steps. 
He dismissed a dozen more and called 
a rehearsal for the next day.

V

H e l e n  w a s  th e re  th e  n e x t  m o r n in g  
a t ten . A little  r o u n d  g ir l  w ith  s ta r in g  
e y e s  s p o k e  to  h er.

“They certainly get wild mobs here 
the first days, don’t they?” she said.

Helen agreed that they did.
“Wait till Hall and Cooper get weed

ing them out. All these amateurs 
and one-nighters will disappear soon 
enough.”

Helen agreed again and the girl went 
on to tell her about her last show, and 
the lines she had had. Helen listened, 
fascinated at the mixture of incorrect 
English, stage idioms and an attempted 
“air.”

During the morning, about fifty 
more girls and men came in for try
outs. A few were kept, a girl who 
knew the musical director, another, 
flashily dressed, with a note to the fat 
man, who read it, solemnly shook hands 
with her and motioned her to a chair, 
which she accepted with heavy nonchal
ance, a man whom they all nodded to 
and who evidently didn’t need a voice 
trial.

Each day Helen reported for rehear
sals. They learned the lyrics first, sit
ting on chairs around the piano. Helen 
saw the crowd change, gradually. 
Friends of someone in authority or 
girls with unusual beauty or voices 
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were added, others were dismissed with 
a curt word. She stayed on. (She 
learned that the fat man was Hall, who 
“owned the show,” learned the names 
of the other men.

Cooper said, “Practice dlothes to
morrow,” and was ready to “put on the 
numbers.” Helen couldn’t ask what 
he meant, so came as usual in a tailored 
suit. She found the girls dressed in a 
mixture of gymnasium and bathing 
costumes, tights, odd costumes of 
vaudeville acts that had I failed, shows 
that had closed “on the road.”

“What’s the matter, no practice 
clothes ?” Cooper asked her.

“ I didn’t hear you,”  she said. “ I ’ll 
wear them tomorrow.”

That day, other girls were let out. 
Helen knew that the shapes of their 
legs had something to do with it—she 
had seen the group of men discussing 
them. She couldn’t blame the men, of 
course. She knew that the show had to 
look well from the front—only it did 
seem rather a crude thing to do.

The next day she wore practice 
clothes, a discreet bathing suit she had 
worn all last summer. She felt much 
less pleasant in it than she had on the 
beach, as if she were doing something 
unattractively immoral. She watched 
the entrance in fear that someone she 
knew might recognize her—Helen 
Taillore—in a bathing suit—rehearsing 
in a chorus. Of course, she could al
ways pretend it was some sort of a 
joke—and—later—when she got out of 
the chorus—into stardom . , .

The conversation of the other girls 
first amazed and interested, later an
noyed, then disgusted her. She began 
to understand the innuendos, the un
pleasant things that constantly clung to 
their slightest remarks. She couldn’t 
believe at first that she understood 
what they said. Insults were given 
and accepted as pleasantries. Indecen
cies masked as wit. The uncouth lan
guage, the attitude toward pleasant 
things, toward life, made her feel as if 
she were slumming. She didn’t like it. 
Still—if she wanted to get ahead . . .

She worked hard learning the dance

steps. She liked them and because she 
was quick and slender and strong she 
learned them rapidly.

The girls asked her questions, taunt
ed her with being an amateur and 
hinted at her morals. She said as lit
tle as she could and, as there were oth
ers who proved better targets, she was 
gradually left alone. She heard dread
ful things about “ being insulted by the 
owner of the show” and that sort of 
thing. But the men absolutely ignored 
her.

Then, quite suddenly, Helen and five 
other girls were dismissed. Another 
show, under the same management, had 
closed and girls from that company 
were out of employment and had to be 
looked out for, either because they were 
well known or had influential friends.

Nearly a month of rehearsals had 
gone for nothing, but Helen was really 
rather relieved to be out of it. When 
she got home, after being dismissed, 
her bath seemed to remove all the slime 
that the chorus had fastened upon her. 
She wouldn’t try a chorus position 
again, that was certain. Still, she had 
learned a lot of things about the stage. 
She ought to be able to get something 
really good now. Of course, the peo
ple in a good dramatic production 
would be different from the girls in the 
chorus.

VI

H e r  mother hoped that this experi
ence would end Helen’s desire for a 
stage career. She had viewed the re
hearsals first with dismay, then with 
resignation. Helen had told her very 
little about them.

Helen knew that she would keep on. 
After all—eyen rehearsals, smudged as 
they were, were more exciting than eve
nings with Arthur McConnor. They 
kept her from thinking, too, thinking 
that she must decide . . . anything.

She started hunting a position again. 
She shrank even more from the un
pleasant booking offices. Still—if one 
wants a career, the first rungs of the 
ladder are always the hard ones. Hadn’t 
the lecturer said so?
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She talked to half a dozen theatrical 
managers. None of them had anything 
for her.

One day she passed the slouchy man. 
She had learned his name was Morti
mer and he had written some of the 
music for the show with which she had 
rehearsed. She had never heard of 
him before but when he occasionally 
appeared at rehearsals everyone seemed 
to know him. She intended passing 
him without récognition, but he didn’t 
wait for her. His hat was pushed a bit 
farther back, his hand was out.

“Hello, there,” he said. “Where you 
working now?”

“ I’m not working,” she said. If he 
thought her a professional she’d keep 
it up.

“Ever have a part?” he asked.
“No, I never have had one. It’s 

really what I’m looking for.”
“They all are. But I wouldn’t be 

surprised if Welling and Huff could 
use you. They are putting on one of 
those sweet little Spring-tra-la dramas 
and they need a girl for an ingénue. 
You certainly look the part. Like it?”

“Indeed I should.”
“Here, take this card up to them— 

you know, office in the Murray The
ater, on Forty-fifth Street, and say I 
sent you. Might as well have a chance 
at it.”

Helen thanked him and turned to go.
“Come in here and have something 

to drink with me,”  said Mortimer, nod
ding toward a restaurant on the corner.
" Helen would have refused, indig

nantly enough—but, when a man has 
just given you an opportunity to get a 
position on the stage, with one of the 
best-known producers in town, it isn’t 
easy to refuse to “ have something to 
drink.”

She nodded and Mortimer led the 
way into the restaurant, even during 
the day its ugly electric fixtures all 
aglow.

They sat at a little table for two, dec
orated with an electric lamp in imita
tion of a candle, its red muslin shade 
drunkenly askew. Helen felt as if she 
were someone else, as if she had

stepped quite far down, into another 
personality. She heard herself answer
ing questions, laughing at jokes, listen
ing to Mortimer as he hummed “a new 
number” he was writing, keeping time 
by thrumming a spoon on the table. 
She ordered tea and heard Mortimer 
say something about “a pretty big jump 
off the wagon.”

Helen had never been in a restaurant 
of this sort before. She liked dining 
at hotels and restaurants and felt she 
was not conventional, for she had dined 
unchaperoned with Douglas Towne, 
Arthur McConnor, half a dozen mascu
line friends. But this was the first 
time she had been in one of the 
Broadway cafés of the theatrical dis
trict, the first time she had ever been 
invited to “ have a drink.” Oh, well, 
as a stepping-stone to a career . . .

She made the session with Mortimer 
as brief as she could and hurried to 
the office of Welling and Huff. Well
ing and Huff always had a drama or 
two of the better sort playing in New 
York, with second-year companies on 
the road. They were responsible for 
the fame of half a dozen masculine 
and feminine stars. Helen had been 
to their office several times before, but 
had never seen anyone in authority.

Now, she presented the card Morti
mer had given her and had hardly seat
ed herself in one of the shiny red ma
hogany chairs when she was told to 
“go right in.”

VII

I n  the private office, furnished with 
huge desks and chairs o f the same red 
mahogany and brass cuspidors, she 
found a short, fat man with a ruddy 
face full of a network of veins and 
wrinkles. H e was seated at one o f the 
desks, but turned around in the swivel 
chair instead o f rising as she entered.

“ Good morning,” he said with heavy 
formality. “What can I do for you?”

She told him about her meeting with 
Mortimer, even found herself dwelling 
upon knowing him. She did so want 
to go on the stage and have a career.
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The man—she found out later he was 
Huff himself — asked her questions 
about her experience, age, family. She 
felt again as if she were definitely of
fering herself for sale—and that she 
dare not make the price a high one. 
She wanted to say: “ How dare you
question me—Helen Taillore. I don’t 
even know—people like you.”

Instead she smiled cordially and an
swered as graciously as she knew how.

Huff looked through some papers on 
his desk, read over one of them, 
grunted.

“Do you know,”  he said, “ I think 
you’ll do. Type exactly. Not much 
of a part, about ten sides, but you look 
all right, know how to talk and dress 
—if you don’t go to pieces on the stage. 
You know, I prefer an amateur every 
time, for bits. If they are .the right 
sort they get them across better. Look 
at Marian Fish—made her what she is 
—never had a line. Lived in a little 
town in Iowa and now look at her. 
And Lucia Montaigne. You’ve come 
to the right place. Be good to us and 
we’ll be good to you. Treat us square 
and there’s none better. High-class 
stuff, that’s the only thing we put on. 
This show now, with Florence Morris 
and Johnson Flare . . . ”

For ten minutes he talked about his 
plans, stars he had made. Then sud
denly he became businesslike.

“Very busy today, and here I am, 
letting someone interfere with me. 
Well, Miss Taillore, I see no reason 
why you can’t make good in this part. 
Effort, effort—and talent. We can 
hope you have that. Be at the Murray 
Theater Thursday at eleven.”

Helen left in an ecstasy of surprise 
and happiness. Was it possible that 
she could get an opportunity, a real one, 
in this way? Could a word from a 
man like Mortimer, watery-eyed, slop
py, have real weight? Could a little 
fat-faced talker really be an important 
figure in the theatrical world? An ac
cidental meeting with a man she hardly 
knew and didn’t like might affect her 
whole future, her career. Anyhow, she 
had her start!

S. S.—viii—4

Thursday she was very anxious to 
make a good impression. She knew 
how to find the stage this time. A 
dozen people were there. Huff greet
ed her as if she were an old friend 
and patted her on the back. She hoped 
he didn’t notice that she instinctively 
moved away. He took her over to a 
small group and introduced her. She 
was surprised at this formality, for in
troductions were unnecessary, every
one who cared to had spoken to 
her while she rehearsed with the 
chorus.

“Miss Morris, this is Miss Taillore, 
a little girl who is going to play your 
sister. This is Miss Bush, Miss Hath
away, Mr. Dilling.” He moved away, 
ignoring the necessity of anything fur
ther.

Helen looked at the little group. She 
had seen Florence Morris on the stage 
several times and had admired her. 
Some years ago she had cut out and 
put into a silver frame a picture of her 
and it had stood on her dressing-table 
for a long while. Miss Morris was dis
appointing. Her hair was too near 
straw-color, her face was coarse-pored 
and slightly wrinkled, her eyes were a 
bit small, her mouth looked hard. She 
was dressed quietly and in good taste 
and yet the effect was flashy. Miss 
Bush was a middle-aged woman in a 
great purple cape, Miss Hathaway was 
little and pretty and bright-eyed. 
She carried her head pertly to one 
side. Mr. Dilling was thin and 
dapper.

Helen was anxious to see Johnson 
Flare and wondered if he would really 
be in the company. She imagined a 
romance. She liked to read things 
about him. Could he really be as hand
some as his pictures?

Just as she got interested in Miss 
Bush’s account of a “ frost of a show” 
she had seen the previous night, two 
men came in. Miss Bush announced 
that one of them was Welling. The 
other Helen recognized as Johnson 
Flare. H e seemed almost as hand
some as she had pictured him, a little 
heavier, perhaps, a little older.
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Welling was thin and carefully 
dressed, and wore a perpetual frown. 
Helen noticed that he said “ No, no,” 
or “not exactly,” impatiently, to nearly 
everything that was said to him. He 
posed as being quite an intellectual. 
He spoke little, seemed to deliberate 
before speaking and then uttered some 
commonplace as if it were wisdom. 
Helen felt that she would always be 
afraid of him.

She met him now and noticed that he 
frowned as Huff introduced her. Fi
nally, “ All right, we will give Miss Tail- 
lore an opportunity,” he said heavily 
and handed her her “part,” blue- 
covered, typewritten.

Sitting in a semi-circle, they read the 
play, then. Helen was surprised to 
hear how stupid the lines sounded, how 
badly most of the company read, as if 
hardly aware of the sense of what they 
were reading. The play was a cheap 
melodrama, with a rural twist, the sort 
that happened to be having a vogue at 
that time. Helen’s part lacked distinc
tion. It was a “ feeder” of the simplest 
type, but would give her an opportu
nity to wear several pretty frocks and 
remain on the stage most of one act. 
She had the opening lines in the second 
act and was on for two curtains.

VIII

H e le n  felt quite familiar with the 
theater now. When rehearsals started, 
a few days later, she felt like a seasoned 
actress. She had her part letter-perfect 
in a few days and she quickly learned 
how to enter and exit and just when 
to cross over and where to stand. She 
listened attentively to Carson, the di
rector. It seemed a sort of a game 
to see these grown-ups repeating lines 
and gestures, but it interested her. Al
ready a contract had been signed and a 
salary of thirty-five dollars a week was 
in sight. Helen knew this wasn’t a 
great deal, but she knew, too, that a 
hundred other girls would take it for 
the price. Besides, it would be the first 
money she had ever earned. Already 
she saw a trail of luxuries that it would

bring to her and to her mother and to 
Penfield. Thirty-five dollars each 
week!   She was very happy over it.

Although she soon knew all the com
pany, no one paid much attention to 
her during rehearsals. Occasionally 
Carson spoke roughly to her, but he 
did that to everyone. Sometimes John
son Flare stopped for a little chat.

Helen wanted to like Flare. He was 
a bit pompous, very conceited—but she 
felt that was natural for a star like 
him—self-centered. He always seemed 
on parade. Helen felt that he might 
be quite nice, if she really knew him.

She got her costumes ready, a morn
ing frock, a serge afternoon frock, a 
pale blue evening gown. She would 
have preferred another color, but other 
colors interfered with Miss Morris’ 
gowns.

Rehearsals went on. Pictures were 
taken. Everyone was ready. Then 
there was a hurried trip to Atlantic 
City for a few days’ try-out—Helen 
hardly realized anything those days— 
then back to New York—and the open
ing.

The opening night in Atlantic City, 
as Helen stepped out on the stage, saw 
the footlights and the black mass that 
represented the audience, beyond, she 
felt that she had forgotten everything 
she knew. She hesitated, frightened, 
then the lines came back to her. It 
seemed wildly exciting. Even after it 
was over she did not dare loosen the 
tension.

Back in New York, she felt cool, in
ert. On the opening night there she 
could hardly force herself to say the 
lines, to cross the stage. After the per
formance she was so exhausted she 
could hardly take off her make-up. She 
had learned to make up by pretending 
to undress slowly and watching Miss 
Hathaway, who shared her dressing- 
room.

She had met Douglas Towne a week 
or so before and had told him of her 
theatrical venture. She wondered if 
he were present. Flowers came to her 
from Arthur McConnor, Archie Day 
and Frankie Everett and Penfield.
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But Douglas Towne did nothing at 
all. Was he disgusted because she had 
gone on the stage? After she had 
made a hit, a real one, he’d be im
pressed . . . Wasn’t everyone im
pressed, a little, with everyone on the 
stage ?

Helen read all the papers the next 
day. One critic had been touched by 
the teary scene. Another admired Miss 
Morris’ repression, though Helen knew 
it was only stupidity and lack of un
derstanding that made her say her lines 
so evenly. A  critic on a morning pa
per saw nothing in the play at all, but 
predicted a long run. An evening pa- 
per’s dramatic reporter thought he saw 
a “ new note,” but predicted a sudden 
failure. In other words, the criticisms 
were quite as usual.

Two papers mentioned Helen. One, 
“Lucy Branch, the sister, was compe
tently played by pretty Miss Helen 
Taillore, a young society girl,” the other 
“others in the company were Hortense 
Bush, Helen Tailor . . . ”

She was an actress! A week passed, 
two weeks. Her nerves relaxed a lit
tle. It seemed almost natural to go to 
the theater each evening and start ma
king up at seven-thirty, to be there 
three afternoons.

Miss Hathaway was decidedly un
pleasant. She insisted on telling Helen 
the details of a most unsavory love af
fair she was in the midst of. Each 
night there was a new chapter. The 
man, it seemed, was married. He hated 
his wife, who hated him. His wife 
loved someone, but her husband was 
rich, so she wouldn’t let him get away. 
But she had him followed and sent 
him anonymous letters. It was nause
ating.

In the wings the conversation was 
stupid, cheap. She heard the same un
pleasant jokes she had heard in the 
chorus rehearsal. Nearly everyone in the 
company made errors in nearly every 
sentence. They talked of numerous 
stage scandals and unpleasant relation
ships, some of which they were con
nected with. They were always quar
relling over nothings and said the sort

of things you would expect to hear 
among people who were quite low. She 
shuddered away from them. When she 
was a star . . .

IX

B u t , as Helen met other profession
als at the theater, it came to her, quite 
gradually, that conditions would be lit
tle different even if she attained star
dom.

Her days were spent the same as 
ever, among her own friends. She 
went to afternoon parties, luncheons, 
teas. She had to give up the evening 
things, usually, though she went to sev
eral dances after the theater. Here she 
was herself, cool, clever, a bit of a 
snob, perhaps. And yet, even here, oc
casionally, she felt a bit of the stage 
seep in. She found herself using a 
word that a couple of months before 
she had never heard. She said sen
tences with a strange intonation of 
“toughness,” stage idioms, even an er
ror of speech appeared. She couldn’t 
let herself go— step down—even for 
the stage. If that kept on — if she 
really felt that she was being definitely 
lowered . . . But, of course, those 
things were just accidents. The stage 
wasn’t what she had expected, but she 
must accept it and keep herself . . . 
after a while, when she had a real repu
tation . . .

Back of the scenes at the theater 
devoted to clever drama Helen found 
much to disconcert her. Huff, for ex- 
ample. One night she was waiting, in 
her blue evening gown, to go on. She 
felt someone behind her, before she 
could turn— felt a hand on her bare 
shoulder. She, to whom the touch of 
nearly everyone was always disagree
able ! She turned around angrily. 
There was Huff, his red face in its 
usual smile.

“Did I frighten you?” he asked, and 
patted her.

She wanted to shriek—and it was 
time to go on.

When she came off the stage she 
thought about it. She couldn’t say any
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thing—it would mean giving up her po
sition. It was just some of the cama
raderie of the stage that she had al
ways heard about. Huff didn’t mean 
anything, of course. A few weeks la
ter he slipped an arm around her waist. 
There was such a little difference and 
she had seen so many arms around so 
many waists!

She told Huff she didn’t like it and 
he smiled and told her not to be “ so 
touchy.” A  week later he did it again. 
Of course she was angry, but she didn’t 
say anything about it nor resign her 
position.

Helen thought Johnson Flare was a 
bit of an enigma. She imagined that 
there must be something behind his 
seeming simplicity. She had found out 
that he had come from the lower East 
Side, that his rise had been due to his 
own efforts. He had married, three 
years before, a girl whose people be
longed to one of the social sets who 
had penetrated the Sunday papers and 
he felt that he had taken great strides. 
He was fearfully ignorant about almost 
everything, even the drama, which 
Helen thought he would be interested 
in. Ordinary, every-day facts were 
mysteries. He was conceited to the 
point of childishness and took almost 
unbelievable care of his person.

He often dropped into Helen’s dress
ing-room. At first she had admitted 
him only when she was dressed. Later, 
when Laura Hathaway laughed at her 
“prudishness,” she did as she saw all 
other members of the company do, ad
mit anyone who knocked, slipping on a 
dressing-gown. At first it seemed a 
wrong thing to do. Gradually, though, 
she thought nothing about it. After 
all, a dressing-robe does cover one 
much more than an evening gown.

One night, just as she started to dress 
for the second act, Flare knocked. She 
was alone, for Laura Hathaway was 
already on the stage and they could not 
afford a maid.

“ It’s me, Flare,”  he said. “ May I 
come in? Are you decent?”

Helen didn’t like the expression “are 
you decent?” though they all used it.

She had slipped one arm into her dress
ing-gown and called, “Just a minute.” 
The door opened. Flare came in and 
closed the door after him.

X

H e l e n  was too surprised to d o  a n y 
thing but try to finish slipping o n  the 
dressing-gown. Flare caught her in his 
arms, kissed her shoulders, her cheeks, 
her mouth, her eyelids.

“Let me g o !” she cried, and tried to 
strike him. He was very strong.

“You dear little girl,”  he said, “don’t 
act so silly. I wouldn’t hurt you for 
the world. I like you because you are 
so upstage and exclusive. My, but you 
are a little devil, aren’t you ?”

Helen was pummeling him with both 
fists when he moved away and 
smoothed his hair.

“ My dear little wildcat,” he said, “ I 
really didn’t mean anything. I ’m really 
quite fond of you.”

“You—how dare you!” broke out 
Helen, and started to cry. It wasn’t 
comfortable to cry with beaded eye
lashes.

Flare leaned over and patted her 
hair.

“There, there,” he said, “ I never 
meant a thing, honest, I never. Never 
thought you’d take it like that. But, 
a cute little society girl like you ought 
to be used to a kiss or two. I ’m sorry, 
come, let’s kiss and make up.” He 
held out his arms.

“ Please leave the room,” objected 
Helen. But, even as she said it, she 
felt that she was without dignity, that 
Flare was unimpressed. She knew that 
she ought to leave the company at once. 
She knew that if things went on—this 
way—he’d try to kiss her again. It 
wasn’t the kiss so much—one or two 
other men had kissed her—but this was 
so definitely lowering—steps down. 
Still, she did want a career and there 
were no chances she knew of for any
thing else. Too, the money every week, 
that was nice—there were so many 
things . . .

She daubed powder on her nose and



HELEN TAILLORE 53

rubbed a little more blue pencil above 
her eyes. After all . . .

Huff had asked her to go to a little 
supper party he was giving the next 
evening after the show in a private din
ing-room of one of the larger hotels. 
A  few of her company were to be there, 
perhaps ten others. It was the first 
party of this kind she had ever 
attended and she had looked forward 
to it.

After the theater she removed her 
make-up hurriedly and put on a fragile 
white evening frock. The boy knocked 
to tell her that Huff was waiting. On 
the way out she passed Flare. He was 
smiling and put out his hand.

“ Not still angry, are you?” he asked. 
She was feeling quite happy over the 
approaching party. Flare was to be 
there, she knew. At the theater she 
must see him every day. She couldn’t 
let him spoil things.

“No,” she said, and put out her hand, 
“only you mustn’t do anything like that 
again. I’m—not that sort.”

She felt cheap as she said it, but it 
seemed the only thing to say that Flare 
could understand.

Huff and three others were waiting 
in his car.

XI

M e e t i n g  people she had heard about 
always thrilled Helen. Now, she liked 
meeting these people of the stage. 
Wasn’t she an actress, too, one of 
them? When she was introduced, sev
eral of the guests complimented her on 
her work. She was a little disappoint
ed in all of them, but she was getting 
accustomed to professionals now. The 
supper seemed a sort of a farce to her. 
The people seemed to be mimicking the 
things she knew. They tried to talk 
“elegantly,” do the right things, have an 
“air.” Through the thin veneer of 
their manners peeped unbelievable cru
dities. The food was excellent. She 
drank a little of the wine.

After the supper someone played on 
the piano which stood in one corner and 
several couples danced a little around 
the long table. People changed seats

and continued drinking. A few guests 
left, not always remembering to close 
the door, which led to a corridor of the 
hotel. But it was late, now, and few 
people were passing. Helen was sit
ting quite near the door.

Huff came over and sat down by her. 
He started telling her about a show he 
had in mind for the next season, “ with 
a part in it just made for you.” He 
put a hand on her shoulder. She 
shrugged and moved away a little, 
stretching out one arm on the back of 
the empty chair that stood on the other 
side of her. Huff took his hand away. 
In a moment, though, he put his arm 
carelessly around her. She moved 
away a little further. She couldn’t do 
more without making him angry. She 
knew that. He didn’t mean anything. 
Other couples in the room had their 
arms around each other.

Flare, passing, saw Huff’s arm, raised 
his eyebrows and smiled. Helen tried 
to smile back. Huff was talking and 
watching the dancers. Flare took her 
hand as it lay across the empty chair, 
raised it and kissed her fingers. Before 
she could snatch her hand away, she 
glanced toward the door.

There, in the doorway, the door half
open, stood Douglas Towne.

He caught Helen’s eyes, dropped his 
own, hurried on.

Helen gave a little cry of pain. What 
could she do now? Flare smiled, 
grabbed the girl nearest him and danced 
off with her. Huff took his arm away 
and went on talking.

XII

H e l e n  cried all that night. There 
was nothing to do. One doesn’t explain 
things like that. There was nothing to 
explain, anyhow.

When she went to the theater she 
gave a two weeks’ notice. She knew, 
now, she could never go on. The stage 
would always mean these things. Al
ready they were crowding in on her, 
had hurt her. If she had been brought 
up differently, perhaps she might not 
have minded these things that the
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stage meant to her. Others didn’t. 
She couldn’t stand any more. She 
wondered now how she had stood so 
much of it—the gradual letting down, 
these degradations. Maybe, to others, 
the stage did not mean these things— 
maybe, in her case, it had just hap
pened. But, if a career meant this . . .

Perhaps women on the stage wouldn’t 
do the things her sort could do—pre
tend—marry for money . . . Still, po
sition, money, nice things — that was 
what counted. She was a Taillore.

Huff couldn’t understand why she 
was leaving the company. It wasn’t 
anything he had done, surely? Why, 
he meant mighty well toward her. Flare 
couldn’t understand, either. She re
mained quite friendly with both of them 
and spoke to them when she met them 
afterwards.

The day after her theatrical experi
ence had ended, she had dinner with 
Arthur McConnor at Sherry’s. He 
was allowing himself to believe that 
Helen preferred him to a career. He 
ordered dinner carefully, methodically, 
uninspired, as always. He ordered 
from the card and liked to consult the 
waiter needlessly about things. Now 
his big, pudgy fingers ran down the 
items. He smiled at her. And, when 
the waiter had gone, he leaned across 
the table.

“Helen,”  he said solemnly, his pink 
face even pinker, the lights reflecting 
his sleek hair, “Helen, I—well, aren’t 
we going to get married, even if you 
are a—a prominent actress?” It was

rather a poor attempt at a proposal and 
he covered it with an embarrassed 
smile.

As McConnor had ordered dinner, 
Helen had been thinking of dinners 
with Douglas Towne, the little things 
he knew, the “ surprise” he always 
planned whimsically for each meal— 
Douglas Towne, what did he think of 
her? Would she ever have a chance— 
really to talk to him—to know him 
again ? She could picture so clearly his 
soft black hair, his smoke-colored eyes. 
So many times she had sat—just across 
the table from him—here at Sherry’s— 
another time—an odd, dusty little tea
room—they had gone there to take 
refuge from the rain—a thunderstorm 
in early May. She had been afraid and 
he had leaned over and taken one of 
her hands in his slender fingers. He 
had said something quite foolish then: 
“ Go on, thunder, now you can’t hurt 
my girl.” He was always saying silly, 
dear things. Now—

Arthur McConnor was talking.
“And we’ll go any place you say and 

then come back here to New York and 
get a good house, a good big one, and 
we’ll entertain a lot—and show people 
how. You know. Won’t you say you’ll 
marry me ?”

Helen looked up at him. Douglas 
Towne had never cared—still, his eyes 
—when he half-closed them—but— 
this—

She smiled.
“Why, yes, I’ll marry you, Arthur,” 

she said.

T W O -T H IR D S  of a woman’s life are spent in hesitating, and the other 
third in regretting that she hesitated.

LIFE is a comedy to him who is loved, and a tragedy to him who loves.



THE FUGITIVE
By John C. Cavendish

HE was leaving this little town- and 
he passed along its streets, not 
with contempt, but with a sense 

of singular detachment. He was con
scious of the stores, the houses, the 
people he met, in a new focus; they 
appeared to him not in their familiar 
closeness, but as points in a far-away 
perspective, as if seen through inverted 
binoculars. And he, to himself, ac
quired some of this strangeness, this 
singular distance, as if there were a 
touch of curious magic upon him.

Perhaps he felt a detachment from 
the town because he held a secret from 
it. He had a purpose, an old intent, 
that had flowered now, that could not 
be told to anyone. The money that 
had recently come to him had been in 
his hands only a few days when he told 
the town that he was leaving soon to 
live in the city. He spoke something 
vague about “business” ; he stepped 
about the streets briskly, as if on the 
path of a clear-cut purpose; he had 
money now and his briskness was ac
cepted, his purpose understood and re
spected. Yet he had lied; there was 
nothing commercial in his mind; a com
plex and romantic impulse swayed him 
and he made no explanations of it, for 
he did not quite understand himself. 
He was indulging dreams as vague as 
mists, and vaguely lovely.

The open, sunlight aspect of this lit
tle town had never brought him con
tent. For years he had held in his se
cret heart a desire of the mysterious, 
the hereditary gift, no doubt, of some 
vague, romantic ancestor. While still 
a boy he had walked through the wide, 
main street, almost the only street, of 
his town, expanding it into an imag

inary arabesque of dim and crooked 
pavements, and peopling it with fur
tive, hurrying figures, romantic in their 
intents, inscrutable in their purposes. 
He had made himself a wanderer in 
the labyrinthine ways of strange and 
vast cities, and there he had enacted the 
melodramas that he craved. But no 
one knew of his fancies.

The people in his town considered 
him a desirable young man. He of
fended, so far as they were aware, none 
of their prejudices. Even in appear
ance he was commonplace enough to 
arouse no disrespect. He was slender 
and not too tall. His face was a trifle 
pale. His eyes were blue and a little 
faded. He had straight hair, the col
our of old poplar leaves, and he wore 
it close and smoothed it to his head 
with a meticulous part a little on the 
right side. He smiled easily, talked 
little, and when he spoke made his ob
servations in a gentle voice. The girls 
in the town liked him well enough and 
after he came into his property they 
found him more than ordinarily agree
able. He had flirted mildly with two 
or three of them and with one a little 
more warmly than the rest.

Her name was Elizabeth. He liked 
her because her brown eyes grew some
times vague and seemed to dream. He 
imagined then there might be mysteries 
concealed in her and the potential sub
stance of luminously passional mo
ments. But when she let him kiss her 
she did not arouse him; she offered 
her lips freshly, like a sister might, and 
showed on her face only a pleased and 
faintly embarrassed smile. Elizabeth 
was not the woman he desired.

Now that he was leaving to live in
55
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the city, he thought of her a little sen
timentally. He wondered what might 
have happened if he had made some 
positive declaration to her. For a few 
minutes he indulged a fancy of her 
spirit unveiled—the spirit he had some
times imagined, from the deep vague
ness of her eyes, to lie in concealment 
—and he pictured her glowing re
sponse.

“ But Elizabeth wouldn’t act that 
way,” he thought.

Nevertheless he visited her the night 
before his departure. He was openly 
sentimental then, and so was she. They 
both sighed from time to time. He 
felt curiously uncomfortable and a lit
tle mean, as if there were a debt he 
owed her that remained unpaid. He 
kissed her several times; she clung to 
him a moment after their lips had part
ed. There was something that spoiled 
the pleasure of these moments, a 
ghostly mist of discontent that hung 
about the two. He went away early.

She smiled, however, when they 
parted.

“ See me on your first visit back,” 
she said. “And don’t forget to write 
to me once in a while, Howard,” she 
added.

He promised this to her.

II

H e  had often read of bachelors’ 
rooms and desired them. There had 
been a young acquaintance in his town 
who approximated this pleasant pos
session. These rooms had not been 
his ideal, but they had something of 
that snug and aloof air he found agree
able. The small-town bachelor was not 
a person of great imagination nor given 
much to dream. His apartments con
sisted of a bedroom and a sitting-room. 
In this last he had a piano and near it 
a cabinet of popular songs. On a table 
there was a talking machine of the old 
type with a big blue and yellow horn 
suspended from a wire. He was fond 
of collecting picture postal cards and 
had a stereoscope in which he exhibited 
them.

This, in detail, was not the sort of a 
place Howard desired. He aspired to 
quarters less mediocre, more exotic and 
voluptuous. The first week after his 
arrival in the city he occupied in find
ing a location and thereafter in furnish
ing it. He rapidly filled three rooms 
with a miscellany of things he found 
admirable. He had a living-room, a 
dining-room—for he proposed some
times to have his meals served there— 
and a bedroom. He lavished his most 
ardent faculties upon the living-room.

After he had crowded it with newly 
purchased articles he surrendered him
self to the delight of it for several days. 
He had a big green couch over which 
was flung a piece of red silk, gold bro
caded. There was a thick rug that 
received the weight of a foot yielding
ly, like a pillow. In one corner he 
erected a lamp with a gold shade, 
standing on a gilt pedestal. He hung 
pictures on the walls, one of them of an 
almost nude woman, rather weird and 
extravagant in her contours. She was 
an example of bad art, but nevertheless 
striking, arresting, interesting, and 
therefore not without merit. Howard 
spent hours in this room, reclining on 
his sofa, staring at his nude, turning 
the leaves of his books under the light 
of the lamp. Then the desire of more 
human adventures returned to him.

He knew nobody in the city. He did 
not make acquaintances readily, and 
had no easy gift of conversation. 
Among several million people he was 
not striking and arrested no attention.

He went to the theater; the serious 
plays bored him; he visited with more 
pleasure the musical comedies. Several 
pretty actresses interested him; he 
wondered how it would be possible to 
meet them; he thought of searching 
for the stage door and waiting until 
they appeared on the street. But this 
he lacked the, courage to do.

He ate in several expensive restau
rants. The women he saw there some
times intrigued him.

One evening, as he sat in a large 
dining-room, eating at a little side 
table, a dark, slender woman walked
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past him and seated herself near. A  
waiter came to her and she spoke to 
him a moment; he nodded and stepped 
aside. Evidently she was waiting for 
someone. Howard wondered why she 
did not wait in the lobby. He looked 
at her face, and in her olive, cool skin 
and the strong bands of the hair that 
covered the tops of her ears there was 
a quality that suggested to him the 
strong blossoms of flag-flowers, poised 
on straight stalks, thrust up out of 
the yielding grass. She was some
how mysterious; he wanted to talk to 
her.

She looked up at him and found his 
eyes on her face. At this he was con
fused and he dropped his glance to the 
food on his plate. His impulse was to 
look up again and to smile, but his 
courage was inadequate. Finally, he 
did raise his eyes and he saw that she 
was standing. She did not glance at 
him, but walked down the aisle of 
tables, passing his own, and disap
peared from the dining-room. With an 
impulse that made him act without con
scious resolve, Howard arose and hur
ried after her. He came out into the 
lobby, but she had gone. Two or three 
people observed him curiously, and he 
became conscious of their scrutiny. He 
went back and resumed his seat at the 
table.

When he returned to his rooms that 
evening he found himself lacking the 
content he had had in them before. He 
was no longer stirred by his pictures, 
his chairs, the light glinting on the 
edges of his books, the chromatic volup
tuousness of the red and gold couch 
cover. The city was disappointing 
him; but above his superficial irrita
tion, his tendency to blame circum
stances, he was aware of a personal 
inadequacy. This he endeavoured to 
deny by unspoken arguments, but it 
persisted, and when he closed his eyes 
to sleep it projected him into troubled 
and futile dreams.

The next morning he sat at break
fast glancing at the newspaper. The 
heavy-typed heading of a murder at
tracted his attention. He read the de- 

tails of a brutal and violent death that 
had come to a woman in the southern 
end of the city. The name of the 
street where this had happened was 
mentioned several times. Howard won
dered what sort of a place it could be. 
His old fancies of a labyrinth of dusk, 
mysterious pavements, filled with a 
fabulous crowd, returned to him. La
ter in the day he bought a map of the 
city and put his finger finally on the 
street where the woman had met her 
death.

That evening, a little flushed in his 
cheeks, a little tremulous, he took a 
street-car that carried him into the 
most unsavoury quarter of the city.

III

He got out at random. He was on 
a street of cheap stores. The show 
windows, inadequately washed, were 
crowded with conglomerate goods, 
most of them ticketed with the price. 
There was a saloon on every comer, 
with a group standing outside the 
doors of each one. The pavements 
were crowded and races mingled. 
White girls passed occasionally with 
black men, and more frequently black 
girls with white men. Fat Jewish 
mothers stood -outside the store doors 
and their infant spawn darted from 
their skirts like swart, small demons.

It was essentially the atmosphere not 
of his every-day life with which How
ard had so long intrigued his fancy. 
Yet he felt no immersion with it, none 
of that sympathetic blending into it 
that had been his inevitable course in 
his dreams. He was, if anything, un
comfortable.

It occurred to him, suddenly, that he 
had had no dinner. He paused in front 
of a small Italian restaurant that 
looked less uninviting than some of the 
other eating-places in the district. He 
tried to peer into the dining-room, but 
a thick and dingy lace curtain, pendant 
over the big, bulky window, obscured 
his scrutiny and presented him only 
with the movements of indefinite shad
ows within. After a moment more of
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ineffectual hesitation, he opened the 
door and went inside.

He was in a narrow room full of 
crowded tables. As he stood hesitant
ly at the door, a waiter pushed past 
him, and a large tray missed his face 
by the fraction of an inch. He stepped 
forward at last and walked down a 
narrow path between two rows of 
tables. None of them was empty, but 
some had only one occupant. No waiter 
paid him any attention. A little bewil
dered, he sat down at last and found 
that he was seated across the table from 
a young woman.

His initial discovery of her embar
rassed him and he dropped his eyes, 
having achieved no definite picture of 
her. He smelt a cheap and strong per
fume that flamboyantly reminded him 
of her femininity. He looked up at 
last and found that she was staring at 
him.

“Hello,” she said.
He was quite astonished that she had 

spoken to him. He stared at her a 
moment like a surprised school-boy. 
Then she smiled, her mouth twisted a 
little to one side.

“What’s the matter with you?” she 
asked.

“ I . . .  I beg your pardon . . . ’ ’ he 
stammered.

“What for?”
He was becoming progressively con

fused.
“I’m glad to know you,” he said.
She laughed.
“Well—you’re a little hard to get ac

quainted with. But maybe you’ll do. 
There’s a John of mine I ’ve been 
waiting for here and he hasn’t come 
in. Do you want to invite me for 
supper ?”

“Why . . . that’d be a big pleasure 
for me,”  said Howard.

A waiter approached them. The girl 
gave her order with an easy assurance 
and Howard, unacquainted with the 
dishes, told the waiter to bring him the 
same. He looked at his companion 
with no abatement of his sense of con
fusion. He imagined her a dozen dif
ferent things, but had no previous ex

periences by which to limit and fix his 
surmises. Certainly, she was an unique 
type of woman to him.

He looked at her face. It was enam
eled with cheap cosmetics. Her lips were 
a startling and unreal red. Her eye
lashes were sticky with a black pomade. 
Her nose was white with powder, and 
it tilted up aggressively. When she 
laid her hands on the cloth, he saw that 
they were white, but strong, like a 
man’s. She did not speak directly from 
the center of her lips, but twisted her 
mouth to the left and ejected her words 
obliquely.

He found it difficult to talk to her. 
He felt, almost instinctively, that his 
ordinary conversation would not serve. 
Occasionally he caught the girl looking 
at him, her eyes a little narrowed, her 
upper lips faintly puckered. Whenever 
he met her glance, his gaze wavered 
from her blue, hard eyes. That she 
was mysterious to him he admitted, but 
he was not comfortable.

“You’re a queer one,” she said, sud
denly.

“Why?”
She shrugged her shoulders, a quick, 

vital gesture.
“What do you do, anyway ?” she 

asked.
“I don’t do anything,” he said.
“How do you spend your time, 

then?”
“At nothing much. I haven’t been in 

this city long. I spend a good bit of 
my time in my rooms. . .

