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 o f Cleverness 

The So-Called Fair
B y Owen Hatteras

T HE notion that women, as physi
cal objects, are beautiful is one of 
the oldest and most preposterous 

of human delusions. It owes its vital
ity, in part, to the enormous skill that 
women have for accentuating and 
sophisticating their meager natural 
charms, but in much larger part its sur
vival is to be ascribed to the high van
ity and low aesthetic sensitiveness o f 
men.

The average human male, in point of 
fact, is almost totally destitute o f any
thing properly describable as æsthetic 
sense; if women were genuinely beauti
ful, as a fine cat is often genuinely 
beautiful, he would probably shrink 
from them in horror at their ugliness. 
His habitual attitude toward genuine 
beauty, in fact, is an attitude o f sus
picion and hostility. He does not re

gard a fine painting, or poem, or sym
phony as merely inert and stupid; he 
regards it as, in some indefinable way, 
positively immoral; he would blush to 
be caught showing the enthusiasm over 
it that he shows over a baseball player, 
or an orator at a banquet, or a golf 
club, or a musical comedy, or a beef
steak.

The cult of pure beauty, to him, is a 
cult of flabbiness and affectation. He, 
the average man, views the rare 
aesthetic man as a fellow who is a milk
sop and a scoundrel, and who deserves 
nothing better than a kick in the pan
taloons, and who had better be watched 
by the police. Argue that Mozart was 
a greater man than John D. Rocke
feller, and you set him to watching you 
out of the comer o f his eye every time 
you speak to his wife. Recite a strophe
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2 THE SO-CALLED FAIR

or two of Swinburne in his presence, 
and he will issue orders to the butler 
to throw a can of Old Dutch Cleanser 
at you the next time you call upon his 
daughter. Tell him that the Greek view 
of life was sounder than the Presbyte
rian, and he will go about whispering 
that you are not a fit man to belong 
to a club made up of respectable stock
brokers, hay and feed dealers, and 
cheesemongers.

Such oafs, rolling their eyes in ap
praisement of the female beauty cus
tomarily on display in Christendom, 
bring to their judgments a capacity but 
slightly greater than that a cow would 
bring to the estimation of epistemolo
gies. They are so unfitted for the busi
ness that they are even unable to agree 
upon its elements. Let one such man 
succumb to the plaster charms o f some 
prancing miss, and all his friends will 
wonder what is the matter with him. 
No two are able to agree as to which 
is the most beautiful woman in Zanes
ville, or Syracuse, or East Sixty-third 
Street. Turn six of them loose on the 
floor of a jazz-parlour, and there will 
be no dispute whatsoever: each will 
offer the crown of love and beauty to a 
different girl.

And what æsthetic deafness, dumb
ness and blindness thus open the way 
for, vanity instantly reinforces. That 
is to say, once a normal man has suc
cumbed to the meretricious charms o f 
a definite fair one (or, more accurately, 
once a definite fair one has marked him 
out and grabbed him by the nose), he 
defends his choice with all the heat

and steadfastness appertaining to the 
defense of a point o f the deepest hon
our. To tell a man flatly that his wife 
is not beautiful, or even that his stenog
rapher or manicurist is not beautiful, 
is so harsh and intolerable an insult 
to his taste that even an enemy seldom 
ventures upon it. One would offend 
him far less by arguing that his wife 
is an idiot. One would, relatively 
speaking, almost caress him by spit
ting into his eye. The ego of the male 
is simply unable to stomach such an 
affront. It is a weapon as discreditable 
as the poison o f the Borgias.

Thus, on humane grounds, a con
spiracy of silence surrounds the delu
sion of female 'beauty, and so its vic
tim is permitted to get quite as much 
delight out of it as if it were sound,  
What ensues is the prevailing gabble 
about beautiful eyes, gorgeous com
plexions and lovely forms. The female 
eye, in point of fact, commonly glit
ters far too much to be beautiful; it is 
flashing, arresting, penetrating, but not 
beautiful; as well call a college yell or 
a steamboat whistle beautiful. As for 
the female complexion, no American 
male has seen one as God made it—  
save perhaps in some holy religieuse or 
on a corpse just dragged out o f the 
river— for twenty years ; even in mater
nity hospitals, I am told, the orderlies 
systematically bedaub the noses, cheeks, 
lips and eyebrows of the patients. 
And when it comes to the female 
form—

Well, all I ask is that you take a calm 
look at it.

T HE only way of determining what a woman will do under a given set of 
circumstances is waiting until the circumstances have become history.



The House of Many Bottles
(A  Complete Novelette)

B y Clarkson Crane

In a canyon o f the California coast range, where the road straightens itself 
after climbing a long hill, and before descending again, runs easily for  a while 
on the level, there stands a house grey and empty, with broken windows and 
open door, into which few  people have entered. The grass has grown up around 
the steps o f the porch; one section o f the roof gaped open; the sheds and barns 
all around are like fragile, hollow skulls; among the rags and yellow newspapers 
that cover floors on which people once moved, snakes have made their homes, 
and rustle away across the dry boards if  anyone ventures inside the door.

There is some furniture left in the house, though much has been stolen; a 
three-legged sofa covered with torn cloth, which may once have been red; a 
few  battered chairs tumbled over; an inverted table. In a window a bit of glass 
remains; and if one walks up the crackling staircase to the attic, there are scam
pertings and scratchings in corners and behind walls; birds flash away from  
the upper windows; and in the chinks o f the roof one sees triangles, squares, 
circles o f the profound blue sky.

Behind the house, away from the sour odor o f the interior, but with a dry 
smell o f its own, there is a dust-covered pile o f empty bottles. The rains o f years 
have washed away or obliterated most o f the labels; the accumulation seems 
little more than a shabby heap with an occasional protruding neck or jagged 
edge. But on moonlight nights, with the silence o f the hills all around, passersby 
have noticed glimmers o f light reflected from  the glass, and seeing the naked 
shell o f the house against the sky (it stands on a slight eminence above the road) 
have hurried on, vaguely fearful o f looking back over their shoulders.

Here is the story o f that deserted house:

CH APTER I

S EVE R A L years ago, when white 
paint still covered the board walls 
and the shingles on the roof were 

intact, two women lived there together.
One o f them, the elder of the two, 

was about forty years old, rather stout 
and short, with black hair and a round, 
pinkish face. She had pudgy hands, 
and she tried to keep them white, when
ever she hoed in the vegetable garden, 
by wearing canvas gloves. During the 
day she wore a khaki skirt with a blue 
flannel shirt above it and a red necktie;

and looked far more like a city woman 
out camping than the owner o f a ranch. 
She walked with a hurried waddle, 
swaying from side to side; and spent 
as much of her time as possible lying 
on the red sofa in the ranch “parlour,” 
smoking cigarettes and reading the 
cheap magazines that came to her from 
San Francisco. Her given name was 
Polly; her surname no one knew; for 
she admitted that she only called her
self “ Polly Brown” in order that no 
one might know who she really was.

Her companion, everyone in the vil
lage o f P and in the hills round-
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4 THE HOUSE OF M A N Y  BOTTLES

about had known for years. Sallie 
Jackson, the only daughter of old Abe 
Jackson, who lived in a shanty on the 
edge o f town, was a tall girl of eighteen 
or nineteen, with straw-colored hair, a 
broad, freckled, stupid face in which 
a large mouth opened, and long arms 
that dangled heavily at her sides when 
she moved about. She wore (save in 
the evening) a soiled gingham dress, 
long shoes that leaned over on worn 
heels; and she did almost all the work 
there was to be done around the ranch- 
house. Every morning she got up 
early, sitting for a moment in her bed, 
yawning and stretching; prepared 
breakfast, clumping around the kitchen 
in her heavy shoes; and when coffee 
in thick white cups was steaming on 
the table she would stand loosely in 
the doorway with one big hand on the 
wall, and shout in her deep, drawling 
voice:

“ Come on, Polly, git yore breakfast. 
It’s all ready.”

And Polly, with an inevitable, sur
prised “ O h!” would patter about her 
room, drawing on a purple wrapper and 
adjusting her hair, open the door quick
ly, and bustle into the kitchen, her 
black little eyes intent, her hands with 
rings on them patting away at her 
plump cheeks, as if every day she felt 
that they needed to be remodeled.

There was little conversation during 
the meal: Polly’s movements were al
ways nervous, her voice petulant; her 
round eyes blinked at Sally over the 
ponderous coffee cup; the purple wrap
per sleeve kept falling away from her 
fat arm; and all she ever said was “ Oh, 
ain’t it cold !” or “ I got a headache this 
morning,”  or (this last with a sudden 
questioning pause and fixing o f her 
polished eyes), “ Do you feel all right, 
this morning, dearie?”

“ Yaaaas,”  Sallie answered to almost 
all of her companion’s remarks.

She always finished eating long be
fore Polly, and sat with her elbows on 
the brown oilcloth, her chin resting in 
her hands, bits of hair tumbling over 
her wide face. After moments o f si
lence, during which she breathed heav

ily and shifted her feet under the table, 
she would say:

“ Gotta split wood this morning” ; or 
“ Gotta hoe them beans, today” ; or 
“ Gotta go to town this afternoon.”

As if she did not altogether pay at
tention, Polly would look up, chewing 
on a piece o f bacon, and say:

“ Do you, Sally? Oh, dear!”
And the girl, with ho change in her 

dull eyes or in her position, usually an
swered :

“ Sure I do.”
In this way the day began.
If anything really had to be done 

during the morning, it was Sally who 
did it ; but even before she was dressed 
Polly loved to trot around in her old 
purple wrapper, dabbing here and there 
with a rag that she held bunched up in 
her hand. She called it “ doing the 
housework.”

While she hurried about, keeping the 
wrapper together with one arm, her 
round cheeks would grow pinker, her 
breath would come more and more rap
idly, her eyes would fix themselves al
most desperately, and she would dart 
from one corner to another in the dingy 
rooms, from a chair to a table, and back 
again to a chair.

“ There,”  she kept saying, “ there, 
there!”

Then, standing in the middle of the 
kitchen and glancing about, with a 
rapid gesture she would toss the rag 
into a corner and, vanishing into her 
own room, spend the morning there, do
ing as little as possible.

Save for the cooking, which was 
never elaborate, and whatever cleaning 
was necessary, there was little work 
even for Sally; for the revenues o f the 
ranch did not come from agriculture. 
Nevertheless, she would walk around 
throughout the day, moving heavily in 
her soiled gingham; and people who 
went by in automobiles would see her 
tall figure above them on the slope, and 
notice the mass o f her yellow hair in 
the sunshine.

It was in the evening that the real life 
o f the two women began. After sup
per, when they had cleared away the
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dishes, they went to their rooms, and 
emerged soon after dressed in robes of 
satin. Polly always wore red, thinking 
the effect striking with her black hair; 
Sally, light blue; and they would ar
range themselves in the “ parlour,” 
Polly on the sofa with a cigarette and 
a cheap magazine, Sally across the 
room in an armchair, her head leaning 
back, eyes half closed.

Usually they did not have long to 
wait, for the house was known to 
ranchers and farmhands for miles 
around.

Men would arrive in wagons; carts, 
automobiles; sometimes seven or eight 
were gathered there on the same eve
ning; and for hours the house would 
blaze with light and almost burst with 
sound, a roaring, flaming oven o f sor
did revelry isolated in the black still
ness o f surrounding mountains. Be
fore going away, the men always helped 
the women “ clean up the mess”— it was 
a custom; and there would be a thump
ing of chairs, and ringing and crash
ing o f glass as they tossed empty bot
tles on to the pile behind the house. 
Then they would drive away as they 
had come, though not silently: lights 
would finally vanish from the windows; 
male voices shouting “ Oh, Polly!— Oh, 
Sally!”  would diminish; and the heavy 
darkness o f the vast mountain night, 
full of perfumes and vague, half-heard 
sounds, would overwhelm the house, 
like water extinguishing a torch.

CH APTER II

O f all this crowd, the visitors that 
came with the greatest regularity to see 
the women were two men who lived on 
the next ranch, a few  miles down the 
canyon.

Among the people o f the valley and
the villagers of P- - - -  Corbin, the
rancher, was known for his silence, his 
unsociability, and his physical strength. 
He was a tall, heavy-set blond, with a 
smooth-shaven face, blue eyes, and 
square chin. At home, while working, 
he usually wore a pair of blue overalls 
that came up to his chest, and under

them a lighter blue hickory shirt with 
the collar open. But when he drove to 
town in the light wagon with Louis, 
hired-man and dependent, beside him 
on the seat, he always put on a black 
necktie and a grey coat that hung loose
ly from his wide shoulders.

If people spoke to him in the village, 
standing beside the wagon and looking 
up at him, he only answered in mono
syllables, keeping his face calm and 
cold, with the trace of a sneer about his 
mouth; and frequently, while they were 
still talking, he would turn aside impa
tiently, cluck to his horse, and drive 
away, leaving them in a cloud of dust, 
surprised and angry. As a result, most 
people disliked him, save McCray, the 
fat hotel proprietor, who thought him a 
fine man; but they feared him even 
more; for they recognized his great 
strength, and knew stories of what he 
had done with it.

As for Louis, no one even noticed 
him. In his black coat and frayed 
shirt, he would sit in the cart beside 
Corbin, leaning forward with his arms 
on his knees. He was cross-eyed, had 
thick black hair that drooped over his 
receding forehead, a flat nose, and a 
crooked mouth. While people around 
him spoke, he paid no attention: he only 
gazed at the horse’s tail, turning quick
ly if the man beside him gave an order.
In P- - - -  they called him Corbin’s
dog.

Louis was no longer a young man. 
He had spent his boyhood down south 
of San Francisco along the muddy 
shore o f the bay, or working on small 
farms. Then for years he had wan
dered, tramping from one end of the 
state to the other, and finally, having
drifted one day to P- - - - - , he met
Corbin, who was looking for a man, 
went with, him to the ranch and re
mained. After the first year or two, 
he received no regular wages: he mere
ly lived there, working when Corbin 
told him to, drinking whenever he could 
get whiskey, too lethargic even to think 
of moving on, resentful, dumb, yet 
looking upon Corbin as a god.

When Polly’s uncle, Old Larned,
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died, until Polly came from San Fran
cisco to claim her property, it was Cor
bin who had taken charge o f the bay 
mare. Then he advised Polly how to 
sell the ranch. When she announced 
that she would live there, and would 
never return to the old life in the city, 
he had shrugged his shoulders incred
ulously, not knowing what the “ old 
life” had been.

At first Polly’s existence went 
smoothly enough, with Corbin from 
time to time giving advice. Then she 
grew lonely, and having met Sally 
Jackson in the village, took a liking to 
the awkward girl, and brought her out 
to the ranch. Now Sally Jackson was 
known to all the village; at sixteen she 
had been the target of gossips; and the 
result o f the alliance was that, instead 
o f abandoning the old life in San Fran
cisco Polly, succumbing by degrees, 
brought it with her to the ranch in the 
mountains.

“ It’s no good living all alone,”  she 
told Sally. “ Don’t you think it’s nice 
to have the fellows come around to see 
us now and then, dearie?”

Sally, who happened to be clattering 
about the kitchen stove, answered: 
“ Yaaaas,”  without turning her head. 
And as the news o f this new hospitality 
crept through the hills little by little, 
spoken o f in barrooms, conveyed to 
lonely mountaineers by Buddy West, 
the red-haired boy who drove a Ford 
from ranch to ranch, carrying anything 
for anybody, fresh wind o f incentive 
arose among the men who sawed wood, 
ploughed up the dry hillsides, and 
lopped off branches under the sun, and 
even Louis looked up at Corbin with a 
new gleam in his eye.

CH APTER III

I t  was Sally Jackson that from the 
very first attracted Corbin’s attention.

He thought little o f her in the day
time (before Polly’s entertainments be
gan) : she was ungainly, with a deep 
voice; but when he entered the parlour 
one evening and saw her in the light 
blue satin gown, that hung loosely about

her, with coils of straw-colored hair 
wound thickly around her head, he 
stopped suddenly in the doorway, 
throwing back his shoulders with a jerk.

She was sitting on a stiff chair, one 
arm hanging loosely over the back, 
looking at him sleepily. He was 
amazed at the slim whiteness o f her 
arms above the elbows. As he stood 
there Polly’s voice became a meaning
less twitter in his ears ; he stepped for
ward, reaching out his arms, took the 
girl by the shoulders, and lifted her 
from the chair.

From that day on, it was understood 
that Sally Jackson was Corbin’s girl.

The popularity o f the two women 
grew less, of course, as the novelty of 
their gaudy parties wore off, and soon 
there were many evenings when only 
Corbin and Louis were there.

This was what Corbin liked. He 
would sit near Sally on a straight 
chair, leaning forward, and gripping 
her wrists in his big hands; and for an 
hour or more he would talk to her rap
idly in a low voice, rarely smiling, pull
ing her arm towards him now and then. 
She would reply at intervals: “ Oh, 
say!”  or “ Oh, go on, now!”  or “ N o?”  

But most o f the time she sat there 
motionless, her mouth open in a half 
grin, laughing gruffly and occasionally 
pulling her arms back to her lap. Then 
without any warning Corbin would 
stand up, take the girl by the arm, and 
lift her from the chair. She always 
walked before him obediently; but 
many times she turned her head and 
glanced down at her arm, where his red 
hand encircled the flesh.

“ My, ain’t he strong!”  Polly once 
exclaimed to Louis. They were sitting 
together on the red sofa, Polly reclin
ing at one end with a cigarette in her 
hand. The tobacco smoke climbed up 
by her round face and formed in lay
ers across the room.

“ M y !”  she repeated. “ Ain’t he 
strong! But he shouldn’t hurt her arm 
like that.”

“ Sure he’s strong,”  Louis answered, 
without looking at her. “ Sure.”

He was leaning forward with his
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arms crossed on his knees, blinking at 
the stove across the room. Now and 
then he extended a grimy hand with 
black, shattered nails and stroked 
Polly’s arm. She regarded him through 
the smoke, and when he grinned or 
guffawed hoarsely smiled rapidly: 
Louis always donned a guilty air as 
if he were stealing his happy mo
ments.

“ Sure,” he said again a few minutes 
later, “ there ain’t no one stronger. I 
seen him twist a steer’s neck and throw 
him down— sure— at a rodeo. There 
was a feller in town says, ‘What’re you 
doin’ here ?’ Corbin says, ‘I’ll show 
you what,’ yeah— he said that. And 
he hit him right in the jaw— s u r e -  
broke him all up— sure he did.”

Louis spoke slowly, as if he were 
pressing out these memories with diffi
culty from a frozen, darkened mass; 
he hardly changed expression; and his 
voice continued in a guttural monotone. 
In the middle of a sentence he stopped, 
and nothing more came, though Polly 
waited. She said:

“ My goodness,” tossing her cigarette 
away, and then went on : “ But he’s an
awful good man, just the same, ain’t 
he? Ain’t he, dearie? Don’t you 
think he’s an awful good man ? I do.” 
Her voice trailed away nasally; then 
she continued: “ There ain’t many
men like him in San Francisco.”

Louis said: “ I seen him kick a dog
and kill it.”

“ Oh, dearie!”  Polly exclaimed.
But Louis said no more.
In his sluggish mind, the name of 

the city created heavy movements, and 
he remembered slowly that he had been 
there years ago— long before the fire.

“ I was in ’Frisco,”  he said, staring 
vaguely before him. Then he raised 
his head. “ They say the city’s been all 
built up with steel buildings, eh ? That 
must be pretty nice, eh? All steel. 
That must look fine, don’t it? Now 
don’t it ?”

“ Sure, dearie, sure,”  answered Polly 
absentmindedly.

Louis melted away into a rumbling 
chuckle. . . .

CH APTER IV

“ You git that tree out today, Louis, 
eh ?”  Corbin said one morning not long 
after.

They were at breakfast in the 
kitchen, eating beans and drinking cof
fee in which lumps of bread floated. 
When he spoke he did not raise his eyes 
from the table.

Louis nodded; but Corbin, not seeing 
him, went on :

“ You git that tree out, Louis. What? 
Why the hell don’t you answer?”

“ I heard— yuh.”
“ Well, then, answer, damn it!”
He had the tree down by noon with 

the branches lopped away, and in the 
afternoon he commenced to saw it into
the proper lengths. The road to P------
ran only a few yards from where he 
was working: occasionally a cart or an 
automobile went by, leaving a swelling, 
scattering cloud of yellow dust that re
mained sluggishly long after the ve
hicle had disappeared. Every few min
utes Louis straightened up, wiping the 
perspiration from his face with his 
shirt sleeve; and once or twice he sat 
down on the log, rolled a cigarette with 
brown paper and Durham, and gazed 
about him.

It was midsummer. There was no 
wind, and in the dense, shimmering air 
the trees and bushes were like clumps 
of seaweed on the bottom of a stagnant 
ocean. Above him, against the thick 
blue sky, buzzards made even circles, 
tilting from side to side, rising, falling, 
wheeling, vanishing over the hills and 
reappearing, with occasional quiet 
movements of their wings.

To Louis, who watched them sleepily, 
they were merely “ them birds”— black 
things always there, flying about for no 
apparent reason.

He stood up limply, holding the saw 
in one hand, and prepared to work. 
Then, hearing the sound o f  approach
ing wheels and languorous thumping of 
hoofs, he glanced up: it was Polly in 
her buggy, driving toward town. Erect 
in the seat, her face pink, both hands 
before her holding the reins, she was
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looking straight ahead down the road. 
When Louis called (or grunted), she 
turned her head quickly, saw him, drew 
up the cadaverous bay mare and 
waited for him to come to the fence.

“ Hullo, Louis.”
“ Hullo, Polly.”
She was dressed in the faded tan 

suit brought with her from San Fran
cisco ; a round hat of the same color 
almost concealed her hair.

“ My! Ain’t it hot, Louis!”
“ Yeaah.”
“ You mustn’t work too hard.”
“ Noooh,” Louis laughed gruffly, 

twisting his mouth, glancing quickly 
from side to side.

He had left the saw behind him near 
the log and he stood by the fence, his 
hands (one of them gripped his hat) 
hanging loosely down beside his form
less trousers. His black hair drooped 
over his forehead and ears, shining in 
the sun.

“ Well, Louis, good-bye. Take care 
o ’ yourself. I gotta go to town.”

He watched the buggy move away. 
On either side of it buckeye was in blos
som; among the greens of the foliage 
ran slender reddish branches o f man
zanita and madrone; in the clearing op
posite, dark green live-oaks stood, bul
bous and manifold, in the golden grass ; 
over everything the heat lay in the thick 
air; and dust rose and drifted slowly 
along, as the buggy wheels ran with a 
whispering rattle over the road.

While he was adjusting the saw he 
heard Corbin’s voice and looking up 
saw him near the house, waving.

“ Louis! Louis! Come here! Com’ere, 
Louis!”

He left his work and walked up the 
path through the beanfield, carrying the 
saw. He hated the man who stood 
there waiting, strong and tall, with the 
inevitable blue shirt and calm, shaven 
face. But he obeyed, muttering under 
his breath.

CHAPTER V

V e r y  often during that summer, 
when Corbin ordered him to do some

thing, he grumbled in this way, and 
two or three times even turned aside. 
But he always did what he was told to 
do. One afternoon, nevertheless, Cor
bin took him by the collar and swung 
him about.

“ Say, what’s the matter with you, 
Louis, huh ? You got anything against 
me? If you have, spit it out. W ell?”

“ Naw, naw. That’s all right. Lem
me go.”

“ Don’t I always treat you square? 
Huh ?”

“ Sure, sure, that’s all right. Lem
me go.”

“ Well, then, you want to keep your 
face shut, see?”

He shook him once more, then re
leased him and walked away toward the 
house. Louis stood there, limp and ter
rified, his shirt collar still bunched up, 
his eyes on the ground; then he turned 
and slouched over to the woodpile.

In this way the days passed, and 
Louis found them agreeable in spite o f 
Corbin. Once or twice a week they 
walked up the road to see Polly and 
Sally; usually they were the only vis
itors; and in the stuffy parlour they 
amused themselves until after midnight, 
and then returned home, half drunk. 
Louis began to wait for these visits, 
and while he was working had dim vi
sions of Polly in his mind. She was 
“all right,”  he thought; she “never got 
mad.”  Only once had he seen the 
woman lose her temper.

They had all been drinking steadily 
that evening since the arrival of the 
two men; a number of beer bottles 
rolled onto the dusty carpet; then Polly 
brought out whiskey, and they emptied 
the first quart. Earlier than usual Cor
bin had favored Sally with his elephan
tine caresses.

“ My, ain’t he forceful” Polly ex
claimed.

She was sitting at one end of the 
sofa, her legs crossed, smoking a cigar
ette. Now and then she pushed aside 
Louis, who, very drunk, kept tumbling 
limply onto her shoulder.

