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ROMANCE
By Charles Glendon

Some day I may see her again . . . . . .  ,

I  only hope that, remembering, I do not laugh.

S.S.—Mar.— 1 1



ONE OF THE FAMILY 
By Marguerite Smith

HORTENSE was immersed in a 
pamphlet entitled “Chronic Ca
tarrh Among Elderly People.” 

From time to time she sighed deeply.
Her black tomcat, Joe Gans, yawned 

pinkly, and yearned, like Shelley, for 
the night.

Hortense, absorbed, read on. In its 
bowl near at hand her goldfish rubbed 
its nose on the glass, sure that it would 
in time wear through to liberty. The 
clock ticked dryly. “These married 
men!” it seemed to say.

Hortense laid aside the pamphlet 
with a final sigh. The vodka she had 
stolen from her grandmother’s scanty 
store began to assert itself, and her mind 
leaped vividly from thought to thought,

grave or gay, in a confused and pa
thetic panorama.

She thought of her latest Swami, of 
strawberry ice-cream, of her diabetic 
aunt, of her fiance’s misplaced chivalry, 
of Edward Bok’s distaste for the 
nymphe du pave, of the last lie she 
had caught her mother in, of Ezra 
Pound, of the minister’s breath, of the 
delicate beauty of Paul Elmer More, 
of her brother’s love of war-stories, of 
Amelia Bingham, of ripe olives, of her 
sister’s unfortunate indiscretion, of the 
Saturday Evening Post, of the rising 
price of bacon, of sentimental photo
plays, of Bulgarian bacilli.

“After all,” she murmured, “there is 
always God.”

UNHAPPY
By Oscar C . Williams

E VEN the dew,
 Whose life has all the splendour it can hold, 

Is not happy;
All morning 
It trembles and dreams 
Of the cool, pale stars.

I T is a terrible day for a husband when his wife kisses him and he cannot 
discern her motive instantly.
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A C YCLE OF M ANHATTAN
By Thyra Samter W inslow

I

THE Rosenheimers arrived in New 
York on a day in April. New 
York, flushed with the first touch 

of Spring, moved on inscrutably, al
most suavely unawares. It was the 
greatest thing that had ever happened 
to the Rosenheimers, and even in the 
light of the profound experiences that 
were to follow it kept its vast grandeur 
and separateness, its mysterious and 
benumbing superiority. Viewed later, 
in half-fearful retrospect, it took on 
the character of something unearthly, 
unmatchable and never quite clear—a 
violent gallimaufry of strange tongues, 
humiliating questionings, freezing un
certainties, sudden and paralyzing ac
tivities.

The Rosenheimers came by way of 
the Atlantic Ocean, and if anything re
mained unclouded in their minds it was 
a sense of that dour and implacable 
highway’s unfriendliness. They thought 
of it ever after as an intolerable mo
tion, a penetrating and suffocating 
smell. They saw it through drenched 
skylights—now and then as a glimpse 
of blinding blue on brisk, heaving 
mornings. They remembered the 
harsh, unintelligible exactions of offi
cials in curious little blue coats. They 
dreamed for years of endless nights in 
damp, smothering bunks. They carried 
off the taste of strange foods, barba
rously served. The Rosenheimers came 
in the steerage.

There were, at that time, seven of 
them, if you count Mrs. Feinberg. As 
Mrs. Feinberg had, for a period of 
eight years—the age of the oldest Ro- 
senheimer child—-been called nothing

but Grandma by the family and occa
sionally Grandma Rosenheimer by out
siders, she was practically a Rosen
heimer, too. Grandma was Mrs. Ro- 
senheimer’s mother, a decent, simple, 
round-shouldered “sheideled,” little old 
woman, to whom life was a ceaseless 
washing of dishes, making of beds, car
ing for children and cooking of meals. 
She ruled them all, unknowing.

The head of the house of Rosen
heimer was, fittingly, named Abraham. 
This had abbreviated itself, even in 
Lithuania, to a more intimate Abe. 
Abe Rosenheimer was thirty-three, sal
low, thin-cheeked and bearded, with a 
slightly aquiline nose. He was already 
growing bald. He was not tall and he 
stooped. He was a clothing cutter by 
trade. Since his marriage, nine years 
before, he had been saving to bring 
his family over. Only the rapid in
crease of its numbers had prevented 
him coming sooner.

Abraham Rosenheimer was rather a 
silent man and he looked stern. Al
though he recognized his inferiority in 
a superior world, he was not without 
his ambitions. These looked toward a 
comfortable home, his own chair with 
a lamp by it, no scrimping about meat 
at meals and a little money to put by. 
He had heard stories about fortunes 
that could be made in America and in 
his youth they had stirred him. Now 
he was not much swayed by them. He 
was fond of his family and he wanted 
them “well taken care of,” but in the 
world that he knew the rich and the 
poor were separated by an unscalable 
barrier. Unless incited temporarily to 
revolution by fiery acquaintances he 
was content to h ope for a simple liv
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ing, work not too hard or too long, a 
a little leisure, tranquillity.

He had a comfortable faith which 
included the belief that, if a man does 
his best, he’ll usually be able to make 
a living for his family. “Health is the 
big thing,” he would say, and “The 
Lord will provide.” Outside of his 
prayer-book, he did little reading. It 
never occurred to . him that he might 
be interested in the outside world. He 
knew of the existence of none of the 
arts. His home and his work were all 
he had ever thought about.

Mrs. Rosenheimer, whose first name 
was Minnie, was thirty-one. She was 
a younger and prettier reproduction of 
her mother, plump and placid, with a 
mouth inclined to petulancy.

There were four Rosenheimer chil
dren. Yetta was eight, Isaac six, Car
rie three and little Emanuel had just 
had his first birthday. Yetta and Car
rie were called by their own first names, 
but Isaac, in America, almost immedi
ately gave way to Ike and little Eman
uel became Mannie. They were much 
alike, dark-haired, dark-eyed, restless, 
shy, wondering.

The Rosenheimers had several ac
quaintances in New York, people from 
the little village near Grodno who had 
proceeded them to America. Most of 
these now lived in the Ghetto that was 
arising on the East Side of New York, 
and Rosenheimer had thought that his 
family would go there, too, so as to be 
near familiar faces. He had written, 
several months before, to one Abram
son, a sort of distant cousin, who had 
been in America for twelve years. As 
Abramson had promised to inept them, 
he decided to rely on Abramson’s judg
ment in finding a home in the city.

Abramson was at Ellis Island and 
greeted the family with vehement em
braces. He seemed amazingly well 
dressed and at home. He wore a large 
watchchain and no less than four rings. 
He introduced his wife, whom he had 
married since coming to America, 
though she, too, had come from the old 
country. She wore silk and carried a 
parasol.

“I’ve got a house all picked out for 
you,” he explained in familiar Yiddish. 
“It isn’t in the Ghetto, where some of 
our friends live, but it’s cheap, with 
lots of comforts and near where you 
can get work, too.”

Any house would have suited the 
Rosenheimers. Thvjy were pitifully 
anxious to get settled, to rid themselves 
of the foundationless feeling which had 
fallen possession of them. With eager 
docility, Yetta carrying Mannie and 
each of the others carrying a portion 
of the bundles of wearing apparel and 
feather comforts which formed their 
luggage, they followed Abramson to a 
surface car and to their new home. 
In their foreign clothes and with their 
bundles they felt almost as uncomfort
able as they had been on shipboard.

The Rosenheimers’ new home was in 
MacDougal Street. They looked with 
awe on the exterior and pronounced 
it wonderful.. Such a fine building! Of 
red brick it was! There were three 
stories. The first story was a stable, 
the big door open. Little Isaac had to 
be pulled past the restless horses in 
front of it. The whole family stood 
for a moment, drinking in the wonders, 
then followed Abramson up the stairs. 
On the second floor several families 
lived in what the Rosenheimers thought 
was palatial grandeur. Even their own 
home was elegant. It consisted of two 
rooms—the third floor front. They 
could hardly be convinced that they 
were to have all that space. There was 
a stove in the second room and gas fix
tures in both of them—and there was a . 
bathroom, with running water, in the 
general hall! The Rosenheimers didn’t 
see that the paper was falling from the 
walls and that, where it had been gone 
for some years, the plaster was falling, 
too. Nor that the floor was roughly 
uneven.

“Won’t it be too expensive?” asked 
Rosenheimer. Abramson chuckled. 
Though he himself was but a trimmer 
by trade, he was pleased with the role 
of fairy godfather. He liked twirling 
wonders in the faces of these simple 
folk. In comparison,, he felt himself
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quite a success, a cosmopolite. Just 
about Rosenheimer’s age, he had small 
deposits in two savings banks, a three- 
room apartment, a wife and two Amer
ican sons, Sam and Morrie. Both were 
in public school, and both could speak 
“good English.” He patted Rosen- 
heimer on the back jovially.

“You don’t need to worry,” he said. 
“A good cutter here in New York don’t 
have to worry. Even a ‘greenhorn’ 
makes a living. There’s half a dozen 
places you can choose from. I’ll tell 
you all about it, and where to go, to
morrow. Now, we’ll go over to my 
house and have something to eat. Then 
you’ll see how you’ll be living in a few 
years. You can borrow some things 
from us until you get your own. My 
wife will be glad to go with Mrs. Ro- 
senheimer and show her where to buy.”

The Rosenheimers gave signs of sat
isfaction as they dropped their bundles 
and sat down on the empty boxes that 
stood around, or on the floor. This 
was something like it! Here they had 
a fine home in a big brick house, a sure 
chance of Rosenheimer getting a good 
job, friends to tell them about things— 
they had already found their place in 
New York! Grandma, trembling with 
excitement, took Mannie in her arms 
and held him up dramatically.

"See, Mannie, see Mannischen—this 
is fine—this is the way to live!”

II

T h i n g s  turned out even more mirac
ulously than the Rosenheimers had 
dared to hope. After only three days 
Rosenheimer found a job as a pants 
cutter at the fabulous wages he had 
heard of. He could not only pay the 
high rent, twelve dollars a month, he 
would also have enough left." Over for 
food and clothes, and to furnish the 
home, if they were careful. Maybe, 
after the house was in order, there 
would even be a little to put by. 
Of course it was no use being too 
happy about it, he told Mrs. Rosen
heimer.

“It looks fine now, but you know you

can’t always tell. It takes a whole lot 
to feed a big family.”

Although secretly delighted, he was 
solemn and rather silent over his good 
fortune. Abraham Rosenheimer was a 
cautious man.

Mrs. Abramson initiated Grandma 
and Mrs. Rosenheimer into New York 
buying. It was fascinating, even more 
so than buying had been at home. 
There were neighborhood shops where 
Yiddish was spoken, and already the 
family was beginning to learn a little 
English. Mrs. Rosenheimer listened 
closely to what people said and the 
children picked up words, playing in the 
street.

The next weeks were orgies of buy
ing. Not that much was bought, for 
there wasn’t much money and it had 
to be spent very carefully, but each 
article meant exploring, looking and 
haggling. Grandma took the lead in 
buying—didn’t Grandma always do 
such things ? Grandma was only fifty- 
seven and spry for her age. Didn’t she 
take care of the children and do more 
than her share of the housework?

Grandma was supremely happy. She 
liked to buy and she felt that mer
chants couldn’t fool her, even in this 
strange country. A table was the first 
thing purchased. It was almost new 
and quite large. It was pine and bare 
of finish, but, after Grandma had 
scrubbed it and scoured it it looked 
clean and wholesome. It was quite a 
nice table and only wobbled a little 
when you leaned on it heavily, for the 
legs weren’t quite even. One was a 
little loose and Grandma didn’t seem 
able to fasten it. Assisted by Mrs. 
Rosenheimer and Yetta, she scrubbed 
the whole flat, so that it equaled the 
new table in immaculateness. There 
were families who liked dirt—Grandma 
had seen them, even in America—but 
she was glad she didn’t belong to one 
of them.

Then came chairs, each one picked 
out with infinite care and much sibilant 
whispering between Grandma, Mrs. 
Rosenheimer and Mrs. Abramson. 
There was a rocker, slat-backed, from
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which most of the slats were missing, 
though it still rocked “as good as new.” 
The next chair was leather-covered, 
though the leather was cut through in 
places, allowing the horse-hair stuffing 
to protrude. But, as Mrs. Abramson 
pointed out, this was an advantage, it 
showed that the filling wasn’t an infe
rior cotton. There were two straight 
chairs, one with a leatherette seat, 
nailed on with bright-colored nails, the 
other with a wicker seat, quite neatly 
mended. There was a cot for Grand
ma and a bed for Mr. and Mrs. Rosen- 
heimer and Emanuel. The other chil
dren were well and strong and could 
sleep on the floor, of course. Hadn’t 
they brought fine soft feathers with 
them ?

All of the furniture was second—or 
third—hand and the previous owners 
had not treated it with much care. So 
Grandma got some boxes to help out, 
and she and the Rosenheimers worked 
over them, pulling and driving nails. 
Finally they had a cupboard which held 
all of the new dishes—almost new, if 
you don’t mind a few hardly noticeable 
nicked edges—and decorated with fine 
pink roses. Some of the boxes were 
still used as chairs, “to help out.” One 
fine, high one did very nicely as an 
extra table, with a grand piece of brand- 
new oilcloth, in a marbled pattern, 
tacked over it. They had a home now.

Grandma and Mrs. Rosenheimer 
marketed every day at the stores and 
markets in the neighborhood. Rosen
heimer sometimes complained that they 
used too much money, but, then, he 
“liked to eat well,” The little Rosen
heimers grew round and merry.

Grandma and Mr. and Mrs. Rosen
heimer, looking at the children and at 
their two big rooms-^-all their own and 
so nicely furnished—could hardly im
agine anything finer. Grandma and 
Rosenheimer were absolutely at peace. 
But Mrs. Rosenheimer knew that, with 
more money, there were a lot of things 
you could buy. She had walked 
through Washington Square and up 
Fifth Avenue. She had seen people in 
fine clothes, people of her own race, too.

She didn’t have much, after all. Still, 
most of the time she was content.

Gradually, too, Rosenheimer saw 
shadows of wealth. He heard rumors 
of how fortunes were made overnight 
—his boss now, a few years before, 
had been a poor boy. . . . Nevertheless, 
smoking his cigarettes and reading his 
Yiddish paper after his evening meal, 
or talking with Abramson or one of the 
men he had met, he was Well satisfied 
with New York as he had found it.

I l l

As the months passed, the Rosen
heimers drank in, unbelievably fast, the 
details of the city. Already the chil
dren were beginning to speak English, 
not just odd words, here and there, but 
whole sentences. Already, too, they 
were beginning to be ashamed of being 
“greenhorns” and were planning the 
time when they could say they had been 
over for years or had been born here. 
Little Mannie was beginning to talk and 
everyone said he spoke English with
out an accent.

Yetta and Ike started to school. Each 
day they brought home some startling 
bit of information that the family re
ceived and assimilated without an eye- 
wink. Although most of the men at 
the shop spoke Yiddish, Rosenheimer 
was learning English, too. He even 
.spoke, vaguely, about learning to read 
it and write it, and he began to look 
over English papers, now and then, in
terestedly. . Mrs. Rosenheimer also 
showed faint literary leanings and 
sometimes asked questions about 
things.

Ike was always eager to tell every
thing he had learned. In a sharp little 
voice he would instruct, didactically, 
anyone within hearing distance. He 
rather annoyed Rosenheimer, who was 
not blinded by the virtues of his eldest 
son. But he was Mrs. Rosenheimer’s 
favorite. She would sit, hands folded 
across her ample lap, smiling proudly 
as he unrolled his fathomless knowl
edge.

“Listen at that boy! Ain’t he won
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derful, the way he knows so much?” 
she would exclaim.

Yetta’s learning took the form, prin
cipally, of wanting things. Each day, 
it seemed, she could find out something 
else she didn’t have, that belonged to 
all American children. And, no mat
ter how penniless Rosenheimer had just 
declared himself to be, unsmilingly and 
a bit shamefacedly, he would draw 
pennies out of the depths of the pocket 
of his shiny trousers.

Only Grandma showed no desire to 
learn the ways of the new country. She 
didn’t mind picking up a little English, 
of course, though she’d got along very 
nicely all of her life without it. Still, 
in a new country, it didn’t hurt to 
know something about the language. 
But as for reading—well, Yiddish was 
good enough for her, though she didn’t 
mind admitting she didn’t read Yiddish 
very easily. Grandma had little use for 
the printed word.

Each week the Rosenheimers’ clothes 
changed nearer to the prevailing styles 
of MacDougal Street. Only a few 
weeks after they arrived Mrs. Rosen
heimer, overcome by her new surround
ings, bought, daringly, a lace sailor col
lar, which she fastened around the neck 
of her old-world costume. As the 
months passed, even this failed to sat
isfy. Th& dress itself finally disap
peared, reappearing as a school frock 
for Yetta, and Mrs. Rosenheimer wore 
a modest creation of red plaid worsted 
which Grandma and she had made, huge 
sleeves, bell skirt and all, after one they 
had seen in Washington Square on a 
“society lady.”

Just a year after they arrived in 
America, Mrs. Rosenheimer discarded 
her sheidel. She even tried to per
suade Grandma to leave hers off, but 
Grandma demurred. There were things 
you couldn’t do decently, even in a new 
country. Mrs. Rosenheimer made the 
innovation in a spirit of fear, but when 
no doom overtook her and she found, 
in a few Weeks, how “stylish” she 
looked, she never regretted the change. 
She was wearing curled bangs, good as 
the next one, before long.

Little Ike had a new suit, bought 
ready-made, his first bought suit, not 
long afterwards. The trousers were a 
bit too long, but surely that was an ad
vantage, for he was growing fast, going 
on eight. They couldn’t call him a 
“greenhorn” now. He came home, too, 
with reports of how smart his teacher 
said he was and of the older boys, un
believers, whom he had “got ahead of” 
in school. His shrill voice would grow 
louder and higher as he would explain 
to the admiring Mrs. Rosenheimer and 
Grandma what a fine lad he was getting 
to be.

Other signs of change now appeared. 
Scarcely a year had gone by before lace 
curtains appeared at the two front win
dows. They were of different patterns, 
but what of that? They had been 
cheaper that way, as “samples.” By 
tautly drawn strings, white and stiff 
they clung, adding a touch of elegance 
to the abode. Only three months la
ter a couch was added, the former gran
deur of its tufted surface not at all 
dimmed by a few years of wear. Yetta 
and Carrie slept on it, luxuriously, one 
at each end. It was a long couch and 
they were so little.

Then a cupboard for dishes appeared. 
Grandma bought it from a family that 
was “selling out.” It had glass doors. 
At least there had been glass doors. 
One was broken now, but who noticed 
that ? In the corner of the front room, 
oppposite the couch, it looked very 
“stylish.” And not long afterward 
there was carpet in the front room, 
three strips of it, with a red and green 
pattern. Then, indeed, the Rosenheim
ers felt that they could, very proudly, 
“be at home to their friends.” They 
had company now, families of old 
friends and new, from the Ghetto and 
from their own neighborhood. And 
they visited, en masse, in return.

There wasn’t much money, of course. 
Rosenheimer was getting good wages, 
but children eat a lot and beg for pen
nies between meals. And shoes! But 
like many men of his race and disposi
tion, Rosenheimer never contributed 
quite all of his funds to his household.
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Nor did he take his women into his 
confidence. He felt that they could 
not counsel him wisely, which was 
probably right, for neither Grandma 
nor Mrs. Rosenheimer was interested 
in anything outside of their home and 
their friends. Besides this, he had a nat
ural secrecy, a dislike of talking things 
over with his family. So, each week, 
he made an infinitesimal addition to the 
savings account he had started. He 
even considered various investments— 
he knew of men who were buying the 
tenements in which they lived on wages 
no bigger than his, living in the base
ment and taking care of the house out
side of working hours. But he felt that 
he was still too much the “greenhorn” 
for such enterprises, so he kept on with 
his small and secret savings.

IV

I n  1897 another member was added 
to the family. This meant a big ex
pense, a midwife and later a doctor, but 
Rosenheimer had had a raise by this 
time—he was, in fact, now a foreman 
—so the expense was met without dif
ficulty. There was real joy at the arri
val of this baby—more than at the com
ing of any of the previous children. 
For this was an American baby, and 
seemed, in some way, to make the whole 
family more American. The baby was 
a girl and even the sex seemed satis
factory, though, of course, at every 
previous addition the Rosenheimers 
had hoped for a boy.

There was a great discussion, then, 
about names. Before this, a baby had 
always been named after some dead an
cestor or relative without much ado. 
It was best to name a child after a 
relative, but, according to custom, if 
the name didn’t quite suit, you took the 
initial instead. By some process of 
reasoning, this was supposed to be 
naming the child “after” the honored 
relative. Now the Rosenheimers want
ed something grandly American for the 
new baby. Grandma wanted Dora, 
after her mother. But Dora didn’t 
sound American enough. Ike suggest

ed Della, but that didn’t suit, either. 
Finally Yetta brought home Dorothy. 
It was a very stylish name, it seemed, 
and was finally accepted.

Little Emanuel, aged four, was told 
that “his nose was out of joint.” He 
cried and felt of it. If seemed quite 
straight to him. It was. He was a 
handsome little fellow, and, when Mrs. 
Rosenheimer took him out with her, 
folks would stop and ask about him. 
She was glad when she could answer 
them in English. And as for Mannie— 
at four he talked as if no other country 
than America had ever existed.

Very gradually, Mrs. Rosenheimer 
grew tired of MacDougal Street. She 
tried to introduce this dissatisfaction 
into the rest of the family. Grandma 
was very happy here. With little shrugs 
and gestures she decried any further 
change. Weren’t they all getting along 
finely? Wasn’t Rosenheimer near his 
work? Weren’t the children fat and 
healthy? What could they have better 
than this—two rooms, running water, 
gas and everything? Didn’t they know 
people all around them? Rosenheimer 
was indifferent. Some of his friends, 
including the Abramsons, had already 
moved “farther out.” Still, he didn’t 
see the use of spending so much money; 
they were all right where they were. 
Times were hard; you couldn’t tell 
what might happen. Still, if Minnie 
had her heart set on it—. The chil
dren were ready for any change.

Mrs. Rosenheimer, revolving the 
matter endlessly in her mind, found 
many reasons for moving. All of her 
friends, it seemed, ha d fled from the 
noise and dirt of MacDougal Street. 
On first coming to New York she had 
been disappointed at not living in the 
Ghetto over on the East Side. Now, 
when she visited there, she wondered 
how she had ever liked it. When she 
moved she wanted something really fine 
—and where her friends were, too. 
She had a good many friends outside 
of the Ghetto now. On arriving in 
America she hadn’t known MacDougal 
Street was dirty. She knew it now. 
And the little Italian children in the
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neighborhood—oh, they were all right, 
of course, but—not just whom you’d 
want your children to play with, ex
actly. Why, every day Ike would come 
home with terrible things they had said 
to him. And their home, which had 
looked so grand, was old and ugly, too, 
when compared with those of other 
people. Of course Grandma liked it, 
but, after all, Grandma was old-fash
ioned. Mrs. Rosenheimer discovered, 
almost in one breath, that her mother 
belonged to a passing generation, and 
didn’t keep up with the times—that she, 
herself, really had charge of the house
hold.

Out in East Seventy-seventh Street 
there were some tenements, not at all 
like those of MacDougal Street nor the 
Ghetto, but brand-new, just the same 
as rich people had. Each flat had a 
regular kitchen with a sink and running 
water and a fine new gas stove. The 
front room had a mirror in it that be
longed to the house—and — unbeliev
ably but actually true—there was a 
bathroom for each family. It had a 
tub in it, painted white, and a wash- 
stand—both with running water—and 
already there was oilcloth, in blue and 
white, on the bathroom floor. The out
er halls had gas in them that burned 
all night-r—some sort of a law. Those 
tenements were elegant—that was the 
way to live.

Rosenheimer got another raise. 
There was some sort of an organiza
tion of cutters, a threatened strike, and 
then sudden success. Mrs. Rosen
heimer never understood much about 
it, but it meant more money. Now 
Rosenheimer had no legitimate reason 
for keeping his family in MacDougal 
Street.

So he and Mrs. Rosenheimer and 
Grandma went out to the new tene
ments and looked around. Mrs. Ro
senheimer acted as spokesman, talking 
with the woman at the renting office, 
asking questions, pointing things out. 
At the end of the afternoon Rosen
heimer rented one of the four- 
room flats in a new tenement build
ing.

On the way home, Mrs. Rosenheimer 
leaned close to her husband:

“Ain’t it grand, the way we are go
ing to live now ?” she asked.

“If we can pay for it.”
“With you doing so well, how you 

talk!”
“Good enough, but money, these 

days—”
“Abe, do you want to do something 

for me?”
“Go on, something more to spend 

money on.”
“Not a cent, Abe. Only, won’t you 

-—shave your beard ? Moving to a new 
neighborhood and all. Not for me, 
but the neighbors should see what an 
American father the children have got.” 

Rosenheimer frowned a bit uneasily. 
Mrs. Rosenheimer didn’t  refer to it 
again, but three days later he came 
home strangely thin and white-looking 
-—his beard gone. Only a little mus
tache, soft and mixed with red, re
mained.

Before the Rosenheimers moved they 
sold the worst of their furniture to the 
very men from whom they bought it, 
five years before, taking only the big 
bed, the table and the couch. It was 
Mrs. Rosenheimer who had insisted on 
this.

“Trash we’ve got, when you com
pare it to the way others live. We 
need new things in a fine new flat.”

On the day they were moving, Yetta 
said something. The family were 
amazed into silence. Yetta was thir
teen now, a tall girl, rather plump, with 
black hair and flashing eyes.

“When we move, let’s get rid of some 
of our name,” she said. “I hate it. 
It’s awfully long—Rosenheimer. No
body ever says it all, anyhow. Let’s 
call ourselves Rosenheim.”

“Why, why,” muttered her father, 
finally, “how you talk! Change my 
name, as if I was a criminal or some
thing?”

“Aw,” Yetta pouted,, she was her 
father’s favorite and she knew it, “this 
family of greenhorns make me tired. 
Rosenheimer—if it was longer you’d 
like it better. Ike Rosenheimer and
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Carrie Rosenheimer and Yetta Rosen- 
heimer! It’s awful. Leaving off two 
letters would only help a little—and 
that’s too much for you. Since the 
Abramsons moved they are Abrams, and 
you know it. And Sam—do you know 
what? At school they called him Mac- 
Dougal because he lived here on this 
street and he liked it better than Sam, 
so he’s calling himself MacDougal 
Abrams now. And here, you old- 
timers—”

“She’s right, Mamma,” said Ike, “our 
names are awful.”

Mannie didn’t say anything. He 
sucked a great red lollypop. At six one 
doesn’t care much about names. Nor 
did Carrie, who was eight.

There was a letter-box for each fam
ily in the entrance hall of the new 
tenement building and a space for the 
name of the family just above it. May
be Rosenheimer had taken the advice 
of his children. Perhaps he wrote in 
large letters and couldn’t get all of his 
name in the space made for it. Any
how, Rosenheim was announced to the 
world as the occupant of Flat 52.

 V

F l a t  52  was quite as handsome as 
Mrs. Rosenheim had dreamed it would 
be. There were four rooms in it. In 
the parlor was the famous built-in mir
ror, with a ledge below it to hold orna
ments. And, before long, ornaments 
there were, three big vases. They 
were got with coupons from the coffee 
and tea store at the corner—it was a 
lucky thing all the Rosenheims liked 
coffee. There was thè couch, too, but 
best of all was the new table. It was 
brand-new—no one else had ever used 
it before. Mrs. Rosenheim bought it 
in Avenue A and was paying for it 
weekly out of the household allowance. 
It was red and shiny and round and 
each little Rosenheim was warned not 
to press sticky fingers on it, though it 
was always full of finger marks.

On the table was a mat of blue plush 
and on the plush mat was—yes—a book 
—“Wonders of Natural History.” It

had been Yetta’s birthday present from 
her father and was quite handsome 
enough, colored pictures, red binding 
and all, to grace even this gem of a 
table. There was a new rug in this 
room, too, though it was new only to 
the Rosenheims. There were roses 
woven right into it and Grandma 
thought it was the most beautiful thing 
she had ever seen. She liked to sit 
and look at it as she rocked.

Yetta, Carrie and Grandma slept in 
the front room—just the three of them 
alone in the biggest room. There was a 
cot, covered with a Turkish spread for 
the girls and Grandma slept on the 
couch—no sleeping on the floor any 
more for this family. So wonderful 
was the new home that there was a bed
room devoted exclusively to the rites of 
sleeping. Mr. and Mrs. Rosenheim and 
Dorothy occupied it. The third room 
was the dining-room, where Ike and 
Mannie slept all alone on a cot and 
weren’t afraid. No one slept in the 
kitchen or bathroom at all. In the din
ing-room there was a whole “set” of 
furniture, bought from the family that 
was moving out, a square table and six 
chairs. It was lucky Mannie and Dor
othy were so little they could sit on 
others’ laps.

The dining-room, with its fine “set,” 
brought the habit of regular meals with 
it. In MacDougal Street there was a 
supper-time, of course, but the chil
dren weren’t always there and the other 
meals had been rather haphazard, half 
of the family standing up, likely as 
not. Now there was a regular break
fast in the morning, everyone sitting 
down, and early enough for Rosenheim 
to get to work on time and Yetta and 
Ike and Carrie to get to school. Lunch 
was still informal, eaten standing 
around the kitchen. Supper was a 
grand meal, everyone sitting down at 
the same time, the table all set with 
a tablecloth and dishes, as if it were a 
party.

It was easy to settle down into the 
pleasant rhythm of East Seventy- 
seventh Street. There were big new 
tenements on each side of the street and
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before long each member of the fam
ily made lots of friends.

Rosenheim didn’t have as many 
friends as the others. He didn’t care 
for them. His hours were long and he 
was getting into the habit of working, 
sometimes, at night. It takes a lot of 
money to pay rent—six dollars every 
week—and buy clothes and food for a 
family and save a little, too. Rosen
heim didn’t  complain unless his usual 
solemn face and prediction of hard 
times can be called complaining. It 
never occurred to him that he had any
thing to complain about. Didn’t he 
have a fine home and a lot to eat, a 
home grander than he ought to spend 
the money for, even? When he wasn’t 
busy, he and Abrams and a friend of 
theirs, sometimes a man named Moses, 
would play cards long hours at a time, 
talking in loud, seemingly angry voices 
and smoking long cigarettes. O r, with 
coat, collar and shoes off, as he always 
sat in the house, he would read the 
paper—he could read English quite 
easily, but he preferred Yiddish. He 
didn’t talk much and the children were 
taught “not to worry Papa,” when he 
was at home.

Grandma grew to like the new home 
in time, though it never seemed quite 
as pleasant as that in MacDougal 
Street. She did all of the cooking, of 
course, and could order the children 
around as much as she wanted to, 
though they were good children as a 
rule, when you let them see who was 
boss. She would exclaim with clasped 
hands over the grandeur of things and 
beg her God that the people from her 
home town might see “how we live 
like this.” She was always busy. She 
never learned to speak English well, 
and though at sixty-two she could drive 
a bargain as good as ever, she didn’t 
feel quite as comfortable in the nearby 
shops as she had in MacDougal 
Street. Gradually her daughter 
took over the marketing from 
her.

The spirit of change had reached 
Mrs. Rosenheim and she did what she 
could to grasp it. She tried again to

persuade Grandma to take off her
sheidel.

“See, Grandma, these other people. 
Ain’t you as good as them? It ain’t 
nothing to be ashamed of, a sheidel, but 
here in America we do what others do.”

But Grandma kept her sheidel. She 
couldn’t yield everything to the cus
toms of the unbelievers. She even 
muttered things about “forgetting your 
own people.”

Mrs. Rosenheim tried to acquire 
“elegant English.” She was very 
proud of her children because their 
language was unsullied by accent. But 
perhaps because she never liked to read 
and it never occurred to her that she 
might study, or because her tongue had 
lost its flexibility, she was never able 
to conceal her foreignness. She was 
becoming a little self-satisfied, too, a bit 
complacent with her own ways, and 
this may have hindered her progress. 
The new language issued forth in a 
strange, twisted form, the “w’s” and 
‘V s” transferred, the intonations of the 
Yiddish always noticeable. She man
aged to make nearly all of the ordinary 
grammatical errors of the native and a 
few pet ones of her own. Her sen
tences were full of inversions. Her 
voice, never very low, became louder 
and louder and the singing intonations 
more marked as she grew excited. Ro
senheim spoke with an accent, too, 
which he always retained, but his voice 
was quite low and he soon overcame 
this strange sing-song of his native 
tongue. Then, too, Rosenheim never 
talked very much.

Mrs. Rosenheim bloomed in East 
Seventy-seventh Street. Her mother 
did the cooking and Yetta helped with 
the housework. Even then, with so 
many children in the house, there was 
enough to do, but she spent much time 
in visiting her neighbors, gossiping 
about her children, the prices of food, 
other neighbors. Although her family 
came first, she began to pay more at
tention to herself, buying clothes that 
were not absolutely necessary, cheap 
things that looked fine to her. She be
came ambitious, too. She found that
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there was another life not bounded by 
the tenements and that “other people,” 
the rich part of the world, were not 
much different outside of their posses
sion of money. Her humility was 
wearing away. “We’re as good as any
body” came to her mind, and was be
ginning to fertilize. She didn’t want 
to associate with anyone outside of her 
own group, but she liked to feel that 
others were not superior. The chil
dren, continuing their acquisitiveness, 
encouraged their mother.

Yetta had her fourteenth birthday 
soon after the family moved to East 
Seventy-seventh Street. She began to 
mature rather, rapidly, arranging her 
hair in an exaggerated following of the 
fashion and even purchased and wore 
a pair of corsets. She had a high color 
and her flashing eyes made her quite 
attractive. Her mouth was rather wide. 
Yetta did not speak with a foreign ac
cent, but her voice was a trifle hoarse 
and was not well modulated. She had 
a lot to say about nearly everything and 
delighted in saying it. The niceties of 
conversation had not been introduced 
into the Rosenheim family life and 
most of the things Yetta thought of oc
curred when someone else was talking. 
Her favorite method of attracting at
tention was to interrupt or talk down, 
in a louder voice, anyone who had the 
floor. Ike had this pleasant little habit, 
too, so between them conversation rose 
in roaring waves of sound.

Yetta felt that many things about 
her could be improved. She began to 
criticize things at home—her clothes; 
her mother’s language, which was too 
full of errors, too singing to suit her 
daughter; the actions of the younger 
children. She never liked to read, but 
she “loved a good time” and was al
ways with a group of girls and boys, 
laughing and talking.

Ike was much like Yetta, though a 
bit more serious, more inclined to argu
ment. He could argue over anything, 
even at twelve. He, too, had definite 
notions about the upbringing of the 
younger children and the modernity of 
the household. He didn’t want anyone

making fun of the family he belonged 
to. His own name came in for his dis
approval about this time.

He had a fight with a boy named 
Jim and Jim hit him and called him 
names. But the cruelest part of Jim’s 
name-calling had been merely to repeat, 
over and over again, “Ikey Rosenheim, 
Ikey Rosenheim.” For this cruelty 
Ike had fought Jim and had emerged 
not entirely victorious, bringing back a 
black eye and the memory of the deri
sion in the mouth of the enemy.

“I’m going to change my name,” Ike 
announced at supper that night. “I 
don’t care what this family says. You 
make me sick, naming me Ike. You 
might have known. This family has 
terrible names. No wonder people 
make fun of us. After this I ’m—I’m 
going to be—Harold.”

“Oh, no, not Harold,” Grandma 
wailed, with uplifted hands.

“No,” Mrs. Rosenheim groaned, 
“you’ve got to keep the letter, the ‘I.’ 
You were named after your Papa’s 
father.”

“There’s a lot of good names with 
‘I,’ ” Yetta encouraged. So, between 
them, they found Irving, which seemed 
satisfactory to everyone. Little Irv
ing, at school, told his teacher that Ike 
had been a nickname and that the fam
ily wanted him called by his own name 
now. Jim, not satisfied with Irving 
Rosenheim as a reproach, had to find 
something else to fight about.

Carrie and Mannie and Dorothy were 
still too little to bother about names. 
They begged for pennies for lollypops 
on sticks, candy apples, licorice and 
other delicacies that the neighborhood 
afforded, satisfied to tag after Mrs. 
Rosenheim as she did the marketing. 
They were nice children, though of 
course Dorothy was a little spoiled— 
the youngest child and always having 
her own way about everything.

VI

D u r in g  the next year something 
came up in a business way that caused 
Rosenheim and Abrams to hold long
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consultations during many evenings. 
They nodded together over bits of pa
per on which there were many figures. 
Mrs. Rosenheim felt that they had 
“something in their heads” they weren’t 
telling her about, but, being a dutiful 
wife—and knowing her husband, and 
how useless it would have been—she 
didn’t press matters. A few weeks la
ter she found out. E. G. Plotski, it 
seemed, had owned a small pants fac
tory which occupied half of the third 
floor of an old loft building in West 
Seventeenth Street. This Plotski had 
died, suddenly, leaving no near rela
tives except a wife. Abrams had 
heard about the case. Mrs. Plotski 
couldn’t keep up the business, alone. If 
she couldn’t “sell out,” complete, she 
was going to give it up and sell the ma
chinery. She had some cousins in a 
far-Western place called, Abrams be
lieved, Iowa, and was desirous of liv
ing with them. If Mrs. Plotski “gave 
up the business” there was a tremen
dous loss, it seemed to Abrams and 
Rosenheim—for Plotski already had 
operators, customers, “good will.” And, 
with their knowledge of the pants busi
ness . . .

It seemed, indeed, a visitation, as if a 
whole pants business had descended to 
them as a direct reward for their long 
and faithful work. But Mrs. Plotski 
had friends, not just in a position to 
buy the business, it seemed, but quite 
capable of giving advice about selling it. 
And herein lay the need of much nod
ding and figuring. Finally it was set
tled. Abrams and Rosenheim went to 
their several banks—it’s never safe to 
put all of your savings in one bank, 
even if it does look like a fine big one 
—drew out their savings accounts, for 
of course they had no checking ac
counts, and, after the usual legalities 
had been concluded, were the joint part
ners of The Acme Pants Company, 
Men’s and Boys’ Pants.

After they had signed their names, 
Marcus L. Abrams and Abraham G. 
Rosenheim, Rosenheim allowed his 
stern face to relax into a rather sad 
smile:

“Good, eh, Marcus ? Here, I ’m 
only ‘over’ seven years and I ’m part
ner in a business already. Of course, 
we can expect hard times, but, a busi
ness ain’t anything to be ashamed of.”

The family saw Rosenheim’s new 
signature and liked if? Irving wrote it 
above the letter-box. The G stood for 
nothing in particular, but Rosenheim 
had no middle name and of course he 
ought to have one. It was indeed 
American. The neighborhood did not 
notice, it was used to changes.

Abrams and Rosenheim worked all 
day and most of the night. They 
“went over the books” with great delib
eration. They looked into every mi
nute detail of the business, and wrote 
numerous letters by hand on the old 
Acme Pants Company letterheads that 
they found in Plotski’s desk. When 
this paper was used up they ordered 
more, retaining the cut of the building 
at the top but substituting their names 
for the name of the deceased former 
owner.

They were very happy over their new 
business, though you would never have 
known it by their actions. They always 
wore long faces.

The factory did well. People liked 
ready-made pants, it seemed. The two 
men hurried around seeking new trade, 
satisfied with as small a profit as pos
sible. They bought job lots of woolens 
from the factories and did numberless 
other things to reduce expenses. Rosen
heim cut the pants and Abrams was 
not too proud to do his share of the 
menial labor. Before another year had 
passed the whole of the third floor loft 
belonged to the Acme Pants Company.

Mrs. Rosenheim was proud of her 
husband. It was mighty fine, these 
days,, to speak of “my husband’s fac
tory” to those women whose more un
fortunate spouses were forced to exist 
on mere wages handed them by their 
overlords. But even this, in time, 
stopped satisfying. What good does it 
do for your husband to own a factory 
if  you still live in a tenement in East 
Seventy-seventh Street? Mrs. Rosen
heim knew that her husband was work
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ing hard and was nearly always wor
ried oyer money matters, bills to meet, 
wages to be paid. But, as long as he 
actually was a manufacturer, an owner 
of a business, a payer of wages, it was 
unbelievable that they should live in a 
tenement. Weren’t they as good as 
anybody? Several months ago the 
Abrams’ had moved. Of course, with 
only two boys the expenses were less, 
but what of that? And the Moskow- 
skis—now the Mosses—had moved, 
too. The Rosenheims had been in the 
tenement three years and now the 
neighborhood was filling up with ter
rible people, straight from the Ghetto 
—or the old country—and bringing for
eign habits with them. It was no place 
to bring up growing American children.

It was Yetta who precipitated the 
moving. Although he petted and hu
mored Dorothy, it was his oldest child 
who was Rosenheim’s favorite. Now 
Yetta tried all of her most endearing 
tricks.

“Papa,” she said, “I ’m sixteen. I 
ought to get out of this neighborhood. 
Ask Mamma. I’m almost a young lady. 
I want good things—a fine man like 
you with a factory shouldn’t keep his 
children in the tenements. All of my 
crowd are gone. I miss them some
thing awful. You don’t want me to go 
with the—the ‘greenhorns’ who are 
moving in around here, do you?”

Similar arguments managed to con
vince Rosenheim. Anyhow, one night 
he nodded solemnly and consented to 
move.

“You women will ruin me yet, with 
all your spending,” he said, but Yetta, 
tall though she was, jumped on his lap 
and kissed his thin cheek.

“None of that,” he said, in assumed 
brusqueness, as he pushed her away. 
“You make a fool of your old Papa, 
eh? Well, go along and get your fine 
flat.”

Mrs. Rosenheim and Yetta, accom
panied by Mrs. and Miss Graham, a 
recent and becoming transformation of 
their old friends, the Grabinskis, went 
apartment hunting. They decided on 
the Bronx, new and good enough for a

manufacturer’s family. They had 
friends there and there were lots of 
stores. It was a nice neighborhood, 
Yetta thought, with lots of young peo
ple who wore good clothes. She 
could have a fine time. 

No longer were the Rosenheims sat
isfied with the first apartment shown 
them. Yetta and her mother had 
grown critical. Yetta’s ambitions had 
limitations, of course. She didn’t as
pire to an elevator apartment or any
thing like that—but she didn’t want a 
tenement. She wanted a big living- 
room, for she was approaching the 
beau age and already was going to the 
theater with MacDougal Adams and 
Milton Cohn. They visited dozens of 
apartments, examining the kitchens and 
the halls, exclaiming over the plumb
ing. Grandma wanted a big kitchen 
and she ought to have it, as long as she 
did most of the cooking. And they 
had been crowded for years—Yetta 
didn’t want anyone sleeping in the front 
room, nor even in the dining-room. 
Young girls do get such notions! Mrs. 
Rosenheim wanted grand decorations 
in the lower hall.

After much step-climbing they found 
their apartment. It was on the fourth 
floor, rear, of a walk-up apartment, but 
the rent was forty dollars a month and 
they dared not pay more. Rosenheim 
looked dour when the news was broken 
to him, but, with sad headshaking and 
remarks about business being bad, he 
said they might take it.

The entrance hall of the apartment- 
house was of marble. The letter-boxes 
were of brass and shining. The stairs 
leading to the apartment were car
peted. The apartment itself had seven 
rooms. A few years before the Ro
senheims wouldn’t  have believed an 
apartment could be so large. Now 
they all accepted it rather indifferently. 
Wasn’t Rosenheim a factory owner? 
Didn’t some of their friends live just 
as grandly ? The woodwork was shin
ing oak. The floors glittered blondly. 
Mr. and Mrs. Rosenheim had a bed
room all alone, Grandma shared a tiny 
cubicle with Dorothy. Yetta and Car
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rie had their room and there was a 
room for the boys. All of the rooms 
had new beds of white enameled iron, 
fantastically twisted and with big brass 
knobs. 

The Rosenheims got rid of most of 
their old things at a sale before they 
left East Seventy-seventh Street. Then 
Mrs. Rosenheim and Yetta bought 
things suitable for the grandeur of 
their new home at an installment house 
in Sixth Avenue. There was a three- 
piece parlor set stained to a red imi
tation of mahogany. The round table 
had come with them, as had the vases. 
The dining-room boasted a new “set,” a 
round table that pulled apart and had 
four extra leaves and sat on a huge 
pedestal, and eight chairs—two with 
arms, making one for each of them. 
There were brand-new rugs, one for 
each room, most of them in patterns of 
birds and beasts and flowers in bright 
colorings, though the front room dis
played a gay and exciting “Oriental 
pattern.”

One of the startling changes of the 
new régime was the name above the 
letter-box. A simple and chaste A. G. 
Rosen was announced in Irving’s most 
careful writing. Rosenheim explained 
that, at the factory, everyone called 
him Rosen for short and it might make 
it confusing to keep the old name. The 
family hailed Rosen joyfully. Surely 
they were real Americans, now.

VIII

T h e y  were settled only a  few months 
when Yetta begged for and got—a 
piano. Shiningly red, it matched the 
rest of the living-room furniture. It 
was an upright, of course, and Yetty 
draped a pale silk scarf embroidered 
in gold threads, over it, with a vase at 
either end to hold it in place. Soon 
she and Carrie were taking lessons 
from a Mme. Roset of the neighbor
hood, making’ half-hours horrible with 
scales and five-finger exercises.

There were now other forms of art 
in the household, too. For his birth
day the children gave their father en

largements of the photographs of him 
and their mother. These were “hand
made crayons” in grey, with touches 
of color on lips and cheeks and framed 
in wide carved oak, trimmed with gold. 
These were placed side by side above 
the piano, which stool slightly diag
onally in one corner.

The children were growing up. 
Yetta felt herself quite a young lady 
and didn’t go to school. There was no 
use going any more—she wasn’t going 
to be a teacher, was she? She had a 
lovely handwriting, with fine loops at 
the ends of the “y’s” and “g’s.” It 
seemed a shame to spend her days in 
school when there were so many things 
to do outside. No one tried to per
suade her to keep on going. Her fa
ther was slightly of the opinion that 
too much learning wasn’t good for a 
girl anyhow. Men didn’t like “smart” 
girls and Yetta was growing up. If 
she had wanted to go to school he might 
have consented, but she didn’t. She 
preferred putting on her best clothes, 
her hat an exaggerated copy of some
thing she had seen in Broadway and 
had made after her description at a 
neighborhood shop, a cheap fur around 
her neck, and high-heeled shoes. Thus 
attired, she went walking.

In the mornings she had to help a 
little with the bed-making, dusting and 
ironing. But in the afternoons she 
was free. She’d meet some of “the 
girls” or “the boys” and drink soda, 
laughing and giggling over things. She 
used the latest slang and talked rather 
loudly. At night there were dances or 
the crowd would go, in pairs or groups, 
to the theater, sitting in the gallery, 
usually, and laughing heartily over the 
jokes. They were fondest of vaude
ville. Yetta was awfully happy when 
she had enough spending money and a 
new dress—a bit more exaggerated in 
style than any of her friends. She 
couldn’t  imagine anything finer than the 
new neighborhood and the new apart
ment.

Grandma was just a trifle bewildered 
in the Bronx. She didn’t seem to fit 
in. The children, growing up, were
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developing unexpected opinions of their 
own that didn’t agree with her ideas. 
They called her old-fashioned and gig
gled at her advice. There was plenty 
to do and Grandma liked housework. 
But sixty-five isn’t young and Grandma 
had worked hard in her day. Four 
flights of stairs aren’t easy, either, so 
Grandma didn’t go out often. Occa
sionally, she walked around the neigh
borhood, not knowing just what to do. 
Mrs. Rosen did all her own marketing 
or telephoned for things—there was a 
telephone in the new apartment. There 
were a few old friends to go to see, 
foreign-born women, like herself, and 
with these she would talk in comfort
able Yiddish. But each one lived sev
eral blocks away. You didn’t talk to 
strangers in this neighborhood, it 
seemed, and you could go for weeks 
and not see anyone you knew. A 
funny place, America.

Still, there were pleasant things for 
Grandma—good food and the fun of 
preparing it, a comfortable home. Mrs. 
Rosen didn’t like to work as well  as 
she used to, so finally she hired a 
woman who came in, one day a week, 
to do the washing in the morning and 
the scrubbing of kitchen and bath in 
the afternoon. Grandma was quite ex
cited over this innovation. For the 
first time in her life she could fold her 
gnarled old hands and watch someone 
do the work for her.

“They should hear about this back 
home,” she would say. “Abe with a 
factory and us with seven rooms and a 
washwoman and all. We’ve got it 
lucky, ain’t it, Minnie?”

Mrs. Rosen, though annoyed at her 
mother’s simplicity, agreed. Already 
Mrs. Rosen was planning bigger things. 
It didn’t seem at all impossible to her 
that some day they might even have a 
regular servant girl.

Mrs. Rosen was well Satisfied, gen
erally. Occasionally she, too, regretted 
some of the pleasant things that Sev
enty-seventh Street had meant to her. 
She had liked the friendly chatter of 
the neighborhood. Here in the Bronx 
you had to be “dressed” all the time.

In Seventy-seventh Street you could go 
out in the morning in your house-dress, 
with a basket, and spend a pleasant 
hour or so bargaining with the shop
keepers and talking with friends, al
ways meeting little groups you knew. 
On the steps, in the evening, you could 
call back and forth. Money was good; 
she was glad they had it. A  servant 
girl would be fine; it was a lot of work 
for her and Grandma, cleaning up after 
five children. But this neighborhood 
was stylish enough. You knew some 
of your neighbors here, even if they 
weren’t so friendly. Maybe, after you 
got better acquainted . . .  

It was nice, having a lot of rooms 
and new clothes and all that. Mrs. 
Rosen met new acquaintances and liked 
them. She played cards in the after
noons now and a few months later 
joined a euchre club which met every 
Tuesday afternoon at the homes of its 
members in turn. There were “refresh
ments” after the game, cold meat and 
potato salad, usually, and the prizes 
were hand-painted china and “honiton 
lace” centerpieces. Mrs. Rosen won 
quite an assortment as the months 
passed.

Irving was getting to be a big boy. 
He looked a little like his father, thin, 
a trifle sallow, with a slightly aquilined 
nose—but much handsomer, his mother 
thought. His eyes were not strong and 
quite early he had to wear glasses. He 
adopted nose-glasses and before he 
quite got used to them he had formed 
the habit of tilting his head up, to keep 
them from falling off. He had rather 
a sharp chin and wore his black hair 
straight back and sleek.

When the family moved to the Bronx 
he was fourteen, had on his first pair of 
long trousers, and was in the first year 
of the high school. He was quick in 
his studies and would argue with his 
teachers about anything under discus
sion. He still liked long dissertations 
at home and had about decided to be a 
lawyer. In the years that followed he 
read quite a little, not so much for the 
love of reading—he had little of that— 
but from a desire “to keep up with
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things,” so he could discuss and dissect 
and argue. He liked the theater as he 
grew older, but preferred serious 
dramas.

Carrie was quieter than either Yetta 
or Irving, but she observed a great 
deal. She liked to spend, money, beg
ging it from her parents. “We’re rich, 
why can’t I have more things?” she 
would say, buying unnecessarily ex
pensive ribbons and purses. She liked 
to correct the family, too, and, when 
her mother grew vocal and her voice 
took on the sing-song of her native 
tongue, Carrie would say, “Don’t talk 
so loud, Mother. We aren’t deaf, you 
know,” or “This is America. We try 
to speak English here.” Mrs. Rosen 
would check herself rather shame
facedly, instead of “calling the child 
down,” as she felt she should have 
done. Carrie liked expensive clothes 
and she liked putting them on and tak
ing long walks with just one girl friend, 
talking quietly. She thought Yetta’s 
crowd awfully loud. Mannie and Dor
othy were good-looking little children, 
still coaxers of pennies and both quite 
spoiled.

The Acme Pants Company grew, but 
in spite of its growth none of the fam
ily dared suggest any extravagant 
changes. Rosen spoke too much about 
hard times for that. And he did worry, 
too, for with the enlarging of the busi
ness came the borrowing of money and 
notes to meet. He worked at night for 
weeks at a time and grew thinner. 
Outside of his usual solemnity he 
never complained. He enjoyed the busi
ness as much for its own sake as for 
the things he was able to give his 
family. It was far more interesting 
and absorbing to him than they were. 
Even at home his mind was filled with 
business detail and in the midst of a 
meal or a friendly discussion his eyes 
would grow vacant, he would fumble 
for a pencil and write something down 
on an envelope. Spare evenings, he 
played cards with Abrams or Moss or 
Hammer or fell asleep over his news
paper—an English one, nearly always, 
now. He still took off his coat in the
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house and sometimes his collar and tie. 
It was Carrie who said to him, “Papa, 
why do you start undressing as soon 
as you get home ?” He always kept on 
his shoes and sometimes his collar and 
tie after that.

He never took much part in the fam
ily life. Irving bored him. He was 
not interested in “women’s doings,” and 
could ignore whole evenings of conver
sation about people and clothes. His 
business was the one thing he cared to 
talk about—his family knew nothing 
about business. What was there left? 
None of them knew or cared anything 
about world affairs. It isn’t likely 
Rosen would have been interested if 
they had. So, unconsciously, he drew 
apart more and more. He paid bills, 
with a little grumbling. He handed 
out money when necessary. He greeted 
all luxuries with something about 
“hard times.” He accepted all innova
tions with apparent disregard. He was 
never cross or disagreeable. Everyone 
was a little quieter when he was at 
home. Otherwise it was as if he were 
not there at all.

IX

A y e a r  later, when she was eighteen, 
Yetta became, suddenly, Yvette. The 
crowd she was going with thought 
Yetta an awful name, old-fashioned 
and foreign. And certainly there was 
nothing foreign about her. She had 
seen Yvette in a book—and, with the 
right initial and all—Yvette Rosen 
sounded fine. After that she frowned 
at anyone, even old Grandma, if the 
old name crept in.

The family became more extrava
gant as the days passed, though not 
extraordinarily so. But why not? 
Even Rosen had to admit, grudgingly, 
that the factory was growing. Little 
things—Mrs. Rosen had a fine black 
silk dress, with revers of green satin, 
lace covered. She bought Grandma 
a black silk, too, for days when com
pany came in. And Yvette—how that 
girl did wear out clothes, to parties 
nearly every night! And Irving want
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ed “his own money” and was put on an 
allowance, though he always begged 
his mother for more before the month 
was half over. Books cost a lot, it 
seemed, and you can’t be a tightwad 
with a bunch of fellows. And Carrie 
had a notion that the family was very 
rich—when she got new things she 
wanted the best. Even Mannie and 
Dorothy needed new things frequently.

In 1906 Irving was graduated, at 18, 
from the high school. It was a big 
event for the family. All of them, 
even Grandma, who didn’t go out much, 
attended the graduation exercises. At 
the hall they chatted about how fine 
and smart Irving was until Carrie, who 
could be very petulant at fifteen, 
“shushed” them all into silence.

On the way home Mrs. Rosen 
couldn’t help calling her husband’s at
tention to his family—weren’t they 
something to be proud of? To think 
that only a few years before . . .

It was Irving who first spoke dis
satisfaction with the Bronx apartment. 
Irving was to enter Columbia Univer
sity in the fall and he wanted to be a 
little nearer his school.

“You don’t know how it is,” he said, 
one night at dinner. “Everyone laughs 
at the Bronx. I went to a vaudeville 
show with Yvette last week, though 
Heaven knows why she goes to it, and 
at a mention of the Bronx everyone 
laughed. It isn’t only that. Here we 
are in a walk-up apartment, when we 
could have something better. I ’m start
ing:—to—to make friends. I ’ve got to 
make a place for myself. I ’m eighteen. 
When we were younger it didn’t make 
much difference, now we ought to get 
out of here.”