“You live all alone?”
“Yes, I have a pretty comfortable 

place fixed up.”
“Sometime you must let me have a 

look at it!”
They had finished and were standing 

up. Howard steered the girl through 
the difficult passage between the tables. 
He was now nervously wondering what 
he would do with her. He thought of 
asking her where they should go. They 
passed out through the door of the 
dining-room, walked silently through 
the brief hall, and went down two 
short steps to the pavement. Howard 
turned to his companion. He was
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about to question her when someone 
gripped his arm painfully.

He turned and found a man staring 
at him. He was a thick, heavy fellow; 
his large hand almost circled Howard’s 
arm; a shock of yellow hair fell out of 
his plaid cap into his eyes. Howard 
had never seen him before.

The girl made a cry of recognition.
“Dave!” she exclaimed. “ Run 

along! I’m done with you! You stood 
me up proper!”

The fellow twisted his shoulders pe
culiarly; the movement suggested an 
unlimbering of tight, hard muscles.

“ This is the gink that’s going to run 
along,” he said. He brought his face 
close to Howard’s and his breath, like 
a warm unpleasant steam, was ex
pelled against Howard’s face.

“You run along!” he snarled.
Howard was not accustomed to be

ing intimidated, and he only half un
derstood his closeness to violence. 
Chiefly, he was very uncomfortable. 
His previous experiences offered him 
no guide for this situation. He was 
not even aware what he ought to say.

So, he simply stood, dumbly, saying 
nothing. He did not even step back, 
but with his hands at his side, and a 
faint frown on his pale face, he stared 
at the red countenance in front of him. 
He drew up one of his hands and ner
vously thrust it into his coat pocket.

The fellow named Dave observed 
this gesture but misinterpreted it. 
After his first bullying utterance he in
dulged a more careful observation of 
his opponent. He saw a slender, pallid 
young man, evidently of no great physi
cal strength, whom he expected to quail 
immediately and leave the field. That 
Howard did not do so astonished him. 
Instead, he stood, saying nothing, ex
pressionless and with every moment 
more inscrutable to Dave. Dave saw 
his hand go into his pocket. A  chill of 
fear startled him.

“You’ve got something there!” he 
muttered.

He stared at Howard’s concealed 
hand, at the pocket in which he had 
hidden it.

The pale young man in front of him 
still remained mute. He was entirely 
without motion.

Dave became more convinced that his 
supposition was true.

“ I’ll get you when you’re not carry
ing that,”  he said.

He pulled down his cap and walked 
off swiftly.

To Howard, this melodramatic epi
sode was quite inexplicable. He in no 
way understood the sudden evacuation 
of the enemy. But the girl was clutch
ing his arm and looking up into his face 
with her eyes widened, her breath com
ing and going rapidly.

“Say!” she exclaimed. “ I was all 
wrong about you. I didn’t figure you 
out as a fella with a gun,!”

“Gun!” exclaimed Howard, feebly. 
“ I haven’t got any gun!”

Instantly she clapped her hand over 
his pocket.

“For the love of God!”  she cried. 
“You made a bluff like that! Say, 
you’re some guy!”

She pushed her arm through his 
own, with a keen, virile enthusiasm.

“Take me to see that place where 
you live,” she said. “ I want to know 
more about you, I’m telling you.”

He fell into her pace, bewildered, 
and walked with her along the street, 
confused and uncomprehending. He 
understood at last that she wanted to 
visit his rooms. Some of the uneon- 
ventionalities of that proposal forced 
itself into his cognizances, bu t he saw 
no way to deny her.

“We’d better get a taxi,”  he 
said.

She smiled, enthusiastically.
“They don’t have those things down 

here,” she told him. “You’ll have to 
phone for one.”

He led her into the next drug store, 
and telephoned. They walked outside 
and waited, saying little. The girl 
stood very close to him, her arm tight
ly clasping his.

The cab came and he helped her in. 
As it drew- away she edged near him 
and looked into his face, her eyebrows 
lifted.
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“You don’t look it,” she said, “but I 
think you’re the real thing.”

Howard didn’t understand her, and 
made no answer.

IV.

He pushed open the door of his liv
ing room, hurried in and switched on 
the light in the lamp with the gold 
shade. It bathed the room in an aurine 
glow. Howard turned and looked to
ward the girl standing in the door. She 
drew in her breath a little, stepped in 
softly and closed the door with the care 
of one who thinks of a sleeper. She 
stood, then, just inside the room, look
ing about her. Her eye passed from 
the row of new books to the nude wo
man portrayed above them; she looked 
from this to the couch with its bro
caded cover.

“Ah!” she exclaimed, softly.
She crossed the room to the couch 

and felt the cover between her fingers, 
touching the silk on either side of her 
with the palms of her hands. Howard 
came over from the lamp and stood 
near her, waiting for her to speak.

For a moment more she remained 
seated, and then stood up suddenly. 
She faced the slender young man in 
front of her. She looked into his fea
tures with the expression of one study
ing an enigma. He looked at her, won
dering what her expression meant. He 
was uneasy; he regretted having 
brought her to his rooms; the strange 
virility of her emotions repelled him 
like an antagonism. She gazed at his 
pallid face; she felt an immense desire 
to know the thoughts behind his si
lence ; her emotions were stirred by the 
inscrutable and half-heroic character 
she gave him. Suddenly she seized him 
in her arms and pressed his lips against 
her own.

He yielded like a frightened girl. He 
felt her warm breath go out swiftly 
against his cheek, leaving a moist spot. 
The pressure of her mouth was pain
ful. Her strong hands against his 
shoulders held him to her.

Her breath no longer dampened his

face; she had ceased to breathe. He 
heard the ticking of a china clock in his 
dining-room and seconds in incredible 
numbers were told off, and still her em
brace persisted, her white hands hold
ing him close to her. He experienced 
a sense of fear.

As suddenly as she had seized him, 
she dropped her arms and drew away 
her lips. Her shoulders drooped as 
she stood in front of him.

“ Do I know how to kiss ?” she asked. 
“Do I know how to make love ?”

He was utterly unable to answer her. 
For him there was a demon in her in
comprehensible virility, her complete 
difference. In her there was some
thing of the crude terror of a wild 
storm. Now she was smiling.

“ I never knew anybody like you,” 
she said. “Don’t anything ever make 
an impression on you? I don’t get 
you! You’re a queer one. Oh! I ’m 
going to know you!”

Her last sentence beat upon How
ard’s ears with the clamour of a threat. 
A terror of reality seized him as in 
some fabulous and monstrous hand. 
But he saw his realities as nightmares. 
Even his rooms lost their closeness and 
faded into ghoulish contours, indistinct 
and incomprehensible. For a second, 
imposed upon the objects of his pres
ent terrors, he experienced one swift, 
clear vision of his home town, the wide 
main street, the genial drug store, the 
familiarity of all the faces. It van
ished, and he found the girl with her 
incredibly awry smile staring at him.

“ Aren’t you going to show me any 
of your stuff around here?” she asked. 
“That’s what I came for, wasn’t it?”

He became nervously active. He led 
her about the room and pointed out 
each of his new possessions. He told 
her the shops they came from, and at 
her probing, the prices he paid for 
them. She fingered his little pieces of 
crockery appraisingly. She ran the 
tips of her fingers over the bindings of 
his books and asked him if he read 
them all. He was too maladroit to pre
tend that he did. He was preoccupied 
with his longing to get rid of her.
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“ I’ll show you my dining-room,” he 
said.

He took her into the adjoining room. 
He lighted the dome that hung over the 
table and for a moment she examined it 
with her head tilted back and her brows 
 lifted. She turned then to Howard 
and invited him, with the cockney arch
ness of her pose, to come near her. A 
dread of her red, clinging lips made his 
eyes widen and the pallor of his face 
more pale. He spoke hurriedly.

“ And now,” he said, “you’ve seen it 
all. I can’t let you go all the way home 
from here in the cars. I’ll telephone 
for a taxi.”

He almost ran out of the room and 
took the receiver from the hook, as if 
he feared that she might physically pre
vent his desperate stratagem.

The cab was announced within ten 
minutes. Howard opened the door and 
stood out in the hall, waiting for the 
girl to follow him. She looked at him 
a moment, her brows puzzled, and then 
walked out of his rooms.

“ I’m going to see you tomorrow 
night?” she said.

“ Certainly . . he responded, 
weakly.

“Where will we go?” she asked.
“I don’t know . . .”  he muttered.
“ I tell you where we’ll go,” she said. 

“ We’ll go to Madison Square Garden 
—and take in the fights!”

Her elevator came up and he pushed 
her in. He stepped back into the cor
ridor and the cage dipped down below 
the level of the floor. Howard stood 
with his eyes fastened upon the void of 
the elevator shaft, a stunned horror in 
his face, as if he were looking down 
from the brink of a fabulous and un
mentionable pit.

“Good Lord!” he whispered at last, 
“ she means the prize-fights!”

V

He awoke in the morning and 
thought of her at once. His eyes met 
a square of sunlight thrown upon the 
colored pattern of his carpet and it 
seemed to him cold, an impalpable rec

tangle of ice. He lay still awhile, 
miserable and weak.

Then he looked about his room. It 
was strange to him! He felt like a 
timid person lost in the woods. He 
sprang up out of bed suddenly, and 
seized his clothes.

He went through the process of 
dressing mechanically, but very fast. 
Still in his shirt-sleeves, he crossed to 
the closet in his room and dragged out 
a new yellow suitcase. He opened it 
upon his bed.

Into his suitcase he piled a potpourri 
of clothes, a strange and indiscriminate 
heterogeny. He filled it full and then 
forced down the cover until he heard 
the sharp click of the lock. Then he 
put on his coat, found his hat, and seiz
ing the suitcase passed swiftly out of 
his bedroom, through his dining-room, 
his living-room, into the hall. He did 
not wait for the elevator, but ran down 
the stairs, steadying himself against the 
hand-rail.

He came out into the street and be
came aware of the city-sound. It hurt 
his ears, like a malign cacophony. He 
hurried through the streets, a little bent 
over by the weight of his suitcase. For 
the first time since he had come to the 
city, people who passed looked at him, 
for his face was feverish and haunted. 
A policeman at the corner noticed him 
and had an impulse to follow. How
ard went on through the streets until 
he came to the station.

He bought his ticket and stood out 
in the train-shed waiting for his train. 
When it came, he went into the smok
ing car and lifted his suitcase to the 
brass carrier overhead. He dropped 
into the seat and leaned his head 
against the red, plush cushions. A  
curling, fading wisp of smoke came 
back to him from the man in front, and 
rushed up his nostrils as he inhaled. 
The acrid vapor brought a slight cough 
into his throat, but a smile came to his 
lips. He recognized the odor of this 
cheap cigar. It was a variety popular 
in his home town. He sighed. Before 
nightfall he would be back.

The train pulled out and the caco-'
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phanous clamor of the city faded to a 
murmur. It lost its dissonance; it no 
longer affrighted his ears. He watched 
the open country appear and slide past 
the windows of the train and a com
fortable melancholy possessed him. 
Visions of the mysterious and the un
usual returned to him; he thought of 
great cities peopled with the multi- 
adventurous and the strange. He re
laxed his muscles and sank deeply into 
the smoking-car cushions. For the rest 
of the day he gave himself over to 
dream.

He was aroused by a familiar land
scape. Presently the train stopped and 
he stood up eagerly. He took down his 
luggage and hurried through the aisle. 
He stepped down to the platform. A  
half a dozen townsmen whose recrea
tion it was to view all the incoming

trains stared at him and then greeted 
him. He passed along the platform 
and as he turned off into the street he 
came face to face with Elizabeth.

She gave him her hand eagerly. 
“You never wrote to me!”
“ No, I knew I was coming back.”
“I didn’t expect you back so soon.” 
“ Oh, I soon get tired of the city— 

it’s a cheap sort of a place . . . 
Elizabeth, I want to come and see you 
tonight . . . ”

He looked into her brown eyes. 
They were, as sometimes they became, 
a little vague, a little as if concealing in 
their inner chambers the wraiths, at 
least, of visions and fancies. Howard 
felt encouraged. He pressed her hand. 
After all, there might be mysteries in 
her, and the potentiality of a fervid 
soul!

INFIDELS
By George Sterling

C OLD and eternal stare his eyes of stone 
 As now, adored across the templed gloom, 

The graven god exalts his granite room. 
Implacably his acolytes intone :
The smitten gong makes answer in a groan; 

Slowly the azures of the worship fume, 
Phantoms awhile of that enduring tomb,

And “ Life is evil!” now the bonzes drone.

Without, a darkness passionate with breath 
Of unseen flowers—a fragrance at the shrine 

Of two that lie incredulous of death.
Windless and moonless, the caressing night 

Holds, as a rose her immaterial wine,
The moan and murmur of the old delight.



A PLACE FOR EVERYTHING
By Thomas Effing

HE gazed around the room with a 
frown. Everything betrayed her 
consummate lack of orderliness. 

Things were in impossible places; slip
pers stuck on the chandeliers, a hand
some opera cloak used as a table cloth, 
and an antique statue almost hidden be
neath a large picture hat.

He remonstrated warmly with her

over the disorder and in the heat of the 
argument poured out a glass of wine 
from the bottle on the table.

“Great Heavens,” he exclaimed, 
as he quaffed it, “what fearsome brand 
is this? It tastes like red ink!”

She regarded him coldly. 
“ Naturally,” she murmured languid

ly. “ It is red ink.”

F R O M  T H E  JO U R N A L  O F  M A D A M E LE A N D R E
By Helen Woljeska

I. We love in the man the love we imagine to have inspired in him.
II. One’s philosophy is like one’s skeleton—invisible, yet revealed in 

every action.
III. After a woman has clearly explained all the deep and urgent rea

sons why she should not take a certain step—she feels she has done her duty 
and immediately takes it.

IV. Neither his vices nor his crimes can make a woman leave the man 
she loves—but his virtues might. . , .

M ARRIAGE, to a woman, is bound to be disappointing. It begins with 
a success.

T HE pleasantest of all things is to be liked without being quite approved.
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THE LOVE LETTER
By Arthur Fitzgerald

MARGARET wrote me a love let-

I no longer love Margaret.
* * *

I saw Charlie.
“Did you ever get a love letter from 

the woman you love ?” I asked.
“Yes,” said Charlie. “ She said that 

my hesitating words of love were 
sweeter than the music of a violin.”

I met Henry.
“ Did you ever get a love letter from 

the woman you love?” I asked.
“Yes,” sighed Henry. “ She said 

that when she looked into my eyes she 
trembled like an aspen leaf in the 
breeze.”

I came upon John.
“Did you ever get a love letter from 

the woman you love?” I asked.
“Yes,” breathed John. “ She said 

that my touch was as cool as mountain 
mist.”

* *  *

Margaret wrote me a love letter.
I no longer love Margaret.
In my love letter she said: “Your

hesitating words of love are sweeter 
than the music of a violin. When you 
look into my eyes I tremble like an as
pen leaf in the breeze. Your touch is 
as cool as mountain mist. . .

PRODIGAL
By Hortense Flexner

I PRAYED the hours would pass, 
Dream-lured and fleet,

I urged them on with whips,
That we might meet,

I cast them by—brave hours,
With dancing feet.

As one who runs, athirst 
For song and light,

My purse I flung away 
To ease my flight.

Now, at the inn’s barred door,
My soul begs in the night.



THE EXPLOITED W OMAN
By Vivian S. Lindsay

I

THE first time I saw Mrs. McDow 
she was standing in the hotel lobby 
talking to Henry Watson, who was 

in charge of the horses I was to show 
at the De Soto County Fair. I had 
business with Henry, so I went up to 
them. Had I not had business with 
him, I should have speedily found some, 
for Mrs. McDow was the prettiest 
woman I had ever seen.

She could not have been more than 
twenty-one or two. She was rather 
slight and dark. By dark I mean that 
her hair was black and that her eyes 
were so dark that they seemed black, 
too. Her skin, however, was very fair, 
almost white, with just a faint flush 
of pink showing through, and her 
mouth was a vivid red. I realize as I 
put down the words what a poor thing 
a description can be. Somehow, I have 
made her sound like a vampire in the 
movies, when she was really the very 
opposite of that type. For with all her 
startling colouring, there was a delicacy 
of features and a refinement of con
tour, and the black hair was so soft and 
curly that she did not look at all like a 
stage type.

Henry Watson is always striking up 
acquaintances. Often I have had occa
sion to regret this fact, but this time 
I did not.

“ Mr. Masters, I want you to meet 
with a friend of mine.”

Henry’s tone suggested that they 
were very old and very close friends. 
But twenty years’ association with 
Henry prevented my entirely accepting 
the familiarity with which he spoke. 
Henry was at one time, as he puts it, 
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the “ champeen” rider of the world, hav
ing won that distinction in Paris. That 
was in 1870. Since then he has gone 
the way of most horsemen, which is the 
way of oblivion. The only good thing 
about it is that he is so wrapped up in 
the glory of yesterday that he fails to 
see the drabness of today.

The i n t r o d u c t i o n  accomplished 
through Henry’s usual formula: “ I
want you to meet with—” Henry went 
on : “ Mrs. McDow is from Hamilton, 
a town up near Chicago, and is going 
to show her husband’s horses. I tell 
her she is sure to get all the blues.”

Not to be outdone by Henry’s gal
lantry, I added my assurances to his. 
Mrs. McDow laughed. I had already 
noticed that while her manner was that 
of a woman of a good deal of natural 
refinement, it was that of one who had 
not had many advantages.

“Have you been showing long?” I 
asked.

“ No, this will be my first time,” she 
answered. “ I’m riding and driving, 
too.”

“ How do you like it?” I asked, not 
because I wanted to know, but because 
I wanted to prolong the conversation. 
An old fellow like me is never anxious 
to stop talking to a pretty woman.

“Well,”  she said, hesitating a little, 
“ I don’t know that I like riding. I got 
thrown this morning.”

Henry had been quiet a- long time 
for him. Now he broke in, excitedly: 
“ I should say she did get throwed. How 
she ever kept from getting a broken 
neck is more than I know. She was 
riding a crazy mare that started buck
ing and throwed her about twenty feet. 
She landed right on her shoulders, too.”

65
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Mrs. McDow’s face flushed. “ I am 
afraid it was my fault. My husband 
said I held too tight a rein on her.” 

“Your fault nothin’. Why, that 
mare’s just plumb crazy. That’s what’s 
the matter with her.”

“Well,”  smiled Mrs. McDow, “what
ever is the trouble I guess I have got to 
remedy it. I am due at the stables 
now.”

She turned to me with her little, 
pleasant, not quite easy manner. “ I 
suppose I’ll see you again, Mr. Masters. 
Are you showing today?”

I replied that I was showing that 
afternoon and that I would surely see 
her and she left us.

II

I c o u l d  hardly wait for her to get 
out of earshot before I began plying 
Henry with questions. But in spite of 
his introductory remarks, it seemed that 
he had met her only the day before. 
Nobody seemed to know much about 
her or her husband. They had a string 
of pretty fair horses which were en
tered in her name. Henry was sure, 
however, that she did not know much 
about horses and he added as his opin
ion that she was “ scared to death” of 
them.

That afternoon while I was in the 
stables watching Jim, my darky, go over 
Lady X  and seeing that she was as fit 
as brush and cloth could make her, 
Mrs. McDow entered the stables and 
came up to where Henry and I were 
standing.

“We have our horses in the next 
stable,”  she explained, “and I thought 
I’d come over and talk to you and Mr. 
Watson until it is time to go into the 
ring. I got nervous waiting.”

She was in her riding clothes. Al
most any woman who is young and slim 
can look her best in riding trousers and 
boots, but I had never seen any woman 
look as stunning as Mrs. McDow did. 
O f course, a really well-brought-up 
woman would not have worn such 
clothes at a public fair. She had on 
white flannel breeches, patent leather

boots, a rather short and belted, bright 
red coat and a little black and white 
striped jockey cap from beneath which 
the curly hair peeped out in a way that 
would send any man’s heart thumping 
against his ribs.

It was an outfit designed for but one 
purpose—to attract; and it certainly 
fulfilled its purpose. It sounds and did 
look theatric. But, somehow, when you 
got a good look at the pretty, quiet little 
face of her, you forgot the thought that 
sprang into your head at first sight of 
the suit. Usually, when a man sees a 
woman dressed as if she wants to at
tract all eyes, he is going to think some 
rather uncomplimentary things about 
her. But I don’t believe the man lives 
who could have looked at Mrs. McDow 
and remembered these things after one 
minute. Her eyes were too soft and 
her mouth too sweet and childlike.

But as she stood there admiring Lady 
X  I found myself wondering how in 
the deuce she had ever come to go into 
the horse show business and what her 
husband meant by letting her wear 
clothes like that. This world at best 
isn’t any too safe a place for a pretty 
woman and seeing this one got up like 
she was made me feel a little sick. It 
was like sugar-coating a baby already 
too fat and pretty and turning it out to 
play where the cannibals could see it.

I had to stop thinking about her just 
then though, for it was time for the 
class in which we were both showing 
to be called. I remember, it was for 
gaited mares under seven years, with 
either lady or gentleman rider. None 
but an exceedingly good horsewoman 
should ever show in this class. For 
one reason, a gaited horse is about as 
temperamental as a prima donna, and 
for another, the show-ring is not a 
drawing-room, not by any means. 
There a gentleman does not bow and 
let the lady precede him. It is simply a 
case of get there first, who can. The 
one keeping his horse before the judges 
and the grandstand most, always re
membering he has the goods to deliver, 
is the one who gets the money and that 
is what everybody is out for.
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This day there was a large entry, 
for there was a $500 purse, which is 
pretty good money for this class at a 
County Fair.

I remember there was Mrs. Mason, 
a woman who has been showing horses 
for fifteen years, and who is as lean 
and as wiry as the horses she rides. It 
is a man’s-size job to hold your own 
with her. She has every trick of the 
trade down pat: all the grandstand 
stunts from slyly spurring her horse 
into what appears to be a dangerous 
animal, on up to falling and catching 
herself in the most breath-taking way. 
She can ride like an Amazon and she 
always gets the grandstand.

There were the Lang brothers from 
Kentucky, horsemen every inch of them 
and gentlemen to boot. And there was 
Ben Jebb, riding Nicotine, a mare to 
make your mouth water. And there 
was Helen Andrewson, famous as a 
rider of hunters. And there were prob
ably twenty others, all of them old at 
the game.

A woman who had never been in the 
show ring had about as much chance 
in a bunch like that as a canary would 
have in the barnyard. As we rode Up 
and down the track outside, waiting 
for the summons to go into the ring, I 
found myself wondering more about 
Mrs. McDow than paying to Lady X 
the attention I should, if I wanted her 
to win. For Lady X  is cranky and 
was in a bad temper that day. But, as 
I said, I found myself thinking about 
and watching Mrs. McDow. Like the 
rest of us, she was trying to keep her 
mare quiet. That is not a particularly 
easy task with the band playing and 
with the air fairly charged with the ex
citement that goes with the show ring 
and which any horse gets as quickly as 
the rider.

The mare Mrs. McDow was riding 
was the same one that had thrown her 
in the morning, and she was just as 
crazy as Henry had said she was; the 
sort of horse that rolls its eyes and 
fights the bit. I could see, too, that as 
Henry had said, Mrs. McDow was 
scared to death. I don’t believe the oth

ers noticed that, though. They had 
their eyes on her clothes. But I thought 
I had never seen anything quite as piti
ful as the little white face of her. And 
right then and there it came to me that 
Lady X  and I were not going to make 
much of a showing that day. Some
where way back in my mind, something 
was calling me a soft old fool, but I 
knew I had ignored that voice too many 
times for it to be heeded now.

I had not seen her husband, but a 
little, weazen-faced man, looking like a 
prosperous jockey kept jumping around 
her, telling her not to get scared; not 
to hold too tight a rein but to give the 
mare her head, etc., etc. He kept it up 
until I wanted to choke him. From ex
perience, I know that the person going 
into the show ring has every detail of 
the work before him going through his 
head as if it were being ticked off on a 
typewriter, and about the last thing 
you want then is conversation.

But, finally, the gates swung open 
and down the track we went. Lord! 
Lord! I had told myself that was to 
be the last year I would show. I had 
made up my mind that would be the 
last season I would risk in the sawdust 
bones that should have long before won 
security for themselves. But as we 
went into the ring with the, horses 
snorting the way a real horse snorts 
when he is up on his mettle, and with 
the thud-thud of their feet sounding 
sweeter than even darky voices singing 
“ My Old Kentucky Home”—well, I 
knew then that no matter what I might 
promise myself, I would go right on 
exposing my bones to permanent disas
ter just as long as the Lord would let 
me.. For it is something that gets into 
your blood and not even smallpox or 
boils will bring it out as long as there 
is a red corpuscle left in you.

In about a minute we were in front 
of the grandstand. Lady X  kept me 
too busy at first for me to be more than 
subconsciously aware of Mrs. McDow, 
but after the first three or four times 
around the ring, I got a chance to steal 
a glance at her. She was riding fairly 
well, but she still looked scared. I just
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had time to notice that her mare seemed 
to be going all right when the others 
shut her off from my view. We were 
riding like the devil. It was the first 
saddle-horse entry and every one of us 
knew it was just the beginning of the 
fight that would last for three days. 
Between men like Nate and Billy Lang 
and Ben Jebb and me, it is always a 
fair and good-natured fight, but still a 
fight it is. As I said, it is no place 
for a woman not brought up in it. Cer
tainly it was not the place for Mrs. 
McDow. But her mare was still be
having and I could tell the grandstand 
was taken with her. I didn’t wonder. 
I could imagine just the effect she was 
having with her little white face and 
her red coat and her black and white 
jockey cap. People are human and any
body human loves a pretty, plucky 
woman. And it certainly takes a plucky 
woman to show a horse against men.

So far the judges had let us take our 
own gait. That had been easy enough 
for, of course, we all took the gait that 
showed our mares off best. But now 
the rack was called for. By this time 
we were pretty well settled down to our 
work and I was being able to keep an 
eye on Mrs. McDow, for, somehow, I 
was still expecting trouble. When the 
order came for the rack she just kept 
right on trotting her mare as she had 
been doing. I expected her to. change. 
But no, she just kept right on with the 
trot. I grinned a little to myself and 
decided she had been pretty well 
coached in the game. I surmised that 
her mare had a poor rack and that she 
was going to put off the evil moment 
just as long as she could. Again, the 
judges called for the rack and still she 
kept on trotting. Then One of the 
judges went up to her. I could see he 
had every intention of calling her down 
just as hard as he could, but he didn’t. 
He changed his mind, I guess, for I 
heard him say almost as if he were 
apologizing to her: “You’ll have to
make your mare rack if you are going 
to show her in the gaited class.”

Then she did try and I saw right 
away there was going to be trouble.

She raised the reins to set her horse 
into the rack, but the mare threw her 
head back viciously. Again she tried 
and this time the mare reared. I knew 
then that the mare was green at racking 
as well as vicious. I could not imagine 
why Mrs. McDow was trying to show 
her in that class. Later I was to know.

All this time I was trying as hard as 
I could to get to Mrs. McDow before 
the mix-up came, but before I could 
get quite up with her the mare reared 
straight into the air and there she stood. 
Then Mrs. McDow showed, just as 
Henry had said, that she knew nothing 
about horses, for she plainly lost her 
head. Instead of leaning forward and 
slacking her rein, she pulled back sharp
ly and over the mare went. You could 
fairly hear the grandstand suck in its 
breath. As for me, used as I am to 
horses and accidents, I can never see a 
horse go over with its rider but that I 
turn sick. Always I remember Johnny 
Hamman and what he looked like the 
day we picked him up, not a whole 
bone nor a breath left in him.

Now, I was off Lady X  in a minute 
and over to Mrs. McDow, and I could 
hear myself babbling, “ Thank the Lord, 
thank the Lord,’ when I saw that some
how she had managed to get her feet 
out of the stirrups and had landed free 
of the mare, unhurt. I say “managed,” 
but there was no management about it. 
It was just a case of luck. But then 
she showed how plucky she was. She 
was scared through and through; 
scared sick, but she got back on the 
horse. Of course, the grandstand went 
crazy then and the judges forgot to 
look judicial.

Then I saw something which turned 
the world red. I saw that little, weazen
faced jockey who had been giving her 
instructions before we went in. He 
was standing just inside the entrance to 
the ring where the grooms and owners 
often come to see the horses shown, and 
on his face was a grin of such utter, 
devilish satisfaction that I wanted to 
strangle him. I knew in a flash that he 
was her husband. I knew, too, that he 
had sent her into the ring on that mare
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knowing perfectly that Mrs. McDow 
would get thrown and counting on the 
effect her fall would make on the 
grandstand and judges. He knew she 
didn’t have the ghost of a chance to win 
that day, but he knew she would have 
the crowd with her every time after 
that when she went into the ring. I 
don’t say he was wanting to get her 
killed or injured. A person can be 
thrown fifty times and not get hurt, but 
the fifty-first he may be killed or crip
pled for life. That chance he was will
ing for her to take. The thing turned 
me sick!

After that I was hardly paying any 
attention to the judges or to what I 
was doing. Hardly even had sense 
enough to go up for third, which was 
what I got. Nate Lang got first with 
Sadie Grady and Ben Jebb on Nicotine 
got second; I got third, as I said, and 
then came Billy Lang. Mrs. Mason got 
fifth. As we went out of the ring I 
couldn’t even answer Nate and Ben 
as they joshed me about coming in 
third. I just wanted to get off by my
self somewhere and cuss.

III

T h a t  night, at the hotel, the Langs 
and Ben Jebb and I had dinner together 
as we always do during the show sea
son. Every year now for thirty years 
the Langs and I have made the rounds 
of the horse shows through the Middle 
West. Ben Jebb is new to the game, 
having been in it only four years, but 
he is the kind that old fellows like us 
welcome, for he is clean as a whistle 
and a lover of horseflesh through and 
through.

We were sitting there talking as we 
always do the first of the season about 
the good old days when every gentle
man showed his own horses instead of 
turning them over to upper grooms and 
before these blooded young sports and 
athletic society girls got into the game. 
Of course, we always wind up by drink
ing a creme de menthe, which is as near 
as hotels in the Middle West get to a 
mint julep, and then we tell each other

what old fools we are for not either 
stopping our grumbling or getting out 
of the game.

As I said, there we sat reminiscing, 
with Ben Jebb looking on and listen
ing, when in came the McDows. She 
was in a black dress covered with some 
shiny stuff which made her just about 
as conspicuous as the riding habit had 
in the afternoon. And with them was 
just the person you might expect to be 
with them—young Hal Daning, one of 
the young bloods we had just been talk
ing about.

Daning is the sort that any decent 
man instinctively wants to punch in the 
solar-plexus, just where he is the fat
test and softest. His father is worth, 
the Lord only knows how many mil
lions, and not knowing what else to do 
with Hal gave him a stock farm and 
put him on it. There young Hal enter
tains with parties where, according 
reports, champagne is all but used in 
the shower baths. I would believe 
anything I heard about him, so long as 
it wasn’t good. He is short and fat 
and has a thick, dark face. About three 
years ago he took up horses and Lord ! 
how the Langs and I swore and com
miserated each other when he first came 
into the show ring.

But we need not have worried about 
him staying with the saddle-horse 
game. That was too strenuous for him. 
Now he just drives, lounging all over 
the seat of the vehicle. Of course, he 
wins most of the time, for every time 
he is defeated his method is to march 
up to the owner of the winning horse 
with his check book in his hand and ask, 
“How much?” He tried that on me 
once, but only once. I told Lim that 
I might give a horse to a gentleman but 
that he didn’t have enough money to 
buy a spavined mule from me.

Now when I saw him with the Mc
Dows I commenced to wish I had not 
thrown away the blue that afternoon. 
But just as I was thinking it Mrs. Mc
Dow looked right at me and smiled. It 
was not a smile that went with the 
dress she had on or with the company 
she was in.



70 THE EXPLOITED W OM AN

Nate Lang saw her and said to me: 
“Mrs. McDow is just about the 

prettiest woman I ever saw. Except 
for the clothes she wears, she looks 
like she belonged in Kentucky.”

That is just about as much as Nate 
Lang could say of a woman. Billy, who 
never talks much, looked his approval. 
And Ben Jebb—well, he looked just the 
way I would have liked to see the man 
look who was her husband.

“Fool stunt havin’ her show this aft
ernoon,” went on Nate. “ That was no 
class for her to be in. Just a lot of 
work and risking her neck for nothing.” 
Then his voice became droll. “ Kinda 
mean, too, to have such a disturbin’ in
fluence turned loose. . . . What was 
the matter with you this afternoon, 
Howard?”—this last to me in a tone a 
little too innocent. “You and Lady X 
didn’t seem to have your old-time punch 
today.”

“ Oh,” I came back at him, “ last year 
Lady X  and I beat you and Sadie 
Grady so many times we just kinda 
thought we would start you off in a 
more encouragin’ way this year.”

Just then I heard Ben say something 
which sounded like “ damn.” He hadn’t 
been joining in the conversation, but 
had been keeping his eyes on the Mc
Dow bunch. I looked , at them and 
there, sitting down at their table, was 
old Doc Trowbridge and Harry Brown, 
two of the men who would be doing the 
judging in the next three days. As 
judges they are all right, but as men to 
introduce your wife to—well, that’s a 
different thing. Well, taking the per
formance all in all, it was enough to 
make old-timers like us give up the 
game. There wasn’t any disguising the 
fact that McDow was out for blood, 
and it was plain to be seen that his wife 
was going to do the bleeding for him.

IV

T h a t  was the way it turned out. 
Mrs. McDow didn’t ride any more 
crazy horses. She had got the grand
stand with her the first day and that 
was what her little jockey husband had

aimed for. Then he turned her loose, 
dressed like a demi-mondaine, onto the 
judges. 

After that it was easy. He had 
pretty fair horses, although they were 
not in it with plenty of the horses 
shown. But once and twice every day 
Mrs. McDow went into the ring and 
every day she came out with a ribbon 
of some sort. Nobody could blame her, 
though. She was just as tickled as a 
kid—just as innocent about it all, too. 
And nobody could blame the judges, 
for that matter, for no judge who saw 
the smile that came to her face the day 
the first ribbon was tied on her horse 
could resist giving her another ribbon, 
just to see that smile again. I know I 
would have done just as they did. I 
know, too, that so would the Langs and 
so would Ben Jebb. For no matter 
what we thought of her husband, and 
the Lord knows what we thought al
most turned the air blue, we were for 
her.

I say “ we,”  although after that first 
night we never mentioned her. There 
wasn’t much to be said. That is one 
of the funny things about the rules that 
have been laid down. If we were to 
see a pretty little bird caught in a steel 
trap, anybody would march right up and 
free it. But when it comes to a human, 
something that can suffer mentally as 
well as physically, then we just have to 
walk off and pretend we don’t see. 
Lord! sometimes, I would rather be one 
of my horses than a man.

The last day of the fair came. We 
had all been pretty busy. There had 

 been a lot of different classes to show 
in and there hadn’t been much of a 
chance for us to visit around the way 
we usually do. That day Mrs. McDow 
came up to me in the stables. She had 
done it several times before, but as 
young Daning had always been with 
her I guess she had found me pretty 
gruff. But this time she was alone 
and I pulled out a box for her and had 
her sit down.

“ I have been wondering if I would 
see you at the State Fair,” she said.

“No,” I answered. “ I am not going
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to show there this year. I don’t like 
to be a sorehead, but I don’t like the 
judges they have selected. I know them 
from former experience, and I think 
I’ll stay away. Are you going ?”

“ Oh, yes, we are going to make the 
rounds. But I am so sorry we won’t 
see you. You and I have got to be 
such good friends.”

Her voice was like a lonesome little 
kid’s and I was as pleased as Punch. 
Right then I felt I had to say some
thing even if I did have to be pretty 
careful how I said it.

“ Well,” I began, talking slowly and 
trying to feel my way out as I went 
along, “ it is mighty nice of you to want 
to see me again, and I know it has been 
a great pleasure to have met you. But, 
are you really thinking of going on 
with the show business? I don’t want 
to seem impertinent, but I always hate 
to see a young, nice-looking woman get
ting into this game. Somehow, it is 
more of a place for a man.”

She was looking at me a little puz
zled. “ But, Mr. Masters, what a funny 
thing for you to say. Why, just the 
other day I heard you telling that nice 
little Elizabeth Cain how glad you were 
to see her riding and driving.”

“Well, but that is a little different,” 
I said lamely. “You see, her father 
was a horseman and she has her aunt 
to go around with her.”

“Well, I have my husband.”
I felt like a fool and I know I looked 

like one, too. I had just opened my 
mouth to get my foot in it. After all, 
what difference did it make? If her 
husband didn’t have her showing 
horses he would probably have her do
ing something worse.

“ Oh, well,” I said, “ I just didn’t 
think you enjoyed it.”

“ I don’t know whether I do or do not 
like it,” she answered seriously. “ I’m 
really afraid of a horse. But I love 
the excitement. And I love meeting 
people and the winning. I think it is 
amazing that I should win so often 
when this is my first year, don’t you? 
And, what do you think! Hal Daning 
has given me Mabel Lee. Have you

ever heard of her? I never had, but 
my husband told me all about her. Mr. 
Daning says that he does not ride any 
more and that he just wants me to have 
her so she can be sure to win. He says 
he never could bear to sell her or let a 
groom show her and that he knows I 
can win. everywhere with her.”

Mabel Lee! Did I know her? Did 
I know the filly Daning had paid $4,000 
for! And he was giving her away! 
Giving her to Mrs. McDow with her 
husband’s consent! Well, it didn’t 
take any supernatural power to read the 
future of Mrs. McDow. . . .  I saw 
the end then as plainly as I see it now 
in the paper I am holding. . . . But, 
to get back to my story.

That night the McDows gave a fare
well party in their room. I went. It 
wouldn’t, I thought, make me any un- 
happier to go than I already was.

Pretty nearly all the owners of the 
winners were there. The room was 
crowded. Men sat on the bed and in 
the windows and on the radiator and 
the few women who were there occu
pied the chairs. The air was so thick 
with tobacco smoke that you could 
hardly breathe. Mary Hanson, a young 
society woman who had just got into 
the show business, was there with her 
chaperone. It was evident that it was 
the first party of the sort they had ever 
attended and they didn’t stay long.

After they left Mrs. McDow served 
drinks and sandwiches and then she 
sat down by Hal Daning in a corner. 
I looked at McDow to see how he was 
taking it. His little jockey face was 
one broad grin. He didn’t have sense 
or decency enough to pretend to hide 
his feelings. Also, he was pretty drunk. 
I wanted to know more about him and 
his wife and I decided to find out. I 
waited until the others were talking too 
loud to hear me and then I said to 
him:

“ Mighty pretty wife you have, Mc
Dow.”

His grin grew a little broader and 
uglier. “ Sure is. I can pick a winner, 
I tell you. Married her out of her 
mother’s boarding house when she was
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sixteen. Best day’s work I ever did. 
A pretty woman and a horse!”

He gave me a wink that made me 
want to murder him.

I didn’t stay long after that. I said 
I was tired. I was, too. But the last 
thing I saw as I left the room was 
Daning lolling back in his chair looking 
her over as he might a mare he was 
about to buy, and she was looking at 
him as I suppose any woman who at 
sixteen had married a jockey might 
look at a man who was young and smit
ten and a millionaire. Only, somehow, 
there came to me then something I once 
read. . . .  I can’t remember just what 
it was, but something about a rose 
blooming in a gutter . . .  or a rose that 
tried to bloom in a gutter. Shucks! 
that isn’t it. But it was something like 
that.