“ Ooh, don’t, dearie, don’t,”  she re
peated.
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The room seemed warm to Louis. 
Her voice was a far-away, insignificant 
babble that he scarcely heard; he knew 
dimly that she didn’t want him to lean 
upon her; but he rolled over again and 
again, chuckling deeply.

“ Now, Louis, stop! That ain’t nice!” 
Suddenly the door opened and Sally 

ran into the room, her face flushed.
“ He slapped me,”  she cried. “ He 

slapped me hard! He ain’t agoin’ to 
do that!”

Polly bobbed from the sofa.
“ What’s the matter, dearie? Now, 

Sally!”
Tugging at her gown, the girl crossed 

the room heavily, murmuring in her 
deep voice:

“ Wha’d he want to hit me for?” 
Just then Corbin entered, his hair 

disarranged.
“ Come on,”  he said, and he took 

Sally by the wrists. “ Don’t be mad.”  
“ Lemme g o ! Lemme g o !”
Red and waddling, Polly trotted for

ward, her fists clenched and lifted, 
seized Corbin’s arm and began to pull 
on it aimlessly.

“ You let her go now, you just let her 
go ! That ain’t no way to do. You’re 
a mean, nasty man, you are. You can’t 
come here and act that way in my 
house!”

Then softening her voice:
“ Oh, be nice, dearie, be nice. You 

don’t want to do nothing like that. Be 
nice. Now you leave go my wrist”—  
raising her voice— “ you leave me go 
now! Oh, stop, stop, stop! You’re 
hurtin’ me.”

She tottered backward across the 
room when Corbin pushed her, and 
flopped clumsily on to the sofa beside 
Louis, both her feet leaving the floor, 
one black slipper dropping off. Then 
while Corbin advanced to the still grum
bling Sally she began to weep, raising 
both hands to her eyes.

CH APTER VI

But for the most part the days were 
smooth and placid as the summer itself. 
The two men cut wood for their

friends, gave them advice, once even 
made a new door for one o f the bed
rooms and put it in place, after much 
planning and fitting.

Louis would carry up vegetables that 
he knew the women did not have; and 
one day he carved a doll from a piece 
of kindling, made hair from thin-cut 
shavings, painted black eyes, cut a 
notch for a mouth, inserted a tiny nob 
for a nose, and presented the thing to 
Polly, _ standing hat in hand at the 
kitchen door. She said:

“ Oh, Louis! Ain’t that just too 
sweet!”

And she placed it on the mantelpiece, 
so that it leaned against the wall. It 
remained there, arms slanting out from 
its sides, unmoved by voices, looking 
placidly down upon the entertainments.

In return for  these favors, the two 
women mended clothes for the men and 
sometimes even did their washing. Very 
often, on her way to town in the buggy, 
Polly, dressed in her tan suit, would 
draw up near the fence and wait until 
Corbin or Louis walked down to her.

“ Anything you want in town?” she 
always asked.

Then she would chat for a while, 
holding the long whip in her hand (she 
always wore gray buckskin gauntlets) ; 
and finally saying, “ Well, so-long,” 
would tickle the horse’s flank and de
part, leaning back in the seat as the 
buggy moved forward.

If it were Corbin who had spoken 
with her, he would turn away and walk 
slowly through the bean-field. But 
Louis always waited a moment, his 
hands on the fence, looking after her. 
Sitting in the buggy, wearing the tan 
suit, she seemed to him far away and 
magnificent— not at all the same Polly 
who reclined, warm and perfumed, o f 
an evening on the red sofa.

* * *
And so the lives o f the four contin

ued, quietly, monotonously. Summer 
advanced in the canyon, turning the 
hills dryer and browner; September 
came and the nights grew colder. When 
the two men left the women and walked 
homeward down the road, carrying a
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lantern that threw a yellow glow on 
the dark trees, Louis shivered and 
buried his hands in his pockets. They 
began to talk with Polly and Sally 
about the coming winter and spring
time ; Louis spent a week chopping 
wood and piling it in their woodshed 
for the rainy season; he even helped 
them tack oiled canvas over a broken 
pane of glass in the kitchen; and one 
afternoon he cleaned out the pipe lead
ing from the stove in the parlour.

One day was like another; each week 
like the one preceding. Their lives 
seemed so well arranged, so firmly es
tablished, that none of the four even 
dreamed that a change was impending.

CH APTER VII

L ate  in October, on a Sunday eve
ning, when the two men had finished 
eating and were sitting without a word 
in the kitchen, Corbin said :

“ Come on, Louis, let’s go and see the 
girls.”

Smoking a flat, moist cigarette o f 
brown paper, Louis was peering at the 
stove, in which a fire grumbled, his 
head bent forward.  He grunted.

“ Well, then, come on,”  continued 
Corbin, rising. “ Come on, Louis, come 
on, come on, come on.”

Removing the cigarette and spitting 
against the base of the stove, Louis 
got up and shuffled from the room : he 
was surprised and rather pleased at 
the good-natured ring of Corbin’s 
voice.

They walked up the curving road be
tween two dark walls o f trees; Louis 
shivered when the wind rushed upon 
them; overhead small remote stars 
glittered coldly. When at last they 
turned toward Polly’s ranch house, and 
began to ascend the path, Corbin swing
ing the lantern, shouted:

“ Hello there!— Hellooooooh, there!” 
His voice hurst out queerly in the 

night where the only sound was the 
rushing wind; and Louis, a few steps 
behind, started, lifting his head.

For a moment their shoes thumped 
along over the dusty path: then the

ranch-house door opened, releasing an 
expanding rectangle of yellow light. 

Corbin shouted again:
“ Helloooh— there!”
A  thought took shape in Louis’s 

mind, and he muttered :
“ He’s feelin’ good.”
Standing on the threshold, throwing 

a bulbous shadow into the distorted 
patch o f light on the ground, Polly 
awaited them, one hand on the knob of 
the open door. When they were only 

.a few feet away Corbin bellowed once 
more:

“ Hellooooh there!”
“ Oh! You scared me,” Polly 

squealed, jumping back.
Then she closed the door when the 

men had entered, and stood with her 
back against it, her round eyes sur
prised and blinking. Striding up and 
down the room, his hands thrust into 
the pockets of his trousers, his grey 
coat hanging loosely about him, Corbin 
commenced to laugh and then to sing:

“  I'll sell my chaps and saddul,
My spurs can go to rust,

For once in a whi-ile there’ s a bron
cho

Yours truly cannot bust.”

On the word “ while”  his voice 
climbed, long-drawn and strained, 
finally breaking; and the concluding 
line tumbled from his lips like the fall
ing of a rope that has been cut. He 
dropped into a chair near Sally, who 
had been staring at him all this time 
with her mouth open, took her wrists, 
and began boisterously to pull her arms 
toward him and then push them away. 
The muscles of his shoulders swelled 
under the coat; between his collar and 
the thick yellow hair his red neck ap
peared for an instant when he leaned 
forward.

“Ain’t it nice he’s so happy!” ex
claimed Polly suddenly through her 
nose.

Beside her in the sofa, bent forward 
and rolling a cigarette, Louis nodded 
quickly and then glanced up under his 
black hair. He had never seen Corbin
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so jovial before; he did not know 
whether to be pleased or afraid.

“ Come on, Polly,” shouted Corbin, 
“ get a little drink, will yuh ?”

When Polly returned, a trifle flushed, 
hugging a cluster o f bottles to her red 
gown, Corbin, turning in his chair, 
commanded with a sweep of his arm 
toward the table:

“ Put ’em down there and git some 
glasses. And now pour it out,” he 
went on after Polly had obeyed.

CH APTER V III

T h e  air in the room grew warmer, 
and bluish layers of tobacco smoke ex
tended from above the sofa to the 
lamp on the mantelpiece. Whenever 
anyone moved around, the smoke 
twisted, coiled into knots, drifted a 
few feet, then settled quietly into 
place.

It seemed to Louis, who lolled on 
the sofa with a glass o f whiskey in his 
hand, as if he never would have to 
change his position. There was a 
pleasant blur in the room about him; 
through the smoke he could see on the 
mantelpiece the doll he had carved, 
leaning stiffly with slanting arms; he 
could even stare at the greyish walls 
and connect the dangling tags of loos
ened wallpaper together in patterns. 
From across the room came the pro
longed mutter o f Corbin’s voice; be
side him he could hear Polly’s regular 
breathing. He said: "Polly! Polly!” 
and laughed deeply. But when Polly’s 
voice, far away, answered: “ What, 
dearie ?”  he had forgotten what he 
wanted to say, and laughing again, took 
a drink, clutching the glass tightly in 
his blackened hand.

Once he heard Polly say:
“ Now you stop, now you stop! 

Don’t you see that hurts her?” And 
he felt that she moved suddenly on the 
sofa.

But little by little the sense of pass
ing time abandoned him; and he bare
ly noticed that Corbin and Sally had 
gone from the room. He only felt, 
without realizing why, that a heavy

silence had fallen after the slamming 
o f the door.

Stretching out an arm and bending 
forward, he began to pour whiskey in
to his empty glass, spilling a few drops 
on Polly’s gown. She was humming 
in a minute high voice, leaning back 
against the wall; but when she felt the 
liquor soaking through, she started up, 
exclaiming:

“ Louis! Now you be careful!”
He chuckled, raising the glass; sil

ence settled again over them; and soon 
Polly, very faintly, began once more to 
hum. Louis surrendered himself to his 
glass, dim and contented.

Suddenly he felt Polly jerk away 
from beside him, vaguely saw her trot 
across the room, a blur o f red and 
white, heard her voice loud and 
nasal crying something at the closed 
door.

As if he were in another world, he 
became aware o f confusion around him 
in the house: another voice, deeper and 
more prolonged than Polly’s, hung in
terminably in the air; lying back on the 
sofa, his head against the wall, he could 
see the flutter o f Polly’s white hands 
against the door.

Two or three times, without knowing 
why, he attempted to stand; but he 
always sank back; and at last, grum
bling deeply, he hurled his empty glass 
at the mantelpiece, raising his voice in 
a guttural shout.

The door opened; Corbin emerged, 
his shirt torn, his yellow hair mussed.

Louis saw him all in a blur stride 
across the room and back, upsetting the 
table with one hand as he passed. 
Polly waddled after him, squealing and 
drumming with her fists against his 
back. He heard two voices interweav
ing— one shrill, the other gruff.

“ What you done to her? What you 
done ?”

“ Lemme go, lemme g o !”
“ But what’ll we do? What’ll we 

do? Oh, you’re a bad man, a nasty 
man! Oh, what’ll we do? W hat'll 
we do?”

He grew dizzy in the whirl o f noise, 
color, movement. Lying back against
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the wall, he heard the two voices con
tinue, a tangle of sound: figures moved 
up and down before him. Then silence 
came; and all at once he heard a low, 
choking wail. Looking out through 
half-closed lids, he saw Polly sitting 
near the upset table, her head thrown 
back with hair dangling, her fat arms 
bare to the elbows waving in the air. 
She began to moan:

“ Oh, what’ll we do ? Oh, what’ll we 
do?”

The air felt warm again and he 
smelt the fumes of tobacco. He want
ed to sleep. Letting his head roll back 
he began to breathe profoundly; but 
another blare of sound awoke him. It 
was Polly’s voice, high-pitched, end
less.

Under the lamp that stood on the 
mantelpiece, spreading a yellow glow 
about the room, he saw Corbin sitting, 
his red hands gripping the arms of the 
chair. For an instant he saw his face 
clearly— mouth drooping open, eyes 
wide. Never, never had he seen that 
expression before: he felt a sluggish 
burst of surprise; then confusion over
whelmed him; and he was conscious 
only of color, light, heat, and through 
it all, turning, twisting, snarling, like a 
flashing white wire, the vague shrill 
monotone o f Polly’s complaint.

He never did learn all that took place 
near him that evening. Once, hearing 
the thud of footsteps, he opened his 
eyes and half lifted his head. Corbin 
was walking backward toward the 
door, turning his head now and then; 
Polly, facing him and several paces 
away, followed slowly, her mouth open, 
sniffling and wrinkling up her nose. 
Something long and white seemed to 
connect them.

Once again (this time when he sat 
up, rubbing his hands over his throb
bing head) be saw them. Near the 
overturned table, Polly was leaning 
over a chair, working at something 
with her hands; and he noticed with
out surprise that now she had on her 
tan suit, and that the round hat o f the 
same color covered her hair. Then 
Corbin came to the door, strode in,

said in a vague, far-away voice: “ It’s 
all ready. It’s all ready.”

And after that he found himself all 
alone in the room. The table was still 
overturned; the fire no longer whis
pered in the round stove. He sat up 
straight, resting both hands palm down 
beside him, and began to laugh with
out reason.

“ Polly! Polly!” he muttered; and 
when no answer came, he chuckled 
again foolishly, and let himself tumble 
back.

The stovepipe, running up the oppo
site wall, swayed to and fr o ; against 
the wallpaper the gilt rim that en
circled the pipe shimmered like a round 
puddle o f molten gold.

“ Polly,”  he said again.
Then he heard Corbin outside cry

ing : “ All right, all right, all right!”  and 
in the following blur of stillness, a 
scraping rattle ran along for a few 
moments and then died away.

When next he came to himself, Cor
bin had him by the collar and was pull
ing him away from the sofa.

“ Come on, Louis, we got to get out 
o f here.”

“ Aw right! Aw right!”
“ Hurry up, will you! Come on, 

now, get hold o’ yourself.”
He was aware of the night, black and 

chill; a winding road creased with ruts ; 
Corbin’s hand compressing his arm; 
then warmth again.

The day ended.

CH APTER IX

It was still dark when Louis awoke 
on the following morning; but through 
the half open door he could hear in 
the kitchen heavy irregular footsteps, 
the clatter of a chair lifted and set 
down, the drumming crackle of a new 
fire in the stove.

Entering his room, a yellowish glow 
o f light lay upon the floor. For years 
he had been the first to arise: now what 
was the matter? What was Corbin 
doing in there? Enveloping his neck 
in the greasy red comforter, he lay on 
his side with eyes open, and specu
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lated slowly, groping in the fog of his 
mind. At first, for several minutes, he 
felt only a cloudy nausea, an indefinite 
headache, that overcame the noise he 
had heard; then gradually his sensa
tions crystallized; and he knew vaguely 
that he was fully clothed, with a 
blanket twisted into a bulb around his 
heavy boots.

The memories of the preceding eve
ning did not come to him all at once. 
They were there like figures in a 
forest, illuminated by sudden vanish
ing lights; and unable to seize them he 
lay with his mouth open, loth to move, 
as if an immense, irresistible pressure 
were descending upon him. Finally, 
swinging his legs over the edge of the 
bed, and kicking away the blankets, he 
stood on the floor, clapping a hand to 
the wall for support.

“ Get some more wood,” said Corbin 
sharply, when Louis came through the 
doorway, his head hanging; and as the 
arm-load o f kindling tumbled into the 
wood-box, he looked away from the 
stove over which he was standing, and 
ordered:

“ Sit down.”
Dropping into his chair and resting 

both arms on, the table, Louis followed 
with his eyes the slender crack that 
meandered over a grey china plate. The 
sounds o f the fire, of clattering iron, 
o f footsteps were muffled, indistinct. 
Little by little the lost events returned, 
slipping into place one after another 
like the colored bits of a puzzle. Sud
denly he trembled all over and raised 
his head.

“ Did you— kill her?”
The tumult ceased around the stove; 

Corbin turned his heavy face and re
garded Louis, holding a spoon poised 
over a steaming pan.

“ Huh?”
“ Did you— did you kill her?”
For a moment the flames seemed 

angrily to hammer at the stove, rum
bling and coughing. Then Corbin, with 
a sudden half-grin, nodded his head 
like a mischievous boy.

“ Uh-huh.”
A  shadowy, dumb terror invaded

Louis like black liquid. He only 
mumbled.

“What?” demanded Corbin.
“ Nothin’, nothin’, nothin’.”
Gnarled and sombre, like a figure 

carved from bark, Louis sat there, his 
hands gripping his knees, his head turn
ing from side to side. Under his black 
hair, his yellowish eyes moving in his 
face glinted in the light that the soli
tary lamp hanging from the ceiling 
spread about the room. Without speak
ing, he swayed to and f r o ; then lifting 
a hand, pawed at the table, upsetting 
one of the thick white cups. It rolled 
clumsily along, tracing a semi-circle, 
balanced on- the rim o f the oilcloth, 
clattered onto the floor, and lay there, 
the handle broken. Corbin started.

“ What the hell?”
Louis, seeming to shrink, uttered a 

rumbling laugh.
“ What’re you going to do?” he said 

at last.
“ Nothin’ !” Then almost savagely: 

“ Nothin’s goin’ to happen. Polly, she’s 
gone away.”

That was all he said.
In silence the two men sat down 

opposite one another, ate beans, and 
drank their coffee.

Slowly, the window panes turned 
grey, the cocks began to crow, some 
near, others replying far away down 
the valley; and finally, when the trees 
outside were visible against the sky, 
Corbin arose, took down the lamp and 
blew out the flame. In the fat glass 
body, the white wick, like a pallid 
worm, moved in the oil.

Then they left the kitchen and began 
the day’s work, Corbin walking to
ward the barn, Louis taking up a hoe. 
For a moment he stood by the kitchen 
door; his clothes, hanging loosely about 
him, were distorted and creased after 
the night, his greasy hair covered his 
ears, his head inclined forward. When 
Corbin disappeared in the barn, Louis 
turned away with his hoe on his shoul
der, and walked toward the field of 
horse beans that sloped away toward 
the road.

All through the morning, while he
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worked in the crumbling, dry furrows, 
he would pause and stand leaning on 
the hoe, mopping the sweat from his 
forehead. The dust would settle 
around his ragged shoes; his shadow, 
more and more contracted as the morn
ing advanced, would lie motionless, 
curving over the piles o f earth; his 
head would sink lower; and with eyes 
half closed he would look toward the 
house. Now and then he would see 
Corbin, bulky in a light blue shirt, the 
sun shining on his yellow hair.

Into Louis’ mind memories arose, as 
bits of mud and decayed roots emerge 
in the stirring o f a dark pool. Events 
long forgotten o f his vagabond days 
ascended: small town jails, riots, police 
clubs. When he climbed the hill at 
noon (Corbin, standing before the 
house, had bellowed his name), he was 
silent and moody; he ate his food with
out a word; and not until after he had 
finished, and was leaning forward to 
roll a cigarette, did he say, glancing 
obliquely at Corbin:

“ Maybe they’ll come.”
“ W ho’ll come?”
Louis jerked his arm sideways.
“ The cops.”
Leaning back in his chair and thrust

ing both hands into his pockets, Corbin 
regarded Louis with an expressionless 
face ; then widening his mouth and 
shaking his head gravely, he said: 

“ Aw hell!”
Louis giggled, spilling tobacco from 

the paper that he was moistening; and 
when Corbin arose and walked from 
the kitchen, slamming the door behind 
him, Louis remained in his chair, stoop
ing forward, the flattened, brown ciga
rette emerging from under his mustache, 
his jaw advanced, his eyes on the dirty 
wall, opposite. Once or twice, he 
grinned slowly, moving his shoulders.

There was a tree near the road, al
ready felled, from which he had to lop 
away the branches. He walked down 
the hill soon, carrying the axe. It was 
a hot, autumn afternoon with dry sweet 
odours in the air, and an opaque, blue 
sky, near and oppressive, enclosing the 
world. Occasionally during his work,

Louis would pause, leaning on his axe, 
and peer up and down the road. Once, 
when a farm wagon rattled toward him 
behind two heavily trotting horses, he 
stepped behind a clump of bushes and 
stood pressing his shoulder to a tree. 
But the pounding of hoofs and the 
tapping and jingle o f harness dimin
ished, and the haze of dust drifted 
away over the foliage.

The clear afternoon flowed onward 
in silence. Whenever a wagon or cart 
went by on the road, moving rapidly 
against the motionless, dusty greens, 
Louis felt a rapid terror that made 
him glance from side to side. It was 
undefined, without object, this fear of 
his, a vague effusion of sentiment, as 
if a sullen, dank pool within him evapo
rated to the sun. And as he worked, 
he would look around now and then, 
wiping the sweat from his brow, sud
denly afraid.

About three o’clock an automobile 
drew up beside the fence, and a fat 
man in a light colored overcoat leaned 
out, waving his hand.

“ Hey! Come here, please, just a 
minute, will you?”

Louis raised his eyes; he felt as if 
the air, concentrating about him, were 
compressing his head and body. W ip
ing the dust from his round, smooth- 
shaven face, the man continued in a 
faint voice:

“ Come here, please. Just come here 
a minute.”

Dropping the hoe and stiffening all 
over, Louis glanced behind toward the 
house. It stood there lonely in the 
heat, grey against the yellow hillside: 
Corbin was not visible.

“ Oh, come here, please, just a 
minute.”

As if led by a string, Louis walked 
toward the fence, arms swinging be
fore him, head drooping; and resting 
his thick hands on the wire, he 
waited, the dust thrown up by his 
shuffling feet descending around his 
shoes.

“ Can you tell me, please, where this 
road goes to? I really did not know 
it was so far. It’s terribly hot, isn’t it ?
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And is the grade very steep beyond 
here ?”

Louis said: “ Huh ?” and the fat man 
repeated the question, his voice high- 
pitched, eyes round, his small dust- 
coated mouth framing the words care
fully.

Louis told him where the road went 
to, adding: “ Naw, it ain’t far. Keep 
goin’.”

When the automobile departed with 
a rasping of gears, Louis waited in the 
dust, astonished; and then still uncer
tain returned to the log.

An hour or two later, in the clear 
metallic evening light, when the deep 
color had faded from the sky, and the 
heat was gone, he walked toward the 
ranch-house. Near the kitchen door he 
found Corbin, solid in his blue shirt, 
gazing toward the road, one hand 
shading his eyes; and turning to look 
in the same direction, he saw on their 
own lane an automobile truck ascend
ing the hill . . .

“ They’re cornin’,”  he said, glancing 
quickly around him.

“ No, no,” Corbin growled, “ what’s 
the matter with you ? Can’t you see it’s 
Buddy W est?”  '

The chickens scattered wildly as the 
Ford approached; and the two dogs ran 
barking from their kennels. As soon 
as the car stopped, Buddy West lifted 
his thin legs from under the wheel, 
vaulted to the ground, his bushy red 
hair uncovered, and ran toward them, 
waving his hand and grinning.

“ Say, what do you think ?” he began, 
his eyes shining in his freckled face, 
“ What do you think ? Them two women 
have gone away. Yeah. Polly and 
Sally. Yes they have. They left a 
note say’n they wuz gone to the city. 
What do you know about that, huh? 
I guess that’s some news. Oh, wait till 
I break it to ’em in town.” He slapped 
his thigh. “ I went up there with a 
sack of potatoes, yeah, and I found 
the note pinned onto the door, an’ the 
door open. Why, they left everything 
right in the house. Now that’s queer, 
I ’ll say.”

Silently, Louis stared at the ground.

Corbin shrugged his shoulders, and 
drew down the corners of his mouth. 

“ Damn funny,” he said.

CHAPTER X

D u r i n g  the night, Louis awoke and 
lay on his back, blinking into the dark
ness, the comforter squeezing his 
shoulders. In the other room he could 
hear snoring, rhythmic and monoto
nous ; and the wind occasionally passed 
over the farm like a whisper.

Far away down the valley an auto 
horn moaned, like some strange bird 
o f the night; and Louis, trembling, un
able for a moment to move, stared 
through the window at the bluish black 
sky alive with the cold vibration of 
stars. Until dawn a corrosive fear 
made him start at every sound and roll 
from side to side. At breakfast Cor
bin said:

“ W e’re goin’ to town today.”
“ To town! Aw no, what d’ya want 

to go to town for? W e don’t want 
nothin’ in town. Don’t go to town.” 

But a few hours later, side by side 
in the light wagon, they rattled down 
the lane through the beanfield. Lean
ing forward, his jaw protruding, a 
moist cigarette hanging under his mus
tache, Louis frowned at the swaying 
back o f the horse. Corbin seemed very 
gay. Sitting there with the reins, in his 
hands, he kept talking about what he 
was going to buy in town, and spitting 
tobacco juice out over the bounding 
wheel. When they passed through the 
gate, he saw the log at which Louis had 
been working the day before.

“ Say, is that all you’ve got done ?” he 
exclaimed, his eyes twinkling; and he 
nudged Louis suddenly, shifting in his 
seat. “ I ’ll just come down and show 
you how tomorrow, eh? You’re a 
lazy dog, huh, Louis?” And he burst 
out laughing.