Carrie agreed with him.
“It certainly is terrible here,” she 

said. “I don’t like this high school, 
either. I want to go to a private 
school. There are several good ones 
in Harlem and a real fine one on River-  
side Drive that I ’ve heard about. Irv
ing is right. You’d think we were 
poor, the way we live here—no serv
ants or anything. When I meet new 
girls I ’m ashamed to bring them home.

Ada is going to private school and Bea
trice has moved to Long Island. I 
don’t know anyone around here—but 
trash and poor people.”

Even Mannie, at thirteen, was tired 
of the Bronx, and Dorothy, at nine, 
was ready for any change.

The Bronx suited Yvette. She had 
her crowd here. Still, there was some
thing in what the others were saying. 
Harlem sounded more stylish certainly. 
She had friends there, too, and could 
get acquainted easily enough.

Mrs. Rosen didn’t know. She felt, 
with Yvette, that things were very nice 
as they were. The old friendliness of 
East Seventy-seventh Street would 
never come back, and she, too, had ac
quaintances in Harlem. It would cost 
more to live—but didn’t they have the 
money? There could be a servant and 
new furniture—the children had been 
hard on the things that had been so 
shining four years ago. After all, they 
were rich people, and the children had 
to have advantages.

Gradually Rosen, grumblingly, was 
won over. Couldn’t he see how ter
rible it was—all their money, and still 
living in the Bronx? How could peo
ple know he was a success ? Their 
apartment was old-fashioned — that 
funny tub and only one bathroom for 
the whole family. And Grandma 
ought to have a room for herself— 
with five children there ought to be a  
servant girl—what was the use of hav
ing money if you couldn’t get things 
with it?

Again there was a series of house- 
huntings. This time Irving accompa
nied his mother and Yvette. Irving 
was very critical. Things others pro
nounced “grand” he didn’t like at all. 
At eighteen he considered himself quite 
a man. As a coming lawyer he felt 
that his surroundings should reflect his 
own glory. What did his folks know 
about things? Didn’t he go to homes 
they never entered, the Wisels’ and 
the Durham-Levis’? Irving wanted a 
home with style to it. He hadn’t defi
nite ideas about decoration, but it must 
look fine and big as you came in. He
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thought they ought to inquire a little 
about the neighbors—find out if they 
were just the sort one would want to 
live near. Their present neighbors 
certainly were awful.

The new apartment was in West 
116th street. The building was large 
and red, with white stone ornaments. 
The lower halls were grandly orna
mental and a great velvet curtain hung 
toward the rear. There was an eleva
tor, rather uncertain, with iron grille 
work in front. That would make it 
nice for Grandma—she could get out 
more. The living room had a gas grate 
and the woodwork was stylishly mission 
finished.
~ Followed the usual buying orgy and 
this, too, Irving consented to attend. 
The piano came with them, but there 
was a new parlor set, great heavy pieces 
of mission, square and dark, with 
leather cushions. A huge mission 
davenport was the piece de resistance. 
The dining room had a brand new 
“set”—there might be company to din
ner—a big table, twelve chairs and a 
sideboard with a mirrored back. In 
the bedrooms there were great brass 
beds, the posts three inches across and 
large mahogany dressers with “swell 
fronts,” curved generously outward.

In the living room, top, there were 
fine rugs, “real Orientals” this time, 
about six small ones, oases of red and 
blue on the light inlaid floor. The fam
ily admired the lighting fixtures—a 
cluster of fourteen lights in the living 
room, to which they added a fancy lamp 
with a shade composed of bits of col
ored glass in a floral pattern; in the 
dining room a great dome of multi-col
ored glass which hung directly over the 
table.

Then Mrs. Rosen hired their first 
maid, though the family referred to 
her as “the girl.” Her name was Marie 
and she didn’t have a very easy life of 
it. At first Mrs. Rosen and Grandma 
helped her, but Mrs. Rosen disliked 
housework increasingly and she didn’t 
want Grandma to work if she didn’t. 
Grandma had always done all the cook
ing, but as “the girl” learned to prepare

the dishes liked by the Rosen family 
she gradually took over the cooking, 
too. Then, when “the girl” complained 
about working too hard a woman was 
hired for two days each week to do the 
washing and the heavy cleaning.
 Grandma wasn’t quite as content as 
she had been, most likely because she 
wasn’t so busy. Grandma couldn’t read 
English at all and Yiddish very little, 
even if the children would have allowed 
a Yiddish paper in the house, now, 
which is doubtful. Grandma had never 
had the reading habit, nor, for that mat
ter, any habits of leisure. She had 
thought that life meant service and now 
there was nothing to do. It was harder 
for her to go out because she walked 
very slowly. There were fewer places 
to go, fewer friends, fewer Yiddish 
shops. People would stare, embarrass
ingly, at Grandma’s sheidel and Grand
ma hadn’t learned to speak English very 
well. Mrs. Rosen spoke with an ac
cent, but that was different; people 
could hardly understand Grandma.

There was always a lot of company 
in the house and Grandma liked young 
people, but there was so little to say to 
them. Unless she knew them awfully 
well they couldn’t understand her, or 
Yvette or Irving would frown at her 
attempts at conversation. Everyone 
smiled at Grandma and shook hands, 
but that was all—it was more comfort
able to stay in her room, usually. 
There seemed to be fewer old people 
than there had been. Fewer seemed to 
live in Harlem, anyhow. In MacDougal 
Street and even in East 77th Street 
and the Bronx, Grandma had met old 
ladies, occasionally, people from her 
own village and had had long talks 
with them, interrupted with nods and 
shakes of the head and tongue duck
ings. Here it was different. She loved 
her family, of course, but she didn’t 
seem to fit in. Darning stockings wasn’t 
enough. Of course, Grandma was glad 
the family was doing so nicely—a fine 
big apartment with an elevator and a 
servant girl—and she had two new bon
nets and her old one not nearly worn 
out yet—where did she go to wear it?
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—and her own room and everything she 
wanted. And Irving bringing her home 
candy she liked and Yvette singing for 
her—Grandma knew she ought to be 
awfully happy. Yet there seemed to be 
something—missing—

Mrs. Rosen grew to like the new 
apartment, though at first it had over
awed her a little. But before long she 
belonged to two card clubs—she had 
known members of both of them when 
she lived in the Bronx. She even tried 
to persuade Rosen to learn euchre or 
bridge so they could join a club that 
played in the evening. But Rosen didn’t 
like “ladies’ games.”

There were some things about the 
new neighborhood Mrs. Rosen didn’t 
like at all. The neighbors seemed so 
cold and distant. As if she wanted to  
know them! Wasn’t her husband the 
owner of a factory—-with more money 
than any of them, more than likely? 
Yet they minced by her, as if they 
thought so much of themselves. Well, 
she could put on airs, too! 
  That winter Mrs. Rosen went to a 
beauty parlor for the first time. The 
women of her set were going, it seemed. 
It made your hair thicker to have it 
shampooed and waved, especially 
whin it was starting to get grey. 
Though it did hurt a little, she grew 
used to manicures, too, after a while. 
Mrs. Rosen even considered dieting. 
But, after a few attempts she gave it 
up. Just the things she shouldn’t eat 
were the ones she liked best. After 
all, she was forty-four, though she knew 
no one would ever guess, it, and, if, at 
that age you are a little plump, who is 
there to say anything against it? She 
bought a fur coat that winter, seal, of 
course, with a great sweep to it and a 
hat to match, with a curved feather. 
Now, let one of her neighbors say 
something! She knew she looked 
mighty fine—as good as any one in her 
crowd. Why shouldn’t she? Wasn’t 
her husband a well-known manufac
turer ?

Rosen wasn’t quite as busy as he had 
been, though the Acme Pants Company 
was getting along splendidly. But with

things in good condition there was time 
to spare. He could have spent more 
time with his family had he cared to, 
but it seemed tiresome when he did. 
Irving annoyed him more than ever 
with his debates and arguments. In 
the evening he fell asleep over his paper 
—he didn’t care for other literature ex
cept an occasional trade magazine. He 
still played cards with a few old friends 
he had made when he first came to 
America, and who, like himself, had 
prospered. He kept his coat on in the 
evenings now or wore the smoking 
jacket Carrie had given him. What if 
their friends came in—he had to look 
nice for their sakes, didn’t he? There 
was a little room, off the living room, 
which the family spoke of as “Papa’s 
den.” There was a couch here, brought 
over from the Bronx, and a desk. Un
der pretense of being busy, Rosen 
would read in there, until he fell asleep.

X

T h e  next year there was a great 
change in the Acme Pants Company. 
An opportunity came almost over night 
and he and Abrams, after long discus
sions—at the factory this time—joined 
the Rex Pants Company, McKensey 
and Hamberg, partners, and the four 
formed the Rex Suit Company, Gentle
men’s Ready-Tailored Suits. Ready- 
tailored suits, it seemed, were more in 
demand every day. The four had capi
tal enough to swing something good 
and to introduce a new name. Until 
then, most ready-made suits were mere 
trade goods. But a few firms had 
learned the value of a trade name and 
advertising, and Rosen and Abrams 
agreed with McKensey and Hamberg 
that there was room for one more and 
great possibilities in the idea. They 
rented an immense loft building and 
were soon making and selling a line 
of ready-made suits under the name of 
the King Brand. They hired an ad
vertising man, giving him an absurdly 
high salary, an office of his own, with 
a stenographer and all of that, and 
agreed to pay exorbitant rates to maga
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zines just for the privilege of a half 
or a quarter of a page of blank space 
on which to- advertise their wares. A 
few months later, tall, exquisite young 
men, in graceful poses, accompanied by 
impossibly thin young women or 
sporty dogs looked at you from the 
magazines under such captivating cap
tions as “King’s Suits for the Kings of 
America” or “Every Inch a King in a 
King Brand Suit.”

Rosen was interested again. Here, 
expenses were mounting, though profits 
might mount, too. Now he could fig
ure again, and plan and talk things over 
with Abrams. Abrams, however, was 
Abrams no longer. He was Adams, 
now. He had signed himself Adams 
when the new firm was organized. 
Even Rosen’s name had changed—he 
dropped one more letter. The indefi
nite Abraham G. had been altered and 
he blossomed forth as Abraham Lincoln 
Rose, to the delight of his children.

Irving was going to Columbia. He 
had joined a debating club and even his 
mother had to admit that, at this time, 
he was pretty much of a bore. He even 
called his father “Governor” on oc
casions and twirled a cane on holidays. 
He was “getting in with fine people” 
and dined at the homes of new friends, 
bringing back stories of families who 
didn’t interrupt when you were talking 
and who had servants who knew how 
to serve meals. He felt he was going 
to be quite important and he wanted his 
family to live up to him.

Carrie was going to a private school 
—the only kind of school suitable for 
rich girls. It was in Riverside Drive, 
and she met some mighty fine girls 
there. Like Irving, she brought home 
stories showing the heights of other 
and the degradation of her own family.

“—We are such rich people and 
still we never have anything.”

Carrie objected to her name, too, it 
seemed. “Carrie” was such a cheap 
name. Nobody would know" you were 
rich with a name like that. She was 
going to be Carolyn after this. Carolyn 
Rose was a pretty name, wasn’t it?

Carolyn loved to spend money. She

had decided that the family was really 
wealthy, that it was all bluff about hard 
times and saving. She wanted a gold 
mesh bag and got it before Yvette even 
knew there were gold bags in the world. 
Carolyn had a fur coat as expensive as 
her mother’s, but with a smarter, more 
girlish cut. She disregarded the stupid 
idea, made up by some one who didn’t 
have the money, probably, that 
diamonds were for older people, and 
persuaded her parents to give her a big 
diamond ring, set in platinum, for her 
seventeenth birthday.

Yvette’s clothes were always a bit 
loud, too extreme, even cheap looking. 
Although she paid big prices for them 
they were still tawdry. Carolyn’s tastes 
were not quiet, but she managed to look 
“expensive.” Her hair was black and 
sleek and she knew she had “style.” 
She liked collars a bit higher than any
one else wore, when they were high, a 
bit lower, when low collars came in. 
She was no slavish follower of fashion, 
like Yvette. She added a bit of “ele
gance” to whatever fashion had dared 
ask for. She liked smooth broadcloth 
suits, much tailored, for day wear, and 
elaborate, chiffon evening frocks. She 
talked with an “accent,” but not the 
kind her mother had. She said 
“cahnt” when she could remember it, 
and thought that one ought to have 
“tone.” She had languid airs.

Mannie was growing into a nice 
child. He was quiet and he started to 
read when he was just a little fellow. 
Now you could find him, any time, 
curled up with a book he’d brought 
home from school. He didn’t care much 
for out-of-door games. He was the first 
of the family to have literary leanings, 
though Dorothy read, too, when she 
couldn’t find anything that pleased her 
better.

Dorothy was petted and spoiled by 
the whole family. She got things even 
before she could think to ask for them. 
Because there was never anything for 
her to be cross about the family said 
she “had a wonderful disposition,” 
though she had a pouting mouth and 
did not smile very much.
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Dorothy was “a little beauty.” Al
though the family kept always with 
their own race and declared, on all pos
sible occasions, their great pride in it 
and their aversion to associating with 
those of other faiths, the thing that de
lighted them most about Dorothy was, 
for some unexplainable reason, that 
everyone said “she looked like a Gen
tile.” Mrs. Rose would repeat to her 
friends that people had said, “you’d 
never guess it—just like a Gentile that 
child looks.” Her friends agreed and 
there was nothing in their minds but 
cordial congratulation over the fact. 
Dorothy had lighter hair than the oth
ers and grey eyes. She was a slender 
little thing, quiet, determined, impa
tient.

“We ought to have an automobile,” 
she said, one day. That was in 1909, 
before cars had become as much of a 
necessity as they are now, and Dorothy 
was only twelve. Two weeks later, 
after many hugs, her father bought a 
car, a red one that would hold any five 
of them. Irving soon learned to drive 
it and later Carolyn and Dorothy 
learned, too. Grandma could never be 
persuaded to enter the car—it didn’t 
look safe to her. Mrs. Rose rode, but 
it was always sitting stiffly erect with 
unrelaxed muscles. Rose asked Irivng 
to drive him places, occasionally, when 
he was in a hurry. He never liked the 
automobile except as a convenience.

That year Grandma died. She was 
sick only a few days and didn’t com
plain even then. The doctor came and 
fussed over her and finally a nurse 
came, but Grandma persuaded her 
daughter to send the nurse away. 
Grandma seemed quite content to die, 
and though the family was fond of her, 
her going did not cause any undue emo
tion. Mrs. Rose- wept loudly at the 
funeral and Rose looked unusually 
solemn in the weeks that followed. He 
had been very fond of Grandma and 
had appreciated the little things she al
ways loved doing for him. But, after 
all, as Mrs. Rose would say to her hus
band, “it ain’t as if she was a baby at 
72. It ain’t as though Mamma ain’t had

everything money could buy, these last 
years. A grand life she’s had, nothing 
to do and her own room and all. Many 
times she spoke of it. I t’s good we was 
able to give it to her. She was a good 
woman, but now she’s gone and I can 
say I ain’t got nothing to reproach my
self for.”

XI

I n 1910, when Yvette was twenty- 
four, she became engaged to marry 
MacDougal Adams. Already MacDou- 
gal was sales manager for the Rex Suit 
Company, and he was doing finely. He 
had grown into a handsome fellow who 
would be quite fat, one day, if he didn’t 
diet carefully. He was crisply black
haired, ruddy-faced. He made friends 
easily and was jovial most of the time. 
He had no subtleties, but Yvette was 
not the one to notice. She considered 
him very modern and liked the way he 
“caught on to things.” Her friends— 
and the announcement Yvette mailed 
to the newspapers—spoke of the affair 
as “a childhood romance,” as indeed it 
was. It pleased the Roses and the 
Adams, too. They gave a reception at 
a hall on 125th Street to celebrate the 
occasion, each of the family inviting 
their especial friends, with Dorothy and 
little Helen Nacker to pass flowers to 
the guests. There was, a band behind 
artificial palms, and waiters in white 
aprons passed refreshments. Yvette 
wore a dress of pink and Carrie wore 
yellow. Carolyn didn’t think the party 
fine enough, and Mannie and Dorothy 
didn’t like it much, either. The rest of 
the family thought it a successful af
fair.

Mrs. Rose, Yvette and Carolyn spent 
the following weeks shopping.  Yvette 
had to have a complete trousseau, 
starting with table linens and ending 
with silk stockings. Three months 
later Yvette and MacDougal were mar
ried at the Waldorf, with Carolyn and 
Maurice Adams as attendants. Only 
the most intimate friends were invited 
to the elaborate banquet which fol
lowed, though later there was an “in
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formal reception” with much wine. 
MacDougal had just bought an auto
mobile—black, though Yvette would 
have preferred a gayer color—and, 
after a short Atlantic City honeymoon 
the young couple took a new and elabo
rate apartment in Central Park West 
and settled down, with two maids, to 
domesticity.

“Ain’t it grand, Papa?” Mrs. Rose 
had said to her husband after their first 
call on the young couple. And even 
Rose had to agree that even Yvette was 
getting all that could be expected.

Carolyn was “the young lady of the 
family,” now. She was not as easily 
satisfied as Yvette had been. She 
called Yvette’s crowd “loudly vulgar,” 
though she was a trifle loud, herself, at 
times. She raised eyebrows and drew 
away when fate included her in her sis
ter’s parties. She was glad when her 
sister married—now she could enter- 

 tain her loud friends in her own home. 
 Maybe Yvette would even tone down a 
little; she laughed too loud and had 
terrible taste in clothes. Her mother 
talked loudly, too, except when she tried 
very hard to remember—and it was 
terrible the way she shrieked and sing
songed when she grew excited—but, at 
least you could remonstrate with her.

The Harlem apartment didn’t suit 
Carolyn at all. Here she was, out of 
school, nearly twenty—and living in— 
Harlem. She had gone to a series of 
morning lectures at one of the hotels 
and one of the lectures had been on 
furniture—it seemed all of the things 
in the Harlem apartment were entirely 
wrong. Carolyn knew this was true, 
too. Hadn’t she been to other homes, 
where people knew things ? They were 
rich and had—one maid—and she 
didn’t know how to wait on the table— 
and the family treated her as if she 
were one of them. And Irving talked 
back to his father, rather impudently, 
even when company was there, and the 
car was a sight—she was ashamed to 
use it. The least they could have was 
a new car and a chauffeur.

Irving agreed with all of Carolyn’s 
criticisms, excepting those which con

cerned himself. He was twenty-three, 
why shouldn’t he have things nicer? 
Dorothy, going on fourteen, also found 
the Harlem home distasteful.

“A terrible neighborhood,” said 
Dorothy, who became Dorothea, that 
year. “It’s too far from school and we 
do need a new car. I ’m ashamed to 
tell anyone where I live. I want a big 
room and my own bath, so I can ask 
girls to stay all night, if I want to.”

Rose sighed, said the family would 
break him and times were hard. Mrs. 
Rose sighed, too. Still, Harlem wasn’t 
such a friendly neighborhood—the 
other couldn’t be worse. And with 
only one girl there was too much for 
her to do. If they had a man to drive 
the car and a cook, maybe—

Carolyn went house-hunting alone. 
She said she’d take the others with her 
“when she found something.” Two 
weeks later she took her mother and 
Dorothea to see the new apartment. It 
was a foregone conclusion with Caro
lyn that they would take it—just the 
formality of mailing the lease for her 
father’s signature.

The apartment was on Riverside 
Drive, in a huge building of cream- 
colored brick. At the door was a negro 
uniformed in dark green, and another 
similarly clad attended the mirrored 
elevator. The halls had Oriental rugs 
and were lit and draped with an ex
pensiveness that suited even Carolyn. 
Of course it was pretty far out on the 
drive—but it looked rich—and living 
on the Drive was rather grand, at that. 
Mrs. Rose was speechless at first, but 
later the apartment seemed quite satis
fying. She liked the ornateness, the 
grandeur—it was even finer than 
Yvette’s, than any of her friends. Why 
shouldn’t it be, with Abe a partner in 
a big factory and all— ?

The woodwork of the apartment was 
white enamel. There were little panels 
in the living room, Waiting to be 
papered, and the dining room had a 
white enameled plate rail. The lighting 
fixtures were of the new “inverted” 
style, on heavy brass chains ending with 
carved brass holders of white frosted
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globes. There were French doors of 
mahogany leading into the living room 
and dining room, a huge butler’s pantry 
with numerous shelves, a kitchen with a 
big hooded range and immense white 
sink, large bed rooms, four baths.

“If—if your Papa will pay for it,” 
Mrs. Rose admitted weakly.

“Oh, he’ll pay,” said Carolyn, “why 
shouldn’t he-—a rich man like him ?”

When the‘men of the family came to 
see the apartment Irving pronounced it 
“immense.” Mr. Rose looked at the 
apartment, saw the library that he could 
have for his own, the big bedroom and 
bath—and gave in with unexpectedly 
little persuasion. After all—his friends 
were living well—why shouldn’t he? 
He was making money-—the family 
might as well spend it. Didn’t the way 
you live show how well you were do
ing? Not that he was making so much, 
of course, but, with Yvette married— 
if Carolyn wanted the apartment—

Mannie and Dorothea were rather in
different. Still, Mannie was in prep 
school and cared most about books— 
even writing a poem occasionally. He 
was eighteen. At fourteen, Dorothea 
didn’t care about details as long as they 
were moving. Her new room was nice 
and big. Still, they ought to have a 
new car—Dorothea was quite pouty 
over the old one.

Carolyn took charge of the furnish
ings of the new apartment. Mrs. Rose, 
with uplifted hands, declared her igno
rance of periods “and such nonsense,” 
but begged her daughter not to spend 
too much money, “You know your 
Papa. There’s a limit even with him.”

Irving gave a long-winded disserta
tion about what to get and told about a 
fine apartment he had visited, rather 
down on the drive—two girls he knew, 
their father was a criminal lawyer. 
Carolyn didn’t listen very closely. She 
knew what she wanted.

Accompanied by her most intimate 
friend, Eloise Morton, daughter of 
S. G. Morton, the box people (both of 
Eloise’s parents had been born in Amer
ica), Carolyn visited a number of shops. 
She called the big stores where Yvette

traded “middle class,” but she was 
afraid of the decorating shops and 
called the things in the windows 
“junk.”

“You might like that old stuff,” she 
said to Eloise, “but I can’t see any
thing to it. Old chairs, stiff and funny 
—a hundred dollars apiece and then a 
fake, probably. A whole room, full of 
that doesn’t look like anything. I like 
things that show their full value, that 
you can tell cost a lot of money.”

Eloise agreed that her friend had the 
right idea.

Carolyn didn’t allow any mere furni
ture clerk to suggest, or dictate to her. 
Hadn’t she seen a lot of fine homes? 
Didn’t she go to every new show in 
town and look especially at the stage 
settings ? Hadn’t she heard a furniture 
lecture? Who could advise her?

She didn’t want her mother with her, 
she’d “simply spoil things if she started 
to talk.” Carolyn and Eloise, alone, 
could give an impression of taste, ele
gance and riches.

Carolyn decided on Adam furniture 
for the living room. If the ghosts of 
the brothers Adam groaned a bit Caro
lyn was too busy to hear. She liked 
“sets” for living rooms—didn’t every
one have them?—so she choose a great 
davenport of mahogany with cane sides 
and back, motifs slightly after some of 
the Adam designs scattered over the 
woodwork. The upholstery was rose 
velour. There were two huge chairs  
of similar design, one a rocking chair. 
Other chairs were of cane and mahog
any, one a Venetian, one a fireside. 
There was a great oblong table, too, 
that Carolyn knew showed good judg
ment, for it was of “dull antique ma
hogany.” It, too, bore motifs of the 
house of Adam. There was a floor 
lamp with a rose shade and two table 
lamps to match and several pieces of 
“stylish” painted furniture, factory 
made. Carolyn looked with scorn on 
the little rugs that had seemed so fine a 
few years ago. She chose now an im
mense Oriental in rose and tan for the 
living room and a Chinese rug in dark 
blue to combine with the intricately
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carved Queen Anne furniture of the 
dining room.

There were elaborately patterned filet 
lace curtains throughout the house. Be
fore this Mrs. Rose had always hemmed 
and hung the curtains. Now Carolyn 
gave the orders for them. The over
drapes and portieres were of rose vel
our, heavily lined, and, above the win
dows were elaborate valances, edged 
with fringe and wide gold braid. There 
were blue velour curtains in the dining 
room.

In the bed rooms Carolyn’s imagina
tion had full play. Her parents’ room 
was in mahogany with twin poster 
beds. Her own room was in ivory, cane 
inset. Dorothea’s was white enameled, 
painted with blue scenes.

For the walls of the living room, be
tween the panelling, Carolyn chose a 
scenic paper in grey. On this were to 
be hung elaborate oil paintings in scal
loped gold frames: “A Scene at Twi
light,” “The Fisherman’s Return.” In 
the dining room the paper was in a 
tapestry effect, red and blue fruit and 
flowers.

The family moved into the new 
apartment in October, 1911. The mov
ing was simple for the old furniture 
was to be sold and professional movers 
attended to the packing of ornaments 
and dishes.

Mrs. Rose and Irving were im
pressed with the effects wrought by 
Carolyn’s taste and her father’s money, 
but it did not take the family long to 
settle down to the pleasures of life that 
Riverside Drive opened to them.

XII

M o v in g  to the Drive, the Roses made 
the final change in their name. Mannie, 
usually quiet, was the one to propose it.

“Rose is so—so-peculiar,” said Man
nie. “Anyone could tell it had been 
something else, Rosen or worse. I ’m 
eighteen and go to college this fall. I ’m 
not going to have a name so—so ordi
nary. Let’s change it to Ross. That’s 
not distinctive, but it isn’t queer or for
eign. I ’m changing my first name just

a little, too. I ’ve never been called 
Emanuel, anyhow. Mannie isn’t a name 
fit all. I ’m going to register at college 
as Manning Ross.” 

There was no letter-box to announce 
the change, but the elevator man knew 
that the new occupants of Apartment 
31—he wrote the names down with a 
blurring stub of a pencil to be sure to 
remember them—were Mr. and Mrs. 
A. Lincoln Ross, two young Misses 
Ross and two young men, Irving and 
Manning.

The family had liked Rose—but there 
might be something in what Manning 
had said. But no more changes! Mr. 
Ross put his foot down, this time. He 
was meeting important men in busi
ness, Gentiles, and he didn’t want any 
more monkey-business about names. 
Ross was all right and Ross it would 
have to stay. And it did.

Mrs. Ross took great delight in get
ting her new servants. It made her feel 
superior and important, driving up to 
an employment agent and interviewing 
prospective retainers. She took Caro
lyn along for advice and counsel— 
Carolyn went out a lot and knew about 
such things.

Carolyn would have liked a retinue, 
but Ross rebelled—expenses were awful 
and each servant was another mouth to 
feed. The old “girl” had got married 
so they finally chose a cook who was 
not above helping with other things, a 
waitress who could combine housework 
with waiting, and a chauffeur. Besides, 
the washerwoman would still come in 
for two days each week.

Soon after the family was settled 
Mr. Ross bought a big limousine, 
American made, but one that Carolyn 
thought looked really expensive. The 
chauffeur was in uniform, of course. 
He happened to be a young Irish boy 
and it seemed to Carolyn, sometimes, 
that he smiled a bit sarcastically and 
annoyingly as he held the door open 
for them, especially after her mother 
had spoken with an accent or her old 
sing-song.

Mr. Ross didn’t object to the new 
luxuries. It was much more comfort
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able driving to the office in the limou
sine than waiting for Irving or one of 
the girls to take him -or depending on 
less comfortable modes of transporta
tion. He had more room to himself, 
too. He liked the way the new cook 
prepared things—he was getting indi
gestion and had to be careful about 
what he ate—though he still remem
bered with real emotion the pot roasts 
and fish and stuffed goose that Grand
ma had delighted to prepare. These 
new dishes—salads and things like that 
—everything served separately—you 
could get used to it—it didn’t make 
much difference—here he was, used to 
a maid in cap and apron, waiting on 
table—and Minnie used to it, too, ex
cepting when she forgot and talked to 
her or reached across the table for 
things. Still, Minnie meant well, a good 
woman, rather fat these last years, but 
a good woman who loved her family— 
none of this new foolishness some 
women had, he’d noticed—

Mr. Ross didn’t pay much attention 
to women. He never had. He saw 
what fine girls his daughters were, that 
was about all. He couldn’t have recog
nized half a dozen of their best friends, 
whom he saw constantly at his home, if 
he had passed them on the street.

His business—that was something. 
Still, even that didn’t keep him busy, 
the way it used to. This new arrange
ment, the offices and the factory sepa
rated—of course it was for the best.

 He could always go over to the factory 
when he wanted to, though there wasn’t 
much need—machinery he didn’t under
stand, everything in such order—with 
a head for every little department, not 
to mention the big ones. And, with 
four partners you couldn’t say things 
as if it were your own business. Mr. 
Ross was fifty-three, but it hadn’t been 
an easy fifty-three years and things had 
gone along rather rapidly for a while. 
Not that he was an old man—far from 
it. Still things that had passed seemed 
pleasanter than they had seemed in the 
passing—and things to come lacked 
luster.

This wasn’t age—certainly not—he

felt as well as he had twenty years 
ago, practically. Give him some real 
work to do, you’d find out. But there 
was so little to do, now. You’d go 
down to the office about ten and dictate 
a few letters and potter around with 
things. You’d examine “swatches” and 
find that an expert had already given 
them a chemical analysis. You’d go to 
luncheon and be careful about what you 
ate. After luncheon, a little sleepily, 
you’d dictate more letters, if there were 
any more and see a few men on busi
ness, young upstarts, most likely, or 
Gentiles who wanted something for 
nothing—or consult with your partners. 
Then, you’d drive home after a while 
and read the paper or listen to Carolyn 
play on the new player piano or talk 
with Dorothea, though there wasn’t 
much to talk about. Dinner then, and a 
game with Adams, though he had rheu
matism these last years and wasn’t the 
man he had been. Or Moss would drive 
over. There was a club, even, if you 
cared to go to it—a lot of strange men 
who didn’t care anything about you— 
a club—at least they were of your own 
race—Dorothea was always asking 
questions about why the family didn’t 
mix with other people—such notions a 
child gets—

The Rex Suit Company was still 
progressing. The great factories were 
outside New York, but the business 
offices occupied a whole floor of an 
office building, each partner with his 
own mahogany furnished office, with 
its row of bells and its private stenogra
phers. There was an expert to decide 
each thing. MacDougal was in the 
sales department and Maurice, the 
younger Adams boy, was advertising 
manager—a big advertising agent had 
charge of all of the advertising, of 
course. And what advertising the firm 
did, too! Double pages in the popular 
weeklies at thousands of dollars a page. 
Everyone was familiar with the “King
ly Men.” Girls cut them out and 
mounted them for their rooms. “Amer
ica’s Kings in King’s Suits” had been 
familiar enough to get applause at a 
musical comedy when it was used to



A CYCLE OF MANHATTAN 27

introduce two juveniles. “Every Inch 
a King for the Kings of Creation” and 
other well-known slogans ran in letters 
four feet high above the artist’s con
ception of the “Kingly Man” on the 
billboards.

Each year there was ah ornate cata
logue of the styles, “for the Prep 
Youth,” “for the College Man,” “for 
the Younger Set,” “for the Older Fel
low.” Hundreds of merchants all over 
the country displayed King Brand 
signs and carried King Brand suits. 
The Rex Company had invented half 
sizes, adjustable models and the giving 
with each suit of an extra bit of the 
goods and two extra buttons for mend
ing. There wasn’t much you could 
plan about for the Rex Company. 
Likely as not, someone else would have 
thought of it first, anyway.

Mr. Ross was accustomed to meeting 
men, now. He liked to meet them, in 
business. He would listen, weigh what 
they said, learn from them. He never 
talked much. He always retained his 
look of severity. He was known as 
“a. cracker jack of a business man,” “a 
man you couldn't put anything over 
on,” but the other partners were good 
business men, too. There was nothing 
for Mr. Ross to work for.

Outside of business he had little. His 
family still seemed apart, yet he would 
have done anything to have saved them 
trouble or pain. He liked Yvette be
cause she was frank and lively, but, 
these last years he liked Dorothea, too, 
though there was nothing against Caro
lyn, a fine girl, if she did like to spend 
money. Minnie was all right—the 
boys would be, too, when they got a 
little older and settled down.

Mr. Ross didn’t mind listening to the 
mechanical piano or the Victrola at 
home, but he did not care for other 
kinds of music. Concerts made him 
miserable and fidgety. He saw nothing 
in them and after several for charity 
and one visit to the opera he refused to 
partake of music outside of the home. 
He had never learned to like reading. 
He was still content with the daily 
papers and glanced, occasionally, at a

weekly devoted to current events. He 
knew nothing about art and said so. He 
didn’t want to be bothered with “such 
notions.” Drama of all kinds bored 
him and even musical comedies enter
tained him only for a little while. 
Usually he got to thinking of business 
in the midst of things and lost all con
sciousness of what was going on.

Mr. Ross had no social ambitions, so, 
with no business worries and no outside 
interests, his days began to drag un
pleasantly. He thought often of other 
days, of “the other side” ; when he had 
been planning to come to America—he 
was glad that was over, of MacDougal 
Street, the hard work he had done there, 
the long hours, the overtime, the little 
economies so both ends would meet, 
then the newer tenement, with things a 
little easier, the beginnings of the fac
tory—those had been real days, staying 
awake planning to meet bills, figuring to 
the dollar how to get enough money to 
pay the “help” and have enough left 
for living expenses, then Harlem and 
now Riverside. It was good to have 
planned and worked. Still, now he was 
used to his comforts. He liked space 
and quiet and the car—but, with nothing 
to do—

Mrs. Ross had long since relaxed her 
anxiety over her husband. He had 
never talked business and he seemed 
just like always, willing to listen to her 
stories of how she had spent the day. 
Mrs. Ross was quite content, with the 
Drive. The aloofness of the neighbors, 
that had been disagreeable to her in 
Harlem, became one of her own char
acteristics now. She became more and 
more aware of her own importance. 
She had disliked the way “outsiders” 
and Gentiles had treated her, years be
fore. Now, her last vestige of humble
ness gone, she felt herself more than 
“as good as anyone.” Wasn’t she Mrs. 
A. Lincoln Ross, wife of Ross of the 
Rex Suit Company, a real figure in New 
York? Didn’t she get her picture in the 
paper when she gave money to charity ? 
Didn’t people treat her with respect as 
soon as they found out who she was? 
She was frankly fat, but she didn’t
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mind. She had expensive dressmak
ers and tailors and she thought the re
sults of her toilet satisfactory. After 
all, she was nearly fifty.

Her voice had toned down, during the 
years, as had Yvette’s. When talking 
with those she considered important, 
she even tried to put an elegant swing 
into her sentences. Usually, though, 
her voice was accented, ordinary, unin
teresting. She still made errors and 
sometimes quite a lot of sing-song crept 
in.

In the morning Mrs. Ross attended 
to her household affairs, giving direc
tions to the servants, ordering her own 
provisions over the telephone, even 
planning meals. She looked into the 
ice-box to see what provisions re
mained, rubbed fingers across furni
ture for dust, examined linens. She 
was a good housekeeper. In the after
noon, with Yvette, whom she found 
most congenial, or an acquaintance, she 
went for a drive or shopped. She 
dropped most of her old friends who 
had not progressed and she had no sen
timental regrets concerning them. A 
few earlier friends she kept up with, 
asking them for luncheon or for a drive, 
with a hint of patronage. Through 
her daughters she met other women of 
her own age and circumstances. To 
these she tried to be pleasant, using her 
best language and manners. She had 
no intimacies with these women.

During the second year of the fam
ily’s residence on the Drive, Mrs. Ross 
was asked to belong to several com
mittees of important charitable organi
zations. She joined these gladly and 
gave generous sums. She liked the 
society of her own race. She did not 
feel at home with “outsiders” nor know 
what to say to them—she felt that they 
were constantly criticizing her. She 
had decided social ambitions, however, 
and wanted Mr. Ross to join a well- 
known club composed of members of 
his people. She was proud to know 
women who, a few years ago, or even 
now, were she less wealthy, would have 
ignored her. To the arts she was as in
different as her husband.

I r v in g  was a lawyer n o w . He had 
a nice office in one of the newer build
ings devoted to professional men, but 
not much practice. His father found 
it just as convenient to give him some 
o f  the smaller business of the firm as 
to  increase his allowance. When any
thing important came up Mr. Ross 
agreed with his partners that it was 
best to  let a better-established lawyer 
handle the case.

Irving—who became Irwin about 
this time—could have joined a large 
firm as a junior member, but he pre
ferred independence. He didn’t like 
to work hard or long and he had heard 
of the tasks performed by the younger 
members of big firms. He liked to 
waste time, browsing around book
stores, walking through the lobbies of 
hotels, calling on friends. He had a 
large acquaintance with women and 
had as many dinner invitations as he 
could accept. Wasn’t he a great catch, 
a young lawyer with a rich father? 
And good company.

At twenty-five, Irwin still loved an 
argument. Although never a great 
reader, he liked to pose as one, quoting 
well-known authorities, reading and 
talking about authors unknown to his 
hearers. His hair was always immacu
lately sleeked, though it had just a per
ceptible wave. He had his favorite 
manicurist at one of the larger hotels. 
He smoked an expensive brand of ciga
rette, carrying them in an elaborate 
silver and gold case and fitting each 
one carefully into an extremely long 
amber cigarette holder before smoking 
it. He used affected gestures, pounding 
on a table to emphasize a point he was 
making. He still wore nose-glasses, 
now large lensed and tortoise rimmed, 
and, from habit he held his head too 
high.

Irwin was proud of his acquaintance 
with half a dozen actresses of minor 
importance. These he took to teas, 
dinners and suppers, talking later as if 
the engagements had had special sig
nificance. He was careful about his

XIII
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acquaintance with other women, choos
ing those that were, to him, of social 
importance. He had the same distrust 
his parents had for those outside of his 
own race. He never attended services 
at a synagogue, but to him religion and 
race were intermingled and he did not 
attempt to differentiate between them. 
Since boyhood he had. suffered from 
prejudice far more than his sisters. He 
was proud to associate with “outsiders,” 
liked to think he looked and spoke and 
acted like pne of them. But he would 
never have married a Gentile.

Carolyn was now the liveliest mem
ber of the Riverside Drive household. 
She didn’t think much of race and 
creed. She envied other women in 
some things, but she thought herself all 
that was desirable and attractive. She 
liked best the people of her own race, 
but she preferred them with American 
or English accents, appearance and ac
complishments. She liked to associate 
only with people of great wealth. Al
ways gowned a bit ahead of the fashion, 
perfectly groomed, silky, smooth, crisp, 
she went to the theater, evenings and 
matinées, to luncheons and to parties, 
giggling and laughing, quite moderately, 
of course, and had a gay time. She 
loved musical comedy and after-the
ater suppers. She didn’t care for the 
opera, but even the most serious drama 
could give her something to giggle about 
afterwards. Her hair and eyes were 
dark with something of the Orient 
about them, but her skin was fairer and 
clearer than her mother’s or Yvette’s, 
her round little nose was always white 
with powder and her eyebrows narrow 
and smooth, her lips and cheeks pinkly 
attractive.

You could see Carolyn almost any 
fair afternoon, on the Avenue) with 
Eloise or Helen or Mary Louise, stop
ping in at one little shop for a bit of 
lingèrie, at another for flowers. They 
spent money with no thought of its 
value. Most of them could not re
member poverty. Those who could 
found spending the best method of for
getting. Occasionally they met several 
of “the boys” for tea. When they

didn’t they bought tea for themselves 
at Maillards, usually, or the Plaza. 
There was always a car waiting and 
they wore low pumps or slippers and 
the thinnest of stockings even when the 
snow was on the ground.

Carolyn “went with” Jack Morton, 
Eloise’s brother. She had met Eloise at 
the Riverside Drive school. Jack was 
at Harvard, then, but he was graduated 
a year later and was “catching on” nice
ly, in his father’s box factory. The 
Mortons thought the Rosses a step be
low them se rously, for the Mortons were 
a little farther removed from “the old 
country.” Outside of that, they liked 
Carolyn. So no one was surprised, 
when, in 1914, when Carolyn was twen
ty-three, she announced her engagement 
to Jack. The Rosses thought Carolyn 
had “done well,” as indeed she had, for 
Jack Morton was a likable fellow, full, 
of practical jokes and fond of poker 
playing, but on the whole quite a desir
able husband.

Ross gave his daughter a diamond 
lavalliere for an engagement present, 
and as Carolyn picked it out herself it 
was quite glittering. He promised her 
the furniture for her new apartment as 
a wedding present. The Mortons gave 
Carolyn a small car, green, with cush
ions to match, which she pronounced 
“a young wonder.” They had an en
gagement “at home” and were married 
a few months later at one of the newer 
hotels. Carolyn hoped that it was quite 
evident to the friends of both families 
that they were both very wealthy.

The young couple took a three weeks’ 
trip to Florida—Jack couldn’t stay 
away from the business longer than 
that. Then they went to the Astor, but 
Carolyn wanted to entertain her friends 
and a hotel does keep you cooped up 
so. She and Jack finally decided on a 
small apartment in a high-priced new 
building in Park Avenue. They had 
only one maid to start with for they 
both preferred eating at restaurants. 
With the little car you could eat at a 
different place and go to a show or 
some place every night.

Without Carolyn the Riverside Drive
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apartment seemed quiet. Manning 
went to Harvard for a year, dissatis
fied with the unexclusiveness of Co
lumbia.

Dorothea liked school, too, and was 
now taking a few harmless courses, 
which gave her something to do, 
though they didn’t satisfy her. Nothing 
quite pleased Dorothea. She hadn’t 
been satisfied with Carolyn’s school— 
girls of only one creed went there, so 
narrow. Dorothea said that school was 
a joke. She had chosen a more ex
pensive school, patronized by daughters 
of rich men generally. Her new study 
courses were at Columbia and with 
private teachers. Mr. Ross didn’t like 
them.

“It isn’t as if she had to be a teach
er,” he said. “A girl can have too much 
book-learning.”

But Dorothea went. She had al
ways been different. Her clothes, for 
one thing. Couldn’t she have had any
thing she wanted? Look at Carolyn— 
always dressed like a picture—the fam
ily had to admit it, themselves. Even 
Yvette, though she liked bright colors, 
was a good dresser. It wasn’t as if 
Dorothea was economical. She spent 
as much as Carolyn did. Carolyn wore 
things that “looked expensive,” rich 
broadcloth, elaborate furs—Dorothea 
preferred rough tweeds. She paid ex
traordinary sums for little suits that 
Mrs. Ross thought looked as if she’d 
got them for twenty dollars in Third 
Avenue. They were of mixed weaves, 
in grey or tan and she wore big tail
ored collars over her coats, not man
nish looking or freakish, just plain. She 
paid fifty dollars for her little round 
velour hats. She wore heavy gloves and 
shoes, even when she went out with 
Carolyn, sleek in white gloves, patent 
leather pumps and furs. Dorothea paid 
huge prices for plain little evening 
frocks which, she bought at exclusive 
little places. Even then she was not 
satisfied.

Dorothea wore a perpetual little pout 
—something had always just gone 
wrong. She spent her time wondering 
what to do, dipping in “courses” on a

variety of subjects, at settlement work, 
“going with people she didn’t have to 
associate with,” her mother thought. 
Clad in a trim-fitting habit she rode 
whole mornings in Central Park. She 
exhibited- funny little Belgian Griffins 
at shows. She went to benefits and 
tournaments. Yet she was always a 
trifle “put out,” a bit bored. Things 
weren’t ever good enough, or quite what 
she had expected.

For her. twentieth birthday Dorothea 
asked for and received a new car, a 
good-looking foreign-made roadster. 
About time the family had more than 
one car! She didn’t want a chauffeur. 
Hadn’t she been driving as long as 
she could remember, learning on the old 
red one? She liked driving the car 
best of all.

The family, the family’s friends, 
what anyone said or did—all displeased 
Dorothea. She made sport of Irwin’s 
pet affectations to his face, to her moth
er’s horror. She called Yvette’s things 
“impossible” and made fun of Caro
lyn’s diamonds. She treated her mother 
as a person of no consequence, never 
asking her opinion about things. Al
though she had nothing in common with 
her father, she made a great fuss over 
him and he grew to like her better than 
any other member of his family. She 
took him out in her car, though he 
didn’t quite enjoy the rides, expecting 
to be tipped over at. every corner. Caro
lyn drove perfectly, with the reckless
ness of a racer.

Dorothea went with “outsiders.” She 
seemed as much at home with members 
of other races as with her own. 
She’d bring in unexpected guests, 
making the family feel ill at ease. 
While guests were there she’d bring 
up bits of family history the rest were 
trying their hardest to keep out of 
sight.

“Dad,” she’d say, “here’s someone 
wants to meet you. He’s heard a lot 
about you. . Can you believe that
less than twenty-five years ago Dad 
came to America with no money at 
all?” then, with a little gesture and a 
smile, “and now look at him.” She’d
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throw an arm around her father, 
who, ill at ease, would greet the 
stranger.

If Mr. Ross had been unsuccessful, 
he would have looked like any of a 
thousand of his race whom you can 
see leaving the shops any evening at the 
closing hour. But his wealth haloed 
him. It was impossible to separate him 
from his money. Thin, stoop-shouldered, 
solemn, quiet and accented of speech, 
he stood for success. To Dorothea her 
father was immensely important. She 
was the first who had ever made much 
of him. It embarrassed him—he was a 
simple old fellow in many ways—but 
he liked it.

Mrs. Ross thought Dorothea didn’t 
appreciate her.

“It’s always her Dad, her Dad,” she’d 
say, “never a word about how I worked 
when she was small or all I do for her 
—just Dad this, Dad that—and Irwin 
don’t like—that you’re always bringing 
up old times, about Papa being a cut
ter. The other night when that fine 
Miss Tannenheim was here, you said it, 
when you was talking to that big blond 
fellow you brought in. . . ”

“You’re a dear, Mother,” Dorothea 
would give her mother the tiniest touch 
of a kiss on her broad cheek, “but 
Irv’s a mess and he knows it. The Tan
nenheim person is a cheap old thing 
with a mean eye and she’ll marry him 
some day, if he isn’t  watching.” 

“Dad,” said Dorothea, one day. 
"Let’s move. You can’t guess how 
sick I am of Riverside Drive.”

“What’s the matter? Haven’t you 
got things nice here ?”

“Nice—on the Drive?”
“We’re always moving, it seems. 

Only four years ago. . .”
“I know, Dad. That’s just it. A 

man of your position ought to have a 
home. Apartments are nothing. This 
one is simply awful. Riverside Drive 
is fearfully ordinary, vulgar—don’t 
you think so? Such a cheap collection 
of newly-rich. Dad, you ought to have 
your own home in town, anyhow, and 
something permanent in the coun
try.”

T h e  idea o f  a home appealed to Mr. 
Ross. He felt, now, that he had al
ways wanted a real home. Dorothea 
called for him in the car and they ex
plored the streets east of Fifth Avenue. 
Finally, without consulting the rest of 
the family, Ross bought a three-story 
house in East Sixty-fifth Street, just off 
Fifth Avenue.

“Mother will think this is terrible,” 
Dorothea said as she kissed him, “but 
you and I like it, don’t we?’ I know it 
cost an awful lot, Dad, but you can see 
it’s really an investment. After it’s 
made over a bit inside it will do for a 
family home for years. Imagine you 
—after all you’ve done—not having a 
family home!”

Ross really liked the house. It 
seemed almost—homelike. The rest of 
the family were not pleased. The mar
ried daughters—of course it was not 
their affair—but, they wondered if it 
was just the right thing. Of course, 
nice people lived in houses, but none 
of their friends. ..

“That’s why we bought it,” said 
Dorothea.

Irwin “guessed it was all right.” 
Manning was indifferent.
 Mrs. Ross held up bejeweled hands 
and wailed,

“Oh, Dorothea, just as I ’m . begin
ning to get into things and can ask 
people here to a fine apartment on the 
Drive—an address I can be proud of 
—and here you buy an old house—I 
thought, a young girl like you would 
want things swell—here we’ve got ser
vants and all ”

“Don’t you worry,” said Dorothea, 
“it will be ‘swell’ enough—awful word. 
And as for servants—”

The family moved to East Sixty- 
fifth Street in 1916. Dorothea didn’t 
run around after furniture as those of 
her family who had chosen furniture 
before her had done. She turned the 
whole house over to Miss Lessing, in 
Madison Avenue. Miss Lessing’s 
corps of exquisitely minded young men 
came in, looked around, made sketches,

XIV
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brought drapery material and wood 
finishes, all of which Dorothea ex
amined critically.

“At last we’ll have some place we can 
ask our friends,” she said.

The home in East Sixty-fifth Street 
was rather nice. It was done in Eng
lish things, mostly, painted walls and 
rather soft taffetas. There were some 
big easy chairs that could be pulled 
around, comfortably, in front of the 
fireplace. Perhaps because of its seem
ing simplicity and the plainness of the 
walls and carpets Mr. Ross liked it 
more than any home he had ever had. 
He felt it belonged to him. Mrs. Ross 
never liked it.

“It’s too plain,” she said, “nothing 
to it. No one would believe how much 
it cost you, Papa. Mrs. Sinsheimer has 
got an apartment on Park Avenue, just 
a block from Carolyn. Fourteen rooms. 
She had a decorator, too, but he got 
different things than this—gold furni
ture. It looks like something. We 
had a fine place on Riverside Drive 
and Dorothea drags us here, where 
there ain’t even lights enough to see by, 
at night.”

Still, Mrs. Ross found out, from 
what people said, that there must be 
something desirable about the new 
home. She even acquired a bit of the 
patter Dorothea used, pointing, with 
something like pride, to “a real Chip
pendale escritoire, one of the nicest 
examples in America,” and “some 
Wedgewood placques, three, from an 
original set of four, you know,” and 
“of course, we are getting old and it’s 
nice we can have a home where we can 
gather the sort of things we like, as a 
background.”

Irwin “didn’t  think much of the 
place, myself,” but it was a good idea, 
the old folks having a home . . he
was glad he didn’t have to be ashamed 
of it, though, for his part . . now,
that country place Dorothea was talk
ing about. . .

Yes, Dorothea had been talking about 
a country place. After they were set
tled in the new home, she continued to 
talk. They had five servants now—

they wouldn’t even need two sets—Dad 
could see now it took that many to run 
any kind of a house—and they could 
just shut up the town house in Spring 
and open it in Fall. All the family 
could be there, too, Yvette and the new 
baby, and Carolyn and their husbands 
. , . “a real family together. Dad, 
a permanent family like ours ought to 
have a decent country place.”

The country place was on Long Isl
and, finally. Dorothea picked it out 
and put the decorations in the hands of 
the same firm of decorators, who did 
rather startling things with colored 
wicker, chintz and tiled floors.

It was near a famous country club, 
and Dorothea knew, as did the rest of 
them, that none of the men of her 
family could ever be admitted. It didn’t 
seem fair to her, of course, and yet 
. . . Dad was a great one—there
oughtn’t to be any place Dad couldn’t 
get into. But Dad didn’t care. Though, 
from things he said, Dorothea knew he 
had felt things . . expected them.
He hadn’t even hoped this much of life. 
Irwin didn’t like being left out of 
things . . and yet, Dorothea, look
ing at Irwin, hearing him argue in his 
rather nasal tone, gesturing with his 
long amber cigarette holder, couldn’t 
blame members of the club, exactly. 
. . It wasn’t because of Irwin’s race
. . maybe the members, themselves,
weren’t so wonderful . . and yet
there were her two brothers-in-law, 
one rather fat, both slow-minded, card- 
playing, a bit loud and blatant, always 
bringing money into the conversation 
. . Yvette, loud, laughing, so heavy,
mentally, Carolyn, with her cheap talk 
of money and spending . . her
mother . . it wasn’t fair to criticize
her, her mother’d had a hard time of it 
when she was young, and yet . . .

Dorothea knew that, somehow, the 
man she liked didn’t belong to her race. 
Hamilton Fournier, now . . of
course, if she’d marry him, there be an 
awful talk, lots of crying and going on 
about religion . . that sort of thing.
She could hear her mother . . she
remembered when Freda Moss married,
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—“He”ll throw it up to you”. Yet, if 
you are proud of your race . .
doesn’t that . . can you have a thing
“thrown up to you” that you are proud 
of? It was a big problem, too big for 
Dorothea. She felt that she’d always
had everything she wanted . . she
could keep on having . .

The family settled down comfortably 
in the new home, Manning with them. 
He was going to school in town, now.

Mrs. Ross was getting to like the 
new home better . . it wasn’t River
side, of course, but people didn’t look 
down on her here. She was even get
ting in with Mrs. Rosenblatt—now 
that she lived near her. That crowd— 
she didn’t have their education, but 
what of it, she was richer than most 
of them. Who were they, to be so 
exclusive ? Maybe, by next year, if she 
donated to their Orphan’s Nursery 
Fund . .

Mr. Ross’s indigestion seemed a 
little worse. The doctor came to see 
him several times each week and he had 
to be more careful with his diet. There 
seemed to be less to do at the office. He 
could retire, of course, but that would 
take away the only interesting thing 
he had—the few hours at the office. He 
even tried outdoor exercise, but after 
one attempt, he gave up golf as im
possible. He gave to organized chari
ties rather liberally and was even ap
pointed on a committee which he at
tended—he knew it was his money they 
wanted. He would sit, as he had al
ways sat in the evening, falling asleep 
over his paper, or bundled up beyond 
the necessity of the weather, he would 
climb into the car and spend a few 
hours with an old friend, or someone 
would come to see him, playing cards, 
as always. But a few of the old friends 
had died, another had moved away 
. . there had never been many of 
them. He was just an old man, and 
lonesome, with nothing interesting to do 
or think about. . .

XV

M a n n i n g  s to p p e d  sc h o o l th e  y e a r
S.S.—Mar. 3

after the family moved into their new 
home. He had had a year at Harvard 
and a year or so at art school. Now, 
nearly twenty-two, he felt that he was 
a sculptor. His father was disappointed 
—Manning had started out a nice boy 
—it did seem that one of the boys. . .

But Manning shrugged sensitive 
shoulders at anything as crude as the 
clothing business, even wholesale. His 
soul was not in such things. And Mr. 
Ross had to admit that the position of 
model was about the only one in the 
establishment that Manning could have 
filled. Manning went in, rather heav
ily, for the arts that the rest of the 
family had neglected. Of course Doro
thea read, but Manning thought she 
skimmed too lightly over real literature. 
And Irwin—an impossible, material 
fellow.

Manning wore his hair a trifle long. 
He talked knowingly of Byzantine en
amels and the School of Troyes. He 
knew Della Robbia and the Della- 
Cruscans. There was nothing he didn’t  
know about French ivories. He knew 
how champlevé enamelling differed 
from other methods . . there were
few mysteries for Manning. His per
sonal contributions to Wanty consisted 
of fantastic heads, influenced slightly 
by the French of the Fourteenth Cen
tury, in bas-relief—very flat relief, of 
course.

Manning’s friends felt they formed 
a real part of New York’s “serious Bo
hemia.” They ate in “unexploited” 
Greenwich Village restaurants, never 
complaining about the poorly cooked 
food, sitting for hours at the bare- 
painted tables, talking eagerly in the 
dim candle or lamp light. They ex
pressed disgust when “uptowners” dis
covered their retreats and sometimes 
moved elsewhere. You could find them 
every Saturday and Sunday night in 
parties of from four to ten, at the 
Brevoort, sometimes with pretty girls 
who didn’t  listen to what they were 
saying, sometimes with homely little 
“artistic” ones, hung with soiled em
broidered smocks who listened too 
eagerly, talking of life and art,
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revolution and undiscovered genius.
There was no question that Man

ning’s father should continue his allow
ance—there is no money in sincere art 
these days. Manning knew that even 
his father must recognize that. Man
ning spent his summer with the fam
ily on Long Island—it was hot in town. 
But, when one’s family is of the bour
geoisie, it does draw one’s energy so. 
In the autumn Manning decided he 
must have a real studio, some place he 
could work in and expand, going to 
“the town house” for week-ends. Hav
ing one’s family uptown was quite all 
right, of course—but you couldn’t ex
pect an artist to live with them.