V

W e l l , that was two years ago. That 
was the last time I was in the show ring. 
A week afterward a colt kicked me. 
It wasnt the colt’s fault. I had just 
got too old to get out of the way. Now 
Nate and Billy Lang are the only old- 
timers left. Sitting here, I can see 
them now, going around the ring; Nate, 
tall and aristocratic looking with his 
thin face and white hair, and Billy, 
stouter and rosy cheeked. I suppose it 
won’t be much longer until something 
happens to them, too.

But it is not of them or of me that 
this story deals. It is of Mrs. McDow. 
Often during these last two years, sit
ting here as I have to do now, I have 
thought of her. I haven’t wondered 
about her. I didn’t dare to do that. It 
would not have paid to turn my imag
ination loose, for destruction was sure 
to come to her. Just how it would 
come was the only question. And— 
just a few minutes ago, I came across 
it in big type: Young Millionaire Dan
ing Sued for $100,000 by Horseman for 
Alienation of Wife’s Affections. Of 
course, the paper played the thing up 
for all it was worth. There is no use 
to go into sickening details. . . . On 
the whole, I was rather glad to find 
down there at the bottom just a few 
lines evidently stuck in almost as the 
paper was going to press—“ Woman in 
the Case Commits Suicide.”

Lord! Lord! What a mess Life is! 
There are so many things I look back 
on that I would so gladly forget, but, 
somehow, this is the thing I should 
want most of all to never have 
known.

Two years . . . well, she held out 
pretty well. If there hadn’t been some
thing in her as fine and as sweet as her 
eyes were, the poison would have done 
its work in less time than that. Alto
gether, with the vision I have of her in 
her little red coat and her jockey cap, I 
am not sorry that Lady X  and I got 
only third that day.

CONSIDER, my son, the wall-flowers, they whirl not, neither do they 
spin, yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed as one of these.

F AINT praise ne’er won fair lady.



THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES,
A PLAY IN ONE ACT

By Eugene G. O'Neill

C h a r a c t e r s

Y a n k

D r is c o l l
O l s o n

D a v is  Seamen on the Glencairn.
C o c k y
S m i t t y , the “Duke." 
P a u l

L a m p s , the lamptrimmer.
C h i p s , the carpenter.
O l d  T o m , the donkeyman.
B ig  F r a n k

M a x   Firemen on the Glencairn.
P a d d y  
T h e  F ir s t  M a t e .
B e l l a  

V io l e t  West Indian Negresses.
P e a r l

Two other seamen— S c o t t y  and I v a n —and a number of firemen and trimmers.

SCENE: A forward section of the main deck of the British tramp 
steamer “ Glencairn,”  at anchor off an island in the West Indies. The 
full moon, half-way up the sky, throws a clear light on the deck. The 
sea is calm and the ship motionless.

On the left two of the derrick booms of the foremast jut out at an 
angle of forty-five degrees, black against the sky. In the rear the dark 
outline of the port bulwark is sharply defined against a distant strip of 
coral beach, white in the moonlight, fringed zuith coco palms whose tops 
rise clear of the horizon. On the right is the forecastle with an open 
doorway in the center leading to the seamen’s and firemen’s compart
ments. On either side of the doorway are two closed doors opening on 
the quarters of the bo’sun, the ship’s carpenter, the messroom steward, 
and the donkeyman—what might be called the petty officers of the ship. 
Near each bulwark there is also a short stairway, like a section of fire- 
escape, leading up to the forecastle head ( the top of the forecastle), the 
edge o f  which can be seen on the right.

In the center of the deck, and occupying most of the space, is the 
large, raised square of the number one hatch, covered with canvas, bat
tened down for the night.

73



74 THE MOON OF TH E CARIBBEES

A melancholy negro chant, faint and far-off, drifts crooning over 
the water.

Most of the seamen and firemen are reclining or sitting on the hatch. 
P a u l  is leaning against the port bulwark, the upper part of his stocky 
figure outlined against the sky. S m i t t y  and C o c k y  are sitting on the 
edge of the forecastle head with their legs dangling over. Nearly all 
are smoking pipes or cigarettes. The majority are dressed in patched 
suits of dungaree. Quite a few are in their bare feet and some of them, 
especially the firemen, have nothing on but a pair of trousers] and an 
undershirt. A good many wear caps.

There is the low murmur of different conversations going on in the 
separate groups as the curtain rises. This is followed by a sudden si
lence in which the singing from the land can be plainly heard.

D r i s c o l l  
(A  powerfully built Irishman, who 

is sitting on the edge of the hatch, front 
—irritably.) Will ye listen to them 
naygurs! I wonder now, do they call 
that keenin’ a song?

S m i t t y

(A young Englishman with a blond 
mustache. He is sitting on the fore
castle head looking out over the water 
with his chin supported in his hands.) 
It doesn’t make a chap feel very cheer
ful, does it? (He sighs.)

C o c k y

(A  wizened runt of a man with a 
straggling grey mustache — slapping 
S m i t t y  on the back.) Cheero, ole dear! 
Down’t be ser dawhn in the marf, 
Duke. She loves yer.

S m i t t y

(Gloomily.) Shut up, Cocky!
[He turns away from C o c k y  and falls 

to dreaming again, staring toward the 
spot on shore where the singing seems 
to come from.)

B ig  F r a n k  
(A  huge fireman, sprawled out on 

the right of the hatch—waving a hand 
toward the land.) They bury some
body—py chiminy Christmas, I t’ink so 
from way it sound.

Y a n k

(A  rather good-looking rough, sit
ting beside D r i s c o l l . )  What d’yuh 
mean, bury? They don’t plant ’em 
down here, Dutchy. They eat ’em to

save fun’ral expenses. I guess this 
guy went down the wrong way an’ they 
got indigestion.

C o c k y

Indigestion! Ho, yus, not ’arf! 
Down’t yer know as them blokes ’as 
two stomacks like a bleedin’ camel?

D a v is

(A  short, dark man, seated on the 
right of the hatch.) An’ you seen the 
two, I s’pect, ain’t you?

C o c k y

(Scornfully.) Down’t be showin’ 
yer igerance be tryin’ to make a mock 
o’ me what has seen more o’ the world 
than yeself ever will.

M a x

(A  Swedish fireman—from the rear 
of hatch.) Spin dat yarn, Cocky.

C o c k y

It’s Gawd’s troof, what I tole yer. 
I ’eard it from a bloke what was cap
tured pris’ner by ’em in the Solomon 
Islands. Shipped wiv ’im one voyage. 
’Twas a rare treat to ’ear ’im tell what 
’appened to ’im among ’em. (Musing
ly.) ’E was a funny bird, ’e was— 
’ailed from Mile End, ’e did.

D r is c o l l

(With a snort.) Another lyin’ Cock-* 
ney, the loike av yourself!

L a m p s

(A  fat Swede, who is sitting on a 
camp stool in front of his door, talking
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with C h ip s.) W here you meet up 
with him, Cocky?

C h i p s

( A lanky Scotchman — derisively.) 
In New Guinea, I’ll lay my oath!

C o c k y

( Defiantly.) Yus! It was in New 
Guinea, time I was shipwrecked there. 
[ There is a perfect storm of groans

and laughter at this speech.]
Y a n k

( Getting up.) Yuh know what we 
said yuh’d get if yuh sprung any of that 
lyin’ New Guinea dope on us again, 
don’t yuh? Close that trap if yuh don’t 
want a duckin’ over the side.

C o c k y

Ow, I was on’y tryin’ to edicate yer 
a bit. {He sinks into dignified silence.)

Y a n k

(Nodding toward the shore.) Don’t 
yuh know this is the West Indies, yuh 
crazy mut? There ain’t no cannibals 
here. They’re only common niggers.

D r is c o l l

(Irritably.) Whativir they are, the 
divil take their cryin’ . It’s enough to 
give a man the jigs listenin’ to ’em.

Y a n k

( With a grin.) What’s the matter, 
Drisc? Yuh’re sore about somethin’.

D r is c o l l

I’m dyin’ wid impatience to have a 
dhrink; an’ that blarsted bumboat nay- 
gur woman took her oath she’d bring 
back rum enough for the lot av us whin 
she came back on board tonight.

B ig  F r a n k

( Overhearing this—in a loud, eager 
voice.) You say the bumboat voman 
vill bring booze?

D r is c o l l

(Sarcastically.) That’s right—tell 
the Old Man about ut, an’ the Mate, 
too. (All of the crew have edged 
nearer to D r i s c o l l  and are listening to

the conversation with an air of sup
pressed excitement. D r i s c o l l  lowers 
his voice impressively and addresses 
them all.) She said she cud snake ut 
on board in the bottoms av thim baskets 
av fruit they’re goin’ to bring wid ’em 
to sell to us for’ard.

T h e  D o n k e y m a n

(An old grey-headed man with a 
kindly, wrinkled face. He is sitting on 
a camp stool in front of his door, right 
front.) She’ll be bringin’ some black 
gals with her this time—or times has 
changed since I put in here last.

D r is c o l l

She said she wud—two or three— 
more, maybe, I dunno.
[ This announcement is received with

great enthusiasm by all hands.)

C o c k y

Wot a bloody lark!

O l s e n

Py yingo, we have one hell of a time!

D r is c o l l

( Warningly.) Remimber, ye must 
be quiet about ut, ye scuts—wid the 
dhrink, I mane—ivin if the bo’sun is 
ashore. The Old Man ordered her to 
bring no booze on board or he wudn’t 
buy a thing off av her for the ship.

P a d d y

(A squat, ugly Liverpool Irishman.) 
To the divil wid him!

B ig  F r a n k

( Turning on him.) Shud up, you 
fool, Paddy! You vant make trouble? 
(To D r i s c o l l . )  Y o u  und me, ve keep 
dem quiet, Drisc.

D r is c o l l

Right ye are, Dutchy. I ’ll split the 
skull av the first wan av ye starts to 
foight. ( Three bells are heard striking.)

D a v is

Three bells. When’s she cornin’, 
Drisc?
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D r is c o l l

She’ll be here any minute now, sure
ly. (To P a u l ,  who has returned to 
his position by the bulwark after hear
ing D r i s c o l i l ’ s  news.) D’you see ’em 
cornin’, Paul?

P a u l

I don’t see anything like bumboat. 
[They all set themselves to wait, light

ing pipes, cigarettes and making 
themselves comfortable. There is a 
silence broken only by the mournful 
singing of the negroes on shore.)

S m i t t y

(Slowly—with a trace of melan
choly.) I wish they’d stop that song. 
It makes you think of—well—things 
you ought to forget. Rummy go, what ?

C o c k y

( Slapping him. on the back) Cheero, 
ole love! We’ll be ’avin’ our rum in 
arf a mo’, Duke.
[He comes down to the deck, leaving 

S m i t t y  alone on the forecastle 
head.)

B ig  F r a n k  
Sing something, Drisc. Den ve don’t 

hear dat yelling.
D a v is

Give us a chanty, Drisc.
P a d d y  

Wan all av us knows.
 M a x

We all sing in on chorus.
O l s e n

“ Rio Grande,”  Drisc.
B ig  F r a n k  

No, ve don’t know dot. Sing “Vis- 
key Johnny.”

C H I P S

“Flyin' Cloud.”
C o c k y

Now! Guv us “ Maid o’ Amster
dam.”

L a m p s

“ Santa Anna” iss good one.

D r i s c o l l  
Shut your mouths, all av you. 

(Scornfully.) A chanty is ut ye want ? 
I ’ll bet me whole pay day there’s not 
wan in the crowd ’ceptin’ Yank here 
an’ Ollie an’ meself an’ Lamps an’ 
Cocky, maybe, wud be sailors enough to 
know the main from the mizzen on a 
windjammer. Ye’ve heard the names 
av chanties, but divil a note av the tune 
or a loine av the words do ye know. 
There’s hardly a rale deep-water sailor 
lift on the seas, more’s the pity.

Y a n k

Give us “ Blow the Man Down.” We 
all know some of that. (A  chorus of 
assenting voices: “ Yes! Righto! Let 
’er drive! Start ’er, Drisc., etc.)

D r i s c o l l  
Come in, thin, all av ye. (He sings:) 

As I was a-roamin’ down Paradise 
Street—

A l l

Wa-a-ay, blow the man down! 
D r i s c o l l

As I was a-roamin’ down Paradise 
Street—

A l l

Give us some time to blow the man 
down!

Blow the man down, boys, oh, blow the 
man down!

Wa-a-ay, blow the man down!
As I was a-roamin’ down Paradise 

Street—
Give us some time to blow the man 

down!
D r is c o l l

A pretty young maiden I chanced for 
to meet.

A l l

Wa-a-ay, blow the man down! 
D r i s c o l l

A pretty young maiden I chanced for 
to meet.

A l l

Give us some time to blow the man 
down!
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Blow the man down, boys, oh, blow the 
man down!

Wa-a-ay, blow the man down!
A pretty young maiden I chanced for 

to meet.
Give us some time to blow the man 

down!
P a u l

(Just as D r i s c o l l  is clearing his 
throat preparatory to starting the next 
stanza.) Hay, Drisc! Here she comes, 
I t’ink. Some bumboat cornin’ dis way. 
[They all rush to the side and look 

toward the land.]

Y a n k

There’s five or six of them in it— 
and they paddle like skirts.

D r i s c o l l  
( Wildly elated.) Hurroo, ye scuts! 

’Tis thim right enough.
[He does a few jig steps on the deck.]

O l s e n

(After a pause, during which all are 
watching the approaching boat.) Py 
yingo, I see six in boat, yessir.

D a v is

I kin make out the baskets. See ’em
there amidships?

B ig  F r a n k  
Vot kind booze dey bring—viskey?

D r i s c o l l  
Rum, foine West Indy rum, wid a 

kick in ut loike a mule’s hoind legs.

L a m p s

Maybe she don’t bring any; maybe 
skipper scare her.

D r i s c o l l  
Don’t be throwin’ cold water, Lamps. 

I’ll skin her black hoide off av her if 
she goes back on her worrd.

Y a n k

Here they come. Listen to ’em gig- 
glin’. (Calling) Oh, you kiddo!
[The sound of women’s voices can be 

heard, talking and laughing.]

D r is c o l l

(Calling.) Is ut you, Mrs. Ole Black 
Joe?

A W o m a n ’ s  V o i c e
Ullo, Mike!

[There is loud feminine laughter at this
retort.]

D r is c o l l

Shake a leg an’ come aboard thin.
T h e  W o m a n ’ s V o ic e

We’re a-comin’.
D r is c o l l

Come on, Yank. You an’ me’d best 
be goin’ to give ’em a hand wid their 
truck. ’Twill put ’em in good spirits.

C o c k y

(As they start off, left.) Ho, you 
ain’t ’arf a fox, Drisc. Down’t drink 
it all afore we sees it.

D r is c o l l

(Over his shoulder.) You’ll be hav
in’ yours, me sonny bye, don’t fret.

[He and Y a n k  go off, left.]
C o c k y

(Licking his lips.) Gawd blimey, I 
can do wiv a wet.

D a v is
Me, too!

C h i p s

I’ll bet. there ain’t none of us’ll let 
any go to waste.

B ig  F r a n k

I could trink a whole barrel mineself, 
py chiminy Christmas!

C o c k y

I ’opes all the gels ain’t as bloomin’ 
ugly as ’er. Looked like a bloody or
gan-grinder’s monkey, she did. Gawd, 
I couldn’t put up wiv the likes of ’er!

P a d d y

Ye’ll be lucky if any of thim looks at 
ye, ye squint-eyed runt.

C o c k y

(Angrily.) Ho, yus? You ain’t no 
beauty prize yeself, me man. A  ape, I 
calls yer. 
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P a d d y

( Walking toward him—truculently.) 
Whot’s thot? Say ut again if ye dare.

C o c k y

(His hand on his sheath knife— 
snarling.) A ape! That’s wot I says! 
[ P a d d y  tries to reach him, but the oth

ers keep them apart.)
B ig  F r a n k  

( Pushing P a d d y  back.) Vot’s the 
matter mit you, Paddy? Don’t you 
hear vat Driscoll say—no fighting?

P a d d y

( Grumblingly.) I don’t take no back 
talk from thot deck-scrubbin’ shrimp.

C o c k y  
Blarsted coal-puncher!

[ D r i s c o l l  appears, wearing a broad 
grin of satisfaction. The fight is im
mediately forgotten by the crowd, 
who gather around him with excla
mations of eager curiosity—“How 
is it, Drisc? Any luck? Vot she 
bring, Drisc? Where’s the gels, etc.)

D r i s c o l l  
( With an apprehensive glance back 

at the bridge.) Not so loud, for the 
love av hivin! ( The clamour dies 
down.) Yis, she has ut wid her. She’ll 
be here in a minute wid a pint bottle 
or two for each wan av ye—three shil- 
lin’s a bottle. So don’t be impashunt.

C o c k y

(Indignantly.) Three bob! The old 
cow!

S m it t y

(With an ironic smile.) Grand lar
ceny, by God!
[They all turn and look up at him, sur

prised to hear him speak.)
O l s o n

Py yingo, we don’t pay so much.
B ig  F r a n k  

Tamn black t’ief!
P a d d y

We’ll take ut away from her and 
give her nothin’.

T h e  C r o w d

(Growling.) Dirty thief! Dot’s 
right! Give her nothin’ ! Not a bloom
in’ ’apenny!

D r is c o l l

(Grinning.) Ye can take ut or lave 
ut, me sonny byes. (He casts a glance 
in the direction of the bridge and then 
reaches inside his skirt and pulls out a 
pint bottle.) ’Tis foine rum, the rale
stuff. (He drinks.) I slipped this
wan out av wan av the baskets whin
they wasn’t lookin’. (He hands the
bottle to Olson, who is nearest him.) 
Here ye are, Ollie. Take a small sup 
an’ pass ut to the nixt. ’Tisn’t much, 
but ’twill serve to take the black taste 
out av your mouths if ye go aisy wid 
ut. An’ there’s buckets more av ut 
cornin’. (The bottle passes from hand 
to hand, each man taking a sip and 
smacking his lips with a deep A-a-ah! 
of satisfaction.)

D a v is

Where’s she now, Drisc?
D r is c o l l

Up havin’ a worrd wid the skipper, 
makin’ arrangements about the money, 
I s’pose

D a v is

An’ where’s the other gels ?
D r is c o l l

Wid her. There’s foive av thim she 
took aboard—two swate little slips av 
things near as white as you an’ me. 
They’re talkin’ to that grey-whiskered 
auld fool an’ the mates. The rist av 
thim’ll be cornin’ for’ard whin she 
comes.

C o c k y

’E ain’t ’arf a funny ole bird, the 
skipper. Blimey! ’Member when we 
sailed from ’ome ’ow ’e stands on the 
bridge lookin’ like a ole sky pilot ? An’ 
’is missus dawn on the bloomin’ dock 
’owlin’ fit to kill ’erself? An’ ’is kids 
’owlin’ an’ wavin’ their ’ankerchiefs? 
( With great moral indignation.) An’ 
’ere ’e is talkin’ foolishness to a nigger! 
There’s a captain for yer! Gawd bli
mey ! Crab, I calls ’im !
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D r is c o l l

Shut up, ye insect! Sure it’s not ye 
should be talkin’, an’ ye wid a woman 
an’ childer weepin’ for ye in iviry div- 
il’s port in the wide worrld, if we can 
believe your own tale av ut.

C o c k y

(Still indignant.) I ain’t no bloom
in’ captain, I ain’t. I ain’t got no mis
sus — reg’lar married, I means. I 
ain’t—

B ig  F r a n k

(Putting a huge paw over C o c k y ’s 
mouth.) You ain’t going to talk so 
much, you hear? ( C o c k y  wriggles 
away from him.) Say, Drisc, how ve 
pay dis voman for booze? We ain’t 
got no cash.

D r is c o l l

It’s aisy enough. Each girl’ll have 
a slip av paper wid her an’ whin you 
buy anythin’ you write ut down and 
the price beside ut and sign your name. 
If ye can’t write have someone who can 
do ut for ye. An’ rimimber this: 
Whin ye buy a bottle av dhrink ye must 
write down tobaccy or fruit or some
thin’ the loike av that. Whin she laves 
the skipper’ll pay what’s owin’ on the 
paper an’ take ut out av your pay. Is 
ut clear to ye now?

A l l

Yes—Clear as day—Aw right, Drisc. 
—Righto!—Sure!

D r is c o l l

An’ "don’t forgit what I said about 
bein’ quiet wid the dhrink, or the 
Mate’ll be down on our necks an’ spile 
the fun.

[A chorus assent.] 
D a v is

(Looking aft.) Ain’t this them corn
in’ ?
[They all look in that direction. The

silly laughter of a woman is heard.)
D r is c o l l

Look at Yank, wud ye, wid his arrm 
around the middle av wan av thim. 
That lad’s not wastin’ any toime!

[ The four women enter from the left, 
giggling and whispering to each 
other. The first three carry baskets 
on their heads. The youngest and 
best-looking comes last. Yank has 
his arm about her waist and is carry
ing her basket in his other hand. All 
four are distinct negro types. 
They wear light-colored, loose-fitting 
clothes and have bright bandana 
handkerchiefs on their heads. They 
put down their baskets on the hatch 
and sit down beside them. The men 
crowd around, grinning.]

B e l l a

(She is the oldest, stoutest and home
liest of the four—grinning back at 
them.) ’Ullo, boys.

T h e  O t h e r  G h u .s  
’Ullo, boys.

T h e  M e n  
Hello, yourself — Evenin’—Hello— 

How are you ?
B e l l a

(Genially.) Hope you had a nice 
voyage. My name’s Bella, this here’s 
Susie, yonder’s Violet, and her there 
(pointing to the girl with Y a n k )  is 
Pearl. Now we all knows each other.

P a d d y

(Roughly.) Never mind the girls. 
Where’s the dhrink?

B e l l a

(Tartly.) You’re a hawg, ain’t you? 
Don’t talk so loud or you don’t git any 
—you nor no man. Think I wants the 
old cap-tain to put me- off the ship, do 
you?

Y a n k

Yes, nix on hollerin’, you! D’yuh 
wanta queer all of us?

B e l l a

(Casting a quick glance over her 
shoulder.) Here! Some of you big 
strapping boys sit back of us on the 
hatch there, so’s them officers can’t see 
what we’re doin’. ( D r i s c o l l  and sev
eral of the others sit and stand in back
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of the girls on the hatch. B e l l a  turns 
to D r i s c o l l . )  Did you tell ’em they 
gotter sign for what they gits — and 
how to sign?

D r is c o l l

I did—what’s your name again—oh, 
yis—Bella darlin’.

B e l l

Then it’s all right ; but you boys has 
gotter go inside the forecastle when 
you gits your bottle. No drinkin’ out 
here on deck. I ain’t takin’ no chances. 
(An impatient murmur of assent goes 
up from the crowd.) Ain’t that right, 
Mikei

D r is c o l l

Right as rain, darlin’. ( B i g  F r a n k  
leans over and says something to him 
in a low voice. D r i s c o l l  laughs and 
slaps his thigh.) Listen, Bella, I’ve 
somethin’ to ask ye for my little friend 
here.
\He leans over and asks her a question.

B e l l a  whispers back.)
P a d d y

(Angrily.) To hell wid this talkin’ . 
I want a dhrink.

B e l l a

Is everything all right, Mike?
D r is c o l l

(After a look back at the bridge.) 
Sure. Let her droive!

B e l l a

All right, girls. (The girls reach 
down in their baskets under the fruit, 
which is on top, and each pulls out a 
pint bottle. Four of the, men crovud 
up and take the bottles.) Fetch a light, 
Lamps, that’s a good boy. (L a m p s  
goes to his room and returns with a 
candle. This is passed from one girl 
to another as the men sign the sheets 
of paper for their bottles.) Don’t you 
boys forget to mark down cigarettes or 
tobacco or fruit, remember ! Three 
shillin’s the price. Take it into the 
forecastle. For Gawd’s sake don’t 
stand out here drinkin’ in the moon
light.

[The four go into the forecastle. Four 
more take their places. P a d d y  plants 
himself in front of P e a r l ,  who is sit
ting by Y a n k ,  with his arm still 
around her.)

P a d d y  
( Gruffly.) Gimme thot!

[She holds out a bottle which he 
snatches from her hand. He turns 
to go away.)

Y a n k

(Sharply.) Here, you! Where’d 
yuh get that stuff? You ain’t signed 
for that yet.

P a d d y

(Sullenly.) I can’t write me name.
Y a n k

Then I’ll write it for yuh. (He takes 
the paper from P e a r l  and writes.) 
There ain’t goin’ to be no  welchin’ on 
little Bright Eyes here—not when I’m 
around, see? Ain’t I right, kiddo?

P e a r l

(With a grin.) Yes, suh.
B e l l a

(Seeing all four are served.) Take 
it into the forecastle, boys. ( P a d d y  
defiantly raises his bottle and gulps 
down a drink in the full moonlight. 
B e l l a  sees him.) Look at ’im! Look 
at the swine! (P a d d y  slouches into 
the forecastle.) Wants to git me in 
trouble. That settles it. We all got 
to git inside, boys, where we won’t git 
caught. Come on, girls.
[The girls pick up their baskets and 

follow B e l l a .  Y a n k  and P e a r l  
are the last to reach the doorway. 
She lingers behind him, her eyes 
fixed on S m i t t y ,  who is still sitting 
on the forecastle head, his chin on his 
hands, staring off into vacancy.)

P e a r l

(Waving a hand to attract his atten
tion.) Come ahn in, pretty boy. Ah 
likes you.

S m i t t y

(Coldly.) Yes; I want to buy a 
bottle, please.
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[He goes down the steps and follows 
her into the forecastle. No one re
mains on deck hut the D o n k e y m a n ,  
who sits smoking his pipe in front of 
his door. There is the subdued bab
ble of voices from the crowd inside, 
but the mournful cadence of the song 
from the shore can again be faintly 
heard. S m i t t y  reappears and closes 
the door to the forecastle after him. 
He shudders and shakes his shoul
ders as if flinging off something 
which disgusted him. Then he lifts 
the bottle which is in his hand to his 
lips and gulps down a long drink. 
T h e  D o n k e y m a n  watches him im
passively. S m i t t y  sits down on the 
hatch facing him. Now that the 
closed door has shut off nearly all 
the noise the singing from shore 
comes clearly over the moonlit 
water.]

S m i t t y

(Listening to it for a moment.') 
Damn that song of theirs! {He takes 
another big drink.) What do you say, 
Donk?

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Quietly.) Seems nice an’ sleepy- 

like.
S m i t t y

( With a hard laugh.) Sleepy! If I 
listened to it long—sober—I’d never go 
to sleep.

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
T ’ain’t sich bad music, is it ? Sounds 

kinder pretty to me—low an’ mournful 
— same as listenin’ to the organ outside 
o’ church of a Sunday.

S m i t t y

( With a touch of impatience.) I 
didn’t mean it was bad music. It isn’t. 
It’s the beastly memories the thing 
brings up— for some reason.
[He takes another pull at the bottle.]

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
Ever hear it before?

S m i t t y

No; never in my life. It’s just a 
something about the rotten thing which 

S. S.—viii—6

makes me think of — well — oh, the 
devil! (He forces a laugh.)

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Spitting placidly.) Queer things, 

mem’ries. I ain’t ever been bothered 
much by ’em.

S m i t t y

(Looking at him fixedly for a mo
ment—with quiet scorn.) No, you 
wouldn’t be.

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
Not that I ain’t had my share__ o’ 

things goin’ wrong; but I puts ’em out 
o’ me mind, like, an’ fergets ’em.

S m i t t y  
But suppose you couldn’t put them 

out of your mind? Suppose they 
haunted you when you were awake and 
when you were asleep—what then?

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Quietly.) I’d git drunk, same’s 

you’re doin’.
S m i t t y

( With a harsh laugh.) Good ad
vice. (He takes another drink. He 
is beginning to show the effects of the 
liquor. His face is flushed and he talks 
rather wildly.) We’re poor little lambs 
who have lost our way, eh, Donk ? 
Damned from here to eternity, what? 
God have mercy on such as we! True, 
isn’t it, Donk?

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
Maybe, I dunno. (After a slight 

pause.) Whatever set you goin’ to 
sea? You ain’t made for it.

S m i t t y

(Laughing wildly.) My old friend 
in the bottle here, Donk.

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
I done my share o’ drinkin’ in my 

time. (Regretfully.) Them was good 
times, those days. Can’t hold up un
der drink no more. Doctor told me 
I’d have to stop or die. (He spits 
contentedly.) So I stops.
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S m i t t y

( With a foolish smile.) Then I’ll 
drink one for you. Here’s your health, 
old top! (He drinks.)

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(After a pause.) S’pose there’s a 

gel mixed up in it some place, ain’t 
there ?

S m i t t y

(Stiffly.) What makes you think so?

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
Always is when a man lets music 

bother ’im. (After a few puffs at his 
pipe.) An’ she said she threw you 
over ’cause you was drunk; an’ you 
said you was drunk ’cause she threw 
you over. (He spits leisurely.) Queer 
thing, love, ain’t it?

S m i t t y

(Rising to his feet with drunken 
dignity.) I’ll trouble you not to pry 
into my affairs, Donkeyman.

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Unmoved.) That’s everybody’s af

fair, what I said. I been through it 
many’s the time. (Genially).) I al
ways hit ’em a whack on the ear an’ 
went out and got drunker’n ever. When 
I come home again they always had 
somethin’ special nice cooked fur me to 
eat. (Puffing at his pipe.) That’s the 
on’y way to fix ’em when they gits on 
their high horse. I don’t s’pose you 
ever tried that?

S m i t t y

(Pompously.) Gentlemen don’t hit 
women.

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Placidly.) N o; that’s why they 

has mem’ries when they hears music. 
[ S m i t t y  does not deign to reply .to this 

but sinks into a scornful silence. 
D a v is  and the girl V i o l e t  come out 
of the forecastle and close the door 
behind them. He is. staggering a bit 
and she is laughing shrilly. They go 
off left.]

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
There’s love at first sight. for you. 

No mem’ries jined with that.
S m i t t y

(Really repelled.) Shut up, Donk. 
You’re disgusting. (He takes a long 
drink.)

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Philosophically.) All depends on 

how you was brung up, I s’pose. 
[ P e a r l  comes out of the forecastle. 

There is a roar of voices from inside. 
She shuts the door behind her, sees 
S m i t t y  on the hatch, and comes 
over and sits beside' him.]

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Chuckling.) There’s love for you, 

Duke.
P e a r l

(Patting S m i t t y ’ s face with her 
hand.) ’Ullo, pretty boy. ( S m i t t y  
pushes her hand away coldly.) What 
you doin’ out here all alone by your
self?

S m i t t y

(With a twisted grin.) Thinking 
and (he indicates the bottle in his hand) 
drinking to stop thinking. (He drinks 
and laughs maudlinly. The bottle is 
three-quarters empty.)

P e a r l

You oughtn’t drink so much, pretty 
boy. Don’t you know dat? You have 
big, big headache come mawnin’ .

S m i t t y  
(Dryly.) Indeed?

P e a r l

That’s true. Ah knows what Ah 
say. (Cooingly.) Why you run away 
from me, pretty boy? Ah likes you. 
Ah don’ like them other fellahs. They 
act too rough. You ain’t rough. 
You’re a genelman. Ah knows. Ah 
can tell a genelman fahs Ah can 
see ’im.

S m i t t y

Thank you for the compliment; but 
you’re wrong, you see. I ’m merely—
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a ranker. (He adds bitterly.) And a 
rotter.

P e a r l

(Patting his arm.) No, you ain’t. 
Ah knows better. You’re a genelman. 
Ah wouldn’t have nothin’ to say to 
them other men, but (she smiles at him 
enticingly) you is diff’rent. (He 
pushes her away from himi disgust
edly. She pouts.) Don’ you like me?

S m i t t y

(A bit ashamed.) I beg your par
don. I didn’t mean to be rude, you 
know, really. (His politeness is drunk- 
enly exaggerated.) I ’m a bit off 
color.

P e a r l

(Brightening up.) Den you do like 
me—little ways?

S m i t t y

(Carelessly.) Yes, yes, why shouldn’t 
I? (He suddenly laughs wildly and 
puts his arm around her waist.) Why 
not?
[He pulls his arm back quickly with a 

shudder of disgust, and takes a 
drink. P e a r l  looks at him curious
ly, puzzled by his strange actions. 
The door from the forecastle is 
kicked open and Y a n k  comes out. 
The uproar of shouting, laughing and 
singing voices has increased in vio
lence. Y a n k  staggers over toward 
S m i t t y  and P e a r l . ]

Y a n k

(Blinking at them.) What the— 
oh, it’s you, Smitty the Duke. I was 
goin’ to turn one loose on the jaw of 
any guy’d cop my dame, but seein’ it’s 
you— (Sentimentally.) Pals is pals 
and any pal of mine c’n have anythin’ 
I got, see? (Holding out his hand.) 
Shake, Duke. ( S m i t t y  takes his hand 
and he pumps it up and down.) You’n 
me’s frens. Ain’t I right?

S m i t t y

Right it is, Yank. But you’re wrong 
about this girl. She isn’t with me. 
She was just going back to the fo’cs’tle 
to you.

[ P e a r l  looks at him with hatred gath
ering in her eyes.)

Y a n k

Tha’ right?
S m i t t y  

(I)n my word!

Y a n k

(Grabbing her arm.) Come on 
then, you Pearl! Le’s have a drink 
with the bunch.
[He pulls her to the entrance, where 

she shakes off his hand long enough 
to turn on S m i t t y  furiously.]

P e a r l

You swine! You can go to!
[She goes in the forecastle, slamming 

the door.)

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
(Spitting calmly.) There’s love for 

you. They’re all the same—white, 
brown, yeller’n black. A whack on the 
ear’s the only thing’ll learn ’em. 
[ S m i t t y  makes no reply but laughs 

harshly and takes another drink; 
then sits staring before him, the al
most empty bottle tightly clutched in 
one hand. There is an increase in 
volume of the muffled clamour from 
the forecastle and a moment later 
the door is thrown open and the 
whole mob, led by D r i s c o l l ,  pours 
out on deck. All of them are very 
drunk and several of them carry bot
tles in their hands. B e l l a  is the only 
one of the women who is absolutely 
sober. She tries in vain to keep the 
men quiet. P e a r l  drinks from 
Y a n k ’ s  bottle every moment or so, 
laughing shrilly, and leaning against 
Y a n k ,  whose arm is about her waist. 
P a u l  comes out last, carrying an ac
cordion. He staggers over and 
stands on top of the hatch, his in
strument is under his arm.)

D r is c o l l

Play us a dance, ye square-head 
swab!—-a rale, Godforsaken son av a 
turkey trot wid guts to ut.
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Y a n k

Straight from the old Barbary Coast 
In ’Frisco!

P a u l

I don’t know. I try. (He com
mences tuning up.)

Y a n k  
Ataboy! Let ’er rip!

[ D a v i s  and V i o l e t  come back and 
join the crowd. T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
looks on them all with a detached, 
indulgent air. S m i t t y  stares before 
him and does not seem to know there 
is anyone on deck but himself.]

B ig  F r a n k  
Dance ? I don’t dance. I trink!

[He suits the action to the word and 
roars with meaningless laughter.]

D r i s c o l l  
Git out av the way thin, ye big hulk, 

an’ give us some room.
[ B i g  F r a n k  sits down on the hatch, 

right. All. of the others who aren’t 
going to dance either follozv his ex
ample or lean against the port bul- 
zvark.]

B e l l a

(On the verge of tears at her inabil
ity to keep them in the forecastle or 
make them be quiet when they’re out.) 
For Gawd’s sake, boys, don’t shout so 
loud! Want to git me in trouble?

D r i s c o l l  
( Grabbing her). Dance wid me, me 

cannibal quane.
[ Someone drops a bottle on deck and 

it smashes.]
B e l l a

( Hysterically.) There they goes! 
There they goes! Cap-tain’ll hear 
that! Oh, my Lawd!

D r is c o l l

Be damned to him! Here’s the 
music! Off ye go!
[Paul starts playing “ You Great Big 

Beautiful Doll”  with a note left out 
every now and then. The four cou

ples commence dancing — a jerk- 
shouldered version of the old Turkey 
Trot as it was done in the sailor- 
town dives, made more grotesque by 
the fact that all the couples are drunk 
and keep lurching into each other 
every moment. Two of the men staid 
dancing together, intentionally bump
ing into the others. Y a n k  and P e a r l  
come around in front of S m i t t y  
and, as they pass him, P e a r l  slaps 
him across the side of the face with 
all her might, and laughs viciously. 
He jumps to his feet with his fists 
clenched, but sees who hit him and 
sits down again, smiling bitterly. 
Y a n k  laughs boisterously.]

Y a n k

Wow! Some wollop! One on you, 
Duke.

D r i s c o l l  
(Hurling his cap at P a u l . )  Faster, 

ye toad!
[ P a u l  makes frantic efforts to speed 

up and the music suffers in the 
process.]

B e l l a

(Puffing.) Let me go. Pm wore 
out with you steppin’ on my toes, you 
clumsy Mick.
[She struggles, but D r i s c o l l  holds her 

tight.]
D r is c o l l

God blarst you for havin’ such big 
feet, thin. Aisy, aisy, Mrs. Old Black 
Joe! ’Tis dancin’ll take the blubber 
off ye.
[He whirls her around the deck by 

main force. C o c k y ,  with S u s ie ,  is 
dancing near the hatch, right, when 
P a d d y , who is sitting on the edge 
with B ig  F r a n k ,  sticks his foot out 
and the wavering couple stumble 
over it and fall flat on the deck. A 
roar of laughter goes up. C o c k y  
rises to his feet, his face livid with 
rage, and springs at P a d d y ,  who 
promptly knocks him down. D r i s 
c o l l  hits P a d d y  and B ig  F r a n k  hits 
D r i s c o l l .  In a flash a wholesale 
fight has broken out and the deck is a
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surging crowd of drink-maddened 
men, hitting out at each other indis
criminately, although the general idea 
seems to he a battle between seamen 
and firemen. The women shriek and 
take refuge on top of the hatch, 
where they huddle in a frightened 
group. Finally there is the flash of a 
knife held high in the moonlight and 
a loud yell of pain.]

D a v is

(Somewhere in the crowd.) Here’s 
the Mate cornin’ ! Let’s git out o’ this! 
[ There is a general rush for the fore

castle. In a moment there is no one 
left on deck but the little group of 
women on the hatch; S m i t t y ,  still 
dazedly rubbing his cheek; T h e  
D o n k e y m a n  quietly smoking on his 
stool; and Y a n k  and D r i s c o l l ,  
their faces battered up considerably, 
their undershirts in shreds, bending 
over the still form of P a d d y , which 
lies stretched out on the deck between 
them. In the silence the mournful 
chant from the shore creeps slowly 
out to the ship.']

D r i s c o l l  
( Quickly—in a low voice.) Who 

knoifed him ?
Y a n k

(Stupidly.) I didn’t see it. How 
do I know ? Cocky, I’ll bet.
[The F i r s t  M a t e  enters from the left. 

He is a tall, strongly built man 
dressed in a plain blue uniform.]

T h e  M a t e  
( Angrily.) What’s all this noise 

about? (He sees the man lying on the 
deck.) Hello! What’s this?
[He bends down on one knee beside 

P a d d y . ]
D r i s c o l l  

( Stammering.) All av us—was in a 
bit av a harmless foight, sir—an’—-I 
dunno—
[ T h e  M a t e  rolls P a d d y  over and sees 

a knife wound on his shoulder.]
T h e  M a t e  

Knifed, by God! (He takes an elec

tric flash from his pocket and examines 
the cut.) Lucky it’s only a flesh wound. 
He must have hit his head on deck 
when he fell. That’s what knocked him 
out. This is only a scratch. Take him 
aft and I’ll bandage him up.

D r is c o l l

Yis, sor.
[They take P a d d y  by the shoulders and 

feet and carry him off, left. T h e  
M a t e  looks up and sees the women 
on the hatch for the first time.]