 With dust rising above the wheels, 
they drove along the road between two 
masses o f green, the yellow hillsides 
climbing away on, their right, the hot 
blue sky bending over them. Corbin’s 
grey coat hung loosely from his shoul
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ders; his hat brim drooped over his 
eyes; yellow hair descended onto his 
red neck; and to Louis, peering up at 
him now and then, he seemed a moun
tainous, calm figure, awful with steady 
blue eyes. Swarthy men and gnarled 
women with dangling arms and frowsy 
hair waved to them from cabin door
ways. Once, when he saw a wagon 
standing by the roadside, Louis wanted 
to jump to the ground and hide him
self in the bushes; but he only twitched, 
turning in his seat, and uttered a 
whine that made Corbin look down and 
say: “ Huh?”

Until they reached the edge of town 
fear kept leaping up within him like 
sudden spurts o f boiling water in a 
kettle.

When they entered the village and 
came to a halt under the cottonwood at 
the cross-roads, they saw McCray, 
voluminous and red, in a rocking chair 
on his hotel veranda, a greyish rag en
circling his neck. He stirred uneasily 
when they came toward him, lifted a 
vast hand, and said in his wheezing 
voice:

“ Well, well, Corbin! Well, well, 
Corbin!”

Corbin dragged a green rocking 
chair across the porch and sat down; 
Louis planted himself gingerly in a 
straight back chair, and stared silently 
before him.

"Them girls have gone away,”  be
gan McCray huskily. “ Did they tell 
you where they wuz goin’ ?”

“ No, no, they didn’t tell me a thing 
about it.”

“ I ’m glad they’re gone. I ’m glad of 
it,”  continued McCray, tapping with his 
cane on the floor. “ I said long ago 
they wasn’t no good to the country. 
I said: ‘Them girls ain’t no good 
here.’ ”

He breathed heavily for a moment 
through his nose and compressed his 
lips so tightly that they formed a 
straight line across the field of yellow 
bristles; his minute eyes, isolated be
hind mounds of reddish flesh, were 
blinking rapidly. Turning gradually 
toward Louis, he asked:

“ How are you, Louis?”
“ Oh, aw right, aw right.”
Corbin terminated the silence that 

followed by saying:
“Well, we got a lot o f stuff to buy. 

Come on, come on.”
For more than an hour, trembling 

and silent, Louis accompanied his mas
ter. He had never seen Corbin more 
jovial. In Turner’s grocery store, 
when Petey, Turner’s cadaverous 
younger brother, uttered a conventional 
joke, he bellowed with laughter, stand
ing there among boxes o f fruit and 
vegetables, pencil and paper in hand; 
and a few minutes later, emerging from 
the store, he shouted to Buddy West 
who was descending from his Ford, 
and invited him to have a drink.

In the dim mirror behind the bar, 
Louis could see as through a fog the 
faces o f his two' companions, grinning 
at one another, raising glasses. He 
stood behind them, drinking slowly, and 
wished that Corbin would hurry. 
Buddy West, his teeth gleaming in his 
freckled face, his copious hair shaken 
to and fro, was saying:

“ This ain’t no place for a man like 
me. Why, I could take the flivver up 
into the valley an’ make three times as 
much. Sure I could. Why— ”

Putting his glass on the bar, Louis 
walked slowly across the room, looking 
stupidly at the colored prints on the 
wall: there was one o f a man in brown, 
holding a gun on his knee, smiling 
freshly at a black and white dog; an
other o f a brilliant automobile lavishly 
colored, surrounded by long, slender 
men and women. The voices behind 
him diminished while Louis contem
plated the figures. While he was ex
amining, as if dazed, the picture of a 
negro in a white cap, holding in his 
hands a package of breakfast food, he 
felt a hand on his shoulder and he 
started, with a sudden bursting moan.

“ What’s the matter with you? Come 
on.”

All the way home, in the clarity of 
late afternoon, neither of them spoke. 
When the horse was in the barn and 
they were entering the kitchen, Corbin
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said, laying crumpled paper in the 
stove:

“ You see? There’s nothing to it.”  

CH APTER X I

T he following day, near the wood
pile behind the kitchen, Louis was split
ting into kindling the blocks he had 
sawed that morning. All around him, 
among the chips on the ground, 
chickens were strutting, making small 
meditative sounds, jerking their heads 
backward and forward; and a short 
distance away the two dogs lay before 
the kennel, now and then lifting their 
muzzles to snap at flies.

Swinging his axe without regularity, 
Louis worked slowly, setting up a 
block, splitting it, replacing one of the 
fragments, dropping the axe upon that. 
From the other side o f the house, where 
Corbin was making a new chicken coop, 
came the rhythmic wheezing of a saw. 
Leaving his axe in a half-severed 
block, Louis would pause to listen, 
passing the sleeve o f his shirt over his 
face.

For a few moments, always, the 
noise of the saw continued; then after 
a silent interval, the tapping of a ham
mer would follow, beating time to Cor
bin’s whistle; and after that, the rat
tling o f boards. When the saw recom
menced, Louis set to work, urging the 
axe from the cleft wood, and staring 
down across the beanfield. There was 
no wind; against the blue sky, the trees 
on the ridge did not move; only the 
buzzards were in motion, tracing their 
tangled curves. Once or twice along 
the road, a wagon passed by, half im
mersed in yellowish dust.

Each one made him think o f Polly 
and of how she went by driving toward 
town; he imagined her sitting in the 
buggy, her round face pink, her tan 
suit powdered with dust. He remem
bered her voice, and how she always 
asked if she could buy something for 
him. And as he returned to his work, 
her image vanished slowly, growing 
first smooth and highly colored, like the 
prints he had seen the day before, then

blending with them, becoming a negro 
in a white cap, sitting in a polished 
automobile.

Corbin’s hammer tapped monoton
ously, and the chickens came and went. 
In the placid afternoon that enclosed 
him like a stagnant pool o f heat and 
color, Louis felt drowsy; the humming 
flies were about him in the air; near 
their kennel the dogs were asleep; and 
more and more often he stopped work
ing to wipe his face. Once, for several 
minutes, resting his axe on the ground, 
he stared toward the grey wall of the 
house, his head drooping: he could al
most see her now, in her red gown on 
the sofa, the smoke of a cigarette drift
ing upward across her face. She was 
talking, laughing; and under the black 
hair he could picture her red mouth as 
it opened and closed; he remembered 
the way she used to lean forward.

“ Hey, Louis, what’s the matter?”
Standing near the kitchen door, one 

foot on the step, Corbin was looking 
back over his shoulder. Grinning, 
Louis raised the axe and let it fall onto 
a block o f wood upright before him; 
and while Corbin moved around inside 
the house, he worked steadily, like an 
automaton, chopping, tossing the kin
dling on to a pile. When Corbin reap
peared, saying: “ I ’m going up the hill 
to look at that fence,” and walked 
away, Louis stood quietly looking 
after him.

He wanted, suddenly, to see again 
the house in which Polly had lived. A  
tremor of fear, deliciously painful, ran 
through him; and holding the axe limp
ly, he waited there, dimly surprised. 
Far away up the trail, against the 
golden hillside, he could see Corbin’s 
blue shirt, diminishing rapidly; as he 
watched, it vanished beyond a cluster 
o f live-oaks, reappeared, vanished 
again, this time into a canyon behind a 
shoulder o f the hill. The axe fell to 
the ground, and Louis stood there, un
certain : then he turned away and hur
ried down toward the road.

He barely noticed the ascent, or the 
sluggish heat resting in the canyon. 
When he reached the level again, he

S. S.—April—2
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paused, hesitating a moment; and then 
walked quickly to a curve in the road 
from which he might see the empty 
house. It stood there as usual, greyish 
white against the blue sky; the win
dows were closed, with white curtains 
still in them; but the door was open, 
and he could see furniture in the parlor. 
When at last he came to the doorstep, 
he halted, resting his hand against the 
warm boards, panting: the door in the 
kitchen also was open, and he could 
look straight through the house, and see 
out behind the heap o f bottles lying in 
the sun. Lowering his head, he crossed 
the threshhold and stood in the parlor.

Vague memories of that last night 
reappeared in his mind when he saw 
the table and a chair overturned: voices 
metallic and plaintive, tobacco smoke, 
all that whirl o f sound and color in 
which Polly had moved before him. 
There against the wall was the 
red sofa, speckled with cigarette 
ashes ; there was the doorway through 
which Corbin and Sally had disap
peared.

Feeling suddenly weak and out of 
breath, he crossed the room and sat 
down in his old place, leaning forward, 
as he used to do, with his elbows on his 
knees. The sunlight of the late after
noon entered the window opposite and 
spread angular yellow patches on the 
floor; against the dirty pane o f glass a 
sturdy blue fly, buzzing frantically, pat
tered and thumped. Very gradually, 
like the slow rising of water in an 
emptied well, fear took possession o f 
Louis.

He stared across the room, gripping 
the edge of the sofa, and feeling un
able to move. On the shelf above the 
stove, he saw the doll that he had 
carved for Polly, leaning stiffly with 
emerging arms and jumbled hair o f 
shavings. It reminded him so vividly 
of her that he turned with a grunt to
ward the end o f the sofa where she 
always \reclined. Then recovering his 
strength, he arose quickly to his feet. 
But before he went from the house, 
he took the wooden doll from its 
place and concealed it in his shirt;

and all the way down the canyon he 
pressed one hand against his stomach 
in order that the doll might not be 
lost.

Corbin had not yet returned when 
Louis reached the woodpile. When he 
did come, striding down the hillside, 
crossing the corral, Louis, watching 
him, felt a rapid surge of terror; and 
he could only grin and stammer in an
swer to Corbin’s greeting.

CH APTER X II

T h e y  said little to one another that 
evening at supper.

Leaning forward over his plate, eat
ing stolidly his beans, and drinking 
coffee, Louis did not raise his eyes to
ward Corbin. He felt ill at ease, almost 
frightened, and whenever Corbin 
cleared his throat, he cowered back 
in his chair, afraid of what his com
panion might say. After they had fin
ished eating, while Corbin unrolled and 
spread out the newspaper, Louis 
glanced toward him, peering over the 
cigarette he was rolling.

He sat there in his blue shirt, mo
tionless as a figure of colored wax, his 
blond hair neatly combed, his hands 
washed. Hanging above him from the 
ceiling, the pudgy, glass-bodied lamp 
dropped a yellow glow onto the un
folded newspaper and blended into one 
smooth, brownish surface that glistened 
among the dishes the variegated, 
blurred oilcloth. Inside the black stove, 
the fire rumbled, showing red through 
the crevices in the iron. From time to 
time the paper rattled.

Once, glancing up, Corbin asked:
“ Where’d you go when I was up the 

hill?”
Louis started, and then remained 

silent and rigid, as if two jets of air, 
one from either side, had come upon 
him, compressing him.

“ Huh?”  grunted Corbin insistently.
“ Me?— Nowhere,”  Louis muttered, 

rubbing his hands across his knees.
“ Well, you didn’t do much work 

when I was gone.”
Corbin returned with that to his
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paper; and Louis, relaxed again, ner
vously drew forth Durham and brown 
paper from his pocket, and began to 
roll a cigarette.

For almost an hour there was silence 
while Corbin faithfully read the small 
type of the newspaper. Although what 
he found there had no connection with 
his life, and penetrated little farther 
than his mumbling lips, the perusal 
gratified him, touching his rather dense 
self-importance. To Louis it was al
ways an occasion for awe. Evening 
after evening he had watched the 
drooping sheet before him, until it had 
become a symbol o f Corbin’s superior
ity. But now he felt uneasy, and hoped 
that Corbin would continue to read for 
a long time, fearing what he might say 
when he had finished.

They sat there in that warm kitchen 
with only the noises o f the stove, the 
rustle of the newspaper, their own 
breathing. In the corners o f the room, 
unlighted by the yellow glow o f the 
lamp, heavy shadows were grouped, 
forming a dark case for the cone of 
light enveloping the table. Rolling one 
cigarette after another, Louis stared at 
Corbin’s solid profile: for days he had 
vaguely feared unknown powers; now, 
looking at Corbin, he wanted to 
crouch beside the table, cower, whine, 
steal away. When Corbin glanced to
ward him, turning the paper with a 
great rattling gesture, Louis started, 
spilling grains of tobacco on the 
table.

About nine o ’clock, Corbin folded 
the newspaper and tossed it into the 
woodbox beside the stove; then he 
yawned, extended his arms, rose to his 
feet, and left the room without a word. 
Louis heard the bedroom door slam 
behind him. For some minutes he re
mained there beside the table, feeling 
relieved, like a schoolboy whose teacher 
has gone away. Finally he, too, arose; 
and reaching over his head for the 
lamp, lifted it down, placed it on the 
oilcloth, glanced around him; then took 
it again by the glass body, and carried 
it away to his room, walking along in 
a wavering pool of light.

CH APTER X III

T h e  rains began.
Every day, while it was still dark, 

Louis would light the fire in the kit
chen stove, shivering in the damp air. 
Then he would cook breakfast, and 
when everything was ready, call Cor
bin.

Morning after morning, they sat op
posite one another drinking coffee: 
long after they had finished, light came, 
grey, sodden light revealing all around 
them on the hillsides walls o f mist; and 
the rain, which had been to them only a 
continued rushing sound, became vis
ible through the streaming panes. It 
was always Louis who stepped out into 
the greasy mud to tend to the horses 
in the barn, and the cow. Walking 
patiently, head bowed forward, water 
streaming down his dark face and 
hanging on his mustache, he would fin
ish the work and reenter the house. 
With his back to the stove, blinking the 
moisture from his eyes, he would dry 
his clothes, watching the placid Corbin. 
And if the rain continued, they would 
pass the entire day there in the kitchen, 
rarely speaking, Corbin reading a 
magazine, Louis smoking innumerable 
cigarettes.

One afternoon, after a soaking day, 
Corbin remarked:

“ It’s too bad we can’t go see the 
girls.”

Louis grunted and then trembled. 
Crouching on a chair, his feet twisted 
around the legs, he looked over at Cor
bin who had resumed his reading: the 
light from the hanging lamp fell onto 
his yellow hair and broad back; one 
thick hand rested on his knees, the 
other held the newspaper. And fear 
returned to Louis, not fear of the cops, 
but fear o f Corbin.

During the latter part of November, 
after almost a week of rain, portions of
the road between the ranch and P------
were washed out, and for several days, 
Buddy West could not bring the news
paper.

With nothing to- occupy his mind in 
the evening, Corbin grew restless, and
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walked up and down the kitchen floor, 
kicking at bits o f kindling that lay near 
the stove. Outside, the rain fell steadi
ly. Now and then, putting his hands 
in his pockets, he would stand before 
the window, stare at the black, dripping 
glass; yawn, and then turn away with 
a twist o f his shoulders, and begin his 
marching again. Louis always sat
patiently beside the table, rolling one 
cigarette after another.

“ He’s scared! He’s scared!” he
sometimes thought.

But Corbin always made some com
monplace remark in a bored and undis
turbed voice, such as:

“This must o ’ raised hell with the 
road!” or “ Say, don’t it come down!”

And Louis could not help knowing 
that Corbin was not thinking of Sally 
at all.

“He ain’t scared o ’ nothin’,”  he often 
thought.

And he would tremble. On these 
cold, wet nights memories of that eve
ning returned filling Louis’ mind and al
most obliterating the sound of the rain. 
Little by little he had been able to fill 
in details that had lost themselves at 
first in the blur of his drunkenness. 
He understood now what the noises 
had meant, coming from the next 
room; he remembered Polly in her red 
gown, paddling at the door with her 
white hands; he could hear once more 
her voice. He constructed whole pic
tures of what had happened, allowed 
them to take shape in his mind, and re
main there, like the shining steel build
ings of the city. When he thought of 
consequences, of what might follow, it 
was always himself whom the “ cops” 
were leading away; it was himself, not 
Corbin, waiting in some jail.

Sometimes during those long, stuffy 
evenings, with the rain drumming on 
the roof, it was as if this already had 
happened, as if he really were in jail. 
Like an acid, fear ate away the foun
dation of his strength and made him 
ache. And it was Corbin who had done 
it all. There he was, sitting opposite 
him, calm and untroubled as if made of 
stone. Hour after hour, smoking his

cigarette, gazing at him, Louis studied 
every detail: the reddish face, the 
creased blue shirt, always soiled around 
the neck, the loose grey coat over the 
wrinkled vest. He stared at his hands, 
resting on the table or on his knees ; 
he thought of the muscles under those 
dirty sleeves; he examined the heavy 
neck, short and bulky. Then he would 
tremble all over.

Once, after such a scrutiny and ach
ing fear, he started from his chair with 
a slight moan, brushing a tin plate from 
the table. Corbin glanced up.

“ What’s the matter? What’re you 
gibbering at?”

His teeth chattering, Louis only 
grunted.

“ What’s the matter with you, Louis ?” 
asked Corbin again, rising to his feet.

“ I— I thought— maybe— they wuz— 
comin’.”

“ W ho?”
“ The—the— cops?”  Louis giggled

and retired a pace or two.
But Corbin, stepping forward, seized 

him by the collar and shook him.
“ The cops! Say, what’s wrong with 

you? What do you want to think about 
cops for?”

Feeling the strength of Corbin’s arms 
Louis whimpered.

“ Sit down,” Corbin said, and pushed 
him onto the chair.

For a moment he sat there, quiver
ing violently; then he looked u p ; he 
felt a great, full loathing for Corbin 
that rose within him like a breath of 
wind.

CH APTER X IV

S o m e t i m e  during the night one of 
the dogs barked, and Louis awoke, lift
ing his head from the folded coat that 
served him for a pillow.  Through the 
window he could see that the rain 
clouds had disappeared; the stars were 
shining, cold and glittering in the keen, 
black air; a chill, windless silence fol
lowed each sound of the dog’s voice.

“ Shep!”  he called gruffly, “ Shep!”
Against the dark ground he saw 

something move, heard a thin whining,
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then stillness overwhelmed the barking. 
After a moment he let himself fall 
back on to the coat, and lay there blink
ing at the ceiling. Once more he heard 
a  rapid, muffled bark. Shivering sud
denly and drawing the red comforter 
around him, he lay there fully awake, 
undefined and undirected fears stirring 
in him. Everything seemed mingled in 
his mind: there was Polly, not fully ap
pearing, but dim, a mere bundle of sen
sation; Corbin threatening him; then 
all manner of dangers ready to tumble 
forward and crush him. Moaning 
deeply, he turned on his bed.

An hour went by, and still he could 
not sleep. Outside he no longer heard 
even the dog.

Lying there, he wondered again what 
Polly might be doing. In his thoughts 
he could see her features clearly; he 
imagined her presence, knew that her 
gown was red; applied to her memory 
all the indefinite longings that were in 
him.

Finally warmth crept over him as he 
lay enveloped in his red cocoon; he 
began to feel as if he were once more 
in her house, reclining on the sofa in 
the parlor; and a drowsy, agreeable 
haze came over him gradually. . . .

As if severed by a knife, the vision 
disappeared; he twitched. Once more 
fully awake, he lay open-eyed in the 
darkness. Faintly, coming from across 
the hall, he could hear snoring; and as 
he lay there listening resentment bub
bled up inside of him like a spring; he 
sat upright, pushing away the red com
forter. In the silence, the snoring rose 
and fell.

“ He ain’t scared o’ nothin’,”  he 
thought.

Rapidly he drew his legs from the 
bedclothes and stepped onto the floor, 
shuddering at the chill of the boards. 
He wanted to see Corbin; he loathed 
Corbin. With both hands before him, 
head thrown back, eyes wide, he moved 
across the room toward the doorway, 
lifting his feet carefully and planting 
them as softly as possible. When he 
stood on the threshold, one dark hand 
pressed to the wall, he hesitated and be

gan to listen again. As before, the snor
ing continued, rhythmic, unbroken. He 
could see nothing in the black hallway; 
yes, far away, there was a rectangle o f  
sky glittering with stars— the window 
in Corbin’s room. Clinging to the wall, 
trembling, he waited; and as he heard 
the snoring, he felt a tiny, brief surge 
of power. He stepped forward.

The floor cracked as if a plank were 
ripped from end to end, and he stopped 
abruptly, gripping the edge of the door, 
trembling violently. In Corbin’s room 
the snoring ceased, and for an instant 
there was a crushing empty silence in 
which Louis dared not even breathe. 
Then the sound returned. Shivering, 
almost collapsing from terror, Louis 
darted back across the room, tumbled 
on his bed, wrapped himself in the 
comforter.

* * *
The morning that followed was of a 

brilliant, razor-like clarity. All over 
the moist ground and leaves the rain 
still glistened; there was a fresh odor 
in the air; the sunlight was hard and 
golden, filled with a premonition of 
coming warmth.

As they drank coffee, Corbin re
marked :

“ W e’re goin’ to town this after
noon.”

Louis only grunted, without looking 
up. Ever since they had first met, an 
hour before, he had tried to avoid Cor
bin’s glance.

CH APTER X V

B e f o r e  they started for town that 
afternoon Corbin drew a dollar from 
his pocket and held it out to Louis.

“ Here,”  he said, “ money.”
And all the way to P- - - -  he talked

gaily, nudging his silent companion.
They found McCray sunning himself 

on the hotel porch, the soiled rag around 
his neck. After he had greeted them, 
he said:

“ Buddy West, he’s back from the 
city.”

“Yes?”  answered Corbin. “ I didn’t 
know he’d gone.”
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“ Oh, yes, yes. He went up for a few 
days while it was rainin'.”

When Corbin had bought whatever 
he needed the two men went into the 
saloon on the corner and stood before 
the bar, looking into the mirror at the 
lurid prints on the opposite wall. After 
a drink or two, Corbin began to talk 
with a pair of ranchers, and Louis, left 
to himself, drew the dollar from his 
pocket and drank alone. He was soon 
oblivious to the sounds about him; he 
saw the bartender moving; figures in 
the mirror interwove; but he did not 
look up until the swinging door slapped 
and a familiar voice rose above the 
others. It was Buddy West, in new 
overalls, his red hair cut closely around 
his neck.

“ Frisco ? Well I guess!”  he was say
ing. “ Oh, you Frisco! It’s some 
town.”  He walked to the bar when 
the others made way for him and, rest
ing his elbow on the wood, turned 
toward the men, his blue eyes wide 
open and dancing. “ Why you fellows 
are only half alive if you ain’t seen 
Frisco.— Do?— What didn’t I do? Why 
say, if a man can’t have a good time in 
that city, there’s something wrong with 
him !”

His words in Louis’ ears began to 
blend together and he returned to his 
whiskey. Then he heard Buddy’s voice 
again, emerging clearly:

“ W ho do you think I saw up there—  
walkin’ along Kearny Street? Old 
Polly. Y eah!— I swear. I saw her 
comin’ toward me an’ I sez, ‘Well 
Polly.’ She stopped all of a sudden—  
she was that surprised.— Huh?— Yeah 
— looked the same as ever. But she 
was in a hurry. Guess she’s pretty 
busy. I asked her how Sally was an’ 
she didn’t seem to know. She didn’t 
say when they’d come back, either.”  

He stopped speaking and, before he 
could begin again, Louis’ voice droned 
in the silence:

“Ask Corbin.”
When no one spoke, he went on : 
“ Ask Corbin. Yes, go ahead, ask 

Corbin.”
“Ask Corbin what ?”  said Buddy.

“ Ask him how Sally is. He knows.”  
For a moment they all looked at Cor

bin, who leaned against the bar smiling 
placidly. Then, believing that they saw 
the joke, they burst out laughing, and 
Buddy West, slapping his thigh, called 
out:

“ Oh, you Corbin!”
Like surf conversation swept over 

the occurrence. A  few minutes later 
Corbin said:

“ Come on, Louis.”
All the way home, made drowsy by 

the sunlight and the monotonous, scrap
ing rattle of the wheels, Louis dozed, 
his head drooping forward; and when 
the wagon stopped before the ranch- 
house, he descended limply, stood there 
swaying while Corbin unharnessed the 
horse. He did not see clearly again 
until he had plunged his head into the 
cold water of the horse-trough.

Corbin awaited him when he entered 
the kitchen. He was sitting near the 
stove, his hands in his pockets, his legs 
extended before him. He said: 

“ Louis.”
“ Huh?”
“ What’d you say that for?” 
Trembling, Louis dropped into a 

chair and looked dumbly at the floor. 
Corbin asked again:

“ What’d you say that for?”
Louis did not answer. Leaving his 

chair, Corbin took him by the shoul
ders, raised him to his feet, shook him 
so that his black hair moved, and 
planted him on the floor.

“ Why don’t you answer, Louis?”
“ I don’t know.”
He felt weak all over, as if a vast 

weight were upon his head; he wanted 
to drop to the floor, to creep, to grovel 
before Corbin. He began to whimper.