Mr. Ross agreed to the studio. He 
was getting accustomed to Dorothea’s 
friends, unbelievers though they were. 
He found he could not accept the artis
tic friends that Manning thought so de
lightful.

Manning found his studio, finally. 
The rent was terrific, of course, but 
the building had been re-built at great 
expense and was absolutely desirable in 
location, construction, everything. He 
furnished it himself in Italian and 
•Spanish renaissance reproduction 
things. Rather nice! When it was 
finished—though they probably couldn’t 
“get it,” he’d let the family see it.

One Sunday, after a family reunion 
dinner, Manning announced that his 
studio was done. If the family liked 
they might all run down that way—a 
sort of informal reception . . of
course, they probably couldn’t under
stand it all. . .

It was in the Village, of course. Did 
they think the Village was slumming? 
Uptown people did. But that’s where 
you’d find real thought, people who ac
complished things. . .

“Why, my' new studio has real at
mosphere”—Manning ran his fingers 
through his hair as he spoke. “It’s 
in a wonderful old building, magnificent 
lines and the architect left them all— 
it’s just the inside he’s remodeled. I ’ve 
the third floor front, two magnificent 
rooms, a huge fireplace, some lovely 
Italian things . . and the view from

the window is so quaint and artistic 
. . of course you may not under
stand it . . this family . . it’s 
just a block from Washington 
Square.”

“Why, that’s where . . ” began 
Mrs. Ross.

Irwin silenced her.
“Don’t begin old times, Mamma. 

Most of us haven’t as long memories as 
you,'” he said.

“Come on, now that we’re all here, 
let’s go down,” Manning went on, “I 
want you to see something really artis
tic. A friend of mine, DuBroil—I think 
you’ve met him—did me a stunning 
name plate in copper, just my name, 
Manning Cuyler Ross. I ’m so glad I 
took Cuyler for a middle name last 
year. And there is just the single 
word, ‘masks.’ I thought it was— 
rather good. And I ’ve a stunning bit of 
tapestry on the south wall. Come on 
—you’ve got your cars here, we’d bet- 
ter get started—”

It was a pleasant drive. The three 
cars drew up, almost at once, in front 
of Manning’s studio, as he, in the first 
car, pointed it out to them.

They made quite a party as they 
turned out in front of the building—a 
prosperous American family—Mr. and 
Mrs. Lincoln Ross, well-dressed, com
manding, in their fifties, which isn’t old, 
these days; MacDougal, Adams, plump, 
pompous; Yvette Ross Adams, in hand
some furs and silks; Jack Morton, 
sleek, black-haired; his always exquis
itely gowned wife, Carolyn Ross Mor
ton; Irwin Ross, in a well-fitting cuta
way, eyebrows raised inquiringly, chat
ting alertly; Dorothea Ross, attractive 
and girlish in rough tan homespun, and 
Manning Cuyler Ross, their host, pleas
antly artistic.

“Here’s the place,” said Manning. 
“No elevator, real Bohemia, three 
flights up, uncarpeted stairs. Come on, 
Mother.”

Mrs. Ross was strangely pale, and 
on the faces of Yvette and Irwin there 
were curious shadows. The rest, save 
for Mr. Ross, were too young to re
member. As for him he broke, for the
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first time in years, into a broad smile. 
Manning went rattling on.

“This,” he proclaimed, “is the way 
to live! None of your middle-class 
fripperies. Plain living, high thinking 
—this is the life!”

They came to the studio at last, and 
all stood about in silence while Man
ning explained its charms—the clear 
light, the plain old woodwork, the love

ly view of the square, the remote, old- 
world atmosphere. In the midst of 
his oratory Mr. Ross sidled up to 
Mamma Ross and reached stealthily for 
her hand.

“Do you remember, Minnie,” he 
whispered, “this room—this old place— 
those old days—”

“Hush,” said Mamma Ross, “the 
children will hear you.”

E VI D E N C E
By June Gibson

T H E slim, green-eyed, pale-haired woman attracted me.
 I turned to the woman at my side.

“Is she a lady?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” said my companion. “W ait until the men arrive.

A P O L O G Y
By Muna Lee

I SAID, I will sing no more,
 For they who should hear are dumb,

And though I sang like the reckless birds,
No answer would come.

And the leaves made song to my touch,
And the rain made song to my sight,

And the cloud and the wind made song in my heart 
Ceaselessly, night after night.

I struggled to hold to my word,
I cried to my will to stand strong,

I vowed I would keep to silence forever 
I—And that vow was a song!



AT  LAST THE HOUR;
By Carl Glick

TODAY I shall see her again after 
five years . . . five years of wait
ing and war.

Her note is here, telling me to come. 
I have seen François, the waiter. Our 
table is reserved as usual. We will 
have a quiet dinner together. Every
thing will be as in the old days.

I shall wear my uniform. Proudly 
will I pin my Cross of War upon my 
breast. I shall say nothing about my 
wound chevron. Surely she will no
tice it.

I wonder what will be her first words 
to me.

Will she greet me silently . . . say
ing nothing in words . . . but her 
looks speaking the thoughts of her 
soul? Silently then I shall take her in 
my arms.

Or wifi she greet me with applause, 
and throw the flag of our country about 
my shoulders, and call me her hero ?

But this I know, her first words will 
express all the dreams and hopes of 
five years of waiting.

* * * *

At last came the hour.
“Hello, Billy!” she said. “When do 

we eat?”

I T  is very dangerous to love a woman one knows thoroughly. Fortunately, 
 it is also impossible.

A LOVE affair is a comedy in which the woman is the author and the man 
is the comedian.

H APPINESS in marriage consists of a desire, having dined, to kiss the 
cook.

A WOMAN’S first word is always “never.” Her last is always “always.
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THE MIRACLE
By Richardson W right

A T first Petrov thought cruelty 
would do it, and for moments his 
mind thronged with terrible and 

confused images. He heard scorching 
sarcasm spill from his lips. Deliciously 
he watched her writhe beneath his 
scorn. He even saw her face grow livid 
as her hair tumbled down and matted 
over her eyes whilst he cuffed her. If 
only he could be cruel enough, she 
might cease loving him!

But what excuse could he give ? How 
could he explan it to his business 
friends? They would surely find out. 
What a nasty scandal it would make 
on the Bourse! . . . No, his standing 
in Moscow was too high for him to 
venture cruelty.

Then he thought of openly deserting 
her. He could establish the lovely Ger
vaine Borel in an apartment even more 
luxurious than the one he was provid
ing. He could shower her with more 
jewels, more furs, more motors and 
then, at the peak of her new réclame, 
be seen publicly with her.

But wouldn’t that be as bad as 
cruelty? “Andrew Petrov, the banker, 
deserts his lovely wife for La Borel.” 
How the tongues would wag ! How the 
people would pity her disillusion- 
mènt! . . . N o ,  desertion would not 
work. What was done must be accom
plished without involving his reputa
tion. If he were to continue in the 
counsels of influential men, he must 
give the appearance of fidelity.

Beyond cruelty and desertion his 
imagination did not penetrate. Yet 
something must be done and done 
quickly. Gervaine Borel was pressing 
him hard and Maria seemed unaware 
of her. He must break the shackles of

that implicit faith Maria had in him.
 For two days he had not seen Ger
vaine. Once he telephoned, begging off 
on account of important business.

“That’s very entertaining,” she 
teased. “I never knew business could 
be so important as to keep a Russian 
from his beloved’s side!”

The reply tormented him. She could 
not understand. He must fight it out 
himself, and in those days he remained 
late at his office thinking of this scheme 
and that whereby he could make his 
wife cease loving him so that he might 
be justified in going to La Borel.

Finally, when he had exhausted his 
imagination, he capitulated.

“I must talk to you,” he cried over 
the wire. “I must! I am maddening 
myself with futile schemes.”

“Ah, beloved, I shall help you,” came 
her soft voice.

He telephoned his house not to ex
pect him for dinner, and then ordered 
his motor. * * *

Gervaine waited him in her salon. 
As he entered, she rose from her chair 
by the tea table, a vision of purple and 
blue chiffon loveliness, and yielded her
self luxuriantly to the strength of his 
arms.

“Now what is it that drives you mad, 
beloved,” she asked, leading him to the 
couch beside the table.

“Everything.” He sank wearily back 
into the cushions.

“Everything is a great deal. . . . But 
let me pour tea first. Or would you 
prefer vodka or cognac?”

“Perhaps a whiskey and soda would 
be better,” he interposed.

She searched among the karafes on
37
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the table and poured his drink. It was 
an accomplishment of La Borel, learned 
in the school of numerous admirers that 
she always had the desired thing at 
hand. Petrov appreciated this faculty. 
He took a long draught of the whiskey 
and lighted a cigarette from the candle 
on the table—the only light in the room.

“Everything,” he repeated, looking 
up at the ceiling.

“Then it must be a woman.”
He nodded, and his eyes rested on her 

sitting behind the candle glow watching 
him expectantly. The soft folds of the 
blue and purple chiffon fell loosely 
from her shoulders and faded into the 
blurred darkness behind her. She wore 
her hair as he liked it—parted in the 
middle and combed straight down on 
the sides. It gave her a look of naïveté 
and crowned the fine modeling of her 
features as with a lustrous black cap. 
About her mouth played a subtle smile 
of comprehension. Her eyes sparkled, 
her eyes and an intricate ruby clasp 
that smouldered at the meeting of her 
dress.

“Yes, a woman,” he said after a mo
ment. “My wife, in fact. She is in 
love with me, Gervaine, and I don’t 
know how to stop it.”

“You mean, she is—”
“I mean she is everything a man 

could wish a wife to be. She is kind. 
She is good. She is devout. She keeps 
my house in perfect order. She man
ages my servants with a minimum of 
trouble. She watches over the chil
dren. She sees that I want for no 
comfort.”

He halted and the color paled from 
his high cheeks.

“What makes it worse, everyone 
knows she does these things and does 
them because she is in love with me. 
That’s the difficulty of it. If she were 
cold, if she were careless, if she were 
indiscreet—”

“Indiscreet?” Gervaine echoed.
He stopped short.
“Indisci-eet ?” she said again, linger

ing on the syllables.
“But she isn’t indiscreet! That’s just 

the trouble.”

“She can be made to be indiscreet,
can’t she?”

Petrov raised his head and studied 
the farther wall. The posture threw his 
head into profile—showed the heavy 
brow, the high cheek bones, reminiscent 
of Tartar blood, the full lips and the 
square-cut black beard affected by Rus
sians of his class. It was a massive 
head and it crowned a massive body, 
yet one that had the reserve and polish 
of aristocracy. There was, in the ele
gant strength of his face and shoulders 
and hands, a force that at once com
pelled and caressed, that was brutally 
ovid and tenderly generous.

“I had thought to be cruel to her,” 
he said.

“That’s so clumsy,” Gervaine replied 
offhandedly, her eyes fixed on his pro
file.

“Yes, and dangerous.”
“Ineffective, I should say. Most 

women luxuriate in their grief—en
joy it.”

“But don’t they eventually become 
bitter?” He looked towards her.

“Not many. Most of them turn 
martyrs, wear their sorrow like a be
coming gown.”

“And being a martyr, I suppose peo
ple would pity her,” he added listlessly.

Gervaine did not reply. She merely 
sipped her tea and waited. The silence 
of the room crept over her. With half 
closed eyes she watched the candle 
flame pulse, die down and pulse upward 
again. It was like the spirit of a 
woman—never entirely extinguished— 
now urging upward, now burning low, 
now flaming out gloriously, now blown 
this way, now that.

“So you see, there is nothing to be 
done,” he said, rising to his feet.

“There is much to'be done, beloved,” 
she replied softly, her gaze still on the 
candle. Then she recovered from her 
reverie. “But do sit down and let me 
pour you a. fresh drink.”

He obeyed while she went briskly 
about her attentions.

“The trouble isn’t  as complicated as 
you think, beloved,” she said, placing 
the glass in front of him. “Only you
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must observe the rules of women when 
you play the game with them. It is 
vastly different from business.”

“You see, I mustn’t compromise my 
standing.”

“I understand that. But what you 
must do,” she leaned forward and gazed 
at him with narrowed eyes, “is to make 
her compromise herself. Make it easy 
for her. She is human. She is a 
woman.”

Petrov knit his brows.
“Let her fall in love with someone 

else,” Gervaine concluded.
“Ah, but you don’t know her!” A 

smile passed over his face, then he 
sobered again. “Maria is insanely re
ligious. She would not permit herself 
to be lured from the narrow path.” 

Gervaine laughed softly. “Still she 
is a woman!”

“Yes—”
“And a Russian woman.”
“But that makes no difference.”
“A great deal of difference, beloved. 

In Rome, do as the Romans. In Russia 
as the Russians. With a religious 
woman do as the religious.” She waited 
for a moment, thinking, and then added, 
“Most of religion is superstition, after 
all, isn’t it?”

“I suppose so.”
“And in Russia more so than any

where else ?”
“I guess that’s true.”
“Your church believes in miracles, 

doesn’t it?”
Petrov nodded.
“I mean modern miracles. In France 

all our miracles happened ages ago.” 
“Yes, the church teaches that,” he 

said dryly, puzzled at the convolutions 
of her thought. “Maria believes mira
cles can happen to-day. I ’ve often 
heard her say so.”

“All right! Then we must perform 
a miracle.”

Petrov smiled. There was irony in 
the curl of his lip.

“Don’t laugh.” She raised a hand. 
“I am quite serious. First find some
one to whom she will take a fancy. 
Then attach him to her, bind him to her 
through religion—through a miracle.”

Petrov rose to his feet, lighted a 
cigarette and began pacing up and 
down.

“In Russia you have wonderful ma
terials to work a miracle with,” she 
continued, eyeing him. “You make a 
mystery of religion. You hide it away 
behind doors and only show it under a 
veil.  Even the faces of your ikons are 
shadowed with the soot from incense.”

She rose abruptly and went to a cabi
net on the farther side of the room. 
On it stood a group of objets d’art— 
Venetian glass candle-sticks, an ivory 
or two, some bits of Japanese lacquer, 
several photographs in old silver 
frames, and, at the back, a large ikon 
smoked and black with age.

She lifted the ikon carefully and 
studied it. Inside the old gilt frame 
was the face of St. Anne, a quaint high- 
cheek, oriental face done in brown and 
black. The painting was on a board, 
but only the face could be seen because, 
as in most Russian ikons, the rest of 
the picture was covered by a crinkled 
gold aurole fittted to the frame.

For a moment she tugged at the 
back. The nails finally loosened and 
the painting slid out into her hand. The 
aurole, which was fastened to the 
frame, remained in place.

Petrov watched her from across the 
room. He saw her fumbling with the 
frame and moved to help her, but she 
waved him back. Finally she set the 
ikon on the cabinet and taking the 
candle from the tea table held it 
close by.

“Rather effective, eh?” she asked.
“Yes, the candlelight makes it look 

mysterious.” He stepped closer. “It 
seems to be hidden behind . . . My 
God, what have you done!”

Where the face of St. Anne had 
looked out now gazed Gervaine—a 
shadowy portrait in which -only the 
eyes, mouth and tip of nose were pro
nounced. The golden aureole fra
ming the face made it even more elu
sive.

For a tense moment Petrov studied 
it—watched the eyes seek his from their 
shadowy veil, saw the lips parted and
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waiting, felt the delicate dilation of 
nostrils.

The magic of the transformation 
seized him. A shudder ran through his 
body. His head swam. He tried to 
steady himself, to keep his eyes on hers. 
Their unreality was real. The eyes 
moved. The lips smiled. 

Suddenly the lust of ancient Tartar 
ancestors surged up within him.

He lurched forward and seized the 
ikon.

At that moment the candle went out. 
Unheard by him, Gervaine fled the 
room.

He stood atremble in the darkness, 
crushing the frame in his hands, curs
ing its resistance to his strength. Grad
ually it broke and trickled from his fin
gers to the floor.

A narrow shaft of light, that pierced 
the gloom where the curtains parted 
and let in the street glow, stretched sin- 
isterly across the fragments—the splin
tered wood, the twisted aurole and the 
torn photograph whose eyes gazed up 
at him menacing and inscrutable.

II

As it progressed, Petrov was ex
tremely satisfied with his dinner party. 
His selection of wines was excellent, 
the food without reproach, and he had 
managed to invite exactly the right peo
ple. But the greatest triumph of all 
was the presence of young Sachy. It 
was he who took Maria into the table.

Sachy, a moneyed young blood of the 
Guards, wore the resplendent uniform 
of a lieutenant-colonel, and carried 
himself in a grand manner. From the 
first Maria was fascinated. Her face 
lighted up whenever he turned the con
versation to her. She bantered back 
his flattery with blushing laughter.

From his end of the table Petrov 
watched her with the exquisite appre
ciation of a Turk baiting an Armenian.

“Find someone,” Gervaine’s counsel 
rang in his ears, “to whom she will 
take a fancy.” Well, had he not found 
someone ?

Here was a beginning at least! With

Maria gradually involving herself in a 
fascination he would be freer to move, 
freer to enjoy the luxury of this, his 
first “affair.” But not until tonight had 
Maria shown the slightest inclination 
to do likewise.

Toward midnight, while the guests 
were dancing, he crept off to the library. 
He stepped from the noisy hallway into 
its soft-lighted solitary peace. No one, 
apparently, was there. He lingered, in 
the doorway admiring the room.

It was his pride, this library—a huge 
apartment done in the Tudor style with 
paneling and decorations imported from 
London. Petrov’s leaning was toward 
the English rather than French or Ger
man as with most aristocratic Russians, 
and the library evidenced it, for it was 
the only Tudor room in Moscow. Inset 
bookshelves lined one side, and there 
was a long refectory table at each end 
with shaded reading lamps and deep 
wing chairs grouped about. The carpet 
was luxuriously soft; one walked on it 
silently, as through lush grass. There 
was also an -open fireplace—an almost 
unheard-of luxury in a Russian house 
—but Petrov was determined to be true 
to period and would tolerate no such 
anachronism as a clumsy Russian wood 
stove in an elegant Tudor room. Over 
the mantel a Rembrandt was set into 
the paneling of the chimney breast. 
Other pictures by masters hung about.

The only Russian touch in the room 
was an ikon, a little picture of aged 
pigment and gold that Maria had ac
quired in a moment of religious exulta
tion, and at great expense. She insisted 
it be placed there, hoping to influence 
her less religious husband. Petrov com
promised, and it was hung in a corner 
of the east wall, high up, with a little 
blue lamp burning before it.

Other ikons were in the house, but 
this, which had the reputation of work
ing miracles through three long and 
stormy centuries, was Maria’s favorite. 
Before it she prayed fervidly night and 
morning. He never did. Somehow, 
since he had become wealthy, he felt 
less need for such things. It was all 
right for a woman, but—“Most of reli
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gion is superstition after all, isn’t it?” 
he repeated to himself as his eyes rested 
on the holy picture.

He turned and walked toward the 
fireplace. At that moment laughter 
came from the big couch in front of the 
hearth and Maria’s head appeared over 
its high back. She sat at one end on 
a shoal of soft pillows, with Sachy close 
beside her.

“What do you think the colonel says 
he’s going to do ?” she asked, glancing 
up at him over her shoulder. “Make 
me indiscreet!”

“Not terribly indiscreet,” Sachy broke 
in. “I’ve invited her to drive out with 
me to Sparrow Hill for tea on Wednes
day.”

Petrov thought he saw a glint of guilt 
in her eyes.

“I’d not call that an indiscretion,” 
he said patting Sachy’s shoulder play
fully, “I ’d call it a privilege.”

The rest of the evening everyone 
told Petrov they had never seen him so 
jolly.

The good humor stayed with him for 
days. Maria was quite overcome with 
his solicitude for her. She asked no 
favor that he did not grant. He en
couraged her in everything she men
tioned. Once of twice when she chanced 
to bring up Sachy’s name, he enthusias
tically protested that Sachy was a fine 
fellow. He even went so far as to 
tease her about the colonel, but she al
ways protested that she wasn’t a bit in
terested.

However, the tea at Sparrow Hill 
came off happily, and a luncheon at the 
Boar’s Head a few days later. About 
each of these she gave minute descrip
tions. Then, on the following Saturday, 
she had tea clandestinely with Sachy 
at a secluded little restaurant.

On this same Saturday afternoon, as 
he was leaving the office, Petrov re
ceived a package he had been anxiously 
waiting.

Several days before he had acquired 
a photograph of Colonel Sachy. As he 
thought of it, he congratulated himself 
on his diplomacy. During luncheon 
with the colonel he mentioned casually

a hypothetical friend who had recently 
sent him his photograph—and the next 
day came Sachy’s picture duly inscribed 
“To my dear friends, the Petrovs from 
their, etc.” It was sent to Petrov’s of
fice. Did Sachy think him blind?

With this in his possession it was an 
easy matter to measure the frame and 
the gold aurole of the ikon in the library 
and to have the photograph enlarged 
to the exact size of the opening in the 
aurole.

The arrival of the pictures strength
ened his courage and gave him the bold 
and jovial front with which he came 
down to dinner.

Maria, fresh from her clandestine 
tea with Sachy, chattered as one pos
sessed. He listened attentively to her.

She looked very pretty, he thought. 
Well, why shouldn’t she? She was 
young—younger than him by fifteen 
years—and she had frocks and jewels 
and servants and everything to make a 
woman pretty that money could buy. 
Still, he could not help admiring her.

He slid the package across the table. 
“A little surprise for you.”

She opened it expectantly, and when 
the paper revealed Sachy’s portrait in 
a silver frame, gasped with joy.

“I rather liked the chap,” he said off
handedly. “I was pleased that he should 
care to send us his photograph. I hope 
you like the frame.”

“Very much.” Maria blushed and 
halted, as if deciding what next to say.

“This is really funny,” she finally re
marked. “The colonel told me he had 
sent you his picture and I ’ve been won
dering what you had done with it.”

“I was having it framed.”
It was a tense moment for both, but 

Petrov recovered himself quickly. “I 
thought you’d like'it better that way.” 

“Much better. . . . ”
“Can you suggest any place to put 

it?”
She did not answer.
“Perhaps that table in the library 

over toward the ikon corner,” he said.
“Yes, that would be exactly the right 

place. The library needs some photo
graphs of people. It’s too formal.”
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This seemed to relieve her.
Later, when Petrov retired to the 

library to read and she pleaded house
hold duties in the nursery, he heard 
her singing as she went up the stairs.

To Maria it seemed that circum
stances were building up a new world 
about her, a pleasant, happy world of 
new sensations and novel excitements. 
For some time life had appeared drab 
to her. She went about her duties 
drearily. Andrew was away much 
more now than he had been when they 
were first married, and he seemed en
grossed in things outside his home. 
Often he was curt and cold to her. At 
first she spent a great deal of time with 
the children but - gradually they palled 
on her. She began to find a sense of 
excitement and luxury in religious serv
ices. But Andrew grew even farther 
away. There came strange rumors 
about him which she would not credit. 
She spent more time in church. Then, 
of a sudden, a door opened on her life, 
a door that let out into a garden full of 
sunshine and flowers and the music of 
birds. She walked down the path, and 
at its end found Sachy! Strange that 
he should be there! For a moment she 
thought she would not go. But it made 
her happy to go, it seemed to fill the 
void in her life, to give her a new in
terest, a new refreshment. Even now, 
after only a third visit to that garden 
there were strange, sweet and secret 
whisperings in her heart, and she quiet
ed them by remembering that two more 
days and she would see him in their 
garden again.

The evening wore on, and silence 
settled on the house. In the seclusion 
of the library Petrov waited restlessly. 
Towards ten o’clock he asked if she 
were coming downstairs again.

“In a few moments,” she answered, 
“but you can put out the lights.”

She often said that. When the lights 
were out she would creep down for 
prayers before the ikon in the library.

Strange, the religion of a woman! 
She can turn from her lover to her God 
and from her God to her lover without 
a qualm!

Petrov waited a moment in the door
way listening. Then he hurried across 
the room and mounted the table in front 
of the ikon. It was only a second’s 
work to take out the painting of the 
saint and insert the copy of Sachy’s por
trait hidden in his inner pocket. It 
fitted the aurole exactly.

He clambered down, and at the door
way looked back. On the table stood 
the photograph in the silver frame. High 
above it, on the wall, his face in flicker
ing shadows from the blue lamp, smiled 
the other picture of the dashing Colonel.

The switch turned with a click and 
darkness fell on the room, save where 
the lamps burned. Petrov looked up 
at Sachy, and shivered.

On the stairs he met Maria coming 
down. She was very lovely in a dia
phanous dressing gown that trailed be
hind her. On her head a lace cap, and 
below it her hair tumbling in a golden 
cascade over her shoulders.

“Pleasant dreams!” she said as they 
passed. There was a faraway tone to 
her voice.

“Pleasant dreams!” he replied.

III

H e  p u t  h is  d o o r  a j a r  a n d  w a ite d .
For a time no sound came from be

low stairs. Then suddenly a scream 
and the names of saints called out in. 
hysterical succession.

He went out to the landing. Maria 
was rushing up the stairs, her face 
white, her eyes staring.

“What’s happened?”
“Oh, something awful! Some

thing. . . . ” She dashed into her 
room and closed the door.

He simulated great excitement as he 
ran downstairs. He quickly exchanged 
Sachy for the old saint, and slipped the 
photograph in his pocket and came up
stairs again.

Maria was prostrate on the bed, sob
bing and muttering.

“I didn’t  see anything the matter,” 
he said quietly. “What happened?”

“Oh, I can never tell you.”
“Was there a thief or a . . . ?”



TH E MIRACLE 43

“No! No!”
“Then what was it? Are you sick? 

I insist on knowing.”
“Please don’t insist.” She beat the 

pillow with her fists.
“But I have a right to know,” he 

spoke curtly. “I have examined the 
room and nothing is wrong.”

She raised up on an elbow and 
looked at him through her tears.

“Come! I’ll go down with you.” 
He gave her a hand. “Show me what 
it was.”

“No, I can’t tell you.” She brushed 
the hair back from her face. “I guess 
I was tired and saw things.”

“‘But if you come down stairs you 
will reassure yourself. Come!”

He left the room and went down to 
the library, switching on the light. She 
came down step by step, clinging to 
the banister and crying softly. At the 
library door she - drew back.

“Nothing has happened,” he said, 
drawing aside the portiere.

Slowly her eyes traveled, from the 
floor to the table and from the table 
to the wall.

“O h!” She pressed her fist against 
her mouth.

“You see for yourself, everything is 
all right,” he said consolingly.

She glanced again at the ikon. The 
old saint looked out from his shadows 
benignly at her.

“I don’t understand,” she sobbed, 
as she turned and went wearily up the 
stairs, “but I believe.”

* * *
The following two days Maria re

mained in her room, refusing to see 
anyone. Petrov suggested a physician, 
but she declined his services. Late on 
the second day she asked for her priest. 
He was with her several hours. The 
next morning she came down stairs as 
though nothing had happened. Petrov 
watched her move about the house 
calmly giving orders to servants and 
talking to the children. She acted as 
if convinced of something that had 
bothered her. She had an unusual air 
of self-possession.

Sachy’s picture was still on the li
brary table, he noticed, only she had 
placed others beside it—a portrait of 
her mother and brothers, one of the 
children, a picture of an old school girl 
friend and one of himself in a silver 
frame. It was patent that she did not 
want Sachy’s picture too conspicuous.

He lingered about the house pretend
ing to busy himself whilst she moved 
in and out the library quite unconcerned 
at his presence, although at that hour 
he was usually in his office. At eleven 
she came in, dressed for the street. She 
wore her new sables and a chic little 
toque set at an alluring, angle on her 
head. Petrov didn’t know when he had 
seen her so smartly dressed.

“I am going out now,” she said. “Do 
you want me to do anything for 
you ?”

“Nothing that I can think of,” he an
swered.

In the hall she stopped one of the 
servants. “If anyone asks for me, I 
am lunching with Colonel Sachy and 
will not be home until dinner time.”

Petrov jumped as though struck. 
She said nothing about it to him! Now 
she boldly announced her infatuation 
to the servants! He waited until she 
had left and then departed quickly for 
La Borel.

Gervaine was in a high humor. She 
had not expected him, but instead of 
being annoyed she tolerated his pres
ence, and while he related the details of 
the past few days, went about the room 
fluttering a little feather duster in a 
busy, housewifely fashion. 

It was an exquisite little salon—an 
octagonal room with blue walls and 
tiny corner cupboards. There were 
dancing nymphs in purple and yellow 
on the cupboard doors. The rug was 
a blue Chinese with yellow flowers 
along the border. Blue was her color, 
and Petrov had made the room as a 
setting fo r her.

“She was so hysterical, though,” he 
concluded his dialogue.

“What woman wouldn’t be!” Ger
vaine stopped suddenly and looked
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across to where he sat, head bowed, on 
the couch. “Any woman would be 
hysterical under the circumstances.” 

He did not reply.
  “She believes! Mon Dieu! She be

lieves in the miracle—and yet you are 
dissatisfied! You should be happy.” 

Petrov shook his head. “If that was 
all, I should not feel so uncertain. But 
she advertises the fact of her affair to 
the servants!”

“Yes?” Gervaine walked quickly to 
his side.

“She told them she was lunching out 
with Sachy. She’s there now!”

“Then you see, I was right.” Ger
vaine shrugged ironically. “You found 
the person to whom she took a fancy, 
you bound him to her with a miracle, 
and now. . . . ”

“And now she is making a fool of 
herself over him.” 

His state of mind was patent—he 
was jealous of Sachy, jealous for his 
wife. Gervaine studied him through 
narrowed eyes. For a moment she did 
not know what to say.

She lifted her head and looked about 
the room.

It was not the first salon that had 
been created for her, but it was the 
finest and the most expensive. As she 
surveyed it, her thoughts took in 
Petrov’s other gifts—the luxurious 
boudoir, the staff of servants, the 
jewels, the gowns, the furs, the three 
motors.

Yes, inwardly at that moment, she 
despised him. She was bored with his 
clumsy dependance on her. Any other 
man would have had the courage of his 
amours, deserted his saccharine, sick- 
eningly religious wife, snapped his 
fingers in the face of convention. Not 
Petrov!

Then discretion, whispered to her. 
After all, was she not fortunate in hav
ing Petrov? He. was extravagantly 
good to her. Why kill the goose that 
lays the golden eggs simply because it 
is a goose? Sympathize with him! 
Smooth down his ruffled feathers! If 
she permitted jealousy to get the better

of him there was no knowing what 
might happen.

“Don’t worry about it, beloved.” She 
slid onto the couch beside him and 
forced his head down on her shoulder. 
“Things work their way out to their 
appointed, destinies. We cannot leap 
up and snatch our pleasures at will. 
We must wait for them and be thank
ful when they come.”

She stroked his cheek with her long, 
encarmined fingers. “You have me, 
and I you. And you are my beloved 
out of all men.”

He stirred as though to release him
self from her embrace, but with a touch 
she forced his head back against her 
shoulder.

“We have gone thus far,” she con
tinued softly. “And now we must go 
on. She has fallen in love with Sachy. 
The ikon proved to her that she was 
right. . . .  Today she sees him, openly, 
boldly, defiantly! To-night the ikon 
must show her that her public avowal 
of him was the right thing to do.” 

Neither of them spoke. Then Ger
vaine began: “She will be expecting an
other miracle. Before, it came to her 
as a shock. Tonight, it will be a bene
diction.”

“And after that?”
“After that, beloved, all will go 

easily.”
She stroked his head again, slowly, 

softly, alluringly. The magic of her 
fingers smoothed out the wrinkled cares 
of his mind. . . . Pier arms were a 
calm harbor for him to lie in and be 
safe. . . . Her words were sign posts 
along the difficult path of his life.

Gradually she released him and he 
rose to his feet.

“Well, that is settled!” he exclaimed, 
stretching his arms.

“And now you must have a cigarette 
and some whiskey,” she answered, cast
ing about for her cigarette box.

He took the lighted cigarette from 
her lips and drank the whiskey slowly 
and with relish.

“Now I must go,” he said, putting 
down the glass.
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As she helped him on with his coat, 
she whispered, “I am trusting you not 
to fail me, beloved.”

The sense of her dependance reas
sured him.

“I shan’t,” he promised.
She watched him down the stairs 

and flung a kiss as he reached the 
bottom.

On the way home his motor was held 
up at a crossing to let some functionary 
pass. It was a daily sight of old Mos
cow, but Petrov was not sufficiently in
terested even to watch the cavalcade of 
outriders that preceded the big Cos
sack-guarded coach. Other motors 
crept beside his. He glanced at 
them distractedly past his curtained 
seat.

In the window of one he could see 
the arm of an officer, the arm and the 
hand resting on a sword hilt. The fin
gers were clasped about the white- 
gloved fingers of a woman.

As the cavalcade passed, this car shot 
ahead and Petrov’s chauffeur had to 
jockey for position in the line. Petrov 
leaned forward to give him an order. 
At that, the limousine next to his swung 
in front of his. His eye caught the back 
window. With their heads close to
gether were Sachy and Maria. He saw 
Sachy lift her hand and kiss it. Then 
they were lost to view.

IV

H e  arrived home late. Dinner had 
been waiting him, and Maria was at her 
place. He ate in silence. Oblivous to 
him she chatted on. No mention of her 
luncheon with Sachy. No mention of 
their ride home.

Yet anger raged at his heart, anger 
and chagrin and fear. The spectre of 
some sinister and imminent event 
haunted him. And under its pressure, 
as he looked across the table at her, 
there came back with annoying and 
rapid recollection all that Maria had 
meant to him : their first days together, 
their children, his business rise, this 
new house, his tsardom of the Moscow

Bourse, his meeting with Gervaine 
Borel—No, he didn’t want to think 
about her just then.

He went into the library and tried to 
read. But the memory of her followed 
him. Her face would flash across the 
pages of his book. He must rid himself 
of that woman!

“Maria!” he called, going to the 
door, “Why don’t you bring your sew
ing down here and sit in the big couch 
by the fire?”

“I’m very comfortable where I am,” 
she replied.

“But you can be just as comfortable 
on the couch.”

“No, I prefer to stay here.”
He tried to forget by writing a letter. 

But words would not come, at least, not 
the sort of words he wanted. Had he 
written what he wished at that moment 
Colonel Sachy would have received a 
stinging rebuke and Gervaine Borel the 
coolest congé that ever reached her fair 
and wicked hands. Petrov abandoned 
the idea of writing and went to the door 
again.

“Really, dear, I think it very silly of 
you to sit up there all by yourself,” he 
called.

“I do not. So please don’t bother 
me.”

So she would have no more of him! 
God, what a nasty predicament! He 
didn’t want Borel and he did want 
Maria—and now Maria refused him. 
What a fool he had made of himself 
over Borel! How easily she had in
fluenced him!

Think of the things he had given that 
woman !

A cool quarter of a million roubles 
or more that little fancy cost him! 
Fool ! Wastrel ! Profligate ! His chil
dren could use that money to better ad
vantage.

Back and forth he paced the library, 
head down, hands behind him, anger, 
disgust and jealousy boiling up within 
him. Each time he reached the east 
wall he would gaze at the array of fam
ily photographs and tears would spring 
to his eyes. There were his children.
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There was the portrait of himself taken 
on their marriage day.

He looked up at the miraculous ikon 
of the benign old saint. Of one thing 
he was certain—his hands would not 
touch that ikon again.

With a stride he reached the fire
place. The logs blazed up warmly. He 
slipped the enlarged photograph of 
Sachy from his pocket to the flames, 
watched them lick across the face, and 
then stirred the ashes into dust.

There! That ended that! No more 
evil would come of that picture. No 
more clandestine meetings with Sachy. 
No more Sachy kissing her hand. 
Ough! He spat disgustedly. Never 
again should that young ass cross his 
threshold and, by the saints, if he ever 
heard of his meeting Maria again he 
would challenge him! Damn the scan
dal ! Damn reputation! Damn Ger- 
vaine! Damn everything and everybody 
who came between him and his wife!

He went to the door, determined to 
bring Maria down. As he parted the 
curtains a servant came from the other 
end of the hall. “A message, Barm!”

Petrov tore open the envelope noisily. 
A faint odor of heliotrope wafted up 
to his nostrils. Gervaine’s scent! It 
sickened him. He turned back into the 
room. 

“Beloved out of all men,” he read the 
first words and a loathing crept over 
him, but his eyes sought the paper 
again:
Beloved out of all m e n :

In  the innerm ost recesses of my heart 
you are  dwelling tonight. You pervade my 
being. Y our strength  enters into me, and 
I  am  strong w ith a resolution past under
standing.

T onight—and to m o rro w !
T onight you will not fail me. .
Tom orrow  I shall aw ait your coming.
T hink of me, tonight, beloved. I w ear 

your purple and blue gow n th a t folds me 
w ith so ft loveliness. . . .

Petrov looked into the fire, and then 
back again at the letter:

. . .  th a t folds me w ith soft loveliness. I  
feel the strength  of your arm s creep through 
the fabric, and your w arm th enkindles mine.

“ ‘The strength of your arms,’ ” he 
repeated to himself, and breathed deep
ly. “ ‘Your warmth enkindles mine.’ ”

Maria might soon be saying those 
same words to Sachy—and all thanks 
to his hideous ingenuity.

He crushed the paper in his fist, rose 
and began pacing again. When he 
reached the farther table he read the 
note again. Then he stuffed it into his 
pocket and lighted a cigarette.

“Maria,” he called again. “I want 
you to come down and spend the eve
ning with me.”

“I shall not.” Her words were curt 
and final.

“All right then.”
He pulled the letter out and glanced 

at it.
“ ‘I am strong with a resolution past 

understanding.’ . . . ‘Your warmth 
enkindles mine.’ Damn it, I am 
strong !”

He began to feel his resolution. He 
smoked a second cigarette, a third. 
Delicately Gervaine’s face crept up in 
their fumes. He threw a mocking 
glance at the ikon and turned away.

Shall anyone call Andrew Petrov a 
coward ? Shall his wife dare to refuse 
him ? Let her—and she shall have what 
she desires !

He braced his shoulders and walked 
resolutely.

When he came to the farther end of 
the room he glanced at his watch. It 
was well after ten. At half past ten the 
servants went up stairs. Before eleven 
Maria would come down for prayers. 
He pushed aside the portière and 
looked up through the grilling of the 
balustrade.

“I am putting out the lights now,” he 
called.

No response.
He repeated his warning.
“I shall come down when I can be 

alone,” Maria answered.
“I ’ll leave the room immediately,” he 

answered.
“Then I shall come down imme

diately.”
Immediately !
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He switched off the light and darted 
over to the table. There wasn’t a sec
ond to waste. He swung the ikon from 
the hook with a jerk. The wire knocked 
against the little blue lamp with a re
sounding click—and the flame snuffed 
out.

“Bah!” he gasped.
Now where was the picture? He 

reached inside his pocket. Suddenly he 
remembered he had burned it. With a 
long reach he picked up the silver 
framed photograph from the table, slid 
it from the frame, stuffed the frame 
in his pocket beside the painting of the 
saint, and pushed the photograph into 
place.

This time the wire gave no trouble. 
He straightened the ikon.

“Now, matches!”
There were none in his pockets. He 

stepped down and ran his hand over 
the top of the table. No matches! 
“Matches! Matches! I must" light that 
lamp !”

At that he heard a step on the stair. 
Maria was coming! He swept the table 
top again. Too late! He stepped brisk
ly to the door and pushed through the 
portieres.

Maria was on the landing. She had 
a candle in her hand.

“That’s good,” he said, trying to ap
pear unconcerned. “You may want the 
candle. As I switched off the lights I 
noticed that the little blue lamp had 
gone out.”

“Then I ’ll light it again,” she said 
coolly as she passed. “That lamp 
should never be permitted to go out. 
It should burn perpetually.”

He caught “burn perpetually” as he 
closed the door of his room and 
fell back against it, weak and shiver
ing.

His fingers clenched desperately. The 
nails dug into the flesh. Oh that he 
could hurt himself! Oh that he could 
undergo some torture! Could. . . .

“Andrew! Andrew!” It was Maria 
calling.

He opened the door and looked over 
the bannister.

“O my beloved, the sign has come !” 
she called, rushing-up the stairs to him. 
“Come! Come quickly!”

She seized his arm and dragged him 
with her. At the library door she fell 
on her knees pulling him down.

“A miracle!” she whispered. “A 
miracle!”

Reverently her hand pulled aside the 
portiere and she prostrated herself.

Petrov looked up. On the table 
burned her candle. It threw a bright 
glow over the reading lamp and photo
graphs, the chair back, the wall, the 
ikon. . . . He fell back aghast.

Dimly from the golden aureole looked 
forth his" own face!

In the darkness and confusion he had 
mistaken it for Sachy’s photograph.

“A miracle!” he groaned, and falling 
forward swept Maria into his arms.

M ARRIAGE, too, has its jurisprudence. The first rule is that a husband is 
always guilty, even after he has proved his innocence.

T H E  genuinely intelligent woman is poor company. A  woman is n e v e r  
 wholly charming save when she is mistaken.



MORE CANDIDATES FOR SIBERIA
By Adam Dennis

PEOPLE who are vitally interested 
in the American Indian, and insist 
on telling you of the latest discov

ery that it took two minutes to start a 
fire with sticks instead of three, as was 
commonly supposed.

* * *
Men who whistle while shaving.

* * *
Women who never seem to realize 

that when an elevator reaches the 
ground floor there are likely to be peo
ple in it; and who always try to break 
in the moment it lands, and then fall 
back with an astonished and aggrieved 
expression.

People who, the moment they enter 
your hotel rooms and know that it costs 
five cents a call, are promptly seized 
with an irresistible desire to telephone 
all their acquaintances.

* * *
People who, after a meal, measure 

out slimy drops of yellow liquid in a 
glass of water that has to be specially 
prepared, and inform you during the 
process of the exact cause and detailed 
symptoms of their ailment.

* * *
Women who hold an unopened letter 

in their hand for half an hour wonder
ing whom it’s from.

A T T A I N M E N T
By Marguerite Le Roy

O THERS will praise you: I shall never praise.
Others will answer you, though I stand dumb. 

While I grope heavily through alien ways 
Seeking the path to you, others will come.

You have deserved so much of Life that she 
Must be generous; you will never miss 

The lesser joy you might have had of me.
Dear, I am happy; being sure of th is !
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THE TRIUMPH
By L. M. Hussey

STANDING before his picture, he 
recognized its badness with a sar
donic resignation. With his fully 

matured sense of his own futility, he 
knew that it should never have been 
hung; only his intimacy with the chair
man of the judges had given it a place 
in the exhibition. He regretted now his 
urgent insinuation, he deplored the com
pliancy (that must have concealed a 
touch of pity) of his friend. Yet he 
had longed, a month before, with a 
childish and sudden desire, to see some
thing of his in public; the impulse was 
now remote and incomprehensible.

With a hidden and destructive bitter
ness, he looked at the painting. It 
was a daubed ineptitude; he wondered 
how many had been paused a second by 
its maladroitness, to pass at last with 
a laugh. Suddenly self-conscious, he 
turned his head backward to see if any
one were watching him, or looking at 
the picture he had painted.

By the quick turn of his head he met 
the eyes of a woman standing a little 
behind him. For a moment they stared 
at each other in the surprise of their 
unexpected glances. Then the woman, 
blushing with an abrupt suffusion of 
colour, dropped her eyes to an opened 
catalogue she held in her hands. She 
turned a page quickly, examined the 
type with a palpably unseeing eager
ness. He continued to look at her and 
the encounter, her blushes, her confu
sion, began to amuse him.

She was too unbeautiful to give grace 
to a blush; on her cheeks the sudden 
colour became a folly. Under the con
cealing brim of her absurd, floppy hat

S.S.—Mar,—4

I the outlines of her face were nearly 
hidden, but he had made their full ac
quaintance in the second prior to her 
confusion. He had seen, with a swift 
completeness, her small blue eyes, pal
lid as a bleached cornflower, her thin- 
bridged nose with a shiny high-light on 
the tip, her straight, pale lips in startled 
compression, her sharp chin somewhat 
like the beak of a bird. Now he looked 
at her hands, knobby with knuckles; 
her unpleasant brown suit that hung 
upon her curveless figure amorphously, 
like the drapings of an impromptu 
effigy. From beneath her skirt her 
large shoes protruded startlingly, an 
efflorescence of yellow leather. As his 
eyes appraised her fully, she even 
aroused him emotionally; he felt the 
pathos of her unloveliness.

He knew that she was pitifully dis
concerted; he understood her palpita
tions, her conviction of an adventure, 
her fluttering wish to stay and look 
again at the man who stared at her, 
her conflicting urge to flee. He won
dered what she would do if he spoke 
to her and his curiosity, swiftly in
creasing, led him to the experiment. 
He took a step toward her.

“Were you looking at this picture?” 
he asked. “What do you think of it?”

She raised her face, and her blushes 
blanched and returned in an almost 
rhythmic sequence. Her hands fumbled 
nervously with the catalogue, pulling 
at the corners of the pages, creasing 
them, fraying them. Her lips parted, 
and before she answered moved once 
or twice in an evident struggle for ar
ticulation. Then she spoke—with an 
excited and unexpected volubility. Her 
voice was surprisingly pleasant and by
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the incongruity of its charm, accentu
ated her fundamental charmlessness, 
like the effect of a single flower grow
ing in a waste.

“Yes, I was,” she said. “You were, 
too, weren’t you? I stopped because I 
hadn’t seen anything just like it in the 
exhibition. You call that impression
ism, I suppose. It’s very interesting, I 
think, don’t you ?”

A group of observers approached, 
and a fellow among them with lengthy 
hair and an expounding manner, hold
ing a glass to his eye, gave his views 
with profuseness and finality. His dis
ciples stood close to each picture and 
gaped. The artist drew away from the 
wall, drew close to the unlovely woman, 
to allow their passage.

She looked steadily at his face now, 
waited for him to speak, seemed to 
watch his lips as if in the expectance 
of an oracular utterance. The strained 
eagerness of her attention tautened the 
skin on her face, stretched the little 
wrinkles at the corners of her eyes, ac
centuated the abrupt promontory of her 
chin, the thin line of her nose glistened 
with the lights of the room like the edge 
of a mirror. Her breath came and 
went with a spasmodic irregularity, 
but swifty. He looked into her face, 
into the diluent blue of her eyes, and 
smiled; he was amused, he was enter
tained.

“Yes, I think you’re right,” he said. 
“This picture is unquestionably inter
esting—the interest of something very 
bad. Therefore, it may have merit of 
a sort—you see ? Extremes are always 
notable, I think, extreme goodness, or 
extreme badness.”

“Oh, do you think that?” she ex
claimed. “Don’t you imagine you may 
be wrong? I thought it was a good 
picture; I believe there is something 
the artist is trying to say that we don’t 
quite understand. I wonder who 
painted it?”

She lowered her head and began to 
search through the pages of the cata
logue. He looked down upon the brim 
of her unbecoming hat, his eye fastened 
upon a cloth rose, flagrantly unnatural,

reprehensibly counterfeit. He laughed 
a little.

“I did,” he said.
Simultaneously she discovered his 

name in the book.
“Herbert Lodge—” she began, and 

then her mind apprehended the words 
he had said.

Her speech stopped, the incongruous 
charm of her voice melted into silence 
like a dying song. She stared at his 
face, and he dropped his eyes, faintly 
embarrassed. Then she spoke to him 
again, and, looking down at the shiny 
level of the waxed floor, seeing nothing 
of her untempting face, her uncomely 
person, the tonal sweetness of her 
speech, her speech that stirred in the 
air almost as a corporate loveliness, 
seemed to proceed inevitably from an 
exquisite and bewitching presence.

“I’m glad I liked your picture,” she 
said, “before I knew it was yours. Why 
do you say these unkind things about 
yourself ?”

He looked up—and met her in
effectual eyes, filmed with a sentimental 
moisture. Suddenly he felt that she 
was kind, that the unenchanting chrysa
lis of her exterior self concealed a pro
found and inner graciousness. For the 
first time he spoke to her with sincerity, 
and unsmiling.

“You are very good,” he said, “but 
nevertheless the painting is not what 
you think. Some years ago I got the 
enthusiasm of art; the desire was in
sistent and authentic enough—it was 
ironic, don’t you think, that I should 
have been given that, the driving force, 
without the talent? I went to Paris— 
were you ever in Paris?”

“No. . . . ”
“I went to Paris after the impression

ists had won their battle. I tried to 
achieve the suggestive magic of Degas 
and then Manet’s vigour of colour. I 
did nothing. If I ’d been fortunate  
enough to have had to earn my own 
living, I would have dropped this fool
ishness long ago. As it is, I ’m cor
rupted—you understand? I spoil a 
good many square yards of canvas and 
board every year. . . . ”



TH E  TRIUM PH

She put out her hand in a gesture 
that fell short of touching him.

“I’m sure you’re wrong,” she said, an 
immense and apocalyptical assurance in 
her voice. “I’d love to see more of 
your pictures!”

Her conviction, expressed not only in 
her voice, but in the pathetic fervour 
of her unlovely face, brought the re
turn of his amusement. He smiled at 
her again, he inclined himself toward 
her with a sardonic gallantry.

“Would you”—he asked—“would 
you like to see more of them?”

There was a proposal in his deliver
ance; she looked back at him a little 
startled.

“What do you mean?”
“Not far from here,” he said, “I have 

my studio. It is full of nothing but 
bad pictures, all of my authorship.  We 
will go there now if you like, and you’ll 
need no additional proof of my per
fidy!”

The absurd blushes, from which her 
countenance had lately been delivered, 
returned with his words. She was 
plainly shocked, even appalled, as if he 
had committed the utterance of a pro
found blasphemy. He knew that she 
would never have the courage of acqui
escence ; he stepped to her side abrupt
ly, and took her arm. He felt the re
sponse of a trembling agitation under 
iris unused masculine touch.

“Let’s hurry out,” he said, “before 
the crowd gets any larger. These ex
hibitions are an abomination. They at
tract all the asses in the city.”

He drew her along with him; her 
feet, opposingly reluctant and eager, 
kept step with him.

II

T h e y  emerged from the squat, an
cient building of the Academy, and 
found his green runabout standing near 
the door, with the aloof, illimitable pa
tience of an unsentient mechanism. He 
pushed her into the seat, and in a mo
ment he was beside her at the driver’s 
wheel. The car, like a beast awakened 
by his necromancy from a motionless

spell, snorted away with an explosive 
clatter. He manipulated the intrica
cies of the traffic with dextrous ease.

She sat beside him, tingling, as from 
the momentary emersion in an icy fluid. 
It seemed to her that all the functions 
of her mind and body, the flow of her 
thoughts, the beat of her heart, the 
pulse of her blood, were serving the 
single purpose of an emotional expres
sion, sheer and unqualified emotion, 
emotion that held her as a thrall. An 
epochal adventure had come to her like 
an act of God; she was whirled in the 
vortex of a happening that nearly 
transcended her belief.

She was seated beside a man, a man 
who had talked to her, looked into her 
eyes, touched her with his hands, 
walked at her side! He was master
fully riding away with her, like a knight 
of antique romance, as if she were the 
snatched and stolen maiden of his bold 
desire! This was a reality, herself and 
the man beside her, yet how strangely 
like her intimate and unspoken fancies, 
her years long wishing—how often she 
had dreamed it!

She knew she was not lovely; she 
had the bitter acquaintance of her 
charmless face, the unalluring angles of 
her body that had no grace of curves. 
Yet in her ego there had been the deep 
and concealed source of a hope and a 
romantic urge that fed it perennially. 
Men had passed her by, she knew no 
men; like one of another race, she was 
isolated. Still, somewhere in her, in 
some subtle shape whose lineaments 
would at last light a recognition in a 
man’s eye, she steadfastly, almost fran
tically, believed a charm must have its 
being. It would bring her romance, it 
would secure her tenderness, it would 
ensnare a love for her.

She was startled to find they were 
drawing close to the curb; with a final 
roar the engine died into silence; the 
artist slipped out from the wheel, and 
walking quickly around the front of the 
car opened the door for her. He held 
out his hand to aid her descent.

Their fingers touched; her pulses 
beat with the unaccustomed thrill of
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his gallantry. He took her arm again, 
and they crossed the pavement. She 
glanced up at the building in front of 
them. They had stopped in front of 
an art-shop, and they paused now at 
the side door, whilst he searched his 
pockets for a key.

“I have my rooms above this place,” 
he said. “It’s convenient—I’ve only to 
go downstairs to buy whatever mate
rials I need.”

In a sudden terror she tried to free 
her arm.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “I can’t go 
in! What have I been thinking of! 
I don’t even know you!”

He laughed, and his cavalier mirth 
convinced her of her capture. What 
might not happen to her! She was 
afraid, she was ecstatic, she was breath
less with expectancy. Masterfully he 
ignored her expostulation, and pulling 
open the door, drew her with him into 
a meagre vestibule. Together they be
gan the ascent of a steep flight of 
stairs; still he held to her arm as if he 
feared her abrupt, panic flight; on the 
narrow stairs he pressed close to her 
and the intimacy of their ascending 
nearness augmented her flushing fear 
and her delight. They reached the 
landing and there was a closed door in 
front of them on which his name was 
printed. He opened it for her; faint 
as an exhausted bird, she found herself 
pulled across the threshold.

It was a long room, an immense 
place, she thought, for the ceiling, ordi
nary in height at either end, curved up
ward toward the center spaciously; a 
white lighting-dome hung downward 
here, suspended on three long brass 
chains. A window in front, reaching 
from the floor to the ceiling, was cov
ered entirely by green curtains; above 
was the white large square of a sky
light, that gave the room its sole illu
mination. Beneath the skylight she saw 
an easel, with a canvas frame tilted 
against its negligently. All over the 
room were paintings. They were 
stacked together in the comers, against 
the wall; some were piled like cord- 
wood on the chairs; one was propped

up against the back of a sofa. She 
heard the door close behind her. He 
was at her side again. He laughed 
softly, close to her ear.

“Pictures!” he exclaimed. “Here 
you are, an endless supply of them! 
The accumulation of years! Nobody 
wants them; I don’t want them; I ’m 
too lazy to have them carted away.”

At the import of his words she forgot 
her timidities, and a tender desire to 
assure him, to communicate her cer
tainty and her faith, stirred her like 
a maternal impulse. She turned her 
face to him, seeing his profile, the edge 
of his lips that smiled, the convex im
age of his dark eyes moving restlessly 
over the studio. She spoke to him 
softly; her lovely voice vibrated like a 
living entity in the still room.

“I want to see them all !” she said. 
“There’s not one that I don’t want to 
look at, and enjoy. Oh, you’re wrong! 
You don’t think the truth about your
self !”

tie r  fears had dissolved in her eager
ness to give proof of her sincerity. She 
walked to the easel and contemplated a 
partly finished portrait held upright in 
the rack. I t represented a woman, 
vaguely sweet of face, standing near a 
small table. Her shoulders were cov- 
erd with an orange scarf, the wall be
hind her was purple, one of her hands, 
pale in the luxuriance of other colour, 
touched a brocaded cloth.

“Oh, this is interesting!” she ex
claimed. “When will you finish it? I 
love the way the impressionists paint 
—isn’t it wonderful how you make the 
purple of that wall and the orange of 
her shawl—not purple at all, or orange, 
but little streaks of red, little streaks 
of blue, then little streaks of yellow, 
little streaks of red, laid next to each 
other. At a distance they blend won
derfully!”

She began to ask him eager ques
tions, questions about his technical pro
cedure, how he went about capturing a 
certain effect, the colours he used, the 
brushes, the painting surface. She tire
lessly examined his pictures, always 
finding merit, always fervid with en
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thusiasm. He yielded to the pleasure 
of her praise; he felt less ready to 
laugh at her. If he had transmitted 
the message of beauty to no one else, at 
least he had given it to her, and finally 
it seemed to him she deserved the re
turn of respect for her appreciation. 
He answered all her questions, he spoke 
to her gently, he forgot to smile at her 
pathetic unloveliness.