T h e  M a t e  
( Surprised.) Hello! (He walks

over to them.) Go to the cabin and 
get your money and clear off. If I had 
my way, you’d never— (His foot hits 
a bottle. He stoops down and picks it 
up and smells of it.) Rum, by God! 
So that’s the trouble! I thought their 
breaths smelled damn queer. ( To the 
women, harshly.) You needn’t go to 
the skipper for any money. You won’t 
get any. That’ll teach you to smuggle 
rum on a ship and start a riot.

B e l l a
But, Mister—

T h e  M a t e  
( Sternly.) You know the agreement 

—rum—no money.
B e l l a

(Indignantly.) Honest to Gawd, 
Mister, I never brung no—

T h e  M a t e  
( Fiercely.) You’re a liar! And 

none o f your lip or I’ll make a com
plaint ashore tomorrow and have you 
locked up.

B e l l a

(Subdued.) Please, Mister—
T h e  M a t e  

Clear out of this, now! Not another 
word out of you! Tumble over the 
side, quick! The two others are wait
ing for you. Hop, now!
[They walk quickly—almost run—off 

to the left. T h e  M a t e  follows them 
after nodding to T h e  D o n k e y m a n



T H E  R EFO R M ER
By John Towne

A GREAT, sun-filled valley; but in its depths, a stream, muddy, swift, 
 unglittering, leaden, foam-blotched, twisting. Far over the harsh waves 

leans a linden tree in blossom, and one bough reaches down till a cluster of 
flowers hangs only half a foot above the writhing waves. In the lowest blos
som’s heart a drop of crystal dew.

Says the sun, “ Come love me and mix your being with mine and share in 
the joy of the winds and in beauty forever.”

“No,” says the dew. “ I have a great work. I will purify the river.” And 
she leaps into the waves.
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to his room but turns to look at S m i t t y  
— kindly.) You can’t hear it in the 
fo’c’s’tle — the music, I mean — an 
there’ll likely be more drink in there, 
too. Good night.
[He goes in and shuts the door.)

S M I T T Y  

Good night, Donk.
[He gets wearily to his feet and walks 

with bowed shoulders, staggering a 
bit, to the forecastle entrance and 
goes in. There is silence for a sec
ond or so, broken only by the 
haunted, saddened voice of that 
brooding music, faint and far-off, like 
the mood of the moonlight made 
audible.]

[ T H E  C U R T A I N  F A L L S ]

H APPINESS is the sweet assurance that the other fellow’s sweet assurance 
that he is having a better time is a mistake.

T HERE is no merit in women that lasts longer than their beauty.

and ignoring the oblivious S m i t t y .  
There is absolute silence on the ship 
for a few moments. The melancholy 
song of the negroes drifts crooning 
over the water. S m i t t y  listens to it 
intently for a time; then sighs heav
ily, a sigh that is half a sob.]

S m i t t y
God!

[He drinks the last drop in the bottle 
and throws it behind him on the 
hatch.)

T h e  D o n k e y m a n  
( Spitting tranquilly.) More mem’- 

ries? ( S m i t t y  does not answer him. 
The ship’s bell tolls four times. T h e  
D o n k e y m a n  knocks out his pipe. 
Think I’ll turn in. (He opens the door



SHE CONFESSED TO HER HUSBAND
By Leon L. Fleischman

I

AFTER his third coffee and cognac 
Larrabee invariably flowed down 
the stream of his memories, and 

I always availed myself of the educa
tive journey. I’m inclined to believe 
he was as much of an old Satyr, an 
unmoral pagan, as he allowed one to 
think he was. But his amused candor, 
his constant puzzled wonderment at his 
own unscrupulousness amazed me, de
lightfully, so infinitely, that I never 
bothered to be disgusted with it.

He was in the middle fifties when I 
knew him; a tall, straight figure with 
a fine, big head that he carried as if it 
were crowned. With its lustrous white 
hair, brushed back from the broad, un
lined forehead, the delicate, generous 
nose, and the frank gray eyes, alert, vi
brating, sparkling, he called forth a 
sometimes reluctant tribute to his bold 
and free and picturesque charm.

“Yes,” he said, after the waiter had 
placed the cognac before him, “the es
sential truth—you never get it! Hot 
even in our literature; I mean the 
English. Not the real, the piquant, the 
illuminating truth. Everyone hides it 
or shies from it! Like a woman I
knew: she told the customary sort of 
truth; she told the truth—almost!

“It was ages ago; I was twenty- 
eight-nine—thereabouts; a young one. 
Wise enough; too much, I suppose. 
Really just as wise as I am today; now, 
I’ve only a greater collection of affirma
tive experiences. Then, though, I had 
codes; . . . and how they do expand!
I remember, at that time I’d said to 
myself one couldn’t pay sentimental re
spects to the wife of one’s good friend. 

That was, for me, one of the things one 
‘doesn’t do.’ Of course I agree one 
really doesn’t ; it’s beastly and unthink
able. But, alas, I did; I hadn’t, you 
see, any sense of responsibility.—What 
else is there but to be amused, know 
other people, ‘get at’ their—yes—their 
truths ?

“The fellow’s name was Smith— 
George Smith, we’ll say. We’d been 
youngsters together, philosophized pon
derously and playfully, fallen in love 
with, in the calf days, the same girls; 
he always admired my taste, and was 
too timid to become involved on his 
own initiative. He was heavy; no poe
try, no air—but we were comfortable 
together; he knew me perfectly—and 
forgave me my imperfections. I’m not 
certain, though; he thought, perhaps, 
I wasn’t as impossible as I sounded! 
He was a few years older than myself, 
and married when he was thirty-two. 
I’d been abroad on business for more 
than a year, and when I returned he’d 
been married about that length of 
time. I’d not met the girl and, 
naturally, I had my prejudice; and 
when I did meet her I didnt care f or 
her.

“She was clever enough; a naturally 
quick mind, well-informed, and, more 
to the point, intellectually inquisitive. 
Pretty enough, too; or, rather, interest
ing. One didn’t, consciously, notice in 
the first glance; the eyes reverted to 
her to find something the subconscious
ness, almost with a jolt, had brought 
out. I don’t know definitely what it 
was, but one did look again. 
 “ She was about twenty-five, slim, 
graceful in a leisurely style, with fine 
brown hair that had golden shadings.
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Her complexion was pale, her lips were 
full and gave the impression of quiet
ness, of restraint, in the way they were 
firmly closed. Her eyes had the same 
sense. They were brown and, at first 
thought, clear and frank. But, if 
you’re sensitive to that sort of thing, 
you felt that they were ‘discreet’ eyes; 
that there was much that they did not 
care or dare to show.

“ I think she didn’t care for me, 
either. Or perhaps she did; perhaps I 
appealed to her for one reason or an
other, but she was annoyed, in the be
ginning, at my attitude of indifference. 
It’s difficult to say. And I was indiffer
ent. Naturally! Then, too, she didn’t 
immediately appeal to me. I say ‘im
mediately’ ; after a time, though—sev
eral times, in fact, times when I was 
alone with her in the evenings while 
her husband was engaged in his study 
—I came to recognize her as an indi
vidual. I stirred, you might say, to 
an interesting possibility, under a cu
rious suspicion. I awoke to the inter
est of her eyes; discreet eyes—I have 
emphasized it—and that’s definitely in
triguing because discreet eyes are an 
indication of some indiscretions, poten
tial or consummated, to be hidden. 
Don’t you think so? But eyes, whether 
discreet or indiscreet, aren’t your hob
by, what?

“ I, however, I am not so profound. 
And, I confess, I enjoyed our conver
sations. Books, art, manners, morals 
—oh, -we were beautifully intellectual! 
But there were hints—I couldn’t say of 
what definitely—but hints of greater 
mental freedom and curiosities than 
Smith, I am sure, suspected or appre
ciated in his wife. I told you he was 
rather heavy, didn’t I ? He was; 
straightly, finely so. Anglo-Saxon; 
not at all of a Continental. You 
know ?

“All this she expressed in a frank, 
impersonal way. She had, I think, the 
most passionless, the coolest opinions 
about every subject under the sun. I’d 
listen to what she’d say, and suddenly 
I ’d wonder what she, the girl behind 
those clear, discreet eyes, really felt,

what co-ordination there was between 
her emotional self and her words.

“ For you, her comments might not 
have assumed the interesting character 
of personal indications. You would 
have taken them at their face values, 
as the counters of a somewhat free and 
impersonal conversation. Alas, I saw 
them, as I say, as the strange, finely 
hidden aspirations of her soul, her tem
perament. I mean, I wanted to think 
them that. At the time, I wasn’t cer
tain ; I was eager only to determine.

“ Smith took them at their face val
ues, too ; with the amused tolerance 
manifested towards the mischievous
ness, the precocity of a beloved and 
understood child. I remember once he 
stood before us with a kind and happy, 
a nearly fatuous smile, and exclaimed:

“ ‘You two are so much alike! Dor
othy talks as if she knew of all the sins 
of the seven hells, and honestly com
prehended them. You both talk of 
your tolerances, your devilishnesses, 
but that’s all there is to it. You’re 
both as meek and mild as lambs ! Each 
of you has too many—’ I don’t recall 
the word he used ; today it would have 
been ‘inhibitions.’ That’s become a 
dreadful chewing-gum cliché, hasn’t it?

“ I think it was the sixth time he said 
something to that effect that Dorothy 
and I looked at each other, and, while 
we smiled in agreement to him, smiled 
—just smiled understandingly at each 
other. Understanding of what, you 
ask? Oh, merely of that; what I fan
cied was a secret understanding, you 
see. And since it was secret, that, 
while it did not make my heart beat 
faster, opened up vistas of—well, of 
further psychic agreements !

“ It was a week or so later that Smith 
dropped me a card asking me up for 
dinner, and I joined them. While we 
were sitting over our liqueurs, Smith 
remarked that he’d been invited to a 
boxing match that evening. He was 
eager to go; if I ’d stay and entertain 
his wife, by George he would go! I 
wasn’t keen at the prospect; not a bit, 
for a moment, at least. And then—I 
don’t know what devilish, prophetic
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mood urged me—I sprang to my feet, 
exclaiming:

“ ‘Very well, go on! But I warn 
you; I’ll make love to Dorothy! May 
I ? I warn you I shall!’

“He chuckled.
“ ‘I know you,’ he answered, ‘and I 

know Dorothy. You’re the same sort. 
Go ahead!’

“ ‘No, no,' I protested, carried away 
by the impulse, insistent, ‘I mean it! 
Wait a moment: Dorothy, may I? Be
cause if I mayn’t he must stop here.’

“ ‘Of course you may,” she replied 
with a light laugh. ‘I expect it' of 
you.’

“ I didn’t entirely like that ‘expect’ ; 
naturally. I couldn’t quite sound its 
depths. But I didn’t take it up. . . . 
She walked to the door with him, cling
ing to his arm, teasing him, playing 
with him, really caring for him.

“ ‘Until later, you two bluffs,’ he 
called back as the door closed behind 
him.

II

“ D o r o t h y  selected a  comfortable 
chair, sank into it luxuriously with a 
sigh of content. She wore some sort 
of dark dress, chiffon I think, embroid
ered with silver thread; a soft, undula
ting dress that clung to her and seemed 
strangely part of and alive with her 
soft breathing, her slightest movement. 
I could see a narrow slippered foot 
and the gleam of a silk-clad ankle, and, 
even in the dim light of the shaded 
lamp, the golden shimmer in her hair. 
As her head rested upon the back of 
the chair even the pearls that hung 
about her white throat shone warmly 
with the sweetness of the contact. . . . 
Ah, I know what you will say: that I 
was abominably subjective, sentimental, 
forcing a situation! Well, perhaps. At 
any rate, whether she was individually 
appealing or not, she was femininely so. 
Oh, extremely!

“But Smith was right; and I sighed 
as I studied her and, resting my chin 
on my palm, began to talk about books, 
books, cursed books! The realization

of such innocuous dullness irritated 
me, finally, beyond endurance. There 
was she, the graceful woman in the 
dim light—and here was I. I jumped 
upon the stage of a more interesting 
drama and, walking to her, took her 
hand and kissed its palm. I did not 
know—how could I ?—what its reaction 
would be; but it pressed itself cling- 
ingly to my lips. Her eyes, unclouded, 
smiled up at me. ‘This is the prologue,’ 
she said.

“ ‘The prologue,’ I answered in as 
gay a tone, and kissed the length of her 
pretty arm; and, leaning over, the fra
grant, dimpling hollow of her throat, 
while she touched her face to mine and 
kissed, oh, ever so delicately, the cheek 
turned towards her.

“Well, there you are! In that eve
ning she was daintily tasting the 
pressed perfume of herself. She stood 
aside from herself, as it were, to gather 
the full fragrance of her sensations. 
Sweep her from her feet, even if one 
wished to? Never! It was for her a 
pagan playfulness, an intellectual, a 
sensual curiosity. She admitted it after 
I had held her, for an instant, close in 
my arms and softly, gently kissed her 
lips.

“ ‘I love it!’ she exclaimed with the 
frankest of smiles, the clearest, the 
most unveiled, the cleanest of glances. 
‘But it’s wrong, isn’t it? Tell me it 
isn’t, though! I want you to tell me 
it isn’t!’

“Now I—I was in a gay mood, a 
joyous one. Alas, I am always flip
pant! I answered her, ‘More wrong 
for me, you know; because I am his 
friend. Not so wrong for you, be
cause you—you are merely his wife!’ 
And we laughed into each other’s eyes. 
‘But wrong, wrong just the same.’ And 
I kissed her again.

“ She smiled. ‘There are so many 
joys to be had out of life, aren’t there?’ 
she said pensively. ‘So many ways of 
getting them! My mother—did you 
know?— was a Frenchwoman; that’s 
where, I suppose, I get my desire for— 
well, for spiritual adventures! George 
is so—decent! I wouldn’t for the
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world, for anything, hurt him, make 
him unhappy!’

“ ‘Of course not,’ I told her. ‘That 
would be damnable!’ And she kissed 
me lightly again, and took up a book 
lying upon the table.

“As I said before, there you are. 
She had a true appreciation of the har
mony of sense. . . . But just before 
we heard the door open, the sign of 
Smith’s return, she sighed. ‘It’s really 
wrong; you know it,’ she informed me; 
and, with a shrug and a smile, ‘Of 
course,’ I replied.

III

“ W h e n  Smith came in , I  told him I  
had made love to his wife; I knew he 
wouldn’t believe me. And I was right. 
He merely put his arm about her while 
she cuddled to him—and chuckled con
tentedly.

“ It was only when I was walking 
homewards a little later that I realized, 
to what depths I had descended. I 
was sincerely annoyed. ‘See here,’ I 
said to myself, ‘that was hardly neces- 
sary! It was delightful, I ’ll grant you, 
and rather curious, but it wasn’t as if 
you’d cared. Why—why, in Heaven’s 
name, did the wild impulse, the morbid 
curiosity, the encouraged stimulation, 
make you select Dorothy—his wife! 
Where, oh, where, are the codes of yes
terday?’ And I said ‘Damn!’ fervently 
and honestly, even though there was a 
little song at my lips.

“And then—would you call it a case 
of conscience?—it flashed upon me that 
I didn’t know, understand Dorothy so 
deucedly well, for all that. I really 
couldn’t judge, in spite of the indiscre
tions of which I knew she was capable, 
of what indiscretions she might be 
guilty. Confound it all, she was con
tented with her life, she did love him, 
she did like to be comfortable, she 
couldn’t—oh, egregious ass that I was! 
—she couldn’t, she wouldn’t—tell him! 
Brrrr! I shivered! Really, that reac
tion bothered me, worried me until I 
slipped into sleep, and it was only when 
the next day passed without a message

that I was able to laugh freely at my 
folly.

“Oh, no, I didn’t try to communicate 
with her. Pourquoi? What was to 
be, would be. I had no troubling im
patience, no disturbing desire to see 
her now, immediately, at once. It was 
far pleasanter to speculate no what 
subtle, interesting glance I would re
ceive when next I saw her in the ordi
nary course of events. And that 
chanced, unexpectedly, when I was 
dining at Old Martin’s a few nights 
later.

“ I must have been seated for some 
time before I spied them at the other 
end of the room. She saw me. By 
Jove, she didn’t bow; but she did smile 
slightly, and she lowered her eyes with 
a seeming almost of demureness. At 
the first opportunity I threaded my way 
to their table.

“When George, when Smith saw me 
approaching, I knew at once I was in 
for it. He clenched a fork, dropped it, 
became furiously red, and then pale. 
As I stood beside his table he arose 
and, in a low voice that might just as 
well have been a volcanic roar for the 
feeling it expressed, annihilated me.

“ ‘You’re a beast and a cad,’ was his 
opinion, ‘a treacherously selfish hound! 
This is the end. Get away from us!’

“That wasn’t pleasant, was it? Of 
course I flushed; that couldn’t be 
helped. He hesitated, and sat down. 
But he was right, wasn’t he ? I’m such 
an unthinking fool! Well, I looked at 
him, and I smiled deprecatingly, and 
agreed with him. ‘I ’m afraid you’re 
right,’ I said quietly.

“ And as I bowed to the lady in the 
case, on taking my leave, her eyes shot 
at me, so quickly that only I could see 
it, a glance that was devilish and mock
ing. So I bowed lower still, as before 
a conqueror.

“ No, dear fellow, never trust a 
woman. They’re not rational or log
ical, and they’re so deucedly much clev
erer than we are. You’re only safe 
when it doesn’t matter, really, how un
trustworthy they may be!. . . . Wait
er, some coffee—and a little cognac!”
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I laughed. If you wanted to remain 
with him you couldn’t but laugh with 
him or at him. But I wasn’t going to 
let it drop at that.

“You’re mixed!” I charged him. 
“She confessed to her husband, didn’t 
she? She told the truth!”

Larrabee rubbed his fingers along 
the side of his nose and looked at me 
tenderly, pityingly.

“ Yes, my dear fellow, she did con
fess, indeed. Can’t you picture it? 
Her shy confession of my flirtation? 
Yes, even of hers, which was ‘oh, so 
innocent!’ and even of my kisses, ‘so 
unexpected!’ Don’t you see him, not 
comprehending, and then, as her arms 
linked themselves about him, his tem
porary righteous disapproval of her, 
his absolute and furious condemnation

of me? Yes, in the love of his heart, 
and from his great understanding, he 
forgave her—her innocence; but I—I 
was the wolf! Indeed, she confessed! 
Could she have paid a more delicate 
tribute to their friendship, her com
fort? Alas, even my kisses, you see, 
became sacrificial! But the truth, the 
reality, the essential, illuminating truth, 
never, never did she confess!”

I was impatient.
“Oh, very well, I prodded him, “the 

illuminating truth—what was it?”
“ Ah, don’t you see,” he cried exult

antly, leaning across the table, “that she 
wanted them, that she liked them? 
That, that dear fellow—that was the 
only truth!”

He picked up his cognac, and grinned 
at me.

T H E  G R A Y  M ICE
By Leslie Nelson Jennings

T H E  dreams of the world are small gray mice, 
And every night they creep 

From cupboards full of memories,
Up through the chinks of sleep.

The dreams of the world are sly gray mice.
Like little thieves they come,

Searching the hushed, moon-silvered rooms 
For some forgotten crumb.

The dreams of the world are small gray mice— 
Out of the dusk they dart;

And O, each night their sharp teeth gnaw 
The crust that is my heart!

T H E  notion that a woman is offended by hearing her rival praised is not 
true. What offends her is the suspicion that the praise is honest.



HANDKERCHIEFS
By John Hamilton

THE gossamer, lace-edged handker
chief the beautiful woman sobs 
daintily into.

The absence of a handkerchief ac
companied by the sonorous sniffle of 
your wife.

Pink-bordered handkerchiefs you are 
presented with on Christmas.

The perfumed handkerchief your 
wife finds in your pocket.

The other three that she doesn’t.
Any child sans handkerchief.
The surprising places about her per

son a woman secretes a handkerchief.
Small portions of variegated mate

rial of the semblance of Japanese tap
estry.

The handkerchief, fastened by a 
safety-pin to the small girl, which it 
never occurs to her to employ.

Colored handkerchiefs that run.
The handkerchief you cough clam

orously into at the theater to shatter 
the impression of the audience that 
Little Eva’s death is affecting your 
tear ducts.

The diminutive linen square an ac
tress produces after weeping copiously 
for an hour upon being deserted by her 
lover.

The bandana about your neck that 
completes your charming camping out
fit and the bull that becomes fasci
nated by its brilliancy.

T H E  C A R O U S E L
By W . L. D. Bell

AT ten he sang in the choir.
At twenty he led a Bible class.

At thirty he drank his first cocktail.
At forty he was able to distinguish one woman from another.
At fifty he talked knowingly of Mae and Flo.
At sixty he was silhouetted in the radiance of a musical comedy star. 
At seventy he hit the sawdust trail again.

T H E  so-called intuition of women is easily explained. It consists simply 
of assuming the worst.
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THE EPISODE OF THE PLUGGED DIME
By Vincent Starrett

I

“ O FF you go!” repeated the con-
 ductor, with increased trucu

lence, as I attempted further 
argument. He would rather have 
thrown me from the moving car than 
not, so to save my neck I dropped into 
the street without his assistance, spin
ning ludicrously before I regained my 
equilibrium. The car sped on without 
me, the uniformed gargoyle leering 
malevolently backward, and when I had 
cursed it from fender to tail-light, and 
its conductor to the seventh generation, 
I took stock of my situation.

The rejected dime still clung to my 
moist palm. My first impulse was to 
throw it away; my second was to ver
ify again the circumstance of its mu
tilation. I studied it wrathfully under 
the yellow glare of a street lamp. It 
was “ plugged,” sure enough, but so mi
nutely that only the uncanny vision of 
a street-car conductor could have dis
covered it. Some ass had worn it as 
a watchcharm, perhaps; a subsequent 
possessor had filled the tiny hole with 
lead. With the conductor, I consigned 
them both to perdition.

It was my last dime!
A damp wind was blowing in from 

the lake; the hour was nearly midnight, 
and it was an easy seven miles to my 
suburban bungalow. Another time I 
might have walked it joyously; I was 
in no mood for walking on this occa
sion. My spirits were low; the weather 
unpropitious. I might have hurled a 
stone through a window of the next 
car and gone to jail; but this, too, failed 
in its appeal. . . .

Renewing my blasphemy, which is

my best accomplishment, I swung west
ward in Madison Street, crossed the 
dirty bridge over the evil river, and 
headed in the general direction of 
home. My immediate objective, how
ever, was the line of lights that blinked 
dismally through the half-fog across 
from the Northwestern depot.

Through the filthy, fly-specked win
dow of a billiard parlor, I saw a greasy 
youth putting tarpaulin nightrobes on 
the tables ; an elderly ruffian lounged 
behind the cigar case in front, his hat 
at his elbow. They were preparing to 
close. I bolted inside like a frightened 
rabbit.

I suppose I looked respectable, as in
deed I was. I wore good clothes and a 
cravanette of the sort affected by rich 
and poor, alike. Certainly I was not 
the usual type of customer in this shop, 
and the elderly scoundrel at the cigar 
counter smirked in servile fashion.

“Any good nickel smoke,” I ordered 
easily, and posed. It was a mistake. 
The fellow looked at me less amiably. 
I should have asked for the best ten- 
cent cigar in the house, and borrowed 
carfare. But my appreciation of this 
fact was tardy. The man was no lon
ger servile; he was surly. He rudely 
shoved an open box toward me.

My manner, too, as I laid down the 
discredited dime, was against me. I 
overdid it. I laid it down too care
fully. It seemed that I was afraid to 
let it ring. Naturally, my vis-à-vis 
looked at it, and instantly he recog
nized the trick. He dropped it on the 
case and listened with cocked ear. His 
wolfish face was suddenly thunder- 
ridden.

“Well, you old crook!” he growled,
93.
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and reached across the showcase . . . 
but I had snatched my dime up and 
fled, leaving the door wide behind me.

Murder, fire and hell! Murder, fire, 
hell and death! I could have killed this 
person cheerfully; but myself I could 
have put to slow torture. My humili
ation infuriated me. This was no game 
for a gentleman! If I were only drunk, 
the dime would pass without a ques
tion, wherever I offered it; no suspi
cions would be aroused. . . .  It was 
my manner that betrayed me; my in
fernal attitude of guilt. I was all un
used to criminal practices. . . .

A  light fell across my path; I had 
been walking in darkness for a piece. 
I was passing a drugstore. The warm 
glow of its colored mixtures in the 
window globes filled me with renewed 
courage. I entered. . . . The clerk 
seemed mild and unaggressive. . . .  I 
asked for gum.

Gum! Another mistake. He looked 
upon me curiously, as if he would say: 
“ Why gum, in God’s name?”

I was asking myself the same ques
tion. Yet I dared not disburse more 
than a nickel. . . . My face was fla
ming. When I met his eyes again he 
was handing me back my dime. . . .

“Try it,” he suggested pleasantly, “on 
the newsboy. His corner is dark; he 
may not notice it.”

His soft words were as salt poured 
into an open wound. A  red mist swam 
before my eyes as I made for the door. 
. . . The red window globes danced 
solemnly to a crazy tune. This phe
nomenon did not strike me as unusual. 
The only thing that occurred to me as 
being odd was that I found it necessary 
to open the door in order to leave the 
shop . . . the keyhole seemed amply 
large for my shriveled departure.

I was passing the corner with fierce 
strides when his advice returned to me. 
“ Try it on the newsboy!” . . . But 
there was no newsboy on the corner. 
The newsboys had retired hours before.

I passed Halsted Street with sunken 
head. The four corners showed three 
saloons and another drugstore. From 
the three former emanated boisterous

shouts and maudlin melody . „ . but 
I could not face another encounter. 
There seemed no further hope, and the 
seven miles lengthened to leagues . . .

The street lamps became fewer as I 
advanced; the shadows blacker; the 
wind colder. I traversed several blocks 
with military precision; my foot
falls rang hard on the cement side
walk. 

In the lee of a darkened building on 
a corner stood a man. Should I accost 
him? He might be my last chance. He 
solved the problem for me, by saying 
sharply, as I reached his side:

“ Put ’em up!”
I saw that he held something in his 

hand that gleamed. It might have been 
a monkeywrench or an oil can, al
though the odds were against either. 
. . .  In sudden panic I flung up my 
arms. The man laughed his amuse
ment at my haste.

“That’s the eye!” he commented, ap
provingly. “ No fightee, no hurtee!” 
And he chuckled again. “ Where’s the 
wad ?” 

He seemed rather a decent fellow 
for a highwayman, and something of 
his amusement was communicated to 
me—thinking of my lonely dime. I 
smiled wanly.

“No waddee,” I said. “ Brokee!”
“ No funny business” he snarled.
He had stopped smiling. His voice 

held the chill of cold steel.
“Honest!” I insisted, politely, arid 

added as coolly as I could: “ I ’m down 
to one thin dime—and that’s plugged. 
I’m walking home because I couldn’t 
pass it on a conductor.”

He went through me with the deft 
efficiency of an insurance company’s 
doctor, and found that I spoke the 
truth. Then he handed back the dime.

“ Git!” he said.
“You couldn’t slip me a nickel, . .

I began, gaining courage.
“Git!” repeated the road agent 

grimly.
I got.
My hands were numb; I had held 

them over my head until the blood had 
receded from my finger-tips. My fin-



THE EPISODE OF THE PLUGGED DIME 95

gers seemed ready to drop off. The 
wind was still rising; it cut to the heart 
o f me.

II
It was well after midnight when I 

reached the next cross-line and a light
ed space. A  blind musician, his rusty 
fiddle under his arm, was tapping pain
fully homeward. A  surge of emotion 
swept through me; a warm glow of 
sudden generosity. Poor devil! I 
would give him my dime and make him 
happy.

“ Hey, grandfather!” I called. He 
stopped. I delved in my trousers. . . . 
Where was the dime?

“ Just a minute,” I admonished, oddly 
embarrassed. “ I had a dime for you, 
but I can’t . . .  ah, here it is !”

I had placed it in my other pocket, 
which was unusual, for I have one 
pocket for change and another for bills. 
I must have been extraordinarily flus
tered by the bandit to have mixed them.

I gave him the dime and received his 
blessing; then with a lighter heart I 
pressed onward. I could walk now— 
yes— without the cursed incubus of that 
unholy dime. Now, indeed, all hope 
of riding was gone; the dime was 
gone; but as I looked ahead at the 
dreary hour or two before me I felt al- 

jnost joyful. . . .
The wind cut like a knife; like a 

thousand poisoned dirks. I settled my 
chin into my turned-up collar and 
plunged my hands through the slanted 
plackets of my overcoat into my trou
sers pockets. I jammed my knuckles 
into the farthest corners, and squeezed 
my fingers into my palms. . . .

Something small and hard and circu
lar was beneath my right hand . . .  it 
was a coin.

It was a dime!
The joy o f the moment ! The finger 

o f Providence itself had explored that 
pocket. A  dime . . . and I and the 
footpad both had overlooked it! Or 
had the footpad placed it there, good 
fellow that he seemed ? But the other 
dime had been in the wrong pocket! 
A  sudden sense o f unspeakable dread

oppressed me at the thought. From 
sudden warmth I was plunged again 
into Antarctic cold . . .

I drew it carefully out; with my 
half-numbed fingers I found and struck 
a match and turned my eyes upon i t . . .

It was the plugged dime!
The blind fiddler had the other! And 

it had been in the wrong pocket. I 
should have known. . . .

I leaned against a neighboring build
ing and searched my soul for oaths 
strong enough to voice my agitation.

Suddenly I stood upright and swung 
back my arm. By Heaven, here at any 
rate, would go the plugged dime!

I aimed carefully for a broad win
dow in a house across the street . . . 
but now a whining voice was at my 
elbow.

“ Pardner,”  it wailed, “ yoh couldn’ 
spare me a nickel, could yeh?”

A  decrepit apparition was beside m e; 
a blear-eyed, bloated hobo. . . . He 
wanted a nickel!

“ Poor fellow,”  I said softly. “ I 
wish I had a nickel to give you, but I 
haven’t. I ’m reduced to one lone dime, 
myself. But— and I drew myself to 
my full height— I’ll give you half o f it, 
just the same. That’s the sort o f a 
fellow I am! Fifty-fifty —  and you 
can spend it for booze or bed or 
women! Have you got a nickel?”

God bless him! He had! I could 
have kissed his cerise whiskers, or tied 
his broken shoestrings. Deep in his 
rags he found the buffalo piece, and ac
cepted the dime in exchange. .- . .

III
“ R otten  night, ain’t it?”  remarked 

the friendly conductor as I handed him 
my fare. He never looked at the 
nickel. These fellows can tell a gen
tleman with money!

“Rotten is right!” I agreed.
The car was empty. In a corner 

someone had left an early edition o f a 
newspaper. I picked it up idly, then 
settled back comfortably in the corner 
to read.

Life was not so bad. . .



TRUE APPRECIATION
By Dennison Varr

I T  was his first kiss. Another woman would have smiled a little cynically 
 at the bungling, amateurish way in which he did it and at the blush 

that mounted to his cheeks. But she didn’t smile, and she didn’t wound 
his feelings with a cynical shaft. On the contrary, the moment was Heaven 
to her. It was her first one, too.

THE TREASURE
By Sara Teasdale

W H EN  they see my songs
 They will sigh and say, 

“ Poor soul, wistful soul, 
Lonely night and day!”

They will never know 
All your love for me, 

Keener than the spring, 
Stronger than the sea,

Hidden out of sight,
Like a miser’s gold 

In forsaken fields
W here the wind is cold.

A PLA IN  woman is merely tiresome, but a genuinely ugly woman may 
be highly diverting, and even charming. She is, at her best, an epigram 

at the expense of her whole sex.
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A CLOAK HE GAVE A BEGGAR
By Lilith Benda

I

SHE was fabulously rich, the widow 
of a copper magnate who clois
tered her like a sultana, and at 

whose death she wept tears that were 
spring freshets heralding a forthcom
ing burst into bloom. She had inher
ited her beauty and Latin élan from 
her mother, and from her father, a cele
brated dilettante somewhat o f the Cy- 
renaic school, her quick wit, her zest 
for existence and flair for the beauti
ful.

“ My father,”  she said once, “ assumed 
control o f my education. The diction
ary played a great part in it. When I 
was a little girl not a day might pass 
but that I had to walk for an hour with 
a fat dictionary on my head and a basin 
of water balanced upon it. Every drop 
spilt meant a sweetmeat the less at tea- 
time. You see, I was being taught the 
poise o f Javanese women. They have 
a grace of bearing than which there is 
nothing more beautiful. Do you think 
I ’ve attained it? Do you think my edu
cation was in vain? You don’t really, 
do you?”

And she tripped across the room all 
agog for adulation, craning her neck 
for glimpses o f herself in the mirrors, 
with an artless and whole-hearted joy 
in her own loveliness that provoked ad
miring smiles from the far-famed sa
vants o f her train.

No American o f note in artistic or 
diplomatic circles but who hankered for 
invitations to Adelon Forsbrey’s Wed
nesday receptions ; no continental celeb
rity but had spent the most stimulating 
hours of a visit to New York in her 
great Louis Quatorze drawing-room. 
Mrs. Forsbrey had a theory that art, to 

S. S.—viii—7

arrive at one of its golden periods, must 
go hand in hand with aristocracy, that 
the great artists must be prominent fig
ures in the social world. And she jus
tified her yield to a thousand contra
dictory caprices, her delight in dress, 
and dances, and frivolities, and word- 
bandying with the literati, by announ
cing herself a pioneer o f this millen
nium.

When a grizzled and gloomy Russian 
dramatist came to New York on a lec
turing tour, Mrs. Forsbrey ciceroned 
him to a midnight revue. When a first 
master of orchestration arrived to con
duct a new symphony she entertained 
him by introducing a score o f negroes 
fresh from the South into the Louis 
Quatorze room, who, wassailed into 
extemporaneous outburst, kept the 
composer glued to his chair until early 
morning with tbeir wild croons and 
bizarre choral effects. . . . She backed 
a radical magazine, and revelled in the 
fashion periodicals. She had cham
pioned many an unknown musician, 
author, painter, and with her unpar
alleled influence propelled him to 
fame.

It was Mrs. Forsbrey, too, whose ef
forts made possible a performance of 
the Ring with modern scenery that elec
trified New York. But she left the 
opera-house after the first act of 
“ Die Walkure,”  to be found later by 
her friends at the piano singing “ The 
Banks o f the Wabash,”  in close har
mony with Clayton Demarest.

“Too much Walhalla,”  she explained. 
“ Too high an altitude— it palls. I like 
sycamores and candle-light, and close 
harmony and out-of-date songs. They 
put me in a pastoral mood. Make me
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feel domestic, and nicely, comfortably 
not-worth-while.”

She had hair, always redolent o f a 
scented shampoo, with that pale and 
silver-shot sheen to it which the ordi
nary blonde attains only by moonlight. 
An apple-blossom complexion, a little 
pouting mouth whose indefiniteness of 
outline enhanced the infantine effect of 
perpetually appearing and disappearing 
dimples, a short face, the nose delicate
ly retrousse, the cheek bones a little 
high, the chin a little inclined to point, 
to her beauty there was that touch o f 
the irregular, o f the piquant and bizarre 
which, by its very waywardness, made 
her all the more captivating. A  little 
above the average height, slender and 
small-boned, hers was a fragility that 
charmed to the degree that it revealed 
an underlying robustness.

There was something gossamery 
about the woman and something gamin. 
She was made for the enswathing ca
ress o f soft-tinted chiffons, for the deft 
manipulation o f those draperies which 
floated about her blandishingly as she 
perched on the arm of a chair or curled 
among the cushions o f a divan or— 
and it was her most characteristic pose 
— stood facing the men over whom she 
queened it on her famous Wednesday 
nights, head tilted to one side, one hand 
at her hip, the other employed in grace
ful gesture that hinted at French 
ancestry, and by focusing attention 
upon dimpled elbow and dainty wrist 
tended to mollify the trenchancy of 
quips always cooed in madrigal man
ner.

More than any other feature it was 
her eyes, big, lazy-lidded, a-twinkle and 
o f a brilliant ultramarine blue, that 
gave her face the fresh, unimpaired 
look o f languorous gratification, quite 
on the safe side o f satiety. Mondaine 
to her finger-tips, she tempered a patri
cian aplomb with urchin archness. 
When her mockery began to border 
close upon mordicancy, she struck a 
“good fellow”  note, and the sting was 
gone. When an adorer, his importuni
ties ignored, accused her o f cruelty, she 
flashed a dimple, or assumed an air o f

remorseful beseechment that returned 
him, unprotesting, to her fold.

For there was not a man o f her cor
tège, not even her special bodyguard, 
the gnarled and gouty Sylvester Gra- 
hame, whose rose-tinged tales o f the 
Orient had set the world a-marvel, and 
clean-timbered, rangy Clayton Dema- 
rest, proud of his prowess at polo, and 
a little diffident before the literati, but 
who had aspired to sentimental encoun
ter with the Forsbrey and, foiled, re
mained not a little in love with her. 
Adelon met, with a serene satisfaction 
on her pretty face, the gleam of a pas
sion-kindled eye. Adelon had known 
many times the proximity o f an anx
iously beating heart. But always she 
cooed ardor away to a safe distance. 
Always she employed a subtle address 
in compelling unqualified reserve in the 
worship tendered her. For all her un
conventionality she had never aroused 
a breath o f scandal, and while with her 
men rarely aspired to marriage, they 
were easily reconciled to her ban upon 
more ephemeral relationships. When 
occasionally a disgruntled one bewailed 
the skill employed in kindling, only to 
quench, she would murmur:

“ I love nothing better than to have 
the surface o f my heart ever so gently 
stirred.”

All her cajoleries concentrated in a 
little shiver o f delight, a pleading look 
and lowering o f lashes that silenced all 
protests.

II

It was only after she met Nigel 
Geddes that the first, slight eddy o f ma
licious comment began to circle about.

He was fin de siècle to his finger
tips, young, dark, perfectly groomed, 
and o f an exaggerated pallor— a poseur 
always a-hanker for adulation and com
manding it by virtue o f a supple wit, a 
melancholy hauteur, a mastery of musi
cal prose, and an uncanny hold over 
women. His eyes were a little too big 
and dark, his lips a little too full and 
red, his hands a little too long and 
white and slender.
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With an aristocratic descent, little 
money, an insolent charm of manner, 
and a literary bent, it was his prestige 
at the game of appropriating any wom
an a whim designated, and discarding 
her at will, that antagonized those 
scions o f ultrapatrician stock among 
whom his vanity dictated that he should 
obtain a footing. It was the malicious 
purr in his flawless prose that antag
onized the men around Adelon. Peo
ple feared him, for he wrote tales that 
were little more than ugly interpreta
tions of intrigues in which he had fig
ured, all embellished with a tracery of 
glittering epigrams, all apotheosized 
into masterpieces of sleek malice and 
svelte innuendo. Old Sylvester Gra- 
hame snorted a contemptuous “ Ro
coco!” after reading one o f the stories, 
and hunched his knotty shoulders in 
hurt surprise when Adelon Forsbrey, 
disregarding his ultimatum, took up the 
cudgels in Geddes’ defense. With her 
accustomed zeal for establishing new 
stars, she made of the man her pet 
hobby.

She exerted her every influence with 
editors and publishers until within a 
marvelously short space o f time Nigel 
Geddes was the lion of the hour. She 
gained him access, and eventually a 
welcome, in the most exclusive of draw
ing-rooms. And what was infinitely 
more momentous, for the first time in 
her triumphant career, she indulged in 
a battle of wits with him that took on 
the aspect, as week followed week, of 
a sex duel.

For Geddes, with unparalleled ef
frontery, refused to adore from a dis
tance. For the first time Mrs. Fors- 
brey’s coos and cajoleries fell upon 
deaf ears. Although she never saw 
him alone, although in her attitude to
ward him she clung tenaciously to the 
platonic role, it was significant that she 
should countenance his air o f proprie
torship, the innuendo in his every care
less glance, his every silken compliment 
or disdainful affront.