Quickly Corbin pushed him into a 
chair and walked away. When he re
turned, Louis still sat there huddled to
gether. Corbin drew his own chair 
near the table and sat down.

“ Louis,”  he began.
There was no answer.
“ Louis,”  he said again, raising his 

voice.
“ H uh?”
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“ You never want to say a thing like 
that again, see? Never— say— that—  
again.”

Louis nodded, drew himself upright, 
and gazed at Corbin’s flushed face. He 
wanted of a sudden to jump up, to 
cry out. But he turned instead toward 
the table and said nothing. On the oil
cloth, between two china plates, a l ong- 
bladed carving knife was lying. Dream
ily Louis regarded it. Then, raising his 
eyes, he saw that Corbin, too, was look
ing there.

For a moment the two men sat star
ing at the knife. Then they glanced at 
one another, blinked, and quickly looked 
again toward the table. Neither of them 
spoke.

CH APTER X V I

E a r l y  on the following morning a 
noise aroused Louis and, through half- 
closed eyes, he saw Corbin standing in 
the doorway, holding a candle before 
him. He lay there without raising his 
head.

Lifting the candle, stepping cautious
ly, Corbin moved forward into the 
room. The light fell upon his red 
cheeks and wide-open eyes, and Louis 
noticed on his face the same loose
lipped expression that had been there 
long ago, in the warmth and blur of the 
evening in the girls’ parlour. Throwing 
aside the comforter, he sat up in bed.

“ Huh?”
The candle wavered.
“ It’s gettin’ late. You’d better get 

up,”  muttered Corbin.
Without a word the two men ate 

their breakfast and parted for the day.*  *  *  *  *
That same evening, when Louis had 

gone into his bedroom, carrying the 
lamp, Corbin’s door closed and the key 
turned in the lock. Louis put down the 
lamp and peered out into the hall. Then, 
before rolling himself in the blankets 
and the red comforter, he closed and 
locked his own door.

Clear days marched by them, one 
after another, cold in the mornings, 
swelling to a brilliant heat at noon.

And the two men lived there silently, 
each doing his work, coming together 
only in the kitchen when they ate their 
meals. Often, while they sat there, 
looking up suddenly, Louis would find 
Corbin’s eyes upon him, placid, medita
tive. He would fall to eating rapidly 
and would leave the table as soon as 
possible. But nothing happened.

Then one afternoon, while he was 
sawing up a log, an idea came to Louis 
that made him drop the saw and 
straighten up in the sunlight. Why 
should he not go away ? Standing 
there, arms hanging loosely beside him, 
he stared away down the road, memo
ries and desires entering his mind, as 
if he were awakening from an age-long 
vegetable sleep to regain awareness of 
himself.

And that night at supper he did not 
lower his eyes before Corbin.

He remembered again his younger 
days and his wanderings. He felt free 
once more, thinking of them, as if 
merely the thought that he might go 
away when he desired had made Cor
bin diminish before him. But he did 
not set the day of his departure. He 
went on as usual, doing what Corbin 
told him to do, sawing wood, caring for 
the horses and the cow ; but when Cor
bin gave him an order in too gruff a 
voice he stood for a moment sullenly 
looking up into his face; and Corbin 
often hesitated and turned away in si
lence.

Late one afternoon, when the sun 
was setting, Buddy West in his Ford 
drove up their lane, waving an arm. 
Standing behind the kitchen, near the 
woodpile, they waited for him to come. 
When the car stopped, he leaped to the 
ground and ran toward them, bare
headed, joyously unthinking.

“ Say, what do you think?” he called, 
“ what do you think? I was in Ames
burg this afternoon, and who do you 
think I saw on the street?” He stopped 
before them, his face glowing. “ I saw 
Polly! Yes, I d id ! I could swear it ! 
She didn’t see me, an’ I couldn’t speak 
to her because she wuz goin’ upstairs in 
a building. But it was Polly, I know.”
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Louis, eyes on the ground, heard Cor
bin mutter. Buddy continued:

“ Ain’t you surprised?” Then quick
ly: “ Maybe you already knew it.”  He 
glanced at the two men one after the 
other.

“Knew it! N o!”  Corbin said finally. 
“ Well, I ’m damned.”  And he laughed 
for a long time. Louis only stood there, 
still looking at the ground.

“ I told ’em about it in town an’ old 
McCray says he hopes she won’t come 
back here. Oh, boy! I don’t know 
about that, eh?” He burst into laugh
ter, throwing back his head, opening 
his mouth, his freckled face creasing.

They waited in silence while he drove 
away. At last Louis raised his eyes to 
Corbin’s face. It was flushed, unmov
ing, solid. Then he turned and watched 
Buddy West’s truck slip over the 
bumps of the lane, enveloped in yellow 
dust. It passed out through the gate, 
turned up the road, and vanished; and 
the dust went away gradually in the 
calm air.

He heard Corbin move and he 
glanced toward him again. He was 
standing erect, head thrown back, chest 
protruding.

“ Why, hell!” he exclaimed sudden
ly. “ Nothin’s goin’ to happen! Noth
in’ can happen; W e’re all right! Come 
on in, Louis.”  He turned and walked 
away toward the house.

Louis waited until he had disap
peared inside. He felt once more the 
old terror taking possession of him; he 
felt again hatred of Corbin; but the 
familiar, dull weight no longer pressed 
him to the ground. Slowly he went 
into the kitchen.

He would go away that very night.

CH APTER X V II

T h r o u g h  that long evening, while 
Corbin read the newspaper, Louis sat 
beside the table in silence, listening to 
the rumble of the fire in the stove. It 
was the only sound in the kitchen, save 
the rustle now and then of Corbin’s 
paper. Outside the wind blew lightly, 
coming like soft breathing from the

west; and once a dog barked rapidly, 
stridently, then ceased.

Louis was not certain where he 
would go. Sitting there, bending for
ward, with cigarette smoke mounting 
in the air beside his face, he thought 
again of his days as a tramp, when he 
had wandered from one end of the 
state to the other; and into his mind 
returned the memories dormant for 
years. As before, they almost made 
him forget Corbin, who sat there like 
the stolid image of a god, yellow-haired, 
impregnable.

At last Corbin folded his paper, 
pressed it onto the table with his large 
hand, yawned, left his chair. Opening 
the door, he stood for a moment hold
ing the knob, staring at the dim sky; 
then, saying “ Good-night, Louis,”  he 
walked away to his room. For another 
half-hour Louis sat in the kitchen.

Corbin’s door was open, when at last 
he walked down the hall carrying the 
lamp (after a few nights both men had 
ceased to turn their keys) and, pausing, 
Louis could hear him snoring. Putting 
the lamp on a table in his own room, he 
closed the door. Then he pulled out a 
drawer in his shabby bureau, peered 
dully at the contents, and wondered 
what to take with him. In the jumble 
of old rags, knives, sacks, he saw the 
wooden doll that he had carved for 
Polly lying half-concealed with only 
its head and one arm emerging. He 
removed it, examined the face and the 
crisp hair, dropped it again. Then he 
waited, filled with indecision and 
fear.

He heard a dog moving around out
side, and while he stood there listening 
moonlight entered the room, extending 
across the floor. Trembling, he ap
proached the window and leaned out. 
The moon hung like a pallid globe in 
the luminous blue sky, filling the air 
with greyish light; the hills lay darkly 
motionless, and the bean-field stretched 
away toward the road. Resting his 
hands on the sill, he climbed through 
the opening and lowered himself onto 
the ground. As he moved away, the 
dogs came and nosed him ; but he
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pushed them aside and hurried on, walk
ing quietly.

All the way down the hill he dared 
not look back over his shoulder toward 
the house; hands deep in his pockets, 
he plodded on, now and then striking 
the toe of his boot against a stone. 
When he reached the fence, he hesi
tated, resting his hands on the boards, 
and wondered which way to turn.

To his left the road led to the village
of P- - - - , where McCray was, and the
saloon, and where Buddy West, shak
ing his red hair, talked and laughed. 
And in the opposite direction, up the 
hill, past the empty, grey house, down 
a long, winding road through a canyon 
blackened by redwoods, was Amesburg. 
Polly was there.

Coyotes, while he stood waiting, 
laughed up and down the scale on the 
ridge. Somewhere out of the moon
lit night came a prolonged Breeeeeeeet, 
and then a solitary, rapid cry. Louis 
squeezed the fence.

It really made little difference 
through which town he went, for he 
would pass on in the darkness; and 
when morning came would be far to 
the northward tramping the roads. But 
he felt himself drawn in both direc
tions, and he could only wait, sluggish
ly, until the pull of one was stronger 
than the pull of the other. The coyotes 
laughed again, beginning gruffly, their 
bark flowering into a clear trickle of 
sound; behind him, one of the ranch 
dogs replied, sharply. Then the great 
silence returned under the advancing 
moon; and he heard only, very softly 
from among trees, the lost whisper of 
a stream iif the night. . . .

Louis tore himself suddenly from the 
fence, passed through the gate, turned 
up the road to his right. He barely 
knew why; he even trembled, feeling a 
painful tightness in his breast— as if 
something squeezed him. Walking 
slowly, between the dark trees, he 
climbed the slope, his stunted shadow, 
in the moonlight, bobbing at his side.

When he reached the clearing at the 
summit of the hill he could see on his 
right the empty house and could make

out, lying under the moon with a glim
mer here and there, the pile of empty 
bottles. He paused, leaning against a 
tree, his head drooping, his mouth half
open, and stared across the uneven 
ground at the black oblong of the open 
door. He wanted all at once to go 
there, but he hesitated, trembling again. 
Then, stumbling over an emerging root, 
he went forward, his hands swinging at 
his sides.

He could see the roof of the porch 
sloping down at one corner where the 
wood had rotted. He could see the 
chimney that he had cleaned long ago, 
stolid on the roof. He could see a 
square of lighter gray, somewhere in
side the house, and he knew that it was 
in the kitchen where the back door was 
still open. When he was a few feet 
from the crumbling wooden step, an 
animal, he did not know what, pattered 
on the ground, rustled among leaves. 
Louis stopped, with a sudden, bursting 
moan like the wail of a cat.

For a moment he stood there, knees 
bending, arms at his sides barely mov
ing. But soon he turned, stumbled 
backward to the road, crossed it, and 
leaned, breathing heavily, against a tree. 
He rubbed his hands up and down the 
bark, he pressed his forehead against 
it, he giggled. Then, gasping suddenly, 
he dropped to his knees, embraced the 
trunk, stared with eyes wide open 
toward the road. Coming toward him, 
whence he could not tell, he heard the 
thud of hoofs and the monotonous rat
tle of light wheels.

She drove out into the moonlight, 
erect in a buggy, as he had seen her so 
many times before. Her suit in the 
night looked gray; but her hat was the 
same shape as before, and beneath it 
he could see her eyes, round and shin
ing. She drew up the horse when op
posite Louis and, leaning forward, still 
holding the whip, stared across at the 
empty house.

He saw her black hair curving on 
her fat neck, and he wanted to cry out 
“Polly!” but he could not utter a sound. 
Without moving, she sat there, looking 
at the vague house above her. Then
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the whip in her hand began to sway, 
backward and forward.

Again Louis tried to speak; trem
bling violently, he could not even move.

The whip swayed more and more, 
quivering at the top. All at once she 
gave a little cry and, jerking herself up
right, tugged at the reins. The horse 
stamped and twisted; the wheels 
rasped; the buggy jolted. And all the 
time she was turning around, straight 
in her seat, arms before her, Louis 
could see her face twisted in the moon
light, and could hear her crying in a 
high, monotonous voice. Even when 
she started away from him abruptly he 
could say nothing; he crouched there, 
shaking; the buggy vanished down the 
road.

He rose to his feet at last and tot
tered out from the shadow. He had 
forgotten that he wanted to go away, 
where he was going. When he saw the 
house, silent and gray in the clearing, 
he almost cried out; and, stumbling in 
the ruts, half-blinded, he started back 
in the direction from which he had 
come.

It was as if the great weight pressed 
him down, turned him back, forced him 
with shuffling feet, bowed, head and 
dangling arms to move along the road 
toward the ranch house. He could see 
Corbin.

“ Damn Corbin!” was in his mind. 
“ Damn Corbin!”

Between the dark trees he went, 
along the grey road. He wanted to 
topple forward and lie moaning in the 
dust. But he shuffled on as if a cord 
drew him.

He did not pause when he saw the 
house— standing with its barn beyond 
the beanfield. Entering the gate, he 
climbed the road, moving slowly, his 
head bowed, his loose arms hanging at 
his sides. Turning slightly to the left, 
he walked around the house to the rear 
and along the small slope near the 
woodshed. There was not a sound.

Near the woodpile his boot struck 
something hard, and he looked down. 
The axe lay, with its dull polish, on the 
ground; he picked it up by the handle,

almost without stooping. When he en
tered the kitchen, closing the door be
hind him, the two dogs trotted forward 
silently, sniffing.

They burst into cries at the first 
sound of tumult in the house; they ran 
yelling forward, their hair bristling, 
and cast themselves with thuds against 
the door. They snarled, they barked, 
they clawed. Then they were still for 
a moment, and the thumps and 
scrapings within ceased, too, and for 
a moment there was only the heavy 
silence of the night, with the bursting 
moon throwing grey light onto the 
world.

The dogs howled again and fell back 
when the door flew open. Something 
whirled toward them, scraping along 
the ground, and they yelped. Then a 
black figure, leaning forward, ran moan
ing away into the hills.

CH APTER X V III

B u d d y  W e s t , driving his Ford to the 
ranch, found Corbin on the following 
day. It was he who told the news in 
town.

And Buddy West was a member of 
the posse that captured Louis. They 
found him, three days later, crouching 
beneath a manzanita bush at the side 
of a road in a distant valley.

“ He wuz almost on the ground,”  
Buddy related months afterward. “ We 
calls to him to stand up, but he lets 
out a yell and starts runnin’. He was 
black all over. G od! He must o’ been 
lyin’ in a ditch all night. Well, Jake he 
takes a crack and Louis tumbles down. 
When we got up to him he Wuz lyin’ on 
his back, yellin’ up at us. Then he died. 
— Yeah.”

Examining Louis’ body, the doctors 
found him a criminal of the very worst 
type. There was the head, the jaw, 
everything. And soon they forgot him.

For a while they talked of Corbin in 
the valley.

“ A  fine man,”  old McCray used to 
say, red and puffing on the hotel veran
da. “ Never knew a finer man, never. 
And all he did for that Louis!”
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Then McCray died, others followed, 
and those who remained talked of dif
ferent things.

Into Corbin’s ranch-house moved a 
family of cousins, his only heirs. The 
man works in the field, makes money, 
and has painted the house. The wom
an, fat and domestic, keeps the old 
kitchen clean as her own face, and 
often stands laughing in the doorway, 
her hands on her hips, and calls in a 
great voice to her children.

No one in P- - - -  ever saw Polly
again. Years later, in a Honolulu hos
pital, a woman died who had given her 
name as “ Polly Brown.” In her final 
delirium she talked wildly of a murder 
at night, and of mountains. But no one
paid any attention.

* * *

The deserted house on the summit of 
the hill stands grey and fragile in its 
clearing. Without knowing why, peo
ple of the canyon are afraid o f the place. 
Boys -who go hunting and fishing 
among the hills, steal by rapidly at night, 
shuddering; and, sitting around their 
fires, tell one another strange tales of 
how it is haunted. On moonlight 
nights, despite the coating of dust, 
an empty bottle glimmers here and, 
there.

The rains o f the winter tear cruelly 
at the rotten boards. Last year another 
post on the veranda crumbled away; 
the roof slopes more than ever; only 
one step before the door is solid; and 
that, too, is going.

The house is like an old, withering 
face on which age descends.

T he K erry Lads
By Theodosia Garrison

M Y  eyes were all too wary,
My heart was none too gay, 

Until the lads from Kerry
Came tramping through this way, 

And lodged about the village,
And helped us with the hay.

The lads that come from Kerry 
Are not like lads at home,

They show you where the fairy 
Dance circles on the loam,

And tell old tales and sing old songs 
That lift your heart like foam.

The lads that come from Kerry 
They never stay for long;

But, Oh, their mouths are merry!
And, Oh, their arms are strong! 

And what’s a careless kiss or so 
T o  one remembered song?



The Americanization of an Alien
 

B y Phillips Russell

H E learned the elements o f the lan
guage from companions who re

ferred to young females as “ goils.”
H e gained fluency by listening to 

traffic policemen speak to motorists 
who hadn’ t their cars under control.

H e got his manners from a subway 
guard.

H e derived his American sense of 
humour from the comic supplements 
in the Sunday newspapers.

He learned his taste in dress from a 
moving-picture actor.

He cultivated his sportsmanship by 
helping to bombard a baseball umpire 
with pop bottles.

H e learned true religion from the 
Rev. Dr. Billy Sunday.

H e adopted a system of business 
ideals after a study of the life of a 
Pennsylvania coke magnate.

He mastered political idealism by 
joining the Tammany club in his ward.

He gratified his taste for music by 
playing phonograph records, one side 
o f which was entitled “ The Alcoholic

Blues” and the other "It’s Spoontime 
When It’s Moontime in Sunny 
Idaho.”

H e mastered history by learning that 
Washington crossed the Delaware 
standing in the bow o f a six-foot skiff 
that crashed its way through icebergs 
four feet thick.

He first learned the delights o f the 
theater by witnessing a performance of 
" Nellie, the Beautiful Cloak Model.”  
Later his taste improved and he bought 
seats for bedroom farces from specu
lators.

H e learned democratic justice and 
tolerance by running after a mob that 
lynched a coon for  "sassing”  a shiftless 
white man.

He absorbed the American man’s 
chivalric attitude toward women by lis
tening to the conversation in Pullman 
smoking compartments.

He learned the American woman’s 
attitude toward men by listening to the 
conversation o f the manicure ladies in 
a barber shop.

A W O M A N  should kiss carefully. She should remember that a successful 
business is only built by having customers come again.

MA R R IA G E  makes a man and a woman one. W hich one, is the ques
tion that then remains to be decided.
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The Believer
By L. M .  Hussey

M a d a m e  m a y s , a successful
psychic in the city, chanced to 
consult Dr. Bernd for a minor 

nervous disorder, probably induced by 
the neurotic strain o f her frequent 
trances. Prior to their meeting as 
physician and patient, these two had 
known nothing about each other. Mad
ame Mays, having rented a new estab
lishment near Bernd’s office, chose him 
for consultation merely on account of 
convenience.

When she entered his consulting- 
room he was considerably surprised. 
Her appearance was unusual. She bore 
no resemblance to his ordinary patients.

She came in somewhat majestically, 
and with a fantastic air that, originally 
cultivated as a part o f her professional 
manner, was now inseparable from her 
usual deportment.

Her clothes were strange. She wore 
a large black hat elaborately decorated 
with cut-jet beads and set off by a black 
plume slanting cavalierly at the side. 
Her gown, too, maintained the black 
motif, modulated by lace insertion in 
front and a surprising panel of dark 
purple brocade running the length o f 
the back. Her ample figure was un
corseted.

The doctor, seated austerely at his 
desk, was first attracted by her dress, 
but in a moment her face and gestures 
took all his attention.

Her hair was brilliantly red, and it 
seemed to be unusually profuse, for 
two heavy strands came down from un
der her hat and completely concealed 
her ears. She had scarcely any eye
brows and whatever colour her face

I held naturally was wholly concealed by 
such a thick layer of powder that she 
looked almost like a harlequin in make
up. Her lips were unpainted. She had 
a ghastly appearance.

But her eyes compelled attention. 
They were very large, reddish brown 
in colour, and she had the peculiar trick 
o f opening them suddenly, without any 
reason, into a fixed and astonishing 
stare.

She seated herself in the empty chair 
at the doctor’s side and began to tell 
him her symptoms, rationally enough. 
But she accompanied her recital with a 
series of movements that almost entire
ly distracted his professional interest.

More than anything else, perhaps, her 
gestures were arresting. The chief one 
was accomplished by a swift thrusting 
out of her plump hands, whereupon the 
fingers were extended tautly and then 
suddenly clenched into two rounded 
fists. This gesture was employed indis
criminately as the auxiliary o f various 
emotions, and sometimes the two fists 
were almost under Dr. Bernd’s disap
proving nose.

He was by no means prepossessed 
in favour o f Madame Mays. She was 
not the ordinary patient o f his con
sulting-room.

Dr. Bernd was a highly respectable 
man. Years before, shortly after set
ting up in practice, he had joined a 
large church and the best part of his 
connection had been built up among the 
congregation. They all knew him well. 
They all respected him.

Whilst Madame Mays explained her 
symptoms he glanced alternately at her 
face and at the glass plate on his desk. 
She was quite voluble and he found it
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unnecessary to ask many questions. He 
was frowning a little. Now and then 
he compressed his lips, whereupon his 
neat grey moustache protruded some
what harshly.

Presently, after he had learned all 
about the vague pains in her shoulders 
and the neuralgic shootings in her chest, 
he began to inquire into her his
tory.

“ Will you tell me something about 
your occupation?”  he asked.

She answered after a short stare 
that, passing the doctor, seemed to pen
etrate the materiality o f the wall be
hind his head.

“ I ’m a medium,”  she replied.
Dr. Bernd looked up at her swiftly, 

not fully enlightened.
“ A  psychic,”  she explained.
He was not surprised— but he was 

disconcerted. He wondered why she 
had come to him, by whose recommen
dation? To a degree she made him un
comfortable.

“ You mean a professional spiritual
ist ?”  he asked.

She did not reply; she assented by 
her silence.

Dr. Bernd tapped his fingers on the 
edge o f his desk. His frown became 
fixed.

“ I ’m afraid, Madame,”  he said, “ that 
your profession is the cause of your 
trouble. I have never attended what 
you might call a seance— but, whatever 
chicanery may be connected with it, I 
don’t doubt that it results in an abnor
mal nervous strain to the— medium. It 
will be difficult to help you.”

Madame Mays listened, but seemed 
to ignore entirely the scarcely concealed 
condemnation of her practices that the 
doctor put not only into his words, but 
conveyed also in the strained inflections 
of his voice.

Apparently she took his conclusions 
in a complimentary way. A  certain 
martyred look came into her eyes, like 
that of one who will continue to serve 
a cause despite its demand of sacrifice 
and its hurt.

She lowered her eyes, speaking in a 
subdued voice.

“When I get an easy  ‘contact,’ ” she 
said, “ it’s not so hard. But some of the 
ones on the Other Side just barely make 
you feel their influence, yet you can’t 
get ‘contact.’ That does me up fright
fully. I feel just like a wrung-out rag. 
Sometimes they leave me with a fit of 
shaking all over that doesn’t go away 
for hours.”

Dr. Bernd listened with some aston
ishment. The woman had ignored his 
rebuff, and now she was speaking to 
him as if he believed in the seriousness 
and legitimacy of her efforts.

She was elaborating.
“There’s a young dancer that’s try

ing to get contact with me now. She 
passed to the Other Side in a ship
wreck. I ’ve felt that much. Twice 
I ’ve just got a glimpse of her. She has 
long curls, gold, I think, big blue eyes, 
kind o f pathetic lips, and a wonderful 
figure. But somehow we can’t hold 
each other’s influence. I understand 
she’s lonely, she seems to want some 
man. The poor thing has hurt me more 
than any o f the others.”

This astonished confession brought a 
naive and at the same time brutal ques
tion to the physician’s lips.

“ Do you mean to tell me that you are 
sincere ?”  he asked. “ Are you trying to 
make me believe you?”

Again, more surprisingly now, she 
ignored the intent of his words. She 
continued to elaborate about the dancer. 
Her sentences were embroidered with 
vague technicalities that were in a meas
ure bewildering.

Dr. Bernd listened with an increas
ing discomfort, yet at the same time 
with an undeniable interest. The wom
an had considerable descriptive power. 
In her voluble way, she could summon 
up images, present a word picture. Just 
why she presumed him to be interested 
in the imaginary dancing girl gave him 
seconds of uneasy speculation. He felt 
almost as if, by an uncanny clairvoy
ance, she had seen into some o f the un
admitted secrets of his heart.

Her recital made him nervous. Nev
ertheless, he did not accuse her again. 

On parting she took his hand and
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pressed his fingers with a touch of inti
macy.

“ Doctor,” she said, “ I wish you’d 
come to a sitting.”

He replied only by a frown. She 
nodded, leaving the office by the side 
door that opened on the hall.

After her going Dr. Bernd reseated 
himself in the familiar chair by his 
desk. For some time he did not ring 
for the next patient.

Indeed, he was unaccountably upset. 
The woman left behind her the spell o f 
a peculiar influence. Her effect was 
morbid and pathological.

Dr. Bernd thought about the dancing 
girl.

For just an instant he indulged in a 
wild fancy.