Nevertheless, he was still conscious 
of it. Increasingly, as if the corollary 
of her words of praise, he understood 
her fundamental pathos, the pathos of 
her thoughts, of her hopes, of her 
life. She was as if revealed to him 
by some subtle and unspoken confes
sion, illumined in his mind, and in a 
way endeared by his understanding of 
her.

He comprehended her hesitant fear 
and her palpitant delight in his own 
nearness; the intimacies of her appre
hensions and her expectancies, her lit
tle terrors and her fluttering delights, 
her shrinking and her compliance; all 
the emotions that had claimed her since 
the moment he had first looked at her, 
since the first word he had spoken, 
were revealed to him. He talked to 
her and watched her; he looked square- 
ly at her face, into her unlovely eyes, 
and experienced a vague and pleasant 
sense of nobility—an emotion of mar
tyrdom and self-immolation. Mean
while, her voice, like a harmony in
toned out of place, caressed his ears, 
served the almost forgotten urge of his 
vanity, with her sincere joy in the pic
tures he had painted.

Presently she sat down on the sofa 
and he seated himself beside her. Her 
cheeks reddened again with her grace
less blush; nervously she wrung her fin
gers together for a moment. He spoke 
to her almost tenderly.

“I ’m very grateful to you.”
“Why? Why are you?”
“Really, these things are not worth 

liking, yet I can’t help finding it pleas
ant that someone enjoys them. You 
can understand that?”

“Oh, I wish I could make you think 
differently 1” she cried. “I know  you’re

wrong! Can’t you see that you’re
wrong?”

She put out her fingers in an earnest 
gesture, and moved by her sincerity, 
he met her fingers with his own. He 
felt the quick tensing of her muscles, 
he felt the hand beneath his touch grow 
chill, then swiftly warm. He looked at 
her face. Her lips were parted, and 
the flow of her words had ceased; the 
contact of his fingers spelled her power 
of speech into instant silence. Her eyes 
were wider, they fixed themselves upon 
his features as if there she found a 
quality at once the object of her fear 
and hope. He saw the expectancy in 
her face, he knew her deep desire, and 
closing his eyes to seal them from the 
image of her untempting lips, he put his 
arm about her, he drew her close to 
him, and kissed her.

Their lips separated; he looked at her 
again. Her eyes were closed and she 
seemed in the spell of a transcendent 
emotion. Her absurdly disproportion
ate response to the triviality of his ca
ress restored for a moment his percep
tion of the ludicrous. He stifled an 
impulse to laugh, and then felt ashamed 
that it had come to him. She opened 
her eyes, she murmured to him in a low 
voice.

“Why did you do that? What did 
you mean by that?”

He understood her question and its 
searching intent. He knew the words 
she wanted to hear, the declaration of 
her dear desire. Yet somehow her mel
ancholy charmlessness was too flaunt- 
ingly obvious for even the insincere few 
words that would have moved her to 
joy. Absurdly, insanely, incredibly, 
she dreamed that he might love her! 
She could never understand the impulse 
of his kiss—and he had not the power 
to lie to her.

He said nothing, and answered her 
question by tenderly gazing at her 
knobby hand.

III

I n the days that followed it was as 
if he were fascinated by a special and 
melancholy gargoyle, a gargoyle sculp-
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tured of a sad and dispossessed demon; 
he was forever looking at her unbeau
tiful face. He took dinner with her in 
restaurants, and people stared at the 
pair as they sat down at the table. She 
would sit opposite him, gaudy with ug
liness, but she talked whenever possible 
of his work, and her unwavering praise 
was sweet to his ear. He almost began 
to believe in her assurance, to credit 
her enthusiasms, to dream his first 
dreams—to think of a possible sucfcess. 
She urged him to paint and he executed 
several pictures; he looked upon their 
finished imperfections with an eye more 
than lenient. Sometimes she came to 
the studio, made her hesitant entry, 
blushed with her inevitable embarrass
ment, awkwardly found a chair near 
him, and watched him paint. She ex
plained their relation: she said there 
was no reason why a man and woman 
couldn’t be good friends. He had never 
kissed her since the first day.

Once, finding her standing in front 
of his easel, speaking in her dulcet in
tonation of his work, he experienced 
a wish, half tender and half humorous, 
to delight her with an unexpected pro
posal : he asked if he might paint her 
portrait. From the gleaming response 
of her eyes he understood that this had 
been in her hopes and again he felt the 
pleasant assurance of magnanimity, of 
sacrifice, of vague nobility, that this 
ministry to her content always afford
ed him. He posed her on a chair and 
began the sketches of her face, studied 
each ungracious feature, each dispro
portionate curve, each unexpected 
angle, as if the engrossing content of a 
luminous page were open before him. 
He drew her thin nose, her little eyes, 
her stringy hair, her taut cheeks, her 
beak-like chin, until they were the inti
mates of his fingers. He placed the 
canvas on the easel and began to paint 
these conglomerate disenchantments in 
colours.

He painted slowly, and between his 
brush-strokes he watched her face. 
Day after day she sat in front of him, 
and it seemed to him at last that he 
would now paint a masterpiece, know-

ing her soul so well. Subtly com
mingled with her features, like a ghost
ly face beneath them, he felt that he 
could paint the comic pathos of her 
aspirations, and fix the hope of the light 
o’ love in that unlovely setting.

But sometimes, in his close ac
quaintance with her face, her wanting 
lips, her desirous pale eyes, he felt an 
emotion of terror at the pathetic ur
gency of her appeal. It seemed too 
pitiful to deny her, to withhold the 
single brief caress she would so fer
vently treasure! But he understood 
the monstrous folly of her dreams; al
ready the one kiss he had given her 
had burgeoned like an unnatural flower 
into an obvious hope reflected in her 
face. She could never understand the 
impulse of his kindness ; she would in
terpret, she would imagine, she would 
dream ! The same pity that pressed 
him to her gratification, restrained him.

He did not let her see the picture he 
was painting until it was nearly fin
ished and then she came around in 
front of the easel and looked at it. She 
stood in an awkward pose, her mouth 
dropped open a little, her feet stuck 
out angularly from beneath her dress, 
her long fingers entwined themselves 
together nervously. She examined the 
painting several seconds and then with 
a face radiant she turned her eyes to 
his.

“Oh, it’s wonderful !” she cried. “It’s 
me! You’ve got something there, 
something that’s . . . that's really me! 
Don’t you understand ? This is a won
derful picture! . . .  I can’t possibly 
tell you how fine I think it is!”

He was near her, he was almost 
touching her; now he was looking at 
the picture. Her lovely voice, intoning 
her enthusiasm in a beauty of sound, 
entered his ears and gave him the con
viction of success, v She had recognized 
her own soul, that he had striven to 
give the flutter of its immaterial life 
on the flat immobility of canvas. It 
was achieved; she recognized it! He 
turned his eyes from the canvas and 
looked at her face; their eyes met. 
There, upon their flat and pallid sur-
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face, like a melancholy mist, like a 
palpable desire, was the profound ex
pression of her pathetic longing, the 
isolation of her unloveliness, her hope 
in his presence. In the surge of his 
conviction of high achievement, he 
could not resist her appeal to his grati
tude, to his vanity, to his desirable 
sense of self-immolation. He took her 
in his arms, he kissed her unbewitching 
lips, he touched with his fingers her un
inviting hair, he pressed his face against 
her undelectable cheeks.

For a second she was inert in his 
arms, surprised in a motionless thrill. 
Then she responded to his caresses; he 
felt her thin arms pressing harshly 
against his neck, her flat body close to 
his, her meagre lips kissing him. The 
impulse of his own caresses subsided, 
and with each touch of her lips she 
communicated to him a measure of ter
ror, accumulating into a horrible ap
prehension of his folly. He saw no 
way to escape her, to elude the conse
quences of his accursed pity. With an 
insight appalling and acute he compre
hended her inevitable interpretation of 
his ardour. What could he say to her ?

She drew away from him a little; she 
rested her hands upon his shoulders, 
she looked with frightening love upon 
his countenance.

“I knew that you cared for me,” she 
said to him, her voice stirring and 
athrill in a low beauty. “I knew that 
you wanted me. You want me, don’t 
you ?”

With affrighted eyes, he encountered 
the overwhelming amouressness of her 
gaze, he heard her terrifying words. 
She waited for his answer, confident 
and ecstatic. His tongue struggled to 
articulate the truth, but he could not 
say it. A dreadful affirmative passed 
his lips.

“Yes,” he said.
Committed irrevocably, he thought, 

she no longer appalled him; now her 
touch, her eyes, her kisses were not 
fearful. He was conscious of a great 
and generous melancholy, of a pro
found renunciation like that of a de- 
voute. With an ascetic satisfac

tion he believed in his supreme nobility.
“I want to hear you say that you 

love me,” she murmured. “Tell me 
that you love me!”

For a moment only his will was com
pliant, but at last he could not speak 
these words; it was the final lie he 
could not say.

IV

T h e y  w e r e  m a r r i e d  a n d  h e  t o o k  h e r ,  
f o r  t h e i r  h o n e y m o o n ,  o n  a  l o n g  t r i p  in 
h is  c a r .  H e  w a s  n o t  u n h a p p y ,  o r  e v e n  
r e g r e t f u l ; t h e r e  w a s  a n  e x c i t e m e n t  in  
t h e  s t r a n g e n e s s  o f  t h e i r  r e la t io n .  H e r  
b o d y  w a s  so u t t e r l y  w i t h o u t  c h a r m ,  sh e  
w a s  so im p o ss ib ly  t h e  p e r s o n  o f  h i s  
cho ice ,  t h a t  h e r  c o n s t a n t  n e a r n e s s  g a v e  
h im  th e  c o n s c io u s n e s s  o f  a  n ig h t m a r i s h  
a n d  a b s o r b in g  a d v e n t u r e : i t  w a s  i n c r e d 
ib le  t h a t  sh e  w a s  h is  w i f e !

They returned to the city and rented 
a furnished apartment. The routine of 
living with her began. She was for
ever hungry for his tenderness and at 
first he gave it to her, in the outward 
expression, sufficient for her belief, 
amply. But already his constant aware
ness of her ugliness began to repel him, 
and make more difficult the deception of 
his role. He did not love her, and so 
never once was there the lover’s meta
morphosis of the unlovely to the lovely, 
the charmless to the charming. To es
cape her he began to go back to his 
studio and paint.

There, for a time, he found delight 
and an enthusiasm. He was still con
vinced that in the portrait he had done 
of her his old dreams began their reali
zation; he was yet under the spell of 
her assurance. But painting became 
more difficult; his old conviction of in
eptness crept back into his mind, to 
trouble and disturb him.

Before their honeymoon his portrait 
of her had been put away in a closet 
in the studio, put almost reverently out 
of the way of harm until he should ex
hibit it. One day he went to the closet 
and took it out. He sat it up on the 
easel and examined it. He stared 
amazed, he tried to find the inspiration
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that had seemed so evident in these col
oured daubs. But his eye refused to 
discover i t ; it was no more than a poor 
picture of an unhandsome woman. As
tonished, disillusioned, overwhelmed, 
he turned from the picture almost with 
a shudder, as if his eyes had seen a hor
ror. It was the damnable persuasion of 
her praise that had fooled him, that had 
tricked him, that had let his eyes to see 
the mirage of success!

Now he could no longer play his 
part with her; he avoided her as much 
as possible. She did not understand 
at first, then she began to suspect, she 
began to doubt. She lost, little by lit
tle, her sureness of herself, her belief 
that he had discovered the deep spring 
of her allure. Her face acquired the 
melancholy longing he had first seen 
in it.

But he did not see it now. He was 
endlessly wrestling with the problem of 
their relation, and each day her en
forced nearness grew a burden more 
impossible for his spirit. An inevitable 
decision lurked constantly in his 
thoughts, but for a time he would not 
give it the substance of words. But 
finally, as he had known he would, he 
voiced it in his mind: he would leave 
her.

Once he had said this to himself, he 
grew less discontent. He began to 
laugh a little; he appreciated the sar
donic misfortune his vanity had occa
sioned him. His old outlook, his old 
half self-despising cynicism returned to 
him. He knew that almost any day he 
would go now; it would be the simple 
matter of leaving the flat with what 
things he wished to take away packed 
in a suitcase. Later, he could make 
provision for her, without seeing her.

Since he was at last determined upon 
it, he did not hurry the event. He lin
gered a month or more before, one day, 
he suddenly decided that he would go. 
In the evening he went into his room 
and put the most intimate things of his 
own into a small grip. He closed the 
leather jaws and snapped the lock. He 
took the grip in his hand and walked 
out into the hall. Here he put it softly

on the floor, and stood, for a moment, 
irresolute.

At the end of the hall the door of the 
living-room was closed, and through a 
crack he saw a faint, flickering light. 
He knew she was sitting there, sitting 
in front of two absurd little asbestos 
logs that burned gas in imitation of 
wood. From an impulse that he did not 
stop to fathom, he left the grip in the 
hall and walked slowly toward the 
room.

He opened the door and entered. 
She turned her face at his coming, and 
the light flickered over it, revealing its 
untempting contours in variant high
lights. Her expression was deeply 
melancholy; she said nothing. He 
looked at her upturned eyes and sud
denly, like the returning ghost of a for
gotten emotion, he remembered his pity 
of her, he was aware once more of her 
pathos. He knew then how immeasu
rably she had desired, for that unlovely 
body, his love. Never once had he 
told her that he loved her!

A great desire of magnanimity swept 
over him; he would give her what he 
had never given, he would give her her 
moment of triumph! He stepped to 
her side, he pulled a chair near her, he 
sat down close to her. Drawing her 
astonished face to his, he kissed her. 
Then, as once he had done before, to 
shut out the sight of her unbeautiful 
face, he closed his eyes. He was about 
to speak.

“What is it?” she said.
The deep charm of her voice startled 

him. It'seemed impossible that it could 
proceed from anything save enchanting 
lips; this he would imagine as he made 
his avowal.

“I love you,” he said. “I love you 
dearly. I love you with all my heart!”

He felt her tremble and thrill be
neath his touch. She began to murmur 
the broken confession of her fears, 
how foolish she had been, how she had 
doubted him. Now she knew; now she 
was at last magnificently assured. They 
would be supremely happy; she would 
serve and charm him and give him her 
unending love.
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As she spoke, he remained with his 
eyes still closed. He drank in, like a 
sweet old wine, the beauty of her in
effable voice, that thrilled and trembled 
in the silent room as if it had a life, 
and were itself a being. A deep re
gret stirred him. A h! She should 
have been beautiful; they could have 
been much to each other; she had gifts 
of sympathy and courage to give him.

Now she stopped speaking, and 
leaning her head against the back of 
her chair she closed her own eyes in

a languorous ecstasy, in a supreme de
liverance of her soul and body to the 
emotions of her triumphant hour.

He stood up softly and left the room. 
He took up the little grip in the hall and 
walked out of- the apartment. The 
streets were bright and inviting when 
he reached them. He began to whistle 
a little. He felt boyish. He was 
happy, and he was free.

Within the room she was unaware of 
his going; her ecstasy absorbed the per
ceptiveness of all her senses.

J O H N S O N I A N A
By Edna A. Coilamore

1

C A LL: a loud, diagreeable utterance.
Caller: a succession of such utterances.

2

Candid: fair, just, impartial, illustrious.
Candidate: one who admits that he possesses these qualifies.

3 

C are: solicitude.
Caress: a cause for solicitude.

4

Champ : to bite and chew violently and noisily.
Champion (of the people) : one who makes his living by champing.

5

Check: an obstacle.
Check-book: the way around it.

6

Complex: a whole made up of complicated parts. 
Complexion: same as complex.



AS IN A DRINKING-GLASS
By John Hamilton

MY wife's hobby is Grecian urns. 
She has ninety-seven in her col
lection.

She keeps them in glass cases in the 
library.

Tom e Grecian urns are ugly, useless 
things.

Yesterday she said to m e: “Tonight
a woman is dining with us who is going 
to give me an urn she dug up with her 
own hands on the Acropolis. It is the 
size of a tumbler and exquisitely col
ored with a design more intricate then 
a mosaic.”

I have a habit of imbibing numerous 
cocktails when I am annoyed.

I drank twelve before dinner.

At the table the woman from 
Greece asked me how I liked the 
urn.

I saw that it was at my place and I 
picked it up.

In colour it was a muddy yellow with 
several red spots; in design it repre
sented a woman’s face, high cheeks, 
spreading nose, thin lips and receding 
chin.

“The face on it is the ugliest I ever 
saw,” I said.

“There is no face on it,” snapped 
the woman from Greece. . . .

To my horror I realized that I had 
been gazing at her face through my 
empty tumbler.

INSPIRATION
By Abbie Farwell Brown

L IFE, death, in a drop of dew;
 Or a prism to sift the sunbeam through.

Fragile, perfect, briefly bright,
A tremulous miracle of ligh t:

Beauty poised on a flower-tip,
A whole round world for a Thrush to sip.
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ENCHANTERS OF MEN

A  Crowned  Coquette  

By Thornton Hall

OF all the women who have worn 
crowns, Catherine II, of Russia, 
was at once the most splendid and 

inscrutable. She was. a crowned en
igma, as impossible to understand 
when, to quote the extravagant lan
guage of Voltaire, she was the “admi
ration of the universe,’' as today, when 
she has been dust for a century. Gifted 
beyond any other woman of her age, 
with a brain as strong and shrewd and 
statesmanlike as that of the great Fred
erick himself, she was to her last day 
one of the frailest of her sex, with a 
laxity which astonished Europe in an 
age of license. Empress and Delilah, 
supreme scholar and slave to the senses, 
stateswoman and devotee of pleasure, 
—such were the widely diverse roles 
which filled the life of the “Semiramis 
of the North” to its close.

It was indeed an evil fate that had 
sent the sixteen-year-old Princess So
phie Augusta from her simple home in 
Anhalt-Zerbst to the splendours and 
temptations of the Russian Court and 
to the arms of the degenerate Peter, 
heir to the throne. Fresh from her 
innocent games and romps, with the 
daughters of burghers for playfellows, 
full of youth and the joy of life, she 
was oppressed by the magnificence of 
her new environment, rebellious against 
the rigid etiquette which prescribed her 
every movement, and terrified by the 
harshness of the Empress, who was 
quick to show her jealousy of her new 
daughter-in-law.

But more than all, she was horrified 
to discover that the man to whom her 
hand had been given was a besotted

imbecile—“a crooked soul in a prema
turely ravaged body”—finding his pleas
ure in carousing with common soldiers 
and the lowest women of the town, and 
escaping from her side to play with his 
pet monkey or his army of tin soldiers, 
a vacuous smile on his face.

But the Grand Duchess “Catherine,” 
as she had become in Russia, had a 
spirit far too proud to submit tamely to 
such humiliating conditions. She was 
young and very beautiful; she had a 
passion for love and admiration; and 
she knew that she could pick and choose 
amongst the handsomest men in Russia, 
who were eager to pay homage to her 
charms.

“I was said to be as beautiful as the 
day and absolutely dazzling,” she 
naively declares in a charming picture 
she draws of herself arrayed for a ball. 
“I put up my hair, which was very long 
and thick and beautiful, at the back of 
my head, and tied it with a white rib
bon, en queue de Renard. I set one 
rose with its buds and leaves, exact 
imitation of nature, in my hair, and an
other in my corsage. A ruff of very 
white gauze was about my neck, and I 
wore cuffs and aprons of the same 
gauze. My bodice was of white gros 
de Tours silk (I had a very good figure 
at that time), with a petticoat of the 
same over a very small hoop. . . .  I 
never in my life remember having been 
so complimented by all as on that occa
sion.”

Such is Catherine’s own ingenuous 
description of herself as she stood on 
the threshold of womanhood. How her 
beauty ripened in later years is shown
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in Poniatowski’s description of his Im
perial mistress at the age of twenty- 
five. “Her beauty had reached that 
point which is usually for every woman 
the highest she attains. With her black 
hair, she had a dazzling whiteness of 
skin, a vivid colour, large blue eyes, 
prominent and eloquent; black and long 
eyebrows, a Greek nose, a mouth that 
looked made for kissing, a slight, rather 
tall figure; a carriage that was lively, 
yet full of nobility, a pleasing voice and 
a laugh as merry as the humour 
through which she could with ease pass 
from the most playful and childish 
amusements to the most fatiguing math
ematical calculation.”

Such were the charms with which 
the new Grand Duchess, Empress-to- 
be, dazzled Elizabeth’s Court, eclipsing 
the fairest of her ladies as the sun pales 
the stars. If her husband had the de
plorable taste to prefer the coarse al
lurements of peasant women, there 
were many only too eager to take his 
place; and foremost among them was 
Prince Sergius Soltykoff, the handsom
est of all Elizabeth’s courtiers, a man, 
moreover, skilled in all the arts of 
love; and it was on him that she lav
ished her first smiles and favours.

But Catherine was quick to prove 
that her affection was as capricious as 
herself; for almost before Soltykoff had 
time to set tongues wagging he found 
himself dethroned in favour of a rival 
more attractive in the Grand Duchess’s 
eyes than himself—Stanislas Poniatow- 
ski, who had returned to St. Peters
burg from a tour of the Courts of Eu
rope, bringing with him the halo of 
gallantry and admiration. Handsome, 
courtly, accomplished, with a well- 
stored brain and a tongue skilled alike 
in wit and flattery, Poniatowski was to 
Catherine the ideal lover, whose graces 
of mind and body were invested with 
all the glamour of romance.

And never was lover more daring or 
resourceful; for when he was not woo
ing the Grand Duchess under her hus
band’s eyes, he made dramatic appear
ances in her boudoir in the guise of a 
ladies’ tailor, a troubadour, or a savant

who had travelled far to sit at the feet 
of the cleverest lady in Europe. Once, 
it is said, Peter chanced to surprise the 
lovers in one of these romantic meet
ings. In his rage he threatened to run 
his supplanter through with his sword. 
An hour later, however, his anger 
charmed away by Poniatowski’s inso
lent adroitness, he was joining the cul
prits in a carousal and toasting them 
with maudlin words of compliment.

When at last Catherine grew weary 
of her romantic Lothario and packed 
him off to Poland, with a crown as 
lure, she already had her eyes on a suc
cessor to the vacant throne—a man as 
far removed as the poles from the ex
quisite, polished lover she had discard
ed ; for Catherine to her last day loved 
diversity in her favorites.

Gregory Orloff, the newcomer, had 
few courtly arts and no clever brain to 
commend him; but in physique he had 
no rival in all Russia. Towering head 
and shoulders over his fellows, this son 
of Anak combined the iron muscles of 
a Hercules with the ferocious courage 
of a tiger. He was the hero and idol 
of the army; and he had, moreover, 
won as many laurels from Venus as 
from Mars. Such a cavalier was 
indeed a man after Catherine’s 
heart.

Such was the third of Catherine’s 
long sequence of favorites, who was 
quick to take full advantage of her in
fatuation. For Orloff there was no 
masquerading, no sneaking up back- 
staircases. He insisted on being pro
claimed to the world as “First Favor
ite” ; proudly carried on his breast his 
mistress’s miniature set in a blaze of 
diamonds; and accepted as his right her 
lavish gifts of gold and jewels and vast 
estates, with their armies of serfs.

Nor was his opportunity long in com
ing; for before Peter, now a hopeless 
madman, had been many weeks on his 
throne he was hurled from it by an up
rising of his outraged subjects, and 
shrieked out his wretched life, Gregory 
Orloff’s brother kneeling on his chest, 
while two fellow-conspirators strangled 
him with a table-napkin.
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C a t h e r i n e  Was now sole autocrat of 
all the Russias, at liberty to indulge any 
caprice that entered her versatile brain. 
High as Orloff had stood in her favor 
before she came to her crown, his posi
tion was now more splendid and secure. 
Not content with lavishing riches and 
dignities on her favorite, she was little 
less generous to his brothers; for with
in a few years the Orloffs were en
riched by broad lands on which forty- 
five thousand serfs toiled, by palaces, 
and by gold to the amount of seven
teen million roubles. Such it was to be 
in the good books of Catherine II, Em
press of Russia!

With riches and power Gregory’s 
ambition grew until he dreamt of sit
ting on the throne itself by Catherine’s 
side; and in her foolish infatuation 
even this prize might have been his had 
not wiser counsels come to her rescue.

“The Empress,” said Panine to her, 
“can do what she likes; but Madame 
Orloff can never be Empress of Rus
sia.”

And thus Gregory’s greatest ambition 
was happily nipped in the bud.

The man who had played his cards 
with such skill and discretion in the 
early days of his lovemaking had now, 
his head swollen by pride and power, 
grown reckless. If he could not be 
Emperor in name, he would at least 
wield the sceptre. The woman to whom 
he owed all was, he thought, but a pup
pet in his hands, as ready as any of his 
minions to do his bidding. But through 
all her dallying, Catherine’s smiles 
masked an iron will. In heart she was 
a woman; in brain and will power, a 
man. And Orloff, like many another 
favorite, was to learn the lesson to his 
cost.

The time came when she could no 
longer tolerate his airs and assumptions. 
There was only one Empress, but lov
ers were plentiful; and she already had 
an eye oh his successor. And thus it 
was that one day the swollen Orloff 
was sent on a diplomatic mission to ar
range peace between Russia and Tur

II key. When she bade him good-bye she 
called him her “angel of peace” ; but 
she knew that it was her “angel’s” fare
well to his paradise.

When, his mission executed, Orloff’s 
steaming horses brought him on the last 
stage of his return journey, he was 
stopped at the entrance to St. Peters
burg by an order from the Empress to 
repair to Gatshina, to await her fur
ther commands. Nor was he long left 
in suspense as to his fate; for swift on 
his heels came the crushing news that 
the day of his supremacy was ended. 
Catherine had already installed a suc
cessor in his place; his honours, even 
his cherished miniature, were taken 
from him; and although he was left to 
the enjoyment of his estates and to 
freedom to “go or stay, to hunt, drink, 
or gamble,” his presence at Court was 
no longer desirable.

Catherine’s keen eyes had already 
found a desirable successor to the ban
ished favorite in Patiomkin, a gigantic 
young sergeant of cavalry, whose 
swarthy face and towering figure she 
first saw at a review of her troops; and 
it was not long before he was installed 
in high favor at her Court. That the 
lover of her choice was coarse-featured, 
one-eyed and knockkneed—“a man 
dreadful and repulsive in appearance” 
—mattered nothing to her. He was a 
man, a giant in frame and muscle, with 
the strong magnetism that always ap
pealed to her.

But unattractive as Patiomkin was 
physically, his habits were still less 
pleasant. “His merriment is boister
ous,” says a chronicler of the time; 
“and he has also the habit of biting his 
nails and scratching his untidy head. 
He often passes whole days in his 
room, half-dressed, uncombed and un
washed. A great eater and drinker, but 
swallowing without apparent distinc
tion the most delicate and elaborate 
dishes, he has always at hand, even on 
his night-table, a supply of pirojki 
(little pasties), and drains bottles of 
kvass by the dozen. When he is not in 
court-dress, he generally wears a large 
dressing-gown, in which he gives au
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dience and presides at official dinners. 
When he is not in his dressing-gown he 
is seen in clothes richly embroidered 
with gold, covered with diamonds, and 
constellated with badges. He invents 
for his own use extravagant uniforms, 
astounding trappings for horses, plumes 
as high as the roof.”

But in spite of his repulsive appear
ance and habits the ex-sergeant quickly 
acquired an absolute ascendancy over 
the Empress, who became his humble 
slave.

“She is quite crazy over him,” says 
Durand; as indeed is clearly proved 
by her passionate letters in which she 
addresses him as “My King,” “My in
estimable Treasure,” “My Soul.” And 
this ardour was, until he had made 
sure of his victim, reciprocated by Pa- 
tiomkin, whose letters are like the rav
ings of a love-sick boy.

“When first I beheld thee,” he writes, 
“my thoughts were only of thee. Thy 
glorious eyes made me captive; yet I 
trembled to breathe my love. Ye cruel 
gods! why did you dower her with 
such witchery, or why did you so exalt 
her beyond my reach? Why did you 
destine me to love her, and only her, 
whose charming image will never quit 
my heart?”

If he smiled she was transported to 
heaven; his frowns drove her to de
spair and tears. His very callousness 
and brutality in later days served but 
to fan the flames of her infatuation. 
Once when sitting at the table with her 
he not only refused to speak, but even 
to answer her questions.

"She was beside herself,” says one 
who was present; “and we, for our 
part, were very much put out of coun
tenance. On rising from the table the 
Empress retired alone, and reappeared 
with red eyes and a troubled air.”

So little respect, in fact, did he show 
his royal mistress after he considered 
his conquest complete that he thought 
nothing of appearing in her presence 
unwashed and uncombed in a loose 
dressing-gown—a breach of elementary 
decorum which she never dared to re
sent.

That she shared his affection with a 
score of other women seemed not to 
trouble her at all; even when she dis
covered that, while he had been play
ing the surly and reluctant lover to her, 
he was writing to one of her many ri
vals in this strain: “I am filled with
you, all of you, my beauty. My life, 
my divinity, say that you love me. That 
will be enough to restore to me health 
and gaiety, peace and happiness. I em
brace you a million times.”

Thus secure of his mistress’s favour, 
he lost no time in making her infatua
tion minister to his advancement. The 
highest honours were showered on him. 
He became dictator of the home and 
foreign policy of Russia, head of the 
army, Grand Admiral of the Fleet and 
virtual emperor. All the titles Cather
ine had at her disposal were his with
out the asking. She gave him palaces, 
vast estates and millions of roubles; 
his uniforms blazed with the most cov
eted decorations; Joseph II procured 
for him a Princeship of the Holy Ro
man Empire; and the Empress gave 
him a portrait of herself framed in dia
monds. Thus, within two brief years, 
the quondam trooper was raised to a 
higher pinnacle of favour, wealth and 
dignities than any other subject in Eu
rope—the tribute of an adoring woman 
to a brutal, ill-favoured lover.

With consummate cleverness, while 
keeping her the abject slave of his will, 
he took care never to carry his brutali
ties to the point of rebellion. He knew 
exactly where to stop, and where to 
leaven his despotism with the flatteries 
she loved and with vows of undying 
adoration. Thus, when he was leading 
Catherine’s armies against the Turks, 
we find him writing such letters as 
these: “Merciful Mother, you have
already poured upon me all the gifts 
which you have to give, and I am still 
alive; but this life, august sovereign, 
shall ever be, believe me, ever and al
ways, a sacrifice in your service and 
against your enemies.”

And again—“This is what it is to 
write a thousand versts apart! My 
joyous soul would but express to you,
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for an instant, its desire to set you free 
of the one single thing which could 
lessen the greatness of yours.”

And while he was thus prostrating 
himself at her feet in adoration and 
gratitude, he was revelling in the so
ciety of the bevy of fair women who 
accompanied him on all his campaigns. 
Langeron pictures him, on the eve of 
a great battle, “reclining on a divan of 
pink and silver stuff, ornamented with 
flowers and ribbons, by the side of the 
object of his vows, and surrounded by 
five or six women, whose beauty was 
increased by the beauty of their garb; 
and before whom burned perfumes in 
golden dishes. A collation, served in 
silver-gilt vessels, occupied the center 
of the room.”

And while he was thus playing the 
Sultan, he was writing to one of Cath
erine’s ladies who had captured his 
fickle heart, “Come, O my friend, my 
priceless Treasure. I exist only in you, 
and I will spend my whole life in prov
ing to you for ever and ever my bound
less love. Dear darling, do not think 
that it is your beauty alone which en
chants me. In looking into your soul I 
have found an angel, an angel made 
after the likeness of my own soul; so 
you and I are one, and never can be 
parted.”

And so it was to the end with this 
pampered slave of his passions, satyr
like in the pursuit of fresh victims, and 
transferring his affections from one to 
another with a rapidity which made 
Catherine herself, in comparison, seem 
a model of constancy.

III

A f e w  years o f  such sovereignty and 
splendour. Then Patiomkin’s sun came 
to its eclipse, like that of his predeces
sors. Catherine grew weary of her ill- 
favoured giant, her spirit at last re
belled against his tyrannies and arro
gant airs; and moreover, she had al
ready begun to look with favor on 
Zavadofsky, a handsome young secre
tary whom she had taken into her serv
ice. And thus it was that when Pati-

cmkin returned from a few months’ 
tour of inspection in the province of 
Novgorod, he found his youthful rival 
installed in his place. In vain he 
stormed and raved at his dismissal. 
Catherine was adamant; and although 
she confirmed him in his power and 
dignities, she made it abundantly clear 
that he was finally dismissed from her 
affection.

Thus Catherine’s favorites follow one 
another in almost bewildering succes
sion, each in turn passing into ob
scurity when she grew weary of him. 
For fifty years this amazing woman 
never lacked a lover—to the last years 
indeed of her life when she took to her 
senile heart that pocket Adonis, Plato 
Zubof, a boy of twenty-two, who is de
scribed as “dark, slim, short, like a 
pretty Frenchman after the style of the 
Chevalier de Puysegur.”

“He is a child with nice manners, 
but little wit,” Bezborodko wrote to a 
friend. “I do not think he will hold 
his place long.”

But the court might rock with laugh
ter, and be full of amused and con
temptuous whisperings, Catherine was 
more than content with her boy lover. 
“I have come back to life,” she wrote 
jubilantly, “like a fly that has been 
frozen with the cold. Now I am gay 
and well again!”

Her letters were full of her new 
plaything—his pretty manners, his 
playful moods, his charming qualities; 
just as a proud mother might write of 
her youngest child. Indeed, she speaks 
of her new favorite as the “child,” when 
she does not playfully allude to him as 
“my little Blackie” ; and she tells her 
correspondents how he cries when he 
is not “allowed to enter my room.”

But young as he was, and of such 
“childish simplicity,” Zubof quickly 
showed that a scheming, ambitious brain 
was at work behind his baby face. 
Patiomkin was still alive; and, realiz
ing that he was a dangerous and pow
erful enemy, he sought to undermine 
his influence by sending his brother to 
the army to play the spy, and to “send 
in reports in which the faults and neg
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ligences of the Commander-in-Chief 
were brought out in strong relief.

And while he was thus seeking to 
compass his great rival’s downfall, he 
set to work to squeeze as large a for
tune as possible out of the infatuated 
Catherine. All who sought office or 
favors from the Empress were glad to 
make him their intermediary; and his 
zeal was in proportion to the bribes 
they were prepared to put into his ever- 
ready hand. One vast estate after an
other Catherine lavished on him ; and 
the highest honours were his without 
asking. Eagles red and black adorned 
his breast; he was Count and Prince 
of the Holy Empire; and by Virtue of 
his many exalted offices he was Em
peror in all but the name.

When, in 1794, he was Governor- 
General of New Russia, Count Ras- 
toptshin wrote, “Count Zubof is every
thing here. There is no limit to his 
power. It is greater than that which 
was wielded by Prince Patiomkin. He 
is as negligent and incapable as ever, 
though the Empress repeats to one and 
all that he is the greatest genius Russia 
has ever seen.”

Never was a man more incompetent 
or swollen-headed than this spoilt dar
ling of an old woman. When he was 
Grand Master of Artillery, it is said, 
he did not know the difference between 
a field-piece and a piece of ordnance. 
“He is unfit,” one of his generals con
temptuously said, “to be a subaltern of 
Guards.” When he was arbiter of Rus
sia’s foreign policy he “acted like a 
three-year-old child, who had been set 
down to play chess.” And, in regard 
to home affairs, the only monuments of 
his administration were a demoralized 
army, an empty exchequer and crowded 
prisons. But to all her favorite’s 
ludicrous failures Catherine was blind. 
In her eyes he was a man of consum
mate genius, the greatest in her Em
pire. And she showed her admiration 
of his genius by lavishing favors not 
only on him, but on all his family.

And where the Empress led there 
was no lack of sycophants to follow. 
Even in the Senate the empty-headed 
coxcomb was lauded as the most béné
ficient genius of his age; and orators 
vied with each other in hailing a 
Plato wiser than his namesake of 
Athens.

“Every day,” to quote Langeron, 
“from the hour of eight, his ante-room 
was thronged with courtiers and gen
erals, ministers and strangers ; people 
with requests to make, people in want of 
posts and advancement. The folding- 
doors were thrown open, the crowd 
rushed in; and the favorite was found 
seated before a mirror having his hair 
done, generally with one foot on a 
chair, or a corner of the toilet-table. 
The courtiers ranged themselves before 
him, two or three deep, in the midst 
of a cloud of powder ; after bowing low 
they remained silent and motionless. 
He affected not to see anyone.

“He amused himself with unsealihg 
papers, and having them read to him ; 
and when he addressed anyone, the 
person spoken to made four or five 
bows before reaching the toilet-table. 
The word said, he returned to his place 
on tiptoe. And while the awed, obse
quious crowd awaited the coxcomb’s 
attention, his pet-monkey would leap, 
from head to head, clawing at fore
locks and scratching faces, without a 
victim daring to raise voice or hand 
in protest against such painful famili
arities, while Zubof rolled with laugh
ter at his favorite’s antics.”

Thus for seven years, until Cathe
rine’s long orgy of passion and power 
closed with her death, this last and most 
contemptible of all her favorites was 
lapped in luxury, waxed fat on her 
senile bounty ; and was fêted and 
fawned on by the greatest of her sub
jects.

The fifth article in this series, entitled 
“A  Queen o f Seductions,” will appear 
in the next number o f The Smart Set,



FURTHER PARABLES FROM A PAGAN
BIBLE

By Winthrop Parkhurst

I

A MAN halted suddenly in the mid
dle of a crowded thoroughfare 
and commenced looking up into 

the sky. A pedestrian who was pass
ing near stopped in curiosity and joined 
him. Then in a moment more someone 
else followed suit till, after a little 
while, a vast crowd had collected and 
every man in, it had dropped his jaw  
and was staring heavenward. When 
this happened the man who had orig
inally looked up at the sky slipped 
away unnoticed and went home.

“Pshaw!” he exclaimed, “I always 
knew religions were easy things to 
start.”

II

T h e  millionaire philanthropist wrote 
a cheque for twenty-five thousand dol
lars and a smile of quiet satisfaction 
spread itself slowly over his face. It 
was a large sum of money, more, per
haps, than he could actually afford. But 
a warm glow somewhere inside his be
ing told him that the sacrifice was 
worth while, well worth while. After 
all, what were twenty-five thousand 
dollars when weighed against the com
fort and pleasure they were going to 
buy ? Had not experts assured him 
that the car was the fastest, smartest, 
raciest model on the market?

III

“Kiss m e!” she commanded impe
riously. “And now again—and now 
again—and now once more!”

S.S.—Mar.—5

An hour earlier at the restaurant, 
after an elaborate dinner, he had 
begged her to have a little something 
more to eat. “Food!” she exclaimed 
with an epicurean shudder. “I feel as 
if I never wanted to see food again in 
my life.”

T h e  poem was epic. It was hercu
lean. It was a whirlwind out of the 
mouth of an age whose lips had sup
posedly grown bloodless with too much 
prose. It was a trumpet set to the 
mouth of a prophet of a new Utopia— 
a Utopia, wherein gluttony and greed 
and drunkenness and all the petty vices 
of a petty world should live no 
more.

I went to interview the poet and 
asked him to tell me, if he could, about 
the source of his remarkable inspira
tion.

“Certainly,” he replied. “I was 
squiffed.”

V

A m a n  who had never had any luck 
in his life discovered a pearl in the 
oyster he was eating. “Ha, ha!” he ex
claimed with eyes agleam, “luck at 
last!”

Twenty-four hours later he died of 
ptomaine poisoning. The pearl paid 
exactly for his funeral.

VI

H e  had nothing more to live for, so 
he decided, quite calmly, to kill him-
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self with poison. As he started across 
the avenue on his way to the chemist’s, 
a taxicab which he failed to observe 
came careening downtown at thirty 
miles an hour. Before he realized what 
was happening it loomed up at his side 
less than ten feet away, and he saw 
with horror that it was headed straight 
for him. Paralyzed, he stood stock still 
and waited. . . . Whereupon the cab 
executed a clever swerve and continued 
down the avenue, while he walked 
weakly to the opposite curb and sat 
down.

“My God !” he gasped, mopping cold 
perspiration from his brow. “What a 
close shave that was !”

VII

T h e  Philosopher’s wife was sick , so  
the burden of quieting the baby and 
preparing the breakfast fell full on his 
shoulders. He put the baby in the oven 
to warm and started rocking the loaf 
of bread to sleep. . . . After the fu
neral he wrote a violent tirade against 
the folly o f  Pragmatism,

THE REASON
By Odell Shepard

A PPLE blossoms against the blue
In the windy orchard we wandered through. 

And what was there else to do or to say 
In such a place, on such a day?

Out of the wind a bluebird came
And burned on a bough like a small blue flame
And sang till the vivid day grew dim
In a drift of petals over him.

And through the veins of a maid and a man, 
Through bough and bird and blossom ran 
One wave of mystery, one desire,
One magical flame of wind-blown fire.

Others might ask for a better reason 
Than windy-boughs in the bluebird season,
But they were enough for me and for you , . . 
Apple blossoms against the blue !

T H E R E  are two kinds of men—those who don’t understand women and those 
who think they do.



TAW N Y MAKES A VISIT
By S. N . Behrman

FOR some reason the bromide did 
not work, Tawny couldn’t sleep! 
After shifting uneasily in bed for 

some time, he rose to a sitting posture 
and propped himself up against the 
pillows. He hoped that his nurse, in 
the next room, would not hear him. 
She would come in, take his pulse, 
question him. He did not want to be 
questioned, he did not want to go to 
sleep. He wanted to sit up, to 
think.

He was feeling extraordinarily well, 
less weak than usual. As he sat there 
in bed he thanked Heaven that his ill
ness was not a painful one. Treacher
ous though—he knew that he might 
drop off any minute. Often he had 
hoped that it would come at night, while 
he was sleeping. . . .

At the thought a sudden fear seized 
him. He had become quite used to the 
idea of dying, but now the thought that 
he might have kept lying there, with 
Death creeping up on him stealthily, 
while he lay helpless, unknowing, ap
palled him. How glad he was to be 
u p !—as though the enemy were one to 
be outwitted by vigilance. Did he 
not know that it was excitement that 
was dangerous, thinking, the quicken
ing of hope? Languor was demanded 
of him dead-calm. He knew all that, 
it had been told to him often enough— 
But now he wa s up he was going to 
stay up, now he was thinking about 
himself he was going to keep on think
ing. He was through with coddling 
himself. What was a week, a month, 
more or less. He would think what he 
liked, as much as he liked!

He reached out over the little table 
and turned on the light. The rose-

shaded electric bulb showed him the 
face of a heavy brass clock—11:15.

11:15! The very angle of the clock- 
hands evoked memories. It was just 
about that hour that he would leave his 
cozy little room on the mezzantine floor 
and start on the rounds. At that time 
the after-theatre crowds would begin to 
come in and he would cross the mezzan
ine and go down into the lobby. Ri- 
naido, sleek and impeccable in his din
ner clothes, would bustle up to greet 
him, to get his instructions. They 
would exchange a few words, not too 
many. Tawny liked Rinaldo well 
enough, he was a nice Italian who 
understood the hotel business and made 
a good manager, but he was inclined 
to garrulity, to intimacies. Tawny 
knew too much to encourage that sort 
of thing. . . .

Well, he would chat with Rinaldo. 
Rinaldo would tell him who was “in,” 
what was doing on the waiter’s strike, 
how things were running in the kitchen, 
who was asking for him. Mr. Mark- 
heim had been in and asked for him 
but had gone out again. Markheim was 
one of the biggest theatrical managers 
in the country and lived in the hotel, 
that he was its permanent guest was a 
source of great pride to Tawny. Mark
heim was a real man, a big man for all 
his five feet four and Tawny was sorry 
to have missed him. Rinaldo was to 
tell Markheim, if he dropped in before 
half-past twelve, that he, Tawny, 
wanted to see him. . . .

Almost, in re-living this scene, 
Tawny forgot that Markheim, too, was 
dead. Poor Markheim! Tawny re
gretted that his own illness had pre
vented his attending Markheim’s fu-
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neral. A great funeral it had been, all 
the actors in New York had been there. 
Yes—Markheim and he—they had both 
passed on.

That was nonsense! After all he 
could still sit up in bed and think about 
Markheim. That was more than Mark
heim could do about him. He could 
remember not only Markheim, he could 
remember himself! He could remem
ber his first days in the city when he 
had been a cook. Yes, a cook in a 
cheap little place down in South Street. 
That was nothing. Markheim had been 
an usher in a theater and when he died 
he’d had a funeral in a church on Fifth 
Avenue and a eulogy by a big politician, 
It wasn’t how you began, it was how 
you finished that counted. And he had 
certainly finished fine, as fine, in his 
way, as Markheim. . . .

As Tawny sat propped up against the 
pillows in the quiet bedroom of his 
suite overlooking Central Park, he 
thought of his hotel. And as he thought 
of it a feeling of pride, of affection, of 
deep bereavement came over him. Why 
had he been separated from his beloved 
hotel? Why couldn’t he have been as 
lucky as Markheim, who had died while 
in a theater, directing a rehearsal?

As he sat there a picture of the great 
building came across his vision and it 
was accompanied by a nostalgia that 
almost overpowered him. He thought 
fondly of the great, warm, peopled 
place with its lights and mirrored ele
vators and cozy suites, and with its 
corridors full of men and women in 
evening clothes, its fountained eating- 
rooms with musicians playing stringed 
instruments under lavender lights—its 
subterranean grills crowded with 
younger people dancing to noisy bands, 
the enlivening hum of talk, the mingled 
odor of scents and expensive cigar 
smoke, the warm tints of women’s 
shoulders and the glow of their faces, 
the eager little meetings, the laughter, 
the murmurous sounds of life and peo
ple, gay and careless, happy, loving, 
about to eat and drink. . . . He thought, 
too, of the myriad telephone wires 
threading the walls and partitions like

veins, warm with human voices, plead
ing or angry. . .

This was the wine of existence to 
Tawny. Always had he loved the sound 
of people eating, to serve them food,  
to see men and women leaning toward 
each other over narrow tables, ex
changing smiles or angry.

He glanced again at the clock on 
the table. 1 1 :2 0 —things were just be
ginning! He could almost feel in his 
ears the curious hum that marked that 
hour in the hotel. To Tawny each part 
of the day had its own sound and he 
loved them all: the precise, business
like bustle of the morning, when the 
lobbies were full of guests arriving and 
leaving, the slight relaxing and mel
lowness of the lunch hour, the soporific 
restfulness of the early afternoon, the 
quickened pulse of tea-time, the smil
ing decorum of dinner, the expectant 
silences of the theater-hours and the 
gradual, almost breathless eddying of 
people as 11 o’clock came round. This, 
till after midnight, was the time Tawny 
loved best; every hour in the twenty- 
four almost made itself sensible to him 
with a peculiar overtone of its own, but 
the hour approaching midnight and the 
hour following midnight, these were the 
great hours for Tawny, the mellow 
hours, the hours richly and subtly 
flavored, like a delicate innuendo. . .

Tawny stared through the gloom of 
his bedroom at the fountain in the 
Rose Room. Among the half-dozen 
restaurants in the hotel the Rose Room 
was his favorite. It was not noisy and 
brash like the Grilles, it was more ma
ture, more modulated, more elegant. 
The fountain was his own contribution 
to its magnificence, his idea to have it 
sprayed with shifting lights from be
hind the covert of a mass of foliage. 
Markheim himself had admired it and 
congratulated him on his inventiveness.

“Couldn’t stage a better effect my
self !” he had said.

For the Rose Room Tawny had the 
chef prepare special delicacies, things 
which the young people in the Grilles, 
who came to dance and who were not
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sufficiently mature to put the proper 
valuation on food, could hardly appre
ciate. The ordinary things were good 
enough for them, rarebits and parfaits. 
But in the Rose Room you were 
offered special delicacies, gastronomic 
cameos.

Tawny reflected: to-night was
Wednesday. There would be devilled 
sardines; that was the Wednesday spe
cial in the Rose Room. The fish, plump 
and white, were broiled and served 
swimming in glorious, red-gold liquid. 
Markheim, an epicure, used to say that 
there was nothing in town to touch the 
Rose Room’s devilled sardines. . .

And then a sudden desire came upon 
Tawny, a desire so overpowering that 
it did not admit of resistance, but re
sulted in action with the automatism 
of instinct. Quite as though it were 
normal, quite as though he had not 
been bed-ridden for over two months 
and forbidden to leave the house, quite 
as though he had merely awakened 
from a refreshing nap, he pushed him
self slowly and quietly out of bed, 
crept to his dresser and began to hunt 
his clothes, the clothes he had not worn 
in over two months.

When he reached the center of the 
room dizziness overcame him, and he 
had to lean against a table. But it 
passed after a moment and he continued 
in his determination, undisturbed. 
When he found his clothes and began 
to put them on his fingers trembled 
with impatience. It really seemed im
possible, too miraculous that he was 
going to see the hotel again, feel be
neath his feet the carpets of its corri
dors, sit among the guests in the Rose 
Room. He ought to be there in a half- 
hour, less. . . He would order dev
illed sardines to see whether things 
were being kept up to the mark in his 
absence. What a lark, what a glorious, 
jolly lark! Why in Heaven’s name 
hadn’t he done it before, doctors or no 
doctors!

As he dressed it seemed to him sud
denly as though his illness were a 
dream, that he had never been away 
from his ordinary duties at the hotel,

that Markheim was not dead, that the 
old days were back again, the full, 
happy days with Evelyn—when she 
had loved and admired him. Now she 
pitied him. He could see that, it had 
been painfully apparent to him that af
ternoon when she visited him. For 
that very reason he had told her to go 
away, to spend two weeks or a month 
in Atlantic City, because he did not 
want her to keep coming to see him, 
pale and helpless, he did not want her 
to look at him pityingly with those love
ly eyes of hers. . .

Poor Evelyn! She liked him, really 
liked him, and had been true to him 
he was sure, and now she was to be left 
alone. Of course he hadn’t  forgotten 
her; he had seen to it that she should 
be well provided for after his death. 
Only he no longer derived pleasure 
from the sight of her, full of youth and 
glowing with Health. It only made the 
more apparent his own weakness. And, 
although they both spoke always of his 
illness as a temporary inconvenience, as 
though things would soon be again with 
them as they had been, he knew that 
she knew that this was his death-bed 
and the mutual knowledge made them 
both uncomfortable. So he had made 
her promise that afternoon that she go 
away next day to Atlantic City for a 
holiday. She looked pale and worn he 
said and needed a rest. Finally he had 
forced a promise from her and in both 
their minds was present the thought 
that it would be the announcement of 
his death that would bring her 
back. . . .

And now it occurred to him that it 
would be a pleasant surprise to Evelyn 
if he went to her apartment and took 
her to the hotel with him for a bite of 
supper. She would probably be asleep 
—she had told him she was going to bed 
early to be fresh for her journey—but 
he could wake her. Poor child! She 
had no one to go with very much since 
he fell ill. Besides, she was too genu
inely affected by his condition to go 
gadding about with her former friends. 
How faithful, how kind, she had been 
to him! Every day she would come
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and sit with him and tell him the gos
sip he loved to hear. She had not 
missed one day! Even she had offered 
to come and nurse him but he wouldn’t 
hear of it. . .

At last he was fully dressed. Now 
the point was to get out of the apart
ment without the nurse hearing him. 
What a joke on her!—he felt a little 
like a schoolboy outwitting a virago 
governess. If things went right there 
was no reason why he couldn’t get back 
before she waked. He stole to the 
door on tiptoe, opened and shut it and 
stepped into the corridor. He felt 
strangely weak in the legs, but on the 
whole he was immensely exhilarated 
at the prospect of his adventure. He 
had not in a long while felt so intensely 
alive. . . What wouldn’t Markheim
give if he could do this! He felt as 
though he were escaping from a tomb, 
playing a waggish trick on death it
self. . .

At last he found himself in the outer 
hall. He walked to the elevators and 
rang, breathing rather heavily, forced 
to sit down while the car came up. The 
elevator man was astonished at the 
sight of him.

“Hello, Jim!” chirped Tawny, cheer- 
ily.

“Why, Mr. Tawny— !” That was all 
the boy could say.

“Surprised to see me, eh? Well, I’m 
not, a gonner yet, my boy. Some kick 
left in me yet!”
 “You bet!” said Jimmy, staring. He 
felt as though he were seeing a ghost, 
it was common talk about the hotel that 
Mr. Tawny’s death was a matter of 
days, hours.

“I’ll tell you what, though,” con
tinued Tawny. “Don’t say anything to 
Miss Alberta—about your seeing me I 
mean. Get me?”

He winked significantly and pressed a 
bill into the boy’s palm. Jimmy nodded 
vigorously. Yet Tawny felt quite sure 
that he would be unable to resist 
confiding in Mabel, the telephone 
girl.

Tawny enjoined a similar reticence 
on O’Brien, the manager, who led him

to the door and helped him into his 
taxi.

Evelyn lived on the West Side and 
Tawny’s taxi had to cross the Park. It 
was a soft, warm evening in September 
and the cab was open. Tawny sat back 
and stared up at the narrow strip of 
star-sown sky visible above the curved 
lane made by the trees. A great night! 
Markheim would have liked to do this 
sort of thing again, just once more. . .

He had gotten into the habit of think
ing of himself and his friend as having 
passed on together and this reflection 
gave him a curious sort of pleasure. 
. . . This was fun! How surprised 
Evelyn would be!

And, to add to her happiness, to 
make his visit an occasion for felicita
tion he decided that he would take her 
into his confidence about his will. He 
would tell her exactly what he had. left 
her and together they would celebrate 
her good fortune.

Rather a good idea! He was pleased 
with it. . . Kind of an idea Mark
heim would have liked. Dramatic . . . 
sort of. . .

II

At the Bellecourt in the West 70’s 
Tawny got out, slowly, and, asking the 
driver to wait, went inside. At first he 
thought of going up at once, but he 
was afraid that Evelyn might be too 
frightened and he decided to call first 
on the phone. He went to the switch
board and told the girl to tell Miss 
Maddern that Mr. Tawny was down
stairs and coming up.

The girl rang several times but re
ceived no answer.

“She’s a heavy sleeper,” said Tawny, 
smiling.

“I don’t believe Miss Maddern is 
in,” answered the telephone girl.

“Nonsense,” said Tawny.
There was nothing for it but to go 

upstairs. “Keep on ringing,” he told 
the girl, “and say I’m coming up.”

Though he had a key to the apart
ment, Tawny stopped outside the door 
and knocked. It would be quite a
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shock to Evelyn to see him, he wanted 
to prepare her. But no answer came 
to his knocking. Then he unlocked the 
door and stepped in.

He began to feel a trifle nervous, al
most as though he were disembodied. 
He tried to make this visit seem like 
others, but he could not recapture the 
sense of familiarity. Nevertheless, he 
groped along the little hall without 
turning the switch, and, stopping in 
front of Evelyn’s bedroom, pushed 
open the door. The bed was made, the 
room was empty. . . .

He turned on the light. There were 
clothes scattered about the room, and 
the dressing table was disordered. Evi
dently someone had called, asked her to 
go out and she had left in a hurry. He 
picked up one or two things from the 
dressing table, letters. So Evelyn cor- 
respondend with people! And he 
thought her life so detached, so lonely. 
For a moment he was tempted to read 
the letters. And suddenly the tempta
tion seemed to him so absurd, so ridicu
lous that he almost smiled. At this 
stage of the game to track Evelyn, to 
pry into her affairs, to apply the rigidi
ties of a code! . . . .

He turned off the light and went out. 
Downstairs he gave the telephone girl 
five dollars.

“Please don’t say anything to Miss 
Maddern about my visit, will you?”

She promised. Then he went out 
and got into his taxi. It swept across 
toward Broadway.