Grahame and Clayton Demarest led 
the satellites in disliking and fearing 
the man. But he ignored them all with

derisive unconcern. And gossip began 
to circulate, a mere faint flutter that 
according to the whimsies o f the gods, 
might die out innocuously or flare into 
flame. Mrs. Forsbrey met her mentors 
with the usual coos, and little shivers, 
and beseeching looks. When Geddes 
was present a new, strange expression 
would flit across her face, an alarm, a 
delight, a something panicky and dare
devil, and at the same time almost ma
ternal, and full of a haunting sweet
ness. Daily she granted him a more 
intimate footing until he became not 
only the star o f her Wednesday night 
gatherings but a welcome dinner guest, 
and was admitted finally to the little 
room— a sort of sanctum sanctorum— 
where the elect met at the tea-hour for 
cocktails and gabble.

There was a certain intimate note to 
this little room, with walls hung in old 
blue taffeta, and Watteau fêtes champ
êtres to gladden the eye from a pair of 
Louis Quatorze panels. The indispen
sable mirror was so placed that if she 
craned her neck a little Mrs. Forsbrey 
could catch her reflection from the spot 
where she always sat, curled cozily 
amidst a heap o f soft-tinted cushions 
on a couch at the corner of the fire
place, with the flames playing upon her 
their ruddy, seductive glow.

She was seated so very late one aft
ernoon, her gloves and cloak beside her. 
ready for a dinner party, and awaiting 
the inevitable escort, Clayton Demarest. 
At her prettiest in a diaphanous over
draping of shell-pink tulle through 
which a close-clinging sheath of crystal 
sequins gleamed, she toyed nervously 
with a flamingo-red ostrich feather 
fan, unable to banish from the atmos
phere a certain vague unrest.

Old Sylvester Grahame was there, in 
an ugly humor, grunting and uncom
municative, save when he vouchsafed 
a remark to a Swedish sculptor he had 
taken under his wing— a meek, pale 
young fellow all stammering subjection 
to Adelon’s charms and diffidence be
fore Nigel Geddes’ ease and flow of 
talk.

There was a rosiness in Mrs. Fors-
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brey’s cheeks not entirely due to the 
reflected firelight, a snap and exagger
ated lustre in the great blue eyes that, 
darting about the room, always re
turned to fix themselves in a look half
daredevil, half panicky, upon Geddes’ 
face. An impalpable tenseness stole 
over the little group, an effect as of the 
pitting o f forces for decisive combat, 
as o f a high-pitched movement immi
nent and to be forestalled by no flash 
o f mocking dimples, no coo o f beseech- 
ment, no regal tilt o f chin, nor flourish 
of fragile white arm. Insolently at 
ease as ever, Geddes lounged at Ade- 
lon’s side, his nonchalant gestures and 
lazy remarks insinuating a proprieto
rial right there which all her raillery, 
and even the perceptible edging away 
o f her pretty form, failed utterly to 
quell.

To overcome tfie general unease, 
Grahame launched into a discussion of 
the young Swede’s sculpture, and dis
concerted by the strain in the air ven
tured upon no less trite a view than 
that the final judgment upon genius 
must be sought from posterity. Geddes’ 
well-bred laugh broke in on the truisms.

“ What, after all, is this posterity? 
It’s fame for the moment that the 
worth-while artist must have. Poster
ity puts Cleopatra into the movies, and 
Napoleon on the vaudeville stage. Pos
terity places a buck-eye copy o f Rem
brandt’s ‘Lesson in Anatomy’ in the 
window of a surgical appliance shop. 
Posterity advertises a talking-machine 
in the monthly magazines by picturing 
the masters o f music as so many man
nikins squatting at the feet o f a smug 
Harlem couple in a steam-heated flat.”

Grahame replied with a grunt, Mrs. 
Forsbrey with a half-hearted laugh. 
After a long, uncomfortable pause the 
Swede, writhing in his chair, delivered 
a carefully prepared speech projected 
to express his respectful gratification 
with this admission into a great lady’s 
circle, and acclaiming her the queen of 
a new era, who counterpoised the wit 
of de Staël with a beauty that shamed 
Récamier.

And when Adelon, always at her

loveliest after a compliment, turned to 
the new satellite with her little shiver 
o f delight, and pleading look, Nigel 
Geddes broke in upon her pretty speech 
o f acknowledgment.

“ Man,”  he remarked irrelevantly, “ al
ways strikes me as the first, blundering 
creation o f a great artist; woman as 
some third-rater’s magnum opus.”  

“ Misogyny’s out o f date, my dear," 
Mrs. Forsbrey cooed, “ no longer the 
swagger thing.”

She snuggled more alluringly among 
the cushions, and yet with her eyes al
ways roving about in a startled way, 
and returning as if in fascination to 
the big dark ones that met them with so 
serene a self-assurance.

His glance swept the pretty form as 
if with a disdainful caress. He turned 
his shoulder upon the others, lowered 
his voice confidentially. “ There are ac
tually women in the world, you know, 
who check the tendency to go gypsying 
which should be their pride, women— ” 

“ Nigel,”  she broke in nervously, “ you 
always remind me o f a youngster in 
knickerbockers who’s lost all his illu
sions. I can just picture you when you 
were a little, world-weary five-year- 
old, sing-songing double-entendrish epi
grams before a mirror and studying 
Wilde and Rouchefoucauld for your 
kindergarten primers!”

“— Women who check the tendency 
to go gypsying which should be their 
pride.”

Adelon’s smile faded when, ignoring 
her interruption, leaning a little closer, 
smiling somewhat ominously into her 
upturned face, he went on:

“ Really rather canaille—that sort of 
thing, you know. . . . Your female 
emancipate dons a soiled smock, hugs 
Ellen Key to her heart, bores a dullard 
for a week every once in a while, and 
believes herself a priestess o f free love.
. . . The lady excites repugnance— 
granted. . . . And yet how infinitely 
more noxious the flinty coquette!” 

“ Physician, heal thyself!”  Before a 
certain courteous sneer in his words, 
Mrs. Forsbrey appeared almost to 
cringe away, and rallied, with a strained
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note in her voice, a shrill hint o f effort 
in her laughter, to the usual pleasan
tries.

“You’re becoming too abominably in
tolerant toward those of Us who don’t 
suffer from— what shall I call it?— 
from— er—nomadism of the affections. 
First thing you know, you’ll write a 
sermon on the subject, and call it ‘Why 
Girls Don’t Leave Home.’ ”

“ How infinitely more noxious the 
flinty coquette!” Having waited po
litely until her voice dwindled into a 
shaky laugh, into an uneasy silence, he 
continued with a cool disregard of her 
attempt to steer the conversation to 
other channels: “ Coquettes bask on
cheap little triumphs that are really ig
nominious defeats. For it’s the essence 
o f the masculine temper to conquer or 
quit if the fancy be stirred. . . . And 
only an occasional mood of satiety turns 
a coquette’s adorers from the hussies 
around the corner to her side.”

Grahame snorted. The Swede fum
bled at his necktie. Adelon’s flinch at 
the all too obvious personal application 
was followed by a deepening o f color, 
and an angry sparkle in her eyes.

“ Coquettes aren’t flinty, Nigel,” she 
cooed. “ The poor, tender, soft-hearted, 
self-sacrificing creatures have been 
quite too mercilessly sour-graped. For, 
let me tell you, they frivol, and laze, 
and— and nolli me tangere through life, 
only because men like nothing better 
than a frivol, and a laze, and a touch- 
me-not lady.”

But for all her laughter and twink
ling eyes, there was a lack of sponta
neity in Mrs. Forsbrey’s gestures, a 
slight break in her voice which betrayed 
little heart for badinerie. She received 
this man’s soft-spoken affronts with 
a somewhat deferential acquiescence 
well-nigh incredible in one so essen
tially the autocrat of her glittering little 
world. Old Grahame grunted a con
temptuous “ Faugh!” and looked at Ade- 
lon with paternal reproach at her coun
tenancing o f this brazen-browed out
sider, against whose admission to the 
inner circle he had railed so bootlessly. 
The sculptor, already in a state of sub

servience to Mrs. Forsbrey’s allure, and 
yet with the timid-souled’s admiration 
for ruthless gallantry, asked why it was 
that squires of dames, always on the 
alert for new victims, invariably dis
paraged the victims, and flung them 
without compassion into the refuse- 
heap.

Geddes shrugged.
“A  follower once asked Confucius to 

have the sheep offering abolished. The 
master said: ‘Thou lovest the sheep: 
I love the rite.’ ”

“All wrong, Nigel!” Mrs. Forsbrey 
put in. "It’s the Lothario who lays 
himself down on the altar of romance. 
His ladies are mere trivial side-issues. 
They should be spared. . . . My father 
used to tell me of a wise hare who, 
when a god in disguise came begging 
for food, said, ‘Go gather wood, and I 
will sacrifice my body to furnish you 
with a meal.’ But, he added, ‘If there 
be any insects in my coat, I must not 
let them die.’ So he shook himself 
carefully three times, and leaped into 
the flames. . . . Well, why not have 
mercy, Nigel, upon the poor little 
fleas ?”

She leaned toward him, laughed 
provocatively, only a second later to 
look askance and lower her lashes. 
Upon his face a vague menace seemed 
to hover, blending with the chagrin of 
a youngster who cannot understand 
why a new toy is withheld from his 
reach. 

When finally he spoke, it was with an 
odd effect of recitation. His voice be
came a smooth murmur, as if he were 
quoting, perhaps from one of his own 
stories, a passage hugged close to its 
author’s heart, and relevant by chance 
to the subject at hand.— Christianity, 
with its two Marys, has been blamed 
for bringing woman-worship into the 
world. As a matter of fact, the thing’s 
a bane no more Christian than classi
cal. The artists of the great Christian 
era painted their wantons as madonnas, 
and, to the glory of the new, sad 
god, wrought little laughing, couchant 
nymphs in bronze. . . . Go to ancient 
Brittany for gyneolatry’s fountain-
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head— Elaine its ideal, Jeanneton d’Arc 
its exponent. Go to a land removed 
from monastic influence, a land asquirm 
with Druid rites, and gray-green 
plaints, and spirits attune to the eternal 
wail o f the sea.

“ Woman a hazy vision,”  he purred 
after a moment’s pause. His back was 
turned completely now upon Grahame 
and the sculptor. He leaned, always a 
little closer, toward Adelon, his smile 
a sort of bantering insult, until the fine- 
featured, over-white face, with its lips 
that were a little too full and red, was 
within a few inches of hers. “ A  hazy 
vision— the supreme object of life—an 
intercessor for man among the super
natural powers.- . . . And the inev
itable result?”

He caught Adelon’s eye, fixed it with 
his, smiled his smile that menaced and 
caressed. “ The inevitable result ? Demi- 
virginite, and o f all unwholesome types, 
the just-so-far temptress! . . . And yet 
Breton legendry sounds a prophetic 
note. For your just-so-far temptress 
yearns for high treason —  baits for 
grovellors, and scorns her prey. She’s 
a Godiva agog for her Peeping Tom. 
To win her, just blacken her eyes, or 
her reputation, but never her boots. . . . 
And among the women o f Brittany 
sprang a first tribute to treason. Among 
them one finds the first note o f sym
pathy for the arch traitor o f all. A  
woman saint, I believe the story goes, 
found Judas on a rock in the Polar 
Seas. Once a week he passed a day 
there to relieve himself from the fires 
o f hell. And she wrapt a cloak he had 
given a beggar about him to temper his 
sufferings.”

The well-modulated purr trailed into 
silence. Only Adelon’s sigh, and a gut
tural “ R ococo!” from Grahame broke 
in upon a long, uneasy moment o f sus
pense. For despite their casualness the 
soft-spoken words conveyed a sort of 
declaration o f mischievous intent, the 
caressful threat of this boyish, boudoir 
Judas who upon a groundwork of sor
did intrigue, and at the price of a fair 
name, fashioned his little masterpieces 
o f  silken prose.

The lips that were a trifle too red 
and full curled arrogantly. The eyes 
that were too big, and soft, and black 
looked with confidence into those lazy- 
lidded blue ones that met them at once 
with invitation and defiance, with re
proach, curiosity, entreaty, alarm.

Here was the crux of a sex duel, 
whose evenly matched opponents, in
tent upon sortilège and ambuscade, 
smiled courteously at each other, and 
disregarded the onlookers. In the room 
there was no sound now, save for the 
crackling o f logs, no movement save 
for the dance of flames, and shift of 
ruddy tints.

It was a full two minutes before old 
Grahame arose, dismayed, full o f fore
bodings for his lady’s welfare, and yet 
aware that the amenities demanded his 
withdrawal in the face o f so obvious an 
engrossment. With the Swede at his 
heels, he bowed himself out of the 
room, hunching his shoulders and 
grunting forlornly at Adelon’s too per
functory “ Don’t go.”

III

S carce had they left the room when 
her absent-minded smile faded into the 
expression o f pretty entreaty as Geddes 
lolled a little closer to her side. T o
gether with a twinkle, a raptness stole 
into her eyes. The little shiver passed 
over her, and resolved itself into her 
customary equipoise as provokingly 
she flashed her dimples and toyed with 
the great, flamingo-red fan.

“ Dear Nigel,”  came the celebrated 
Forsbrey coo, “ why are we always 
bickering, you and I? W e’re becom
ing nasty, and snippy, and vulgar. Let’s 
settle our differences here and now.”  
She snuggled more cozily among the 
cushions. “ Be a darling, won’t you, 
and stop looking at me with fell intent 
in your eyes? Stop bringing this at
mosphere o f love-feats and Don Juan- 
iness into my little retreat. I thrive on 
good-fellowship, and will have nothing 
more. Let’s re-establish it now. . . . 
I want you to come to dinner very soon 
to meet a man who will be o f  great serv
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ice. He’s an admirer o f yours, and lit
erary critic on— oh !”

The coo dwindled into a faint, fright
ened scream. For Nigel Geddes, with 
supreme effrontery, had slipt an arm 
about the unassailable Forsbrey waist. 
The face that was of a shade too ex
treme a pallor smiled close to hers. 
And one o f the hands that were a little 
too white, and long, and slender fas
tened upon her wrist in a grip that 
mocked her futile tug.

She looked at him with more be- 
seechment than anger in her eyes, as 
the color left her lips, and she struggled 
away toward the end of the couch, 
nearer the fire, with the shell-pink dra
peries hovering dangerously close to 
the flames, until his exclamation of 
concern blent with her frightened cry 
when the edge of one o f the long, float
ing sleeves caught fire.

Both sprang to their feet, and imme
diately he tore away a strip of tulle 
and extinguished the flame. Imme
diately, too, his arm was about her 
again, and the hand that was too long, 
and white, and slender cupped her up
lifted chin. She met his eyes with a 
look so captivating an admixture of de
light and dread that, serene in his grati
fication over a coveted bauble, he failed 
to catch the sound o f footsteps on the 
staircase, failed to notice the sudden 
terror on her face, the change o f ex
pression that bespoke deliverance from 
a spell, failed utterly to distinguish any
thing more than a little too imperious a 
note in her sudden “ Don’t! . . .  I tell 
you, don’t !”

He leaned closer. “ Little novice—  
learn to grant and never to exercise the 
power of yea or nay.”

“ Bray or neigh ! Let go of me, you 
donkey !”

The words came with a vicious little 
snarl. Her eyes snapped, and at her 
temples delicate veins bulged and 
throbbed. So abrupt was the transfor
mation from hesitant surrender to an 
almost vulgar rage that his lips parted 
in astonishment, and his grip at her 
waist loosened until, with a quick, lithe 
twist of her body, she was free of his

embrace . . . but only an instant be
fore Clayton Demarest appeared in the 
doorway.

At once the two, adepts at attitudes, 
regained their self-possession, became 
no more than a pair o f well-bred peo
ple engaged in desultory talk at the fire
side. Adelon caught up her cloak and 
gloves and advanced toward this good- 
looking blond giant who, alone with 
Grahame, was admitted to terms of 
camaraderie that warranted his enter
ing unannounced. She advanced half
way across the floor, and stopped short.

For Clayton Demarest was looking, 
with a strange expression, at a loose 
strand o f hair, oddly incompatible with 
her smooth coiffure, at her hands trem
bling at the finger-tips, at the torn 
sleeve, at the veins pencilled in so dis
tinct a blue on her forehead and 
temples. His eyebrows lifted in sur
prise, and suspicion, and displeasure, 
before which she stood aghast and 
tremulously at bay.

Geddes had followed her. He stood 
leaning against a table, about to make 
his farewells, when, as if in a desper
ate effort, so rapidly conceived as to in
clude awkward maneuvering— a final, 
frenzied attempt to obliterate the suspi
cion from Clayton Demarest’s face, 
Adelon ignored the outstretched hand. 
In a voice chill and very low, but cal
culated to reach the other man’s ears, 
“ You are no longer welcome here, Mr. 
Geddes,”  she murmured.

“ Understood, o f course,”  he purred 
in response. “ But I thought you a 
game enough loser to want to shake 
hands.”

Without another word he walked lei
surely from the room, self-assured, 
proprietorial. Clayton Demarest’s lips 
tightened with suspicion. Adelon’s fell 
apart in dismay.

IV

H e called it “ Our Lady of Co
quetry,” and a week after its publica
tion Mrs. Forsbrey was damned.

A  slender little volume bound in 
pearl gray leather, its appearance of
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unobtrusive elegance little indicated the 
havoc it was to arouse. Coming as it 
did hard upon its author’s unexplained 
excommunication from the Forsbrey 
fold, when tongues wagged ominously, 
the book proved a culminant agent in 
fanning a scandal to high flame. Ade- 
lon’s prominence as arbitress of her 
glittering circle, Geddes’ swift rise, with 
her aid, to lionism, the faint-hearted 
efforts of Clayton Demarest and Syl
vester Grahame to repress the asper
sions all served to goad the gossips. 
The world snickered, firm in its convic
tion that Nigel Geddes had kissed and 
told; so that, having resorted to the 
time-worn stratagem of telling without 
the kiss, effectively he poured the an
athema of a hurt vanity upon Adelon 
Forsbrey’s head.

He laid bare the soul structure of a 
coquette, reviling, as if with a caress, 
its shallowness, and tawdriness, and 
squalor. He satirized the empty tri
umphs and “ so-far-and-no-further ” 
maneuverings, told how she employed 
every enticement, exerted every influ
ence to add another reverential adorer 
to her train. He seemed to take his 
readers into a whispered confidence 
with the plot o f how a man who, scorn
ing the type, made use of one of its 
exponents to establish himself in the 
world, found his disdain greeted with 
ardor, was wooed by the lady in abject 
fashion, and after playing the con
queror with little relish for a few 
weeks, tossed her without Compunction 
into the offal heap. With the charac
ters thinly disguised, everyone laughed, 
and affected to recognize what rapidly 
became “ the notorious Forsbrey-Geddes 
affair.”

A  drab and paltry tale! And yet 
there was many a condemner of the 
code that prompted its authorship who 
marveled at its artistry, its scintillant 
wit, and passages of exquisite word- 
music, at the sure marksmanship that 
laid low Adelon and her court beneath 
the rain of an urbane invective, and 
especially at a certain uncanny affabil
ity almost conciliatory in the suggestion 
it made o f a juvenile reprisal. It was

this very note of graciousness which 
made the world laugh all the more 
heartily. The book damned Adelon 
. . . but unequivocally it damned 
Geddes as well.

For the Forsbrey was too pretty and 
too affluent entirely to lose her foot
ing. The satellites continued to sur
round her, although with sour faces, 
with commiseration, reproach, absolu
tion in their eyes, and all eager to view 
a Magdalene penitence, all agloat for 
amenities on a less strait basis.

As for Geddes, the butt of his ridi
cule had played too considerable a part 
in his rise to fame, had been too lavish 
a patroness. His weapon o f suave de
rision recoiled upon its wielder. His 
book was condemned as an infamous 
betrayal. Society turned an obdurate 
shoulder. Doors were closed to him. 
Men of influence, whose good will he 
sought, failed to recognize him in the 
street. He who thrived on adulation 
and drawing-room triumphs found him
self relentlessly ostracized. He who 
had been the idol of the moment be
came “ that cad,”  “ that cur,”  “ that das
tard.”

V

I t was a month after the publication 
of “ Our Lady of Coquetry,” when the 
Forsbrey scandal was at its height, and 
derision was being heaped upon its pro
tagonists, in terms of contemptuous 
pity for Adelon, and scathing disgust 
for her self-styled betrayer,— a lazy 
day in April, a day all buoyancy and 
languor, with the city warmly tinted by 
a red-gold sunset, and aromatic o f the 
first breaths of springtime.

But in Geddes’ library there was only 
a sickening odor of unextinguished cig
arettes and wilting flowers. Regal tu
lips, crimson and orange, drooped in a 
Lang-Yao vase. The windows were 
closed and the shade drawn. Cigarette 
smoke drifted heavily about, dulling 
the vivid golds and blues and scarlets 
of the furnishings. The room was hot, 
littered with papers, dusty, untidy. 
With a dressing-gown of royal purple 
wrapped about him Nigel Geddes
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lounged, smoking, in an Etruscan arm
chair.

His black hair, usually so sleekly 
brushed back from his forehead, hung 
in wisps over his eyes. His pallor had 
intensified, and he appeared to be fight
ing, with his air o f  insolent unconcern, 
a sickly disconsolateness that pervaded 
his whole being, to refuse to admit to 
himself that his yield to a hurt van
ity had inflicted upon this vanity a most 
crushing and deadening blow. No 
longer the lion, no longer the worshiped 
Lothario, with coveted doors closed to 
him, funds low, publishers chillingly 
uncommunicative, a meteoric career at 
its ignominious finish, there was yet an 
engaging, boyish quality in his scowl 
that bespoke his pained bewilderment 
at this hue and cry over a youngster’s 
boomerang revenge. He seemed half
heartedly to be brooding upon some 
scheme o f deft retrieval when the door
bell rang, and at once the inherent po
seur in the man flashed an expression 
of insouciance across his face.

But his eyebrows lifted at a cooing 
“ You needn’t announce me”  from the 
other end o f the hall—lifted slowly and 
then twisted into a frown as light, quick 
footsteps approached. And his lips fell 
apart a little when Adelon Forsbrey 
tripped into the room.

No fallen idol here! No note o f 
chagrin in the mischievous tilt of her 
head and flash of her dimples. No 
Magdalene dowdiness to the spring toi
lette, all a faint fawn color, with a great 
fox scarf tossed about her shoulders 
with just the proper flourish, and a lit
tle toque set on her head at just the 
proper ultramodish angle!

Her eyes were starry, and her cheeks 
flushed by the breeze. She looked about 
the darkened, smoky room, threw up 
her hands in amazement, hurried with
out a word across the floor, pulled up 
the shades to admit the spring sunshine, 
flung open the windows to the spring 
freshness. Then with the dimples at 
their prettiest, and the little white teeth 
agleam, she went over to him, out
stretched her hand, and when without 
rising he vouchsafed a perfunctory

handclasp, “ Isn’t it glorious not to give 
a damn?” she lilted. “ In broad day
light I have entered a man’s apartment 
with the eyes o f Clayton Demarest and 
Sylvester Grahame full upon me, and 
I don’t give a damn! Really, you know, 
it’s rather thrilling and most awfully 
good fun—this not giving a damn sort 
o f thing.”

He tried to withdraw his hand, but 
she clung to it, drew herself a little 
closer, drooped her head for a moment, 
then lifted it slowly, proudly, until the 
little chin was high in the air, and her 
eyes, half-closed, looked down into his 
with a rapt, faraway sweetness.

“ I ’ve come”— her whisper was barely 
audible— “ I ’ve come to thank you, 
Nigel Geddes. I ’ve come to ask your 
pardon, and to tell you I ’m ashamed 
and sorry. I ’ve come all gratitude and 
self-abasement to thank you for your 
malice, and your sneers, and your lies,— 
to thank you very sincerely, and very, 
very humbly, for a lost reputation, 
dear.”

She turned away after she had spo
ken, and looked about the room, sha
king her head as if its untidiness jarred 
upon her holiday humor. An aban
doned cigarette sent up its malodorous 
curl of smoke. She extinguished it, 
wiped the dust from a buhl table with 
a lace handkerchief, slipped out of the 
room with the vase o f wilting flowers 
quite as if she were at home here, and 
returned to gather up the papers strewn 
over the floor, fold them neatly, tuck 
them into a desk drawer,— and all the 
while he stared at her, gloomy, aston
ished, yet revealing an instinctive pleas- 
ure at the sight o f this slim, well-  
poised, graceful woman playing with 
such apparent relish the maternal 
soigneuse.

Finally she seated herself near him, 
only to rise after a moment, and ap
proach, always with that air o f shyness, 
and daring, and delight. A  little 
chuckle, as if she were launching her
self on a supremely reckless adventure, 
and she was perched on the arm o f his 
chair.

“ I was out automobiling with Syl
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vester Grahame and Clayton Demarest. 
They’ve been the most loyal, and the 
most exasperatingly compassionate of 
the lot. They were so full of forgive
ness today, so stubborn in their belief 
that I hid a bruised soul behind a smi
ling face, that I simply had the car stop 
here, and left them without a word of 
explanation. You should have seen 
their poor, shocked faces. . . . For the 
first time in my life I  knew what glee 
was! Oh, Nigel, but it’s a stimulating 
diversion— this kicking up of the 
heels!”

“Rather dreadful at first, o f course,” 
she continued, while the flush in her 
cheeks deepened as, upon his face, his 
old, caressful mockery began to battle 
with the gloom, “ I ’d been years steer
ing clear o f the scandal-mongers, years 
building up an impregnable position. I 
thought myself so absolutely safe, when 
along came a little bookful of lies, and 
they all— all of them, the staunch ones, 
the tried and true ones— all believed it. 
Clayton Demarest was for challenging 
you to fisticuffs, but he believed it. Old 
Grahame called you a rococo Iscariot, 
but he believed it none the less. Rather 
dreadful at first,— the looks, the serene 
and sickly smiles, the snickers behind 
hands, the pats on the back, the moral 
indignation, the insistence on a peniten
tial air, the pity, and complacency, and 
forgiveness! . . . They all thought 
that book my Waterloo, but rather, it 
heralded a triumphal entry. I ’ve passed 
through Gethsemane, Nigel, and 
reached Eldorado! For I ’ve learnt to 
kick up my heels, and the price was 
cheap.”

Shyly she laid a hand on his, as if 
all eagerness for a heartening response, 
and, when he remained silent, turned 
her head to meet the rays of the setting 
sun that put a glint o f rose and gold 
on her upturned face, so gentle now, 
and wistful beneath its nimbus o f sil
very blonde hair. “ You who under
stand women, you who have laid bare 
every intricacy o f our shallow little 
souls, you who know it all, . . . now 
I am going to enlighten you a little, 
now, in my turn, I am going to lay

bare the soul-structure of a coquette.
. . . Nigel, give me a thousand in
stances to the contrary, and I ’ll still 
maintain that no woman has ever 
queened it no woman has ever 
had the gift of swaying a throng of 
men to her will, o f  keeping them at a 
distance, and herself on a pedestal, but 
who has pined for footstool honors, 
pined to be some likable reprobate’s 
door-mat.”

Unconsciously she shivered that cap
tivating little shiver o f hers. “ There’s 
something so chilling in adoration from 
a distance.”  The pleading look flitted 
across her face. “ One finds one’s self 
begging, for something, one scarce 
knows what, for something that fright
ens one so. . . . Many’s the time, after 
an evening full o f compliments and tri
umphs and such staff, I ’d look in my 
mirror, see myself there at my best, and 
everything would sort o f— sort of go 
stale, and I ’d cry because I was lonely 
for someone I ’d never met, someone 
who didn’t think me such a much.”

She was turning a plaintive face to 
his when her eyes chanced upon a mir
ror across the room, and immediately 
they began to twinkle. She craned her 
neck, tilted her head, beamed her ap
proval at the reflection,— always the 
Forsbrey, all the more Forsbrey for 
this moment o f solemn self-revelation.

A  little pause, with a sigh for his si
lence, and a dimple for the softness 
that was stealing into his eyes, and she 
went on:

“ Love’s a tricky thing. The duke 
turns from his duchess to grovel at a 
dancing girl’s feet, the poet from his 
bluestocking to a peasant who cooks 
his soup well. And a woman may turn 
from the solvers o f problems, the 
smashers o f ikons, the wrestlers with 
existence, the men of ideas, of fame, of 
achievements, turn to look around for 
someone who’s a little wicked, and very, 
very charming, who’s lazy, and good to 
look at, and unscrupulous, and not aw
fully profound,— someone who’d smash 
her heart without hesitation, and go his 
way laughing.”

Again shyly she laid a hand on his.
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and this time the fingers that were a 
little too long, and white, and slender 
interlaced with hers. “ You who’ve 
branded me a ‘just-so-far’ temptress, 
can you imagine what it would have 
been had I gone in for fervor? Take 
Demarest for instance. . . . Week
ends at an Adirondack camp! The 
Adirondack camp, you know, is the 
American Alpine chalet, Sorrento villa, 
shooting box in the highlands. Gives 
a decent tone to sub-rosa romance. 
Can’t you see Clayton Demarest sit
ting on the steps of an Adirondack 
lodge beneath a shivery white moon 
and singing ‘The Banks o f the Wabash’ 
in close harmony with me? Wouldn’t 
it be depressing? He’d call me Addie. 
I ’m very, very certain he’d call me Ad
die. And he’d make the trip an excuse 
for a declaration of honorable inten
tions, and solemn pledging of vows. 
. . .  Would it be a frivol? Would it 
be a spree? . . .

“ And Grahame? Can you see old 
Grahame as a gallant ? Grunting, 
snarling, patting me on the head, sha
king his fist, and daring the world to 
call me an Ishmaelite. Would it be a 
carouse? I ’d wilt beneath a lot of 
moral platitudes turned upside down, 
and quite as spirit-blighting in their in
verted state. . . .  Do you remember 
what you said about women conceived 
as vague, visionary unattainables ? 
That idea has a terrific hold on the men 
of today, and because at the same time 
she caters to an older instinct for laugh
ter and heyday moods, it’s your poor, 
reviled coquette who suffers the most 
from it. . . . Qne’s foreordained to 
coquetry. I couldn’t give up throngs 
and homage for anything in the world. 
. . . That’s why—that day— with
Clayton Demarest coming through the 
hall— I was so furious and frightened 
. . .  so insanely terrified— ”

Strangely, shyly jubilant, she bent 
over him, smoothed back the hair that 
straggled over his eyes, and with a 
faint sound, half chuckle, half gasp at 
her daring, brushed his forehead with 
her lips. Again the little shiver. “ It 
was so chilling—the homage from a

distance.”  Again the pleading look. 
“ I was always begging for something 
that frightened me so.”

O f a sudden the reflective mood fell 
away from her. She sprang to her 
feet with dancing eyes and hands, out
stretched to him.

“Do you remember what you said 
about Judas being found with a cloak 
he’d given a beggar wrapt around him? 
And about the just-so-far temptress 
yearning for high treason? You who 
know it all, there you were right! With 
women like me it’s always Judas who’s 
the well-beloved. . . . Your nasty little 
revenge— I’m so grateful for it! So 
ashamed of having been scared and 
silly! So proud of that book! So 
glad they all believed the lies! So glad 
they know there’s someone who doesn’t 
think me such a much! Oh, it’s good 
to be a pariah! Good not to give a 
damn! Good to kick up one’s heels! 
. . . This tweaking of Mrs. Grundy’s 
nose! This what-the-hell-do-I-care sort 
o f thing! . . .W il l  you let me be your 
door-mat for a while, Nigel, dear?”  

His weary air had vanished. Eager, 
ardent, he radiated his pride in a just 
claim upon this woman whose eyes 
sparkled up into his. He was beside 
her, with his arm about her, when for 
the first time he spoke, quite without a 
favored suitor’s customary husky fer
vor, quite without the far-famed 
Geddes ingenuity. “You’re rather a 
lovesome creature, Adelon.”

“ Oh, I have my good qualities, but 
they’re few, and not awfully apparent, 
so forgive them, dear.”

Still with a vestige of tyro timidity, 
she hung her head. But when he took 
the little chin in his hand, and raised it, 
her dimples flashed. “ You don’t think 
me such a much?”

“And it will be neither Addie nor 
the Adirondacks.”

He bent his head to meet her up
turned lips. A  little glad sigh escaped 
her as she nestled comfortably at his 
shoulder. And beneath the purple-gold 
glow of the setting sun, the two stood 
so through a long silence, in a sort o f 
hush of the senses fraught with lazy,
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blithe promise that gradually, however, 
became an insistent summoning to con
flict, a beckoning from this moment all 
o f whose witchery would be lost for 
these thirsters for triumphs and ap
plause did it impose, even as it ac
claimed them outlaws, a ban upon 
the triumphant parade o f their out
lawry.

When at last Adelon raised her eyes, 
again they lighted upon her own reflec
tion, all flushed and radiant in the mir
ror over Geddes’ shoulder. Her neck 
craned. Her head tilted. Always the 
Forsbrey, she nodded her approval. 
“ Looking rather well, don’t you think? 
And it’s good to feel in fine fettle on 
the eve o f a momentous campaign! 
For tonight they are coming to dinner, 
Nigel,— the loyal ones, the staunch 
ones, the tried and true ones— coming 
with their pity, and their pats on the 
back. And tonight they are to be dum- 
founded, for tonight you will greet 
them at my side. Tonight we appear 
in new roles, you and I. Tonight the 
satellites must be made to abase them

selves before outcasts who glory in 
their shame.”

She slipt from his arms, tossed the 
fox scarf about her, and adjusted her 
veil, her zest for the approaching con
flict reflected in his eyes. “ Hurry and 
get dressed. Get out of that purple, 
King Solomony thing, and into evening 
clothes as only you can wear them.”

Geddes was smiling the nonchalant 
smile that proclaimed a return to his 
old self-assurance and self-gratifica
tion, his old, lazy, insolent charm. Only 
a line or two about the mouth, and a 
shadow beneath the eyes, betrayed the 
long weeks o f angry humiliation that 
had gone by. “ It’s been hell, hasn’t it, 
Nigel?”  she cooed. “And tonight you 
will find the atmosphere among the 
tried and true ones very icy, my rococo 
Iscariot.”

She kissed him lightly, laid her cheek 
against his, and for an instant rested 
her head at his shoulder. Barely audi
ble came her murmur:

“A  cloak you gave a beggar will 
temper your sufferings, dear.”

HE AFFRONTS THE DESTINIES
By Morris Gilbert

I ’M after crying for a bolt 
To put me into hell,

So then, a-blessing, on my brow 
A dainty rain-drop fell.

I up and called upon the hills 
The vengeance of the Lord,

And April came to christen them 
W ith sun-showers on the sward.

I can be lonely now, I cried, 
The wrath is just a sham; 

Greatly alone I ’ll b e : and now- 
God save me !— so I am.



THE W R ONG ENDING
By L. M . Hussey

WHEN influencing unimaginative 
people, sentimentality, like all 
the other qualifying factors of 

human conduct, is prone to run to for
mula. Given a certain situation and the 
attitude of the usual sentimentalist can 
be accurately predicted. For example, 
be it presumed that this type of person 
hears of a case of wife-beating. In the 
forty-nine of fifty instances, tears will 
be dropped for the melancholy victim, 
for the outraged sanctity of the home, 
for the patient suffering of women. It 
would be the rare and imaginative sen
timentalist who would dampen his Cheek 
for the husband, on the grounds, let us 
say, that he had so lugubriously lost his 
precious sense of the milk of human 
kindness.

Bertram Roseboro was the ordinary, 
the common type of sentimentalist. 
Consequently, his lack of imagination, 
his inability to cope with un unforeseen 
development that twisted his prospects 
out of the proper groove, ruined for him 
a magnificently sentimental conception 
of self-sacrifice and nobility. It col
oured with sadness his after life with 
the woman he didn’t intend to mary.

When Bertram was aged six years, 
his family, who cherished a somewhat 
pale aristocracy, moved out of the city 
to a new home in the suburbs. This 
was done only in last extremity, when 
the neighborhood of their city house 
had irretrievably degenerated. On leav
ing, Bertram’s mother shed tears, for the 
place from which she was departing 
had been occupied by her husband’s 
family even before the time when Ben
jamin Franklin, according to Clemens, 
turned the not at all difficult trick of

entering Philadelphia with his pockets 
stuffed full of rolls. It was said that 
Franklin first promulgated some of his 
maxims in the drawing room of that 
house.
 Bertram had every reason to; remem
ber his first day in their new home. The 
dwelling was centrally located on a wide 
lawn that merged into a woods at the 
rear. Along one side a tall hedge sep
arated the grounds purchased by Ber
tram’s father from those of their neigh
bour. The woods, belonging to both, 
were unfenced.

No sooner was the little Bertram lib
erated in this domain, than he galloped 
back toward the concealing underbrush, 
cherishing an instantly conceived plan 
of romantic exploration. Snapping 
twigs, he tore into the bushes, like a 
stag hunting cover. He emerged upon 
a path. His breath was coming in stac
cato gasps. And before him he saw 
a little girl, dressed in white, cool and 
demure, like a fairy.

Young Bertram was startled, as by 
an apparition. He stopped abruptly, 
staring at the little girl, who observed 
him calmly. She wore several braids 
of pig-tails, of which he did not ap
prove. And he considered her face too 
pale and the coinage of her features too 
delicate. Even at that age, as subse
quently, Bertram was disposed to the 
more flamboyant feminine.

They stood a few minutes in silent 
appraisement.

Bertram spoke first.
“Who are you?” he asked.
“ My name is Judith,” she said.
“ What are you doing here ?”
“ I’m walking in my woods,”  an

swered the small Judith.
109
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“ These are not your woods!”
“ That’s not true! They are!”
Bertram, new to the place, was 

puzzled. Her unshaken assurance gave 
him pause. He turned and walked away 
from her with the design of consulting 
his mother.

She explained the situation to him.
“ It must have been little Judith you 

met,”  she told him.
“ I wanted to pull her pig-tails,”  said 

young Bertram.
“ No, no!” his mother expostulated. 

“ Little Judith is your neighbor. You 
must be kind and good to her.”

This was the beginning of their ac
quaintance. From day to day Bertram 
met the small Judith and they were play
mates together. She was not all that 
he wished of a companion, for her de
sires were too pallid. She could not 
adequately sustain the roles devised for 
her by Bertram’s more exuberant 
fancy. She often aroused him to irrita
tion.

Yet he was seldom harsh. He re
membered his mother’s injunction and 
drew from his restraint a childish sense 
o f nobility. Bertram’s sentimentality 
was evidenced early.

Later, he and Judith attended the 
same primary school. They started to
gether in the morning, and Bertram 
toted her books, slung over his back. 
In the afternoon he waited at the gate 
until she emerged and walked back with 
her. This intimacy was quickly noticed 
by the other children.

The boys began to tease Bertram. 
One afternoon five or six of them en
countered him as he was walking home 
from school with the little Judith at his 
side. They stopped, hooted and grim
aced at him; a pair o f small satirists 
entered upon an extempore impersona
tion— one hung upon the arm of the 
other with an exaggerated femininity 
and a saccharine manner.

“ Oh, Bert!”  yelled another. “ She’s 
your w ife!”

“ Well, she is !” Bertram screamed 
back.

And finally they were permitted to 
pass on and Bertram was determined

that, when he was old enough, he would 
marry Judith.

II

T h eir  intimacy was interrupted 
when Bertram was sent away to a pre
paratory school and Judith went to a 
girl’s academy. They saw each other 
occasionally during holidays, but the 
relations between them were formal. 
The same condition was uninterrupted 
when Bertram, wavering first between 
art and jurisprudence, finually entered 
the law school of the University.