Suppose there were truth in these 
doctrines! In such circumstances, he 
might not be alone in that room. Any
where, within the visible limits o f the 
walls, a companion might be near him, 
some girl, perhaps . . . one like the 
dancing girl . . . in draperies, pirouet
ting, for him alone, concealed from 
others. . . .

Then he thought of his wife, so re
cently dead. His cheeks flushed. He 
looked about him swiftly. His shame
ful thoughts startled him. Clenching 
his fists, he expelled a harsh breath.

Presently, more composed, he touched 
the button that communicated with the 
outer office.

II

B e r n d  was born in a Western State. 
When he was a young boy his parents 
died suddenly during the course o f a 
local pneumonia epidemic. Then he 
was brought East to live with an uncle, 
who figured largely in shaping his life, 
his nature, and his peculiar conscience.

He was not a brilliant boy, nor par
ticularly self-assertive. The uncle never 
had any trouble with him, for he obeyed 
without question.

Chiefly he was brought up in what 
was called a “ moral atmosphere,” in 
which he thrived readily enough. He 
never had any thought of revolt. The

principles of his guardian’s belief were 
familiar to his heredity; he absorbed 
them naturally, like a sustenance.

During the first week in his new 
home he was taken to church, and, bar
ring several absences excusable by good 
reasons, he had gone, first to this church 
and later, to the one he now attended, 
ever since. Here he learned the pecu
liarities of the dissenter’s faith. He was 
taught to bawl the hymns, to listen to 
the pastor, to recite the psalms in con
cert. As he grew older he mastered 
the modifications of English verbs when 
“ thou”  is used, and so he became ac
complished in private and public pray
er. Once, at the close of a fund-rais
ing campaign for the church, he led all 
the other youths in the sum of money 
turned in; he was gradually esteemed 
for his steadiness and zeal.

After graduating from high school 
he entered a medical school; the pro
fession was chosen, for some obscure 
reason, by his uncle. He was now in 
late adolescence, and girls were trou
bling him greatly.

He longed to be married, and in 
thinking of women he made very little 
selection; nearly any woman seemed de
sirable as a wife.

He used to watch girls on the streets 
and in the trolley cars and it gave him 
a warm, happy feeling to imagine one 
of them entirely his own. If he exer
cised any choice at all it was rather to 
select the plainer women, even, at times 
the downright bad-looking ones—  not 
because he was unresponsive to the 
charm of a pretty face, but because he 
was somehow afraid of the really 
pretty girls.

In considering them he felt a per
sonal inadequacy. Their vivacity fright
ened him and this fear was readily 
translated into disapproval. He did not 
like good-looking women, for in the 
perversity of his mental processes he 
esteemed their charm a badge of some
thing obscurely shameful.

Living in the relatively loose atmos
phere o f a medical college, he stood 
aloof from the obscenities of his fellow- 
students. He yielded to none of their
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lax affairs, and although his rectitude 
brought no ease to him, it gave him 
a certain superior opinion of him
self.

He knew that he was better than 
the others. He congratulated himself 
upon his personal strength. Although 
he did not stand at the front of his 
classes, his sense of superiority was not 
lessened. According to his thinking, he 
possessed qualities more important than 
those that led to high marks.

When he graduated his uncle set him 
up in practice.

Then, a year later, just before the 
death of his uncle, he married.

The marriage was a surprise. He had 
never spoken about such a thing to the 
old man upon whom he was dependent, 
for he was afraid o f definite opposition 
— an opposition which, if disregarded, 
would mean the loss of all those funds 
so necessary to him at this point in his 
career. But one day he could stand the 
restraint no longer; he married and 
then went to his guardian to confess.

His approach was a very humble one, 
and by this demeanor he was saved. 
The old man abused him, told him that 
it was immoral not to wait, not to have 
prepared honestly for the support o f 
the woman whom he chose— but it all 
ended in forgiveness.

Bernd had met his wife at church. 
She was a quiet, somewhat stupid girl; 
she had little to say, but to young Bernd 
her reservations were vastly provoking. 
They went out together in the conven
tional way and shortly after the secret 
engagement they used to kiss each other 
when alone. There was nothing very 
fervid about their lovemaking.

But the young man engauded it with 
his private imaginings, o f which he was 
ashamed. The very fact that his girl 
said so little, did so little, enhanced her 
possibilities, made her charm unfath
omable.

Although, after marriage, none of 
these florid fancies was realized, he 
never definitely admitted his disappoint
ment. At any rate, he had achieved a 
certain ease, and the lack o f entire sat
isfaction only served to develop his

austerity and to maintain his sense of 
superiority.

Yet, now and then, he was bedeviled 
by temptation. A  woman, coming to 
consult him professionally, would smile. 
And then, occasionally for days, he 
would go about with a white face and a 
curiously strained appearance. His 
friends interpreted these visible phe
nomena as the results of overwork.

But mainly his home life moved along 
with calm and full propriety. His out
ward life was without incident, and if 
any story were to be told of him it 
would have to deal with the obscure re
pressions within his heart.

When his wife died he lamented her 
sincerely and wept at her grave. He 
considered the statement of the pastor, 
officiating there, proper and justified. 
He was told that she had gone to a 
felicitous other world and that he must 
temper the hurt o f his bereavement 
with the knowledge that later he would 
meet her there.

O f these propositions Dr. Bernd 
made no question.

I II

It was after the third visit o f Mad
ame Mays, still under treatment, that 
Dr. Bernd confided to her a singularly 
insincere want.

He told her in a low voice, almost 
furtively, only once or twice daring to 
meet her peculiar eyes.

The strangeness o f his insincerity 
lay in the fact that he himself was al
most deluded. There were many mo
ments when he did not doubt the entire 
purity of his motives. Yet, in other in
stants he was conscious of an ulterior 
desire beneath his admitted wanting. 
But he never contemplated this, he 
never fully acknowledged it, nor 
thought about it, nor put it into words.

He asked Madame Mays if it were 
possible for him to communicate with 
his wife.

Even now, although she had begun 
to influence him, and the rigours of his 
first full disapproval were gone, he did 
not entirely trust or believe her. But



THE BELIEVER 33

the tormenting strength of his strange, 
inner, unadmitted wish brought him 
finally to a measure of credence. At 
least he felt that he could test her.

He finally made an appointment with 
her and one evening he called at her es
tablishment. She occupied a tall, old 
house in a row of similar houses; there 
was nothing fantastic in the outward 
appearance of the place and to some 
extent this was reassuring.

Indoors, his favourable impression 
was continued. He was received by an 
ordinary maid and conducted into a 
conventional drawing-room. Its fur
nishings were a little elaborate, but save 
for a piece o f sculpture or two it dif
fered very little from the usual draw
ing-room or “ parlour”  of the homes to 
which he was ordinarily called in the 
practice of his profession.

He sat down in a red upholstered 
chair and presently Madame Mays her
self appeared and greeted him.

Her deportment was familiar. O f 
course, her peculiarities were somewhat 
more obvious. She wore no hat ; the 
masses o f her red hair seemed to burn 
like a flame on her head. Her exces
sively powdered face was more ghast
ly in this artificial light.

But she extended her hand with suffi
cient naturalness.

“ W e’ll go upstairs, Doctor,” she told 
him. “ O f course, we musn’t be inter
rupted. I ’ll do my best to get the con
nection for you. I think we’ll be suc
cessful. My powers feel strong to
night.”

At this moment Dr. Bernd was the 
victim of two opposing emotions. The 
one was his natural shrinking, his ordi
nary disbelief in this sort o f thing, a 
lingering flare-up of his incredulity. The 
other was a complex sense of agitation 
and expectancy: he might be on the 
threshold of something, of an unspoken 
desire. He felt, moreover, an emotion 
o f shame, a suppressed, inner con
sciousness o f sinfulness. But he fol
lowed behind the broad back of Mad
ame Mays, who led the way upstairs.

They went into a somewhat less con
ventional room, but still not fantastic

enough to upset that delicate, unstable 
balance at which Dr. Bernd’s emotions 
rested. It was smaller than the apart
ment below and more simply furnished. 
There were several straight-backed 
chairs, a plain center-table, bare and 
uncovered, and sofa, a pedestal lamp 
with a violet shade, at present lighted. 
The carpet was thick, the walls were 
without pictures. Long, dark green 
curtains hung down over what were 
probably the front windows.

Madame Mays seated herself at the 
table and motioned to the doctor to take 
the chair opposite. She asked him to 
place his hands upon the table. Then, 
by means of a switch on the wall be
hind her, she turned out the light.

For a few moments the room seemed 
entirely dark. After this interval Bernd 
was able to discern the medium across 
the table. She was sitting very stiffly 
with her head bent back; he rather 
sensed than saw that her eyes were 
wide open, fixed permanently in that 
astonishing stare. He could not hear 
her breathe.

A second later he was startled by 
a series of sharp, emphatic knocks pro
ceeding from a point above his head.

“ What is that ?” he cried.
Madame Mays was silent.
The raps were repeated, a whole 

chorus of them, sounding in different 
parts o f the dark room.

Urged by his secret desire, the doc
tor yielded himself to credulity; his eyes 
widened, he leaned across the table, he 
turned his head from side to side, 
peering into the darkness, searching for 
the presentation o f immaterialities. The 
flush on his cheeks was unseen in the 
darkness.

IV

No o n e  was aware of his frequent 
visits to Madame Mays, nor o f his new 
faith, until he abruptly announced it 
during a prayer meeting at his church. 
Coming from his lips, it made a pro
found stir.

He told nothing o f Madame Mays, 
the intermediary.

S. S.—April—3
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He arose to speak after an elder in 
the church had fervently expressed his 
full confidence in another world.

“ And some day, if many of us have 
not done so already, we will be able 
to speak to the loved ones on the other 
side, and hear the revelation from their 
lips.”

As the speaker sat down Dr. Bernd 
arose. His closely cut moustache 
seemed greyer, the lines o f his face 
were acute, his eyes glowed as if from 
a deep, inner exulting. Respectful 
faces were upturned to his.

“ What our brother has predicted for 
the future has already happened to 
me,”  he began. “ I have talked with 
my dead w ife!”

He paused; his startling words were 
not at first comprehended. Then un
derstanding like a wave rippled through 
the ranks of his listeners; a sharp 
sound, like that o f a sudden sigh, arose 
from the congregation, the simultaneous 
inhalations o f many breaths.

“ In a certain place,”  he went on, “ she 
has come to me and talked to me; I  
am sure. But last night I saw her. It 
was not in the usual place, but in my 
own home, and I was alone. I was in 
bed, it was after midnight, and I awoke, 
thinking o f . . . o f  her— ”

Dr. Bernd appeared to falter and 
two red spots, almost like a blush o f 
shame, appeared in his cheeks. In the 
church there was entire silence. He re
covered himself and continued.

“ I was thinking o f her— and then I 
found her seated at the foot o f my bed. 
She was looking at me, she was smil
ing. She was very real; there was 
nothing ghostly about her appearance; 
she seemed to sit there as naturally as 
she had done in the days when she was 
with me, in the flesh. I was not fright
ened, but I hesitated to speak, in the 
fear that my voice would make her 
leave. I lay there silently. W e looked 
at each other for some minutes. Pres
ently I had a great impulse to turn 
my head. I took my eyes from her 
face and when I looked again she was 
gone!”

It was a recital that affected many

of these people like a revelation. Be
fore he could leave the church that eve
ning many of the congregation crowd
ed about Bernd and seized his hands, 
pressing them silently. No one disbe
lieved him; he was not only a good 
man but a scientific one, and such a 
man is not deceived. There were tears 
in the eyes of many. One woman came 
close and whispered her passionate 
thanks.

“ You have given us all a wonderful, 
renewed hope,”  she said.

But Bernd scarcely saw the crowd 
about him, nor heard their words. He 
was curiously confused. After a while 
he found himself on the street, going 
home alone.

Then his mind cleared somewhat. 
He began to speculate upon the im
pulse, impromptu and startling, that had 
led him to that evening’s confession. 
Again and again he realized that he had 
never intended it. And, moreover, he 
had presented the situation falsely.

It seemed to him at last that confes
sion had been a necessity, confession 
o f some character, however twisted 
from the truth. The vision o f the 
night before, even if he only half be
lieved in its authenticity, had wrung 
his emotions violently. By speaking of 
it he had relieved, to a certain measure, 
an abominable tension.

He had not been entirely awake when 
the thing had happened; that had been 
realized after the passing o f the phan
tom had startled him into full wakeful
ness. Many times during the day he 
had tried to rationalize his experience, 
persuading himself that the figure had 
been no more than a presence in a 
nightmare, a reasonable conclusion or
dinarily.

But here his inner secret obtruded 
itself, that hidden, inner wanting. With 
the knowledge of that, he was torn 
with the fear that his wife’s coming 
might have been authentic.

In a half-waking, nightmarish state 
he had found her seated at his bedside. 
His first emotion, instead o f surprise, 
had been one of regret in that she had 
come instead of that other one. Then
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he found that his wife’s eyes, meeting 
his own, were charged with wrath and 
reproach. She seemed to look into his 
heart, witnessing the regret of that 
other instant and his shame. Rousing 
himself, she was gone.

Dr. Bernd now reached his street; 
he ascended the hollowed marble steps 
in front of his house and opened the 
door. He passed through the corridor, 
his offices, and ascending the stairs, 
went into his bedroom.

He did not light the light. Near the 
window was a small escritoire and the 
light o f an arc on the street came in 
through the window, illuminating this 
with a ray like that of an artificial 
moon. He crossed the room and seat
ed himself, half his figure falling with
in the pale illumination.

The complexity of his mood had re
solved itself into one of resisting sul
lenness. He no longer felt any shame. 
Vaguely, he saw that he had been cheat
ed, that there was still a monstrous, ce
lestial conspiracy to cheat him. All his 
life of harsh repressions appeared to 
him now as the malignant result of this 
conspiring.

Suppose, then, the figure had been 
real! She came to thwart him, in death 
as she had in life. She approached 
him from another world, with her jeal
ous restraint, with her scorn, with her 
diabolic accusing.

He sprang up swiftly. His whole 
tormented soul was in revolt. Staring 
into the darkness, feeling within him 
the strength o f an abandon that in this 
instant swept aside all his life-long 
faiths— his hope o f future reward, his 
ancient pride in his superiority— he

sought madly to summon for his de
light that spirit o f his inner hope, the 
one whom he now admitted was his 
only need and wanting.

And then she seemed to come to him 
— in the form that Madame Mays had 
first described her!

She sprang out of nothingness, im
material and desired. Her garments 
were like shifting clouds, moving with 
the rhythm of her. She danced before 
him without, sound, ever meeting his 
eyes, smiling and looking into them.

It was his dancing girl!
Dr. Bernd opened his eyes and 

stepped toward her. She had come to 
him at last, alone, in the darkness, 
away from all eyes, for his solace.

He ran toward her.
None o f the servants heard the sound 

as he fell headlong over a chair.

His sudden death from apoplexy 
stirred those who knew him deeply, but 
none so much as those who had been 
in the church during his confessional. 
For, when they viewed his body, they 
found upon his face a look o f ecstacy in 
death.

The group who heard the minister 
preach at his grave were moved to 
tears. There was a profound signifi
cance in his concluding words. He 
said:

“ Our brother has gone, but even be
fore the last parting I believe that light 
assuredly came to him. W e have 
looked upon his countenance to-day. 
We have seen the radiance there. Be 
sure, our brother saw his loved ones, 
and spoke to them, as they came to take 
him to his eternal rest.”

L O V E  is the folly that makes young men try to grow moustaches and old 
men shave them off.



Memories
B y Kenneth Andrews

T HE church was thronged for the 
fashionable wedding. The fra
grance of many flowers hung heav

ily in the gloom of the vast auditorium. 
The stained windows, the thick shad
ows, the somberly brooding yellow 
lights, the lofty, fretted ceiling swathed 
in twilight: all these blended in melan
choly beauty.

The bride, in her gown of white, 
seemed very small, very humble, very 
beautiful. A  radiance, almost of holi
ness, seemed for the moment to play 
about her.

The groom was erect and confident.

His sturdy, black-clad form was good 
to look upon.

The voice of the clergyman crept out 
over the heads of the congregation. 
There was a hush.

“ . . . I f  there be any here . . . 
let him speak now . . .  or forever after 
. . . hold his peace. . . . ”

In one o f the dim corners far to the 
rear of the church a girl bowed her 
head and smoothed an imaginary 
wrinkle from her glove.

In another dim comer a young man 
cleared his throat softly and blew his 
nose.

The ceremony proceeded.

T he Quest
By George O ’Neil

S O M E H O W , this hour, I can remember you  
W ith kindliness I have not felt before;

I can recall unhappiness we knew 
As poignant music that is played no more. .  .  .

N ow our old moments, silently arrayed,
Clear in the crowded shadows of my thought, 

Reveal sad allegories vaguely made
Of words misunderstood and truths uncaught. . .  .

And these are all . . . and this is all they teach,— 
That love must be as silent as the rest . . .

And that the eloquence we strove to reach 
Hastened the end of our pathetic quest.
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A Man’s Mind
By A . U eland Taylor

A L L  the while she dressed she kept 
coming back smiling to her mir
ror. It wasn’t so much an inter

est in her own comely reflection that 
drew her (though she had a pleased eye 
for that too), as it was the open page 
o f a letter that was propped up against 
the glass. In the midst of brushing her 
hair she would pause, her brush vague
ly lifted, to read it again. It was only 
a brief note:

“Dear Mary.— I have something to 
tell you—the most important thing. 
Perhaps you know . I’ ll come for you 
at seven,  if that’ s all right, and we’ ll 
have dinner somewhere. Yours,

“ J. N.”

She went singing to her closet and 
pulled down a vivid green dress that 
she slipped over her head. The bell 
rang, and with a last brush to her 
ruffled brown hair, she ran to the door.

“ It’s you!” she said, a little breath
less, to the tall man who stood there 
smiling at her.

“ It’s me,”  said he. “ Oh, Mary— ” 
He closed the door and then turned and 
took her in his arms.

“ You look so pretty,”  he said, “ I ’m 
going to kiss you.”

He did kiss her, and she clung to him 
with her eyes closed for a second.

Then he was holding both her hands 
and laughing.

“ Jove!” he said, “ there’s as much 
thrill to that as if you were my sister. 
Funny, isn’t it?”

She drew away her hands and smiled 
faintly.

I “ I ’m so happy I had to,”  he went on, 
exuberantly, “ I want to embrace every
one! But that’s what I came to tell 
you.”

II

T h e n  they were in the little yellow 
sitting room. Mary was on the sofa, 
her face rather white against the bright 
pillows. He was in the big chair on the 
other side of the fire.

“ Well,”  she said slowly. “ Tell me 
all about her.”

“ She’s ridiculously young. Years 
younger than we are. I can’t describe 
her— she’s too wonderfully delicate and 
flower-like. Untouched by the world. 
Innocent. Virginal . . . ”

“ Intelligent ?”
“ Why yes— but not in the way you 

mean, perhaps. It doesn’t worry her. 
She’s not a bit your type, Mary. 
You’re a comrade— you’re a good sort. 
We could go on being friends for 
years, like two men, without any senti
ment between us. You couldn’t do that 
with her. You ’d have to have every
thing or nothing.”

“ What’s her name ?”
“ Evelyn. Evelyn Ives. It’s like her. 

She’s so feminine. A  little helpless. 
She makes you want to take care o f 
her.”

“ Give me a cigarette, please. 
Thanks.”  She took one from his box, 
lighted it and drew a deep breath.

“ She doesn’t smoke,”  he said, smiling 
tenderly. “ She’s like lavender and 
roses. As if she’d been laid away in 
her own wedding chest. She’s never 
cared for anyone before. And that’s 
the wonderful part o f it, to be the first,
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the only one in the life of a beautiful 
young creature. She was brought up 
in a convent. A  little convent girl.” 

“ But she’s interesting, too, Jim? 
She’s a person?”

“ Good heavens, she’s more than 
that! You’d be sure to ask that. She’s 
simply charm and beauty personified. 
Isn’t that enough? She’s not the sort 
of woman you are. There are things 
I wouldn’t have her know for anything. 
She doesn’t know— well, what we call 
life.”

“ Happily.”
“ Now there’s nothing you and I 

can’t say to each other, is there ? 
There’s nothing you don’t understand. 
You have a man’s mind— that’s-what 
I ’ve always said about you— a man’s 
mind. But that isn’t just the thing a 
man looks for in the woman he’s going 
to marry.”

She nodded. “ I see. No, o f course 
not.”

“ But look here,”  he said, “ it’s half 
past seven. Shan’t we be getting on? 
They’re saving a table. W e can talk 
just as well there as here.”

She stood up, covering her eyes with 
her hand. “ Jim, I ’ve a horrible head
ache. I’m going to beg off.”

“ Oh— poor girl! I ’m sorry. You 
don’t want to go?”

“ Think I ’ll have a glass of milk and 
go to bed.”

“ Can’t I stay here? W e’ll pick up 
something. There’s so much I want 
to tell you.”

“ Oh, no I— I want to get to bed.”
“ I hate to leave you, Mary, but if 

you feel badly . . . ”
“ It’s all right. I ’m much better 

alone. It’s nothing. You must bring 
her up to see me one day soon.”

“ I will. Don’t smoke, will you, 
when she comes ? She wouldn’t under
stand. I want her to like you— and I 
don’t want you giving her any of your 
advanced ideas.”

He was smiling at her playfully.
“ I ’ll try to behave very nicely,” she 

answered gravely. She opened the 
door for him, then held out her hand. 

“ Good-night.”

“ Good-night then. Mary, you don’t 
mind my having kissed you ? I had to, 
for once!”

“ O f course not!” she laughed. 
“ You’re such an old brick. Well—  

you’ll take care of yourself ? Get right 
to bed?”

At last, at last he went.

III

O n e  fine day he brought Evelyn 
Ives to see her. He left them together 
almost at once, begging them to be the 
best o f friends for his sake, and prom
ised to return in an hour.

The girl was very talkative, once he 
was gone. While Mary made tea she 
strolled about the room with charming 
self-possession, picking up the books 
and admiring Mary’s little horde of 
objets d’art. She looked very fragile 
and lovely, dawdling and chatting so 
prettily.

When tea was made she came back 
to the sofa before the fire.

Mary suddenly said, “ Oh, I know! 
I ’ve been trying to think where I ’ve 
seen you. Aren’t you the little Miss 
Ives I used to see in Paris? Aren’t 
you Madame Hartman’s little friend?” 

“ Why, yes,” said the girl. “ Did I 
ever see you there? I don’t quite re
member . . . ”

“ No, o f course you wouldn’t. I went 
very seldom to Madame Hartman’s. 
But I do remember one day seeing you 
there in her studio. You sang.”

“ Yes, I was her pupil. I lived with 
her. That was winter before last.” 

“ How strange! He never told me 
you’d been in Paris. I never dreamed 
you’d be that little Miss Ives. Every
one who knew Madame Hartman knew 
about you. She was quite mad about 
your voice.”

“ She was very nice to me.”
“ Well, tell me, what’s become of 

her?”
“ She’s here now. I don’t see much 

of her. You know she married again, 
after her divorce.”

“ Someone told me that. She mar
ried that Swedish novelist person,
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didn’t she? What was his name—
Delius ?”

“ Yes, she married Delius,”  said the 
girl slowly. “ I can’t imagine why. A 
genius of course. She used to sup
port him practically before, but it’s 
worse now because I believe he made 
her settle something on him. Made
leine’s a dear, but she’s a perfect poire. 
She always was about men. Especially 
young ones.”

“ To think you’re that little Miss 
Ives!”  murmured Mary.

“ It’s queer I don’t remember you.” 
“ Oh, you wouldn’t. I only came in 

to hear the music once or twice. I 
never saw much of Madame Hartman 
and her friends. But you know I was 
astonished when I heard about her 
marriage. They always told me Delius 
was your friend— or am I thinking of 
someone else?”

The girl put down her cup. “ Oh, 
we were rather good friends,” she said. 
“ Only, you see, I hadn’t any money. 
He simply had to have money.”

“ I suppose so. So they’re both here 
now? He’s here, too?”

“ I think so. Yes, I know he is.”  
“ Hm-m. It must have been rather 

hard for you to leave that interesting 
life over there,” said Mary. “ What 
about your singing? Jim didn’t say 
anything about that. You’re not going 
to give it up surely?”

“ I suppose I shall have to for a 
while. He is rather old-fashioned, he 
thinks I sing quite well enough as it is. 
He likes my voice, but I don’t believe 
he could bear the idea of concerts. I 
have a feeling he isn’t awfully sympa
thetic about my studying in Paris. I 
don’t say much about it . .