He was surprised that he was not 
more angry at Evelyn. She had lied to 
him that afternoon, when she had pre
tended such deep solicitude, had pro
tested her unwillingness to go to At
lantic City, to leave him alone. It 
seemed unnecessary, mean, stupid. No, 
he was not angry. In fact, as he 
thought about it, he grew pleased. He 
would call his lawyers in the morning, 
he had a slight alteration to make in his 
will. . . . .

Somehow, though, the zest had been 
taken out of his expedition. He felt 
tired, depressed. He wanted to go 
back to his apartment. He thought of

Markheim. If Markheim were alive, 
and knew, how Markheim would have 
laughed at him! . . .

And then the taxi stopped in front 
of his hotel. He had thought to go in 
the front entrance with Evelyn, but he 
changed his mind about that now. He 
didn’t want to meet Rinaldo, he didn’t 
want to meet anyone. So he asked the 
driver to take him to a side entrance, 
where he got out. He went inside, fol
lowing the lesser-used corridors till he 
came to the Rose Room. He prayed to 
himself that he would not be noticed. 
Thankfully he observed that there was 
a new head-waiter. He sought out an 
obscure corner and sat down.

The Rose Room was fairly crowded. 
The fountain was opalescent with many 
colors. The string orchestra played 
with proper modulation. Yet Tawny 
could not derive from the scene the 
thrill he anticipated. Again he had the 
curious feeling that had come over him 
when he entered Evelyn’s room, as of 
an intruder, a disembodied visitant. If 
Evelyn had been with him it would 
have been all right, she would have 
chattered and made it seem regular, 
but, without her, alone, creeping in as 
though he were a criminal trying to 
avoid a policeman’s gaze, he felt 
strange, uncanny. . . . The waiter 
hovered and waited for his order.
"“Devilled sardines,” said Tawny, 

without looking at the card, “and cof
fee—”

“No devilled sardines, sir,” said the 
waiter.

“No devilled sardines! Why, it’s - 
Wednesday— !”

The waiter looked apologetic and 
Tawny consulted the card. It was true. 
There were other things on the menu 
but no devilled sardines! He was half
inclined to get up and call Rinaldo and 
give him a piece of his mind. He was 
still boss of this hotel, he’d have him 
know— !

But he ordered something else and 
sat without moving. Then he saw Eve
lyn.

She was with Rodney Baird! Rod
ney Baird, the ex-chorus man, suddenly
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promoted to Sunday Supplement fame 
by the dancing-craze.

“They might have picked another ho
tel !” was the first thought that occurred 
to Tawny. Their presence here, of all 
places, symbolized the extent to which 
they considered him removed from any 
possibility of return to his accustomed 
ways.

Fairly safe from observation himself, 
he watched them closely. They seemed 
to be having a very good time, laughing 
and talking constantly. He had never 
seen her look more charming, she was 
in evening dress and her slim arms and 
shoulders gleamed in the electric light. 
Baird, though, looked as usual, vapid, 
complacent, a little like a decadent 
Hapsburg. Evelyn had always ex
pressed to him contempt for Baird, and 
now here she was having supper with 
him, in his own hotel. And she had 
told him, that afternoon, that she was 
going to bed early tonight in order to be 
fresh for her journey to Atlantic City 
tomorrow.

Tawny felt a flare of rage and con
tempt surge up in him. He did not" 
know why, but he had always believed 
that she was faithful to him, ever since 
his illness. He had been square with 
her and he expected like treatment on 
her part. What a fool he was to have 
believed her! It was so little to ask— 
that she wait until he had gone, so little 
considering what he had done for her.
. . . And she had not thought enough 
of him to do it. She had pretended, in 
order to get his money. Well, he would 
show her!

For a moment he thought of getting 
up and going to them, facing them. 
For several minutes he struggled with 
that desire. But, suddenly, it left him. 
He felt overcome with weariness. He 
should not have left his room. He 
wanted to go back home.

He looked again at Evelyn and 
Baird. After all, sooner or later, this 
thing was bound to happen. What if 
she had waited until the end? Wasn’t 
it a vanity to expect it?

He paid his check and went out, sure 
that he had not been observed. His

fatigue was so great that he had hardly 
the strength to walk to the sidewalk. 
The porter helped him into a taxi; a 
sudden exclamation from the man made 
Tawny look up at him.

“Great Heavens,” he had cried, “it’s 
Mr. Tawny!”

“Why, Phil!” he said. "What are 
you doing around this entrance?” 

“They think I’m a little old for the 
fronf, sir,” said the man. “But how 
are you, sir?”

“I’m pretty well, Phil,” said Tawny 
as the cab pulled away.

So they had shunted Phil off to the 
side entrance. Tawny had known him 
over ten yeans. It occurred to him that 
he ought to leave Phil something, faith
ful servant.- . . .Yes, he would. He 
would call Hollister in the morning, he 
would cut out Evelyn and put Phil in. 
He wondered what Markheim would 
have thought of tha t!

Always he was fond of fancying 
things which Markheim might consider 
“dramatic.” The dead manager had 
been Tawny’s idol.

The taxi swept into the Park. Yes, 
he would cut Evelyn off. And he would 
send her a message in the morning tell
ing her that, as far as he was concerned, 
she need not go to Atlantic City, that 
he never wanted to see her again.

And then, as he thought of himself 
doing that, calling Hollister, writing 
Evelyn, he smiled. What for? Be
cause Evelyn, instead of staying home, 
was flirting with Rodney Baird. Did 
he expect the universe to stop during 
his illness? What, after all, did it 
matter ?

He leaned back, slightly rested, look
ing at the still points of light in the sky. 
He wondered casually whether there 
was anything in all this talk about im
mortality. He rather guessed not. 
Markheim had never believed in it and 
Markheim made a study of that sort of 
thing. As for him, Tawny, he wasn’t 
much interested, either way. . . .

“When you die,” Markheim used to 
say, “you die!”

Just the same he wouldn’t let Evelyn 
get away with anything like that. Most
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certainly he would see Hollister in the 
morning. And he must see about Phil 
Boyertson. He really must see about 
Phil Boyerson. . . .

The taxi stopped in front of Tawny’s 
hotel. The driver opened the door.

“Here we are, s ir!”
And, misunderstanding the cause of 

Tawny’s silence, he repeated the re
mark, more sharply.

And still Tawny did not an
swer. . . .

POST MORTEM
By T . F. Mitchell

I was bitter towards my wife. They say that my ill-treatment killed her. 
 They tell me her death was caused by my throwing books at her. As I 

reflect now, I see my error. I admit it was wrong to treat her the way I did, 
to throw the books at her. I should have had better sense, I should have 
known better, I should have first taken them out of the bookcase.

FREEDOM
By Margaret W iddemer

I  CAN be free of any 
 Who come about my door,

For life can show a hundred roads,
And still may show me more—

My heart’s friend laughed to all the world 
The grief I told by night,

Yet still the dawn has perfumed winds 
And still the day is b righ t;

My old love kissed another lass 
And thought I did not see:

I  bade him take his joy of her,
And laughed and wondered free,

A little pang on passing
And then the world is new- -

I  can be free of any, . . .
But you, my dear, but you!



CONVENTION
By John V. Craven, Jr.

THE Maréchal D’Andéjour sighed. 
Again the Maréchal D’Andéjour 

sighed.
The Maréchal D’Andéjour crossed 

his legs and still sipping his Cognac 
sighed for the third time. Being a 
woman, curiosity conquered me.

“What is it, Armand?” I whispered.
He did not look at me.
“Nothing,” he said slowly, “except 

that my life is ruined, little flower.”
I laughed.
“You have always me,” Armand. .
“You are very good to me, little 

flower. No man had ever such a mis
tress—”

“And you,” I broke in, “and yet it is 
another woman you desire?”

Tapping the lid of his snuff box the 
Maréchal frowned.

“Yes,” he said sharply, “I do.”
“Armand!”
“And she can never be mine.”
“What?” I cried, amazed. “Sacre 

nom—” Then I laughed. “Oh, Ar
mand, why will you jest?”

The Maréchal bit his lip, still frown
ing.

“No,” he said, “I can never have 
her”

I tried not to laugh, but what would 
you have ? Then still shaken by mirth, 
“Oh, Armand, Armand, bête! What 
woman in all France is not for you if 
you desire her? You, the king’s favor
ite, hero of two campaigns, handsome 
—for you are, Armand—young, wealth 
unlimited—”

Here he sighed again. “If I had her 
I should be a ruined man, a social out
cast, a—” My fingers to his lips, I 
checked the words.

“Are you mad, Armand ? What 
woman is there of whom the having 
would ruin you ? Did you not take me 
from the streets? Was not Madame la 
Comptesse yours ? Men say the queen 
herself—”

He cut me short almost savagely. “I 
tell you I can never have this woman. 
The court would—”

“Armand,” I said, “playing with the 
ruffles round his throat, “Armand, tell 
me her name.”

The muscles of his face worked con
vulsively. Then with a broken sob the 
words rushed forth. “Oh, Mon Dieu, 
Mon Dieu, I love—my wife!”

I kissed his hair. Poor, unhappy 
boy ! I loved him when he wept.

A WOMAN is not interested in seeing herself as others see her. Rather 
in making others see her as she sees herself
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THE LADY LILITH
By Richard Le Gallienne

"O f Adam's first wife, Lilith, it is told 
( The witch he loved before the g ift of 

Eve. . .)”

NIGHT was falling like a trance 
over the Caribbean sea. The 
beautiful little yacht Aphrodite 

lay at anchor, or, rather, hung sus
pended as in a mirror of crystal, under 
the lee of a lonely coral island, whose 
tangled scrub of palmettos and dwarf 
pines was beginning to grow black and 
haunted against the eastern sky. 
Towards the still glowing west, and 
north and south, stretched endless 
floors of gleaming water, like a vast 
heaving moonstone, here and there 
broken with long snowy lines where 
the glassy swell washed noiselessly over 
distant reefs. In the infinite diaphan
ous sky the stars were coming out, first 
one by one, and then in clumps, like 
silver flowers in a meadow.

Jack Hildreth, the gay, gallant, yet 
melancholic, owner of the Aphrodite, 
and I sat aft together under the awn
ings, smoking our after-dinner cigars, 
not speaking a word. The vast sur
rounding hush seemed to have cast a 
spell over us, and we sat on as though 
enchanted, as though lost together in 
the innermost silent heart of a dream.

The silence was so delicate, so gleam
ing, so intense—so perfect a mood of 
sky and sea—that to speak would have 
been like deliberately dashing to the 
ground some precious vessel of Vene
tian glass.

Presently Con-Fu (Hildreth’s playful 
abbreviation of “Confucius”), Hil
dreth’s Chinese servant, came softly 
with a tray holding the apparatus for 
our bed-time whiskey-and-soda, and

saying or rather chirrupping good night, 
left us again to ourselves. Even Con- 
Fu seemed, if possible, to have taken on 
an extra layer of taciturnity.

As the air darkened, the sea beneath 
 our keel began to grow mysteriously 

luminous, with trailing smoulders of 
soft fire, drifting globes of light, and 
here and there a cluster of scattered radi
ance, as of some nebula of the sea. Soon 
we had lost each other’s face in the dark
ness and our glowing cigar ends alone 
signalled our presence to each other.

At last Hildreth’s cigar end moved 
away from its station, and his voice 
came out of the darkness.

“What do you say to a whisky-and- 
soda, old chap” said the voice.

“A truly oracular utterance,” I 
laughed, “from that wonderful silence.”

And then I switched on a little elec
tric light near the tabouret, mixed our 
potions and switched the light off again.

Jack Hildreth is a well-known figure, 
as we used to say, in two continents, 
persona grata alike in what we call 
society, and in the world of letters, a 
popular novelist, whose romances, bril
liant and cynical, yet with a strange 
touch of sadness running through them, 
have made him many thousands, and a 
personality fascinating, and still boy
ish on the brink of sixty. The pet of 
women, he has never married, though 
gossip credits him with many love af
fairs, as could hardly be otherwise, with 
his sympathetic, handsome, laughing, 
yet melancholy face, and a figure that 
always seems to be crying out for the 
costumes of a courtlier day.

It would be hard to find a life more 
shone on by the sun of various success 
than that of Hildreth’s, yet there are
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one or two of his familiars that have 
had glimpses of the simplicity of his 
nature and the inner sadness of his 
heart. More and more he has been 
withdrawing himself from the world 
which he found so easy to conquer, and, 
making his yacht a sort of hermitage, 
has loafed about the solitudes of the 
seas, with a cabin full of books for 
society and an occasional bosom friend.

This will suffice to introduce him to 
the reader, and to explain how he and 
I happened to be musing and smoking 
our cigars together, that evening, in 
that mystic solitude of the Caribbean.

“You’ve had a long think, Jack,” I 
said presently, as a moon, so far away 
across the waters as to seem in another 
world, began to rise and gradually re
veal us once more to each other.

He did"not answer for a moment, 
and then he said, with unusual grav
ity :

“Did you ever happen to break a 
woman’s heart, old man?”

“Not that I know of,” I answered. 
“You don’t want to,” he said, and 

went back into himself again. Then, 
with a sudden way he had of quoting 
poetry without any preface—and he is 
the best reader or sayer of poetry I 
know—he spoke these lines with a very 
moving thrill in his voice, and as 
though to himself:
"Thy name hath been a silence in my 

life
So long, it falters upon language 

now,
O more to me than sister or than wife 

Once . . . and now,—nothing! It 
is hard to know 

That such things have been, and are 
not; and yet

L ife  loiters, keeps a pulse at even 
measure,

A nd goes upon its business and its 
pleasure

A nd knows not all the depths o f its 
regret ."

Then turning suddenly to m e:
“Look here, old chap,” he said, “I 

feel like telling you something—unbos
oming myself, don’t  they call it? In

fluence of the scenery, I suppose, rising 
moon and so on. Then you’re such a 
good listener, poor fellow. But, se
riously, would you like to hear some
thing I have never told anyone else be
fore, and want very much to tell you?” 

I assured him of my deep interest. 
“You see, it was this very night— 

thirty-four years ago,” he went on. 
“Thirty-four years ago — great God! 
think of thirty-four years ago. Think 
for a moment. Travel back. You are 

- in a land you have quite forgotten— 
though we talk of it as though we still 
knew it, were even still there; the mys
terious wonderland called Youth. 
Youth! You can no more think your
self back into it, with all its freshness, 
its innocence, its courage, than you can 
think yourself forward into Heaven. 
Everything new and strange, every
thing to be seen and known and done. 
Youth and Poverty and Love — the 
three musketeers that fear nothing to
gether—and with the dream of ‘Fame’ 
for the fourth! Try and think your
self back, and then I’ll tell you my story 
—a simple story enough, a story such 
as many another sad man hides in his 
heart: as old as the story of Adam and 
Eve and the Lady Lilith—the eternal 
story of the man and two women.” 

“I’m trying to get back there,” I said, 
“but go on with your story, and you’ll 
get me there, I know, if anyone can.” 

“Time: Youth, then—Place: The 
City of London: Year, say around
1880. Chief Dramatis Persona—in his 
own estimation—a youth of twenty, 
with a mop of blond, curling locks of 
which he is inordinately vain, tall, slim, 
grey-eyed, undeniably handsome, and 
generally a romantic-looking young 
creature, who should have lived in an
other time, been a page at Elizabeth’s 
court, say, with a rose in his locks, and 
a lute at his side. Of course, there is 
no egoism in saying all this, for noth
ing has ever more completely vanished 
from the earth than that youth in ques
tion, who had recently brought his curls 
and his dreams up from what we call 
‘the provinces’ to London town, which 
it was his confident intention of con
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quering on the spot with a sheaf of 
poems which he also carried with him. 
He was to be a great poet—no less! 
That was his ‘manifest destiny.’

“Well, behind in those ‘provinces’ he 
had left a girl who loved him, to whom 
he had vowed eternal faithfulness, 
whom he believed he loved, a pretty, 
sensitive, clinging child to whom he was 
as a young god, and who had a confi
dence in his destiny only equalled by his 
own. It was agreed between them that 
all he had to do was to sell his poems, 
and then send her a railway ticket, on 
which she would travel to London, and 
next day they would get married. 
Blessed fairy-tale—and yet not such a 
children’s dream, after all, for these 
young people were real fairy-tale peo
ple. They held the fairy-faith, and be
lieved in the omnipotence of Youth and 
Love. All would have come true but 
for one fact, of which in the innocence 
of their hearts they knew nothing. Our 
young poet, however, was not to be long 
in London before he learnt it—fascina
ting and fatal learning. .  .

And then he broke off, and with the 
witchery of that night of smiling siren 
waters, whispering low beneath our 
keel, his fine voice blended a like witch
ery of siren words—and, as he recited, 
one had a vision of the whole cosmic 
scheme, as a garden of enchantment to 
try the soul of man:

The rose and poppy are her flowers; for
where

Is  he not found, O Lilith, whom shed 
scent

And soft-shed kisses and soft sleep 
shall snare?

Lo! as that youth’s eyes burned at 
thine, so went

Thy spell through him, and left his 
straight neck bent 

And round his heart one strangling 
golden hair.

“One could half believe,” he said, 
looking over the side into the soft, 
heaving glimmer, “that this water is 
merely a woman in transformation. 
The to-and-fro of her bosom, the

streaming of her hair, the shimmer of 
her eyes, the subtle swaying and chan
ging of her, body and soul . . . even 
here in this loneliness the woman-soul 
of the universe undulates, and stretches 
out her arms, and tempts us to our 
doom. You have but to look at this 
water long enough to be in its arms, 
exactly the same as with a beautiful 
woman, exactly as it was with that 
beautiful woman of whom I have now 
to tell.”

He paused to light a fresh cigar, and 
then continued.

II

“I h a d  been in London scarcely a  
week, when a  distinguished ‘aesthete’ 
who had taken my artistic education in 
charge took me to the private view of 
a club of young painters, whose work 
was startling the town. In those days 
‘new' movements had really  some nov
elty about them, something to surprise, 
or at least amuse. Nowadays the only 
possible novelty left us is a humble re
turn to the great masters and the eter
nal laws. These young painters were 
fashionable, and their private views 
were functions where one met every
body in London worth meeting, from 
the Prime Minister to the latest little 
comedienne of the Gaiety Theater. 
There was a tremendous crowd, and 
my friend, who was one of the most 
distinguished figures there, introduced 
me, with one of his courtly compli
ments, to all whom he considered it 
good—or, as he laughed, ‘bad’—for me 
to know. Fresh from the country as 
I was, with the dew, as it were, still on 
me, it was a somewhat dazzling and in
toxicating experience, and, of course, a 
little bewildering at first. I felt a lit
tle lonely among all these brilliant, so
phisticated ‘personalities,’ talking gaily 
and fantastically, all evidently well 
acquainted with one another, and I un
derstanding but little of their artistic 
jargon. Nor did the odd paintings 
much appeal to me, whose innocence 
still regarded Sir Frederick Leighton as 
the master of beauty. Had I not given
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my little sweetheart (how far away 
she seemed—like some flower in the 
meadows!) an etching of his ‘Cassan
dra,’ for her last ‘sacred’ birthday! 
God help all such young souls as mine 
was that day! . . . ”

He paused a moment, then went on: 
“But if I could make little out of the 

pictures, my eyes presently fell on an 
object which they found difficulty in 
leaving. Was it possible that there were 
women in the world so beautiful as that 
woman yonder, in the company of a 
distinguished little old lady who seemed 
to be made out of old lace. I nudged 
my friend, and motioned in her direc
tion.

“ ‘Ah!’ he said, ‘so soon your young 
eyes have found her! Shall I intro
duce you? Ought I? I confess I 
thought I had lost my conscience till 
this moment. Dear boy, ought I ? 
Must I do it?’

“ ‘You must,’ I said; ‘or l  must in
troduce myself!’

“ ‘What valiancy!’ he laughed. ‘But, 
no, I promised to be your guardian an
gel. Let me introduce you to this sweet 
little old lady instead. She is really 
far more beautiful, if it is beauty you 
are looking for. And she will do you 
much less harm.’

“But just then the lady who was not 
old turned in our direction, as if she 
had divined we were talking of her, and 
smiled at my friend—a smile that I felt, 
with an exquisite shiver, included me. 
That, of course, settled it, and pres
ently my friend had brought me to her 
side and was saying in his elaborate, 
fanciful way:

“ ‘Yes! I bring him to you, crowned 
with sacrificial garlands. I would ask 
mercy for him, did I not know too well 
that it is vain.’ And casting a smile 
at me, as though to say, ‘Poor lad!’ he 
turned with his magnificent courtesy to 
the little old lady made out of old lace.

“As for me, I stood in a dream, look
ing into eyes of the deepest violet, and 
encompassed by an enchantment which 
breathed from her as perfume from a 
rose-garden, and swept me away like a 
whirlpool filled with stars. No woman

I have ever known has so terribly con
centrated the witchcraft of her sex. 
And her beauty was the more deadly 
because it was blended with a strange
ness that made one afraid. H e r hair 
was deep red, poppy-red, as though it 
had been dipped in blood, and her skin 
had the pallor and texture of tuberoses, 
while her large and wonderfully shaped 
mouth was red as a damask rose with 
the morning dew upon it. ‘The rose 
and poppy are her flowers . . . ’ Yes, 

..Rossetti knew.
“Her figure—well, look again at this 

water: see how delicate the lines of its 
flowing, but what an irresistible undu
lating force it suggests, like the heav
ing of a noble bosom, tender as a flower, 
mighty as a tidal wave. And, as in 
contrast with her blood-red hair and 
her vampire pallor, it was clothed with 
subtle simplicity in an artless-seeming 
silk gown of robin’s-egg blue, suggest
ing ethereality, such as a seraph might 
wear. We looked at each other in si
lence, and she drew me down into her 
violet eyes, as this water might draw 
one down. And then she said:

“ ‘You beautiful boy, you seem to 
have dropped from the stars!’

“Today we may pass our sophisti
cated judgment on such a woman. But 
no judgment can do away with such en
chantment. There was race and refine
ment all over her, too. An evil flower, 
if you like, but a flower come of long 
generations of the most exquisite wom- 
an-culture. And romantic, passionate 
brains further magnetized the whole. I 
had nothing but my eyes to answer her 
with; and then, noticing that my friend, 
while talking to the little lady made of 
old lace, was covertly watching us with 
a rather sad, amused smile, she said, 
‘I must introduce you to my beautiful 
mother.’ Then some gay, worldly talk 
intervened, in which I could take but a 
stammering part; but, before she and 
her mother turned to leave, she slipped 
a card into my hand, saying:

“ ‘Will you come and take tea with 
us tomorrow?”

“ ‘Indeed I will,’ I answered, breath
lessly, careless who should see how I
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was lost in her eyes. And then she 
was gone; and my friend took me by 
the arm, with a gentle friendliness, as. 
though he were sorry for me.

" ‘La belle dame sans mercil’ he said, 
half to himself. And then he added, 
“She is very beautiful, isn’t she? But 
then you are very strong. Such women 
are not to love. They are but set in our 
path to try the temper of our souls.’

“Very much of this world was my 
friend, an ‘exquisite’ of many experi
ences, but he had the heart of a poet, 
and he had not forgotten his own youth. 
Yet he knew nothing of that little girl 
waiting faithfully for me down there in 
‘the provinces,’ or the anguish of the or
deal that was before me. As I left the 
gallery I  seemed to see her afar off, 
strangely robbed of the light I used to 
see her in, reft of magic, and piteously 
stretching out her hands to me; a for
lorn, little, helpless figure, colourless 
and strangely prosaic; pathetically at 
my mercy.

“When I returned to my rooms, a let
ter from her was awaiting me. I had 
looked forward to it eagerly that morn
ing. Now I put it aside unopened. It 
seemed somehow so pinched and small. 
And it came like a dreary little task 
between me and that ivory face with 
the blood-red hair, that body like a 
garden of spice—clad in ethereal blue. 
A poor little brown moth, it seemed, 
clinging to my coat. And O my great 
painted velvet wings! . . .

I II

“ T h e  Lady Lilith, as I  shall call her, 
was an aristocratic actress of a type 
then rather thrillingly new, but since all 
too familiar in cheap copies. She, how
ever, was one of the few original ex
amples. Necessarily those have been 
few, for they were real aristocrats, and 
aristocrats are not made in a moment. 
Old romantic blood ran in her veins 
from Scotland and France — blood 
haunted by Mary Stuart and the Guises. 
It was natural that she should suggest 
poison and poetry, perfumes and lutes 
and the clash of swords; and that she

could read Plato and Theocritus in 
Greek, and the old French of Villon 
and Ronsard. She lived in a spacious 
old house in Mayfair, on to which she 
had built a large studio; and, when the 
ivory-white street door, with a knocker 
of ancient bronze, opened for you, you 
passed up panelled staircases, through 
corridors and rooms that, according to 
her whim, translated you to Egypt and 
the Nile, to Versailles, to the age of 
Queen Anne, to Japan or to China. An 
atmosphere of learned luxury pervaded 
the whole place.

“As I raised the bronze knocker I 
repeated to myself the words of my 
friend: ‘Such women are not to love.
They are set in our path to try the 
temper of our souls’; for my night had 
been one of turmoil and torture be
tween the hot, sweet glamour which she 
cast about me, and the white star of my 
little girl, and her simple lore and 
steadfast faith. And, with the strength 
of the morning, I had said to myself 
that the white star should conquer. 
Blessed, or cursed, with Puritan ances
tors, I knew that both their strength 
and their weakness were in my blood; 
and I relied on their strength to pull me 
through a temptation which, however, 
Puritan-like, I had not the strength to 
forego; for the fire of the fiery fur
nace I was about to enter was perfumed 
fire, and, Puritan-like, I was willing to 
risk the flames for the perfume.

“I was taken to her where she sat in 
her studio, a great still tapestried room, 
furnished chiefly with books, bound in 
old gilded leather, or the yellow paper 
covers of France, a few exquisite rugs, 
and three or four pieces of ancient 
sculpture, striking notes of severity 
here and there. She was leaning over 
a heavy carved Spanish table, turning 
over some strange drawings in black 
and white, and she stretched out her 
left hand to me in a simple, friendly 
way, with a conventional: ‘I am so
glad you were able to come,’ and in
vited me to look at the drawings with 
her. She still held my hand, while I 
stood by her side, as one stands by 
some flowering shrub, an orange-tree
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in blossom, and as I looked over her 
lovely shoulder, my head grew dizzy 
with her fragrance. She was dressed 
in a simple gown of some frail white 
material, and at her throat, falling 
down to where I could see the rising 
slopes of her bosom, hung by a gold 
chain a large uncut turquoise.

“The drawings were by an artist then 
new to the world, drawings which at 
once fascinated and repelled by their 
blending of beauty and horror. I had 
nothing to say about them. I was too 
ignorant, or too innocent, as you will. 
Besides, I could think of nothing but 
her. And  as she turned them over 
she said again, softly pressing my 
hand, ‘I am so glad you were able to 
come.’

“ ‘What else could I do ?’ I said. And 
then she raised her head and enfolded 
me with her violet eyes.

“ ‘Suppose we have some tea !’ she 
said, ‘I am so sorry my mother cannot 
join us. She is not well today. Don’t 
you think she is beautiful?’

“As she spoke she pressed an electric 
button on the table at her side, and 
presently a sedate footman appeared 
with our tea. As we drank it, her eyes 
roamed over her book-shelves.

“ ‘I must show you some of my first 
editions,’ she said—‘for I know you 
of all people will appreciate them. Your 
friend was lunching with us today, and 
told me all about your poems. Have, 
you brought some of them to read 
to me?’

“Strangely enough, I hadn’t.
“ ‘And he told me something else, 

too,’ she said smiling, and flooding me 
again with her violet eyes.

“ ‘What did he tell you ?’ I asked 
“ ‘He told me of your wonderful 

love.’
“I flushed crimson.
“ ‘And you love her very much ?’
“ ‘I do,’ I said.
“ ‘And is she very beautiful ?’
‘ .‘She is,’ I said manfully.
“ ‘You must tell me all about her. 

And O, you are going to be faithful to 
her, aren’t you? To be faithful is the 
most wonderful thing in the world.’

“And she heaved a little sigh, and I 
hung down my head, and wondered.

“ ‘But let us go over and look at my 
books . . . ’ and she rose, still holding 
my hand, and led me across towards 
the shelves at the far end of the room. 
Half kneeling, she tugged at a small, 
thick folio, bound in old leather, with 
silver clasps.

“ ‘This is my old black-letter edition 
of Spenser’s “Faerie Queene”—the very 
copy Queen Elizabeth used to read out 
of. Think of that! Let us take it to 
the table.’

“I took it from her hands, and again 
she sat down and I leaned over her 
shoulder, as she turned the yellow old 
pages. And perhaps you can imagine 
what all this meant to me. A woman 
learned as she was beautiful, like the 
great ladies of old time, stored with 
all luxury of the brain as of the body. 
Nothing to teach her with an aching, 
lonely mind—ah! my little sweetheart, 
my humble little scholar, who knew 
nothing of all these things except 
through me!

“And, as though Lilith had read my 
thoughts—

“ ‘How old is she ?’ she asked with
out looking up.

“ ‘Nineteen,’ I answered.
“ ‘Dear children!’ she sighed.
“Then, pushing the book aside,
“ ‘And you love her very much ?’
“ ‘I do,’ I said.
“ ‘And nothing can make you forget 

her?’ she said.
“ ‘Nothing,’ I answered, trying to 

steady my glance, as she enfolded me 
once more in her violet eyes.

“ ‘Let us sit over here,’ she said pres
ently, ‘and say to me one of your 
poems.’

“And she drew me to her side on a 
broad divan, over which hung a pre- 
Raphaelite painting of Paolo and Fran
cesca.

“But I could remember none of my 
poems.

“ ‘Never mind . . .  let me look at 
you instead,’ she said. ‘Do you re
member what I said to you at the gal
lery yesterday?’
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“ ‘How could I forget?’ I answered, 
trembling with joy.

“ ‘It was true. You will never write 
a poem as beautiful as yourself.’

“And as she said that she drew me 
to her, and wound her white arms 
round my neck, and brought her won
derful eyes close to mine, and whis
pered softly:

“ ‘I love you!’
“And, next, that damask rose of her 

mouth was on mine, and the world be
gan to vanish away; but, as her lips met 
mine, I saw a vision of a little girl 
stretching out her arms to me far away; 
and I made my lips firm to resist that 
terrible honeyed softness, and, gently, 
I pushed her from me. It seemed to 
me that not only my love, but the eter
nal future of my own soul, hung on my 
resistance to that moment. Then, with 
a sad little cry, she threw herself face 
down on the divan.

“ ‘O I am wicked,’ she said, ‘for
give me, forgive me. You must go, 
you must not see me again.’

“But her hair had fallen about her 
neck, that wonderful blood-red hair, 
and what should a boy do but stroke it 
tenderly with his hand? And I laid 
my head next to hers, and begged her 
not to be unhappy, and my eyes fell in
voluntarily where the turquoise hung 
over the dizzy white slopes of her 
breast.

“ ‘Oh, but I am wicked . . .’ she 
repeated with something like a sob in 
her voice.

“ ‘No, no !’ I answered soothingly.
“ ‘But I will not be any more. I will 

be your friend. Will you let me be 
that? I am older than you, and know 
the world. Let me be your friend, and 
help you to be true.’

“When I was once more outside the 
ivory door with the bronze knocker, I 
said to myself—dear innocent—‘How 
good she is!—and oh, how beautiful!’ 

“And I felt strong and uplifted, too, 
for I had kept faith with my ‘white 
star.’

“But what I saw all the way home, 
and all that night, and all the next day 
till I raised the knocker again in the
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afternoon, was the turquoise dizzily 
hanging over that sweet gulf of her 
bosom.

IV
As I raised the bronze knocker 

again, I lifted my eyes to my star—as 
it were, crossing myself. Yet today 
there was nothing to fear after the vic
tory of yesterday. Besides, I had 
brought my poems with me. I would 
read them, and we would talk books. 
To my poems one had been added over
night, which I had vowed to myself I 
would not read.

“However, as you will scarcely be 
surprised to hear, almost the first thing 
I did, after greeting her, was to read 
that very poem. She was dressed just 
as she had been the day before. Did 
she realize that to see her twice in the 
same gown suggested a kind of roman
tic domesticity already between us? 
And to see her for the third time was 
to see her three times more beautiful.

“ ‘And you wrote that exquisite thing 
for me?’ she said. ‘For me! How 
you crown me! How you enthsone me! 
When this poor body of mine is turned 
to dust, this poem of yours shall shine 
and sing like a morning star above my 
grave. . . . But tell me, did you write 
to her last night?’

“ ‘I did,’ I said—and it was true, for 
out of the joy of my conquest I had 
sent my little girl the longest and pret
tiest love-letter I had ever written her.

“ ‘Good boy!’ said the Lady Lilith. 
‘We must not forget what we said yes
terday. You shall be my troubadour— 
like it used to be in Provence—you re
member. That will do her no wrong. 
Will it? And you shall be married in 
the private chapel in one of my castles 
in Spain. Wouldn’t that be pretty? 
And when is that going to be, dear 
poet?’ she added.

“ ‘As soon as I sell my poems,’ I an
swered.

“ ‘Dear children!’ she sighed.
“But, this time, she threw no white 

arms about me, and spared me the temp
tation of her violet eyes. And yes! I 
was disappointed, and hunger began to
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grow in me for what I had vowed to 
resist.

“We sat silent a little while, side by 
side, and presently her hand stole into 
mine.

“ ‘Come,’ she said, ‘I have another 
old book I want to share with you,’ and 
she rose up from the divan, and drew 
me across the room to another corner 
of the shelves. And then I noticed 
that, artfully contrived, as in the old 
‘cabinets’ of the Renaissance, there was 
a deep-set door, which, when closed, 
seemed a part of the book-shelves. But, 
it had been left ajar so that I could see 
into a room beyond, wherein stood a 
great canopied bed, with pillars of elab
orately carved ebony.

“ ‘My bower!’ she laughed, first 
pushing to the book-shelfed door, and 
then drawing it open again. ‘But I see 
you are interested in that old bed. It is 
a wonderful old ‘piece,’ as the collec
tors say. Come and see it. I bought 
it in Cordova—and it has quite a ro
mantic history.’

“Then we went in, and stood by it. 
It was- canopied with purple damask, 
and purple damask curtains were 
looped about its carven pillars with tas- 
selled ropes of gilded cord. Blazoned 
on Cordovan leather above the snowy 
pillows were the royal arms of 
Spain.

“ ‘A princess of Castile once slept in 
it, the story goes,’ she said, ‘slept in it, 
one night with her troubadour lover. 
. . . He was found in the moat next 
morning, with a jagged wound in his 
breast.

“ ‘I have never dared to sleep in it,’ 
she added, ‘it seemed like a profana
tion.’ And, taking my hand, she drew 
me out of the room; and we went and 
found the book she had spoken of, and 
sat down together with it, opening it 
across our knees.

“Then suddenly she leaned against 
me with a great sigh, and her hair fell 
over my face.

“ ‘It is no use!’ she cried.
“ ‘And as I drew her to me, my hands 

seemed to be clasping wonderful, cool 
marble. She was like the Greek god

dess glimmering at the far end of the 
room.

“And my soul answered to her with a 
glad and bitter cry—for a moment I 
saw those far-away arms stretched out 
to me, as in prayer—and then I was 
whirled away to where I had watched 
the turquoise trembling.

V

“M y  poems were sold more quickly 
than I had hoped, thanks to my influ
ential friend, who had said to me, in 
his worldly wisdom: ‘Such women
are not to love. They are only sent to 
us to try the temper of our souls.’ The 
day drew nearer when I was to send 
that railway-ticket to my little love so 
far away, the day when she was to 
come up to the town, and our two lives 
made one were to be lived together for
ever side by side.  And at last the day 
came.

“I leave you to imagine the turmoil, 
the blended joy and agony, of my heart 
in the interval. It was vain for my dis
tinguished friend to say that Lilith was 
not a woman ‘to love.’ If it was not 
love—that glory we daily shared to
gether—well, it was something more 
wonderful than ‘love.’ It was some
thing ‘beyond the world,’ Paradisal, a 
rapture caught from wilder, sweeter 
stars than this placid star we call the 
earth: It was ‘no use,’ as Lilith had
said, alas! it was ‘no use!’

“The day came, and in a grey Lon
don twilight I waited at the railway 
terminus the arrival of the northern 
train. At last it came panting in, like 
a spent runner, gradually slowed down, 
stopped, throwing up plumes of steam, 
and the lonely gloom of the terminus 
began to fill with the commotion of 
alighting passengers and busy porters. 
And there, through the throng, eager 
and wistful came flying towards me the 
beloved little faithful shape. Impul
sively she was in my arms, half crying 
for joy, pressed close against my lying 
breast.

“But, how pretty she was, after all! 
How brave, and gay—and O how
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good she looked! And how smart she 
was,- in her simple home-made frock. 
How good it was to see her after all— 
how strangely glad I was she had come! 
I had feared lest I should meet her like 
a frozen thing—but, instead, I kissed 
her as though I was never to kiss her 
again. But, as we sat in the cab to
gether, and she talked out of the buoy
ant gladness of her heart, like an inno
cent bird, I thought my heart would 
break, and at last I could bear it no 
longer, but leaned my head on her 
shoulder and cried like a child.

“ ‘Poor boy!’ she said, like a mother, 
‘you have been so lonely, haven’t you?’ 

“And I lied, and let her believe that 
that was the reason of my tears.

“But she had brought me a new hap
piness, after all—the'old dreamed-of 
happiness made new, risen as it seemed 
to me, by miracle, from hopeless death. 
I t was true, after all—my far-off, pure, 
shining star was a real and lovely star, 
after all, white and lovely in God’s fair 
heaven. And it should never know 
anything of that other violet star that 
had threatened it these many honeyed 
weeks. Our innocent dream was to 
come true, after all, and she and I be 
one all our days to the end.

“As she drew my head down on her 
shoulder, she softly recited a verse that 
had been like a sacred liturgy to us. I 
was startled as I heard the hushed, 
lovely words—how basely I had for
gotten that she, too, in her simple, but 
how much deeper, way loved all such 
lovely things:

“ ‘We two will stand beside that shrine, 
Occult, withheld, untrod,

Whose lamps are stirred continually 
W ith prayers sent up to God;

 And see our prayers, granted, melt 
Each like a little cloud! ”

VI

H i l d r e t h  stopped here, and did not 
resume for a long while. As he reached 
for a fresh cigar, I saw his tears glis
tening in the moonlight. For a long 
while he leaned over the side of the

boat, watching the swirling water. 
Then he began again.

“My sister had been in town with me 
for a week or two, arranging our little 
house,” he said; “she was at the door 
to greet us, and we went from room to 
room together—my poor child uttering 
little cries of joy. Here was her little 
boudoir, here was my study with the 
books already cozily on the shelves, here 
was our little guest-room and so on . . . 
all the dear dream-stuff of young 
hearts. How wonderful! How happy 
we were going to be! And she raised 
her pure eyes to mine, and her pure 
lips, and kissed me . . .. and broke 
down crying with happiness in my 
arms. —

“And for all the sin with which my 
body seemed to reek, the poison-honey 
with which I felt smeared from head to 
foot—and the wicked sweetness of 
which it seemed she must surely smell 
—I  believed that happiness was surely 
to be ours. The wand of her purity 
had changed me back again to the lad 
that I felt had never ceased to be hers, 
and she—how could I have forgotten 
what a rare and lovely little being she 
was? And I had thought of her as a 
brown moth clinging to my sleeve! 
This young wise radiance, this fair 
white spirit that had come to give her 
life into my hands, like a boon from the 
sky.

“That night I marvelled, almost 
laughed, at the spell that had been upon 
me though that very afternoon I had 
been lying in Lilith’s arms. . . .

* * *
“We had arranged for our marriage, 

in a quaint old London church, on the 
second morning following. It was, of 
course, to be a simple little ceremony; 
but among our two or three friends that 
were to be present was my distin
guished friend, who, with all his world
liness, retained an innocence in his 
heart that cherished our romance, and 
had genuinely grieved for his share in 
the enchantment which Lilith had cast 
over me. In his wisdom, however, he 
believed that that would pass, and



84 T H E  LADY L ILIT H

leave me the stronger for it. ‘The white 
stars always win,’ was one of his say
ings.”

Hildreth paused a moment, and again 
went on.

“But the white stars do not always 
win. The day before the day on which 
we were to marry, I told myself that 
it was best to see Lilith once more, and 
say good-bye to her forever. Only so, 
I reasoned—reasoned, indeed!—should 
I be able to lay the ghost of our mad 
passion and keep it from haunting that 
fairer Eden on which I was about to 
enter. I told my little girl—my ‘wife,’ 
I called her as we said good-bye! Was 
she not to be that in very deed before 
the clock had twice struck twelve again ? 
—I told her that my distinguished 
friend, who was to be my best man on 
the morrow, had arranged a little fare
well bachelor supper for me that eve
ning . . .  Is there any forgiveness in 
all yonder galaxy of worlds for such a 
lie ? And can I ever forget, the sweet 
look in her eyes as she raised her face 
to mine, so young, so trustful, so pure, 
and kissed me good-bye, and told me 
not to mind if I were late? All the 
time in the world was to be ours to
gether after tomorrow. . . . Like a 
criminal, I sped from her side into the 
darkness; but though her sweet eyes 
(that last look of hers that is with me 
forever) went with me all the way, they 
could not save me—from that white 
gulf over which once more I found the 
turquoise dizzily hanging. The clock 
had but to strike twelve twice, I had 
said. As it struck twelve for the first 
time I unwound Lilith’s blood-red hair 
from my throat—would that she had 
strangled me with it!—and with one 
long, unholy kiss I tore myself away, 
and sped back to where my white star 
was steadfastly shining.

“Softly . I let myself in. The house 
was very quiet. But at the end of the 
little hall I could see the lamp shining 
through the half-open door of my 
study. I called out a tender word, as I 
threw down my coat and hat. But 
there came no answer.

“ ‘She must be asleep,’ I said; and 
walked towards the lit room on tip-toe, 
meaning to awaken her with a kiss. She 
was half-sitting, half-lying, with her 
face buried in a corner of the divan; 
the beautiful contour of her cheek 
caught the lamp-light, her long silken 
hair falling in pretty disorder over her 
shoulders. On her knee was an open 
letter, and two or three other letters lay 
scattered on the floor at her feet. In a 
terrible flash, I realized whose letters 
they were. They were letters from 
Lilith I had thrust hurriedly between 
the pages of a book and forgotten. The 
book lay there, too, on the floor.

“I stood transfixed with horror. 
With dry throat I called to the little"' 
sleeping figure. But she never an
swered or moved. ‘She cannot speak,’
I said to myself. ‘I have broken her 
heart.’ . . .

“I had.
“M y  little  w h ite  star  w a s  d ea d .”

VII

A f t e r  H ild re th  en d ed  w e  sa t lo n g  
an d  lon g , w h ile  th e  m o o n  w en t on  r is
in g , flo o d in g  th e  cora l d eep s u n d er  our 
k eel w ith  its g h o s t ly  rad iance. A t  la s t  
I broke th e  silen ce .

“D id  y o u  ev er  see  L ilith  a g a in ? ” I  
asked .

Hildreth did not answer for a long 
time. Then he said, with something 
like a shudder, as he threw his cigar 
end into the path of the moon—

“Yes! I saw her again. . . . ”
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A  C O M E D Y  I N  O N E  A C T

By Pierre W olff
T ran s la ted  from  the French  by B arrett H . C lark

S c e n e : P a r i s .
T i m e : T h e  o th e r  day .
T h e  P e o p l e :
S u z a n n e .
H e n r i .
A n n a .

(A s the curtain rises, Anna is seated 
at a small desk, writing. Suzanne, 
standing behind her, watches her 
closely.)

S u z a n n e  
(A fter a pause). Hurry up, hurry 

up ! It’s a quarter to three! He may 
be here at any moment! It oughtn’t 
to be very hard to copy a letter! If 
you were writing expenses you’d do it 
quickly enough! (Anna is about to 
speak). Hush, don’t say anything! 
(Another pause.) What are you do
ing? Two thousand, that’s it! There. 
That’s plain enough, isn’t it ? There, “A 
nice kiss for you.” Below—that’s it. 
Good. Let’s see, now. (She takes the 
letter and reads it;)  “My dearest: 
You have far too good taste for me to 
endeavor to outdo you. Here are two 
thousand francs—a mere pittance!— 
with which to buy some trifle for your
self. I think of you and of you only; 
I love you and am devoted to you. A 
nice kiss”—That’s all right. Now for 
the name. What name can I sign? 
Something that sounds well and rolls 
off the tongue—Give me the railway 
guide. (She looks through the pages 
o f the guide, which Anna hands to her.) 
Namur—Dinant—Dinant? No. Hir- 
son—Thionville. That’s it. Write 
“Jules Thionville.” T-h-i-o-n-v-i-l-l-e.

Blot it now and write on the envelope: 
“Madame Suzanne Debienne.” (She 
opens a drawer in the desk.) Luckily 
I ’ve had no bills to pay lately. (She 
takes two thousand franc notes and 
puts them into the envelope.) Now, 
pay strict attention to me. After Mon
sieur Henri comes, you come in and 
bring me this letter, on a salver. I 
shall ask you whether there is an an
swer, and you say: “No, Madame.” 
Understand ? I ring—

A n n a  
And I bring the letter.

S u z a n n e  
On a salver, and I ask you—

A n n a

Whether there’s an answer.
S u z a n n e  

And you reply—
A n n a  

“No, Madame.”
S u z a n n e  

That’s right. For once, you are not 
impossibly stupid. (A  bell rings.) We 
weren’t ready an instant too soon. 
Hand me a book—any one. Thanks. 
Now, hide the letter, and open the door.

85
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(Anna goes out, and Suzanne sits 
down, pretends to be reading, and com
poses herself.)

(Enter Henri.)
H e n r i  

How are you?
S u z a n n e  

( Coldly.) How are you?
H e n r i  

I ’m not intruding?
S u z a n n e  

Not in the least.
H e n r i

May I speak to you?
S u z a n n e  

One moment. I ’m just finishing a 
chapter, and then I’ll be ready.

H e n r i

Is the book so interesting? 
S u z a n n e

Very.
H e n r i

Then I’ll read it with you.
S u z a n n e  

It’s worth your while.
H e n r i

What is it?
S u z a n n e

“A Fool!”
(A pause.)

H e n r i

The first leaves are not even cut.
S u z a n n e  

Do you object?
H e n r i

Oh, no.
S u z a n n e

That’s good.
H e n r i

I must say, your system of reading—
S u z a n n e  

Is my own affair.

H e n r i
Of course.

S u z a n n e

Well, then?
(A pause.)

H e n r i

(Aside.) This is unendurable:

S u z a n n e

(Her eyes on the book.) Charming! 
(She closes the book.) Now, what 
can I do for you? You asked for a 
few seconds. I ’m listening.

H e n r i

My dearest, my dearest—
S u z a n n e

Go on, go on, you were in such a 
hurry a moment ago! And now you 
stand there without a word to say! 
What is it? What have you to say to 
me? Yes, yes, your tie is very pretty! 
That’s right, put your hand up to it in 
order to attract my attention! You 
haven’t seen me for four days, and see 
how ridiculously you’ve rigged your
self up! You haven’t come to talk 
about dress, have you? If you wore 
a helmet on your head and sandals on 
your feet, I wouldn’t care a snap of my 
finger. So you needn’t try to change 
the subject. I ’m very busy, but sit 
down, and don’t twirl your moustache 
and swing your cane. (He stops 
swinging his cane at once.) I don’t 
like it. Now, for the love of Heaven, 
come to the point. Come to the point! 
This is my last request, and I hope 
you’ll have the common decency to 
comply with it! You accept, then? 
I’m truly astonished. With you, it’s 
necessary to make conditions in ad
vance. Yes, yes, my dear, don’t deny 
it. I have spent two years of my life 
with you, and I flatter myself that I 
know your character. And, mark you, 
I don’t accuse you—you’re foolish 
enough, I know, to think that I am go
ing to make a scene: our last. Well, 
I ’m not. I regret nothing: it is a rule 
with me not to regret my idiotic mis
takes. And now, if you will be so
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obliging as to tell me what brings you 
here, I shall be delighted. At the rate 
this conversation is going, you may 
take months to end it.

H e n r i

My dear Suzanne, I come animated 
by—

S u z a n n e  
Yes, yes, by all means, animate your

self!
H e n r i

By the liveliest sentiments of esteem 
toward you.

S u z a n n e '
Well?

H e n r i  
I think that’s not so bad.

S u z a n n e  
(Laughing.) What a necktie!— 

Well?
H e n r i

I want—or rather—-I should like us 
to part good friends, comrades. So 
that if we should meet elsewhere at any 
time, we should be able to shake hands 
as—friends.

S u z a n n e  
I ’ll be glad to shake hands with you.

H e n r i
Good.

S u z a n n e  
And do you know why?

H e n r i

After love comes affection.
S u z a n n e

Sit down.
H e n r i

Thank you.
S u z a n n e  

You’re wrong, my dear.
H e n r i

Yes?
S u z a n n e  

Yes, you always were.
H e n r i .

Always were?

S u z a n n e  
We must glide.

H e n r i

Glide, how do you mean? What do 
you mean?

S u z a n n e  
Nothing. There is only one man 

to whom a woman never says “How 
do you do?” when she meets him.

H e n r i

Her creditor!
S u z a n n e  

No: the man she has truly loved.
H e n r i

Well?
S u z a n n e  

Well, my dear, you needn’t worry; 
you’ll have your way: I ’ll be glad to 
shake hands with you whenever I meet 
you.

H e n r i
Very clever.

S u z a n n e  
Clever? You think so? No, it is 

sincere.
H e n r i

So much the better. I t’s very—dis
agreeable to say good-bye to a woman.

S u z a n n e  
Who smiles, my dear Henri! And 

yet—why shouldn’t I be frank?—I 
missed you during the past two days.

H e n r i  
(Delighted.) You did?

S u z a n n e  
You know, you used to play the 

piano for me every evening: the same 
piece—

H e n r i  
Oh, it was the music?

S u z a n n e  
Of course. That was the only pleas

ant hour during the whole day. Re
member? We didn’t talk—it was love
ly!
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H e n r i

Oh, someone else will play for you!
S u z a n n e  

Oh, no, indeed, he will not. And 
now, one last favor: will you please 
ring ? Much to my regret, I shall have 
to send you off. (He rings.) Thank 
you. (Enter Anna with the letter on a 
salver.) Is there any answer?

A n n a

No, Madame.
S u z a n n e  

Get out an evening dress for me and 
telephone Etienne to come and marcel 
me at once. {Anna goes out.) Will 
you excuse me?

H e n r i
I beg you—

S u z a n n e  
{Opening the envelope, and dropping 

the bank-notes on the floor. These she 
hastily picks up.) O h! {She reads the 
letter, then puts it and the notes into her 
pocket.) You were saying— ?

H e n r i

Who sent you that?
S u z a n n e  

I beg pardon?
H e n r i

Who sent you that?
S u z a n n e  

Are you in earnest?
H e n r i

Quite.
S u z a n n e  

I think you’re out of your mind. 
What right have you to question me? 
I knew you could behave badly on oc
casion, but I never thought you stupid. 
“Who sent that?” Then you lied to 
me?

H e n r i  
In what way?

S u z a n n e  
The day you told me your family

had spent unheard-of wealth to give 
you a perfect education. “Who sent 
you that?” No, no, really, you’re only 
joking!

H e n r i  
I am not joking.

S u z a n n e  
Then you are in earnest?

H e n r i

Very much in earnest. I insist on 
knowing.

S u z a n n e

How funny!
H e n r i

There is nothing funny about it.

S u z a n n e  
You don’t understand; you didn*t 

let me finish. I meant, how funny it is 
to see how ridiculous a man can be.

H e n r i  
Perhaps. Meanwhile—

S u z a n n e  
Meanwhile, I ’ve had enough of this! 

That’s clear enough, isn’t it?
H e n r i

Show me that letter!

S u z a n n e  
How foolish men are!

H e n r i

You don’t imagine for a single in
stant that you appear especially intelli
gent, do you?

S u z a n n e  
I have no reason for trying to appear 

intelligent with you. I ’m sparing of 
my intellect, and I’m discreet.

H e n r i

You don’t have to be with me.
S u z a n n e  

Really? But don’t you see, you are 
nothing to me any longer. You seem 
to have forgotten that.
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H e n r i

I  am nothing to you—nothing?
S u z a n n e

Nothing at all, and that means 
Nothing! You insisted on it and we’ve 
broken off. A servant who leaves his 
position is not in the habit of returning 
four days later to see whether the 
household is still running without him. 
Be good enough to emulate the servant.

H e n r i

(Angrily.) To begin with, I am not 
your servant!

S u z a n n e

That’s true, I ’ll give you credit for 
that. Now, please, please be good 
enough to take your hat and cane, and 
go. There.

H e n r i

(Starts to go, but returns.) Su
zanne !

S u z a n n e

Are you still here?
H e n r i

Suzette!
S u z a n n e

Very well, what is it?
H e n r i

I love you!
S u z a n n e

What of it?
H e n r i

What of it? Nothing. I love you.

S u z a n n e

What is that to me?

H e n r i

( Trying to kiss her.) If you could 
only know— !

S u z a n n e

Stop it! Please! No, not that! I 
don’t like it at all!

H e n r i
Oh!

S u z a n n e  
You see, I am very frank.

H e n r i  
You are, indeed!

S u z a n n e  
If you wish to stay for a few mo

ments longer, stay, but let us talk quiet
ly, like two good fellows.

H e n r i

I am not a “good fellow,”—I’ll break 
his face!

S u z a n n e  
Whose face?

H e n r i

I know whose face.
S UZANNE 

( Laughing.) It’s always like that.
H e n r i

Don’t rub me the wrong way! Don’t 
smile!

S u z a n n e  
Very well, I ’ll think of something 

sad. You know tire concierge’s little 
humming-bird? It’s dead.

PIe n r i

Show me that letter!
S u z a n n e  

It’s from Aline Degorge; she’s send
ing me a hundred louis she owed me.

H e n r i  
That’s not true.

S u z a n n e  
Very well, then.

H e n r i

My dearest, my Suzanne, my Suzon, 
my Suzette, you know I love you!

S u z a n n e  
The little humming-bird— —

H e n r i

I  adore you!
S u z a n n e

—is dead.
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H e n r i

I can’t bear to leave yon! No, I 
can’t ! I never really and seriously 
thought of it. Tell me, won’t you— 
continue.

-Su z a n n e  
Continue? You’re absolutely ab

surd, my dear!
H e n r i

And did you believe—you did be
lieve— ! Don’t deny that you didn’t 
believe—you did believe!

S u z a n n e  
(Impatiently.) What did I believe?

H e n r i

That I had the courage to leave you ?
S u z a n n e  

How absurd!
H e n r i

And even when I think that you de
ceived me—and so soon!

S u z a n n e  
As a matter of fact, I did not de

ceive you. There, does that satisfy 
you?

H e n r i  
But that letter— ?

S u z a n n e  
What about that letter?

H e n r i  
And the money?

S u z a n n e  
Take care! Don’t be vulgar!

H e n r i

You don’t understand me. Oh, show 
it to me!

S u z a n n e  
Dear m e! Take it, read it, and leave 

me in peace!
( Giving him the letter.)

H e n r i

What style! Some cook, I  daresay!
S u z a n n e  

Try not to be insulting, if you please!

H e n r i
Oh, oh!

S u z a n n e  
Now what’s the matter? -

H e n r i  
Jules Thionville!

S u z a n n e
Well?

H e n r i  
A nasty fellow.

S u z a n n e  
A nasty fellow! Do you know him ?

H e n r i

I should say I do know him!
S u z a n n e  

( Taken aback.) This—this is ab
surd !

H e n r i
Why?

S u z a n n e  
(Flustered.) I don’t know.

H e n r i

At least, by sight. Rather tall, isn’t 
he?

S u z a n n e  
Yes—no. I don’t know.

H e n r i

You don’t know! Tall—strong— 
red moustaches?