It was during the summer vacation 
of his second college year that Bertram 
picked up the threads of their early 
comradery.

They first played a little tennis to
gether, but Judith lacked sufficient zest 
for the game and their application at it  
languished. Thereafter, they spent 
their time in company riding in Ber
tram’s car or walking through the woods 
at twilight. Memories, coloured with 
sentiment, returned to Bertram.

He liked to meet Judith in the early 
evening; he liked to see her come 
through the hedge, dressed in white, as 
if wearing clothes of snow. Their 
greeting was always subdued, for about 
Judith was nothing flamboyant. To 
Bertram she seemed old and infinitely 
self-possessed. Their conversations 
were almost impersonal. Bertram was 
a little afraid of her.

But she had a charm for him. One 
evening, as they stood looking at the 
sunset, it captivated him unusually. 
Forgetful for a moment of his timid
ities, he took her hand. She turned her 
face to him with a mild expression of 
surprise. Then he kissed her.

“Why did you do that?”  she asked.
A  person given to more intellectual 

frankness than Bertram would have told 
her that he didn’t know, and that would 
have been near enough to the truth. 
But Bertram, surprised by her query, 
stared at her a moment and lied.

“ Because I ’m in love with you, Ju
dith,”  he said.

After his lips had formed these words
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he found a peculiar pleasure in having 
uttered them. A  strong impulse to 
elaborate possessed him and, in conse
quence, he delivered himself of a lengthy 
and lyric declaration. He re-captured 
Judith’s hand and drew her close to 
him.

“ Do you remember when I used to 
wait outside the school for you?” he 
asked.

“ Yes. . .
“And do you remember the time when 

I said you were my wife?”
Judith, turning,her face away a lit

tle, nodded.
“ And you’ll be my wife, won’t you?”
She said “yes”  in a very low voice. 

Bertram kissed her again. They walked 
back through the woods with the glow 
of the west behind them and their pur
ple shadows moving in front. Bertram 
felt vastly romantic.

He retired that evening, persuading 
himself that he was immensely in love. 
Before he went to sleep, he spoke Ju
dith’s name aloud, several times, with a 
fervid enunciation. He assured himself 
that he was capable of a great and last
ing emotion and that gave him a sense 
of pride. Judith’s lymphatic response 
he glorified, translating it into the terms 
of an exquisite restraint.

The prospected marriage with Judith 
was an established thing when Bertram 
returned to the University in the Fall. 
No definite date had been set, for Ber
tram still had several years of his course 
to complete. He wrote her florid let
ters to which she replied with a sub
dued tenderness. Romantically he con
sidered his the achievement of an epic 
love-affair.

But toward the close of his third year 
in the law school, Bertram, whose en
thusiasm for Greenleaf On Evidence, 
Bishop On Marriage and Divorce, Kent 
On American Law, and the rest bound 
in calf-skin had been languishing for 
nearly a year, determined to quit these 
studies for another and more attractive 
pursuit. He decided to study art. And 
that purpose brought unforeseen and 
immensely significant factors into his 
life.

I II

T here was much surprise, but little 
opposition, when he announced his pur
pose at home. In a few weeks he re
turned to his rooms in the city and en
rolled at the Academy. He entered just 
in time to be a guest at the momentous 
bal masque given annually by the stu
dents.

With no great originality, Bertram 
went costumed as Punchinello. His 
first half-hour was rather uncomfort
able. During that period he was at
tached to a thin girl with a dress be
dazzled by eccentric spangles. As he 
danced with her he morosely depreciated 
her charms, believing, in his mind, that 
she was as meagre as a scarcecrow in 
cold storage. As soon as possible, he 
disengaged himself and wandered off 
alone.

He walked through several unoccu
pied corridors and finally entered a room 
hung with part of a recent water-colour 
exhibition. Standing before the paint
ings, motionless, was a yellow-haired 
girl costumed after an antique fashion, 
the bustle and wide skirts of the middle 
eighteenth century. She turned when 
she heard Bertram’s footsteps and 
dropped her eyes with a caricature of 
demureness. Bertram had never seen 
her before.

“ I ’m Pamela,”  she said.
By chance he understood her.
“ But only for tonight. . .”  she added, 

and laughed.
“What are you every day?”
“You’ll have to find that out for your

self !”
“Why are -you out here, all alone?” 

he asked her.
“ I had to escape.”
“W ell!” exclaimed Bertram. “ So 

did I !”
Her blue eyes widened. She impetu- 

ously seized Bertram’s arm.
“ That’s fine!” she cried. “ W e’re fel

low sufferers!”
Her exuberance surprised Bertram, 

yet it pleased him. He took her back 
with him and they danced together. 
Her movements were rhythmic, like a
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pulse. As they danced, Bertram ques
tioned her.

“ What is your name when you are 
not Pamela?”  he asked.

She told him it was Amy.
“ I intend to know you when you’re 

Amy,” he said.
“ O f course!”
“ Where will I be able to find you?”
“ I ’m here every day.”
“ A  student? I ’m one also.”
She was surprised that she had not 

seen him. He explained his recent con
nexion with the Academy. He asked 
her about the work she was doing and 
at his question she laughed.

“ I’m here until I get tired of it,”  she 
said. “ I don’t know how soon that 
will be.”

There was a quality in her irrespon
sible gaiety that gave delight to Ber
tram.

Later she vouchsafed him permission 
to take her home. On the way she told 
him she occupied a little apartment with 
two other girls, both of whom were 
studying the voice.

“ They take it quite seriously,”  she 
said. “And that’s an immense disad
vantage.”

The night was very crisp, and as 
Bertram drove his car up to her curb, 
his fingers tingled with the cold.

“The singers are both in bed,”  said 
Amy. “ But you can come in a minute 
and get warm if you’ll be quiet and dis
creet.”

Bertram promised that, and she let 
him into the apartment.

The little sitting room into which she 
took him had a very oriental atmosphere 
—that air of the Orient which is to be 
procured, at no immense expense, from 
the Chinese shopkeepers who sell bad 
crockery. There were a half a dozen 
vases bearing Eastern figures in flat 
perspective. One wall was embellished 
with a narrow panel carrying the two- 
dimensional representation of a tree. 
The best thing in the room was a silk 
screen, embroidered with crimson flow
ers as red as Amy’s lips. On a fragile 
bamboo table rested a glass globe in 
which several goldfish hung suspended

in the liquid medium, like grotesque 
rubies sealed in a crystal.

Bertram and Amy stood together for 
a few minutes, talking in whispers, like 
two plotters in an intrigue. Bertram 
then took his hat to leave her. She 
touched his arm detainingly.

“ I ’m Amy now,”  she said, assuming 
once more the demurity of Pamela.

Bertram regarded her a second with
out comprehension.

“ A h !” he breathed at length, with 
understanding.

He kissed her.
As he went out, the warmth of her 

lips remained in his senses,- and he had 
no thought of Judith.

But before he went to sleep the recol
lection of her returned. It was his 
nightly habit to think of her before he 
closed his eyes— a sentimental cere
mony, a part of the paraphernalia of 
his love. As by a reflex, she came into 
his mind this night, and, almost at 
once, a vivid image of Amy accom
panied her. Bertram knew an unpleas
ant surprise. No previous connection 
of Amy with Judith had occurred to 
him. Since he could not think of Ju
dith without thinking of Amy, he did 
his best to close his mind and go to 
sleep.

The next day he met Amy at the 
Academy, rather late in the afternoon. 
Her yellow hair was disordered, like a 
carelessly dropped heap of gold thread. 
On one cheek she had a picturesque 
green smudge. She wore a loose yel
low smock, kaleidoscopically streaked 
with colours.

“ I paint myself quite as much as I 
do my study,”  she told him.

“ You’re through for the day?” he 
asked her.

“ Yes.’
“ Then suppose you take supper with 

me. That is, if you’ve nothing else on 
hand.”

“ No, I have nothing else to do. For 
the most part the students here are so 
short of money that dinner invitations 
are as scarce as old maids’ children.”

They appointed a place o f meeting. 
That supper initiated their companion
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ship. They spent some part of nearly 
every day together.

Amy knew a dozen or two of eccen
tric people and she made Bertram ac
quainted with them. He met girls who 
wore bobbed hair and young men who 
were writing plays He met the vocal
ists with whom Amy shared her apart
ment, but she adroitly extricated him 
before they had an opportunity to sing. 
Her comment on all these people was 
vivacious and a little sardonic. She 
sometimes shocked Bertram’s sentimen
talities, but her exuberance delighted 
him.

They went to all the plays together. 
Afterward, with a talent for mimicry, 
Amy caricatured the vagaries of the 
actresses they had seen. When he 
parted from her late in the evening, 
as a rite that seemed quite natural, he 
kissed her.

Although it took him no more than 
two hours to make the run in his car, 
Bertram was so taken up with these 
activities that he had not gone home at 
the week-end for three weeks. He 
wrote that he was working with ex
traordinary assiduity, leaving the fact 
to explain his absence. But he received 
at last a reproachful letter from Judith 
that took him home on the fourth Sun
day.

He quite singularly put her out of his 
mind, or, more precisely, he had for
gotten her. Like the writing of a van
ishing ink, the tracings of her on his 
memory had faded out during the weeks 
of his activities with Amy. As he pre
pared himself in the afternoon to call 
on her, he was startled by a realiza
tion of their relation. Judith was the 
girl he was pledged to marry!

He crossed the lawn that separated 
their houses, troubled with the thought. 
A  moment after he had entered the 
house, Judith came in to him. She 
wore a dress of pale lavender that Com
municated a touch of subtle colour to 
her cheeks. Bertram embraced her al
most awkwardly.

He tried to excuse himself for his 
absence and neglect. Judith listened to 
him in silence, neither accusing nor

assenting. As he talked to her, pity 
came into Bertrams emotions. His o f-  
ending, that previously he had not con
sidered offending, was made manifest to 
him like a page of an unknown tongue 
shown luminous through translation. 
He watched Judith as he spoke, wonder
ing that she did not blame him vocifer
ously. Without question, that would 
have been Amy’s course.

A  shaft of sunlight came into the 
room, illuminating a square of the car
pet like a lighted window.

“ It’s become very warm out,”  Judith 
said. “ Suppose we take a little walk.”

They went out doors. The trees were 
tenderly in leaf, with here and there 
a bare one, not yet bourgeoned, stand
ing gaunt, like forgotten sentinels of 
the departed winter. They walked over 
the lawn, passed along the tall hedge, 
and entered the new green o f the woods. 
Fresh smells moved their senses like 
caresses. 

Bertram passed his arm through Ju
dith’s. Reminiscences returned to him 
in succesive recollections, each present
ing its separate figure, as if personi
fied. He became tenderly conscious of 
that which he considered due to Judith.

He was aware that he did not love 
her. The pallor of her emotions had 
always disappointed him, even when 
they were children. But they had been 
companions for many years and he had 
led Judith into the belief that he loved 
her. He felt that he must never take 
that illusion from her.

The vision of a necessary sacrifice 
proportioned itself in his mind, solac
ing him with a comforting sense of no
bility. He had a melancholy pleasure 
in the martyrdom he purposed. Ber
tram was determined to see Amy no 
more, and to marry Judith so soon 
as she would consent to a day. That 
would give some pain to Amy, no 
doubt, it would inevitably bring pain 
to him, but Judith would be kept in her 
belief of his affection. It almost seemed 
to Bertram that he was an actor in a 
familiar tragedy; he was, for he had 
met with just this situation in his read
ings.
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He pressed Judith’s arm and she 
turned her face to him.

“Judith,”  he said, “ we must be mar
ried soon.”

She made no comment, and he con
tinued :

“ W e have waited a long while. I 
think we shouldn’t delay any longer. I 
want you to be my wife.”

He pressed her close to him, and 
bent over her face, receiving from her 
lips an acquiescent kiss. He drew away, 
with the feeling of having committed 
himself irrevocably. The melancholy, 
but pleasant, apprehension of martyr
dom was strong in his senses. He had 
satisfied the accepted formula of his 
sentimentality.

IV

T here  remained only the difficult 
business of acquainting Amy with his 
approaching marriage.

At first Bertram thought a letter 
would be expedient, but after a little 
consideration he rejected that idea as 
too brutal. He owed Amy a personal 
confession. He knew that he had 
been in fault for so long concealing his 
relations with Judith, and he felt that 
he might perhaps secure her forgive
ness.

He had previously arranged to dine 
out with Amy on his return. He met 
her at the place of appointment, ex
periencing a start of, pain at the sight 
o f her. He was very quiet during their 
dinner.

“ Could we be alone in your apart
ment this evening ?”  he asked her.

She gave him a surprised look.
“ I have something that I must tell 

you where we can be in privacy,”  he 
said.

“ W ell!”  she exclaimed.
And added, after a second:
“ Yes— we can go home. The singers 

are not around this evening.”
They did not linger over their sup

per, but went out after Bertram had

settled with the waiter, and climbed in
to his car. As he drove through the 
streets, he was silent. His mind was 
occupied in formulating his confes
sion.

She preceded him into the little orien
tal room. He waited until she was 
seated and then took a chair opposite 
her.

“ You’re as solemn as a congress of 
reformers!” she exclaimed laughing.

“Amy,”  he said, “ there is something 
I must tell you. I should have told you 
before.”

He paused before proceeding to the 
unbroken thread of his confession. The 
sweetly sad emotion of nobility that ac
companied the renunciation he was 
about to make was strong in him.

“ Long before I met you, Amy,”  he 
continued, “ there was another girl . . . 
in fact, I knew her when I was a little 
boy. W e went to school together. W e 
used to play games together. W e were 
neighbors. For some years, while both 
she and I were away at school, I saw 
very little of her. And then, when she 
returned, we took up our old intimacy. 
One day, as we were standing together, 
watching the sun set, I kissed her and 
told her . . . that I loved her. Forgive 
me, dear A m y! I should have told you 
this before. It was not fair— ”

Breaking in upon his words, her 
laugh cascaded over her lips like the 
play o f water down a mountain stream. 
She jumped up from her chair impetu
ously, and throwing her arms around 
him, kissed him reassuringly.

“ You silly boy!” she exclaimed. “ I ’ll 
forgive you for having been in love 
with another girl. You didn’t have to 
tell m e! That doesn’t make any differ
ence between us. And I ’ll marry you 
any time you say!”

So, overwhelmed with an unforeseen 
condition with which his talents were 
unable to cope, the sentimental Ber
tram’s sacrificial intent was diverted in
to the wrong ending!

He married Amy within a month.



HAPPINESS
By Ben Hecht

HA V IN G  betrayed her husband,, 
broken all her vows, bartered her 
honor, Mrs. Henry Duncan ex

perienced a bitter and peculiar 
sense of disappointment. She Sad ex
pected a change, some flaming metamor
phosis of soul. She had looked for
ward with a certain grim elation to 
some strange and piquant laceration of 
conscience, moods of intricate despairs, 
emotions of paradoxical intensities.

She sat now in the modest library 
o f her home, her hands folded listlessly 
over an open book in her lap. She was 
the same Mrs. Henry Duncan. She 
was the same Alice. Four days had 
passed and no change yet. Mrs. Dun
can had been reared upon the theory 
that the world was divided into two 
classes, people who sinned and people 
who did not sin. She was twenty-seven 
and had been married five years. Mrs. 
Duncan saluted the twenty-seven years 
of her past with a puzzled sigh, and 
closed the book in her lap in order that 
she might think more clearly.

People who sinned and people who 
did not sin, people who obeyed the laws 
of God and people who did not obey 
them; she had crossed the vast and 
mysterious gulf which yawns between 
these two divisions of the race. She 
had not been swept across it or hurled 
across it or dragged across it. The 
crossing had been a curious and delib
erate business. For four years she had 
associated day after day with Henry 
Duncan. She did not include the first 
year of their marriage in her memories. 
She did not include it because in the 
light of the four years which followed, 
this first year became a difficult matter

I to fix in her thought— more and more 
difficult.

She had had illusions during this first 
year. Chief among them had been the 
illusion that good honest love between 
good honest husbands and wives en
dures unto the grave. Curious illusion. 
Love, considered as a quality which 
contributes a purpose and charm to 
life, which heightens the cheek at the 
sight of another, which keeps one filled 
with delicious and meaningless dreams, 
had succumbed in Mrs. Henry Duncan 
at twenty-three. It had been an unrea
sonable death. She had awakened one 
morning and said to herself as she was 
fixing her hair before her dressing table 
that she no longer loved her husband. 
She had paused, a hair pin waiting in 
her fingers, and stared at herself in the 
mirror, bewildered.

No longer in love with Henry! What 
a shocking idea! And yet, come to think 
of it, she could not remember hav
ing been in love with him for 
at least the last four months. Had 
she ever been in love? What was 
love?

Sitting thus before her dressing-table 
mirror arranging her luxurious hair, 
Mrs. Duncan’s pretty, almost girlish 
face became clouded then with a curi
ous, emotionless sorrow. The raptures 
she had imagined that were to endure 
forever, the inexplicable excitements, of 
the heart, the little thrills that certain 
thought's brought to her— odd that she 
had not noted their absence before! 
Henry and she had become perfectly 
placid married folk. She might, in
deed, have continued for years 
without ever having even thought 
of the fact if not for . . . for 
what?

115
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Mrs. Duncan shook her head. It had 
been an accident. Most women per
haps went on without ever giving the 
matter a thought. But there had al
ways been a strangely introspective 
strain in her. This probably accounted 
for everything.

II

B efore Mrs. Duncan had finished 
her toilette at the dressing-table that 
morning, she had become quite a phi
losopher. She had initiated herself 
into the vast masonic cult to which mar
ried women and married men silently 
and secretly belong. There are cer
tain immortal truths which the members 
of this esoteric and world-wide sect are 
pledged to keep hidden from each oth
er’s eyes and from the eyes of the un
initiate. These truths are:

1. Marriage is a snare and a delu
sion.

2. Love is a delusion and a snare.
3. Marital affection, conjugal bliss, 

and matrimonial happiness are terms 
carefully fostered, deceptions carefully 
and cunningly carried on, for the more 
or less-c osmic purpose of keeping the 
race alive.

Having become privy to these pre
cepts of the inner shrine of domesticity, 
Mrs. Duncan arose from her dressing- 
table and went about her business with 
the same complacent precision which 
had always characterized her. There 
had been no change in her attitude 
toward Henry. Their affairs went on 
exactly as before. Their separate in
terests combined in the well-ordered 
routine o f all contented and mildly 
affluent homes. Duncan presided dur
ing the day as head of a local branch 
of a large insurance company. Mrs. 
Duncan spent the day directing her 
maid, paying calls, shopping, attending 
to certain regular social necessities, 
planning small dinner parties, having 
frocks fitted, reading now and then 
some novel which fell, by chance, into 
her way. And in the evenings Henry 
Duncan and his wife Alice sat in the

same room, remained as a rule silent, 
thinking of the trifles which had come 
into their lives during the day, ex
changing monosyllables, making com
ments concerning the activities of their 
friends, activities as open and placid 
as their own, and, now and then, in
dulging in argument.

These arguments which sometimes 
achieved the dignity of quarrels, were 
the high points in the lives of Duncan 
and his wife. Although neither could 
be said to look forward to them, to 
seize upon them with a curious greedi
ness, to prolong them needlessly or to 
start them unwisely, there was yet about 
these quarrels a certain fascinating 
quality. They were, however, too ar
tificial to distract for long or disturb 
more than surfacely the souls of the 
Duncans.

For the purpose of real and vibrant 
quarreling there must be a real and 
vibrant divergence of opinion, a real 
and vibrant conflict of ideals or ideas. 
The Duncans were, however, cast too 
much in the same mould to achieve such 
reality and vibrancy. They had been 
born both in the town in which they 
lived, a place of some seventy thou
sand people, an hour or so from New 
York. They had both attended the 
same church, inhaled the same sermons, 
built their purity and faith upon the 
same immortal rocks. They believed 
as if with one brain in the damnation 
of people who sinned and, what is more 
discouraging to domestic excitement 
than all else, in the unchangeable defi
nitions of those things which constitute 
sin.

Thus Mrs. Duncan lived the four 
years, her precise prettiness maturing, 
her figure acquiring a sophistication not 
quite matronly. And in the Spring 
of the fourth year Mrs. Duncan ex
perienced the unrest and became for 
the first time privy to another of the 
immortal truths emblazoned on the in
ner shrine of matrimony. This truth 
was that all married women at least 
once in their lives tire of their hus
bands, as do all husbands of their wives, 
and desire forthwith to be divorced and 
liberated.
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It was while attending an afternoon! 
tea at the home of Mrs. George Hyler 
that Mrs. Duncan walked full upon this 
latest revelation.

Mrs. Hyler was a woman somewhat 
older, barely thirty, perhaps; a pre
cise woman, a modest and virtuous wife, 
an entirely estimable and moral force 
in life. And yet, it was while gaz
ing upon this woman that the revela
tion came to Mrs. Duncan. There were 
other women in the room, eight of 
them, all drinking tea, all talking— 
what? Nothing. Merely talking, as 
they merely lived. Animated husks 
of women, women without emotions, 
without dreams. Women who were 
no longer women but institutions with 
rules and by-laws, with defined archi
tectures and regulated hours. Women 
who were, in short, like herself.

Mrs. Duncan ceased smiling and 
stared earnestly out of the window of 
the Hyler home. She saw College Ave
nue with, its old-fashioned red brick 
pavement, its square, well kept, solid 
houses on which the vines of many 
years’ growth were beginning to bud. 
The air was clean and fresh. The 
sunlight bright and exhilarating. It was 
spring, a polite, wholesome, unmysteri- 
ous spring. To the women in the Hy
ler home it meant polite, wholesome 
and unmysterious expenditures for hats 
and clothes, drives into the country 
while their husbands discoursed behind 
the steering wheel of new makes or 
tires.

“ These women,”  Mrs. Duncan 
thought to herself as she stared earnest
ly into College Avenue, “ are all like 
myself. They don’t hate or love any
thing or anybody. They are all happily 
married. I wonder how many of them 
are thinking what I ’m thinking?”

Mrs. Duncan was giving birth to an 
ego. It was an unfamiliar process and 
made her head feel light. All women 
give birth to egos at least once in their 
lives. The egos die. Mrs. Duncan’s 
ego should have died as she walked 
from the Hyler home down the cool, 
vivid, lazy spring street. Instead it con

III tinued to live and wax strong on the 
peculiarly unfamiliar smells which 
greeted Mrs. Duncan’s pretty nose, 
smells of grass and trees and air, and 
of the polite perfume which arose in 
apologetic whiffs from her blue Geor
gette crépe waist as she walked. Mrs. 
Duncan, however, did not yet think of 
sin.

She arrived at her home curiously 
distracted. Her husband followed her 
by some twenty minutes. He was tired, 
unusually bored, unusually aloof. He 
kissed her. Mrs. Duncan kissed him. 
He took a bath. Mrs. Duncan brought 
him some fresh towels. He arose and 
shaved. He came in and ate dinner. 
He said,

“W e had a pretty lively day at the 
office. Six rather big contracts. Not 
bad, eh?”

Mrs. Duncan said,
“ No, that’s fine.”
It was, on the whole, no different 

an evening, this one, than had been all 
the other evenings. Mrs. Duncan felt, 
on the whole, no chagrin over her hus
band’s boredom or his silence. She 
preferred that he remain so.

Ennui is the most subtle and inde
finable of all human poisons. It cor
rodes the heart, eats out the conscience, 
devours the soul, and yet manages more 
often than not to leave its victim en
tirely unchanged. Its action is as deli
cate and imperceptible as the action of 
time. It fades the spirit even as cun
ningly as age whitens the red of youth. 
But in some rare. instances it breaks 
through on the surface and its victim, 
staring at himself as into a mirror, 
sees for the first time its ravagings as 
the disfigurements of some long latent 
disease.

Mrs. Duncan, toying idly with an un
darned sock— she had achieved all the 
domestic virtues— thought to herself 
that she was bored, bored with life, 
tired of life, wearied of her own brain. 
Of a sudden the past four years pre
sented themselves for her contempla
tion. Hollow, empty, meaningless 
years!

There was in Mrs. Duncan, as has 
been suggested, a mysterious faculty
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o f introspection. She had been edu
cated upon the normal department- 
store classics which make up the cur
riculum of the high-schools. She had 
been taught to obey, to reverence, to 
pray and to worship, to believe im
plicitly that certain things were right 
and their opposites wrong. She had 
been taught to believe that certain kinds 
of writing, of statuary, o f people, of 
thoughts and of actions were indecent 
and conducive of evil.

Now, in her twenty-seventh year she 
believed what she had been taught to 
believe. She experienced no radicaliz
ing of ideas, no revolution o f standards. 
She had always been precise and prop
er, from her feet to her imagination. 
And now, from the bastile of her mani
fold virtues she gazed out upon the 
forbidden land. From the pinnacles of 
her morality she cast an eye across the 
gulf which reached to the broad and 
easy roads of another world— a world 
in which people suffered and joyed, 
sinned and were damned. A  world, 
in short, containing a strange and un
familiar folk whose souls were torn 
from morning till night with strange 
and unfamiliar emotions.

IV

I t  was two weeks after this night 
that Mrs. Duncan encountered Edgar 
Kendall Brown. He was a tall man 
with a shock o f curly brown hair and 
a rugged face. He came to the small 
city from New York to lecture for 
four nights at the Metropolitan Thea
ter, which faced Monument Square, 
on “ The Relation o f the Drama to 
Life.”

Mrs. Duncan and all the women 
whom Mrs. Duncan knew subscribed 
to the entire course of four lectures. 
They were to be given in the afternoon. 
Mrs. Duncan attended the first in com
pany with her husband, whose office 
was several doors away. In the even
ing she again encountered Edgar Ken
dall Brown at the home o f Mrs. Frank 
Currey, who had given a “ reception” 
for the distinguished lecturer. Her 
husband was again at her side.

Returning to her home from the re
ception, Mrs. Duncan experienced the 
first torment which had ever come up
on her spirit. She entered her house 
gasping. She could barely believe the 
thoughts which moved quite calmly 
enough in her brain. And, believing 
them, she sought with an automatic su
perficiality to dismiss them. They re
mained.

Mrs. Duncan’s thoughts may be con
jectured, in a general way. She had 
for two weeks been preparing herself 
for them. Like some hypochrondriac 
nursing a vague ailment, Mrs. Duncan 
had nursed and coddled the unrest 
which had come into her. She had 
held long talks with herself. She had 
indulged in wild moments o f philoso
phizing.

She had informed herself over and 
over again that the people who lived 
on the other side of the gulf did not 
live as she. Life to them was different. 
It was a wild, vivid thing full o f un
thinkable excitements, tortures, ecsta
sies.

The thoughts which were now in 
Mrs. Duncan’s brain as she moved 
about preparing for the night, oblivious 
of her equally oblivious husband, were, 
however, of a more material and prac
tical nature. Within ten minutes they 
had ceased to frighten her.

V

T h e  remainder of Mrs. Duncan’s 
journey across the gulf was merely a 
problem in simple logic. It ended at 
five o ’clock two afternoons later in the 
arms of the somewhat astounded Ed
gar Kendall Brown. Details are un
necessary. Time, place, manner, all 
these things are to the true connoisseur 
of psychology extraneous. Mr. Brown 
showed himself a philosopher and a gen
tleman. He neither offered to elope 
nor sought to prove with guileful ques
tioning the past or present of his lady. 
He permitted himself but one abstract 
remark.

“ You suffer,”  he said, “ from a 
starved soul.”

The minutse of such a relation as
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sprang up between Mrs. Duncan and 
Mr. Brown and endured for three days, 
might be the basis for another and 
differently purposed paper on psychol
ogy than this. On the fourth day Mr. 
Brown passed on to new worlds, prom
ising fidelity and discretion. Mrs. Dun
can returned to her home. Having be
trayed her husband and bartered her 
honor, she sat, as has been revealed, 
with a peculiar and bitter sense of dis
appointment in her soul, a book closed 
in her lap and her mind touching agilely 
upon the inscrutable stuff of life.

She had done this dreadful and not 
to be whispered thing in the manner 
that one stretches and yawns as a re
lief from ennui. She had expected to 
become, heaven knows what, but some
thing, something vastly different than 
she had been— a sinner. Instead she 
was Mrs. Henry Duncan. If she was a 
sinner she was as yet unaware of it. 
Boredom, subtle and complete as ever, 
was settling again upon her heart, up
on her thought, upon her life. In a 
dim way Mrs. Duncan knew that she 
had penetrated to another immortal 
truth which is perhaps emblazoned up
on the shrine of Hell. The people who 
sin are no different than the people who 
do not sin, because sin is so different 
than virtue and outside the circuit court 
virtue is indistinguishable from sin.

The thing was, like the matter of her 
love and its death, merely another illu
sion gone. Beauty, passion, ecstasy—  
mere words which people bandied 
among themselves, too polite to admit 
that the Creator had overlooked these 
things in his creating.

Such was the cynicism which came to 
Mrs. Duncan. Such things, she told 
herself, existed only in the irresponsible 
and impractical fancies of the poets. 
It would be well if some truth-bringer 
were to arise and announce the fact. 
She did not, however, yearn for the 
role of truth-bringer. She smiled sad
ly to herself. She had crossed the gulf 
only to discover there was no gulf or, 
at least, that the world was just the 
same on the other side as on the side 
where she had lived for twenty-seven 
years. And she had, she told herself

wistfully, felt for a number of mo
ments, a curious, wild and unreasoning 
affection for Edgar Kendall Brown.

Mrs. Duncan rose from her chair in 
the modest library o f her home and 
walked sedately into the kitchen. She 
was supervising the manufacture of a 
cake for her husband. He had re
marked the evening previous that he 
would like a change of dessert. They 
had been having canned peaches. Mrs. 
Duncan entered the kitchen, spoke 
briefly to the kitchen maid, and then 
suddenly put her hand to her mouth.

“What if Henry knew?”
The thought flashed unbidden through 

her brain. She had been careful, cir
cumspect. Mr. Brown was, to boot, 
a gentleman and a lecturer. But never
theless what if, through some unfore
seen oversight, Henry discovered what 
had happened ? Curious thought! Wild 
conjecture! A  shot of pain transfixed 
Mrs. Duncan for an instant and left 
her white and smiling.

“ Henry must never know.”
Henry must never know! It would 

kill him. He might kill her. It would 
ruin their lives. There was no doubt of 
this. She must, at all costs, be careful, 
cautious, cunning.

Mrs. Duncan had not given this a 
thought before, this matter of being 
careful and cunning. Now, however, 
she gave it a number of thoughts. She 
grew excited thinking about it. She 
started humming a song as she moved 
about, her brain already busy with odd 
plans.

He must never suspect. She would 
have to divert him, to keep his mind 
from ever dwelling upon such a possi
bility.

Mrs. Duncan, flushed and strangely 
elated, returned to her modest library. 
Here she could think more clearly.

T h e . boredum, the ennui which had 
returned to her less than a half hour 
ago, had vanished. There was, in her 
eyes, a light, a gleam in fact. Swiftly 
Mrs. Duncan went over sundry meth
ods of deception. By some process of 
psychology which will not be here elab
orated, Mrs. Duncan, as she meditated, 
gradually envisaged Henry Duncan, her
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husband, as a creature of subtle pene
trations, as a reader of complex 
thoughts. He became in her mind 
endowed with super-cunning powers of 
super-cunning psychology. He became 
one who would fasten upon the merest 
slip, the merest cough or blush as a sig
nal o f guilt.

In short, Henry Duncan became a 
man worthy of his wife’s most tem
pered metal.

He arrived a half hour earlier than 
was his wont.

Mrs. Duncan paled as he entered the 
room. She paled still more when he 
switched on the light and gazed at her.

“ You’re . . ^ you’re home so early. 
What’s the matter?”  she inquired.

She was conscious o f a peculiar and 
intricate elation, the elation o f fear, 
suspense, doubt.

“ Nothing,”  said Duncan curtly.
Yes, he did speak curtly. There was 

no mistaking that.
He regarded her closely.
“ You look flushed,”  he added. 

“ Sick?”
Mrs. Duncan arose to her feet. A  

dizzy sensation passed over her. She 
approached her husband slowly. Her 
arms went around his neck. She spoke 
in a low tone.

“ Oh, Henry, I do feel rather ill.”
She kissed him. Duncan patted her 

shoulder perfunctorily.
“ You’ll be all right,”  he said. “ Why, 

what’s the matter? You’re crying.”
“ Oh, nothing,”  answered Mrs. Dun

can, “ nothing at all. Kiss me, Henry, 
please.”

He obeyed, wondering somewhat and 
smiling vaguely.

It was not for several days that Hen
ry Duncan began to remark the 
change which had come upon his wife. 
She was, come to look at her, almost a 
different woman. He remembered 
with odd starts of emotion the girl he 
had married. She had been something 
like this, quick, eager, moody, laugh
ing, full o f kisses and caresses. Henry

Duncan ceased to marvel and accepted 
his good fortune. He came home one 
evening, it was almost summer, with 
a flower in his lapel. Upon another 
occasion he produced a box of 
candy.

“ Women are strange,”  he said to 
an intimate. “ You can’t understand 

v them. All I ’ve got to say is that after 
five years of it, I find myself more 
happily married than ever. But it’s all 
in getting a decent, faithful and un
selfish woman, I suppose.”

V

M rs. H en r y  D u n c a n  sits in the 
modest library o f her home, between 
five or six each afternoon waiting for 
her husband. She seems younger than 
she seemed in the Spring. Her eyes 
are quick and lighted. Her friends, 
Mrs. Hyler and Mrs. Currey among 
others, have complimented her fre
quently upon her curious change.

“ You get so much out o f life,”  says 
the somewhat envious Mrs. Hyler.

“And you really are getting younger 
every day,”  chimes in the totally en
vious Mrs. Currey.

Little they know, thinks Mrs. Dun
can, as she sits in the modest library 
of her home. Henry will be home soon. 
A  shiver glides down Mrs. Duncan’s 
spine and circles into her heart. Her 
cheeks pale. A  peculiar and compli
cated emotion .seizes her. Her eyes 
grow moist. She murmurs,

“ Henry, poor Henry. He must nev
er know. I must be careful. I must 
watch out.”  '

Heniy comes in'. He has another 
flower in,<his coat lapel. It is summer. 
Mrs. Duncan rises and approaches 
him with a slow, cat-like tread. She 
bends her head to a side and gazes co- 
quettishly at hefi husband. She laughs 
in her throat and extends her arms with 
an abrupt and graceful gesture. . . .

“ Henry,”  she exclaims, “ you haven’t 
kissed me yet. . . .”



CONSCIENCE
By J. L. Morgan

I T was two o’clock in the afternoon—  
a raw, gloomy day of lowering clouds 
and occasional gusts of rain that 

splattered the windows— the kind of a 
day that stirs morgue-keepers into ac
tive preparations for increased business 
—and the spirits of Jim Jenkins were at 
their lowest ebb. As he sat, with ach
ing head and dust-dry ' throat, at his 
desk in his shabby little office in the 
Watkins building—-now in the sear and 
yellow of its existence, and largely 
given over to law, real estate, advertis
ing doctors, palmists, mediums, and 
other low professions and callings—he 
was trying to forget, and yet at the 
same time trying to remember, the 
events of the previous night. For Jim 
had been drunk.

Jenkins was a lawyer, fat, lazy, good- 
natured, not over-neat in dress, and 
with an income that compelled him 
to work but slightly. So he had 
little business and consequently a good 
deal o f time for conviviality. He usual
ly took his first drink of the day at 
Mike’s bar in the basement of the 
building, about ten in the morning, if 
he got down that early;. and another 
about noon; and a good many after that, 
depending on what his cronies did. On 
occasion he got drunk, around towards 
evening, and then his “ light went out” 
— whiph is to say that the next day he 
could not remember what had hap
pened.

For an hour he had been sitting, star
ing with filmy eyes out the window try
ing to remember what occurred just 
after Schafer sang the Beer Song. It 
came to him, dully, that the crowd had 
left Mike’s then— and went some place 
where there was green wallpaper and 
a nickel-plated chandelier— and, yes, an

almost bald feather duster hanging 
against a door. The chandelier had ex
erted a sort of mesmeric influence— he 
could remember it distinctly, it being 
bright and shiny; but the feather duster 
came to him only by degrees.

Save this one vision of the wallpaper, 
the chandelier and the duster, the night 
had been a void. His lapse frightened 
him, and he recalled what had happened 
to some of his friends on like occasions. 
One had got killed accidentally, two of 
them had come out of it married— and 
the ladies had the papers to prove it; 
others had entered into disastrous con
flicts with waiters and hackdrivers; and 
one of them had joined a secret order, 
composed largely of barbers and bar
tenders.

A pile of letters was on his desk, un
opened— he hadn’t the heart to work. 
And it hurt him to think—yet, think he 
must for a thousand misgivings assailed 
him. Fearsome visions flitted in pro
cession through his brain as he thought 
of what he might have done in those 
blank and irresponsible hours, and grad
ually the obsession fastened upon him, 
fear being the father of the thought, 
that he had done something—probably 
at the very least had broken an expen
sive mirror, or had ridden miles in a 
taxi without paying. In any event he 
felt that he was soon to learn the worst.

“ Never again,”  he said to himself. 
“ I ’m off of Mike’s for life— ”

The door opened and a large, heavily 
built man entered.

Instantly Jenkins looked at the man’s 
shoes. Yes, they were the broad, flat 
kind worn by policemen— and detec
tives ! His heart sank and he withstood 
with difficulty a sudden impulse to jump 
out of the window.
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The stranger bowed curtly. “You 
are Mr. Jenkins, I believe?”

A  maxim of one of his clients rose 
in Jenkins’s mind: “ Never fight the
police.”

With a superhuman effort he got out 
o f his chair and clasped the man 
warmly by the hand.

“ My dear sir,”  he said, with a ghastly 
something he intended for  a smile, 
“ won’t you be seated ?”

A  sharp look of surprise flickered 
across the stranger’s countenance, evi
dencing that the cordiality of his recep
tion was unexpected.

“ No,”  he said coldly, “ I haven’t 
time.”

Jenkins shuddered at the rebuff. He 
wondered if the man would insist on 
handcuffs, or would take him quietly.

“Have you a pen?”  coolly demanded 
the visitor.

Jenkins produced a pen with alacrity.
“And now some paper.”
“ You bet,” said Jenkins. “ Anything 

you want, old man— any little old thing 
you want.”

Unheedful of this attempted famil
iarity, the stranger dipped the pen in 
the desk inkwell and drew a number of 
horizontal lines on the paper, and Jen
kins, leaning over his shoulder, counted 
them breathlessly. There were twelve 
— in two vertical rows of six each, 
spaced an inch apart.

“ Watch me closely,”  said the man.
He drew from his vest pocket a foun

tain pen, and with this- he carefully 
cross-hatched each o f the horizontal 
lines with four short vertical ones. 
Then through and about all of this he 
started drawing an endless number of 
curves and circles, making a design 
mystic, Oriental— occult.

A  sickening sensation surged through 
Jenkins’s vital&—a sense of goneness in 
the pit o f his stomach. Was this, he 
asked himself, some weird psychology 
of the third degree?— if so, he must 
have committed some terrible crime. Or 
was it— a moving picture show that he 
had seen was responsible for this 
thought— The Secret Sign o f Death?

Faster and faster the mysterious

stranger circled his pen. The madden
ing convolutions of the never-ending 
curves seared the fear-stricken lawyer’s 
brain, and he could hardly keep from 
shrieking.

“ So far, so good,”  said the stran
ger, suddenly snapping the cap on the 
end o f his pen and putting it back in his 
pocket. “ Now comes the final test.” 

Jenkins shivered. The final test was 
at hand and something told him
he would never survive it. His
nerves were snapping and his men
tality was all gone; he would confess 
to anything.

“ Now,” said the man, “ are you
ready ?”