“ But you haven’t given it up?” 
“ There’s no need o f hurrying things, 

is there ? I hate to worry him about it. 
I ’m only twenty-one, and in a year or 
so I’m sure I ’ll be able to persuade him 
to take me abroad again. He might be 
able to leave his work for a year or so. 
At least he could come over every now 
and then to see me.”

“ He would want to be with you,” 
said Mary. “ He couldn’t let you go.”

For a moment she busied herself 
with the tea things, pouring her guest 
a second cup, offering her the sand
wiches. After a little silence the girl 
said:

“ I’d a little rather, if you don’t mind, 
that you wouldn’t— that we shouldn’t 
talk too much about Paris when he is 
here. And Delius. He wouldn’t ap
prove of Delius. He wouldn’t under
stand my knowing him.”

“ Oh,” said Mary, “ wouldn’t he?”
“ Well, perhaps not. He knows 

about my being in Paris, o f course. 
But he thinks more of the convent. 
You know I went over to go into a 
convent. Before they found I had a 
voice. And I spoke to him of Madame 
Hartman once. He thinks she’s dread
ful.”

“ But still, you’re planning to go back, 
aren’t you ?”

“ Yes, but I give myself a year. Once 
we’re married he can’t go on expecting 
me to be a little convent girl forever.”

“ Oh, he’ll not be so unreasonable,” 
said Mary.

“ Men are so queer . . . but I think 
it will turn out all right. Is that the 
bell ?”

“ Yes, there he is,”  said Mary, going 
toward the door.

“ You won’t then, will you?”  said the 
girl quickly.

“ Tell him about Delius? O f course 
not!”

He came in fairly radiating happi
ness and triumph.

“ I can’t let you have her any longer,” 
he said jovially. “ W e’re going out to 
hunt for an apartment.”  He looked 
down tenderly at Evelyn. “ Go get 
your things on, child."

IV

W h i l e  Evelyn was in Mary’s bed
room putting on her coat, the others 
had a few moments to themselves.

“ Well ?” he demanded, dropping into 
the sofa beside her. “ Isn’t she rather 
wonderful ?”

“ Jim,” said Mary quickly, “ are you 
sure— quite sure?”
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He stared. “ O f course I ’m sure!” 
he exclaimed. Then more coldly, 
“ What do you mean— you don’t like 
her?”

“ I mean— sure of yourself— sure you 
know enough about her? I mean, do 
you know her?”

“ There’s no use our talking about it,” 
he said, with hostile dignity. “ I 
thought you wouldn’t like her. She’s 
not your kind.”

“ Perhaps not,”  said Mary.
“ I don’t want to be brutal. But, 

thank God, she’s not your kind !”
Mary smiled at his violence. He 

went on:
“ You’re not even capable of seeing 

how wonderful she is. You have to 
reason, probe, speculate, use your head 
instead of your feelings, until every
thing is spoiled! Oh, your mind!” he 
cried in exasperation. “ If you could 
only forget it!”

“ My dear old Jim, you are ridicu
lous. If you’re sure you’ll be happy, 
it’s all right with me. That’s all I want. 
And o f course I appreciate her. Per
haps as much as you do, in another 
way. She’s perfectly charming. 'W on
derful to look a t!”

“ Well, that’s better,”  he said in his 
old friendly voice. “ I didn’t know 
what you were driving at. That’s more 
like it.”

Then he added, half jesting, half 
serious, “ Mind, I don’t mean to 
let you spoil her! Y ou ’re not what 
I call a good influence for a young 
girl.”

“ Hands o ff!” she agreed! “ I l eave 
her all to you.”

Evelyn appeared in the doorway, 
looking like a fabulous princess in her 
furs.

“James darling,”  she said, “ I ’m 
ready.”

Bliss
By Herbert Darnell

H E sat by the fireside watching the flames dance in the grate. He was 
happy, supremely happy. There was infinite satisfaction in contem

plating his bliss. This day was his golden anniversary. Fifty years ago 
he had determined not to marry.

E GOTISM  in a man is the belief that he knows more important things than 
the men around him. In a woman it is the belief that she knows more 

important men than the women around her.

F O L L O W IN G  the platonic kiss on the brow, comes the semi-platonic one 
on the cheek. W ith the one on the lips, good-bye Plato, hello Epicurus!



Répétition Générale
By George Jean Nathan and H . L . Mencken

§1
T HE Dramaturge.--—Fiction always 

misrepresents dramatic authors by 
exhibiting them as highly cerebral 

literary men, full of lofty gabble about 
psychology, symbolism and the Zeit
geist. Scarcely a day goes by that I do 
not read the manuscript of at least one 
short story dealing with a dramatist, 
and in practically every case he is de
scribed as a meditative and somewhat 
romantic fellow in the middle years, 
with dabs of white in front of his ears, 
a taste for metaphysics, and a habit of 
inviting unhappy married women to his 
studio on rainy afternoons, there to be
set them with dark hints, medieval tap
estries and strange Russian drinks.

No such dramatist, I believe, ever ac
tually lived. I have known a great 
many members of the fraternity in two 
worlds, and all o f them have been ex
tremely conventional men and wholly 
free from the slightest suggestion of 
héliogabalisme. The typical dramatist, 
in fact, is almost indistinguishable from 
a stockbroker. The late Henrik Ibsen, 
the prince of the craft, was a highly 
respectable family man, whose chief 
vice was a great weakness for having 
his shoes shined. To this day Ibsen is 
remembered by the majority of the 
plain people of Christiania, not for his 
lugubrious dramas, but for his resplend
ent shines. Sardou, his chief rival, 
wore a velvet coat, but that was his sole 
concession to intellectualism. Other
wise, he was a hard-headed and unro
mantic man, and, like Voltaire, delight
ed in commercial speculation. Rostand 
was a man o f fashion and regarded all 
literary affectation as disgusting. Su

dermann wears whiskers to his waist. 
Pinero is as bald as an egg. Henry 
Arthur Jones was formerly a commer
cial traveler. Shaw wears flannel shirts. 
The late J. M. Synge wore celluloid 
cuffs.

Come now to our own playwrights. 
Avery Hopwood, one of the cleverest 
confectioners of them all, is a man 
of such respectable mien that most 
chance observers would mistake him 
for a Presbyterian. Augustus Thomas 
was formerly a stump-speaker, and 
toured the provinces for William Jen
nings Bryan. Eugene Walter was once 
a sporting reporter. So was the late 
Paul Armstrong. So was the late 
Charles K. Hoyt. Roi Cooper Megrue 
was a playbroker. Max Marcin a po
lice court reporter. James Forbes and 
Channing Pollock were press agents. 
George Cohan was a vaudeville actor. 
So was Willard Mack. George Scar
borough was a detective. Thompson 
Buchanan covered fires for the New 
York Journal. And so on.

Is it possible to imagine any such 
man luring a befuddled fat woman into 
a studio full o f punk-smoke, and there 
destroying her reason by filling her ears 
with tall talk about the Einstein theory, 
birth control, the Zend-Avesta, the sub
conscious, and the Third Lustrous Di
mension ? Answer: it is not. The 
dramatist who does such things exists 
only in the fancy o f the manufacturers 
of bad fiction, along with the magazine 
editor who falls in love with a lady poet.

§2
The Man with the Smile.— The man 

I particularly detest is the man who
41
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always has a smile on his face, who is 
always the hail fellow well met, who is 
always amiable and hearty. He ever 
impresses me as a dinner composed 
wholly of pie. And he has precisely 
the same effect upon me.

§3

The Pretty Girl.— The notion that a 
pretty girl is prettier if she doesn’t 
know that she is pretty is a sour chest
nut. I f  a pretty girl doesn’t know that 
she is pretty, she ruins her prettiness 
with carelessly selected colours and 
with snap-judgment hats and frocks. 
I f  she appreciates her prettiness, she 
commits no such mistake, but carefully 
— even painstakingly —  heightens her 
prettiness with colours, hats and frocks 
that melt harmoniously into her pretti
ness. The pretty girl who is unaware 
of her prettiness may be a charming 
girl, but she is never one-half so pretty 
as the equally pretty girl who knows 
that she is pretty.

§ 4

An Ethical Dilemma.— Despite the 
Mann Act, the appalling placards in 
the jug-rooms o f Pullman cars and the 
heroic efforts o f the Hon. Josephus 
Daniels, the fact remains that it is still 
socially dangerous for an American 
man to have the reputation of being 
virtuous. Theoretically, the man who 
preserves his chemical purity in the face 
o f all temptation is a noble and upright 
fellow and the delight of the heavenly 
hierarchy; actually, he is laughed at by 
women and viewed with contempt by 
men. Such are the disparities that en
gage and torture the student o f practi
cal ethics in this great moral republic. 
This is the only country in the civilized 
world, so far as I know, in which male 
virtue is inculcated officially. And yet 
o f all countries this is precisely the one 
in which private conversation among 
men is most largely made up o f  boudoir 
braggadocio and eloquent eye-winkings.

Most such bragging, I am convinced, 
is mendacious, The ratio of conquests

hinted at to conquests actually achieved 
is probably not far from ten thousand 
to one. The American man, in point 
o f fact, is anything but a Don Juan. 
He is far too sentimental for the role. 
Moreover, he lacks the sort of courage 
that it demands: he is brave enough in 
a combat with clubs, injunctions or 
fists, but he is a very timid performer in 
a combat of wits. When there is a 
conquest in amour, he is not the con
queror but the victim. But whether 
conqueror or victim, he goes on boast
ing just the same— and his boasts are 
even gaudier when there has been no 
conquest at all. In brief, the vast ma
jority o f his deviltries are purely theo
retical. He pretends to gallantry in 
order to hush the sneers of men who 
pretend to gallantry in order to hush 
his sneers. He is ashamed to admit 
that, by the moral code of the land, he 
has no reason to be ashamed.

§5
Confession o f Faith.— I believe not 

in the one God, but in all the Gods of 
all the peoples who have ever lived. I 
am therefore the one truly devout and 
religious man in all the world. I am 
therefore the one man in all the world 
who cannot conceivably be wrong. I 
am therefore the one man in all the 
world who, whatever happens, is sure 
to land in Heaven.

§6
Suggestion for a Frieze in an Ameri

can Poor-House.— A  series o f familiar 
posters, arranged in the following or
der:

1. “ Hands Across the Sea.”
2. “ Pour La France!”
3. “ Help Starving Roumania!”
4. “ Beige: A  Cry For Food.”
5. “ Pour La France!”
6. “ Free Milk For Abyssinian Kid

dies.”
7. “ Succor For Serbia!”
8. “ Pour La France!”
9. “ Armenia Pleads.”

10. “ Greece Asks: What Have You 
Done ?”
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11. “ Pour La France!”
12. “ Food For The Finns!”
13. “ W oe Is Belgium!”
14. “ Pour La France!”
15. “ England and America Indivis

ible!”
16. “ Pour La France!”

§7

A  Blind Spot.— No doubt my ex
treme distaste for democracy as a polit
ical theory is, like every other human 
prejudice, due to an inner lack— to a 
defect that is a good deal less in the 
theory than in myself. In this case it is 
very probably my incapacity for envy. 
That emotion, or weakness, or what
ever you choose to call it, is quite ab
sent from my make-up; where it ought 
to be there is a vacuum. In the face o f  
another man’s good fortune I am as in
ert as a curb broker before Johann Se
bastian Bach. It gives me neither 
pleasure nor distress. The fact, for 
example, that John D. Rockefeller has 
more money than I have is as uninter
esting to me as the fact that he believes 
In total immersion and wears detach
able cuffs. And the fact that some half- 
anonymous ass or other has been elect
ed President o f  the United States, or 
appointed a professor at Harvard, or 
married to a rich wife, or even to a 
beautiful and amiable one: this fact is 
as meaningless to me as the latest piece 
of bogus news about the Bolsheviki.

The reason for all this does not lie in 
any native nobility or acquired virtue. 
Far from it, indeed. It lies in the acci
dental circumstance that the business I 
pursue in the world seldom brings me 
into very active competition with other 
men. I have, o f course, rivals, but 
they do not rival me directly and ex
actly, as one delicatessen dealer or 
clergyman or lawyer or politician rivals 
another. It is only rarely that their 
success costs me anything, and even 
then the fact is usually concealed. I 
have always had enough money to meet 
my modest needs, and have always 
found it childishly easy to get more 
than I actually wanted. Almost an idiot

sentimentally, I have never given 
enough thought to any woman to be 
more than momentarily flustered when 
some other fellow married her. A  skep
tic as to all ideas, including especially 
my own, I have never suffered a pang 
when the ideas o f some other imbecile 
prevailed.

Thus I am never envious, and so it 
is impossible for me to feel any sym
pathy for men who are. Per corollary, 
it is impossible for me to get any glow 
out of such things as democracy and 
Puritanism, for if you pump envy out 
o f them you empty them of their very 
life-blood: they are all immovably 
grounded upon the inferior man’s ha
tred o f the man who is having a better 
time. One often hears them accounted 
for, o f course, in other ways. Puritan
ism is represented as a lofty sort of 
obedience to God’s law. Democracy is 
depicted as brotherhood, even as altru
ism. All such notions are in error. 
There is only one honest impulse at the 
bottom o f  Puritanism, and that is the 
impulse to punish the man with a su
perior capacity for happiness— to bring 
him down to the miserable level o f 
“good”  men, i.e., o f stupid, cowardly 
and chronically unhappy men. And 
there is only one sound argument for 
democracy, and that is the argument 
that it is a crime for any man to hold 
himself out as better than other men, 
and, above all, a most heinous offense 
for him to prove it.

What I admire most in any man is a 
serene spirit, a steady freedom from 
moral indignation, an all-embracing tol
erance— in brief, what is commonly 
called good sportsmanship. Such a man 
is not to be mistaken for one who shirks 
the hard knocks of life. On the con
trary, he is frequently an eager gladia
tor, vastly enjoying opposition. But 
when he fights he fights in the manner 
o f a gentleman fighting a duel, not in 
that o f  a longshoreman cleaning out a 
waterfront saloon. That is to say, he 
carefully guards his amour propre by 
assuming that his opponent is as decent 
a man as he is, and just as honest— and 
perhaps, after all, right. Such an atti
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tude is palpably impossible to a Puri
tan or a democrat. Their distinguish
ing mark is the fact that they always at
tack their opponents, not only with all 
arms, but also with snorts and objur
gations—  that they are always filled 
with moral indignation— that they are 
incapable of imagining honour in an an
tagonist, and hence incapable of honour 
themselves. Such fellows I do not like. 
I do not share their emotion. I can’t 
understand their indignation, their cho
ler. In particular, I can’t fathom their 
envy. And so I am against them.

 §8

Try This On Your Piano.— The in
stinct o f the married man to dally with 
a woman other than his wife or of a 
married woman to flirt with some man 
other than her husband is not in the 
least the vicious instinct we are some
times asked to believe. It is natural 
and, above natural, innocent. When 
one grows used to a person, or to a 
thing, the human impulse is ever to
ward experiment in some other and 
fresher direction. The man who has 
been married to a woman for a number 
of years, who has lived with her, has 
played upon all her whims and moods, 
knows her every response to every act, 
recognizes in advance her every ges
ture and every tone, is like the man 
who has owned a piano and has played 
it for the same long length o f time. 
The moment he enters a house with 
another piano in it, he feels like try
ing the new one. There isn’t a man or 
woman living who hasn’t experienced 
the innocent wish to try someone’s else 
piano. And there are few married men 
or women who haven’t in a similar way 
experienced the innocent wish to try 
someone’s else kiss.

§9
The Tie o f Blood.— The solidarity of 

races, of which so much is heard, is 
chiefly imaginary. It is most real, per
haps, among the Jews— and yet even

the Jews are always ready to slaughter 
one another when it pays. W ho could 
bawl more horribly for the putting 
down of the Bolsheviki, who are nine- 
tenths Jewish, than the rich Jews -of 
Wall Street? And who could denounce 
the rich Jews of Wall Street more bit
terly than the Jew Bolsheviks of Grand 
Street? The Jews, in point o f fact, 
constantly prey upon one another. 
They swindle Christians a good deal 
less than they swindle other Jews. 
Even their alleged charity is chiefly bo
gus. Rich Jews are charitable as a 
matter of advertising; who ever heard 
o f one giving his money in secret? 
Moreover, the fact that nearly half of 
all the Jews in the world live chiefly 
upon charity is a standing indication of 
the poor way in which the other half 
look after them— in brief, of the essen
tial lack of solidarity in the race.

Among other peoples the tie is even 
looser. All that is necessary to con
vert an Irishman into a professional 
persecutor o f Irishmen is to make him 
a district attorney, a detective or a po
liceman. The English do not govern 
Ireland directly; they employ Irishmen 
to do it— and it is these Irishmen who 
are responsible for nine-tenths of the 
oppressions one hears of. Here in the 
United States most o f the campaigns 
against the Sinn Fein that went on dur
ing the war were managed by Irishmen. 
A list of the chief spy-hunters, perjury- 
manufacturers and other such assidu
ous Polisei shows a clear majority of 
unmistakably Irish names.

Turn now to the Germans. Surely 
the difficulties they faced during the 
war should have tended to drive them 
together. And yet, as everyone knows, 
the loudest bawlers against Kultur and 
chief merchants o f spy scares were so
cial pushers with such names as Kraus, 
Schultz and Meyer.

§10
The American University.— I have 

the degree of Bachelor of Arts from 
one of the most important. What, pre
cisely, does it stand for? Looking
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back, I find that it stands for four very 
happy years spent among pleasant and 
charming men, four years in which I 
learned not one single doctrine of art 
and letters that has been valuable to me 
in my career as a writer, critic and edi
tor. Back of that degree, there stands 
not a single æsthetic valuation, not a 
single literary opinion, not a single 
sound artistic article that I hold these 
sixteen years later: everything I be
lieve today, every theory of art that 
figures in my critical faith, is the re
sult of a careful dismissal and studious 
re-appraisal o f what the university 
taught me to regard as the truth and 
nothing but the truth.

§ 11

Woman and Sentiment.— A woman 
dislikes sentiment in a man in the de
gree that she is pretty.

 §12

The Triumph of Idealism.— One of, 
the inevitable effects of prohibition will 
be that it will gradually empty the 
United States of its present small mi
nority of civilized men. Almost every 
man that I know who is plainly worthy 
o f respect is now casting longing eyes 
across the ocean. Some of them talk 
frankly o f emigrating, once Europe 
pulls itself together. Others merely 
propose to go abroad every year and to 
stay there as long as possible, visiting 
the United States only at intervals, as 
a Russian nobleman, say, visits his es
tates in the Ukraine. Worse, prohi
bition will scare off all the better sort 
o f immigrants from the other side. 
The lower order o f labourers may con
tinue to come in small numbers— each 
planning to get all the money he can 
and then escape, as the Italians are 
even now escaping. But no first-rate 
man will ever come— no Stephen Gir
ard, or William Osier, or Carl Schurz, 
or Theodore Thomas, or Louis Agassiz, 
or Edwin Klebs, or Albert Gallatin, 
or Alexander Hamilton. It is not pro
hibition per se that will keep them

away; it is the whole complex of so
cial and political attitudes underlying 
prohibition— the whole clinical picture 
o f Puritanism rampant. The United 
States will become a sort of huge Hol
land— fat and contented, but essentially 
undistinguished. Its superior men will 
leave it automatically, as nine-tenths of 
all superior Hollanders leave Holland.

But all this, from the standpoint of 
the prohibitionists, is no argument 
against prohibition. On the contrary, 
it is an argument in favour of prohibi
tion. For the man the prohibitionist 
—i.e., the inferior sort of Puritan—  
distrusts and dislikes most intensely is 
precisely the man whom the rest of hu
manity regards as superior. You will 
go wrong if you imagine that the honest 
yeomen of, say, Mississippi deplore the 
fact that in the whole state there is 
not a single distinguished man. They 
actually delight in it. It is a source of 
genuine pride to them that no such ir
religious scoundrel as Balzac lives 
there, and no such scandalous adulterer 
as Wagner, and no such dirty atheist 
as Huxley, and no such rambunctious 
piano-thumper as Beethoven, and no 
such German spy as Nietzsche. Such 
men, settling there, would be visited by 
a Vigilance Committee and sharply 
questioned. The Puritan common
wealth, now as always, has no traffic 
with heretics.

§13
Veritas Prævalebit.— It takes very, 

very little to make one snicker at a 
worthy man. Let a man be soever 
noble, soever upright, profound, charm
ing and eloquent, if he happens to have 
on a collar a size too large for him, he 
is lost.

§ 14
Some Recent Books On The Drama.—
1. “ What’s Wrong With The Thea

ter,” by Spencer C. Allen, A.B., B.A., 
Professor of Agriculture, Utah Agri
cultural College, author o f “ Tubercular 
Encephalitis and Cerebro-Spinal Men
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ingitis in the Cow,” “ Barn Itch,” “ Po
tato Root Rots and Their Control,” 
etc.

2. “ The Progressive Drama: Its 
Needs,” by Edwin Seeley Hull, M.E., 
B.Sc., Professor of Mechanical Engi
neering, Muhlenberg College, author of 
“ Unbalanced Magnetic Pull in Dy
namo-Electric Machines,”  “ Space In
volutions Defined by a Web of Quad
rics,”  etc.

3. “An Interpretation of Max Rein
hardt,”  by Gilbert Hammond Carpen
ter, A.A.S., Professor of Swimming, 
Columbia University.

§15

The N ext Generation.— If, as seems 
highly probable, the gentlemen who 
lately set out to put an end to war are 
now preparing to launch the United 
States upon a career o f militarism, then 
it behooves them to give serious thought 
to the future supply o f cannon-fodder. 
Some o f the chief sources of that sup
ply, always reliable in the past, are now 
cut off. The immigrants of yesteryear 
are going back, and most of the pos
sible immigrants of tomorrow will be 
scared off by the draft, by the depor
tation mania, and by the general in
crease o f nationalism. Worse, the fe
cundity of the native is steadily lessen
ing. Farm wives who, a generation 
back, would have summoned the mid
wife ten or fifteen times, now begin 
reading the Birth Control Review  after 
her second or third visit. And year 
by year the general marriage age 
moves forward and forward, and more 
and more American men remain bache
lors. Even the orphan asylums and 
foundling hospitals, I am told, feel the 
change. In 1888 the standard scandal 
involved a poor working girl, a scoun
drelly drummer and a fatherless child. 
Now the child is omitted. One of the 
leading American obstetricians told me 
recently that his practice has fallen off 
25 per cent since 1900, and that he was 
dissuading all young medical men from 
adopting his decadent specialty.

In this emergency, it is obvious that

something must be done. My sugges
tion is old and simple. It is that the 
state, as the party chiefly interested, 
forthwith begin to subsidize parent
hood, and that the cost of the subsidy 
be laid upon those who are voluntarily 
childless. The present system is 
obviously unjust. The man who has 
children is now actually penalized for 
having them; all the state allows him is 
an inconsiderable rebate on his income 
tax. And the man who has none is 
rewarded by being allowed to spend 
upon his own pleasures all the money 
that it costs his brother to rear off
spring. This should be remedied. I 
do not propose that parenthood be 
positively rewarded— that persons be 
bribed to incur it. All I propose is that 
they be relieved o f their present penal
ties— that they be as well off, and no 
better, as and than those who dodge 
the responsibility.

Here my politics are singularly 
pure: such a scheme would bring me 
no personal advantage whatever. On 
the contrary, it would cost me some
thing, for I am unmarried and child
less, and hope to continue so if Jehovah 
goes on favouring me. But such a man 
as I  am is obviously a bad citizen, for 
if every other citizen imitated me, the 
Mexicans would take St. Louis by the 
middle of the century. I know men 
who have more children than they can 
conveniently bring up. For me to 
offer to take over the care of one or 
two o f these children would insult both 
parents, and probably fill the mind of 
the father with unpleasant and unwar
ranted suspicions. But if the state took 
the money from me as a matter of ad
ministrative routine and passed it on in 
the same way, then there would be no 
offense to anyone. I would be in the 
position of a tax-payer paying taxes to 
promote the public safety. And the 
beneficiary would be in the position of 
a public servant getting a modest 
payment for useful and arduous 
services.

The details I leave to the inspired 
morons at Washington. What a child 
is worth I don’t know. I have never
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seen one that I ’d give more than $2 
for, but if I had one of my own I sup
pose I ’d set its value at at least $50. But 
this is a mere matter o f mathematics. 
Whatever the cost, I stand willing to 
pay it. Send me a fair bill, and my 
cheque will go out by return of mail.

§16

The Practical Æ sthetic Philosophy 
o f the American.— After all, the finest 
poem ever written can’t make me glow 
half as much as a slug o f whiskey!

§ 17
Rosemary and Rhubarb.— The sweet

est memory is that which involves 
something which one should not have 
done; the bitterest, that which involves 
something which one should not have 
done, and which one did not do.