S u z a n n e  
No—Y es—yes—

H e n r i .
With an idiotic look—

S u z a n n e  
I don’t think so.

H e n r i

Has a fondness for the ladies—
S u z a n n e  

Like all men.
H e n r i

The next time I meet him, I ’ll have 
two words to say to him—
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S u z a n n e  

One for each thousand-franc note.
H e n r i

You will now be good enough to re
turn them, and at once.

S u z a n n e  

You are most generous with other 
people’s money.

H e n r i

Here are two more.
S u z a n n e  

I ’ll take them, too.
H e n r i

So kind! Now, his address? 
S u z a n n e

What?
H e n r i

I ask you for his address.
S u z a n n e  

How do I know it?
H e n r i

Now, now, Suzon, please let us stop 
this ridiculous nonsense.

S u z a n n e  

But, I swear—
H e n r i  

You won’t tell me?
S u z a n n e  

I declare, I—
H e n r i

Very well.
(He rings.)

S u z a n n e  

What are you doing?
H e n r i

You’ll see. (To Anna, who enters.) 
Hurry and bring the directory.

A n n a

Hurry?
H e n r i

Bring the directory, and hurry—if 
you prefer.

A n n a  
Oh.
(She goes out.)

S u z a n n e  

Is he in the directory?
H e n r i

(As Anna returns with the direc
tory.) Of course he is. You don’t 
imagine that only decent people are in
cluded! (To Anna.) Thank you. 

(Anna goes out.)
S u z a n n e  

(Aside.) I never thought of that!
H e n r i

Thionville—T—T. A h ! “Jules
Thionville, 7 rue de Colisee.” It’s just 
around the corner!

S u z a n n e  

Does he live at. 7 rue du Colisee ?
H e n r i

You needn’t pretend to be so sur
prised! I ’m telling you the truth. I t’s 
not funny.

S u z a n n e  

No, it is not.
H e n r i

Now, sit down there and write: 
“Monsieur—”

S u z a n n e  

Never! I shouldn’t think of it!

H e n r i

Glide, as you told me to do. Give 
me his two thousand francs.

S u z a n n e  

What are you going to do with them ?

H e n r i  

Give them to me!

S u z a n n e  

Very well, but you must give them 
back. They’re mine, you know.

H e n r i  

Yours? Ha, they were!
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S u z a n n e  
What are you doing?

H e n r i

Without a single word, then! Like 
this, in an envelope with your card. 
He will understand.

S u z a n n e  
No, no. You mustn’t do that!

H e n r i  
Then you don’t love me?

S u z a n n e  
Yes, yes, I love you, but I don’t ad

mit—
H e n r i

Good! Here are two other notes. 
Are you satisfied now ?

S u z a n n e  
(A fter taking the money.) If you 

think for one moment that money gives 
happiness—

H e n r i

Anna is going to take the envelope—
S u z a n n e  

Henri, this is hurting me.
H e n r i

How is that?
S u z a n n e  

I ’m deeply grieved. Some 'things 
are simply not done! You are impos
sible.

H e n r i

Nonsense. (He rings, and Anna 
enters.) Anna, I want you to— (To  
Suzanne.) Turn around, and don’t 
look at Anna.

S u z a n n e
Why?

H e n r i

I have a very good reason.
S u z a n n e  

(Aside.) Heavens, what will the 
unknown say?

H e n r i

And then you go to his apartment—

S u z a n n e  
(Aside.) What if he should keep 

the money?
H e n r i

And you say. “There is no answer.” 
Now, go. (Anna goes out.) Come and 
kiss me.

S u z a n n e  
Let me be! You’re ridiculous!

H e n r i  
Were you so anxious?

S u z a n n e  
Indeed I was, or rather I wasn’t. I 

don’t know what!
H e n r i

The railway-guide! I see now! (He 
opens it.) You were going away, 
that’s it!

S u z a n n e  
Naughty boy! You can see through 

anything. I can’t  hide the tiniest secret 
from you!

H e n r i

You can’t hoodwink me, that’s cer
tain.

S u z a n n e  
You’re unhoodwinkable.

H e n r i

Now I must go and dress. I ’ll be 
back in an hour for you. We’ll have 
dinner in some nice quiet restaurant. 
Ha, what do you think of th a t '1

S u z a n n e  
What a gay time we’ll have!

H e n r i

It will remind us of the good old 
days. Good-bye, Suzette.

S u z a n n e  
Good-bye for the present.

H e n r i  
Do you love me?

S u z a n n e

I love you.
H e n r i  

Say it—better still.
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S u z a n n e  
I love you, dear.

H e n r i

That’s not quite it, but before 
long— ! (He starts to go, but returns.) 
One word more: you love me ?

S u z a n n e  
N o! Now go.

H e n r i  
I ’m off. See you soon.
(He goes out.)
(Enter Anna.)

S u z a n n e  
Anna, Anna!

A n n a
Madame ?

S u z a n n e  
Did you go there? Rue du Colisee? 

A n n a
Yes, Madame.

S u z a n n e

Well?
A n n a  

Well, nothing, Madame.
S u z a n n e  

Was the gentleman at home?
A n n a

Yes, Madame.
(The bell rings.)

S u z a n n e  
Go and see—, (Anna goes out.) 

At last! Well, he’s not going to leave 
me. There’s that much saved.

(Anna returns.)

A n n a

Madame, it’s that gentleman .

S u z a n n e  
What gentleman?

A n n a   
Monsieur Jules Thionville.

S u z a n n e  
No! Is he good-looking?

A n n a  
Very, Madame.

S u z a n n e

It would be funny if— ! How do I 
look?

A n n a

Madame’s color is perfect

S u z a n n e  
Then ask him to come in.

A n n a

(A t the door.) Will Monsieur be 
good enough to come in ?

C u r t a i n .

E VERY morning a man arises marveling that he was still so young yester- 
day; every evening a woman goes to bed lamenting that she will be so 

old tomorrow.

T H E  good opinion a woman has of her first husband is in direct propor
tion to the number of his successors.



ESSAY IN THE SOCR ATIC MANNER
By James Drake

I

W HO would be so foolish as to 
catch a beautiful woman in his 
arms when she pretends to 

stumble as he draws near her?
Who would be so stupid as to be

lieve a woman when she says that the 
days have been as beautiful as the glint 
of an opal since he came into her life?

Who would be so weak as to be

tempted when a woman peers at him 
through lowered lashes, lips apart?

Who would be so asinine as to pen 
vers libre to a woman with two hus
bands behind her?

Who would be so innocent as to fol
low a woman as she strolls across the 
pale rugs toward the deserted terrace?

II
Answer: No man—after the first 

time.

ENCOUNTER
By David Morton

F ROM ancient flagons I have drunk, ere now, 
And sipped from cups of jade an old, old wine;

Sat at a feast and marvelled at the brow 
Of one who was a princess of her line.

I have found frenzy where fierce battle rings,
And brought my spoils to spread before a throne,

And been the fool to jest with savage kings,
When tears were in their hearts—and in my own.

The memory of those flagons at my lips,
The clash of steel, the bells of Harlequin,

My soul remembers as home-coming ships
Remember islands where their keels have been. . . .

And there was one . . . you smile? . . . Ah, was it you? . . .  
A Princess, most adorable in blue..
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THE HOME-MADE LOVER
By Laura Kent Mason

Ma r ia n  b o r d e n  stepped out
of the elevator in front of her 
husband’s office and from force 

of habit, like most women before any 
closed door they are about to enter, 
took a small chased puff box out of her 
purse, examined her face in the tiny 
convex mirror, powdered her nose, 
tilted her hat a quarter of an inch, and 
pushed back a strayed hair. Armored, 
she opened the office door.

She was quite nervous about the 
visit. It was really important to her. 
She felt that she must accomplish some
thing. A dozen times during the past 
month she had come to the office in the 
same frame of mind, entering with a 
nervous, expectant fear, leaving after 
a few minutes of meaningless chatter. 
Things couldn’t go on this way. Some
thing had to be done about it.

Each time Marian opened the office 
door she felt that she would find new 
evidence for her suspicions, though 
mere doubt had long since given way 
to fairly well-founded certainty. Yet, 
when she opened the door she found 
always the same thing, the comfortable 
reception room, the girl at the switch
board. Marian would pass through, 
hurriedly, without waiting to be an
nounced, though she knew that her hus
band preferred each visitor to be her
alded.

Opening the door to his private office 
she would find Frances Gray, Leonard 
Borden’s secretary, busy over her type
writer or seated at the long table in 
the center of the room, with books 
spread in front of her, busy penciling 
notes or taking dictation from Leonard. 
And Leonard himself was always in 
just as irreproachable an attitude. If

only she could catch them at something 
just bordering on the questionable—if 
only there were some wedge for a dis
cussion !

It seemed so stupidly unpleasant, dis
agreeably unreal, soiling, humiliating, 
to think that, after seventeen years of 
being entirely married Leonard Borden 
should become entangled, even in a 
slight degree. His secretary, too! That 
seemed to add such a commonplace turn 
to the affair. It was so easy to become 
interested in one’s secretary—the same 
business interests, always something 
vital to talk about. And, if the secre
tary were good-looking. . .

Marian Borden had to confess to 
herself that Frances Gray’s looks were 
quite disturbing. Of course she, her
self, wasn’t exactly homely, even now. 
But at forty-one, one is likely to show 
signs of approaching age. And Leon
ard saw her in the morning, before she 
had had time to dress her hair or mas
sage her face. She had taken to wear
ing attractive boudoir caps, lately, and 
daintier dressing-gowns, but at forty- 
one it isn’t easy to get rid of every sign 
of ugliness in the morning and Leonard 
didn’t like eating breakfast alone. And 
Leonard saw her at night, after she had 
applied cold cream and after a dance 
or a theater party, when every little line 
and crow’s-foot sprang into promi
nence.

Marian knew that while she was 
good-looking in a comfortable way, 
smooth of hair and skin, still retaining 
the good lines that a clever corsetiere 
and modiste can always accomplish, she 
had lost youth’s attractions. She 
couldn’t blame Leonard—for Frances 
Gray was actually—young.
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Frances Gray couldn’t be more than 
twenty-two or so, a slender, crisp twen
ty-two, with light waving hair. She 
wore smart blouses or dark tailored 
frocks, with a bit of white at the throat. 
Frances Gray was so young she didn’t 
have to think of eight hours’ sleep at 
night, circles under her eyes, wrinkles, 
rouge. She was still young enough to 
look well unpowdered. I t  seemed un
believable that anyone could be as 
young as that.

It had been Marian’s luck that Fran
ces Gray should be Leonard’s secretary. 
Before this he had never looked at his 
secretaries. Marian knew that, as a 
rule, he didn’t care about women. He 
hardly ever noticed them. He chatted 
in an impersonal, married way with 
their mutual friends. He even gave 
heavy compliments, occasionally. He 
had taken Mrs. Selby, a fascinating 
Boston widow, to tea at the Plaza sev
eral times, and Marian had smiled, quite 
pleased, as if a little boy had done a 
clever, original trick. But this was dif
ferent.

The knowledge that Leonard was in
terested in Frances Gray had seeped to 
her, at first without her realizing it. 
He had taken her to lunch a number of 
times. That could be overlooked; he 
had lunched with other women. He 
had taken her to dinner, at first on 
nights when he had had to return to 
the office. That was understandable. 
But lately had come more meetings; he 
had been seeing the girl in the evenings, 
too, and the other intimacies had multi
plied. There had been numerous ways 
of finding out—though, of course, Mar
ian had pretended that she did not know 
or care.

She knew that she did care. She had 
long since got over her first rather in
tense loving of Leonard Borden. But 
she had drifted into a pleasant, moth
erly friendship. She liked the luxuries 
and comforts that married life gave 
her. She didn’t want to be divorced, 
going places unescorted or staying at 
home alone. She didn’t care for any
one else and she knew that the men 
she met or was likely to meet would

not exert themselves to make her life 
enjoyable. If she lost Leonard she 
would be quite unhappy. If she could 
get him away from Frances Gray it 
would be easy enough—a less attractive 
secretary, a little closer watch over him 
—he wasn’t the wandering kind. And 
Frances Gray, it wouldn’t make any 
real difference to her, she was so young. 
It was just the romantic thing to do— 
there could be dozens of other men for 
her if Leonard disappeared—but why 
even consider her. . .?

Marian had thought it all out, care
fully. She had tried to find a solution. 
She had been clever enough not to 
speak to Leonard about it—he would 
have thought her jealous, stupid—and 
become more infatuated. She couldn’t 
make him jealous, she knew that. Yet 
home was pleasant to him—he’d be 
satisfied if he came back. And Frances 
Gray—you can’t go to a girl like that 
and demand your husband—when one 
is romantic and twenty-two one would 
delight in any definite action.

There must be another way, a bit less 
dramatic than the usual story-book so
lution, something calm, even stupid, 
some simple thing—Marian had spent 
several weeks over it. She wasn’t aw
fully clever—she knew that. And there 
was no one she could turn to. Now she 
was hoping that something would hap
pen when she opened the office door.

II

As she opened the door the telephone 
girl, elaborately coiffured, sat, as usual, 
at the switchboard. Marian nodded 
and smiled and hurried to the door 
marked Leonard Borden. She opened 
it quickly, before the telephone girl 
could have time to get Leonard on the 
wire. But there was no need for haste. 
Leonard was not in. His desk yawned 
vacantly. The Gray girl, in an immacu
late white shirtwaist, her light hair 
gleaming crisply, sat at her typewriter.

“How do you do,” said Marian with 
her friendliest smile. “All alone, I 
see.”

“Yes,” Frances Gray smiled, too.
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“Mr. Borden left about an hour ago. 
I don’t think he’ll be back right away. 
In half an hour, perhaps—”

“I think I’ll wait,” said Marian. 
“I ’ve a lot of data to arrange for my 
club committee. I won’t be in the way 
if I do it here?”

“Not at all.” Frances Gray rear
ranged the table in the center of the 
office, pushing the accumulation of 
books and magazines to one side, clear
ing half of it.

“This will serve splendidly,” said 
Marian.

After all, the committee data was 
real enough. She might as well do it 
here. She took a bundle of notes from 
her purse and spread them out before 
her. She got some large sheets of pa
per and a pencil from her husband’s 
desk and was soon busy, seated at the 
big table.

“May I help you?” Frances Gray 
asked.

“No, thank you, I don’t need help at 
all. I t’s just tiresome—social investi
gation stuff. You know—all about the 
dangers of the city and the temptations 
of the poor working girl—-that sort of 
thing—awful. You ought to be glad 
you don’t come into contact with any
thing like that, here.”

“I am,” said Frances Gray.
“You really don’t know how lucky 

you are. Some of the things I ’ve seen! 
Of course it’s been among a different 
class and all that. A girl with your 
brains—but still, sometimes the employ
er is to blame, in a way. Of course, in 
Mr. Borden’s office conditions are so 
different. Mr. Borden is so particular. 
One is so absolutely safe with him—”

“Of course,” said Frances Gray.
“It would be a good thing if more 

men were like him,” Marion wrote a 
column of figures as she spoke, “still, 
it would take some of the excitement of 
life away, I guess, if all men were as, 
well—as safe as Mr. Borden. Though 
he’s a splendid man—but of course you 
know that, from what you’ve seen of 
him.”

“Indeed I do,” said Frances Gray.
“Yes, I know how good he is,” Mar-

S.S.— Mar.— 7

ian went, “I’m awfully glad of it. He’s 
always telling me of innovations he’s 
making for the comfort of his employes. 
He’s an ideal employer and, of course, 
that’s the main thing, here. All men 
have their drawbacks, I suppose. A 
man can’t be perfect in everything. I— 
I wonder if I can give you some advice, 
Miss Gray? I ’m so much older than 
you are, but, if I were a young girl—”

“I ’ll be quite glad to have it,” and 
Frances Gray stiffened perceptibly.

Marian continued, perhaps she didn’t 
notice the girl’s coolness.

“I feel almost—well—motherly, to 
you, seeing you so often. You’re so 
much younger than Mr. Borden and I. 
I know you’ll take this in the right way. 
And I don’t mean to reflect on Mr. Bor
den a bit—he’s a wonderful man in his 
way. But, Miss Gray, when you do 
pick out a husband, don’t take a—well, 
an untrained one.”

“Why, what do you mean?”
“That’s just it—it’s so hard to ex

plain, but I ’ve learned so much by my
self and if one person can be guided by 
the experiences of another, maybe I 
can help you just a little, save you a lot 
of annoyance and boredom. Now to 
look at Mr. Borden you’d never guess. 
He looks quite finished, a man of the 
world, doesn’t he? As far as appear
ances go, if I do say it, I ’ve made a 
good job of it. But the work! That’s 
what I ’d like to spare you. For, no 
matter how hard you try, the result is 
bound to be monotonous, for in the 
end the man only knows what you’ve 
taught him. You see, Mr. Borden is 
really a sort of, well—a home-trained 
lover. He does very well for me. And 
I can feel perfectly sure of him most 
of the time—but life does lack variety.

“An outsider never would notice. 
Now to you, I ’d wager that Mr. Borden 
seems quite all right in little things. He 
usually strikes a person that way. I ’m 
glad to say. But it was rather difficult 
for me.

“I don’t mean to imply anything the 
least bit disagreeable about Mr. Borden. 
I ’m sure you know me well enough for 
that. As far as husbands go. In many
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ways he is simply wonderful. He’s 
such a home body for one thing. Four 
or five evenings every week he’s at 
home. I wish he’d go out more. But 
right after dinner he gets into his old 
smoking jacket and his bed-room slip
pers—he’s having trouble with one of his 
feet, perhaps you’ve noticed he some
times limps a little—it may be rheuma
tism or gout, though I’m a little afraid 
it’s an ingrowing toe-nail and they’re so 
painful. And he sits and reads until 
about nine or ten and then goes to bed. 
We are both getting at the age when 
we go to bed early, I guess, though 
he’s always been the domestic, early- 
to-bed type. It’s just as well, I ’m sure. 
And he’s so good about taking care of 
the furnace and even the bird cage.

“I wonder if Mr. Borden ever told 
you about his bird? No? I t’s a little 
yellow canary. Of course we women 
know that canaries are silly, but a do
mestic man like Mr. Borden—he lets 
it hop on his finger and whistles to it 
and I believe he really enjoys cleaning 
the cage—he gets angry if the maid 
does it.

“I don’t blame you for looking a bit 
disgusted. That’s what I mean when 
I say if you’re searching for romance, 
don’t marry a man like Mr. Borden 
unless you want to get your romance on 
the outside and, of course, you wouldn’t 
want that. I don’t blame you.

“That’s why I call Mr. Borden, to 
myself, a home-made lover. You see, 
I was twenty-three when I met him and, 
of course, I ’d gone out quite a lot— 
beaux and parties and things like that. 
Mr. Borden had just come from a little 
Iowa farm and I was his first sweet
heart. He was really an awfully nice 
boy, unused to city ways but so good- 
looking and trusting. He still has his 
good looks, I ’m glad to say. I was the 
first girl he had ever courted. He had 
never even kissed a girl. We were just 
about the same, age, but I ’d been en
gaged a couple of times.

“I thought it was rather pleasant, 
going with a young man who had never 
been kissed. So he’s really home- 
trained. You see what I mean. I

taught him every bit of his love-mak
ing. I ’m afraid I didn’t do a very good 
job of it. Still, I suppose I’ve got to be 
satisfied, but that’s why I’m giving you 
advice.”

Maxdan rearranged her papers, tore 
up one or two, added a few more 
figures.

“Yes, when you pick out a husband, 
don’t choose a home-made one—you 
know what I mean— ; you’d get aw
fully tired, just of little things. I know 
all of Mr. Borden’s ways so well. Not 
a single surprise. Kisses, for example. 
Before he kisses me he always wipes 
his mouth with his hand or his hand
kerchief, puts out both of his arms and 
says, ‘My dear dear.’ He kisses a 
couple of times, always in little groups 
and then says ‘My - dear dear’ again, 
or ‘Honey.’ He never varies—always 
kisses in little groups and says things 
like that, in between. And, afterwards, 
he gives a little pat-pat on the shoulder. 
I don’t know why he can’t add more 
variety. I guess I must have been an 
awfully poor teacher.

“Outside of plain kisses, Mr. Bor
den has so few variations. He kisses 
the back of my neck, sometimes, but not 
especially well. Then he has an eye 
kiss he is fond of. He never does it 
without warning. He’ll always say the 
same thing—‘close the pretty eyes, 
dear’—and then gives each eye one 
kiss, the left one first, then the right 
one. I wish he’d vary things a little or 
learn more, but those three kisses are 
all I ’ve ever been able to teach him. 
He never seemed to be able to hold 
hands nicely. It takes more than one 
teacher for that, I guess.

“Don’t  think I’m complaining. Mr. 
Borden is perfectly satisfactory as a 
husband, in so many ways, and I’m 
used to him. He’s getting bald and 
snores quite loudly, here lately—I ’m 
afraid he ought to see the doctor about 
his nose—but I guess I ’m developing 
a lot of middle-aged faults, too.

“Well, well, I ’ve gone on and on 
about my husband. It must have been 
an awful bore, Miss Gray. I really do 
mean it for the best, though. Take my
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advice, my dear, and when you marry, 
don’t train a man yourself or get one 
who has had only limited amateur train
ing. A  man with expert training is 
bound to make life more interest
ing.”

Marian rearranged her papers.
“ I don’t think I’ll wait for Mr. Bor

den, after all,” she said. “ When I’m 
here I just talk and talk and take up 
your time. You’ll tell Mr. Borden 
I ’ve been here, won’t you? No mes
sages at all—tell him I just dropped 
in to say hello.”  Marian laughed play
fully. “ But you remember my advice. 
It may save you from being bored an 
awful lot.”

She put her papers into a neat little 
bundle and crammed them back into 
her purse. She took out the tiny puff 
box, as women always do, just before 
they are going out, powdered her nose, 
tilted her hat perhaps a quarter of an 
inch, pushed into places a strayed hair 
and nodded a bright good-bye.

Waiting for the elevator, Marian 
breathed a deep sigh o f accomplish

ment. It might take a week to be really 
sure—still, she knew Leonard and she 
knew girls of twenty-two—it looked as. 
if things would work out all right, after 
all. She hurried into the elevator as 
it stopped for her. She had a lot of 
shopping to do.

Frances Gray continued clicking out 
letters. About half an hour later Leon
ard Borden hurried into his office. He 
was a fine looking man, a bit heavy, his 
hair a trifle thin on top. He had a 
distinguished, worldly air.

He closed the door behind him and 
came toward Frances Gray, rubbing his 
hands, the weather was turning cold. 
He rubbed one hand across his mouth, 
put out both of his arms.

“ My dear dear,” he said.
Frances Gray smiled faintly and 

quite gently pushed by him and went 
out of the door nearest to where her 
coat and hat hung.

She threw him a smile as she closed 
the door.

“ Good-bye, home-made lover,”  she 
said.

LA DAME A U X  Y E U X  JA U N E S

By Tom  Ransford

S HE is girlish, charming, almost shy.
 Her skin is smooth, honey-coloured, with a wild-rose flush. And her 

hair bronzed, vital, luxurious.
Still, she is not young.
The expectancy of youth has gone out of her eyes.
Those are humid, luminous eyes. But their lids are a bit heavy. Their 

smile is a bit weary. They are eyes that say: “ Il faut tout aimer pour tout 
comprendre—et tout comprendre, c’est tout pardonner. . .

Eyes that have loved and forgiven too much.



ASPIRATION
By Mary Andrews

S
HE shot herself because she could 
not attain her aspiration.

* * *

She was a famous prima donna.
Her clear, sweet notes rivalled the 

song of a bird.
Men of all nations paid her homage. 
Once a king placed a jewel from his 

crown in her hand.
Woman copied her mannerisms and

her coiffure and because a horned grebe 
was her pet they wore little gold grebes 
hanging from chains about their necks.

No one in the world could rival her 
voice.

* * *

She shot herself because she could 
not attain her aspiration. . . .

When she offered to act in the mov
ies they said she was too fat.

A B S O L U T I O N

By Willard Wattles

O NCE I was bound in slavery 
 But now my sins have set me free.

No matter what the songs have sung 
It is my sins have kept me young;

When cruelly my heart inclined 
My own dead sins have made me kind:

It’s some are blind, and some are wise, 
But only sins have gentle eyes;

’Twas little recked the brittle thong 
When my sins woke to shake me strong;

And when I face the certain grave 
It is my sins have made me brave . . . .

In Heaven beside the jasper sea 
The sins of Christ will pardon me.
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THE BEAUTIFUL HELMET MAKER
By Rita W ellman

I

Deep in the tortuous folds of ancient 
towns.

Where all, even horror, to enchantment 
turns.

S
 QUOTED Beaudelaire’s lines as 

we marched sulkily in the De- 
* cember sleet, cursing the cold and 

wondering where to turn next. We 
were hunting for a studio for S.

S. had studios all over Paris. Every
one always wondered what he did in 
them. I, myself, never knew. He was 
too honest an esthete to take his paint
ing seriously, and his violin could be 
practiced at home; his annual, charm
ing, and wholly unnecessary lyric could 
have been written at any place—and 
always was. As for his lady loves. . . . 
No, I was sure that none of them would 
ever have gone into one of S.’s studios. 
Why, then, did he have them, and 
so many of them, and why were we 
now hunting in this “ancient town,” 
this old, decrepit, almost forgotten 
city, this “poor” Paris, for some in
accessible garret which was to be the 
new?

We kept turning down streets which 
changed their minds like beggars, going 
on because they dared not stand still. 
All who passed us in the yellow light 
eyed us with the sinister disapproval of 
the desperately poor, and they seemed 
to throw over us a wet, foul blanket of 
despair.

“ Why are you looking for a studio, 
anyway?” I complained for the second 
time.

“ Because I want one,”  S. answered, 
with the rebuke in his voice of the man

to whom this has always been sufficient 
excuse for doing anything.

“ But you have so many already. 
Haven’t you enough?”

“ I can never get enough,” S. said in 
his soft voice, which liked to curl about 
mysterious meanings.

“ I’m sorry I came,” I snapped.
“ No, you aren’t,” he said quickly. 

“ Here’s a row—and you love a row, 
you know.”

Ahead of us we saw two women be
ing dragged from a bar, hatless and al
most blouseless, still clawing each other 
in a frenzy of jealousy—we supposed. 
Their soft bodies thudded as they came 
together, and their long manes, red and 
black, waved behind them like banners 
of hate. They shrieked oaths and 
threats in their shrill voices, and their 
large, open, red mouths made their 
faces curiously interesting and impres
sive—like Greek masks.

We stood watching them a little 
dully, like men who have chanced 
in on the wrong play and are not 
quite acquainted with the theme, un
til the unfailing, tribunal crowd gath
ered and took its sides of judgment 
—then we pushed on our uncertain 
way.

The street began to go downhill—a 
sure sign of a disintegrating neighbor
hood. The houses huddled together as 
if in fright, and the street squeezed it
self in, like a poor man on a cold day, 
and finally became so narrow that a 
pedler’s wagon could have blocked the 
entrance-way.

I became querulous again.
“ You’re not going to have a studio 

in this awful place?”
“Oh, yes, I am. It’s getting better
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and better. This is where we turn in 
—look at the gate.”

And suddenly, in spite of the sleet 
and the miserableness of everything, I 
was glad that we had come.

II

F or S. had stopped before an ex
quisite iron grilled gate with a beauti
ful bronze lamp, black with age and 
neglect, hung aloft, as if by two dainty 
arms slightly drooping down in respect. 
I looked at the date— 1554. The time 
the Louvre was built! This had been 
a respectable part of town then— fash
ionable. I thought of how many pow
dered wigs and lascivious hearts had 
passed under the lovely lamp. Now the 
poor scurried under it, performed their 
duties, or committed their crimes, and 
scurried back again.

We opened the gate and walked 
across the sunken flags to the farthest 
of the buildings grouped together in 
the court. No one answered our 
knock, so we opened the door ourselves. 
A presence, like a guard, rose before 
us, the indescribable, strong, melancholy 
smell of poverty.

S. grasped my arm, and his throat 
trembled. I could see his lips quiver
ing like those of a child who is about to 
cry because things are strange and un
pleasant. I knew that he felt as I did, 
that this was an imprisoning, drug-like 
smell, from which we might never re
cover, from which we might never 
emerge out into the clean, clear smell 
of day and sun.

I ran toward the door, but S.’s cruel 
laugh caught me there.

“We’re going up,” he said resolutely. 
“ It’s only cabbage.”

“ But cabbage forever!” I burst out. 
“All the ancestors of cabbage since 
Francis the First.”

“Don’t be pedantic,” he cautioned 
me. “ Someone might hear you.” And 
we walked up the stairs.

As we passed the doors we heard the 
sounds which grew out of the smell, 
like weeds out of filth. On the first 
floor we heard the rattling of a printing

press. Its heavy, down-coming arms 
shook the entire building with the trem
ors of its energy. And we could hear 
men yelling to each other, and some of 
them whistling.

What were they printing? The 
menus for the cheap restaurants in 
the neighborhood? The pamphlets of 
quacks and religious cranks? Revolu
tionary sheets? Or merely the sala
cious novels which sell for a few cen
times ? Who knew ? Except that it 
would be cheap printing, on cheap pa
per, and that it would begin and end its 
existence among cheap people.

Before one door we saw a crepe, a  
white crepe with a blue bead wreath. 
A  male child had been born in this 
place and had objected and left it again. 
Inside we thought we heard weeping. 
Anyway, someone blew his nose.

We passed before an open door 
where a fat woman, with neat hair, 
shining like lacquer, washed clothes in 
an enormous tub, and all about her 
there was steam, which, for a moment, 
with her steady, rhythmic motion, made 
her seem like a figure in a Wagner 
opera. At another door we heard a 
man groaning in pain.

As we turned to go up the third set 
of stairs we caught the sound of men’s 
voices, whispering stealthily, and we 
stopped to listen.

“ When we get to the quay, you run 
down first and unfasten the boat.”

“ But what if you don’t get away ?”
“ I will get away. You signal to me 

when she’s ready. With the lamp. 
See?”

Their voices were breathless, as if 
they were running, and we could feel 
their apprehensive eyes piercing through 
the door at our listening. Our flesh 
crept, and we saw the flash of steel 
knives and the foul, slapping Seine 
water, and the darkness and dinginess 
of their crime.

And so it was, all the way upstairs, 
that the secrets of these poor, who 
could never know the greatest luxury 
of the rich—privacy—were revealed 
to us.

On the top floor, S motioned to me
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to follow him, and we bent our ears to 
a crack to listen. We heard the startled, 
ecstatic murmurs of love, and then a 
woman’s voice, goddess-like, whisper
ing words “ out of place and out of 
time.” The gold warp of her voice 
picked out the faint silver weft of his, 
and wove it into a strange human 
fabric.

“ Chcri, je t’aime. Je t’aime.”  
“ Cherie!”
“How I love you! Why do I love 

you so !”
“Don’t love me so.”
“ How can I help loving you? You 

are so strong. You are so superior. 
You are so good.”

“Am I really? You imagine it.” 
“You are wonderful! Don’t you 

love me?”
“Yes, I do. Of course I do.”
“Then kiss me.”
And we heard their kisses. How 

strange kissing sounded through the 
closed door, how futile and almost 
silly!

Then we heard her voice again, 
crooning:

“That is right. Sleep. Sleep—like 
that. My child! The world is far 
away. There is no one now in the 
world but you and me. How your 
heart beats! If we could only die 
now!”

There was a sound across the hall, 
and like shamefaced schoolboys we 
slunk away.

III

A  door across the hall had opened, 
and a tall figure stood there dumping 
garbage into a paper bag. There was 
a certain dignity and solemnity in the 
movements of this figure which inter
ested us. Suddenly it raised its head, 
and we had a singular view of the face. 
The muddy light from the skylight 
above us threw a full shaft of light di
rectly into this old woman’s face, blot
ting out all the rest of her figure and 
surroundings. The effect was like a 
Rembrandt, compelling you to study 
and recognize the beauty of ugliness.

Her neck was long and corded, and so 
thin that the very nerves seemed ex
posed, like those of the models they set 
up for study at school. A famous 
beauty once said to me: “ Alas, to
think that one day I will be shriveled to 
only a nose!”

I understood now what she had 
meant. This woman’s nose declared 
what her face had been, stood senti
nel over its ruins. She didn’t have the 
garrulity of the commonplace poor, who 
are always eager and ready to exchange 
a moment of their lives for that of any 
other world, hungry for that shutter
like glimpse into a different existence. 
She looked at us a moment from the 
deep cups where her eyes burned, hot 
and dry like those of a rattlesnake, and 
then turned to go. The back of her 
head, with its wispy white knot, was 
symmetrical and beautiful — almost 
young.

I whispered to S .:
“La Belle Heaulmiere!”
“Yes,” he answered eagerly, “can’t 

you think of something? Say some
thing—before we lose her.”

“The studio,” I suggested.
“Just the thing,” and he went for

ward to her.
“ I am looking for a studio,” he told 

her. “Can you tell me anything about 
the house here?”

She talked with us for a while and 
then, quite unexpectedly, invited us 
into her room. I could see that S. 
wanted her to do this all along.

To our surprise, the room had a cer
tain beauty, the beauty of space and se
verity. On the mantle, which was very 
"handsome, having belonged to another 
day, were tall, silver candlesticks, and 
between them a porcelain figure of the 
Virgin. We also caught sight of a 
bookcase with old volumes. There was 
a little charcoal stove burning feebly in 
one corner, but the room was more un
comfortable than out of doors. With
out any excitement, as if we were her 
habitual callers, the old woman got us 
chairs and asked us to sit down. On 
the roof, directly over our heads, we 
could hear the incessant pressure of the
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sleet, and an insistent wind blew against 
the skylight, which let in more air than 
light. She saw that we shivered, and 
offered us tea.

“There is hot water,”  she told us, 
“and I have saved my tea leaves.”

With much dignity, and even cere
mony, she made the tea and served it 
to us, and drinking the thin tea from 
cracked old cups, we three talked about 
many things we would never have 
dreamed the old woman knew anything 
about.

Her voice was extremely low and 
beautiful, and we knew from it, if from 
nothing else, that we were in the pres
ence of an unusual being.

S. grew impatient.
“Madame,” he said at last, “you are 

not of this place. You don't belong 
where you are now.”

He sent his little line of curiosity 
hopefully wide, and we waited for its 
catch.

“ Belong?” she questioned. “Who 
belongs where? Who knows?”

“Well, about us, for instance,” S. ar
gued. “Would you say that we be
longed here?”

Her silence chastened us.
“Who knows?” she repeated gently, 

and S. and I, in spite of the dusk, en
deavored to exchange glances.

“ But you didn’t come from a place 
like this . . . ”

“Oh, yes, but I did, monsieur. I was 
born in just such a poor place as this. 
Of course my mother always boasted of 
her good blood. She was a peasant 
woman from the South. You know 
there is a saying in France, that if a 
peasant girl has slim ankles her mother 
has been indiscreet. Well, maybe that 
is how my mother came by her fine 
ways. I do not know. But that was 
not how I rose in the world.”

S. didn’t miss this.
“You did rise in the world then?” 
“Yes. I was beautiful, monsieur.” 
I had never heard a woman say that 

before—“ I was beautiful.”
 I realized then what it means. She 

displayed us this title, as an old fabric 
is shown, reverently and with awe.

Then she added, “When I was fif
teen a rich man came and took me to 
Paris.”

It seemed rather funny to hear her 
say this little speech which we had 
heard so many times, always prefacing 
a long and lachrymose story of a life 
wickedly lived.

Suddenly she rose. I could see her 
old skull outlined against the light of 
the window behind, and I caught the 
exquisite ghost of her beauty.  

“ Come here, my friends,” she said, 
leading the way with a lighted candle. 
“ I will show you something.”

Getting a key from a big cupboard, 
she led us to an old Italian painted box, 
or so it seemed in the gloom, and slowly 
opened it. We caught its exciting, 
musty odor, and waited like children 
for surprises. But we could not have 
been prepared for the surprise she gave 
into S.’s hands. It was a small da
guerreotype in a red velvet box. Across 
its white mat in a flourishing, conceited 
hand was the electrifying name — 
Chantavoille!

“ Chantavoille!” S. whispered, as if 
he had seen a spectre of insupportable 
magnificence.

“ Chantavoille!” I whispered after 
him, and we clutched at the little pic
ture of the great composer.

“ Yes, Chantavoille,” the old woman 
repeated, and she pronounced the name 
as a mother puts her hand on the head 
of her child. %.

“You knew him?” I asked.
“ See,” she said, reaching around to 

us a package of letters she had taken 
from the trunk. “ Letters—all from 
him. Love letters.”

S. took the packet and held it in his 
hand reverently.

“ Read,” she urged. “ Don’t be afraid. 
It is all so long ago.”

Carefully, fearfully, S. opened the 
yellow sheet and read:

M y beautiful M im i!
W hat a n ight! E verybody in Paris has 

shaken my  hand; A nd to think that, now  
that I am the m ost talked-of man in the 
w orld, you  are not in the w orld  at all, but 
in the cou ntry !
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y  The surprising thing about it all is that, 
now  that my heart has got its greatest wish, 
now that all I lived fo r  and dreamed o f  is 
realized, I am sick and' faint and miserable. 
F or “ Eulalie”  is a great success, and, I will 
whisper it to you, a bad opera.

While S. was glancing over the ex
traordinary letters of the composer she 
abruptly swept them out of his hands, 
and reached for the daguerreotype. We 
took another look at his weak, brilliant 
face, sick with nerves, and then she gave 
another picture into my eager hands. 
An etching—of Donnail It was signed, 
and there was an inscription, very ten
der, to Tullie.

“ I had many names,” she said, with 
a laughing little sigh.

This was an etching of himself which 
had never been given to the world. It 
was a careless, intimate portrait of the 
great man in a good humor. It brought 
him out of the magnificence of his rep
utation and made him an old friend. 
In spite of ourselves we smiled back 
into his devilish, vital face, and the old 
woman smiled, too.

“That was always the way,” she said. 
“Everyone smiled at him. You couldn’t 
help it. He was simply a great boy. 
Everyone loved him. It made it very 
hard.”

 She gave a package of letters into 
my hands, and then drew out others 
until her arms were full.

“ He was always writing. He was 
so full of life. He could have been a 
writer as well, if he had taken the trou
ble. He could have been anything he 
wanted to be. He was one of those 
men who can never get enough of life. 
Look at his face! Can you imagine 
that man dying? Yet he died—terri
bly.”

We remembered. It was history. 
We hesitated over his letters.

“ Read,” she said.
It chanced that I opened a mere note:

B eloved— it began—
It has been a glorious day fo r  me. M y 

picture was rejected by  the Academ y. The 
donkeys ! D o  they think that their old  maid’s 
tea parties amount to anything in the im m or
tality o f  art? I ’ll exhibit by m yself and all 
the w orld  will fall on the floor o f  m y barn 
and weep— and the floor is dirty.

D on n a i! Rem em ber that name. Even when 
I become a classic, and young men say I am 
no good , even when I am respectably dead, 
even when your white skin and your beautiful 
bones are not even dust, Tullie, even then 
Donnai will be D on n a i!

We laughed, and remembered the fa
mous exhibition in the Barn, the begin
ning of the revolution in art which was 
now, as he prophesied, respected and 
even classical.

She let the bundles of letters fall into 
the box again, and drew out other bun
dles and drawings and daguerreotypes, 
and out of them she made selections for 
us. S. gave a start when she gave a 
photograph into his hands, and the 
gentle, mocking, keen eyes of Lore, the 
dramatist, looked out at him. It was 
Lore as we had known him, in old age, 
taken a few years before he died, and 
signed with a shaking old hand.

She explained:
“ It was the only picture I ever had 

of him. I bought it at a store.”
Then she showed us the letters of his 

youth, full of discouragement and the 
need of passion.

“ Here are letters,” she told us, after 
a moment’s search, “which are the most 
beautiful I ever received. Long after, 
when he was ill and given out, they 
wanted me to publish them, but I have 
kept them here, safe, and no one but 
you, messieurs, will ever see them.”
 S. looked at the first and exclaimed, 
“ Saman!”

Another intimate, almost holy, name!
It was a rich store. Lines of his 

now famous poems, with copious cor
rections, the growth of them plainly 
visible; his periods of sickness and de
spair, and poverty; an entire, unguard
ed outpouring of the tortured and great 
soul of the man who, when the world 
refused to recognize tire genius of his 
insanity, went prosaically mad.

But, lined up in our memory as the 
others now were,, there came one 
which outdazzled all the others, and 
sent our hearts pounding with excite
ment.

Bullin!
This great, picturesque, violent fig
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ure stormed and roared at us from the 
letters he had written.

I am in agony. T hey w on ’t take m y stories. 
I  have been w riting fo r  tw o days— a damned' 
trifle o f  a short story. I ’ve had nothing but 
black coffee  and m y nerves are jum ping like 
devils. A nd still, I produce nothing— nothing 
but drivel. God, am I a genius o r  a fool?- 
O r am I w orse than either— a man o f  talent.

W hat a world' it is when all the foo ls  are 
happy, and all the wise men are f o o ls !

F orgive  me fo r  not com ing yesterday when 
I  promised. I  forgot. I f  one could only have 
love just when one wants it!

I  have called the story “ The Chain.”

It was signed by some silly nick
name, but the great name was added 
at the bottom, and then a little post
script—

“ ‘The Chain’ !” S. burst out. “To 
think that he should have written ‘The 
Chain’ and not known it!”

“ To think that you should have 
known Bullin!” I said, and stood star
ing at the old woman with the awe of 
a schoolboy.

S. was no better than I. We were 
simply speechless in our wonder.

“Does there seem anything strange 
to you about those love letters?” she 
asked us.

“They are all from geniuses,” S. sug
gested.

“And they are not about love at all. 
They are all about themselves.”

She smiled at us, and then put the 
last letter back into her Pandora’s box 
of love.

She stood there a moment leaning 
against the box, the candle light send
ing cruel dancing little shadows over 
her face.

“ Not all women are mothers in the 
same way,” she said gently. “ My chil
dren were these. All these men I have 
given birth to, time and time again, 
and through me they knew fresh life. 
The world honors them today. Chanta- 
voille will never die so long as there are 
people who love music. Lore is loved 
in France and lies in a marble tomb 
given by the people. Donnai hangs 
among the masters. Saman is not for
gotten by poets, and Bullin stands in 
bronze on the boulevard, still storming

at all Paris. They all live. Only I am 
dead.”

The room seemed to have become ra
diant with mystery, and the old woman 
in black to tower over us in her dig
nity.

“ Only I am dead,” she repeated in 
her impressive voice. “This old body 
here, this pitiful, rattling old skeleton 
draped in black rags—this is not I. I 
am dead.”

Without a word we three, walked 
back to our chairs. There was a si
lence, possessed by the immortals. 
Then she leaned forward to us and her 
sunken black eyes gleamed.

“And I am glad to be dead,” she 
said.

“Why do you say that?” S. asked 
softly.

“ Because now, for the first time, I 
know peace. Oh, you do not know the 
wild and tortuous hearts of women! 
No man does. Maybe Bullin. . . 
Sometimes he would look at me with 
his little brilliant eyes, and say, ‘Mimi, 
where are you going?’ And I would 
answer, as always, ‘Who knows ?’ 
‘What do you want?’ he would say. 
And I would answer, ‘Love, of course.’ 
Then he would storm at me. ‘Love! 
You mean ruin and death. That is 
what you women want—with your eter
nal arms.’ ‘Maybe,’ I would say. ‘But 
we are too strong for you,’ he would 
burst out. ‘Yes,’ I would say—very 
softly— ‘you mean too selfish.’ ”

She had risen to attend to the little 
stove. She paused before the mantel 
and stood looking at the statue of the 
Virgin.

“ I have had her since I was young,” 
she told us, laughing to herself. “ I 
used to kneel before her, naked, with 
my hair hanging down. I called that 
religion.”

She patted the figure and smiled.
“ Now I have grown used to having 

her around. Women are taught to 
worship chastity,” she said, turning to 
us, “ but there is really only one chas
tity—to be old.”

At last we rose to go. Before we left 
she gave a bag into S.’s hands.
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“Will you take this down to number 
two on the first floor?” she asked. “ It 
is a present for a friend.”

“ It is rather heavy,” S. said, annoyed 
at the errand. “What’s in it—pota
toes ?”

“ No,” she answered. “ It is mice.” 
“Mice!”
“ Not alive,” she told him, laughing 

at S.’s horror. “Dead mice. ”
“He is an inventor. He is inventing 

something to make people live forever.  
He practices on the mice.”

“ But why on dead mice ?” I asked.
“ I ' don’t know, my friend, except 

that he is a little crazy. And I have 
always suspected, anyway, that he eats 
them.”

She seemed to enjoy our expressions 
of amazement, and took one of the 
candles to light us out. We left her 
standing there at the top of the steps, 
her old body quite erect, her long, 
withered arm holding the candle high 
so that it splashed strange and beauti
fying lights over her face.

Ahead of us on the stairs we saw two 
figures awkwardly getting down. They 
paused to kiss, the fraternal, after
kisses of love, and we knew them to 
be the two we had heard upstairs. In 
the streaky light of the hall how com
monplace they looked! The woman 
turned to look back at us, distrustfully, 
and we saw that there were tears in her 
eyes. In their fusty clothes their 
bodies were strange and suspicious; 
from one they had cruelly become two, 
and now, dazed and unhappy, they de
scended from Paradise into the street. 
He might be a waiter and would prob
ably spend the rest of the night serving 
bad dinners, badly. Her worn, neat 
clothes were those of a respectable 
woman. We thought of the human

fabric their voices had woven out of 
gold and silver.

We delivered the bag of dead mice 
on the first floor, and went, after the 
lovers, out into the sleet.

“Just think of it,” S. burst out to 
me, “that people journey for days in 
order to see the tomb of one great man 
of France—while today you and I have 
seen the tomb of five.”

IV

T h a t  night we met again at dinner.
S. was beautifully groomed, and looked 
like any other useless and charming 
young man of Paris. Germaine wore 
a new and ridiculously modish gown, 
and about her pretty, alabastered neck 
was a string of pearls S. had recently 
given her. A graceful, pretty little 
pirate, ideally suited to a man’s extrava
gant days.

All during the dinner we were all 
gay and pleased with ourselves. I had 
never seen S. more charming or more 
brilliant. Suddenly I realized the 
source of his fountain of exuberance. 
The studios! That white hand, which 
created forms in the air to illustrate his 
stories, which moved always as if to 
music, was animated with memories— 
of dead mice! Those mocking, bril
liant eyes with their delicate, fastidious 
eyebrows had beheld dirt and disease 
and crime in an old tenement. Against 
this light he placed that dark, and so 
gave himself variety and enthusiasm. 
Oh, ruthless, terrible, delightful man! 
The most dangerous of all people, a 
man who makes life a matter of Art.

And my thoughts went to that other, 
scarred and mellow, like some great 
ruin, who had made life a matter of 
Love.



FROM THE JOUR NAL OF MADAME 
LEANDRE

By Helen Woljeska

1. Life is like a painting. Fate com
poses the scene and masses the group
ing. But ours alone is the power to 
diffuse the whole dismal canvas with 
the elusive silver lights of dreams, or 
drown it in the dullness of a muggy 
atmosphere.

2. Individuality is like beauty, only 
skin-deep. Draw blood, and you will 
find the primitive elemental sameness 
of every Adam and Eve.

3. The distressing fact about men is 
that they always are either too much 
or too little aware of the fact that we 
are women.

4. You must be strong, if you would 
allow yourself a weakness.

5. Be humble, learn from the oyster 
—to change your suffering into a 
pearl.

6. Sex is the wine at the feast of life 
—not the feast itself.

7. Some people think they are cul
tured when they are merely denatured.

8. Every woman is in love with her 
sorrow. She knows instinctively that, 
without it, she never would know the 
passionate depths of her heart, nor the 
blazing heights of her devotion. And, 
after all, life has no greater adventure 
to offer than the one of finding out 
one’s self.

9. While you are conscious of the 
big, magnificently balanced masses of 
eternal truths you must not overlook 
the little, elusive flitting half-tone=> of 
passing incident.

10. Is there anything in life more 
wonderful than sleep? To fall asleep 
—to let go, one by one, the sorry 
privileges of consciousness, reason, will
power—luxuriously to drift further 
and further into the darkly shimmer
ing ocean of dreams—and finally to 
melt away in it, become one with its 
mysterious vastness! If there is any
thing more wonderful . . .  it must 
be death.

W OMEN, too, are soldiers. Wrinkles are the trenches in which they die 
magnificently.

MA RRIAG E: Dante’s “ Inferno” with a frontispiece by Harrison Fisher.

T HERE are men; there is woman.
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AN INVITATION TO LUNCH
By Lawrence Vail

M y  Dear Cyril:
I am writing to tel! you that I 

accept your flowers with thanks, 
while I refuse your invitation to lunch.

I don’t think I owe you any explana
tion. Nevertheless, for my own sat
isfaction, I have decided to give you 
one. In short, I accept your flowers 
because I like flowers, and I refuse 
your invitation because I don’t like you. 
If- you send me flowers and fruit—in 
fact, anything nice to seat—I have de
cided not to offend you by sending it 
back.

You see that from the start I am 
frank. My frankness, however, is not 
for your benefit, but for my own pleas
ure. It is a singular luxury for a 
woman like myself to be sincere for 
once in her life. At the present mo
ment there is nothing to lose by it.

I suppose it is hard for you to be
lieve that I do not like you. Last night, 
quite unexpectedly—I think both of us 
were surprised—I gave you what is 
generally known as a token of love— 
at least that is the kindest interpretation 
so far as I am concerned. Some wom
en, I am told, cannot give more. I am 
sure that I could not have given you 
less, and I sorely regretted it. From 
that moment I ceased to puzzle you, 
and you must admit that up to last 
night I was a bit of a mystery. That 
was my strength. What angers me 
most is the loss of this strength.

I feel tempted at this moment to tell 
you something about myself.

I was born in Australia, of honest 
but unimaginative parents. Seven years 
ago I ran away from home with a good- 
looking young man who made the usual 
promises. I believed him. After three 
months he abandoned me. So far, you 
will agree, my story lacks novelty.

I have read in a book that girls in 
similar predicaments often do some
thing sensational and rather absurd. 
Sometimes they turn on the gas and 
gingerly sniff at the jet; sometimes they 
tie hard little knots around white little 
throats; sometimes they stand on a 
bridge when it is very dark and give 
the glad eye to the water. It appears 
that now and again they are killed. 
Then well and good, though it seems 
to me peevish to take one’s own life. 
More often, however, there is nothing 
more serious than a few squeaks and a 
splash. The rest of life is spent in sin 
and repentance. Personally, I have no 
craving for either, but the latter must 
be by far the more painful.

Fortunately, though I say it myself, 
I am not easily troubled. It was almost 
eleven o’clock when I discovered that 
my lover was faithless and the only 
symptom I can recollect was a tempo
rary loss of appetite—an affliction I did 
not mind when I found that my funds 
amounted only to two shillings and two
pence. During the afternoon I medi
tated deeply. The result of this medi
tation was a feeling of gratitude. I re
joiced that all m y illusions had been 
killed by one blow. I fully understood 
that if I had kept them they would 
have hampered my life. The fact was 
established that all men are liars. Late
ly I have slightly amended it, dividing 
men into two classes: liars and fools.

You can imagine my life during the 
following years. I do not even remem
ber whether time passed swiftly or 
slowly. I was never dispirited, know
ing the ill effect of sorrow on beauty 
and health, I often looked melancholy 
in the company of wealthy and ingenu
ous youths, but with more aged men I 
give full vent to my natural gaiety. If
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one man deceived me I deceived at 
least fifty men. I do not think I have 
any just cause for complaint.

Almost eight months ago I received 
my first real disappointment. One day, 
looking in the mirror, I discovered two 
little wrinkles at the corner of my 
mouth. On further examination I per
ceived that my eyes were not shining so 
prettily. Evidently the life disagreed 
with me. As usual I take little time 
to make up my mind: I decided to re
form and be good.

I was known in Sydney as Caroline 
Tooks. I saw immediately that to at
tain my desire I must not only leave 
Sydney but choose a name more suit
able to my new style of living. After 
grave deliberation I booked a passage 
for England under the name of Ruth 
Paine.

When I landed in Southampton no 
one who had known me formerly would 
have possibly recognised me. I used 
to dress smartly, lace tightly, rouge my 
lips and blacken my eyes. Now I wear 
no corsets, use no scent, while my 
blouses are cut even lower than usual, 
affecting a simple, ingenuous style. 
Everybody could see I was fresh from 
the country. I increased this illusion 
by choosing as topics of conversation 
the beauty of nature and the glorious 
charm of the bush. It is needless to 
say that I studiously avoided colonials.

The great trouble at first was my 
voice. It never was very pretty and 
the life I had led in Australia had con
tributed to make it harsh and unpleas
ant. My gestures, too, had an awkward 
tendency to be a trifle familiar.

At this stage in my career I was ex
tremely favoured by chance. At the 
house I was living I made the ac
quaintance of the ex-butler of the Duke 
o f  . He bored me, but his lan
guage was admirable. He knew all the 
orthodox conventions. He knew ex
actly what a young lady of the highest 
distinction should do and should say 
and at any given moment; also—which 
was more important—what she must 
not do and not say. Since he was old 
enough to be my grandfather I ap

pealed to his vanity by pretending to 
feel as a sister towards him. It was 
through him that I mastered the vocab
ulary and inflections which puzzled and 
attracted you and your friends.

I also met a woman in a tea-room off 
Piccadilly who had the most exquisitely 
artificial manner and gestures. She had 
at one time loved a naval officer ; he had 
died — heroically, now she loved the 
navy instead. From her I learnt those 
sentimental expressions which never 
fail to impress a certain category of 
Englishmen.

It was about that time that I discov
ered that Café in Prince Street which 
is the rendezvous of second-rate es
thetes, budding socialists, and unsuc
cessful actresses with artistic preten
sions. I was attracted by the artificial
ity of the place. The habitués were so 
easily persuaded of their individual 
originality that I foresaw little trouble 
in persuading them of my extraordi
nary ingenuousness. To mystify them 
I pretended to be mystified by them. 
To flatter them I pretended to be a little 
bit shocked. None are so easily hum
bugged as humbugs.

I immediately struck the right note. 
The other women were free, impudent, 
wise; I managed to appear stiff, mod
est, and a little bit silly. In reality, I 
was far more brazen than they, but I 
carried it off under a veil of absolute 
candour. When a man spoke to me I 
answered him shyly. I did not take 
possession of him, as is the custom with 
women, but timorously allowed him to 
take possession of me. I managed to 
blush when I drank a liqueur, I coughed 
after each cigarette. And I appeared 
to be ashamed of my coughs and 
ashamed of my blushes. I ever remem
ber sniffing at a whisky and soda like 
a housemaid testing a suspicious egg, 
casting a glance around me in evident 
fear lest someone had seen me.

Now and again I would come out 
with the most extraordinary remarks in 
an innocent voice. I asked impossible 
questions, and I was indignant when 
everyone laughed.

You know how well I succeeded;
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some thought me ingenuous, some 
thought that I was exceptionally wicked 
and brazen. But then they never felt 
sure. I was a mystery. I baffled them. 
There were many prettier girls, but one 
knew what to expect from them. They 
dared not believe me innocent, lest they 
might appear foolish; neither did they 
dare believe me depraved lest they 
should appear cads.

Of course I was hated by all the 
other women. They saw through me 
at once. The less prudent talked scan
dal about me, which only served to 
make men think they were jealous.

You tried to find out the other night 
how I got sufficient money to live. You 
suspected that it was given to me by 
men. Well, you were right. But I tell 
you quite frankly—you will admit that 
after all I have told you there is no rea
son to lie—that I never gave them any
thing in exchange.

I had quite a lot of money when I 
came to London, but it all went in two 
months. On the day that I split my 
last sovereign I accepted Captain 
Smith’s invitation to supper. He drove 
me home in a taxi, then, though it was 
late, and after a show of resistance, I 
let him enter my flat. As I was taking 
off my cloak he started to kiss me. I 
pushed him away. As that availed 
nothing I started to weep. I wept for 
an hour—magnificently.