W ithout waiting a reply he reached 
into a secret pocket, somewhere in the 
inside lining o f his coat, and drew forth 
a small vial of colorless liquid. Dipping 
the end of a wooden toothpick into the 
bottle, the stranger applied the wet end 
to the paper, drawing it slowly back and 
forth over the design. And as he did 
this Jenkins became aware of a strange, 
acrid odor. This, then, he told himself, 
is the end. The drug would soon over
power him— unconsciousness— and then 
perhaps, the river!

"See!”  said the stranger, suddenly 
holding the paper,aloft. “ Your lines 
are all gone— mine remain! The marks 
made with your writing fluid have van
ished— mine are still there!”

Jenkins, near collapse, was unable to 
stand the strain longer.

“Who are you?” he shrieked. “ And 
what do you want?”

The stranger turned upon him with 
savage irritation.

“ I am a salesman for the Snuffinpup 
Stationery Company,”  he said; “ and 
I ’m trying to sell you a quart o f ink!” 

With a low, choking cry Jenkins 
sprang upon him.

The salesman was no match for him. 
And after strangling him for a pleasu
rable fifteen or twenty minutes, Jen
kins hurled him through the door. 
Then, pulling down his vest and 
straightening his tie, Jenkins put on his 
hat and departed, whistling cheerily, 
for Mike’s.



THE TKIANGLE
By Lawrence Vail

I BELIEVE that there are very few 
people living in New York today 
who have any recollection o f that 

short-lived and brilliant periodical 
Glare, the mouthpiece of the most dar
ing wits in America, as well as of the 
most zealous pursuers of the splendidly 
absurd. Its career has often been li
kened to that o f a comet, but it was so 
spasmodic and dazzling, and ended in a 
manner so uncommon and gruesome, 
that I would prefer to compare it to 
the life o f one o f those stars that shoot 
across the heavens in September, born 
o f blackness and dying in blackness, 
making day out of night, as it were, for 
two fleeting instants.

The facts which led to its disappear
ance were concealed at the time, but 
I see no reason why they should be 
withheld any longer, especially as they 
appear so outré and fantastic that the 
general public will put no trust in them. 
They may also, I think, serve to re
habilitate in the minds of cognoscenti 
the memory of Mr. Blair Blyr, first and 
last editor of Glare, and show him to 
have been the most conscientious, as 
well as the most talented, of editors. 
Since my sister, Miss Gladys Little, at 
that time Mr. Blair Blyr’s private sten
ographer, happened to be on the spot 
when the strange events below recorded 
occurred, I feel that I am in a position 
to give a faithful account o f the last 
tragic hours that led to the fall of the 
erratic and brilliant house o f Glare.

One afternoon in the autumn of the 
year 19— , a tall, white-haired, foreign- 
looking gentleman who had evidently 
lived long and gaily, and, according to 
the spark in his eye and his flashy ap
pearance, seemed in no way inclined

to cease his giddy career, was shown 
into the private office of Mr. Blair 
Blyr. He introduced himself as Mr. 
Antoine Milikoff, and informed the ed
itor that he had come to offer him a 
story.

“ I am always on the lookout for 
original fiction,” said Mr. Blyr. “ W on’t 
you take a seat?”

“ In that case,”  answered Mr. Mili
koff, “ I could have come to no better 
place. This tale of mine happens to be 
true to life— oh, don’t be afraid— true 
to the modern, shall I say glary, con
ception of life.”

“ If you leave your manuscript,”  said 
Mr. Blyr, “ I shall be glad to read it.”  

“ To save time,”  pursued Mr. Mili
koff, “ I shall give you a general synop
sis. It concerns a woman and her hus
band. She is beautiful, idealistic, sen
sitive. I have made him ungainly, ma
terial and coarse. For seven years 
they live together. But even an ideal
istic woman grows weary of a routine 
of insults and blows. There comes a 
day when the glowworm, like its pro
verbial earth cousin, has an inclination 
to turn. One night, at a dinner party, 
she meets a young artist, handsome, 
brilliant . . . ”

“ I see,”  broke in Mr. Blyr, “ the eter
nal triangle. I have rejected scores of 
similar stories.”

Mr. Milikoff smiled urbanely.
“ In that case, I take it, you would 

also refuse mine. In truth, it was the 
utter unoriginality o f my theme which 
caused me to come to you. I am con
vinced that the triangular idea has been 
worried to death, and that no publi
cation has considered it for that reason 
in the last ten years. But, owing to its
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traditional triteness, I thought it would 
now be considered original. Public 
opinion, you know, moves in cycles. 
Nothing is in a sense so modern today 
as what appeared old-fashioned a dec
ade ago. Do you follow my reason
ing?”

“ Perfectly. But we only handle 
ideas and combinations which have 
never been touched on before.”

Mr. Milikoff held out his hand. 
“ Bravo, Sir ! Allow me to congratu

late you. Do me the honor of sha
king my hand. In reality I was only 
testing you with that story o f mine. I 
have in my brain a number of abso
lutely new combinations, as they say in 
France— inédits. I f you will listen, 
I .

“ I shall be glad,”  said the editor, “ to 
consider any work you send me.” 
Then, with a look at his watch, “ I fear 
that I have an appointment which . . . ”  

“ My dear Sir, you can’t afford to 
send me away. If I take your hint you 
shall be the first to regret it. Even in 
the field of the triangle I  can give you 
original themes.”

Mr. Blair Blyr shook his head.
- “ Everything in that line has been al
ready done by the French—-let alone 
the Germans, Russians, and Italians.” 

“ I assure you that you are mistaken. 
What about a woman o f twenty who 
marries a young man of eighteen and 
finds him too inexperienced? Then an 
old roué like myself, who has tasted of 
life . . . ”

“ I rejected a story like that last 
week.”

“ Capital!”  cried Mr. Milikoff. “ Cap
ital! I am glad that you are not easy 
to please. Otherwise, I would be wa
sting my time with you. Have you 
ever considered the problem of a wom
an who is abandoned by her husband 
because she is so unfashionable as to 
refuse to take a lover ?”

“ There is a Danish novelist . . . ” 
“ Good ! I see that you are well read. 

I am more and more pleased with you. 
Now consider the following situation: 
Mr. and Mrs. Jones are happily mar
ried. They have always been faithful

to each other. Mutual fidelity has not 
been an irksome duty for them, but a 
perpetual joy. They have just cele
brated their silver wedding. One day 
Mrs. Jones is stricken with an incura
ble malady. The doctor says that she 
cannot live for more than six months. 
Now Mr. Jones has made it a point 
to satisfy all his wife’s desires. He 
wonders whether there is anything new 
he can give her before she passes away. 
Then he remembers that the good lady 
has never had a lover. It seems to him 
wrong that she should not experience 
every sensation before leaving this 
world.

“After considerable trouble— Mrs. 
Jones, you remember, is not in her 
prime— he discovers one for her, Now, 
one of many things may take place. 
Mrs. Jones may die, then her husband, 
though grieved, will be buoyed up by 
the knowledge that he has done every
thing within his power to make her life 
complete. Or Mrs. Jones may recover. 
The ardour of her love aaffir may keep 

_ her alive. Now Mr. Jones may be 
smitten with senile jealousy. He may 
wish to kill his wife’s lover. He fears, 
however, that the shock will kill Mrs. 
Jones, whom he loves more devotedly 
than ever. Mrs. Jones, though un
faithful, may love her husband, where
upon the lover may be afflicted with 
Jealousy. The possibilities, you see, 
are numberless.”

“ Have you read,” enquired Mr. Blyr, 
“ the works of Chin-Lee-Ching ?”

“A h ! I see that you have made up 
your mind that I am a plagiarist,”  ex
claimed Mr._ Milikoff, showing for the 
first time in the course o f the interview 
a little vexation. “ Well, what about 
this theme? Mr. Smith, a promising 
sculptor, happens to be in love with 
his wife. He has in Mr. Blake an ar
dent admirer. Now, Mr. Smith has 
for his wife such an ardent affection 
that it interferes with his work. Mr. 
Blake is the essence of honour and deli
cacy, so is Mrs. Smith: yet to save the 
genius o f Smith they elope. Though 
they dislike each other, their, mutual 
antipathy does not cause them to part.
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They play their part gamely, sustained 
by the knowledge that the sculptor has 
finally discovered himself and is turn
ing out masterpieces.”

Milikoff threw himself back in his 
chair, certain that he had finally made 
an impression on the editor of 
Glare.

“ Not a bad story,”  said Mr. Blyr, 
“ but, unfortunately, you are too late. 
I have a story very much like the one 
you suggest by a Miss Evie Tinks, a 
Vassar undergraduate. There is only 
one difference: her genius happens to 
be a writer.”

Mr. Milkoff pulled his moustache 
savagely, while the editor regarded him 
amusedly.

“ There is no reason,”  cried Mr. Mili
koff, after a pause, “ why three people 
should be involved in the triangle. 
Have you ever thought of that?”

“ I don’t think I quite understand!” 
Mr. Milikoff rubbed his hands. 
“ Ah! This time I have discovered 

something radically new. Imagine me 
married to a woman.”

“ To a woman! I have heard of that 
before.”

“ Wait a minute. I am married to a 
woman—let us call her Susan. Now 
my masculine dignity is her husband, 
and my sense of romance her lover. 
One is jealous of the other.”

“ I don’t think the case is unusual.” 
“ I agree with you. But has it been 

properly treated in literature?”
“ No. But it has been improperly 

treated.”
“ Well, what about the reverse? This 

would be much more entertaining. Im
agine my romantic sensibility as the 
husband of Susan, and my masculine 
dignity as her lover. The unusual 
stress of struggle within me must re
act on Susan and be productive o f illu
minating pathological symptoms.” 

Again Mr. Blyr shook his head. 
“ These cases are not at all uncom

mon. Look at what happens in every 
respectable, monogamous household. 
The turmoil in the brain of one party 
is always reacting on the equilibrium 
of the other. This occurs every day

in married life. And the magazines 
are full of such stories.”

“ But why do we need two actors in 
our triangle?” pursued Mr. Milikoff 
with enthusiasm. “ What is the hus
band but the symbol of sloth and tra
dition? Similarly the lover is the sym
bol of adventure and imagination. 
Lover and husband can cohabit in the 
subconscious brain of a spinster. 
Through the impulse of crisis they may 
become conscious. With genius they 
may find expression. And I, my dear 
Sir, though I am far from being a 
spinster, have in me the genius to in
terpret.”

With a bored smile Mr. Blyr rose to 
his feet.

“ What, indeed, could your genius in
terpret? Only something very old- 
fashioned, I fear: something like the 
rantings of the early Romantics. It 
would be a very old story: Byron wail
ing his desires, Heine wearing his soul 
on his sleeve. I am sure nothing can 
be done with the triangle. If at any 
time you think of some new combina
tion, the pentagon for instance, or per
haps the circle . .

“ But don’t you see that my triangle 
is a circle ? One always returns to the 
same spot.”

“ Glare never returns to the same 
spot,” spoke Mr. Blyr proudly. “ The 
triangle is dead— in life as in literature. 
The triangle is buried forever. Let us 
not disturb it where it rests.”

Mr. Milikoff uttered a low moan. 
Of a sudden he looked very old.

“ If the triangle is dead,”  he mut
tered, “ then I may as well be dead, too. 
All my life I have lived the triangle. 
I have given my genius to sus
tain it.”

Mr. Blair Blyr held out his hand.
“ I am sorry I can do nothing for you. 

I must thank you, however, for an en
tertaining chat. I have never seen my 
own ideas so clearly before.”

“ I shall leave you,”  wailed Mr. Mili
koff, “but not as you expect me to leave 
you. And I may prove to you that the 
triangle, though dead in literature, is 
still alive in the world.”
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“ I do not understand. How will you 
leave me?”

“ In the only manner that befits a 
man who has never in his life known 
defeat.”

Whereupon he quickly produced a 
revolver and shot himself through the 
heart.

For a few minutes Mr. Blair Blyr 
looked at the corpse on the floor. Then 
he shrugged his shoulders.

“ Here lies,” he murmured, “ the last 
believer in the triangle. It is fitting 
that he should have died here. May he 
rest in peace.”

And he rang his bell.
My sister, Miss Gladys Little, en

tered from the outer office. She was so, 
perfectly trained that she scarcely start
ed when she caught sight o f Mr. Mili- 
koff’s dead body.

“ Sit down, Miss Little,”  said Mr. 
Blyr. “ I wish to dictate.”

“ I ’m ready,”  she said.
“ The last gasp o f the triangle,”  dic

tated Mr. Blyr. “ Have you got that 
down ?”

Gladys nodded.
Mr. Blair Blyr continued:
“The triangle is dead. For years the 

triangle has been ailing— it is now dead. 
It throve on woman’s curiosity. Now 
that woman knows everything, she is 
curious no longer. The lover has be
come superfluous. He has been dis
carded. With the death of the lover 
the triangle dies.”

Mr. Blyr had barely finished dicta
ting the first sentence of what promised 
to be a most illuminating essay when 
the door was thrown open and a little 
woman ran into the office.

“ Blair,”  she cried, “ I just dropped in 
to remind you . . . ”

Then she caught sight of the body 
on the floor.

She grew pale, clutched her breast, 
and sank on the floor next to the dead 
man.

“ Antoine!” she moaned. “ Antoine!” 
Her husband seized her roughly.
“ He was your lover!” he cried.
A  piteous wail broke from her. 
"Antoine. . . . My darling. . . .

Antoine. . . . What shall I do ? . . . 
I am alone . . .  all alone . . . ! ”

With a wild gesture Mr. Blair Blyr 
hurled the woman from him.

Then he quickly picked up Mr. Mili- 
kofif’s revolver and shot her through 
the heart.

“ Miss Little,”  he said, “ I wish to dic
tate.”

I have told you that my sister was 
perfectly trained. Without so much as 
a glance at Mrs. Blyr’s corpse she took 
up pad and pencil.

“ It was my erroneous belief,”  dic
tated Mr. Blair Blyr, “ that the triangle 
was dead. The triangle is not dead. 
As long as one woman and two men 
remain on this earth the triangle will 
flourish. Even if only one woman and 
one man are left the triangle will con
trive to exist. Woman is crafty: she 
will discover a way of deceiving a man 
with himself.

“ I have killed my wife in a fit o f 
mad, primitive rage. Now my anger 
has passed. I shall kill myself, but 
neither through anger nor fear of pun
ishment.

“ I shall kill myself because the be
lief of my life has been proved false.”

Mr. Blyr paused.
“Anything more ?”  asked Miss Little.
“No. Nothing more. After my 

death you will send this article to the 
papers.”

“ Quite so,”  answered Miss Little.
Mr. Blair Blyr picked up the re

volver, but just as he was about to 
kill himself an idea occurred to him. 
He sank on the floor and placed his 
wife and Mr. Milikoff so that their 
heads touched. Then he drew their 
feet apart, so that their bodies formed 
between them an angle of sixty degrees.

“ Miss Little,”  he said, “ I have a serv
ice to ask o f you. Will you lay me 
out after my death so that my head 
rests on my wife’s feet, and my feet on 
Mr. Milikoff’s ankles? After that be 
so kind as to take a photograph o f the 
three o f us. You will find a camera in 
the second drawer of my desk. Send 
the picture to the papers with my last 
article. It will serve as an excellent
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illustration of the eternal triangle. Do 
you mind doing this?”

“ Not at all !”  said my sister.
Mr. Blair Blyr was about to shoot 

himself when Gladys seized hold of his 
arm.

“ What is it?” he curtly enquired. 
“ You know I dislike being inter
rupted.”

“ You have forgotten to pay me my 
salary. There may be complications.”

The editor of Glare opened his pock- 
etbook and gave my sister five twenty- 
dollar bills. 

“ It is awfully generous of you,”  she 
said.

“You have been a good girl,” said 
Mr. Blyr. “ Can I do anything else for 
you ?”

“There is one thing,”  she murmured, 
blushing a little. “ I would never have 
dared to ask you if you still disbelieved 
in the triangle. Do you mind kissing 
me ?”

He acquiesced gracefully.
“W on’t yon live for my sake?” she 

whispered.
Mr. Blair Blyr drew himself up with 

dignity.
“You forget yourself, Miss Little,” 

he said with some haughtiness.
For the third and last time the edi

tor o f Glare placed the revolver against 
his forehead. When he was dead my 
sister placed her former employer as 
he had requested her. It distressed 
her a little that he was so tall. His 
feet overlapped.

THE HANDICAP
By T . F. Mitchell

T H E did everything possible to appear girlish. She wore short dresses, 
 bobbed her hair and cultivated a baby lisp and a baby stare. She was 

endowed with the faculty of blushing prettily at the slightest thing, casting 
her eyes down in a demure fashion and exhibiting all the sweet unsophisti
cation of a child of three. It was her ambition in life to appear girlish. 
Perhaps she would have succeeded better if she lacked that extra two hun
dred and fifty pounds.

T HERE has been much speculation as to the meaning of a woman’s “ no.” 
 But no one ever bothers to question the meaning of her “ yes.”

T H E  one use of wealth is that it enables us to be generous. The one ca- 
lamity of wealth is that takes away all credit for generosity.

T E M P O R A R IL Y , at least, a marriage always makes two persons happy. 
 One is the bride; the other is her lost first choice.



THE WIND DIED YESTER DAY
By Harry Kemp

T 'H E  W ind died yesterday,
And it will blow no more

The heaping little silver waves 
Against the shining shore.

The W ind died yesterday:
It will no longer run

Along the purple-shadowed grass 
And chase the laughing sun.

The W ind died yesterday 
That piled the sky with light

And sent the silver-bodied clouds 
Like solemn swans in flight.

The W ind died yesterday 
And stark the forests sleep,

Their blowing summits surge no more 
W ith tumults golden-deep. . . .

O, W ind, arise again 
And brighten all the a ir :

Strike silver motions through the trees, 
W ake colors everywhere:

Purple and Green and Gold
W ait your creative breath! . . .

O, W ind of Love, strike through my soul—  
W ithout you, all is death!

L IFE  is a dark room with two doors, the one labelled “ Too Soon”  and 
the other “ Too Late.”

A W ID O W  is the epilogue to a tragedy. Or the prologue to a farce.
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CONTREBANDIÈRE
By Charles Dornier

JE chassais l’année dernière, aux en
virons de Pontarlier, en compagnie 
de mon ami Georges T . . ,  et de 

M. V . . . ,  un jeune lieutenant de 
douanes. Cette frontière ne manque 
pas d’une certaine grandeur sauvage. 
Des monts farouches, hérissés d’un col
lier de forts, la gardent, dogues mon
strueux. Entre les murs noirs des 
sapins, des prés-bois suivent le fond 
des vallées longuement désertes. Pas 
de culture, sauf, çà et là, quelques 
champs d’absinthe dont le vert déteint, 
comme sali, tranche avec celui des 
grasses pâtures où des troupeaux soli
taires font tinter, cascade sonore, des 
cloches critallines. De rares fermes, 
sous des arbres, montraient à peine leur 
pignon anguleux de planches.

Et comme je demandais: “ Où sont 
donc les habitants ici ? De quoi vivent- 
ils?”  mon ami me réspondit: “ Ils ont 
leurs troupeaux, Jours bois de sapins, 
et la contrebande. L’herbe et le bois 
poussent tout seuls. Ils ignorent le 
travail. Ils sont forts, énergiques et 
rusés. Une expédition menée à bien se 
chiffre par un joli bénéfice.”

—  Ces gens-là ont la contrebande 
dans le sang, fit le lieutenant douanier. 
Ce n’est pas pour rien que les Espag
nols ont séjourné par là. Ces Comtois 
aiment le risque, et Dieu sait s’il y en a : 
les mauvais temps, la nuit, les préci
pices, la balle de nos douaniers, et, plus 
terribles, les crocs de nos chiens!

—  Je les envie, et vous aussi. Cette 
vie sauvage de force et de ruse, en plein 
pays civilisé, a pour une imagination 
virile de magnifiques séductions. Vous 
devez en avoir vécu, de beaux souve
nirs!

—  Oui, dit le lieutenant. Un sur- 
s. e.—vut—9

tout me paraît caractéristique de cet 
instinct aventurier de la race, et 
l’héroïne étrange en est une femme. 
Cette Julia était une grande fille sèche 
et souple avec un profil de chèvre, les 
yeux du diable, et qui, à la façon de nos 
montagnardes, fumait la pipe comme 
un homme. Elle était de la bande aux 
Grospillard, —  un nom prédestiné, 
n’est-ce pas ? —  dont le quartier géné
ral était précisément cette ferme tapie 
là-bas, dans ces arbres.

Par des sentiers connus d’eux seuls, 
à travers des précipices affreux, ils 
passaient au-dessus du poste des 
Roches et allaient prendre au hameau 
de la Ronde, à deux kilomètres au-delà 
de la frontière, leurs charges de café, 
de dentelles, de bijoux, car ces contre
bandiers de haut vol n’opéraient pas 
dans les tabacs, moins rémunérateurs.

Ils avaient des chiens aussi forts et 
aussi bien dressés, qui fourvoyaient, 
immobilisaient, attaquaient au besoin 
les nôtres. La Julia guidait la meute, 
ne portant rien, faisant ce qu’en terme 
d’affût on nomme l’appeleur. Elle 
attirait de son côté nos hommes et nos 
bêtes, et pendant ce temps-là toute la 
bande passait entre les anneaux de nos 
postes.

Nous la connaissions tous bien. Nos 
hommes, du reste, ne se privaient pas, 
en passant, d’aller boire un coup à la 
ferme, qui était aussi une auberge. 
Vous avez dû voir que la plupart des 
fermes ont, suspendue à leur porte, 
l’enseigne symbolique d’un genévrier. 
Dans les bois là-haut, la nuit, si on se 
recontre, on se tire honnêtement dessus. 
Ici, de jour, hors du service, on trinque 
sans rancune. Chacun son métier, 
après tout, et, s’il n’y avait pas de
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contrebande, il n’y aurait point de 
douaniers.

Or, la mâtine, avec sa sveltesse 
souple, ses yeux de braise, son rire 
humide et sonore, attirait nos hommes. 
Un d’eux, en passe de devenir brigadier, 
Jean Helmer, un Alsacien, s’y laissa 
prendre. Ces hommes froids, je l’ai 
souvent remarqué, s’allument plus vite 
que les autres. Mais la mâtine le mena 
jusqu’au mariage. Oui, Monsieur, elle 
se fit épouser. Elle avait un beau 
magot, d’ailleurs. Quel était son but?

Nous fûmes longtemps à nous le de
mander, Peut-être, au début, en avait- 
elle assez de sa vie de hasard, et vou- 
laitelle enfin goûter de la vie honnête 
et honorable. Je le crois assez. Mais 
le renard revient toujours au poulailler. 
Il lui fallait l’équipée nocturne et in
certaine. Jean, son mari, pour monter 
sa garde, avait toujours Phanor, le plus 
beau, le meilleur de nos chiens, vous 
savez, de ces grands chiens-loups qui 
sautent droit à la gorge de l’adversaire, 
et, rien qu’en se dressant contre lui, de 
leur masse peuvent renverser l’homme. 
Ma roublarde avait apprivoisé la bête, 
et voyez l’audàce! les nuits où son 
homme était de garde, elle allait re
trouver sa bande. Le chien, qui la 
reniflait de loin, sans aboyer, courait à 
elle, et, pendant qu’elle le cajolait, ses 
amis et leur charge défilaient à couvert. 
Elle redevenait toutes les deux nuits 
Yappeleuse.

Il arriva qu’un soir, son mari, un 
coureur, je vous l’ai dit, et qui avait 
rendez-vous avec quelque pastoure des 
environs, se fit remplacer par un col
lègue. Il emmenait Phanor avec lui! 
La belle, ignorant que l’homme et le 
chien étaient changés, sur le milieu de

la nuit, se dirige vers l’endroit où 
elle supposait son Jean de garde. 
Le camarade, roulé dans sa peu de 
bique, ne donnait pas, à cause de 
l’orage.

Les éclairs et le tonnerre n’arrêtaient 
pas. Il faisait un de ces temps où, 
comme disent nos hommes, “ le bon 

«Dieu ne cèsse pas de faire craquer des 
allumettes.”  Son chien, recroquevillé 
contre lui, soudain s’élança dans le 
taillis avec des abois furieux. Le 
douanier, levé aussitôt, entendit un 
fracas de branches, un eri éperdu de 
femme, et courant, à la lueur d’un 
éclair, il eperçut, terrassée et main
tenue par son chien, l’épouse de Jean, 
la Julia.

Que se passa-t-il alors? Sans doute, 
l’ayant délivrée, il voulut s’assurer 
d’elle, Celle-ci, qui sentait le passage et 
la vie de ses compagnons, tapis non 
loin, en péril, dut employer toutes les 
séductions, tous les mensonges. Et, 
dans un suprême dévouement à ceux de 
sa race et pour se sauver elle-même, 
elle arracha à l’homme son fusil et 
l’abattit, sauvagement, lui et son chien. 
Et quand ceux des postes voisins, ac
courus aux détonations, l’interrogèrent, 
elle leur dit, froide, hautaine: “ Je 
croyais retrouver mon mari. Cet 
homme voulait abuser de moi. Je l’ai 
tué.”  Il n’y avait pas de preuve cer
taine. On n’a pas poursuivi.

— “ Mais, interpellai-je, comment 
a-t-on su le vrai de l’histoire?

—  Après ce drame, le ménage, vous 
comprenez, était devenu un enfer. Un 
beau jour, elle fila, de l’autre côté de la 
frontière, on ne sait où. Et alors ceux 
de sa bande, ne lui pardonnant pas sa 
faute, délièrent leurs langues.”



THE MOVIES
By George Jean Nathan

FOR all the dumfounding magnifi
cences o f its press-agents’ rhetoric, 
the motion picture, in this bloomy 

day of its history, exhibits still nothing 
that visibly lifts it above the artistic 
and aesthetic level o f Chinese cooking 
or a German ballet. Though its mech
anism has indicated various degrees of 
improvement, though it has occasion
ally brought to itself some of the work 
of men o f first-rate endeavour in the 
field of literature, though it has trav
eled to the ends of the earth in success
ful search o f lovely and appropriate 
backgrounds, and though in the gen
eral enterprise it has liberally expended 
millions o f dollars, it remains yet pre
cisely what it was in its infancy: a mere 
ingenious mechanical toy for children.

It would seem to be the fashion to 
lay the blame for this status quo, this 
monotonous left-right left-right, o f the 
cinema on the general illiteracy and 
cheapness o f its impresarios. But 
while these qualities are to be denied 
the latter not even by their most friend
ly biographers, these same qualities 
have actually very little to do, whether 
the one way or the other, with the mo
tion picture’s arrested development. 
Education, aesthetic experience and 
breeding are intrinsically no more es
sential to the manufacture o f the mo
tion picture, good or bad, than to the 
manufacture of pink chemises or vaude
ville acts. These attributes are, in 
truth, a handicap. And the belief of 
certain persons that the motion picture 
might be made a finer and more beauti
ful thing, and something approaching 
to an art, did its governors have col
lege degrees and social background is 
akin to the belief that Professor Wil

liam Lyon Phelps and Mrs. Herman 
Oelrichs might make an art out of 
the view of an actor staring pop-eyed 
at the camera and thus registering 
alarm where the current Mose Cohens 
and Isadore Rosenbergs succeed only 
in making a view of an actor staring 
pop-eyed at the camera and thus reg
istering alarm.

The motion picture calls for culture 
and taste no more than the making of 
such mechanical playthings as walk
ing bears and grunting dolls calls for 
these qualities, and for the same rea
son. The motion picture’s appeal, by 
reason o f the subjective nature o f the 
motion picture as a form of diversion, 
is plainly enough not to the lover of 
music or o f literature or o f painting, 
or of any o f the seven arts, but to the 
long-eared kind o f person for whom 
P. T. Barnum devised the side-show: 
the person intrigued by an object in 
proportion as that object departs from 
the beauty o f its type. That is, the 
kind of person who is curiously en
chanted by the spectacle o f abnormal 
twins, an immensely fat female, an ex
cessively cadaverous male, a grotesque
ly tall Welshman, a woman with a 
beard, a dog-faced boy, a three-legged 
cow or some Bosco made up to look 
like the inside o f a horse-hair sofa and 
nibbling at bananas polka-dotted to 
look like rattlesnakes. This, today, the 
typical patron of the motion picture. 
This, the person who thrills to sensa
tionalized ugliness, to ingenuous sleight- 
of-hand, to literature with the mumps, 
to Rome in the days of its Los Angeles 
splendour and Athens at the zenith o f 
its Fort Lee glory. This, the person 
to whom drama is impressive in the
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degree that it divorces life, fancy in 
the degree that its nymphs and fairies 
divorce diapers, and beauty in the de
gree that it divorces almost everything 
save the grounds o f Mr. George 
Gould’s Lakewood home, a high water
fall, or a view of the Grand Canyon 
with Douglas Fairbanks standing close 
to the edge on one foot.

But these departures of the motion 
picture from the pink o f perfection are 
to be held critically against the motion 
picture no more than similar departures 
are to be held against a Montmartre 
Punch and Judy show. For serious 
criticism of the motion picture from 
the level o f its press-agents’ hysterias 
were assuredly as droll a tactic as 
bringing in James Huneker to pass 
judgment on Anna Held taking a milk 
bath. The only sound and fair crit
ical attitude toward the motion picture 
is the critical attitude assumed gener
ally toward such analogous art forms 
as coloured picture postcards o f fa
mous cathedrals with the windows cov
ered with small pieces o f isinglass, as 
the mailing cards containing such leg
ends as “ Don’t spit on the floor; re
member the Johnstown Flood!” , and 
as the Central Park species o f Greek 
dancing and the kind o f drama in 
which the identity o f the principal 
character is eventually established 
through the whereabouts o f a mole. 
And it is for this reason that what 
share o f merit may properly be credited 
to the motion picture may be credited 
alone to that type o f motion picture 
which candidly recognizes the drollery 
o f any other cinema principle or crit
ical attitude, that is to say, the motion 
picture which sensibly throws aside all 
pose and affectation and substitutes an 
intentionally comic story for the pro
miscuous unintentionally comic one, 
and so relevantly exchanges a slice o f 
soft pie for Mr. Wallace Reid’s cele
brated impersonation o f the desperado 
o f the plains with his every eyelash 
carefully beaded and the Weber and 
Heilbroner tag showing plainly at every 
blow o f the wind on the bottom o f his 
new Georgette crêpe necktie.

Not the swollen opera o f such motion 
picture messiahs as D. W . Griffith, but 
the simple slapstick pictures o f such as 
Chaplin, represent the screen at its 
most apposite and best. The perform
ance in the films o f some such drama 
as Shakespeare’s “ Romeo and Juliet”  is 
doomed by virtue o f the screen’s inevit
able pantomime to amount in effect to 
little more than the playing o f Gou
nod’s “ Roméo et Juliette”  on a silent 
piano. But this pantomime that here 
deletes the presentation o f its opulent 
poetry, and so makes the whole pro
ceeding as ridiculous as a dumb man 
attempting to convey the beauties of 
Swinburne by making faces, takes 
nothing from the motion picture slap
stick comedy. The very shortcomings 
of the cinema turn virtues in this lat
ter. For where the spoken word is ab
solutely essential to the intelligent pro
jection o f any respectable drama not 
originally designed as a pantomime, it 
is as unnecessary to broad low comedy 
as it is to the exposition o f a fine paint
ing or a beautiful piece of sculpture. 
Falstaff in the clothes-hamper and 
Toby at the pots are just as comic, and 
just as Shakespearean, on the screen 
as in the theater or library. But the 
Othellos and Violas once they get onto 
the screen are no more the Othellos and 
Violas o f Shakespeare than a photo
graph o f Corot’s “ Pastorale”  is the 
“ Pastorale”  o f Corot.

Further, contrary to the general 
claim that the motion picture offers a 
vastly greater vista to the imagination 
than the stage, the truth is that it act
ually offers a vista immeasurably less 
great. Where the stage seeks merely 
to sprinkle water on the fertile imagi
nation and let it flower gracefully to its 
own fulness, the screen drags out not 
only the sprinkling-can, but the shovel, 
rake, clippers, flowers, flower pots and 
fancy ribbons to boot. It describes 
nothing, suggests nothing, paints never 
a metaphor: it shows everything, skin, 
flesh and liver. If a country lad halts 
his plough to dream wistfully of the 
world beyond the hills, is the director 
content that the lad’s dream be the neb
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ulous dream that has crossed the eyes 
of a hundred thousand lads before 
him? Not if the director can help it! 
And so the lad’s dream becomes a rapid 
sequence o f fade-ins and fade-outs 
showing views of the Singer Building, 
the Forty-second street Subway station 
at the rush hour, the façade of Church
ill’s restaurant, and the lad in bank 
president whiskers and a Prince Albert 
seated in a mahogany office counting 
one hundred dollar bills. Does a little 
orphan child wonder what Heaven is 
like and, presto!— in the upper left 
hand corner of the screen appears some 
vacant New Jersey cow pasture full 
o f extra girls in transparent white 
cheesecloth dancing around an actor 
dressed up like James O ’Neill, seated 
on a big red plush chair and represent
ing God. Or does a character ob
serve that his wrath is like unto the 
angry sea and — flash ! —  we are 
promptly given a view of the Atlantic 
Ocean.

Thus do the very scope of the mo
tion picture and the irresistible tempta
tions of that scope defeat the motion 
picture. Just as it is difficult to refrain 
from eating salted almonds once they 
are placed before one and once one has 
started, so is it difficult for the motion 
picture entrepreneurs to resist the flexi
bility o f their medium. And it is be
cause this flexibility works not, as the 
gradually increased flexibility of the 
dramatic stage has worked, for the bet
ter, but for the worse, that the motion 
picture is the obscene and melancholy 
gimcrack it is.

II

T h a t  the motion picture might very 
easily be made better than it is, is of 
course perfectly obvious. But that this 
betterment would fail to bring the mo
tion picture even one six-hundredth of 
a peg up the ladder of even a pseudo
art is of course equally obvious. The 
motion picture, to repeat an observation 
made in this place a year or two ago, is 
the result of a circumspect elimination 
of the principal attributes of four of

the arts and a clever synthesis o f the 
scum: it has removed style from litera
ture, speech from drama, colour from 
painting, form and the third dimen
sion from sculpture. Its relation to 
call aesthetics is the relation o f chiropody 
to surgery. Its relation to the art of 
the theater is akin to that of some 
suavely exploited lady of joy.

I except, as I have said, the frankly 
comical motion picture, for this type of 
picture, when it is well done—and it is 
sometimes extremely well done— is in 
its way a perfectly sound and estimable 
work, adroitly conceived, well written, 
well acted and ably projected. Appro
priately “ broad as ten thousand beeves 
at pasture,”  it depicts the low comedy 
of human nature from as much the 
viewpoint of Rabelais and Shakespeare, 
Swift and Balzac and Smollett and 
Fielding, as the law allows. The best 
writing that is being done for the mo
tion pictures today— indeed the only 
writing worthy of the name— is the 
writing being done for these honestly 
and legitimately vulgar studies. Such 
so-called comics as “ The Plumber,” 
“The Submarine Pilot,” “ A  Dog’s 
Life” and the like are excellent things 
of their sort. They show imagination, 
a sharp eye to authentic comic values, 
a sharp sense of the fundamentals of 
certain phases of human nature; and, 
as broad vulgar low comedy, they are 
indeed not only tremendously superior 
at almost every point to much of the 
vulgar low comedy of such as Shake
speare, but to the bulk of the low com
edy of the modern dramatic theater.

But when we turn from this class of 
motion picture to the so-called feature 
pictures, we descend coincidentally 
from the honourably ridiculous to the 
sublimely imbecile. Nine times in ten 
the joint product of the efforts of some 
wretched scenario hack, some quondam 
tank-show stage director and some erst
while pretty male counter-jumper or 
pantry sweetie, these pictures may no 
more be endured by a person civilized 
to the point o f an occasional hair wash 
than the barroom slot melodeons that 
simultaneously render Balfe and one’s
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weight O f unwitting ignorance, illit
eracy and stupidity all compact, they 
serve as overpowering propaganda for 
the further debasing o f our native 
theatrical audiences’ taste, and as a 
means o f graduation to the dramatic 
stage o f an increasingly ample corps of 
cheap melodrama and sweet slop writ
ers, absurdly incompetent stage pro
ducers and bad actors. It is this school 
o f motion picture that buys a meritori
ous play like “ The Poor Little Rich 
Girl,”  pays many thousands o f dollars 
for it, spends many thousands o f dol
lars on scenery and fixings and many 
thousands more on advertising, and 
then hires a fifty dollar a week ex-dime 
novel writer to improve it by sticking 
in a prologue in which the little heroine, 
supposed in the theme of the play to 
be burdened with a lonely and tearful 
existence, is shown having a high and 
gay time and laughing herself half to 
death with the companionable neigh
bours’ children. It is this kind of pic
ture that shows Mr. Fairbanks, in the 
proud opus hight “ A  Modern Mus
keteer,” entering— so goes the reading 
matter on the screen— “ his gentlemen’s 
club” ; that shows the American ambas
sador in the European court scene of 
“The Goose Girl” sentimentally pulling 
a big American flag out o f the pocket 
o f his evening coat at a state dinner 
and with it in his hand addressing 
words of love to the grand duchess 
seated at his left; that shows a motor
car with two men on the box drawing 
up modishly in “ Jack and the Bean
stalk” and then continues to show the 
two men perched grandly, arms folded, 
in front while the lady passenger gets 
out as best she can; that makes Sapho 
an angel; and that shows, finally, in one 
of the best known of New York pic
ture theaters, a motion picture in which, 
at the beginning, one sees a young girl 
— “ An orphan with no friend in the 
world,” so goes the title— and in which, 
not five minutes afterward, one beholds 
the same young girl, still an orphan, 
“ leaving for the country”— so the title 
explains —  “ with her father and 
mother.”

III
T he utter fatuity and drivelish con

tent o f these so-called feature pictures 
with their prodigally paid stars and di
rectors exceed the imagination o f one 
not privy to their gestures. On my 
table as I write, I have before me the 
literal accounts o f some five hundred 
o f these pictures, culled for me from 
the several motion picture trade-jour- 
nals by my negro, Lispenard, a devoted 
customer o f the cinema emporia, and 
expounding succinctly and brilliantly 
the literature o f the art. For example, 
I quote first from these casual statistics 
the following chaste synopsis of a mas
terpiece released by the Goldwyn Com
pany and entitled “ Social Ambition” :

Vincent Manton is a successful business 
man possessed o f  a wife, whose sole passion 
is the attaining o f  social rank. In her lavish 
expenditure she reckons not her mate’s finan
cial limits and when the bank calls his loans, 
she turns from him with loathing and ar
ranges an immediate divorce. His previous 
attempts to explain his finances had been met 
by her declaration o f an ignorance o f such. 
Yet, when Manton arranges to turn over the 
bulk o f his shattered possessions she evinces 
an intimate knowledge o f the schedules at the 
attorney’s office.

Manton goes to Alaska, taking the shack o f 
a former prospector as a place for abode. He 
frequents the dance hall o f Big Dan John
son, a resort more than well stocked with 
females. Rose, who is Dan’s foster child and 
the apple o f his eye, takes pity on Manton, 
in whose playing o f “Home Sweet Home”  
on the piano she perceives the last despairing 
cry o f a dying soul. She talks to Manton, 
who mistakes her for one o f the gals, and 
for the presumed insult, Manton is badly 
beaten up. He is carried to his shack and 
later Rose comes to nurse him, bringing on 
an estrangement from Big Dan.

Gold is discovered on Manton’s place, and 
with the way to fortune in sight, he goes east 
with the misgivings o f  his bride. His di
vorced wife makes a play for the man and 
he still possesses the old fascination for her 
until he discovers she is trying for his new 
fortune. So back to Alaska he goes to find 
his bride a mother and to tell her it’s the 
west for them forever.