§18

The Question of Beauty.— As year 
chases year, one continues to marvel at 
the extraordinary lack of beauty among 
our fashionable debutantes. In the last 
half dozen years, indeed, metropolitan 
society has disclosed only two girls that 
one could look at without anguish. 
There have been some agreeable ones, 
some with soft and pleasant voices, and 
some with a delicate taste for colour 
and costume, but only two o f the lot 
have been even vaguely pretty. One 
wonders why? I have never been one 
to believe that beauty springs mainly 
from the gutter. I have never been 
one to believe that the tenements are 
richer in feminine beauty than the 
Avenue. But as I grow older and less 
the snob, I begin to speculate, and to 
compare, and to doubt. There is, I re
call, beauty in the riff-raff that finds its 
way to the stage. There is, I recall, 
beauty in the riff-raff that finds its way 
to the counters o f the big shops of the 
city, the telephone switchboards, the 
cheap dance halls. But there is only 
this negligible beauty in the higher so
cial stratum. Again, one wonders

why? I shall have to ask Frank 
Crowninshield.

§19
From the Notebook of an Observer 

of Escritoires.— I shall be eighty-seven 
years old tomorrow, and I have yet to 
see a decent looking paper-weight.

§20

The New Chivalry.— One marvels at 
the (feeble spirit of the rich industrials 
who now set up such a raucous clamour 
against the so-called Reds— i. e., against 
a few thousand half-witted Russian 
Jews, not one per cent of them with 
courage enough to load an ordinary 
shotgun. The newspapers, most of 
which are controlled by the same 
wealthy poltroons, depict these Reds 
in terms that would over-describe an 
army corps of Cossacks; the boobery is 
daily informed that one Finkelstein, a 
tailor’s apprentice of twenty years, is 
about to overthrow the Constitution, or 
that Sonia Koraslavoska, a flapper in 
a red shirt-waist and bobbed hair, is 
plotting to blow up Grant’s Tomb. The 
Department of Justice, always eager 
for publicity, helps on the farce by 
pursuing these fantoddish and jejune 
aliens with horse, foot and artillery, by 
inciting idle ex-soldiers to assault them, 
by raiding their hall bedrooms and dis
emboweling their feather pillows, by 
haling them before trembling judges on 
idiotic charges, and by deporting them 
without the slightest effort to determine 
their guilt or innocence. When the 
actual evidence in any such case is 
published, it almost always turns out 
to be trivial and childish. For all the 
loud alarms of the past two years, 
fewer Americans have been killed by 
bombs than have choked on dill pickles 
— and even in these cases it is highly 
probable that the bombs were planted, 
not by the garment-workers who stood 
accused, but by agents provocateurs 
yearning to make their jobs safe.

But that detectives should be always 
imbeciles and usually liars is nothing
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new; one has come to expect it, and, 
from the safety o f the grand-stand, to 
enjoy it. What is remarkable is the 
palpable cowardice of the property- 
owners who are so tremendously 
alarmed by the whole hocus-pocus. 
Nothing could more beautifully reveal 
the true weakness of modern capital
ism. What ails it is simple: it is the 
creation, not of genuinely strong men, 
but o f  timorous bounders hiding be
hind policemen. Intrinsically, it rests 
upon the sound theory o f human so
ciety, to wit, that the strong should pre
vail over the weak, but actually it rests 
upon a delusion, to wit, that the sort of 
man who makes money in America to
day is genuinely strong. As a matter 
o f  fact, he is often incredibly weak— a 
fellow with no more real courage and 
resolution than the gabbling Bolshevik 
he so tremblingly fears. What scares 
him half to death is not a genuine dan
ger at all, but a mere hallucination of 
danger. He is exactly on all fours 
with the blackamoor who is afraid to 
go past a churchyard after dark.

It always makes, me laugh to hear 
the cads who pile up millions compared 
to the robber barons o f feudal times. 
They actually resemble those barons no 
more than a rat resembles a wolf. It 
was the chief characteristic o f the 
barons that they were brave and ven
turesome men— that they got their 
property at great personal risk, and then 
defended it at even more risk— that 
their delight in it was chiefly a delight 
in hazards. Could you imagine a feu
dal baron employing detectives to po
lice his castle, that He might rest se
curely in the cellar? Could you think 
o f him bawling for the Federal troops 
every time some mob o f peasants es
sayed to steal h is cattle? You surely 
could not. If he had ever heard of de
tectives, he would have sought them 
out, ducked them in the nearest horse- 
pond, and then hanged them as intol
erable killjoys. And if Federal troops 
had ever crossed his frontiers to shoot 
down his peasants, he would have 
turned instantly from the latter to the

former, as to much more active and 
hence much more satisfying game.

In brief, the feudal baron was a su
perior man. He disdained unfair ad
vantages. He liked danger. He ex
pected to be hurt now and then. He 
was a gentleman. How many of the 
capitalists o f America today are gen
tlemen? Perhaps one in a thousand. 
The overwhelming majority are dis
gusting cravens, eternally afraid of 
something, always demanding that their 
enemies be ham-strung. A  windy 
speech by Emma Goldman scares them 
stiff. The news that half a dozen but
tonhole-workers on the East Side have 
passed a resolution formally demand
ing representation on the directorates 
of the Pennsylvania Railroad, the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art and the 
Standard Oil Company— such an infan
tile newspaper fake sends them whoop
ing to Washington. And an announce
ment by detectives that they have just 
scotched a plot to steal John D. Rocke
feller and cut off his ears— such a puer
ile piece o f nonsense sets them to sob
bing like so many evangelists.

A  silly comedy, obscene but harm
less? In part, yes, but in part, no. It 
is silly enough, God knows, but it is 
not harmless. The poltroonery o f such 
fellows is piling up trouble for the rest 
of us. The more fear they show, the 
more they encourage neurotic half-wits 
to seek publicity by scaring them— and 
the more that sort of thing goes on, the 
more the rank and file of the native 
yokelry is polluted. I daresay that it 
gives a thrill o f joy to many a million
aire to read that Abraham Levinsky 
or Moise Noblestone has been beaten 
by a chivalrous band o f American Le
gionaries, dragged to jail by govern
ment bravos, denounced from the bench 
by an Ashkenazim judge, and deported 
without trial to Moscow, leaving his 
family to be supported at the public 
charge. But what of the effect on 
Pinkus Cohen, hitherto a peaceable 
pants-presser, unconcerned about poli
tics? And on Herman Gohlenhorst? 
And on Jens Jensen? And on Padraic
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O ’Googan ? And finally, perhaps, on 
William Robinson and John Smith, of 
the Plasterers’ Union, already inclined 
to be somewhat radical ?

I believe in capitalism. I am against 
the under dog. It would be impossible 
to imagine a man who is less a Socialist. 
But when I observe what is going on I 
begin to notice a chilly spot midships 
of my spine. . . . Perhaps the thing is 
a contagious disease. Merely to believe 
in capitalism may make a man a trem
bler.

§21

Seat 15, Car B.— Perhaps the best 
value to be had in America in these 
days o f outrageous prices is to be found 
in a Pullman ticket. One good for the 
day trip from New York to Washing
ton or Boston costs a few cents more 
than a dollar. Who can imagine spend
ing a dollar more profitably ? Nowhere 
else in the world is travel by day so 
comfortable as in the United States— 
and it is the Pullman car that makes 
it so. It is always clean, it is cool in 
Summer and warm in Winter, and it 
is never crowded. Compare it with the 
first-class coupes on European railways 
— small, stuffy and often much over
crowded. The single privilege: of turn
ing one’s chair around is worth double 
the price o f a Pullman ticket. And 
what a luxury to go into the smoking- 
room at the end and find, not only a 
comfortable bench, but also a couple of 
chairs! One forgets the eternal gabble 
o f the shoe drummers, war veterans 
and political prophets in the solid ease 
o f that smoke.

Just who designs Pullman cars I 
don’t know— one of the obscure great 
men of the republic. His ingenuity is

shown in a thousand details. Like all 
of us, of course, he falls short of abso
lute perfection. Now and then, indeed, 
he proves his kinship with the rest of 
us by playing the idiot. Why, for ex
ample, does he give a smooth finish to 
the knobs that operate his wash- 
stand plugs? It is almost impossible, 
with wet hands, to turn them. In some 
Pullman cars they are displaced by lev
ers that are easy to operate, but in 
many other cars the slippery knobs re
main. Again, why doesn’t he change 
the design of his chairs so that it will 
be more comfortable to sleep in them? 
As they are, they afford no proper sup
port for the head, and so, if one falls 
asleep, one’s head presently rolls over 
and one awakens suddenly with a twist
ed neck. Everyone, passing through 
New Jersey or Connecticut, wants to 
sleep. Why not make it more feasible?

But allowing everything for its lacks, 
the Pullman car remains a masterpiece. 
Moreover, it is a characteristically 
American masterpiece. We are, in the 
main, a barbarous people, but in one o f 
the essentials o f civilization we lead all 
the world. That essential is physical 
comfort. Our houses are incompara
bly more comfortable than those of any 
other people. Such bathrooms as are 
to be found in any decent American 
home are not to be matched in Europe 
save in a few very expensive hotels. 
One need not be told that such devices 
as the safety razor, soap powder for 
shaving, the passenger elevator, the 
electric heater, the gas range, the tele
phone and the pocket flashlight are 
American inventions. The very idea 
behind them is unmistakably American. 
Only an American knows how to use 
and enjoy such things.

S.S.—April—4



Ships That Pass
By Pauline Pfeiffer

I
" P LEASE pass the salt,”  said the 

spinster to the only eligible 
young man at the boarding

house table.
“ Certainly,” and the young man 

smiled straight into her eyes. In his 
pocket was a red rose, garnered that 
afternoon, which he fingered reminis
cently.

II
“ P l e a s e  p a ss  th e  sa lt,”  sa id  th e  sp in 

ster softly the following evening, hope 
in her heart, over-ripe for an ac
quaintanceship that might quicken into 
love.

“ Certainly,”  murmured the young 
man absently, his eyes on his plate. In 
his pocket under his hand were last 
month’s bills, gleaned from the hall 
table.

The spinster took the salt sadly.
“ He doesn’t care for women after 

all,”  she said to herself.

W h en  She H ad Gone
By Glenn Ward Dresbach

W H E N  she had gone I missed a warmth of things, 
A  music fainted on the drifting air.

I lost the fragrance that had touched her hair 
W ith an old magic wooed by pagan kings.
Because I lost her smile I lost the wings 
That lifted me in gladness, and, aware 
O f all my loss, as I went everywhere 
I sought the glory that no memory clings.

W hen she had gone— they called me faithless then 
Because I sought warmth at another’s breast 
And clung for music I could not forget;
Half found the haunting fragrance lost again,
W on smile on smile that failed to meet the test—  
Seeking for sunlight when the sun had set!
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Twilight Adventure
B y Lawrence Vail

N IN ETTE is delightful. She is so 
unlike my wife.

I watch them both as I take 
my evening meal.

Across the table sits Adele, where 
she has sat so often, where I suppose 
she will sit at mealtime till the finish 
o f her days. I look at her soft pink 
face ; too soft I find it, and too pink. 
Vainly I search it for a characteristic 
irregularity of line, anything expressive 
o f emotion.

A  mild despair swells in me: I find 
nothing to stir my curiosity, nothing 
on which to fasten my gaze. Her large 
vague eyes of some lusterless tone 
which is neither blue nor grey, her 
large vague nose, her full dry lips seem 
more like stains than features. I have 
the impression that her face would melt 
into the furniture were it not for her 
hair, her masses of lemon hair, a mon
strous paradox above the desert of her 
face.

She balances a ladle between her 
plump fingers, and pours into a plate 
a grey anæmic fluid. Ninette stands 
at her side— thin, dark, alert. How 
brittle o f bone, beside my florid, esti
mable w ife! How quick of limb and 
nerve! She has pointed eyebrows, 
pointed ears, and a quaint, abrupt trick 
of turning her head as though the 
hinges of it needed oil. Save for her 
nose, childishly, fatuously retroussé, 
she might be gothic.

Dinner is over. W e are in the draw
ing-room, the long day behind us, the 
interminable night before us. Adele 
sits rigidly on the edge o f  her chair. 
She is knitting a brown scarf; her 
rapidly moving fingers stir me to won

derment. There must be some vibrant 
nerve, some live and dancing blood 
within those plump fingers, beneath 
those rings of flesh that overlap the 
rings o f metal. And if there be nerves 
in her fingers, she must have other 
nerves— in her arms, in her feet, in 
every part and corner of her. There 
must be thoughts— thoughts electric 
with faith and contradiction, behind 
her smooth untroubled forehead. 
Strange, I never thought of it before! 
It may be that I have forgotten. And 
I have had leisure to forget. W e have 
been married twenty years.

I stretch my legs towards the grate, 
relax in my chair, revel in the comfort 
of the cushions. Adele, poor woman, 
is never able to relax. I find myself 
trying to imagine how she looked as a 
young girl. The effort causes a slight 
pain behind my eyes. I see in my mind 
the hazy picture of a blonde girl with 
untidy hair. I think she used to giggle 
at the smallest provocation. She was 
also, if I remember rightly, inordinate
ly fond of cakes. I have a movement 
of anger towards the young man I must 
have been. Fondness for cakes and an 
aptitude for giggling are illuminating 
symptoms, I should have known that 
they could but lead to corpulence.

Ninette enters with the liqueurs. 
Immediately the air about us seems re
newed; it seems to vibrate, to quiver.

Why does she— I wonder— grip my 
fancy? Is it that her blood is so close 
to the surface of her skin? That she 
makes me feel that I have blood, close 
also to the surface of my skin? Or is 
it because she carries with her some of 
the sweet restlessness of the great 
world— of the world which is so dif

51



52 T W IL IG H T  ADVENTURE

ferent from the drowsy shadow world 
of Adele and myself?

I wonder what Ninette thinks of me. 
Probably that I am an old man, spent 
and wilted, like his wife, who with 
quick meaningless movements, sits 
knitting her slow life away on the edge 
of an upholstered chair. A  protest 
shakes me. I am not old. If I were 
old I would not feel what I am feeling. 
Then why do I refuse to move? Why 
do I remain supine and inarticulate, 
while night passes, while time passes, 
while life goes? I look at Adèle with 
resentment. It is she who holds me— 
like an anchor.

Ninette has gone away. Again the 
air settles, like a fog. Adèle lays down 
her knitting, raises her glass of bene
dictine to her lips. Like a drop of rain 
in the vast Sahara, the fluid has sunken 
into her, leaving no trace behind it. I 
have a mad temptation to pour the en
tire bottle down her throat. Would she 
sing, make funny gestures, utter 
strange squeaks, stumble against the 
furniture? I am convinced that the 
contents o f all the cellars in Paris 
would fail to alter her. She might 
swell a little— like a sponge.

I suppose I am unjust, unkind. I 
have, after all, many reasons to be 
grateful to her. She is neither tyranni
cal nor overbearing. She consults me 
about everything. I have never known 
her to  reproach me. She never asks 
me where I am going when I leave the 
house, and when I return she never 
asks me where I have been.

You see, she is sure of me. And she 
is right to be sure of me. I can hardly 
imagine myself unfaithful to her, con
template an adventure with another 
woman. I am unable to imagine it, but 
perhaps I would not mind if she were 
able to imagine it. But surely this is 
not sufficient cause to hate her.

The cause of my hatred, my brood
ing rancour rather, lies not wholly in 
her. I like to tell myself that I hate 
her because I am bound to her, not by 
affection, but by force of habit and 
convention; because she is a rampart 
against adventure; because I feel that

she is leading me by the hand into old 
age. I like to tell myself these things 
because they remove the burden of the 
blame from me to her, because they dis
parage her and flatter me. But I know 
that a man can always sever the bond 
that holds him to a woman if he have 
the will and blood. If I hate her, it is 
because she reminds me, by her ex
ternal presence, of the sorry coward 
that I am.

She is talking to me in her slow, even 
voice. Tomorrow, she says, she is din
ing out. It is the monthly meeting of 
the ladies who entertain the blind. How 
she must entertain them! They are 
blind, however, they cannot see her, no 
mean compensation, did they know, for 
their calamity. She asks me if I wish 
to dine at home. Or will I have dinner 
at my club? She thought of giving 
Ninette a night off.

I tell Adèle that I  shall not dine at 
home. On the sixteenth of every 
month this dialogue takes place. Since 
she joined the society for entertaining 
the blind, ten years ago, we have had a 
hundred and twenty similar conversa
tions. She always makes the same sug
gestion. I always give her the same an
swer. We may live together twenty, 
thirty years, the blind may never grow 
weary o f being entertained. It is pos
sible that this conversation will repeat 
itself . . . how many times ? My 
thought spins in a maze of numbers.

The clock strikes the hour o f eleven. 
Adèle gathers her knitting into a bag, 
rises slowly from her chair. My 
thoughts circle . . . circle . . . like 
a sea fowl lost over ocean seeking a 
rock on which to pause. There is noth
ing to distinguish this night from other 
nights, this day from other days. I re
peat this phrase mechanically, seeking 
to lose myself in the sullen reiteration 
of it. And suddenly I smile. One 
thing, one person rather, has made this 
night different from other nights. I 
feel the memory of her quivering and 
pulsing in me.

So she, Ninette, will have the night 
off tomorrow. I wonder where she 
will go. Probably to some absurd
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young man who will take her to the 
proving pictures or give her a glass of 
something on the boulevards. I am 
conscious of a movement of resentment 
as I picture this young man. He will 
talk to her, make love to her, perhaps 
she will return his ardour.

Suddenly, against the drowsy con
fusion of my brain, a thought flashes, a 
plan is born and fashioned. How 
sweet, this quick pulsing of my blood, 
it recalls the fair gone days. I feel 
myself growing, stretching, beyond the 
close confines of my room, beyond the 
smug limits of myself. I have a de
sire to move legs and arms, to walk far 
and wide into the deep adventure of the 
city night. A  thousand doubts assail 
me.

Of only one thing am I certain.
I shall not dine at my club tomorrow 

night.

II

S i n c e  ten  o ’c lo c k  th is  m o r n in g  h av e  
I  w a lk e d  th e  s treets , a m o n g  th e  g r o a n 
in g , r o l l in g  tra ffic , w h ile  th e  g re a t m o b s  
s tra in e d  a n d  sw a y e d . I  m o v e d  in  a 
s o r t  o f  fe v e r is h  s tu p o u r , m y  p u r p o s e  
u r g in g  m e , d r iv in g  m e , n o w  lik e  a 
d r u g , n o w  lik e  a w h ip .

I could find nothing in the stores, 
but Henri, the coiffeur, discovered a 
solution to every problem. After his 
work was over, I could scarcely recog
nize myself. My hair, by nature dull 
and sandy, had become black and glis
tening. A  pair of handsome whiskers 
dangled from my cheeks. As a butler I 
would not have disgraced the most 
aristocratic household.

I suffered, however, dismal tortures, 
as I paced the pavement before my 
house, and when Ninette appeared, a 
small black compact figure amid the 
drowsy shadows of the door, I almost 
failed to recognize her. She was clad 
in a neat suit of black and carried an 
umbrella in her hand. A  ridiculous red 
flower in her hat gave her an air of 
piquancy, amusingly confirmed by the 
studied respectability of her demeanour

and the black gloves covering her 
fingers.

I was calmed, reassured by this 
transformation of her; I felt the daring 
growing in me. I had the impression 
that she, too, was disguised. Surely 
she would assist me with my role.

She walked slowly, thoughtfully, 
with short, undecided steps. Before I 
could spur myself to follow her she 
was turning the corner o f the street. 
An opaque mass of wall concealed her 
image from me. Hurriedly I began to 
walk.

I thought at first that I had lost her. 
No, there she was, across the Avenue, 
gazing into the lighted window of a 
flamboyant millinery establishment. I 
summoned my courage, crossed over to 
her. I glanced at the hats, then at her. 
Her eyes were cold and critical, like 
black, round marbles. O f a sudden a 
wistfulness crept into them, her lips 
parted. Again I turned my attention 
to the hats. Was it the purple toque 
that made her wistful, or the gorgeous 
creation with red cherries?

I murmured gently: “ A  pretty hat!” 
She drew herself up haughtily, 

looked at me keenly, piercingly.
“ Mademoiselle Ninette,”  I said, “ will 

you do me the honour of dining with 
me tonight?”

She made as if to go away. I saw 
her shoulder turning on me.

“ A  curious invitation. I don’t know 
as I should listen to you. I do not 
know you.” And very quickly: “ How 
do you know my name?”

I knew by her question that mine _ 
were the fruits o f the first skirmish. 
Her curiosity had conquered over her 
sense of etiquette.

“ I am the new valet of the Baron,” I 
explained, “ the Baron who lives on the 
third floor. I thought perhaps you 
would not mind having a quiet little 
dinner with me.”

She hesitated, her eyes fell, she was 
paying her last homage to convention.

“ There are so few people,” I added, 
“ with whom one can spend the evening. 
Everyone is so vulgar in our house.”

My argument had its effect.
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“ So you, too,”  she said, “ have noticed 
that ? I did not know men were so par
ticular. Yes, the servants in our house 
are impossible. There is not a lady or 
gentleman among them.”

“ One would think,”  I murmured, 
“ that they belonged to the upper 
classes.”

And now we are drinking coffee in 
the glare and hubbub of a metropolitan 
cafe. Lights are shining, numberless, 
reflected in the gaudy mirrors. Wait
ers, dextrous and smooth, glide rather 
than walk among the tables, as though 
they wore noiseless rollers beneath their 
shoes. Words gurgle from the hard red 
lips of gorgeous demi-mondaines and 
cleave the heavy, scented air.

I have eaten of all the dishes that 
the doctor has forbidden me to taste, 
and probably I shall be ill tomorrow. 
What care I about tomorrow?— it is 
lost in the steppes of times. Never 
shall I forget Ninette’s ecstasy when I 
ordered the dinner. We have had wine, 
too, and after each glass she has grown 
more friendly and communicative. One 
by one her poses of respectability have 
fled away. She has told me a number 
o f anecdotes concerning her masters 
and mistresses. W e both agree that 
there is little to respect in the so-called 
upper classes.

A  band of musicians wearing red 
jackets and wild moustaches plays a 
sentimental waltz. Ninette almost purrs 
with rapture. She is silent now, her 
breath forsakes her. The strains seem 
to stir hidden memories, to call forth 
buried yearnings. A  sigh comes from 
her lips and ripples down her body. 
And she speaks:

“ To think that tomorrow . . .  all 
will be over!”

“ Yes; tomorrow we will have to 
work.”

“ I have to darn Madame’s stockings, 
and what stockings! There is no end to 
them! ”

“ And I have to press the Baron’s 
trousers!”

The music has ceased its languid 
wail.

Ninette smiles dreamily, then tosses

her head, as though relieving herself of 
a burden.

“ What kind of a man— the Baron?” 
“ An old maniac,” I answer. “ Al

ways out of temper till eight at night, 
and then he’s usually drunk.”

“ Does he live alone?”
“ He’s not married. But there are al

ways a number of women hanging 
about the house. And what women! 
They only come to eat his dinners, drink 
his wine, and help themselves to his 
money when he’s drunk.”

“ He pays you well?”
“ It would be hard to live,”  I answer, 

“ if I only had my wages.”
“ There are tips ?”
“ I have to take my tips. He leaves 

his money everywhere when he’s drunk 
— in his pockets, on the floor. If I 
don’t help myself those women take it 
all.”

“ You’re quite right,”  says Ninette. 
“ Those women have no sense of hon
esty.”

The table is stripped bare of cloth 
and dishes. It is the hour when the 
public changes. Gay, painted ladies 
give way to haggard ladies o f thicker 
paint, insouciant dudes in evening dress 
to men in tweeds with weary faces. 
Beer takes the place o f champagne.

I defy the routine o f the hour and 
order a bottle of Pommery.

“ What kind of a man is Monsieur?” 
“ He doesn’t count,” she answers. 

“ He’s under Madame’s thumb. He 
never lifts his voice. I pity him.”

I pour two glasses of the fair wine. 
“ Let’s drink to him— poor fellow! 

Is he older than Madame ?”
“ Yes— I think so.”
“ Older than I ?”
Her eyes appraise me critically. I 

feel nervous: I fear I will not stand 
the test. But her glance softens as she 
approaches her decision.

“ Yes— I should say ten years older.” 
A  thrill of pride goes through me. I 

insist that neither wine nor whiskers 
are responsible for my rejuvenation. 
The youth was always in me, Ninette 
has merely broken down the dikes that 
held it back. But if I am ten years
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younger than yesterday, tomorrow I 
shall be fifty-three again.

I ask her whether Monsieur and 
Madame are on good terms.