At first he was not at all impressed 
by my acting. He told me to stop my 
noise. Did I think him a fool? How 
did I think that he thought that I lived ?

I admitted in a tearful voice that I 
had accepted money from Baron Ru
binstein. But I did not think it was 
wrong. Was there any real harm in 
it ? I had been in such trouble! And 
the Baron was so very rich! Oh, if he 
thought such bad things about me, I 
never would do it again. It would be 
far better to starve.

Captain Smith quieted down. He 
dried my tears and held my hand. I 
begged him not to kiss me. Would he 
like his sister to be kissed by strange 
men, however kind and respectable?

This last argument prevailed. He

spent three hours pitying me. By the 
end I felt very sleepy. Finally he told 
me that he would give me an income if 
I promised not to accept a penny from 
any other man. I told him that I could 
not accept anything from anyone—not 
even from him. Men had such evil 
minds! It was hard for a girl to keep 
her name clear in this world. Then' he 
began to apologize. He begged my for
giveness. At last, very reluctantly, I 
allowed myself to be persuaded.

A few days later I repeated the same 
scene, successfully, with the Baron 
himself. It is thus, by a little dishon
esty, that I have managed during my 
stay in London to lead a respectable 
life.

I suppose success turned my head. I 
thought that all men were equally gul
lible. Then came the night when you 
came to my flat. I intended to play the 
same game. But I soon forgot all 
about it.

You see, I expected you to kiss me 
at once. The scene was all planned and 
rehearsed. I had every intonation pre
pared and each gesture perfected.

You appeared sleeply and a little bit 
tired. I suppose that annoyed me. 
You sat down in front of the fire, and 
began talking about your life, your 
plans, your travels, all sorts of calm, 
sensible things. Then gradually I be
came interested. I forgot to keep a 
hold on myself. It was nice to talk— 
to talk naturally—without worrying 
about what I was saying.

I did not notice it when you laid 
your head in my lap. When you took 
hold of my hand I was conscious of 
nothing save that it was nice. I had 
forgotten that I was Ruth Paine, that 
I was playing a part.

Then of a sudden—all the evening 
you had been talking so calmly—you 
gave me a look,—there was something 
strange in that look. A wave rose in 
me from somewhere—it swept through 
us both. I saw you as something wild, 
terrible, wonderful. For a moment, 
just for a moment, I felt what was go
ing to happen, though I was absolutely 
unable to stop it. But that moment
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Ruth Paine will accept chocolates and 
flowers, in fact anything that tastes 
good and looks pretty. But Ruth Paine 
will not accept your invitation to lunch, 
for there might be another guest there 
whom she does not care to meet—a 
guest called Caroline Tooks.

Ruth.

INDIVIDUALISTS

By Amanda Benjamin Hall

D E L O V E D , can you understand 
The fellow-riddle that is I?

The while we sit hand clasped in hand 
My soul escapes me like a sigh.

Above the thin blue outer air 
Are mystic trails I travel far;

I pass you by with streaming hair 
Gold-dusty where it brushed a star.

And when I dip, O Mighty One,
In deepest purple of a grief

You take your turn to drink the sun 
A-quiver like a leaf.

The unity of man and mate 
Is not enough for such as we

Whom God created passionate,
Yet straining to be free.

W e meet with sudden hearts aglow, 
But fearful of the other’s reach,

Just near enough at times to know 
The utter loneliness of each!

L OVE is a game in which both parties play longer than it is safe and lose 
more than they can afford.

passed. All became a vast dizzy blur. 
I heard a voice crying—I heard my 
voice crying—the voice I had not heard 
for nearly a year. It was not the de
mure voice of Ruth Paine. It was the 
harsh voice of Caroline Tooks.

So now you know why I don’t like 
you. Ruth Paine does not like you.

ALL a woman needs to be happy is to love a man enough to be glad that 
he is in love with her.



FOUR FRIENDS OF MAVIS
By Vincent Starrett

L OOKING down upon Cartwright 
through the skylight, Clavering 
could well believe that his friend 

was mad. The artist stood in the cen
ter of his studio floor and, with a naked 
sword, slashed viciously at a canvas 
hung from the ceiling by ropes of 
plaited silk. The picture was that of a 
woman, full length, and the face al
ready had been cut to ribbons. A hide- 
ous-grin distorted the swordsman’s fea
tures ; he postured violently, drew back, 
lunged and recovered, all in a breath. 
Clavering noted with a shudder that 
the latest stroke had pierced the heart- 
spot of the portrait. He turned to 
Gifford in amazement; a whimsi
cal smile sat upon the sculptor’s 
lips.

“You see?” Gifford’s query seemed 
to suggest that now, perhaps, his 
friend would believe.

“ Incredible!” Clavering whispered. 
“ So I thought. He has been this way 

for months.”
“ But what can have happened?”
“ It is hard to be sure, of course, and 

I am not an alienist—but you recognize 
the portrait?”

“The face is cut to pieces.” Claver
ing stared in at the swaying canvas, 
with wrinkled brow.

“ So it is. Yesterday it was not. It 
is a portrait of Mavis Onsrud I”

Clavering sucked in his breath. He 
looked quickly at his friend, compre
hension in his glance. Then he turned 
his eyes back to the artist, who had 
again freed the sword from the painted 
folds of a dress. The swordsman drew 
an arc of steel in the air; a transitory 
halo flashed about his head. He passed, 
lunged, recovered. The canvas now 
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hung in strips from its frame. Gifford 
looked at his watch.

“The performance is about over,” 
he said, in guarded tones. “Let 
us go.”

When they had entered the street, he 
added:

“Every morning from 9 until 12 he 
paints a portrait of Mavis Onsrud. 
Every afternoon from 1 until 4 he hacks 
it to pieces.”

The sculptor stopped and looked at 
his friend with concern. Clavering was 
white and shaking.

“My dear chap,” he continued, less 
lightly, “ I had no idea it would affect 
you so powerfully. But Cartwright, 
you know, is my friend, also.”

“I was not thinking of Cartwright— 
not altogether.”

“ Hm-m! I beg your pardon I I had 
forgotten your own affair with Mavis. 
At least, I thought you had forgotten 
it.”

“ It still stabs a bit,” weakly con
fessed the musician. “ But what about 
Cartwright? Why does he. . .?”

“ I don’t know,” frankly answered 
the other. “ Manifestly, something un
happy has occurred. I did not bring 
you today to hurt you, but to convince 
you. You have no further scruples, 
surely ?”

Clavering’s mouth set in a straight, 
hard line.

“ None whatever!”
“ Good! And you will help me ?”
“At once, if you like.”
“Well, not quite that early. Tomor

row, though. You will see Cartwright 
tonight, of course. Would it be easier 
if I went with you?”

“ Not so easy. He would suspect.
113
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No, you must join us at the train— 
your first plan is best.”

“ Good old Clavering,” said Gifford, 
affectionately. “Until tomorrow, then. 
Good-bye, old fellow.”

Clavering did not wait for nightfall. 
Instead, he turned at once to the art
ist’s studio and knocked. Then he en
tered. The room was in semi-darkness, 
but there was light enough from the 
skylight and the windows for him to 
see things clearly. The musician was 
staggered. All signs of the recent 
wrath had vanished; even the silken 
ropes had been taken down. The sword 
hung in its accustomed place, under the 
military cap and epaulettes of a model. 
On a camp stool near the central win
dow sat Cartwright, crying softly into 
a book. Clavering advanced quickly 
and took the volume from his hand. It 
was a Presbyterian Hymnal.

II

M o n t e  G a t t i  is an excellent restau
rant of the type believed by Chicagoans 
to be Italian, a belief fostered by the 
attendance during the opera season of a 
number of the minor performers of the 
local troupe. Cosy compartments, fin
ished in Turkish walnut, bound three 
sides of the establishment, save where 
the line of booths is interrupted by the 
main doorway, an ornate aperture mys
teriously reached after a journey 
through the arcade of a large building. 
Noiseless Greeks, garbed in the pro
fessional raiment of suburban under
takers and identified by metal checks 
pinned to their lapels, wait upon the 
clientele, serving nothing but what may 
be ordered in English in any restaurant 
in the city. A balcony crosses the rear 
of the place, half way up the wall, and 
from a central station thereon a Bo
hemian lad with a violin, accompanied 
by a Norwegian male pianist, plays al
ternately and at intervals Tosti’s “ Good- 
Bye” and “The Vision of Salome,” by 
Mr. Archibald Joyce. The shop glit
ters and is deservedly popular.

Having passed through the arcade 
and under the arched doorway, Gifford

and Mavis Onsrud ensconced them- 
 selves in one of the compartments, 
where they had a full view of the front 
door, and Gifford ordered for both. 
The sculptor was in high spirits.

“ Seven o’clock and all is well,” he 
smiled into the eyes of his companion.

“How do you know ?” she asked, 
quickly. “ It is four hours since you 
left them. Anything may have hap
pened.”

“ Nothing of importance. Cartwright 
is an ass, but he has learned his part 
well enough. It was quite thrilling to 
watch him, this afternoon. Clavering’s 
hair was on end and, I confess, I was 
moved myself.”

Miss Onsrud laughed silverly.
“ Foor Clavering,” she observed. “ I 

really feel very sorry for him. I am 
afraid I am much to blame.”

“Y ou could not help it,”  the sculptor 
assured her. “And this plan of yours 
for his removal is wonderful; a plot for 
a movie. I hope Cartwright does not 
weaken.”

Miss Onsrud’s oblique eyes regarded 
her companion narrowly.. Then her 
lips tightened with determination. She 
spoke abruptly.

“You may as well understand all of 
this, Harold,” she said. “Forgive me 
for having deceived you in one matter, 
but— Cartwright is going, too!”

Gifford dropped his fork with a clat
ter. His mouth opened and closed— 
slowly—twice.

“W-h-a-t!”
His -companion nodded ; her glance 

was almost coquettish.
“ You never guessed that Cartwright, 

too . . ?”
“ Good Heavens ! No !”
“You have been too concerned about 

poor old Clavering. It did not occur to 
you that Cartwright’s quiet melancholy 
was quite as dangerous a manifestation 
as Clavering’s alcoholic predilections. 
And, of course, neither of them sus
pected the other ; that is natural.” 

Gifford continued to stare at her with 
horrified eyes.

“ What is Cartwright’s trouble?” he 
managed to ask, at length.
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“ Involutional melancholia, the doc
tors call it. He believes himself a des
perate sinner and exaggerates his most 
trivial carelessnesses. My rejection, he 
says, was the final proof that heavenly 
favor had been removed from him. He 
is quiet enough, of course, but his case 
is progressive and probably incurable.”

“Good Lord!” said the shocked sculp
tor. “ Both of them!”

“ If it were not so tragic, it would be 
funny,”  commented Miss Onsrud. 
“That is, the situation in a story would 
be funny. Two madmen headed for 
the state hospital, each knowing the 
other’s madness, each believing himself 
sane, each leading the other to incar
ceration.”

“ And I have been longing for an op
portunity to congratulate Cartwright 
upon his magnificent acting this 
afternoon. His sword play was
terrific.”

“Do so, of course, if opportunity of
fers. Neither must suspect that he is 
playing a false part. A slip may in
volve undreamed-of difficulties. Both, 
I am sure, would fight.”

“ This is a shocking thing for. you, 
Mavis.”

“ I sometimes wonder that I retain 
my own reason, particularly when I 
realize how much I am to blame for it 
all. But I cannot give my love to every
body!”  she ended, passionately.

Gifford placed his hand over hers and 
bore down hard. His eyes burned with 
a feverish light.

“ Mavis!” he whispered.
Her glance fell before his. He 

leaned forward with a sudden move
ment; the elbow of the compartment 
partially concealed them. Miss Onsrud 
drew back.

“Tomorrow,”  she warned, in a low 
voice. “ Not tonight. I can’t bear it 
tonight.”

As he walked away in the darkness, 
after having left Miss Onsrud at her 
apartment, the sculptor shivered. A 
sharp breeze had sprung up from no
where ; he felt cold, yet paradoxically 
his veins were fire, and in his brain a 
flame flickered and danced. His

thoughts were confused and incoher
ent. Tomorrow he would take a train 
with his two oldest friends, upon a 
journey the like of which surely had 
never been known. Would he ever 
see them again? Little vignettes of 
former happinesses, in their company, 
came to him in revealing flashes. When 
he thought of Mavis Onsrud, it was of 
her farewell pressure on his arm; the 
touch of her finger-tips on his hand. 
He shuddered again, and his hand 
seemed to burn. A curious revulsion 
had seized him. For the moment he al
most hated her.

III

S t e p p i n g  into a glittering buffet, on 
his way home from the theater, shortly 
before midnight, Denslow, the actor, 
found Clavering at the bar. The mu
sician was drinking steadily. His eyes 
glittered like those of a cat; his move
ments had much of the lithe vigor of 
that sinister animal. Liquor, upon 
Clavering, had an unique effect. In his 
present mood, Denslow knew, the mu
sician could kill a man with his hands, 
or, with the same hands, at the piano, 
improvise supernal music.

The actor took his stand beside the 
drinker.

“You are opening magic casements, 
I perceive,” he quietly remarked.

“Hello, Denny,”  greeted Clavering, 
without surprise. “ Don’t hesitate to 
join me. They are French windows, 
through which we may step into ancient 
oblivion. I have a hard day’s work 
before me, tomorrow; I fain would for- 
get it.”

“A novel way to prepare for a day 
of work,” remarked the actor, quaint
ly, pouring himself a drink. “You will 
not rise before noon.”

“ If I were to go to bed, I feel that I 
should never rise again. So I shall not 
go to bed.”

“ Quot erat demonstrandum,”  said 
Denslow, sententiously. “You are a 
wizard for cutting Gordian knots, 
Dick. In your mind, the solution fol
lows hard on the heels of the problem.
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I don’t know, however, that I ought to 
permit you to kill yourself.”

“You are alone in that sentiment. 
Have no fears, though. It is not I who 
am to die. Do you see that maudlin 
animal in the velour hat? There is 
a mechanical piano there at the back 
of the room; it plays ‘The Stars and 
Stripes March,’ by Lieut. Sousa, ‘Tip
perary’ of disputed authorship, and a 
‘Girls Will Be Girls’ medley, upon the 
small provocation of a nickel. Our 
friend in velour has a nervous eye upon 
it, and I suspect he is fingering a nickel 
in his pocket. At his first move in the 
direction of the instrument. I shall 
spring upon him and throttle him.” 

Clavering spoke humorously, . but 
there was a dangerous gleam in his 
eye. Denslow had no fears for the 
young man in the velour hat, who ob
viously was only an excuse for Claver- 
ing’s bitterness. That something op
pressed the musician was patent, how
ever. The actor felt it his duty to get 
him away.

“Don’t be a fool, Clavering,” he ad
monished, whimsically. “ Pick up your 
change and let’s get out of here. I ’ve 
been cooped up all evening and I need 
some air. Will you walk?”

The musician was cheered by the ac
tor’s companionship. With surprising 
readiness, he consented. For a time 
they walked slowly in the darkness, 
without reference to direction.

“ What are you up to tomorrow, 
Clavering ?” demanded the actor, at last.

Clavering turned a shrewd glance 
upon his friend.

Denslow’s face expressed no particu
lar curiosity or interest. He was ap
parently making coversation. The mu
sician resolved to shock him.

“You know Cartwright?”
“The painter? Very well, indeed.” 
"Gifford and I are taking him to an 

asylum!”
Denslow jerked.
“You don’t mean it!”
“ I’m sorry to say I do,”  contritely 

added Clavering. “ And the worst of 
it is, he doesn’t know he’s going. The 
poor chap thinks he’s going down into

the country with us for a few weeks. 
He’s mad as a hatter, Denslow. With 
my own eyes I saw him hacking to 
pieces a portrait he had painted of 
Mavis Onsrud; with a sword! I had 
the sweet task of prevailing upon him 
to go.”

“ Mavis Onsrud! Does she—does she  
know ?” '"

“ I think not. I hope not! It was 
Gifford’s plan.”

“ Gifford is so disinterested,”  sarcas
tically observed the actor.

“ No, no, Denny,”  cried Clavering, 
seriously. “You do him an injustice.
I confess, I thought that, too, at first.
I tell you I saw. him, myself, cutting up 
the picture. . . and I saw his face.
The maddest thing you can imagine!” 

A  silence fell between them. Dens
low seemed to be thinking deeply 

“ I’m sorry,” he said, at last. 
Clavering squeezed his shoulder af

fectionately.
“ So am I, old fellow,”  he answered; 

after which they walked again in si
lence.

They were approaching the north 
branch of the river; the bridge lights 
gleamed dully through a faint shroud 
of fog. In the shadow of a pillar a 
man stood. His head was bent for
ward; his shoulders hunched. He was 
looking down into the inky stream. As 
they came nearer and their footfalls 
rang on the stone walk, the man looked 
up. They saw that it was Gifford, the 
sculptor.

The man who had been looking into 
the river essayed a smile; he greeted 
Denslow with mock effusion. He shook 
hands with both the newcomers. The 
actor sensed tragedy in the air, and 
assumed a jovial attitude.

“ I have just saved Clavering from 
drinking himself to death,” he vouch
safed, “and it would seem that I am 
just in time to preserve my friend Gif
ford from a watery grave. Were you 
going in head—or feet—first, Harold ?” 

Gifford grinned feebly.
“ You are nearer to the truth than 

you imagine, Denny,”  he replied. 
“While I don’t believe I would have
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actually jumped in, the thought was 
somewhere in the back of my head. It 
fascinated me to think that such a 
thought was possible to me, however 
vaguely.”

“It is not like you to be despondent. 
Now, if a five-spot will help . . ? ”
Denslow was cheerily smiling; there 
was mockery in his tones. The sculp
tor responded beautifully.

“No,” he laughed, squaring his 
shoulders. “ I ’m not hard up. Nor, for 
that matter, am I particularly despond
ent. But I have a nasty task ahead of 
me, in the morning, as Clavering will 
testify. It has set me to wondering 
about the worth-whileness of many 
things.”

“Ah, Clavering spoke of something 
of the sort.”

“ I told him what we had to do, Gif- 
ford! ” said the musician. “ I’m pretty 
well broken up, myself.”

“ Where did you leave Cartwright?” 
asked the sculptor.

“ In his rooms. He wouldn’t come 
to supper. He will be ready by seven 
o’clock.”

“ Poor fellow,” said Gifford. “ I real
ly can’t congratulate you, Clavering.”

“ I’m not proud of myself,” the mu
sician responded, brusquely, “but sure
ly the responsibility is not all mine ?”

“On the contrary, it is very nearly all 
mine.”

“There is no other way?” asked 
Denslow.

“None! We have had the best ad
vice. It is for his own good; we are 
assured of that. It is a grain of com
fort.”

“ It is as well that I picked you fel
lows up, tonight,” Denslow observed, 
“or you might also have been candi
dates for the hospital. You had best 
go home, both of you.”

“ If Clavering cares to come with 
me,” suggested the sculptor, “ I’ll be 
glad for his company.”

“I was thinking of something of the 
sort,” the musician responded.

“Good night, then,” said the actor, 
“ and please slap old Cartwright on the 
back for me.”

Clavering had turned his back and 
was looking down into the river as 
Gifford had done before him. The 
sculptor took advantage of this oppor
tunity to look significantly at Denslow; 
then he jerked his head, imperceptibly 
almost, in the direction of the musician. 
Denslow’s eyes opened wide; he only 
half comprehended, it seemed. Gifford 
winked slowly.

“Good Lord!” cried the actor, as he 
trudged off in the darkness. “ Good 
Lord!”

After a few minutes he lighted a cigar 
and increased his pace. It occurred to 
him that he was not far from Cart
wright’s studio, and he determined to 
pass it. He had only half done so, how
ever, when the door of the studio 
building suddenly opened, and the artist 
himself stood upon the steps. Over 
his ordinary garb he had thrown a long 
cape; a felt hat was pulled low over 
his eyes, and he flourished a stick, 
briskly.

Cartwright glanced up and down the 
street, either way; then he looked 
down and beheld Denslow at the bot
tom of the stairs. He expressed no 
emotion at the meeting.

“ Couldn’t sleep,” he explained, mo
rosely, when the ordinary greetings had 
been exchanged. “Thought I ’d take a 
walk and wind up at Gifford’s. You’ve 
heard about poor old Clavering?” 

“ Something,” admitted the other, 
guardedly. “ I didn’t like to believe 
what I heard.”

“Nothing else to believe,” declared 
the painter. “ I’d disbelieve it, if I 
could. He tried to kill his housekeeper. 
If we hadn’t taken him in hand, it 
would have been the police. It’s a rot
ten business.”

“You leave in the morning?”
“The train leaves at eight-thirty, I 

believe. Gifford has made all plans; I 
wish he’d left me out of them. He’s 
had me acting like a madman for some 
days past, just to deceive Clavering. 
Clavering thinks he is taking me into 
the country for a few weeks, and ac
tually I’m taking him to an asylum. 
It was pitiful to hear him this after
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noon, when he thought he was talking 
me into going. I couldn’t fall in with 
his plans too readily, and I couldn’t dis
courage them when it was arranged 
that ultimately I was to consent.”

“ I don’t envy you,”  said Denslow, 
as he moved off. “ Good-night, Cart
wright. I think you’ll find Gifford at 
home.”

“ Good night,” growled the painter, 
and flung himself angrily down the 
street.

The actor looked after him for a 
moment; then he resumed his cigar and 
his homeward journey. A dim light 
burned in his apartment, when he en
tered. He did not turn it up. With 
easy deliberation, he removed his outer

garments and turned to the telephone.
When the operator answered him, he 

gave her Miss Onsrud’s number.

IV

T h r e e  madmen calmly delivered 
themselves over to the superintendent 
of the state asylum, shortly before noon 
on the following morning, each with a 
furtive eye upon the other, wondering 
when his suspicion would begin to 
dawn. In narrating the life stories of 
Peter Cartwright, Richard Clavering 
and Harold Gifford, for the records of 
the institution, Robert Denslow was as 
charitable to his friends as circum
stances would permit.

T H E R E  W E R E  SIX JE W E L S  IN T H E  
KING'S PALACE

By J. C . ya n  De Grift 

I.

TH E R E  were six jewels in the King’s palace and they were covered with 
dust.

II.

Now, as the King lay upon his bed at night staring up into the darkness, 
behold, out of the blackness, before his eyes glittered and gleamed a Jewel, 
flashing and dancing like the Fire God's Eyes.

And the King stretched forth his hand to touch it.
Then spake the Jewel, flashing and dancing, “Touch me not, O King, 

Let me be free.”
“Nay,” said the King, “ for thee do I desire above all other Jewels.”
Then the jewel answered, flashing and dancing, “ Touch me not, O King, 

lest, being thine, thy desire for me be dead and I be but as other stones.”  
But the King spake quickly, “ Nay, O jewel, desire for thee shall never die, 

Come into my hand. Thou shalt not be forgotten as the others.”
Then the King stretched forth his hand and took the Jewel.

III.

There are seven jewels in the King’s palace and they are covered with dust.



IN SILHOUETTE
By Grace Isabel Colbron

NO one spoke for a time.
Vaughn Cameron stirred the 

log fire gently and the crackle of 
darting flame-points cut through the 
drowsy after-dinner silence of the dim 
room like a ripple of light laughter.

“ We saw so little of her these last 
years,” said Mrs. Kerr finally. There 
was a vague hint of apology in her 
tone. “ She had dropped into another 
orbit with her second marriage.” 

“ Who was the second husband ?” 
asked Harry Fraser from his seat on 
the big divan between the hostess and 
Mrs. Kerr.

“An absolutely non-existent individ
ual,” replied Cameron. “A  little lawyer 
named Rice, a tame house-cat, had 
done her errands for years.”

Mrs. Kerr turned suddenly to 
Fraser. “You knew Miriam Ellis well, 
didn’t you?”

“ Years ago, as Miriam Rolston, and 
then later, after her marriage to Bert 
Ellis. I think I saw more of her 
then.”

“ Yes, I remember . . .  we all 
thought that you . . .”  Mrs. Kerr
stopped as suddenly as she had begun.

Alicia Cameron smiled openly at the 
sudden halt. Fraser smiled, too.

“Oh, don’t mind me,” he answered. 
“Yes, I did admire her immensely and 
I don’t object to confessing it. But, as 
I said, I got to know her best when she 
was Mrs. Ellis, and no man . . . 
no decent man . . . would think 
for a moment . . .  I mean one 
couldn’t help liking Bert, you know.” 

“Exactly, one just couldn’t,” came in 
Stoughton’s deep bass from the fireside 
corner where the eminent publisher’s 
heavy bulk lay sunk in a deep armchair,

“We all knew her better then, for Bert’s 
sake.”

“ I wonder why everyone liked Bert 
Ellis so?” Mrs. Kerr stared into the 
fire meditatively. “ He wasn’t particu
larly handsome nor particularly bril
liant.”

“Do women need reasons for liking 
a man?” asked Cameron smiling.

“Women may not, but men do,” re
torted Mrs. Kerr quickly. “ And men 
all liked Bert Ellis.”

“ He was brainy enough,” put in 
Stoughton. “He was junior partner of 
Lombarton & Company when he died, 
worked up from a simple clerk.”

“Was it that? or was it the delightful 
slow twinkle in his eye. . . ?” asked
Mrs. Kerr of the fire.

“ He was a man you felt you could 
depend upon,”  Alicia Cameron broke 
her long silence at last. “ He seemed 
always thinking of others, never of 
himself.”

“Yes, that was it,” assented her hus
band. “ Reliability and unselfishness, 
with the saving grace of humor. 
Pretty fair recipe for a real man, isn’t 
it, Stoughton?”

“And he had no literary ambitions, 
either,” rumbled the publisher.

“ Therefore you knew you could trust 
his friendship for you ?” laughed Cam
eron. “ I know you have your doubts 
about me.”

“Bert Ellis was the sort o f man you 
felt would always do the right thing, 
and do it quietly and unostentatiously, 
too,” continued Alicia thoughtfully.

“Exactly, which was why we all won
dered whether. . .”

Now it was Cameron who halted 
suddenly and rose to stir the fire again,
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as if preferring action to words. A 
murmur from Mrs. Kerr was the only 
answer to his unspoken thought. But 
some intangible understanding seemed 
like a Presence in the quiet room. 
Fraser alone was untouched by what 
filled the minds of the others. The sud
den pause of embarrassment that had 
locked his host’s ready tongue passed 
him by and he now spoke, out of his 
own thoughts. “ She was a handsome 
girl.”

“ She grew even more handsome la
ter,” said Mrs. Kerr, as if glad of the 
new turn to the subject. “ Her type 
was the sort that improves with 
years.”

Fraser nodded, “ Yes. There was 
something just a little hard about her 
for girlhood.”

“ She had the enviable quality of 
style,” Mrs. Kerr sighed deeply. “ No 
matter what she wore she looked well 
in it. And she wore good clothes, too 
. . . particularly after. . . .”

Again that indefinable something 
stirred, arresting even Fraser’s mind 
as it wandered in the past.

“After Bert became junior partner 
of Lombarton?” Stoughton’s remark 
was more a cynical query than a state
ment of fact.

“ Yes,” said Alicia, stressing the sim
ple affirmative with conscious purpose.

“ You met her at my house, didn’t 
you, Alicia?” said Natalie Kerr quick
ly. “You were such a good friend to 
her, even after people began to talk. I 
felt guilty that I introduced you, your 
approval means so much. . .”

“ Oh, don’t worry, Natalie. I am 
always willing to give everyone the 
benefit of the doubt. And then, I liked 
Bert. Mr. Stoughton went to her house 
frequently and took his carefully 
guarded little girl with him, too, even 
before she was a debutante.”

“That was while Ellis was alive,” 
Stoughton answered. “ I never let 
Julie go there later.”

“ Where is your pretty daughter to
night?” asked Mrs. Kerr.

“At a dinner-dance with her fiancé. 
They may call for me later.”

“I ’ve seen Julie with Mrs. Ellis in 
Paris.”

“ In Paris, yes . . . but not in
the big house in 86th St. . .”

Fraser sat silent, sunk in a revery 
filled with memories of a tall woman 
with smooth brown hair, keen gray eyes 
and a mouth that was consciously at
tractive in action but hard as steel in 
repose . . . the sort of woman one
noticed and did mot easily forget . . . 
how stupid life is! . . . why should 
such a definite and striking personality 
be wiped out in an instant by a silly 
and unnecessary automobile accident— 
what a waste of vital force . . .
“Why did she marry again?”  he asked, 
more as if thinking aloud.

“ She may have been lonely,” was 
Alicia’s gentle comment.

“ She didn’t marry until after Tom 
Hallett’s change of heart, I notice,” 
Stoughton remarked.

“Tom Hallett?” queried Fraser, sur
prised, “do you mean. . . the Hal-
letts ?”

“ Quite so,”  replied Cameron, “ Tom 
Hallett, eldest son and heir to the Hal
lett fortune and interests.”

“But he has such a beautiful wife 
. . . and it was heralded every
where as a love match!”

“ Which it was . . . and still is,” 
said Alicia.

“ Then why . . .” Fraser stopped
and smiled, embarrassed at his own 
question. “ I’m afraid I am hopelessly 
romantic. . .”

“You certainly are,” laughed Cam
eron. “You’ve been roaming the wild 
places of the earth so long, Fraser, 
that you’re out of touch with the amuse
ments of men and women in civilized 
communities.”

“ Possibly,” said Fraser quietly. “ I 
notice that the more I see of civiliza
tion the better I like my wilderness.”

“ I can understand you.” Alicia 
turned her soft smile on him. “ There 
was no need for Tom Hallett to com
promise himself so openly with another 
woman. . .”

“ It may have been her price . . .
she was ambitious, mercenary, too, I
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should say. . . Talk . . . .  or 
murmured scandal, meant an obligation 
on his part . . . nothing had ever
been, said against her before. . .” 

“You are cruel, Mr. Stoughton.” 
“Only an honest, fair hostess . . . 

and Bert Ellis’ friend.”
“ Marion Hallett was terribly cut up 

about it, they say . . . she couldn’t
help knowing it.”

“ She is as brave as she is beautiful.” 
Vaughn Cameron moved to the sofa 

corner where his wife sat and laid his 
hand on hers. “Always the kind word 
. . . you teach us all a lesson.

“Oh, no . . . but now that both
Ellis and Miriam are dead . . .
they may understand each other bet
ter. . . .”

“ But . . . but you say . . .
all this . . . went on while Ellis
was alive . . .” stammered Fraser,
his voice shaken by an odd feeling of 
jealousy and indignation, on which an 
open shame followed swiftly.

“For three or four years .before his 
death,” said Stoughton.

“ And didn’t he. . . ? I mean he
didn’t seem like the sort of man who 
would. . . .”
. “ Bert Ellis is the only really impor
tant person in the whole stupid affair 

. . .” said Cameron slowly. “ Bert
Ellis, and his point of view.”

“Which no one knew, not even his 
best friends,” muttered Stoughton.

“He paid no attention to the talk, 
he went on being the same devoted com
radely husband he had always been. 
He gave her the protection of his con
stant presence . . . and of the ab
sence of any sign of disapproval on his 
part. . .

“And yet" that man seemed to be 
. . .” Fraser began, then stopped

“The soul of honor . . .” cut in
Stoughton quickly. “ He was, and don’t 
you make any mistake about it.” 

“Then why . . . ?”
“No one knew. We wished we did 

know, all those who liked him,” 
Stoughton’s voice was deep with true 
feeling. “ That’s why we didn’t . . .

openly . . . re-act to the talk our
selves . . . not until after his death.” 

“When and how did he die?” Fras
er’s question came quickly, as if
pressed out by a sudden thought. “ I 
only heard—later—that it had hap
pened.”

“He died of typhoid in Baris, five or 
six years ago . . .  he wasn’t 
strong, and typhoid is more prevalent 
in Paris .during the hot months than 
they let strangers know.”

“ And until the last . . . ?”
“He was devoted, faithful '. . .’

and apparently unsuspicious. . .
As far as his actions showed. No one 
knew his thoughts.”

“He took his problem up to the peaks 
of silence. . . .” Cameron spoke
low, then added, as his wife’s soft eyes 
met his in query. “ The peaks of silence 
where every man is alone with his 
own soul . . .  where not even his 
nearest and dearest may follow him.” 

His hand was on his wife’s as he 
spoke, but his eyes turned to the dart
ing flames in the fireplace. Again si
lence fell, and again an intangible 
Presence seemed to fill the room. In 
Fraser’s thoughts that Presence took 
form and shape . . .  a tall, loose- 
jointed figure, a face that could 
be gentle or whimsical at will, the 
face and figure of Bert Ellis whom all 
liked and respected, but whom no one 
really knew. . . In this man’s soul
there must have been a silence as deep 
and mysterious as that of the forest 
depths which Fraser himself loved so 
well . . . this man could keep his
own counsel in the midst of a chatter
ing civilization where even the kindest 
tongues left no one a shred of 
privacy . . .”

“ Sitting in the dark? How roman
tic,” came a clear, high voice from 
the door and the curtains parted on a 
vision of crisp blonde prettiness and 
crisp white draperies that gathered all 
the light unto itself as it moved into 
and down the big room. “ Is my father 
still here?”

“Oh, Julie . . . your party is over 
early. Yes, father’s still here.”
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Alicia held out her hand to the girl, 
who bent over her and wafted a light 
kiss on her smooth dark hair. “Do you 
know Mr. Fraser?”

“The famous explorer? I’m so glad 
to meet you. Father says your book 
will make a sensation.”

Julie Stoughton turned with an easy 
word of greeting to each member of 
the party, then floated over to her fath
er’s chair and perched herself on its 
arm. The khaki-clad and plainly ador
ing youth who followed her seemed an 
individual of little importance com
pared to this self-possessed blonde 
beauty.

“What were you all talking about in 
the dark?” she continued. Her cool, 
crisp voice seemed somehow to turn 
the merciless light of day in onto the 
dimnesses that had filled the room . . . 
and the talk . . . before she came. 
No one answered her. She gave a lit
tle laugh, as crisp and light as her voice. 
“ Sounds guilty, doesn’t it, Bob? I 
know they were talking scandal . . .
and my innocent old father shouldn’t 
hear such things.”

 “ You saucy imp,” rumbled Stough
ton in pleased content. “ But you’re 
right, we were talking scandal . . . 
one of the worst habits of our so-called 
civilization, isn’t it, Mr. Fraser? Do 
they talk scandal in -the wilder
ness ?”

“We have our grapevine telegraph 
. . .”  Harry Fraser replied lightly, as
if glad to be released from his thoughts.

“What, or rather who, were you talk
ing about? I insist on knowing.” 

“ Well, if you insist, I think we were 
talking about the Ellises . . . Mrs.
Ellis that was . . . and Bert. . . ” 

“ Oh, yes. . . . T o o  bad about her 
death, wasn’t it? Of course I didn’t 
see much of her . . . after Bert
died . . . father wouldn’t let me
. . . poor Bert, nicest man I know
. . . I don’t think you’d have stood
any chance at all, Bob, if Bert Ellis 
were still alive.” The light voice 
dropped a note or two. “His death

was certainly the most gentlemanly I 
ever heard of.”

There was a tense pause, then a gen
eral murmur.

“What are you talking about, child ?” 
asked Stoughton sharply.

“Why, father, I thought you knew,” 
replied Julie in open-eyed innocence, 
resuming her usual lightness. “ Dr. 
Brantingham told us . . .  it must 
have been while you were ill . . .  . 
he didn’t know the connection, of course 
. . . . I mean didn’t know we
knew them. . . . well it’s authen
tic, any way.”

“ Please explain, dear,” said Alicia.
“ It’s this way.” Julie settled herself 

more firmly on the arm of the chair. 
“Someone was talking to Dr. Branting
ham and mentioned Bert Ellis. It 
was shortly after Bert’s death and the 
doctor was quite cut up about it. ‘He 
either forgot or disregarded my instruc
tions,’ he said. And then he explained 
that Bert had come to him two years 
before and asked to be looked over. 
He knew he wasn’t strong ¡and he 
wanted to be told what he must avoid. 
‘I ’ve got a good job and I want to keep 
it,’ he said . . . you know his way
. . . then, two years later he died
. . . and if you look back. . . .
we were with them a lot, particularly 
in Paris. . . you’ll realize that he
did. . . .just what the doctor told
him not to. . . I thought of course
father knew . . . but, don’t you
see—wasn’t it the best way out? No 
talk . . . nothing. I suppose he
thought Tom Hallett would marry her 
. . . maybe he didn’t . . . but any
way, Bert Ellis was the bravest man I 
ever knew.”

When she had finished, with definite 
point of completion in the tone of the 
voice that so suited her blonde pretti
ness, there was a pulsing, breathless 
pause. It was broken finally by an al
most inarticulate murmur from Vaughn 
Cameron.

“ Out of the mouth of babes . . . 
poor Bert . . . !”



THE OLDEST ART IN THE WORLD
By Helen Woljeska

I

THE first female who fastened bits 
of pearly shell into her shaggy 
mane with the intention of mak- 

ing herself more beautiful crossed the 
line between the beast and the human. 
She became the mother of all art and 
religion and civilization. Bow down 
before this savage Eve!

Long before history began the cult of 
beauty had begun. And since then it 
never stopped flourishing. Assiduous
ly the women of all peoples and all 
times devoted themselves to its serv
ice : ardent priestesses! The little shop
girl who dabs her face with rouge and 
lavender powder—the Maori who tat
toos her skin in weird designs—alike 
they are fired by the desire to live up to 
an ideal! An ideal of physical per
fection only, yet an ideal. And num
berless vanities: paints and perfumes, 
powders and ointments, are the essen
tials with which to perform the priestly 
rites of the cult. These vanities, elu
sive, seductive, occasionally ridiculous, 
have accompanied the human races in 
their march through the ages. They 
have done their share to beautify, ideal
ize and elate that sometimes too drab 
episode called life.

Four thousand years before Christ, 
Egypt, as the first of the nations, made 
its appearance on the stage which we 
Occidentals call “World History.” Al
ready the Egyptians were a united peo
ple, with highly organized ecclesiastic 
and bureaucratic classes, an ordered 
political life, flourishing agriculture, a 
resplendent capital, and possessing the 
priceless treasure of a written language,

without which, of course, all historical 
chronicle is impossible. And among 
these first written records of the hu
man race we find it related that the 
women of ancient Egypt powdered 
their faces, tinted their lips, darkened 
their eyelashes, perfumed their hair, 
polished their teeth, manicured their 
nails—exactly as the women of this so 
progressive twentieth century are doing 
today.

It is a curious fact that, in many 
cases, the very same ingredients which 
were used six thousand years ago are 
still considered standards today. For 
instance the old Egyptian “mestem,” 
the alKoh’l of the Arabs, was nothing 
but black sulphide of antimony, which 
is still being used today to darken the 
lashes and lids and give the eye its lan
guorous lustre. It came in small bot
tles of metal, the stopper lengthened 
into a stem with which to apply the 
paint—you can find the identical thing 
on your wife’s dressing table.

Another instance is the white of lead, 
which Egyptian ladies used to whiten 
their complexion. This most beautiful 
and poisonous of paints is so seductive 
to women that even the knowledge of 
its deadly nature and their “modern 
enlightenment”  cannot induce them to 
discard it. Patrons of beauty-parlors 
will hail as an old, but slightly altered, 
acquaintance the dough of wheat flour 
and spring water which was applied at 
night to preserve all the delicacy of a 
youthful skin. Kyphi (an incense), 
wax, olive oil and milk were formed 
into a kind of cold-cream to massage 
away wrinkles. And a mixture of nitre 
(a native soda, now largely replaced
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by the milder borax) and ground ala
baster (our toilette sand) was used to 
rejuvenate a faded complexion.

Schech, mother of the Egyptian 
Queen Teta, is authoress of the very 
first recorded recipe for a hair-dye. 
And on a venerable papyrus the Ger
man novelist and historian Ebers dis
covered the following detailed instruc
tion of “ How to prepare pastilles to 
perfume the breath.” Here is the 
recipe :

“Use equal quantities of dried myrrh, 
juniper, kyphi, mastix and raisins— 
pound it all—boil with honey—and 
form into pastilles. To be used at 
night and morning in the privacy of 
your chamber.”

And to think that these quaintly dig
nified pastilles were the ancestors of 
our vulgar chewing-gum! Evidently— 
at least so far as good taste is con
cerned—humanity’s march has not all 
been in a forward direction. . . .

As the old Egyptians felt the greatest 
concern for their dead, they were eager 
to keep them as life-like as possible and 
to surround them with all the things 
that had been dearest and most neces
sary to them in life. Accordingly the 
opening of the pyramids brought back 
to life wonderfully preserved mummies 
of kings and princesses, swathed in 
royal stuffs, their lids still blackened 
with mestem, their nails tinted with 
henna or carefully gilded, and at-their 
sides gracefully fashioned vases and 
boxes of metal or stone, curiously 
carved or inlaid, containing the face- 
paints, ointments, and rare scents so 
highly prized by their owners before 
they laid down to rest, thousands of 
years ago. It is to these samples that 
we mostly owe our knowledge of the 
ingredients of Egyptian cosmetica.

After the Egyptians, the Babylonians 
emerged from the darkness of pre
historic ages, soon followed by the As
syrians, Israelites, Phoenicians—all be
longing to the Semitic family of na
tions. These were peoples much more 
aggressive and picturesque than the 
static and sculpturesque Egyptians, 
peoples who engaged in trading and

seafaring, inventors of the beginnings 
of our modern alphabets, creators of 

The first monotheistic religion—and of 
course great lovers of beauty.

Their records tell us much of woman 
and her vanities. The books of Hebrew 
history and poetry especially are full of 
allusions to paints, ointments, and per
fumes. The favorite scent of the Jew
ish woman was the enervating Kopher 
(the Kypros of the Romans, our mod
em Chypre), made from the blossoms 
of the henna plant. She darkened her 
eyelids with Kochi, and painted her 
face with “Puch”—evidently a very 
costly cosmetic of which, unfortu
nately, we have lost all trace. Job’s 
third daughter was called “ Keren-Hap- 
Puch,” literally “ little rouge pot.”  In 
the second book of Kings we are told 
how the “ cursed woman Jezebel paint
ed her face, and adorned her head, and 
looked out of the window.” Ezekiel 
(23-40) speaking of Aholibah (Jeru
salem)—they had a curious predilec
tion for thinking and speaking about 
wicked women, those preachers of a 
darker age I—cries: “ Thou didst wash
thyself, paintedst thy eyes, and deckedst 
thyself with ornaments—and satest 
upon a stately bed, with a table before 
it, whereupon thou hadst mine incense, 
and mine oil— ” And Jeremiah, ad- 
dressing Judah (4-30) : “And when
thou art spoiled, what wilt thou do? 
Though thou clothest thyself with crim
son, though thou deckedst thyself with 
ornaments and rentest thy face with 
painting—in vain shalt thou make thy
self fair!”

“The smell of thy garments is like 
the smell of Lebanon—” sings Solomon 
(addressing the church, we are taught 
. . . ) —“camphire with spikenard, 
spikenard and saffron, calamus and 
cinnamon, with all trees of frankin
cense, myrrh and aloes, with all the 
chief spices.” While the Book of Es
ther informs us that a virgin, before 
she might be presented to King Aha- 
suerus, had to be saturated with per
fumes, myrrh, and balms for six 
months, while an equally long time was 
devoted to adorning her with fragrant
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spices, “ sweet odours and other things 
for the purification of women—” Quite 
as. long as this, I believe, no woman 
has ever again needed for her 
toilette.“

Naturally the traditions of these 
fiery nations tell of many magnificent 
women. Most far-famed among them 
is Semiramis, the luxurious Babylonian 
princess, queen of King Bin-Nirars of 
Assyria, who reigned about 800 B.C. 
She was celebrated alike for her irre
sistible beauty and sumptuous display, 
and her sexual excesses shocked and 
dazzled the world. A  sorceress in the 
art of cosmetics, she never grew old. 
And she never died. But when the 
weariness of life overcame her, Semi
ramis was changed into one of the sa
cred doves of Astarte, the Phoenician 
goddess of love.

In 539 B.C. Kyros of Persia victo
riously entered Babylon, and with him 
the great Aryan or Indo-Germanic race, 
bearer of what we call “civilization,” 
took the center of the world’s stage, 
which it has held, almost without inter
ruption, ever since. It came to its first 
full bloom in Europe, with the develop
ment of the Greek and Roman nations 
—both of them unsurpassed worship
pers of beauty.

II

I n  Greece the care of beauty began, 
rationally, with the bath, followed by 
massage with cesypus (our lanoline) 
and finally varied gymnastic exercises. 
A better foundation for the care of 
one’s body has not been devised yet. 
Later, as Greece became richer and 
more luxurious, perfumes were added 
to the lanoline and oils, and a salve 
composed of many precious ingredients, 
the Myron, was introduced from Asia. 
Her Pharmalcopolo sold to the Greek 
woman all the varied necessities of her 
toilette table: Psymithion, the irresist
ible white lead, was used as white, mer
curic sulphide as red, paint. Antimony 
for the eyes, and resin for the teeth, 
were as popular as ever. Diapasmata, 
powdered flowers and spices, took the

place of our sachets and were lavishly 
applied to clothes and beds.

Homer tells us that Circe, the beauti
ful sorceress, anointed each part of her 
body with a different perfume, and the 
whole composed so subtle and exquisite 
a harmony that even the stern Ulysses 
was completely bewitched. In later 
times this use of perfumed oils and 
ointments, a special kind for each dif
ferent part of the body, became quite 
common. Egyptian ointment was cho
sen for the feet and thighs, Phoenician 
nard for the breast, Amaraccus oil for 
hair and eyebrows, Serpyllion salve for 
the knees.

Greek history is rich in beautiful 
women. Resplendent names! Our 
times have none worthy to be uttered 
in the same breath. Phryne, the model 
for Apelles’ Aphrodite Anadyomene 
and Praxiteles’ Cnidian Aphrodite— 
Thais, mistress of Alexander the Great, 
for whose pleasure Persepolis was 
burnt, and who died as Queen of Egypt, 
virtuous and respectable wife of Ptol
emy Lagus—and above all Aspasia, the 
Unrivalled, friend of Perikles, Sok- 
rates and Alkibiades, she who “united 
in herself the three principal goddesses: 
Aphrodite, goddess of physical beauty; 
Hera, goddess of moral beauty, and 
Athena, goddess of mental beauty”— 
Aspasia, who said, “ Beauty is not a 
condition, but an art,”  “ Beauty is a dif
ficult art, even for the most beautiful,” 
and “ The Good is human—but the 
Beautiful is divine!”

In Aspasia the cult of beauty had 
reached its zenith. She stands unpar
alleled, at least so far as Antiquity is 
concerned. Perhaps some woman of 
the Renaissance again united in herself 
such resplendent qualities of body, 
brain and heart: perhaps Isabella
d’Este. Rome certainly has no such 
woman to its credit. The matrons and 
maidens of republican times were stern 
and puritanical. And imperial Rome 
knew neither balance nor harmony, as 
the names of Poppaea, Messalina, Les- 
bia, will testify. Romans, carrying 
everything to excess, indulged in paints, 
perfumes and ointments with grotesque
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extravagance. The writers of imperial 
and later times— Catullus, Ovid, Mar
tial, Petronius, and Juvenal— delight in 
holding up to ridicule the mad revellers 
at this Witches’ Sabbath of the art of 
cosmetica: the parvenue Trimalchio, 
who drenched his dinner guests with 
perfume—the effeminate emperor Otho 
who took to war a whole equipment of 
perfumes and rare lotions—men and 
women who plastered their faces with 
pastes, salves and cataplasms, painted 
and powdered, dyed their hair, aped 
beauty and youth in a crudes ex
aggeration which defeated its own 
ends.

Roman women, like their sisters of 
today, believed in the efficacy of mix
tures of milk with bread-crumbs, milk 
with meal of beans, or cream of barley 
with myrrh, fennel, and sal ammonia. 
Resin was used for its astringent, gela
tine for its mollifying qualities. They 
bathed in gorgeous silver tubs filled 
with lukewarm asses’-milk, or with 
highly perfumed waters softened by 
emulsions of wheat and myrrh. Enor
mous sums were spent on “ odora- 
menta.” Roses were imported from 
Kyrene, violets from Athens, nard and

balsamic vetiver roots from the Orient, 
henna blossoms from Egypt, “ la lan
goureuse Asie et la brûlante Afrique”  
ransacked for scents, oils and essences. 
And the men who skillfully combined 
these precious ingredients into cos
metics—Cosmus, Nicero, Aurelian— 
were renowned and had their golden 
reward, just as have in our days At
kins, Pivert and Houbigaut.

Also as in our days, dentists knew 
how to inlay decayed teeth or replace 
them with artificial ones. Gargling and 
spraying with scented waters, and chew
ing of myrrh or mastix was expected to 
keep the breath pure and sweet. Hair 
tonics and false hair (especially blond 
wigs, “made in Germany” ) beauty- 
spots, curling-irons, epilatoria and mas- 
sage-creams were the vogue—and also 
some bizarre and rather quaint devices : 
a hair-dye made from leeches fer
mented in vinegar, pulverized croco
dile’s dung to bleach the face, roasted 
ants’ eggs to blacken the eyebrows . . 
For the Roman woman stopped at noth
ing in her frantic hunt to reach the ideal 
of her own beauty and irresistible 
charm. If she failed—it was her mis
fortune rather than her fault.

LE PRINCE L O IN T A IN
By Libussa Dumba

M Y glance belongs to any passerby.
My smile to every chance acquaintance.

My handclasp to the friends whose loyalty makes life seem sweeter. 
My lips are for my lover.
But my heart—my heart—I keep for him whom I shall never know.

IF  the eyes are the windows of the soul, the reason a woman lowers hers 
when talking to a man may be guessed at.

M EN laugh at what they do not understand; women laugh at anything.



THE RIGHT ONE
$

By Heloise Larousse

"DIE U ! It is difficult to fall in 
 love!”

Suzanne, sitting before the 
tall easel, pushed back her chair and 
laid down her palette and brushes with 
a pout.

“Is it possible that I am too old? 
It is true that I am thirty . . . but is 
not la femme de trente ans supposed 
to be at the zenith of her charm and 
power? Still the fact remains that it 
grows harder and harder to rouse my 
. . . attention. And once it was dif
ficult not to fall in love! Have I 
waited too long to choose for life ?” 

Impatiently she rose and walked up 
and down the studio like a caged pan- 
theress. In her short black satin skirt 
and loose linen painting smock well 
open at the throat she looked young 
indeed—one might have thought her 
some slender, precocious, ardent boy, 
an adolescent Raphael or Cimabue. But 
the expression of her pretty face was 
one of weariness, and a wrinkle 
frowned between the clearly arched 
eyebrows above the wide, grey-green 
eyes.

'“ I must fall in love” ; she decided, 
“ to prove to myself that I am still 
young! But with whom? Who is the 
Right One?”

She flung herself on the couch, lit a 
cigarette, and began to pass en revue 
the men who were trying to make her
love them..........

First Norivau presented himself to 
her mind’s eye. Dark, somewhat 
heavy, with hard but ardent features, 
he almost brought about a thrill in her.

“ But he looks cruel—brutal—” she 
thought in alarm. “ Of course, in part,

there lies his charm . . . ” she was 
sincere enough to admit. “ Somewhere 
in the recesses of my very modern 
heart hides the primitive woman’s ad
miration for that kind of man. Yes! 
I would a hundred times rather marry 
the man who recklessly domineered my 
life than him who meekly allowed me 
to domineer his. Still—why domineer 
at all ? Should not a union of harmony 
—subtly modulated harmony—be pos
sible?”

And, as an answer, the thin, brown, 
pensive face of Dr. Vernon suddenly 
appeared before her. In the whimsical 
smile of his quiet mouth there lurked 
no hidden menace, and his clear grey 
eyes spoke only of comradeship, loy
alty, and trust. Would not life with 
him come as near the ideal as is pos
sible in this sorry world?

“Yes,” said her head.
But, somehow, her heart could not 

assent. And her lips, throwing the 
mantle of hypocrisy over her deeper 
motives, murmured: “ He still has all
his illusions. . . .  I would feel as old 
as the Sphinx beside him!”

“The man who really makes me feel 
young, inexperienced, girlish—is Men
doza,” she continued to herself. And 
at once the banker stood before her: 
Mendoza with his magnificent ways of 
grand seigneur, his dazzling generosity, 
his amazing display! Mendoza, who 
had known and loved beauties of three 
continents—and now worshipped be
fore her altar only! Steeped in the 
culture of Europe and Asia, irresistible 
in the brilliance of his wit and the dar
ing of his personality, he seemed incom
parably high above any other man she

127



128 TH E RIGHT ONE

knew. And yet—somehow, some
where, something . . . was missing. 
Suzanne was mortally afraid of appear
ing sentimental before herself. So she 
said nothing. She merely shrugged 
her shoulders . . .  a little helplessly, 
a little wearily. And the splendid Men
doza was dismissed.

Then her eyes took on a brooding 
look. They seemed almost black, sud
denly. And deep in their velvety 
shadows slumbered mysterious ecsta
sies. . . . Dimly limned against the 
dark folds of her portières they saw 
still another face. It was a wraith-like 
face. With delicate nostrils, heavily 
shaded eyes, mocking lips. A  half

whimsical, half depraved Pierrot face. 
“Muir . . . ”  she faltered . . . 
“ Muir. . . . But he—he—”

Before Suzanne had found the ad
jective which would express clearly and 
concisely why Muir was not the Right 
One—the studio bell rang.

Her heart gave a great bound. Oh, 
love—love—love! Could that be the 
Right One ?

Trembling, she .went to open.
“Ah, you are at home!” said a deeply 

vibrant voice.
And suddenly, meteor-like, the eter

nal platitude flashed upon her that he 
who arrives at the right moment—will 
always be the Right One.

M A T IN G  SONGS

By Samuel Roth

O A LL the things I say 
 And all the things I do 

When all the time my heart 
Cries but for you;

And men who in my eyes 
See the up-leaping flame.

And from my lips hear whispered 
The Sacred Name,

Bow them down to the earth 
And crawl upon the knee,

And plead their anguish, O 
The irony!

For I have not a thought 
To right a world of wrongs, 

And all the songs I sing 
Are mating songs.



MAISON HANTÉE
By Florian Parmentier

L ES “histoires arrivées’ ne sont pas 
toujours les moins curieuses. En 
voici une qui me fut contée par Jef 

Damseaux, le critique dramatique :
— Il était deux heures du matin, me 

dit-il, quand je rentrai cette nuit-là. 
J’avais assisté au nouveau spectacle du 
Pierrot Noir, puis m’étais attardé à dis
cuter au café avec quelques confrères.

“Fichu metier que celui de critique. 
Il faut aller voir mille choses ennuy
euses ou déprimantes, et passer ses 
nuits dehors, alors qu’on serait si bien 
dans son lit. Tandis que le pesant 
sommeil de ma concierge me laissait 
geler devant la porte, je pestais contre 
les gens qui ont besoin de lire une opin
ion étrangère sur la pièce qu’on leur a 
jouée la veille, et je réfléchissais en 
bâillant aux heures que j ’allais vivre, 
avant de me coucher, plié en deux sur des 
paperasses, et griffonnant d’une main 
fiévreuse mes impressions de la soirée. . .