Second, the scenario (word for 
word) o f an epic produced by the Gra
phic Film Company; title, “ Moral 
Suicide” :

Richard Covington, an aged millionaire and
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stock broker and social leader o f  California, 
loyal to his motherless children, Waverly 
and Beatrice, becomes infatuated with Fay 
Hope, a woman with a past that is marred, 
and marries her in spite o f  the protests o f 
his daughter. Contaminated by her mode o f 
life and her associates, he loses his moral 
courage—commits moral suicide, as his 
daughter had predicted—and becomes es
tranged from his daughter Beatrice, who Is 
ordered from her father’s home by her step
mother, Fay Hope.

Lucky Travers, a New York gambler, fol
lows Fay to California. He is her affinity, 
although she introduces him to Covington as 
her brother. As such he becomes the secre
tary o f  Covington. An old friend o f  the 
Covingtons recognizes Fay as a New York 
adventuress. This enrages Covington, who 
denounces the informant. It takes Covington 
some time to discover that he is a victim. His 
wife by her extravagance makes inroads on 
his fortune. Waverly, son o f Covington, 
finding that Travers is infatuated with Fay, 
fires a shot at Travers. It hits Fay, killing 
her. Covington spends the remainder o f his 
fortune in his effort to free Waverly from 
the charge o f murder. Waverly is found to 
have been insane at the time o f the killing 
and is sent to an asylum. Bereft o f  family, 
friends and fortune, broken down in health 
and spirit, Covington drifts to New York, 
where he seeks employment. T o  prevent 
starvation he accepts the work o f a sandwich 
man advertising a white light cabaret. Seek
ing refuge from the piercing winds o f a win
ter’s night, he visits the cabaret which he is 
advertising and finds Beatrice in the company 
o f Travers and others drinking and acting in 
the manner o f a wanton. Covington is horri
fied. He rushes to his daughter and begs her 
to leave the place with him. Beatrice, sur
prised at her father’s appearance and his evi
dent poverty, refuses to go. Covington tells 
her that fate has decreed that he was to ad
vertise his own daughter’s shame and that his 
punishment is too great to bear. Later 
Beatrice proves to her father that she is the 
same Beatrice as o f  yore and that her pres
ence in the cabaret is a matter o f duty to 
her country.

Third, a brief but illuminating record 
o f the theme o f a five-part drama called 
“ Dolly Does Her Bit,”  by Lucy Sarver, 
released by the Pathe Company and ad
vertised as being “ valuable propaganda 
for the Red Cross drive.”  The record:

The story concerns the adventures o f Dolly 
when she masquerades as a life-size doll, 
which was to have been raffled off in a Red 
Cross benefit, but which was broken. She 
cheers up the lonely life o f  a rich little crip
ple and is also the means o f  capturing a band 
o f burglars. The helpless invalid thinks Dolly

is the queen o f dolls come to life and the 
burglars kidnap her when she discovers them 
at work so she will not inform the authori
ties. But she escapes and causes their arrest.

He who isn’t profoundly moved and 
doesn’t help the Red Cross after this 
eloquent plea has indeed a leather soul!

Fourth, a gem by Miss Bess Mere
dith, featuring a heavenly mime hight 
Monroe Salisbury and called “ The Red, 
Red Heart” :

Rhoda Tuttle is taken west by her fiance 
in an effort to cure her o f  extreme melan
choly. While visiting at a friend’s ranch she 
meets Kut-Le, an educated Indian who be
comes devoted to her. Kut-Le knows the 
power o f the desert to heal the ills o f mind 
and body, and kidnaps Rhoda. Under his 
care she gradually becomes robust, but de
sires to return to her friends. They, how
ever, had searched tirelessly for her and 
finally find her and Kut-Le. De Witt, her 
fiance, endeavors to shoot Kut-Le, believing 
him guilty o f harming Rhoda. Here it is that 
the girl sees the noble spirit o f the Indian, 
and forsaking her white friends and lover, 
returns to the arms o f Kut-Le and the desert.

Next, an incalculably lovely opus 
called “ Madame Jealousy: An Alle
gory,”  and released by the Paramount 
Company. The opus:

Jealousy, looking through the mirror o f 
Life, sees Charm and Valor happily married 
and decides to put Mischief at work to mar 
their contentment. She succeeds, and soon 
Sorrow, Treachery, and Rumor play their 
parts and cause trouble for the parents, 
Finance and Commerce. But soon Happiness 
is born to Charm and Jealousy and her com
panions are driven from the hearts o f all.

“ Flare-Up Sal,”  a drama by J. G. 
Hawks, produced by the Paramount 
Company, deals, so the statistics ac
quired by the faithful Lispenard in
form me, with

Sal, a waif o f  the plains, who earns the 
sobriquet o f  Flare-Up in the Loola Bird 
dance hall, where she becomes a dancer and 
defender o f her virtue, after deserting her 
foster-father who goes broke at the gaming 
table. Dandy Dave Hammond becomes 
enamored o f Sal, but is restrained from any 
visible demonstration o f his emotion. Mean
while the stage coach is held up by the Red 
Rider, who apparently has no other purpose 
than to make prisoner a preacher journeying 
to the mining camp. The Red Rider carries 
the man o f God off to his mountain cabin, and



136 THE MOVIES

donning his clerical garb, goes in his stead 
to the camp. His arrival is the occasion o f 
much hilarity from  all, particularly Sal, whom 
the Rider has heard about and come to see. 
He holds services in the church, where it 
appears he is destined to become a fixture, 
until Dandy Dave takes a dislike to him, and 
attempts to give him the bum’s rush. The 
Rider, however, is there with the rough- 
stuff, it being his profession, and he proves 
to be one too many for the man o f  cards. 
The climax occurs within the dance hall 
when the Red Rider shoots out the lights and 
escapes with Sal, who meanwhile has come 
to regard him in a personal way.

In “ Society for Sale,”  from the 
brain o f Ruby M. Ayres, and produced 
by the Triangle Company, I learn 
(again quoting verbatim) that

The action o f the story starts within the 
first few feet o f  film, when the Honorable 
Billy goes broke and receives a financial offer 
to open the gates o f  society to a manikin 
in a modiste’s shop. He later falls in love 
with the girl and proves himself very much 
o f a man when put to the test, especially in 
the case o f  the supposed elopement o f the 
girl with a notorious rounder who, incident
ally, turns out to be her father. These two 
had not seen each other for many years and 
the girl’s purpose in trying to get into so
ciety was to investigate the stories she had 
heard about her parents before she revealed 
herself to him.

The story of “ The Oldest Law,”  is
sued by the World Film, acquaints me, 
according to the documents, with
The daughter o f  a mountain hermit who 
comes to New York on the death o f  her 
father and secures a position as typist 
through the friendship o f an elderly college 
professor. Just about the time she loses it, 
the professor dies and she is without funds. 
She spends her last three dollars for  a din
ner at the Claridge. Seated at another table 
is a young man who is arranging the details 
o f  his divorce from his wife. He follows 
her to the street and offers her the post as 
housekeeper o f  his fashionable apartment. 
As such she entertains his guests and is 
treated as his social equal.

The young man’s w ife opens a gambling 
house with the proceeds o f  her alimony and 
when a professional gambler fleeces her ex- 
husband she compels the crooked sport to re
turn ex-hubby’s I. O. U.’s, which she returns 
to him. Meantime, the mountain girl agrees 
to marry the crook if  he will return ex
hubby’s markers, being willing to sacrifice 
herself to save him from ruin. But as the 
ex-wife beats her to it in the saving process 
she is left free to marry the young man.

And, by way o f a particularly fetch
ing finale, I extract from the records 
the following nonesuch promulgated by 
the Fox Film Company with the emi
nent Theda Bara in the big role and 
called “ The Soul o f Buddha” :

The story opens in Java with English sol
diers lolling about. Miss Bara is a flirty na
tive girl, and her mother, fearing the worst, 
consecrates her to Buddha. She is taken to 
the high priest who has her swear to love no 
other than Buddha. In the sanctuary she 
chafes under the restraint and casts earthly 
eyes on the priest and almost seduces him. 
But he reminds her she is dedicated to the 
spirit and resents her blandishments.

There follows a sacred dance in honor o f 
Buddha, at which is present an English 
major. Having fasted, she faints in his 
arms, and the priest cries that he has touched 
the flesh o f  a sacred maiden and must die. 
But the Englishman escapes with girl on 
horseback, followed immediately by the 
priests, who happen to have saddled horses 
-waiting for  such a contingency. The M ajor 
takes her to the English headquarters and 
quickly marries her. Then the pursuers 
enter.

The priest threatens she will pay the price 
and departs. T o  pacify the natives the Col
onel demands the M ajor’s resignation. The 
married couple go to Scotland and she tells 
her husband she cannot endure the bleak 
weather. He takes her back to her native 
village where a child is born to them. The 
priest kills the infant, leaving a “black hand” 
mark on its forehead. The husband then 
takes her to Paris, where she is melancholy. 
He must return to Scotland, and she elects 
to remain. She asks her maid to take her 
“where life and death are the same.”  Apache 
cellar and atmospheric dance. She is imme
diately inspired to do her native dance. Tw o 
apaches want to dance with her and she de
mands they fight for the privilege. Knives 
drawn, and she escapes with a theatrical 
manager who is there in search o f  types for 
his theater. At her home the manager sug
gests she dance at his theater and she con
sents.

The husband returns, shadowed by the 
High Priest, and protests against her dancing 
in public, but she scorns him, casting him off. 
At a reception given by a countess she cops 
her ladyship’s husband for a lover. The 
countess comes to  her home and pleads with 
her to give up her man and she laughs de
risively. The priest emerges and tells the 
countess not to worry.

It is the night o f  her debut as a public per
former. Her husband has taken to drink and 
is a physical wreck. He pleads to be near 
her, even as her servant. She refuses and he 
promptly shoots himself. With her maid she 
thrusts the body in a couch chest as the
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manager and her count-lover rush in and 
inquire about the shot. She says she didn’t 
hear any, and they do not detect the odor of 
freshly discharged gunpowder in the dress
ing room. There follows a sentimental scene 
with her count-lover. The priest marks her 
door with the sign o f death. She is fright
ened’, but brazens it out.

She then appears before the public with 
stage set to represent a native shrine. After 
dancing she strides to the shrine, which ma
terializes into the High Priest, who takes her 
in his arms, kisses her and stabs her to death.

IV

T u r n in g  to the motion picture se
rials, as they are known, I find an even 
greater artistic and literary quality. For 
example, Episode 10 of “ Vengeance 
and the Woman” (Vitagraph), entitled 
“The Cavern o f Terror,” according to 
the synopsis shows us

Blake and his wife, Bess, captives in a 
cavern where they had sought to evade Black 
Jack and his gang. But as Bess was growing 
faint from want o f food, Blake decides to 
run the gauntlet o f the outlaws’ fire and he 
and Bess come out into the open again. They 
are pursued by Black Jack, and finding the 
entrance to a tunnel, hide there. They are 
followed by the outlaws, but manage to make 
the other end first. There they are seen by 
some engineers who come to their rescue and 
a fight takes place between Black Jack’s men 
and the workmen. One o f the engineers is 
killed and in revenge the mountain side upon 
which the outlaws are standing is blasted 
and in a cloud o f earth and rocks their forms 
are buried. But, unfortunately, Blake and 
Bess are caught in the upheaval, too, and 
their fate is left until the next episode.

In another episode of the same chef 
d’oeuvre, called “ The Mountain of 
Devastation,”  we are informed that

W e see Blake rescued from the wolves’ 
gnawing at his body and carried to a nearby 
doctor. W e see Bessie escape from the out
laws by jumping to a tall tree and slipping 
down to her husband below. Next Black 
Jack and his gang dynamite a rock above 
Blake and Bessie, but the pair miraculously 
escape and, finding a cable that will Carry 
them to the other side o f the mountain, they 
start swinging across the perilous gap in the 
mountain when Black Jack sees them and 
cuts the cable. The pair are then plunged 
into the rapids below.

Of Episode 2 in “ The House of

Hate”  (Pathe), called “The Tiger’s 
Eye,”  the announcement relates:

Just in the nick o f time Gresham comes 
to Pearl’s aid and saves her from being 
crushed to death in the yard o f the muni
tions factory, where she was placed by the 
masked confederate o f  the hooded terror. 
They return to the house, and find the police 
investigating the murder o f old man Waldon. 
While investigation is in progress, the masked 
kidnapper returns and as he is about to shoot 
Pearl from the window he is shot by Gres
ham. He lives long enough to tell that he 
was hired to kill the girl, but dies before he 
can divulge the name o f his employer. Later 
that night, Pearl and Gresham arrange a trap, 
whereby they will be able to photograph the 
murderer o f Waldon as he carries out his 
threat to rob the family safe. They place a 
camera in the head o f a tiger rug and when 
the robber, who proves to be the hooded ter
ror, is working on the combination o f the 
safe, the flashlight explodes, allowing the hid
den camera to perform its work. While 
Pearl is developing the film, the hooded ter
ror, who has overpowered the detective on 
guard, enters the darkroom and the episode 
closes with the girl in imminent danger.

While Episode 10 in “ The Hidden 
Hand” (Pathe), entitled “ Cogs of 
Death,”  enravishes us with

The order procured from a magistrate by 
Abner Whitney for Doris and Verda to leave 
the house in which they live. The girls, ac
companied by Jack Ramsay, throw them
selves on the mercy o f the housekeeper, who 
puts them up for the time being in her quar
ters. Abner Whitney has opened the safe 
and has taken the locket which is the only 
key to the secret packet, which is now in the 
possession o f the Hidden Hand, who was al
most killed by the fall o f the chimney in the 
preceding episode, and has been revived by 
a resuscitating machine o f his own invention 
after everything else had failed.

By a ruse, Dr. Scarley tricks Doris to 
come to his home, where he attempts to 
drug her, and in escaping from him the girl 
runs afoul o f the Hidden Hand and his 
henchman, who pursue her until she, in 
desperation, jumps from a bridge into a coal 
car passing below. The impact o f the fall 
stuns the girl and when the car comes to a 
stop the Hidden Hand has the car dumped 
into the coal pockets. The insensible girl 
is caught on the endless chain coal carrier 
and is about to be ground to pieces between 
the cog wheels when the episode fades out.

* * *
Wherewith, I turn the case over to 

the jury.



A SUB-POTOMAC PHENOMENON
By H. L. Mencken

I

OUT in Chicago, the only genuinely 
civilized city in the New World, 
they take the fine arts seriously, 

and get into such frets and excitements 
about them as are raised nowhere else 
save by baseball, murder, political 
treachery, foreign wars and romantic 
loves. Boston is too solemn for such 
frenzies, and too idiotic; the aesthetic 
passion, up there, has been quenched 
by the hose of Harvard; the typical 
Boston aesthete is a professor, and 
hence an embalmer. As for New York, 
its artistic activities are dominated by 
publishers of bad books, sellers of 
eighth-rate (and usually bogus) paint
ings, and social pushers (often Jews 
and always bounders) - who patronize 
music for the advertising that is in it. 
The other towns are vacuums. Hune- 
ker is temporarily in Philadelphia, but 
not a fluid ounce o f Philadelphia is in 
Huneker. In San Francisco George 
Sterling is left blooming alone; the 
Baptists have chased out all other 
friends of beauty and the devil. St. 
Louis? Mention Orrick Johns and Zoe 
Akins and you have said all; Sara Teas- 
dale has moved to New York. Detroit, 
Minneapolis, Milwaukee, New Orleans, 
Baltimore, Washington, Los Angeles, 
Denver, the Indiana towns? To ask is 
to answer. The life of such fat and 
stupid places is absolutely devoid of 
artistic interest; a contrapuntist or a 
dry-point etcher, dumped into any of 
them, would be jailed as a Bolshevik. 
And an artistic question, raised publicly 
in any of them, would get about as 
much attention as a problem in qua
ternions, semasiology or honor.

But not in Chicago. Out there they 
not only produce artists in such num
ber that the produce of all the rest of 
the nation is surpassed; they also de
bate the mysteries and snares of the 
bozart with astounding fervor and co
piousness. Dramatic criticism, in New 
York, is a trade of the chautauqua- 
minded; the most esteemed critics are 
such pious gushers and sobbers as Clay
ton Hamilton and the late William Win
ter. In Chicago the business gets the 
best talent of the town, which is the 
best talent of the country. And so 
with music, and painting, and the 
squeezing of mud, and books. Only 
one New York newspaper prints a lit
erary supplement that anyone above a 
Greek bus boy can read without pain; 
in Chicago every last paper has one. In 
New York the chief music critics are 
merely ambulent card indexes; in Chi
cago they are musicians. In New York 
(and Boston no less)—

But what I started out to do was to 
call attention to the uproarious critical 
battle that has been going on in Chi
cago of late over James Branch Cabell 
— a battle full o f tremendous whoops, 
cracks, wallops and deviltries, with 
critic pulling the nose o f critic, and 
volunteers going over the top in 
swarms, and the air heavy with ink, 
ears, typewriters, adjectives, chair legs 
and strophes from the Greek Anthology. 
And the question, what is it? One of 
morals— Cabell vs. the Comstocks? 
Nay. One o f sales— Cabell as a best
seller? Nay. One of patriotism, poli
tics? Cabell as a Socialist, a forward- 
looker, a wilful one, an agent o f the 
Wilhelmstrasse ? Nay again. The 
question is simply one o f style. Is

138
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Cabell a great stylist, imbecilely over
looked and neglected by the connois
seurs of the republic, or is he simply a 
flashy fellow, a dexterous but essen
tially hollow trickster? This is the 
problem that keeps those young Chica
goans up at night, and sets them to 
writing against one another in high 
astounding terms, and fills their papers 
with articles columns long. A  question 
of style— and within one verst of the 
stockyards! Almost one fancies the 
world bumped by a flying asteroid, and 
the Chicago river suddenly turned 
into the Seine!

Well, it was a long time coming, and 
I am delighted to see it here at last. 
For this Cabell, soon or late, was 
bound to make his splash; the one dan
ger was that it would come half a cen
tury after his death and burial. I roll 
back through my yellowing files and 
find dithyrambs upon his deft mastery 
o f words so long ago as June, 1909— 
praises for his “ artist’s feeling for form 
and color,” his “musician’s feeling for 
rhythm,” the high distinction of his 
style, “ a quality as rare in American 
novels as Christian charity in a Chris
tian bishop.” Nor was I first, or alone. 
His “ The Eagle’s Shadow” had ar
rested the discreet back in 1904; he had 
been in the magazines, including this 
one. But somehow the esteem that he 
thus came into took on a sort of esoteric 
quality; he was admired by enough to 
make a creditable Minyan, but it was in 
silence and behind the door. The news
paper critics, looking for juicy, oleagi
nous romance, couldn’t find it in his 
books. The professors who write for 
the literary weeklies and monthlies 
never heard of him. He passed into a 
state of half-fabulous disembodiment, 
sensed but not quite apprehended. And 
meanwhile he kept on writing books, 
both in prose and in verse.

Now, by dint of the sudden rough- 
house on the lake shore, he is pulled 
out of his shadow, and exhibited be
fore the national calciums. What stands 
revealed is an artist, as artists go 
among us, of the first consideration—a 
man o f novel and ingenious ideas, a

penetrating ironist, a shrewd and infec
tious laugher, a delicate virtuoso of sit
uation, an anatomist of character, one 
who sees into the eternal tragi-comedy 
o f hope and striving, above all, a 
highly accomplished doctor of words. 
It is this last talent which stands above 
all the others, and sets him off from 
the whole herd of native novelists. He 
puts into writing an indefatigable ef
fort and a quite unusual fastidiousness. 
There is not merely the right word; 
there is, far more importantly, the 
right cadence, the right rhythm. He 
could no more concoct a stumbling sen
tence that he could concoct a “glad” 
book. What he has to say, in the last 
analysis, is always secondary; his first 
consideration goes to the way it is said. 
The result, of course, is sometimes an 
appearance of hardness, o f over-labor
ing. Accustomed in the current books 
to a mode of writing that is sluttishly 
loose and unstudied—to a style sug
gesting, more than anything else, a pie- 
woman in a Mother Hubbard— one 
feels, at times, a great tightness in this 
elaboration of effort. But nine times 
out of ten its success disposes of its 
strangeness. In it there is a satisfac
tion that is rare and charming. It is 
writing in the manner of a proficient 
and self-respecting journeyman.

What distinguishes Cabell’s matter, 
as opposed to his manner, is simply his 
ironical detachment, his ethical sophis
tication, his complete removal from all 
the puerile blather that passes for pro
fundity in the modern novel. W hat 
is the “ idea”—the “message,” as the 
lady critics put it—in such a book as 
“The Cream of the Jest” or “ The Rivet 
in Grandfather’s Neck” ? Simply the 
pathetic hollowness of all “ ideas”—the 
sheer fortuitousness and meaningless
ness of the comedy, the eternal helpless
ness and donkeyishness of man. Here 
we have old materials, familiar situa
tions, commonplace romance— and yet 
as skilfully worked over, as brilliantly 
made new, as the blood-tub melodrama 
in the tales of Joseph Conrad. Is it 
mystifying, as certain reviewers have 
set up, that Cabell should go back to
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the Eighteenth Century, and even be
yond? Surely not. What he seeks in 
those old days is the drama of man and 
woman rid o f its current swathings of 
convention and illusion—a drama made 
simple and almost abstract. His char
acters are thus rid of non-essentials; 
they become Pierrots and Pierrettes. A 
somewhat puzzling business, to readers 
saturated with mere timeliness, con
creteness, news interest. But not puz
zling, after all, if we look beneath the 
surface, and see the Pierrot that is in 
every man of us, and the Pierrette that 
is in every woman.

If you are not familiar with the 
books o f Cabell, take a look. He is 
an original, and he will be talked of 
hereafter.

II

T h e  number of novels issued month
ly falls off amazingly. They used to 
roll into my atelier literally by the hun
dred ; now they come by the half dozen. 
Let the war go on for four or five years 
more and they may become so few that 
it will be almost possible to read them. 
If, thus reduced to skeleton battalions, 
they are all as carefully wrought as 
Arnold Bennett’s “ The Pretty Lady” 
(Doran), the job o f going through 
them will lose its old dullness and 
drudgery. Here, though, it is as hol
low as a cream puff, is a truly charm
ing piece of writing—an idle confec
tion, but by an arch-confectioner— the 
ideal novel for a lazy afternoon. Noth
ing that Bennett has done since “ Whom 
God Hath Joined” better demonstrates 
his technical proficiency, his bald skill 
at making a book. It is brisk; it is im
pudent; it is full of waggish irony; it 
pokes fun at all its people; it has its 
moments of downright brilliance. In 
brief, a capital job.

But, as I say, a vacuum at bottom. 
It proceeds prestissimo but it gets no
where. At the end Bennett shameless
ly evades the issue raised by all that 
has gone before—blowing a literary 
cabman’s whistle, he is carried off in 
safety by a god from the machine. That

issue is plainly stated. What is logic
ally to happen when a man of sound 
education and decent position, of sober 
age and prudent habit, of common 
sense and even of a certain mild clever
ness— what is to happen when such a 
normal, everyday, respectable fellow 
finds himself sentimentally intrigued by 
a lady of no position at all— in fine, by a 
lady o f the town? It never happens? 
Go to ! It happens every day. The papers 
are forever full of it. Remember, I 
don’t mean a lady merely déclassé, one 
of dubious history, whispered adven
tures, mysterious misfortune^/, easily 
forgiven and forgotten; I mean one 
frankly overboard, indubitably soiled, a 
professional. Yes, even that happens, 
as I could prove if there were no postal 
laws. But what, precisely, is G. J. 
Hoape to do about it, once Christine 
Dubois has ensnared his fancy? Marry 
her? Set her, as she suggests herself, 
“ among her own furniture”  ? Pay her 
off and try to forget her? Flee from 
her? Chase her away? Temporize 
and make it worse?

A  pretty problem, as the judicious 
will perceive, and one that Bennett, 
spitting on his hands, might have dealt 
with in an exhaustive and perhaps il
luminating manner, throwing off some 
solution at the end to scandalize all the 
virgin critics o f the newspapers. But 
one impossible, I take it, in war-time, 
with so many distractions. At all 
events, one whch the ingenious Bennett 
neatly dodges. One day, faring into the 
streets, Hoape observes Christine 
ahead of him, following and accosting 
man after man. Bang! It is all over. 
The hussy is unmasked ; the story ends ; 
the author proceeds to other business. 
But not by lawful right and permission, 
ladies and gentlemen— not quite hon
esty, as honesty is practised by novel
ists. The reader knows, as the author 
knows, that Christine is really innocent 
— that she is ’sacrificed, and a pretty- 
problem with her, to make her story 
easier telling. A  lamentable truancy, 
to be sure, but almost made amends for 
by its jaunty air. You will get through 
it without pain, and at the end you will
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be consoled by a hope that G. J. and 
Christine are destined to meet again, 
and that next time the affair between 
them will be worked out bravely, and 
in the grand manner.

The remaining novels fall a great 
deal short of “ The Pretty Lady.”  Sir 
Arthur Quiller-Couch’s “ Foe-Farrell” 
(Macmillan) is described in a canned 
review as “ a work of genius . . .
of absolute and triumphant fascina
tion.”  I hope I do no injustice to Sir 
Arthur when I report that this praise 
goes rather too far. “ My People,”  a 
book of short stories by Caradoc Evans 
( Melrose), is skillfully written, but the 
portraits of Welsh Methodists that it 
presents are almost unbearably dis
gusting. It is appalling to think that 
such ghastly fanatics and hypocrites ex
ist in the world; one fairly sickens after 
reading a hundred pages. Nevertheless, 
the thing is probably honestly done. 
The- effects of hell-fire Christianity 
upon an ignorant and isolated people 
are actually those that Mr. Evans sets 
forth; one could find much the same 
types in any average back county of 
the United States. I remember read
ing, two or three years ago, a short 
story by the late Harris Merton Lyon 
which might have gone into the present 
book. Lyon was a man of talent, and 
it was perhaps his best story, but so far 
it has not been published. Such stuff 
is simply impossible in a magazine. 
And as yet no publisher has thought 
to go through Lyon’s work and make a 
book of it.

As for “ His Second W ife,” by Er
nest Poole ( Macmillan), it is a piece of 
mush, and dashes all the hopes raised 
by his first novel, “ The Harbor.” “ The 
Harbor” was somewhat burdened with 
sophomoric ideas, but there was an un
doubted glow in it; it had the rich col
oring that goes with complete sincerity. 
On every page there was evidence that 
it had been written with gusto, almost 
with passion. But “ His Second W ife” 
is simply a moral tale, feeble, wishy- 
washy and unconvincing. Everything 
that is in it— about the corrupting ef
fects of money-lust and display, about

the swinishness o f cabaret “ society” in 
New York, about men’s absurd slavery 
to women— has been said before, and 
better said. The writing, in fact, 
matches the theme. It is dull, snuf
fling, obvious. Not a single memor
able phase. Not a page that sticks in 
the mind. Absolutely nothing of the 
adept and ingratiating workmanship of, 
say, Bennett, or Wells, or George, or 
Cabell, or Walpole, or Mrs. Watts. In  
brief, a fifth-rate novel, and very sad 
to contemplate.

III

A ll  that is yet known about life in 
heaven is succinctly set forth in “ The 
New Revelation,” by Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle, author o f “ The Adventures of 
Sherlock Holmes,” “ The Crime of the 
Congo,” “ The Hound of the Basker- 
villes” and other favorite fancies 
(Doran). It is not, however, fancy 
that he offers here, but, as he himself 
says, cold and indisputable fact. I have 
heard all the great ecclesiastics of the 
age upon the geography, government 
and social organization of heaven, and 
they, have unanimously left me uncon
vinced. All of them are too subjective; 
one feels that subconscious yearnings, 
in the Freudian manner, are corrupt
ing their reports. Dr. Sunday describes 
the sort of heaven that would un
doubtedly please a senile baseball 
player, but leaves out all accommoda
tion for the nobility and gentry. Dr. 
Henry Van Dyke simply pictures 
Princeton, N. J., during a Presbyterian 
Sangerfest. Dr. Newell Dwight Hil- 
lis shows us Brooklyn purged of Tam
many, the Rum Demon, Socialism, Ger
mans, atheism, automatic pianos and 
parturition. And the Fifth avenue rec
tors, taking one with another, get little 
beyond vague pictures of fashionable 
society, with overtones of quiet cock
tails, Corona-Corona cigars and amor
ous intrigue. In these diligent projec
tions of the unknown I find no com
fort. Where is the waiter, Emil? 
Where is the chamber-music ? Where 
is the fellow told off to shoot dogs, ba
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bies, Methodists, poets, owners o f pho
nographs, issuers o f dinner invitations, 
actors, hat-check girls, Bolsheviki ? 
Where are the bouncers employed to 
keep out all women under 751 

Dr. Doyle, at his worst, is not guilty 
o f any such self-centered forgetfulness. 
He doesn’t conjure up a heaven to his 
own taste, forgetting my taste and your 
taste; he confines himself to the few 
details that are positively known. These 
come, not out of his private fancy, but 
from the reports o f persons already in 
celestial residence— in brief, from Ray
mond, Little Brighteyes, Wahwah the 
Indian chief, and all the other tried and 
true communicants. All he does is to 
collate and summarize their reports, in
troducing nothing o f his own invention. 
The facts that emerge are quite simple. 
At the moment o f death a man “ finds 
himself in a spirit body, which is the ex
act counterpart of his old one, save that 
all disease, weakness, or deformity has 
passed from it.”  If he has been de
voured by a wolf, he is nevertheless 
sound and undigested. If he has died 
of drink, there is no Katzenjammer. 
This restored body “ is standing or float
ing beside the old body.”  The dead 
man, for the moment, is not clearly 
aware that he is dead. Seeing the 
nurse still in the room, powdering her 
nose against the arrival of the under
taker, he attempts to speak to her. But 
in vain; she can’t hear him. Then he 
suddenly notices that there are others 
present, dead like himself. With these 
conversation is easier. Some step up 
and shake hands with him. Others kiss 
him. Finally, “ some more radiant 
being,”  apparently a guide for newcom
ers, takes him in charge and proceeds 
to show him the sights.”

Before getting very far, however, the 
candidate begins to feel drowsy, and 
presently he falls asleep. This sleep is 
long and profound; it may “ extend for 
weeks or months.”  Then for his day 
in court, and a rigid examination into 
his doings on earth. The details of 
celestial jurisprudence and penology are 
as yet somewhat uncertain, for those 
who have been through the mill are

naturally rather reticent about tell
ing of their punishment, but Dr. Doyle 
assures us that a belief in Purgatory “ is 
justified by the reports from the other 
side.”  These same reports fix many 
other details o f life there. The inhabi
tants, it appears, live in communities, 
like seeking like. No eating is done, 
but the arts are practised, including 
music. “ Married couples do not neces
sarily reunite,”  but genuine love affairs 
are resumed, though “ there is no sex
uality in the grosser sense and no child
birth.”  The young gradually grow old 
and the old gradually grow younger, 
until all are about the same age. No 
one has any work to do. Clothes are 
still worn, “ as one would expect, since 
there is no reason why modesty should 
disappear.”  Finally, everyone is “ in
tensely happy.”

I commend this clear and trustworthy 
description o f life in heaven to all who 
have been dismayed and disappointed 
by sacerdotal wind-music. Dr. Doyle 
has nothing to sell, nor is he trying to 
scare anyone into subscribing to any 
definite scheme o f theology. All he 
pretends to do is to set down in a sim
plified form what has been communi
cated to gifted mediums by the more 
talkative folks beyond the rainbow. He 
is not a prophet, but merely a reporter. 
I believe that his little book will rid 
your mind o f the doubts and horrors 
which now infest it, as it has rid mine. 
Incidently, he offers some authoritative 
information about poltergeists and other 
such waggish fauna— the Merry An
drews o f heaven. And he tells how 
some friendly spirit, on April 4, 1917, 
warned him in a dream of the Italian 
catastrophe o f the autumn of that year. 
Unluckily, this spirit was unduly sen
tentious. All it said was the single 
word “ Piave.”  Dr. Doyle looked it up 
in his atlas, and found that it was the 
name o f an Italian river. This fact he 
duly reduced to writing, having it wit
nessed by his secretary and his wife. 
But when the Italians thumped into the 
Piave six months later he was as much 
astonished as any o f the rest o f us. I 
confess that, with my limited faculties,
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I am quite unable to discern the pre
cise utility of such prophecies. If the 
spirit knew what was coming off, why 
didn’t it tell the doctor plainly, and so 
give him a chance to warn the Italians ? 
Can it be that it was a Prussian spook, 
bent only upon having some fun with 
a snoring Briton?

IV

S holom  A sch , the extraordinary Yid
dish writer whose novel, “ Mottke the 
Vagabond,”  I reviewed in these inspir
ing pages a few months ago, is fast get
ting into English. Two of his works— 
“ The God of Vengeance,”  translated by 
Dr. Isaac Goldberg (Stratford), and 
“ America,”  translated by James Fuchs 
(Alpha-Omega) — have just gone upon 
the counters, and Dr. Goldberg tells me 
that he is busy with several others. “ The 
God o f Vengeance” (Der Gott von 
Nekume) has been strikingly success
ful on the stage on the Continent. First 
produced by Max Reinhardt at the 
Deutsches Theater in 1910, it has since 
had productions in Russia, Poland, 
Austria, Holland, Norway, Sweden and 
Italy, and in addition has been trans
lated into Hebrew and French. The 
causes of this great popularity, however, 
are to be sought only partly in the in
trinsic merit of the play. It shows, to 
be sure, a very respectable craftsman
ship, and there is in it something of that 
skilled evocation o f an implacable Fate 
which gives such remarkable impres
siveness to the same author’s one-acter, 
“The Sinner.”  But in the main its suc
cess must be ascribed to two much 
lower characters, the first being its con
cern with prostitution, always an en
chanting subject to theater audiences, 
and the other being the thumping moral 
that mellows and adorns it.

That moral is affecting enough and 
obvious enough to get the play a fa
vorable hearing in the United States. 
Moreover, it is harsh enough to appease 
the Comstocks and other such obscene 
vermin, who might otherwise bring up 
objections to the subject. But in the 
very structure of the play there is a

defect that greatly handicaps it on this 
side o f the water. The whole action 
grounds itself upon the fact that the 
central character, a man who owns and 
operates a brothel, maintains the es
tablishment in the building which also 
houses his family—that his home and 
his business are separated only by a 
door. This, it seems to me, is too much 
for an American audience to swallow. 
Made familiar, by the enormous litera
ture o f vice-crusading, sex hygiene, 
woman suffrage, birth control and the 
allied sciences, with the precise technic 
o f prostitution as it is carried on in the 
United States, the veriest flapper would 
gag at such an assumption. The 
adapter would have to move Yekel 
Tchaftchovitch away from the scene of 
his regrettable trafficking—and moving 
him away would hamstring the play. 
A  frivolous objection? A  difficulty 
easy to bridge? Well, a difficulty a 
good deal less serious finished a far bet
ter play, to wit, Franz Adam Beyer- 
lein’s “Zapfenstreich.”

I have spoken of the drama’s thump
ing moral. It is lifted from Holy Writ, 
and is to the effect that the sins of the 
fathers are visited upon the children. 
Tchaftchovitch, married to a former 
prostitute, is the father o f a pretty and 
charming daughter. This child he loves 
sincerely, and so he tries to bring her 
up in ways of virtue, and to make a fine 
lady of her. But fate is against it. She 
conceives a girlish affection for one of 
the women in the parental den of sin, 
is led astray by this creature, and passes 
from the scene a beginning prostitute 
herself. The savagery of this moral—  
and hence its charm to devotees of “ the 
God o f vengeance”— is sadly amelior
ated by the fact that the girl is idiotic
ally exposed— that mere secular temp
tation has quite as much to do with her 
downfall as the inexorable workings of 
divine frightfulness. The true moral
ist, the so-called “ good man,”  would 
scarcely be content with the process. 
What he craves in morality is some
thing fiercer— something more sneaking 
and sinister. His ideal would be the 
spectacle of a respectable granddaugh
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ter driven into prostitution by the single 
aberrance, long since forgotten, of a 
grandfather she has been brought up to 
think of as having been chemically pure.

But this Asch, for all his foreignness, 
remains a clever fellow, and it is pleas
ant to see his work getting into English. 
His “ America”  is a novelette dealing 
with the immigration to New York o f 
a Russian-Jewish family of the lower 
class— educated, proud and intensely 
Jewish, but poor and incompetent. The 
same story has been handled on a much 
larger scale by Abraham Cahan in “ The 
Rise o f David Levinsky.”  Like Ca
han, Asch presents, not America’s hope 
and expectation o f the immigrant, but 
the immigrant’s reaction to America—  
thus avoiding all the customary gabble 
about melting-pots. The immigrant 
does not come to Ellis Island to be 
melted in a pot; he comes to make 
money, and his chief desire, at least at 
the start, is to make it with the least 
possible yielding o f his native customs 
and habits o f mind. His attitude to
ward American ways o f doing things is 
thus primarily hostile; it takes him a 
good while to see only misunderstand
ing in what appears superficially to be 
malignant cruelty. Have you ever, 
lolling over the bridge rail o f the prom
enade deck, watched the doctors lining 
up the steerage passengers, looking 
down their throats, turning back their 
eyelids, now and then ordering one to 
stand aside? And have you ever 
thought of what must be going on in the 
terror-stricken minds o f the ones or
dered to stand aside? Well, Asch tries 
to make it plain. It is a harsh little 
book, but it has its moments.

David Pinski is another Yiddish au
thor who gradually emerges from pot
hooks. His “ Three Plays,”  translated 
by the indefatigable and judicious Gold
berg (Huebsch) , comprise “ Isaac Shef- 
tel,”  a modern social tragedy, some
what in the manner o f Gorky; “ The 
Last Jew,”  a tragedy o f the Russian 
massacres, and “ The Dumb Messiah,” 
an historical piece. O f the three, “ The 
Last Jew” is the most interesting. The

catastrophe in it is not merely a catas
trophe to individual men and women; 
it is a catastrophe to an ancient culture. 
The true tragedy o f the Jews, indeed, is 
not that they are persecuted and reviled, 
but that they seek an ignominious se
curity by ceasing to be Jews. I have 
seen them where they are theoretically 
at the bottom o f the wheel, in the towns 
of Lithuania, and I have seen them, as 
you have, where they are at the top, in 
New York. In the former, for all their 
poverty, there was yet something proud, 
heroic, noble, almost majestic about 
them. There, in the midst o f a malevo
lent and uncomprehending barbarism, 
they kept unflinchingly to their old 
faith, their archaic civilization, their 
brave dignity, their whole romantic 
Jewishness. I remember well how a 
doddering senior, his beard covering 
him to the middle, unlocked the door of 
the Wilna synagogue and showed me 
the treasures within. It was a place 
somehow august and silencing, a seat 
and temple o f the oldest culture sur
viving in the world, a mighty fortress 
o f immemorial mysteries. In the drab 
dignity o f that ancient house, and in 
the aloof stateliness o f the old man him
self, there were a boast and a chal
lenge ; it was something to be a Jew, and 
his very bearing said it. But in New 
York? I can see only a civilization in 
quick disintegration, a faith reduced to 
mere bosh and bombast, a people made 
puerile and ridiculous. The Jew, with 
the club o f advertising in his hand, be
comes a “ Hebrew.”  Israel becomes 
Irving. I think o f that old man, and 
then I think o f a crowd o f rich cads at 
a “ charity”  dinner, outbidding one an
other for tomorrow’s headlines—the 
Jehuda ha-Nasis o f the new Judaism.

No space remains for the other plays 
o f the month. The publishers all tell 
me that the taste for reading plays is 
declining, but the number they print di
minishes very little. A  new publisher, 
Egmont Arens, begins an attractive 
series with “ Night,”  by James Oppen- 
heim. Surely there must be a public 
for such things, despite the lugubrious 
reports of the Barabbases.
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