“ Le cordon me fut enfin tiré. Je 
m’aperçus seulement après avoir re
poussé la porte que je n’avais pas d’al
lumettes. Je me rendis compte dans le 
même instant de l’épaisseur de la nuit. 
Même en passant devant la cour, je ne 
pus voir la moindre lueur, si grands 
que j ’écarquillai les yeux. Rien ne 
m’est plus horrible que l’angoisse de ne 
pouvoir percer du regard les ténèbres. 
Je préfère renoncer à la lutte et clore 
les paupières. C’est ainsi que je montai 
les deux premiers étages. Mais, au mo
ment d’arriver sur le second palier, j ’en
tendis une légère crépitation qui me fit 
brusquement ouvrir les yeux. Je ne vis 
d’abord qu’une petite flamme bleue, sus
pendue en l’air, et qui n’éclairait rien. 
Puis deux rondelles étincelantes se mi
rent à remuer dans le noir. En même 
temps, la flamme descendit un peu, et

S. S.— Mar.— 9

une grimace se dessina, quelque chose 
comme un large rire de tête de mort, 
avec cette différence pourtant qu’au lieu 
d’une bouche édentée, le rire silencieux 
me montrait deux énormes rangées de 
dents très blanches.

“ Mon cerveau fut sans doute para
lysé par cette apparition, car je ne 
me souviens pas qu’aucune idée me 
soit venue durant les quelques secondes 
que je la regardai. C’est par un pur 
instinct de bête fuyant le danger que je 
me glissai le long de la rampe, face au 
fantôme, pour gagner l’escalier du troi
sième étage. Les marches furent gravies, 
ma porte fut ouverte, puis refermée, 
une allumette se trouva entre mes doigts, 
tout cela sans que je sache comment.

“Je soulevai l’abat-jour pour allumer 
ma lampe. Mais, en me retournant, je 
vis voleter sur le rideau une gigantesque 
chauve-souris. Et je me laissai tomber 
dans mon fauteuil, terrassé par cette 
réflexion soudaine : Je suis dans une 
maison hantée ! . . .

“ Ce fut la première pensée qui se 
forma dans mon esprit. Jusqu’ici, la 
terreur avait chassé mon intelligence on 
ne sait où. La fugitive réapparaissait 
à présent, mais anxieuse et frisonnante 
de fièvre. Et voilà qu’elle était comme 
l’intelligence des enfants: elle croyait 
aux maisons hantées ! J’eus bientôt 
conscience de ce qu’avait d’absurde 
cette supposition. Mais, en même 
temps, je connus mon trouble, je me 
sentis anormal, et ma peur d’alors fut 
cent fois plus terrible que mon épou
vante irraisonnée du premier moment. 
Il y avait dans ma tête un grand trou et 
des ombres dansaient là-dedans, qui, me 
semblait-il, ne seraient jamais plus des 
pensées d’homme. J’avais vraiment
une perception nerveuse, et j ’en éprou
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vais une souffrance qu’on ne saurait 
imaginer.

“Enfin, je me levai. Machinalement, 
je me rendis à la cuisine. Là, je touchai 
au robinet comme par hasard, et je 
reçus en plein visage une douche vio
lente qui, instantanément, me calma.

“Je revins alors m’asseoir, et je 
réfléchis. Il était évident que je venais 
d’ètre victime d’une hallucination. Ce 
maudit spectacle du Pierrot Noir en 
était cause. Le théâtre d’épouvante 
ne valait rien à mon tempérament, et le 
mieux, désormais, serait de me faire 
remplacer, ces soirs-là, par un confrère. 
Ainsi, je ne risquerais plus de prendre, 
en ouvrant les yeux dans l’escalier, mon 
éblouissement d’une seconde, aidé peut- 
être par quelque bougie brûlant derrière 
une fenêtre, pour une fantastique appa
rition. Et je ne serais plus étonné, en 
allumant ma lampe, de voir se prome
ner sur le mur l’ombre de l’abatjour 
qu’agiterait ma main.

“ Cette logique satisfaisait ma raison, 
mais, sentant bien qu’elle laissait mes 
nerfs irrités, je remis au matin le souci 
de mon article, et je me couchai.

“A  quelques jours de là, un confrère 
me conduisit à la Huche Rouge. Le 
programme comportait des fantaisies 
chorégraphiques, qui ne nous sollicitè
rent que peu de temps. Par une détest
able habitude d’hommes de lettres, nous 
ne tardâmes point à nous replonger 
dans ces éternelles discussions sur les 
théories et les mœurs littéraires de ce 
temps. Puis, malheureux ouvriers tou
jours en quête de matériaux, nous ob
servâmes autour de nous, échangeant 
des réflexions plus ou moins originales, 
et rééditant des lieux communs quand 
nos prétendus dons de psychologues ne 
nous étaient plus d’aucun secours.

“ Nous finîmes cependant par nous 
intéresser aux attractions qui s’offrent 
au désœuvré autour du promenoir. Le 
“nègre-plongeur” nous retint même 
cinq ou six minutes. Mon ami, qui est 
un écrivain “ social,” voulait me faire 
partager son indignation contre cet 
odieux exemple d’esclavage au ving
tième siècle. Je lui répondis :

“ — Mon cher, croyez-vous vraiment

que nous soyons moins à plaindre que 
ce nègre? Il est sur la sellette, c’est 
vrai ; mais il n’en fait que rire. Quand 
une balle adroite vient faire manœuvrer 
la déclanche, il tombe dans l’eau; mais 
il ne se noie point. Il ne s’enrhume 
même pas, car tout son corps est pro
tégé par une imperméable carapace. 
Et nous, nous qui sommes en butte aux 
projectiles de tous, et particulièrement 
aux énormes pavés des confrères, pem 
sez-vous que nous soyons toujours 
aussi bien garantis contre les bronchites 
ou contre la noyade? Et notre an
goisse morale, pouvezvous la comparer 
avec l’insouciance de ce nègre, qui 
semble s’amuser lui-même à ce jeu, 
comme s’y amuserait un enfant? . . .

“ Mon compagnon ne me répondit 
pas. L’électricité venait soudain de 
nous manquer. Nous étions environnés 
de ténèbres. Un cri de surprise s’éleva, 
jailli de mille poitrines ; puis ce furent 
des exclamations gouailleuses, des 
huées frénétiques. Qulqu’un, non loin 
de nous, fit craqer une allumette. Je 
levai les yeux . . .  et restai stupéfié.

“J’avais devant moi la même petite 
flamme bleue, les deux mêmes points 
phosphorescents et le même rire maca
bre que quelques jours auparavant dans 
mon escalier! . . .

“Jamais, jamais vous ne pourrez com
prendre ce qui se passa en moi. Ce fut 
court, oui, mais abominable. Je crus, 
l’espace d’une seconde, que j ’étais de
venu fou. Cette affreuse pensée fit 
refluer tout mon sang vers ma gorge, 
et, positivement, je sentis qu’un démon 
me serrait le cou dans ses griffes.

“A ce moment, l’électricité inonda de 
nouveau la salle de sa clarté éblouis
sante et mes yeux fixes trouvèrent de
vant eux le nègre-plongeur riant d’un 
rire énorme et tenant encore au bout 
des doigts une allumette carbonisée.

“ Le lendemain matin, ma concierge 
m’annonçait avec un air mystérieux:

“ — Vous savez que nous avons, 
depuis quelques jours, un homme célè
bre dans la maison.

“  — Ah ! . . . Qui ça ?
“ — M. Kani-Gouna, le nègre-plon

geur de la Huche Rouge!”



HOPKINS
By George Jean Nathan

HE is a fat, rosy little fellow in a 
droll double-breasted overcoat 
that makes him look like Hi Hol

ler begauded for a Sunday call on his 
best girl. There is about him always the 
suggestion that were his coat pockets to 
be searched, one would discover in each 
of them a large red apple. His aspect 
and demeanour are generally those 
of a surly small boy whose teacher has 
just slapped his hand for laughing out 
loud. When perchance this mien passes 
and he uncorks a guffaw, the detona
tion is like the roar of the shirt-sleeved 
Irish lions in a Wilson Barrett play. 
He makes himself grand with creamy- 
coloured doeskin gloves which—if I 
have spotted him accurately—he would 
seem not to remove even at the supper 
table; and he is to be beheld riding 
around the town in an automobile as 
bawdy as a moving-picture actor’s. Be
tween the acts of premier performances 
he goes out and stands alone on the 
curb and diverts himself by aiming ex
pectorations at distant holes in the 
pavement. His vanity inspires him to 
derby hats so rakishly tight that when 
he takes them off they leave on his fore
head deep and apparently painful ma
roon rings. He seems seldom to open 
his mouth to say anything and what he 
does say—so far as I am able from 
personal observation to report—is not 
especially interesting nor important. 
Where he comes from or whither he is 
going, I haven’t the faintest notion— 
but I have a notion that in that round 
and as-if rural pate of his there are 
at this moment the finest ideals, and 
bravest ambitions, and most vigorous 
analytical and critical virtues to be 
found in the American theater.

And I have this notion for all his 
periodic promulgation of what seem to 
me personally to be dull plays, for all 
his arch practice of such immemorial 
whimsies as the averment that he never 
reads the criticisms of his work, for all 
his having believed it en règle to invite 
me to dinner after I had written a 
highly favourable foreword to a book 
of his, for all the things he does that 
to my own way of looking at the theater 
are not the right things to do. And 
why have I this notion of this Arthur 
Hopkins ? I have it because never once 
so far in his career of independent pro
duction has he stooped deliberately to a 
cheap and shoddy thing; because his 
aim, whatever his score as I see it, has 
always been the aim of a conscientious 
artist; because in pursuit of the achieve
ment of this aim he has been unwaver
ing and has courageously taken many a 
hard smash between the eyes—some, 
it seemed to me, deserved and more not 
deserved; because he has set himself 
the goal of a vital drama vitally staged 
and vitally played and to reach that 
goal has sidestepped many an obviously 
intermediate and tempting bed of roses 
with a steadfastness and determination 
not given to many men in his nation.

In every production that he makes, 
the man’s ideal is clearly discernible— 
in his good and bad alike. The one 
sound stylist of our theater, there is in 
the plays he chooses and in the manner 
of presentation which he schemes for 
those plays the one uniform suspicion 
of accurate form that reaches the na
tive critical ear. By no means so effec
tive a popular producer as, say, Belasco, 
his sense of composition is yet intrin
sically of a twofold artistic integrity,
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delicacy and soundness. This precise 
sense of composition, true enough, is 
not entirely original with him: it has 
been borrowed by him very largely, 
from Reinhardt. But with the latter 
producing technic he has adroitly com
bined the tactical practices of such men 
as Victor Barnowski and has filtered 
what he has thus appropriated through 
the sieve of his own judgment and per
sonality. The result has vouchsafed to 
us some of the finest productions of the 
present-day American stage and— 
where on occasion a play and his tech
nic have by the generic nature of the 
play made noses at each other—some 
of the weakest. But good or bad, the 
effort to do the fine thing at the ex
pense of the hokum thing is ever ap
parent. And ever apparent, too, are the 
effort at beauty, and the effort at some
thing just a trifle finer than the next 
man’s effort, and the effort to lift the 
American play and the American stage 
above the level of the crook and sleuth 
and German spy jabberwock on the one 
hand and the gilt piano and Chinese 
sofa and Louis X V  spit-jar aesthetic on 
the other. 

I often wonder where Hopkins gets 
all the money to do the things he does 
after the conscientious and cultivated 
fashion in which he does them. If he 
has a silent partner, I should like to 
know the man’s name: he deserves to 
have the public hear of him. It is easy 
enough to get hold of a man to back 
a French theater for purposes of per
sonal social exploitation, or to get hold 
of a man to back a musical show for 
personal physiological purposes, or even 
occasionally to get hold of a man to 
back a first-rate play for purposes of 
personal puff as a patron of the arts. 
But I have yet to hear—and I want to 
hear—the name of this American who 
so deeply and honestly loves the the
ater that he is willing anonymously to 
hold the bag for any number of first- 
rate plays his partner desires to pro
duce, for any number of first-rate pro
ductions his partner desires to make of 
them, and for any number of failures 
that, because the work is first-rate, are

bound to ensue. But this, after all, 
may be said to be not exactly my busi
ness.

Hopkins has staged Ibsen in the main 
more intelligently than any producer 
before whom I have sat. And my poor 
old hinterspot has been adjusted into 
chairs before all sorts of Ibsen produc
tions, big, little and medium, in three- 
quarters of the corners of the world. 
He is at the present moment the one 
single producing manager in the Ameri
can theater who has demonstrated him
self honestly eager to get hold of what
ever genuine playwriting the young 
American is doing—or is trying to do 
—and who is honestly eager to defend 
his faith in it, and who is honestly eager 
to give it a fair and fighting chance. 
And in his hope and effort to do this, 
he has received some of his sorest 
bumps. Clare Kummer, turned down 
right and left, came to Hopkins. Elea
nor Gates came to him. Moeller came to 
him. Rita Wellman came to him. Rei- 
zenstein and McIntyre and Brown and 
Housum came to him. And other 
youngsters by the score come regularly 
to him as they might come to a sympa
thetic editor or publisher. Some of 
them may be—and are—pretty bad, but 
each gets a friendly attention. In my 
somewhat peculiarly hybrid office of 
dramatic critic and magazine editor, I 
am brought into almost daily touch with 
that portion of literary young America 
whose eyes are directed toward the 
theater. And I have yet to come across 
a single such aspirant who wasn’t hop
ing to pin the trust of his future to 
Hopkins. And some of these, unless 
I am greatly mistaken, are due to do 
sound work.

Already in his extremely short ca
reer, Hopkins has rescued from the 
pigeon-hole of oblivion, and has pro
duced, the best and most imaginative 
dramatic fantasy ( “ The Poor Little 
Rich Girl” ) that this country has given 
birth to. He has rescued from this 
same pigeon-hole, and has produced, the 
most skilful fantastic farce ( “Good 
Gracious Annabelle” ) and the most 
adroitly composed biographical comedy
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("Madame Sand” ) and one of the most 
interesting of modern North European 
dramas ( “ The Deluge” ) and the most 
promising serious play come from an 
American hand in the last four or five 
years ( “The Gentile Wife” ). He is, 
in his presentation of “The Living 
Corpse,” the first to have brought to 
the American stage the illuminating 
method followed by Reinhardt in dra
matic production. He is the first to 
have brought over the adjustable pros
cenium (employed in “Evangeline” ), 
the first producer to have devised, by a 
process of editing, the transportable 
pivotal stage (employed in “ On Trial” ), 
the first to have brilliantly adapted to 
his needs the familiar so-called sheet, 
or frontal proscenium, lighting of 
Stanislawski (employed in the second 
act of “The Gentile W ife” ). His pro
duction of “A Successful Calamity” 
was physically the suavest production 
of social comedy our theater has prof
fered. He has, with Robert Edmond 
Jones, brought—not in one production 
but in the majority of his productions— 
a new simplicity and new beauty to 
American stage decorative art, and for 
the first time a harmony of dress and 
scene. He has brought out more hither
to buried skill among young profes
sional and amateur actors and actresses 
than any other native producer of com
parative experience. And he has ex
plored many of these players out of the 
wallows of vaudeville and the recesses 
of tyro joints and the morasses of cheap 
melodrama. And, while doing all this, 
he has, of course, not omitted to make 
more than his full share of mistakes, 
more than his ample portion of very 
sour cracks. It is the easiest thing in 
the world to find fault, eloquently and 
justly, with Hopkins, but then it is al
ways easier to find fault with a man of 
ideals than with a man without them. 
I can pick a hundred things wrong 
with Hopkins where I’ll be doggoned 
if I can pick one wrong with Al Reeves. 
Hopkins says to me, in effect: “ I am 
trying to do the best for the theater that 
I know hew.” And consequently Hop
kins metaphorically bends himself down

and presents to my critical toe a tempt
ing expanse of rear pant. Reeves 
frankly says to me, in effect: “ I’m try
ing to do the worst for the theater that 
I know how.”  And consequently I find 
myself balked. . . .  It is easy to miss the 
bull’s-eye if the target at which one 
essays to shoot is twenty times as far 
off as one’s neighbour’s.

The producing theory of Arthur Hop
kins, if I may interpret it for him— 
the critic at his best is merely the hold- 
er-up of a mirror—is, generally speak
ing, very simply to invest naturalism 
with as much the quality of beauty as is 
reasonably to be imagined a part of it. 
A rose may fall from the window of a 
Pullman and light upon a New Jersey 
dunghill—a Hun marching off to war 
may carry in a locket the picture of his 
baby girl—through the skylight of the 
tenement one may glimpse the stars. 
This producing theory, made by Hop
kins in his polysyllabic essay at self- 
criticism hight “ How’s Your Second 
Act?” to take on a very profound and 
esoteric air, is actually as simple as roll
ing out of bed. And that, of course, is 
its chief charm and the reason for its 
voltaism. Hopkins’ attempt to hocus- 
pocus it forth in his book as akin to a 
black art of one kind or another is mere
ly that part of him that wears the 
creamy-coloured doeskin gloves and 
rides round the town in the pea-green 
gasolene bus. But taking it simply for 
what it is, his theory and the accom
plishments he has wrought from it 
mark the biggest single step forward 
that the artistic producing theater of 
America has taken in the last decade. 
Here, again, however, have Hopkins 
and his efforts been met with many a 
face-making from the kind of critic 
whose finger was trained by President 
Lowell to thumb his nose where God 
designed that it should only pick it. In 
Hopkins’ striving to give his stage a 
grace, a style, a natural ease and beauty, 
such critics have seen only an empty 
pose, only a mumpsimus, only a trying 
to do something different for the sake 
of its being different. It took twelve 
long years for two of the greatest the-
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atrical producers of Continental Europe 
to gain first the attention, then the sym
pathy, and finally the warm and hearty 
approval of their already civilized crit
ics and audiences for the theory that it 
is conceivable that an actor may some
times properly speak with his back to 
John Corbin—and Hopkins has fondly 
hoped to turn the trick with the native 
Indians in four! But for all the yokel 
hoots and rebuffs, he is sticking to the 
guns of his art and, if the money be
hind him holds out, he will in time suc
ceed as surely as they in Europe have 
succeeded. “ Do things as they should 
be done,” he says on page 61 of his 
critical autobiography, “ and let the re
sults take care of themselves. We are 
not merely tired people with trained 
bears anxious to hear the rattle of pen
nies in tin cups. . ."

There, gentlemen, sketchily, is your 
Arthur Hopkins. He is no “ Master,” 
no “ Wizard.”  He is just a young fel
low with a dream, who fails twice where 
he succeeds once, but who feels and 
knows that to succeed even once, brave
ly, finely and without compromise, is 
worth failing fifty times for. He has 
had, on several occasions, no harder 
critic than I—and he will continue to 
have no harder—but even on such sev
eral occasions I have felt, as I shall 
doubtless continue to feel, the pull of an 
uncritical prejudice for a man who—as 
Mencken has written in another direc
tion of James Branch Cabell—is so 
largely thrown back upon his work for 
his recompense; who has tried to pro
duce sound and beautiful plays and to 
get upon the stage the point of view of 
a civilized man; and who, having suc
ceeded at the business perhaps better 
than any other who has made the same 
trial, though he remains still poor in 
actual worldly return, holds this success 
a sufficient reward for a self-respecting 
artist.

II

R it a  W e l l m a n ’ s “The Gentile 
Wife,” the Hopkins presentation above 
referred to and the most significant and

promising drama given the American 
stage by a native writer in a number 
of years, was—as Hopkins freely con
fessed before its production—predes
tined to failure in the largely Roman
nosed popular theater of New York by 
virtue of its abstention from the cus
tomary box-office whimsey of laying 
the vaseline to Jewry in sufficiently 
large and oozy gobs. Since the average 
New York audience is usually made up 
for the most part of Jews, such a play 
stands mighty little chance of financial 
success unless it brings down its big cur
tain on a rosy piece of verbal fireworks 
in which Jesus Christ, Disraeli and Ja
cob Schiff are proclaimed as belonging 
to the same race, and unless it brings 
down its final curtain with the discov
ery that not Milton Rosenbaum, but the 
low Patrick McCarthy, was the man 
who actually stole the money. Any 
variation of the theme is bound to of
fend the tender sensibilities of the the
atergoing Anglo-Oriental. And, fur
ther, any variation is bound to come in 
for gamy cracks at the hands of the 
newspaper play reviewers, since an en
thusiastic record of a play that handles 
the racial question without thick gloves 
would not be likely to drive crazy with 
joy the Messrs. Gimbel, Altman, Saks, 
Stern, Greenhut, Abraham & Straus, 
and the rest of the full-page adver
tisers.

This attitude on the part of audi
ence and reviewer is instrumental in 
producing a hundred “ Melting Pots” 
and “Little Brothers” for one “ Conse
quences,” a hundred “ Houses Next 
Door” and “ Five Frankfurters” for 
one play like Miss Wellman’s, a hun
dred fountains of hypocritical pulvil 
for one decent piece of writing that 
ventures to look at its subject matter in
telligently, calmly, decently and fairly 
. . . Our popular theater, however, is 
a bizarre institution in any direction 
when its stage is occupied with a re
ligious question—whether that question 
be Christian, Jew or Buddhist. It sees 
nothing profane or blasphemous in pre
senting the Saviour as a sizzling spot
light ( “Ben Hur” ) or as the inventor
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of a death-dealing submarine (in the 
motion picture “ Civilization” ) or as an 
uncouth actor ( “ The Servant in the 
House” ), yet it shrinks—particularly 
in its Mosaic managerial departments— 
from such reverent and gentle and very 
beautiful things as Brieux’s “ Faith” 
and Andreyev’s “ Savva.” The obvious 
sacrilege of such impious theatrical tin
sels as “The Terrible Meek” and “ Ma- 
rie-Odile”—exhibitions of evil taste 
aimed directly at the box-office—it 
hearkens to in awe and in devout si
lence. It views a team of asthmatic 
nags toting a papier-maché chariot over 
a treadmill or a baby spotlight halo-ing 
a seduced ingénue or a number of 
stagehands mimicking the roars of hun
gry lions as an exalting religious spec
tacle, while it the meanwhile is some
what puzzled as how to conduct its 
feelings and attitudes toward such a 
presentation as Shaw’s “Androcles” 
. . . Religion, so far as the theater
is concerned, is much like a cigar. A 
cigar, however good, is not palatable 
when smoked in the brilliant sunlight. 
A religious theme, however sound, is 
distasteful when aired in the brilliant 
glare of the footlights.

Miss Wellman should rescue her play 
from the limbo of the storehouse by 
printing it in book form. Despite its 
overwriting and its several outworn de
vices and its excursion midships from 
its thesis, it is a genuinely creditable 
piece of work. And, in its third act, it 
contains one brief scene—that wherein 
the young wife and her paramour dis
cuss the initial dereliction—that for 
shrewdness and direct simplicity is a 
lesson to the Augustus Thomases and 
all the hundred and one other “ deans” 
of our drama. Thomas, in all his work 
from first to last, has never written a 
first act one-half so good as the first 
act of this first play by a youngster. 
And all his fellow showwrights in the 
American Academy of Arts and Let
ters have never, in the entire bulk of 
their work, written a second act with as 
much meat in it, or a third act (for all 
that its problem is actually extrinsic to 
the direct theme of the play) with as

captivating and vigorous a homeliness 
—or a fourth act with as much repeti
tious slobbergobble.

Miss Emily Stevens was entrusted 
with the central role in the stage pres
entation and chiefly occupied it as if it 
were a modiste’s shop window.

III

E a c h  successive play of J. M . Bar
rie is, like each successive trip to the 
circus, more and more a disappoint
ment. The same familiar freaks, with 
never a new one; the same familiar 
clown tricks, with never a fresh one; 
the same familiar grotesque assortment 
of animals ; the same familiar historical 
pageant with the same old red-nosed 
Nero in the white nightshirt seated in 
the high gilt chair and receiving the 
homage of the erstwhile trapeze per
formers and quondam bareback riders 
figged out in togas. Barrie has been 
repeating himself for five years, send
ing his venerable whimsicalities through 
the same old hoops and jumping his 
grown-shaggy tender charm over the 
same old barrels. His latest perform
ance, called “Dear Brutus,” is conse
quently tiresome stuff, relieved only in 
one or two instances by a flash of fresh 
imagination. The play, in its original 
form, was known as “The Second 
Chance” and, if played, would have run 
only about an hour and fifteen minutes. 
In order to spin it out to the requisite 
two hour and a quarter length, Barrie 
was constrained to do all sorts of pad
ding—and this padding is as obvious as 
that on a matinee idol’s chest. Charm 
may no more be spun out than a pretty 
woman’s laugh: the result, when at
tempted, is something horrible.

In the second act of the play, Bar
rie brings the little daughter of an artist 
to look over the latter’s shoulder at his 
easel and to observe, “Why, daddy, 
that’s a square moon! Why haven’t 
you made it a round moon?” And 
brings then the artist to reply, “A  square 
moon is what people want nowadays— 
they won’t take a round one.”

Here, automatically, we have the
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sharpest appraisal of the play. What 
Barrie believed to write was a square- 
moon, or Futurist, fantasy. What he 
has succeeded in writing is a pale dis
tillation from a passé formula, with a 
square bunchlight ever clearly visible in 
the wings.

IV

T h a t  Miss Rachel Crothers, hither
to revealed as a playwright of more or 
less independent dignity, has felt the 
itch simoleonis and begun shamelessly to 
make calf’s eyes at the box-office is duly 
impressed upon one viewing her latest 
exhibit, “A Little Journey.” A  Polly- 
anna “Excuse Me,” the play strips off 
its coat, rolls up its sleeves and goes 
after the yokel emotions with the rise 
of the first curtain when a bedraggled 
and pathetic mother boards the train 
with the hokum in swaddling clothes 
nestling close to her breast. From the 
moment the little hokum emits its first 
sweet bawl and attracts the attention 
of the passengers, among whom are 
duly numbered our old friends the 
blasé society girl and the handsome 
young ranchman, the connoisseur of 
vintages is prepared for the worst. This 
transpires in due course when the 
mother of the little hokum is killed in 
the wreck that befalls the train and the 
little hokum, awakening the dormant 
humanity in the blasé society girl, brings 
the latter to accept the hand of the 
primitive but whole-hearted Westerner 
and to adopt it. Miss Crothers’ ef
fort to mask the shamelessly transparent 
uplift jazbos and Little Eva sentimen
talities of her theme by causing one 
character to remark—after the other 
characters have been derricking the 
audience for half an hour with hopeful 
messages, Epworth League sermons 
and joy galluses of every description— 
that “ Nothing is so depressing as a 
constant cheerfulness,” is not success
ful in deceiving even the critic for the 
Brooklyn Eagle* Nor is her further

*1 am now  even  with the rogue f o r  his 
review  o f  my recent tom e on “ The Popular 
Theater."

naïve attempt at bamboozle in the shape 
of bringing one of the characters to 
speculate on the severity of the blow 
on the head that the leading Pollyanna 
received in the wreck when the afore
said Pollyanna gets up full uplift steam.

Miss Crothers’ play will in all. proba
bility not charm the box-office as she 
had hoped for the reason that, despite 
its numerous hokums, its fable is from 
the popular point of view too slender. 
Yet it must be recorded that at the 
premier performance the rustics, upon 
being able to smell the odours of coffee 
which the wrecked passengers were 
realistically boiling, applauded as en
thusiastically as if Duse had just read 
the big scene of “ Gioconda.”

Miss Estelle Winwood, the leading 
actress of the occasion, exhibited in the 
performance of her rôle all the life of 
a last year’s tennis ball. Mr. Keightley, 
the leading man, was interesting, as was 
Miss Jobyna Howland in a subsidiary 
part.

V

T h e  peculiar naïveté of the Ameri
can playwriting mind when it concerns 
itself with the adaptation of French 
farce is once again betrayed in the in
stance of Mr. Mark Swan and his 
“Keep It To Yourself,” brewed from 
the work of Kéroul and Barre. Were 
Brieux’s “ Damaged Goods” to be 
adapted in terms of German measles 
and Moore’s little Luachet in terms of 
Little Red Riding Hood, the result 
would not be more confounding than 
the invariable local conceit of present
ing the bed of Palais Royal farce in 
terms of mistletoe. The notion, com
monly suffered by the native writer for 
the theater, that an American audience 
will not stomach adultery in light farce 
is absurdly ill-founded, as the first 
adapter who sees through the current 
superstition will amply prove. The gen
eral practice of adapting this adultery 
out of a play and converting it into a 
pinch on the arm, or something equally 
lubricious, not only of course makes 
the theme of the play perfectly ridicu-
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lous but sorely damages the box-office 
values to boot. When a loose fish goes 
into a young woman’s bed-chamber late 
at night and without opposition remains 
in it until early the next morning, 
there isn’t an audience in the whole of 
the United States that can be persuaded 
to believe for a single moment—as Mr. 
Swan edits—that all the fellow did in 
there was to play post-office. And while 
such an audience is willing—for the 
sake of the tradition forced upon it 
against its will and common sense— 
good-naturedly and temporarily to over
look the preposterous equivocation 
around half-past nine, it plainly begins 
to lose patience when the equivocation 
is thereafter insisted upon every other 
minute and when, in the midst of the in
sistence, it suddenly develops that the 
young woman who voluptuously held 
hands with the Lothario is enceinte. 
Mr. Swan’s adaptation is a rough job. 
There are, true enough, even as the 
farce now stands, many funny moments 
remaining in it; but a more dexterous 
translation would have multiplied these 
moments many times over—and doubt
less made of the exhibit a doubled pop
ular success.

VI
“ E a st  I s West,” b y  the Messrs. Ship

man and Hymer, is A. H. Woods’ old 
10-20-30 show, “The King and Queen 
of the Highbinders,”  with Livingston 
Platt scenery and two hundred dol
lar actors. “The Invisible Foe,” by 
Walter Hackett, was in the main Cora 
Maynard’s “The Watcher,” done brief

ly in the Comedy Theater ten years 
ago. “A Prince There Was,” by George 
M. Cohan from a story of Darragh 
Aldrich, presented some amusing 
boarding-house types, but was other
wise far below the Cohan standard. It 
exhibited all the symptoms of a rush 
job. “ Tillie,” by Helen R. Martin and 
Frank Howe, is a lethargic dramatiza
tion of one of Mrs. Martin’s familiar 
Pennsylvania Dutch character studies. 
For more profound and extended 
comment on these masterpieces I 
refer you to the nearest Drama 
League professor.

“Cappy Ricks,” by Peter Kyne and 
E. E. Rose, is Saturday Evening Post 
comedy of a shabby order. “Up In 
Mabel’s Room” is a frequently di
verting farcical essay on a lady’s 
chemise by Wilson Collison and Otto 
Harbach. “ The Woman in Room 13” 
is a melodrama rewritten by Max 
Marcin from a melodrama called “The 
Target,” by Samuel Shipman, with a 
prologue that was originally part of a 
melodrama called “ The Penalty,” by 
Percival Wilde. “ The Marquis de 
Priola,”  the ninth play of Henri Lave- 
dan and one of his most familiar essays 
at character study, is the second enter
prise of Mr. Leo Ditrichstein in his role 
of actor-manager. I shall treat of the 
production at greater length on another 
day. The Century Grove, with its 
newest “ Midnight Whirl,”  offers the 
most entertaining spectacle thus far 
contrived by its impresarios. I shall 
also lecture at length on this exhibition 
some future day.
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places long before this. As it is, they 
must wait, like all other American 
writers of genuine talent, for English 
recognition, which is still the sole in
dicator of literary consequence among 
us, as it was in 1775. In the case of 
Hergesheimer, this seems likely to 
come very soon: I hear of a forthcom
ing London edition of his novels, and 
various exploratory Englishmen ask 
me about him. In the case of Miss 
Cather it must apparently wait a while. 
Yet this Miss Cather, in “ My Anto
nia,” has written a better novel than 
any Englishwoman of like experience 
has written in ten years. It has good 
form and structure; it shows a natural 
and very agreeable style; its people 
move and breathe; it is penetrating and 
full of feeling. Done by some bobbed 
old maid out of Girton or Newnham, 
with horn spectacles and scandalous 
ideas, and solemnly rattled before the 
native yokelry by the American branch 
of some English publishing house, it 
would have set the women’s clubs and 
department-stores agog. But what is 
its fate today? Its fate, unless I ob
serve inaccurately, is that it is draw
ing less notice, on the one hand, than 
the last volume of war mush by May 
Sinclair, and, on the other hand, than 
such a frank boob-bumper and tear- 
squeezer, elaborately aimed at the corn- 
fed midriff, as William Allen White’s 
“ In the Heart of a Fool.”

The Hergesheimer opus seems to 
follow a plan set by the same author’s 
“ The Three Black Pennys.” That is 
to say, it deals with the America of 
seventy or eighty years ago. The pe
riod, in many ways, was a good deal 
more spacious and colorful than the

By H . L. Mencken

I  AM still, after a month of prayerful 
 regurgitation, of the opinion ex

posed in this place last month, to 
wit, the opinion that there are no signs 
upon either moon or wishbone of an 
imminent flowering of beautiful letters 
in America, and that the “luminosity” 
dreamed of by Prof. Van Wyck Brooks 
must remain a dream for a good while 
longer. But meanwhile, though- we 
thus fail to burst into a grand litera
ture or to swell in anticipation o f  it, 
and may even be said to have no na
tional literature at all, we nevertheless 
begin to produce certain literary prac
titioners of undoubted grace and skill, 
and more than one of them, in a more 
hospitable and civilized environment, 
would probably get to the top of the 
second class. As examples, I give you, 
among ladies, Miss Willa Sibert Ca
ther, and, among gentlemen, Joseph 
Hergesheimer. Both have attained to 
a sound and highly sophisticated tech
nique ; both are serious and self- 
respecting; both have survived with
out damage the suffocating bath of 
magazine writing. They stand out, 
amid the nation’s horde of sordid and 
maudlin novelists, like a pair of Norse
men at a negro ball. They are isolated 
in accomplishment and they are iso
lated from all current rages and en
thusiasms. Their very singularity 
causes them to be overlooked, or, at all 
events, to be approached somewhat 
gingerly; it is almost impossible for 
readers and reviewers, even when in
telligent, to estimate them in terms of 
the prevailing pishposh. Born into a 
more urbane scene, come to proficiency 
in an atmosphere less smoky, they 
would have got to their proper
138
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present. It was the time of the first 
great development of the country, the 
first great vision of its resources and 
possibilities, and, by the same token, 
of the first dawning of genuine nation
alism. The Loyalists of the early 
troubled years had given up the ghost; 
the perils of infancy had been sur
vived ; there was suddenly a great flow
ering of egoism, of aspiration, of high 
hope. “What are the Tibers and Sca- 
manders,” demanded Samuel Lorenzo 
Knapp, the first native critic of letters, 
the paleozoic Paul Elmer More, “mea
sured by the Missouri and the Ama
zon? Or what the loveliness of Illysus 
or Avon by the Connecticut or the Po- 
tomack?” You will find that spirit in 
most of the literati of the time, mir
roring faintly the stupendous bragga
docio of its political and commercial 
wind-jammers. Even Irving, for all 
his timorous - colonialism, finally mus
tered up enough courage to wrap him
self in the Star-Spangled Banner and 
defy the mighty Gifford, editor and 
chief assassin of the Quarterly Review. 
But all that was two generations ago. 
The Civil War, I dare say, let out a 
great deal of gas. At any rate, there 
was a less chauvinistic hub-bub after 
it was over. Urbanity began to ap
pear, and with it came ingratiating 
glances toward the Mother Country. 
A few pats on the head, and the rap
prochement was consummated. Today 
American literature is frankly a mere 
sub-department of English literature, 
almost an out-house of English litera
ture. The official history of it, labori
ously concocted by a coroner’s jury of 
super-sophomores, painfully eager to 
pass as Britishly correct, is actually 
printed in such a form that it appears 
as a mere supplement to the cor
responding morgue of English litera
ture. To differentiate the two at this 
date, even in theory, one must be pos
sessed of an imagination as powerful 
as that which causes Dr. Brooks to see 
whole herds of Voltaires, Goethes and 
Pushkins marching down Broadway, 
and a vast luminosity bathing the Ash- 
kenazian battlements of the Times

Building. . . .  As I say, Hergesheimer 
deals with a gaudier and more resolute 
era, that of the great days of the Amer
ican merchant marine. His people are 
all shipping-folk of old Salem—not 
the fish-pedlars who appear in our 
standardized Down East fiction today, 
but merchant adventurers of the sort 
who braved the Horn and penetrated 
to further Asia, and brought home not 
only strange cargoes and enormous 
profits, but also the smell of true ro
mance. That romance broods over the 
whole tale ; it is maintained with great 
skill ; never lugged in, it yet permeates 
the fabric of the thing from end to 
end. The Ammidons, on the one hand, 
are New England Puritans and faith
ful to form. They live carefully, aus
terely, stiffly ; they regard appearances ; 
they are penned in by a singularly nar
row and rigid world. But on the other 
hand they are rovers of the great open 
spaces, challengers of a fantastic and 
sinister fate, romantics every inch. 
The result, without further process, is 
a certain inescapable humanness : they 
visualize and make suddenly poignant 
the conflict that lies within all of us, 
between duty and dream, between 
what is harshly at hand and what is 
alluringly beyond the sky-line. Thus 
they glow at once with the hues of 
life, and one is interested in them 
straightway, and a generalization 
tempers their quite extraordinary ex
perience.

That experience springs from the in
ordinate chivalry of Capt.. Garrit Ara- 
midon, of the ship Nautilis, son and 
chief skipper of the house—a chivalry 
half made up of purple romanticism and 
half of a sailor’s childish naïveté. 
First, at home, it leads him to the 
verge of marriage with a girl of Sa
lem, herself the child of a romance now 
degraded to mere scandal. And then, 
far off in China, it leads him to an 
actual union with a Manchu woman of 
high degree, a widow facing disaster, 
the victim of some unintelligible ori
ental catastrophe. His return with 
her, the wedding unannounced, shakes 
Salem as it has not been shaken since
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witch-burning was adjourned. The 
Ammidons take it quietly, expectantly, 
resolutely; the turmoil within the clan 
must be concealed from vulgar peep- 
ings. But Kate Vollar, her man 
wrested from her by that outlandish 
Manchu, takes it very badly, and her 
uncle, the disgusting Edward Dunsack, 
himself more than half orientalized, 
takes it even worse. So the opposing 
forces are set—Gerritt trying to force 
some rationality into his incredible 
marriage, the Ammidons half helping 
him and half opposing him, and Kate 
and her uncle, with the vague power of 
public astonishment behind them, seek
ing to convert the bizarre into the 
downright impossible. In the end, 
Taou Yuen, the center of the conflict, 
is its sacrificial victim. Bit by bit that 
strange and cruel environment presses 
upon her, dismays her, demoralizes her 
and destroys her. Dunsack, her antag
onist, perishes by the same stroke. But 
here it is ancient China, seven thou
sand miles away, that reaches out its 
long arm. He, too, succumbs to the 
strangeness of a strange land, though 
it is back in  his own country that the 
final price of wandering is wrung from 
him.

A  very simple tale, as novels go in 
these days—narrow in actual scene, 
sparing in personages, stopping short 
before three hundred pages. But a 
very distinguished and effective piece 
of writing none the less. The influ
ence of Conrad suggests itself more 
than once, and sometimes strongly. 
There is, of course, a hint of him in 
the very nature of the story—his con
cern is often with conflicts between cul
tures, and even more often with char
acter in decay. But beyond that there 
is a certain likeness in treatment, in 
attitude of mind, above all, in aloof
ness. Hergesheimer has learned the 
artistic value of detachment. He does 
not climb down to the stage and elbow 
his people; he exhibits them without 
any show of personal emotion; he 
never moralizes over them or pulls 
them about to dramatize a theory of 
the good, the true or the beautiful. The

result is a hint of coldness; no doubt 
it will repel the reader accustomed to 
warmer ardors in  the novelist. Many 
of our current fictioneers, and among 
them some very popular ones, carry on 
like chautauquans or revivalists; for 
example, the aforesaid White is for
ever blubbering, snuffling, rolling his 
eyes, beating his breast, blowing his 
nose. But if we have here an author 
who does not heat up as he performs, 
then at least we have an author who is 
an artist. The English, more habitu
ated to such phenomena, will probably 
find him the most interesting American 
since Dreiser. He has at least gone 
to the trouble of learning his business. 
There is artistic conscience in him, and 
an obvious respect for even the least 
detail of the craft he practices. His 
book is called “Java Head” (Knopf).

The Cather story, “ My Antonia” 
(Houghton-Mifflin), was reviewed 
somewhat briefly in this place last 
month. It well deserves another 
notice, for it is not an isolated phe
nomenon, an extraordinary single book 
like Cahan’s “ The Rise of David Le- 
vinsky,” or Master’s “ Spoon River 
Anthology,” but merely one more step 
upward in the career of a writer who 
has labored with the utmost patience 
and industry, and won every foot of 
the way by hard work. She began, 
setting aside certain early experiments, 
with “Alexander’s Bridge” in 1912—a 
book strongly suggesting the influence 
of Edith Wharton and yet thoroughly 
individual and newly thought out. Its 
defect was one of locale and people; 
one somehow got the feeling that Miss 
Cather was dealing with things at 
second-hand, that she knew her per
sonages -a bit less intimately than she 
should have known them. This de
fect, I venture to guess, impressed it
self upon the author herself. At all 
events, she abandoned New England, 
in her next novel, for the Middle 
West, and in particular for the Middle 
West of the last great immigrations— 
a region far better known to her. The 
result was “ O Pioneers” (1913), a 
book of very fine achievement and of
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even finer promise. Then came “The 
Song of the Lark” in 1915—still 
more competent, more searching and 
convincing, better in every way. And 
now, after three years, comes “ My An
tonia,” a work in which improvement 
takes a sudden leap—a novel, indeed, 
that is not only the best done by Miss 
Cather herself, but also one of the best 
that any American has ever done, East 
or West, early or late. It is simple; 
it is honest; it is intelligent; it is mov
ing. The means that appear in it are 
means perfectly adapted to its end. 
Its people are unquestionably real. Its 
background is brilliantly vivid. It has 
form, grace, good literary manners. In 
a word, it is a capital piece of writing, 
and it will be heard of long after the 
baroque balderdash now touted on the 
“book pages” is forgotten.

It goes without saying that all the 
machinery customary to that balder
dash is charmingly absent. There is, 
in the ordinary sense, no plot. There 
is no hero. There is, save as a mo
mentary flash, no love affair. There is 
no apparent hortatory purpose, no 
show of theory, no visible aim to im
prove the world. The whole enchant
ment is achieved by the simplest of all 
possible devices. One follows a poor 
Bohemian farm girl from her earliest 
teens to middle age, looking closely at 
her narrow world, mingling with her 
friends, observing the gradual widen
ing of her experience, her point of 
view—and that is all. Intrinsically, 
the thing is sordid—the life is almost 
horrible, the horizon is leaden, the soul 
within is pitifully shrunken and dis
mayed. But what Miss Cather tries 
to reveal is the true romance that lies 
even there—the grim tragedy at the 
heart of all that dull, cow-like exist
ence—the fineness that lies deeply 
buried beneath the peasant shell. 
Dreiser tried to do the same thing 
with both Carrie Meeber and Jennie 
Gerhardt, and bis success was unmis
takable. Miss Cather succeeds quite as 
certainly, but in an altogether different 
way. Dreiser’s method was that of 
tremendous particularly—he built up

his picture with an infinity of little 
strokes, many of them superficially 
meangingless. Miss Cather’s method 
inclines more to suggestion and indi
rection. Here a glimpse, there a turn 
of phrase, and suddenly the thing 
stands out, suddenly it is as real as 
real can be—and withal moving, arrest
ing, beautiful with a strange and charm
ing beauty. . . .  I commend the 
book to your attention, and the author 
no less. There is no other American 
author of her sex, now in view, whose 
future promises so much. . . .

Two novels spoiled by banal moral
izing: “A Chance to Live,” by Zoë 
Beckley (Macmillan) , and “The Great 
Hunger,” by Johan Bojer (Moffat- 
Yard). In the case of the Beckley 
book the damage is lamentable, for the 
thing has the merit of intrinsic honesty 
and the author could undoubtedly write 
a far better story. This one suffers 
from the circumstances of its origin : 
it was written for serial publication in 
a newspaper, and so the special humani
tarian enthusiasms of that newspaper 
(for the time being) had to be lugged 
in. Thus the chronicle of Annie Har- 
gan and her Bernie begins to reek of 
the neighborhood house and the “home 
page” toward thé close, but what goes 
before is briskly, accurately and com
petently done, and if there is a sapient 
publisher left in the land he will in
veigle Miss Beckley into trying another. 
The Bojer piece, after the first third, 
is simply a heap of mush. The man 
has unquestionable talent. His early 
novel, “The Power of the Lie,” is one 
of the finest works of the younger 
Norwegian school—it is, indeed, a 
work that any literature might claim 
with pride. But here he undertakes 
to preach an idea that is flat, uninter
esting and largely unintelligible—the 
idea, so far as I can make it out, that 
worldly success is a vanity, that even 
honest ambition palls, that the happy 
man is the peasant on his dung-hill— 
and in order to give dramatic effect to 
it he has to torture his story so horri
bly that it finally becomes quite idiotic. 
One begins by believing in Peer Holm
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and by liking him; one ends by seeing 
him as a mere marionette, absurd and 
obnoxious. A botch by a man of tal
ent, almost a man of genius. The Nor
wegians have that failing: soon or 
late they begin to theorize and snuffle.

Among the other current novels I 
give ail my votes to “ Pieces of Eight,” 
by Richard Le Gallienne (Doubleday- 
Page). The common notion of Le 
Gallienne, I dare say, is that he is a 
moony poet with hair reaching to his 
scapulae and a large chrysanthenuun 
in his buttonhole. Such are the penal
ties of composing dithyrambs in one’s 
nonage. But what he has actually 
done here is to write a roaring and ex
cellent tale of buried treasure, with 
enough latter-day piracy and conspira
cy thrown in to convert history into 
capital melodrama. After all, what 
could be better than a good pirate 
story? The best tale of detectives, 
with bloody finger-prints on every 
door-frame and jugs of poison all over 
the house, is a flaccid and feeble thing 
compared to it—a mere thriller of the 
chair, fit for old maids and retired 
clergymen to write. But in any story 
of those red-hot cays and sinister 
southern seas there is something unes- 
capably masculine. The thing swag
gers. It is bold and big. It has yel
low sunlight in it. It is romance. . . . 
Well, here is a good one.

II

T h e  row over. James Branch Cabell, 
intermittently breaking out, with grad
ually increasing choler, for a year or 
so past, should be vastly stimulated by 
his new book, “ Beyond Life” (Mc
Bride), for in it, instead of attempt
ing to placate his detractors, he delibe
rately has at them with all arms. Is 
art representation? A thousand times, 
Pish! Art is a dream of perfection, 
art is a projection- of fancy, art is a 
“ rumor of dawn,” art_is an escape from 
life! Down with all the dolts who 
merely set up cameras and squeeze 
bulbs! Down, again, with the donkeys 
who mount soap-boxes and essay to

read morals into life, to make it log
ical and mathematical, to rationalize it, 
to explain it. The thing is not to be ra
tionalized and explained at all—that is 
the eternal charm of it. It is to be 
admired, experimented with, toyed 
with, wondered at. Itself a supreme 
adventure, it is the spring and end of 
all other adventure—especially of the 
ever-entrancing adventure into ideas'. 
And, above all, let us not get into 
wraths about it—let us not torture our
selves with the maudlin certainties that 
make for indignation. Life is a com
edy to him, etc., etc. . . . Say that 
the Walpolean spirit is in Cabell, and 
you have described him perhaps as ac
curately as it may be done. His fre
quent ventures into the eighteenth cen
tury are not accidental, but inevitable. 
It was the century of sentiment, but 
it was also, in its top layers, the cen
tury of a fine and exhilarating skep
ticism. This skepticism is what chiefly 
gives character to Cabell, and sets him 
off so sharply from an age of oafish 
faiths, of imbecile enthusiasms, of un
earthly and innumerable sure cures, of 
incredible credulities. This is the thing 
in him that outrages the simple-minded, 
and causes them to fall upon him furi
ously, not merely for what they con
ceive to be sins aesthetical, but also for 
what appears to their disordered ire 
as a vague and sinister inner depravity. 
To laugh at certainty as he laughs at it 
is inordinately offensive to the right- 
minded, and in the course of time, as 
the war upon intelligence makes prog
ress, it will probably become jailable.

Yet there he holds the fort, dis
dainfully convinced that artificiality is 
the only true reality. And there he 
fashions books in a hard and brilliant 
style—the last word in artful and ardu
ous craftsmanship among us—Paterism 
somehow humanized and made expan
sive. I wonder what the amazed old 
maids, male and female, of the news
papers will call “ Beyond Life”—novel 
book of essays, or apologia pro vita 
sua? If novel, then it is a strange 
novel indeed, for there is but one char
acter, and he talks steadily from page
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23 to the end. If book of essays, then 
where are the essays ?—surely these 
rolling discourses are nothing of the 
sort. And if apologia, then why not 
an occasional apology ? The college 
professors of the literary weeklies, 
with their dusty shelf of pigeon-holes, 
have work for them here. As for the 
rest of us, all we need do is read on, 
enjoying the fare- as we go. What is 
it? In brief, excellent reading—shy, 
insinuating learning; heterodoxy infi
nitely gilded ; facts rolled out to fragile 
thinness and cut into pretty figures ; 
above all, a sure and delicate sense of 
words, a style at once exact and un
dulate, very caressing writing.

In detail, much shrewd discussion of 
this and that, with many a flash of 
sound criticism. The chapter on Chris
topher Marlowe has interested me more 
than any other. To how many of us, 
in these later days, does Marlowe re
main a living figure in English letters ? 
Hasn’t he been condemned, for a cen
tury past, to the literature books—and 
hideously disemboweled and mummified 
by imbecile birchman, editors of “school 
editions,” mouthers of dead inanities. 
To the majority, even of the literate, 
he survives perhaps as a mere phrase : 
“ Marlowe’s mighty line.” (Once 
launching it idiotically at an American 
dramatist, I found that he thought I 
meant Julia.) And yet what a man 
he was !—what a superb virtuoso of 
English!—what a colossal master of 
rhythm and color and verbal dynamics !
 Shakespeare learned a great deal more 
from him than any of the professors 
suspect, and debased not a little of it 
in the learning. The phrases we all 
use as rubber-stamps, the philosophiz
ings that endear the Bard to the gen
eral, are simply platitudes done into 
second-hand Marlowese. As for Mar
lowe himself, he disdained platitudes 
—and thus doomed himself to perish. 
His one concern was with the noble 
music that lies in words. He was 
stylist first, last and forever. Drunk 
upon nouns, verbs, adjectives, adverbs, 
pronouns, prepositions and conjunc
tions, he forgot his audience, forgot his

characters, forgot his very drama. But 
what divine roars and whispers of 
sound remain upon those neglected 
pages, despite all the notes of the peda
gogues ! What a work he achieved! 
. . . But Cabell makes it plain. And 
other things too. A singular and fasci
nating book.

III

C o m e  now various profound and 
purposeful books, all of them swiftly 
turning to ashes in the mouth. “Amer
icanized Socialism,” by James Mac- 
Kaye (Boni-Liveright), is apparently 
the fruit of a desire to make Socialism 
fit for the mails, despite the laws now 
raging. It is grounded upon the doc
trine that “the original principles of 
Yankee democracy” are in accord with 
this denaturized Marxism. The thing 
is persuasively done, but it still leaves 
me skeptical. “ Sidelights on Shake
speare,” by Edwin Gordon Lawrence 
(Stratford), is a volume of flaccid 
platitudes by a professor of elocution. 
Chapter two opens: “ It is a mighty 
task to attempt to analyze and describe 
the characters of Shakespeare.” Chap
ter three: “ What a mine of literary 
wealth we possess in the plays of 
Shakespeare!” And so on. “The 
Technique of the One-Act Play” 
(Luce), is by another professor, Dr. 
Roland Lewis, of the University of 
Utah. More, he announces that he 
got “ valuable-aid” from yet other pro
fessors—among them, gentlemen with 
the curious names of Quivey, Bennion, 
Widtsoe and Snoddy. The work is 
typically young-professorial: that is to 
say, the technique unfolded is a tedious 
blend of the obvious and the absurd. 
In “The Music of Spain,”  by Carl Van 
Vechten (Knopf),  there is no hint of 
the male schoolmarm, but the other 
faults of the book make it very dis
appointing. In brief, it is irritatingly 
lazy. Instead of tackling the laborious 
but useful task of writing a genuine 
treatise upon the tone-art of the Span
iards, expounding its peculiarities clear
ly and exposing the merchandise of its
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chief practitioners, Van Vechten simply 
rolled over in bed, reached for a pot 
of glucose, tore the essay on “ Spain 
and Music” from his “ Music and Bad 
Manners,” pasted it on sheets of paper, 
added the piece about “The Land of 
Joy” in “ The Merry-Go-Round,” com
posed a programme essay a la Philip 
Hale on “Carmen,” appended a mass 
of chaotic notes, and then sent the bale 
to the printer. The result is a volume 
of little interest and of no value whatso
ever. The author, in his preface, apolo
gizes for it on the ground that it is 
very difficult to hear any Spanish music 
and almost impossible to get hold of 
Spanish scores. Well, if that be true, 
why write a book about it?

From which flatulence I turn with 
joy to “ South American Travels,” by 
Henry Stephens ( Knickerbocker 
Press), the most lively and instructive 
book of travel that I have encountered 
since the last volume by E. W. Howe. 
It goes without saying that Stephens, 
like Howe, prints his work privately— 
the publishers invariably miss the good 
books of travel and print only the bad 
ones. The author, it appears by his 
title page, is both an A.B. of Harvard 
and a Ph.D. of Vienna, but the learn
ing thus taken aboard seems to have 
left him unpoisoned, for he writes in 
capital American and reveals a thor
oughly American point of view. For 
some strange reason, probably ascrib- 
able to Harvard, he always spells story 
(o f a house) with a penultimate e, in 
the English manner; but for the rest 
he employs the sermo plebeius unflinch
ingly and is not at all afraid of but 
what, party (for person) and bum as 
noun, adjective, verb and adverb. It 
is not, however, the patriotic literary 
manner of the volume that gives it its 
chief charm, but its brisk and unhack
neyed contents. The author covered 
the whole of South America, from Pay- 
ta in the northwest to Rio, with many 
arduous trips into the interior, and 
what he tells us about the country and 
the people is precisely what no other 
traveler tells—to wit, what they eat and 
drink, what their notion is of a good

time, how they smell, how they act 
when in liquor, what their wives look 
like, and what, intrinsically, they amount 
to. From end to end of the book there 
is no mention of art galleries, none of 
.guide books and very little of history, 
but the hotels of every town are de
scribed honestly, the bar-rooms are 
glanced at, and the local brews are sub
jected to a searching and intelligent 
critical analysis.

No fatuous pruderies intrude their 
slimy coils. The author is drawn into 
a fight between a German and an Eng
lishman at Valparaiso, sides with the 
German, floors the Englishman, is pur
sued by the police, knocks out one of 
them, and the next day escapes from 
the town. Even Howe, for all his 
frankness, leaves such episodes out: 
one might read all of his travel books 
without suspecting that he had ever 
rough-housed a foreign seaport. But 
Stephens, puts it in, and in detail. 
Again, at Arequipa in the Andes, a 
Peruvian tries to shanghai him as a 
son-in-law, not knowing that he is al
ready married—and in it goes. Yet 
again, he gets tight in some god-for
saken port with a Chilian, a chance ac
quaintance—and it, too, goes in. Fi
nally, to make an end, he has a quarrel 
with his wife in the remote Brazilian 
town of Tres Irmaos—and in go the 
lamentable facts, including the vast 
enjoyment of the crowd that is at
tracted. In brief, the saga of an in
genious and an honest man—one who 
is not ashamed to tell the truth, even 
about himself. His descriptions of his 
almost Noachian sweatings on tropical 
days make one rejoice subconsciously 
that one’s collar is of celluloid; his ac
counts of the superb helles and dunkles 
on tap under the Southern Cross make 
the esophagus blush with joy. But 
make no mistake: it is not a mere tale 
of scandal and carousing. Intermingled 
with all these personal confidences are 
excellent short treatises upon the coun
tries traversed, careful in fact and 
penetrating in observation. The book 
is unhackneyed, instructive, intelligent 
and enormously amusing.
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