"They seem on no sort of terms at 
all,”  she answers. “ They never discuss, 
never quarrel, they hardly ever talk. 
I have the feeling, however, that Mon
sieur hates Madame. He has a way 
of looking at her when she is knitting 
as though he wished that the floor 
would open and swallow her. They re
mind me a little o f a household where 
I served three years ago.”  She shud
ders. “ Something horrible happened 
there!”

“ Tell me about it,”  I asked, amused 
by the solemnity o f her.

“ It was a large house in a provincial 
town. I can’t tell you how sad it was. 
So still at night that you could hear one 
leaf blowing down the street. We had 
fifteen rooms, but Monsieur and Mad
ame only occupied five o f them: the 
others were always kept dark. Nobody 
ever came to visit. Monsieur and 
Madame seldom went out. They sat 
down in front of each other three times 
a day. They would eat slowly, as 
though they felt that they must make 
the meal last as long as possible in or
der to fill the day. During the rest of 
the time they sat in the drawing-room, 
a cold, bare space where even in winter 
they never lit a fire. Madame would 
crochet, Monsieur would read the pa
per, they hardly ever spoke. Now and 
then they would look at each other, but 
always indirectly. You could feel the 
hatred in that room. Each one seemed 
waiting . . . waiting . . . for the 
other to die. And Lulu was waiting, 
too.”

“ What disagreeable people!” I say 
lightly, as though I had never known 
such dreary folk. “ And who was 
Lulu?” 

Ninette frowns, her nostrils quiver 
with disgust. “ Lulu was the cat, a hor
rible black creature, large and slow and 
fat. She had a horrid way of looking 
at you with her narrow eyes that sent 
shivers down your spine. She seemed 
to be laughing at you— not kindly— vi

ciously, as though she saw something 
in you that was loathsome. And some
how, when you met her eye, you were 
conscious of something loathsome in 
you. She never played, she seldom 
moved, she never, never purred. There 
were moments when I could have 
strangled her.”

“How long did you remain in that 
house ?”

“ Over a year. More than once I was 
tempted to give notice, but somehow I 
lacked the courage. I was curious, too ; 
I felt that something was going to hap
pen and I wanted to be there. And 
things were changing. They spent less 
time at their meals. Winter came. It 
was very cold. Once I lit a fire in the 
parlour. Madame gave me such a look 
that I put it out without waiting for the 
order. It was then that Monsieur be
gan to drink— little glasses of cognac, 
one after another, from morning till 
night. I found myself hoping that he 
would get drunk— anything to break the 
terrible monotony. But the more he 
drank the calmer he seemed to grow. 
And then Madame started to drink. 
Sometimes, late at night, a hollow 
laughter echoed through the house. It 
had nothing human in it. I was fright
ened the first time I heard it. It 
seemed to come from Lulu.

“ I was fascinated. Like Monsieur 
and Madame and Lulu, I was waiting 
for something that must happen. I 
remember the day when the storm 
broke. It was the sixth o f March, 
after dinner. I was washing dishes in 
the kitchen. Suddenly I heard their 
voices, tearing at each other. I was 
glad and afraid, more excited than any
thing else. Then I heard a shriek, and 
a moment later a heavy fall. I ran to 
the parlour. Monsieur was standing 
against the mantelpiece, a knife in his 
hand, and he was laughing, laughing. 
On the floor lay Madame, her skirts 
tangled around her waist, her fat legs 
stretching across the room, bleeding 
from a wound in her throat. I moved 
towards her, then I stopped. Lulu was 
walking around my murdered mistress, 
rubbing her head against her boots and
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swollen knees, and purring, purring, as 
I had never heard her purr before.”

I shudder. I have a quick move
ment of tenderness towards Ninette, 
but it is broken, interrupted by a rising 
panic in me. The work of accumulated 
rancour may be slow, but does one 
know whither it may tend ? Perhaps I 
shall one day kill A dèle.

Ninette seems to have guessed my 
thought. She reassures me.

“ Nothing will ever happen in our 
house. At the bottom, Monsieur and 
Madame are very fond of each other.” 

I breathe a sigh of genuine relief. 
I fill my glass and empty it. The good 
wine calms me, dispels my apprehen
sions. I am glad that Ninette has de
cided that I shall not kill Adèle.

The guests are leaving the café. One 
by one the lights are dying. The mir
rors are cold and grey, like the mirror 
o f my future. Ninette shivers. We 
rise to our feet. W e walk side by side 
along the boulevards. My shoulder 
touches her shoulder, our shadows 
mingle with other shadows.

Ninette is tired— the hard pavement 
rasps her feet. I summon a taxi. The 
city is running from us: the houses of 
the city, the lamp posts, the naked trees. 
Her head sinks on my shoulder. I feel 
the body o f her, heavy and relaxed with 
sleep. She murmurs :

“ I am so happy!”
Now I am kissing her. The listless

ness passes from her: her body has the 
nerve and lightness of a green grow
ing thing. Her arms are on my shoul
ders, her hands are on my face. And 
suddenly a panic seizes me. I am con
scious of the smoothness of my cheek. 
The taxi shakes with her merry laugh
ter.

“ I felt there was something queer 
about you,”  she cries, dangling my 
whiskers. And then reproachfully, 
making a vain attempt to discern my 
features in the dim, uncertain light: 

“ Dear! why did you disguise your
self? I am sure you must be better 
looking without them.”

The taxi stops before the door of my 
house. I kiss her fondly— how fondly

she will never know. I am bidding 
farewell to so many things— to her, to 
whiskers, to adventure.

“ You will tell me who you are?”
I tell her I shall write. With trem

bling fingers I fumble at the door of 
the taxi. She pauses on the pavement. 
I hear her laugh. I hear her sigh. 
She is lost in the drowsy shadows of 
the door.

Thoughts, desires surge within m e; a 
vast, cold hopelessness possesses me. 
Life has come to me, life is going. I 
seem to be watching my own passing. 
A  rough voice, bereft o f promise, bereft 
of logic, is tearing at me from the night. 
Someone, a man, a taxi driver, wants 
to know where I am going.

III

T o n i g h t  we have a guest to d in n e r , 
Jasper McAndrew, bachelor, traveler, 
dilettante, an old admirer of Adèle. He 
knew her long before I met her, when 
she used to wear short white frocks, 
blue bows in her hair, and yellow socks. 
A  picture in an album shows her as a 
gawky child with long, shiny face, an 
interminable expanse of forehead, and 
wide, staring eyes. Jasper and Adèle 
were brought up together; they rolled 
hoops, spun tops, made mud pies. Then 
one day he put on long trousers and 
went away to school. On his return 
several years later, he found Adèle less 
noisy, considerably taller, a little more 
awkward. A  constraint developed be
tween them. And they fell in love.

Three years passed. Adèle grew 
plumper, less awkward, she acquired 
her passion for cream puffs. It was 
generally understood that some day 
they would be married, but this time 
was laid in so remote a future that they 
forbore to talk about it. Then I turned 
up to spend the summer with an aunt. 
I came from the city, where I imagined 
I had been badly treated by a married 
woman. My first impression of Adèle 
was scarcely more favourable than it is 
now, after twenty y e a r s  of m a r r ie d  life. 
I considered her a  ra w , unfinished c r e a 
ture with more m u s c le  th a n  im a g in a t io n .
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The summer days were long, how
ever ; we were thrown together. I de
cided to take pity on her, to lend her 
novels. It would be amusing, I told my
self superiorly, to awaken the woman 
in her. Then one afternoon, as I was 
reading Beaudelaire to her, she had the 
audacity to giggle. I was angry, so 
angry that I told her a number of un
pleasant truths that called tears to her 
calm blue eyes. A  minute later I found 
myself kissing her. She returned my 
caresses with a candour so pleasing to 
myself that I imagined I was in love 
with her. Before the end of the year 
we were married.

Dinner is over, we are spending the 
evening in the drawing-room. Adèle 
sits on the edge of her upholstered 
chair, knitting her interminable scarf. 
Jasper is talking; his words are eager, 
now tranquil and tender; behind them 
his blood stirs, his thoughts stir, active 
and ever curious. I am conscious of 
his vigour, his youth, his passion. And 
yet he is three years my senior. There 
was a time when of the two he was the 
more stolid, the more conservative. I 
was the adventurer. I had the daring. 
I remember his mute despair when I 
stole Adèle from him. He gave the 
impression that his life was ruined. He 
bore me no rancour; I was the better 
man. The better man! I feel like 
laughing, shouting. Are the better men 
always punished on this earth?

My gaze drifts from Jasper to Adèle. 
My estimable wife is smiling softly; 
there is humid light in her pale eyes, a 
hint of more vivid colour on her flabby 
cheeks. Jasper, the symbol o f her past, 
is bringing the youth of her to life. I 
marvel at this spectacle of resurrection.

The door opens; Ninette appears, 
carrying a tray laden with glasses and 
decanters. Waves o f emotion surge 
within me; I turn my eyes resolutely 
to the ground. Jasper is talking, 
Adèle is knitting, they see nothing, they 
know nothing. I am conscious of a cer
tain pride: after all I am as young as 
Jasper, younger than Jasper. He would 
never have embarked on last night’s en
terprise. Poor Jasper! The idea would

have never entered his honest head.
And now she has left the room. Jas

per is talking, more slowly, a trifle pon
derously; one feels the fatigue of his 
voice and brain. I hardly listen to him. 
I review the events of last night. I see 
Ninette beside me in the great gaudy 
restaurant. Now she sips of Pommery, 
now she purrs to the haunting languor 
of a waltz, now her sharp little nails 
dig into the palms o f my hands.

A  storm o f revolt sweeps through 
me. I am not an old man. W hy should 
I remain with A dèle, a spectator of the 
slow, tepid passage of my life ? I have 
but to write Ninette a letter, draw a 
cheque, hail a cab. W e will have din
ner, buy two tickets, a train will take 
us away. To Spain shall we go to
gether, to laughing Italy and to Greece. 
I see her gasping at a bull fight in Se
ville, her eager fingers fumbling for my 
hand. Now we are in Naples, the blue 
bay before us, Vesuvius is wooing the 
clouds. We will always be together, 
always alone, no one will ever inter
rupt us.

But will she always wish to be alone ? 
W e will meet people, we will meet other 
men. And there are so many young 
men in the world, men agile, strong, 
with wild blood in their veins. Of 
course she will be grateful to me. The 
path is short, however, from gratitude 
to hatred. She may come to resent me 
as I resent Adèle.

I feel that I must see Ninette at once. 
The fire is dying in the grate. I ring 
the bell, I ask her for kindling, for a 
couple of logs. I look at her straight 
in the eye. Strange, her eyes are in 
my eyes, yet she seems not to see me. 
She is looking through me, beyond m e: 
I might be a chair, a window. How 
placid she is, going about her work; 
how composed and controlled! She 
cannot have felt anything last night; 
she could not, otherwise, be so cool and 
calm. There would be a glint in her 
eye, a sadness hovering on her lip.

It is half-past ten. Jasper has gone 
away. My estimable wife sits knitting 
on the edge of her chair. Till the end 
of her time I shall watch her knitting,
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till the end of her time or mine. After 
all I have nothing to complain of. I 
shall never starve. I shall eat a good 
meal three times a day. I shall sleep 
in an honest bed every night. I shall 
slip easily, without jar and pain and 
struggle, from death in life to death in 
death.

Adèle is talking to me. She men
tions the name of Ninette. The girl, 
she says, has given trouble: she is care
less, she does not get on with the cook. 
Her friend, Madame Bourgoin, knows 
a certain Jeanne, older than Ninette,

more settled in her ways, who would 
like a steady position. Adèle is con
templating giving Ninette a week’s no
tice. Have I any objection?

I am tired— very tired. For three 
days forces have been battling within 
m e; they have left but a weary husk of 
a man. Adèle, Ninette, Jasper, Jeanne 
are all indifferent to m e; they have no 
part in my life. I have only one desire 
—to sleep, far away from all stress and 
trouble, till the end of my listless time.

I tell Adèle that I leave all domestic 
arrangements in her hands.

The Fare
By Lawrence M . Wilson

T H E  car was in a commotion.
The very idea of it!— to accuse a gentleman of not paying his fare.

An old lady voiced bitter feelings against the conductor, the street rail
way, and the world in general.

Tw o pretty girls protested loudly in my favour.
An old gentleman touched me on the arm— he would see it through to 

the end; he could swear I paid.
I hate such scenes; never will I let it occur again.

* * * * *
The next time I ride in a street-car I will pay my fare !

I F  you want to know what a woman thinks of her husband, don’t ask h er; 
simply look at her when he is around.

W H IS K : T o move nimbly from place to place.
W hiskey: That which is moved nimbly from place to place.



The Pause
B y Gertrude Brooke Hamilton

I N the fleet of automobiles subservient 
to the swing of a traffic-signal, two 
cars were momentarily held cheek- 

to-jowl in Fifth Avenue.
Serena Grainger gave her husband 

an amused side-glance.
“ Isn’t that the girl ?”  she said, of the 

other car’s occupant.
Paul nodded, a scarcely perceptible 

shadow shifting across his face. The 
steering-wheel gave him an excuse for 
keeping his eyes ahead. He watched 
the signal, waiting for it to turn from 
STOP to GO.

Serena’s half-glance included the next 
car and its driver— a woman younger 
than Serena, not nearly so charming, 
but pretty, in a round-cheeked, blue
eyed way. Just now, the blue eyes re
sembled china saucers set in a pinkish 
shelf and the round cheeks were show
ing flags of distress. Idly cognizant o f 
Paul’s rigid profile, Serena was in
clined to catch the blue eyes in sym
pathy as the crossing-sign swung, and 
the motors moved forward.

“ She’s gone ahead of us, Paul,”  
smiled Serena, reassuringly.

Favouring him with a survey that 
made her brows a straight, dark line 
over eyes that could merge from gray 
to violet-black, “ What cads you men are 
in such moments!”

Paul was obliged to laugh at the em
barrassment that had kept him from 
speaking to Greta Delf, daughter o f a 
Staten Island innkeeper; a little more 
than friend, a little less than amour
ette.

He took up his wife’s badinage, with 
an undernote of friction.

“ If that had been Horace Priestly’s

I car in the hold-up- --out with it, what 
would you have done, Serene?”

“ Why, I ’d have spoken,”  she replied 
evenly.

“ And risked my displeasure?”  he 
teased without mirth.

“Rather than risk his discomfiture.”  
Her shrug showed the trifling stock she 
placed on any irritation her very good- 
looking husband might show.

Paul was silent, taking the sweeps 
o f asphalt with a tongue-click under 
his close-cropped mustache. He turned 
into one of the East Sixties and ran 
over toward the tall and exclusive 
apartment-house which, for a tall and 
exclusive rental, afforded the Graingers 
a home of a trifle too many rooms and 
baths.

Both Serena and Paul had acquired, 
o f late, a horror o f being crowded to
gether, of there not being room enough 
to avoid each other when the mood so 
moved them. Their honeymoon was a 
good many moons gone. And the 
moons of the last year or two had been 
disposed to send their sighs in diverse 
directions— his out to a certain com
modious inn in the village o f New 
Dorp, hers to the town of Absecon, 
where Horace Priestly studied plant- 
life in a laboratory set in semi-isolated 
surroundings. Which goes to show 
how imperceptibly, yet swiftly, the 
moon can reflect new honey.

Their car ran under the motor-porch 
o f the apartment-house. Paul had 
picked Serena up in the shopping dis
trict. She had suggested Ceylon and 
pastry at her favorite tea-place; he had 
preferred home— though it might not 
have been the ultimate goal of his ride.

“ Be civil enough to taste my home-
59
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brew and sweets before taking the car 
to the garage,” begged Serena, white- 
gloved hand on the door; “ or I may 
quite forget how you look in a social 
tête-à-tête

Over the turn of her shoulder, “ And 
isn’t it time for some sort of conclave, 
Paul?”

Lately, there had made itself felt be
tween them a pin-pricking desire for 
talk plainer than either of them were 
accustomed to indulge in. So Paul fol
lowed his wife through the revolving 
doors and into one of the elevators, 
which lifted them to their own corridor.

Serena preceded him with her indu
bitable air of supremacy, of leisurely 
affability and surface ease.

Once the door of their apartment had 
closed behind them, she stretched her 
arms wide, letting her gold-mesh bag 
and several small parcels fall from 
them. Her delicate yawn seconded 
her husband’s unvoiced ennui, and the 
slight sigh that followed seemed an 
echo of his desire for verbal expres
sion.

In the drawing-room the tea-cart 
stood ready, against the advent of the 
mistress; dainty service dimpled by the 
stream of late afternoon sunlight flood
ing from the west. For persons en
amoured of one another the room and 
hour were ideal. Serena and Paul 
assumed their favourite postures under 
a cloud of discontent.

He refused tea; she drank it.
“ Out with it— what is to be done?” 

she mimicked him, eyes steel-gray over 
the rim of her cup. “ W e’re tired o f 
this. W e’re not tired o f— that. What 
do people do, under such circum
stances ?”

Paul sprang a tasseled shade to the 
top of a window. “ By ‘that’ I suppose 
you mean— ?”

“ Ever cowardly,” she shrugged. 
“ Out with our ‘Horace’ and— what’s 
the girl’s name, dear? Though her 
name hardly matters, for she has eyes 
that fly open at sight of you and cheeks 
that betray confusion at your cold
ness— ”

“ Oh, for God’s sake!” snapped Paul,

turning on her. “ Can’t we chuck this 
folderol of words? Can’t we have one 
honest minute, Serena?”

Her glance flew beyond the drawing
room.

“Don’t talk so loud, Paul; consider 
the scarcity of trained servants.”

“ Bosh!” he retorted, though modify
ing his voice.

He prowled the room, with one hand 
behind him and the other thrust into a 
pocket of his well-tailored trousers. He 
was an agile man, a bit too light weight; 
his face, though not devoid of humour, 
hinted of an irascibility which showed 
that there were times when his nerves 
made themselves felt.

Having given the best part of his 
life to the acquisition of his present 
possessions, Paul was, perhaps, now 
running into the rut of wondering how 
worthwhile any of his possessions were 
— he was looking over the edge of the 
rut into simpler gardens.

Serena, on her side, having attained 
the pinnacle of successful domesticity, 
was, it might be, wondering why she 
had ever aspired to anything so banal. 
Cleverness and social maneuvers had 
been demanded of her in wedlock with 
Paul, but the inner cells of her brain 
had remained closed— until a new touch 
promised to unseal them.

Her eyes drifted to the yellow wane 
that passed for twilight in the metrop
olis. She lifted hands which seemed 
weighted with their rings, letting them 
fall apathetically.

“ I doubt,”  she said, “ if there is such 
a thing as an honest moment, here; be
sides the secret eagerness of our serv
ants, who would be delighted to scent 
rowdyism in us, there’s something in 
the very air we breathe that’s hostile 
to any spurt of genuine honesty.”

She watched the dimming light fall 
aslant her rings.

Her husband folded his arms, star
ing down at the thoroughfare they 
lived in.

She continued to speak, in more or 
less conventional cadence. “ W e’re in a 
ticklish pass, I fear. W e’ve, in the 
same interim, come up against that in
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ward kick which so often undoes a 
civilized man or woman. Because we’ve 
struck this together, yet separately, we 
can each deplore the other’s dilemma: 
your imagining yourself allured by a 
somewhat crude young woman, and my 
dreaming nights of a somewhat erudite 
young man. Foolishment, isn’t it? 
For here we are, married very com
fortably. Neither o f us wishes to be 
blown out of our orbit, yet we are 
skidding toward some sort of blow
out.”

In her laziest voice, “ My dear, a halt 
must be called. W e must pause.”

She leaned back among the pillows of 
the divan, quiescent, questioning.

His characteristic tongue-click con
veyed that he had barely listened to 
her flow o f words. When it was borne 
in upon him that she had stopped talk
ing, he gave a short laugh; was this 
their conclave, this modulated, femi
nine monologue?

He spoke with hardly pardonable ab
ruptness as he crossed the room.

“ Don’t wait dinner for me, Serena. 
I may not be back before ten.”

And he actually went off with the 
impetuosity o f a man whose thoughts 
were outrunning him.

She glanced after him, brows level ; 
was this their tête-à-tête, this uncivil, 
masculine exit?

II

S e r e n a  rang for the maid and had 
the tea-things removed. She then put 
a pillow behind her head, closing her 
eyes upon a room beginning to be en
gulfed in brief shadows. Her thoughts 
were, naturally, o f where Paul was go
ing; probably to a florist’s or candy 
shop, and then over the Staten Island 
ferry and out to the irregular four cor
ners o f  New Dorp— and to the Elm 
Tree Inn.

When the existence o f blue-eyed 
Greta had first dawned on Serena she 
had taken the trouble to motor through 
New Dorp and subject it to a fleeting 
scrutiny. The roads in all directions 
from its substantial inn were excellent;

and the inn’s golf course, tennis courts 
and garage facilities attested to the 
Delf prosperity. Later, when luck 
had allowed her a glimpse o f Greta Delf 
— at the races— she had remembered 
that Paul’s paternal grandmother had 
come of well-to-do English derry-build
ers, and had realized that his enjoyment 
o f an innkeeper’s daughter was possi
bly a reach-back to one side o f his an
cestry.

Had Serena been innocent of any far 
reach herself, she might have stemmed 
the inevitable ascendancy of the derry- 
building side o f Paul. But she was in
volved in an encroaching fondness for 
the little town of Absecon, where the 
handsome botanist had laboratories. 
She had known Horace Priestly when 
she was Serena Darrell, a Phila
delphia bud whose blooming promised 
much.

In those infantile seasons she had 
fancied herself the victim o f a fruit
less love for Horace; this being a nature 
to consider all women more or less 
perishable plants and no woman worth 
nurturing. The day before her wed
ding, she had gone on horseback to Ab
secon, had walked with Horace through 
his wonderful plant-gardens, had said 
good-bye to him. Being a beautiful 
woman with lots o f winnings, this un
won man had persisted in her con
sciousness. In the course o f a half- 
dozen years she had chanced to be in 
Absecon again. The renewal of her 
friendship with Horace had brought 
about occasional tea-parties on the 
green o f the laboratories; quiet hours 
among the plants; interesting moments 
in the test-rooms; veiled words of re
gret; good-byes that never turned out 
to be good-byes.

She removed the pillow from behind 
her head and held it at arm’s length 
while she studied herself in an oppo
site mirror.

Her hair was blonde and sheened, 
her features regular, her mouth small 
and talkative, her eyes variable, her 
singularly dark brows, running straight, 
gave to her face an appealing serious
ness. Her figure was graceful, with a
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fragility that gave the effect of a hot
house bloom.

Sighing, she dropped the satiny head
rest.

She dined alone, afterwards whiling 
away a half-hour at the piano. Be
tween nine and ten o’clock she went to 
the telephone— and, before putting in a 
call for Absecon, shut off other com
munication. There followed the elab
orate nightly maneuvers of toilet o f 
her species. In bed, with a reading- 
light at her elbow, she opened a book 
Horace Priestly had written, found her
self sighing over the mysteries o f na
ture as evinced in its plant growth—  
and seeing his attractive, studious fea
tures on every printed page or two.

Paul returned, and went to his rooms. 
He opened the windows there, sending 
fresh currents through the apartment. 
Then he appeared at her threshold, say
ing “ May I come in, Serena?”

Her finger paged the volume.
“ Yes, do. Where have you been, 

dear ?”
“ T o the Westchester hills and back.”  
He crossed his arms on a satin- 

padded chair, leaning on them.
She saw that he was telling the truth. 

“ My evening has, also, been commend
able.”  Curiously, “ Did you arrive at 
any sort of conclusion, Paul?”

“ About us ? No.”  He drummed the 
chair with lean, likable fingers.

He added, with seeming irrevelancy, 
“ Would you like to get out of town for 
our conclave?”  In explanation of the 
question. “ I’ve been thinking— you’re 
right in saying, we can’t be honest here. 
So why not hold our talk-fit else
where ?”

“ But where ?”  eyebrows half meeting. 
His suggestion was accompanied by 

strumming fingers. “ There’s that shack 
in the mountains— ”

"Heavens, Paul!”  she shivered. 
“ That place?”

He nodded. “ Where we spent part 
o f our honeymoon.”

“ In the middle of a wood that had 
awful sounds in the trees!”  recollected 
Serena. “ A  typical lovers’ retreat. 
Are we in the mood for it ?”

"W e could talk there,”  declared Paul
He laughed, straightening from the 

chair to stretch his arms and shoul
ders. “ The shebang was built by my 
Grandfather Grainger, for what you 
might term his ‘kick.’ It was there,”  in 
some embarrassment, “ that he brought 
a little love all the way from a shire 
o f England.”

“And from his justly outraged wife,” 
supplemented Serena.

She locked her hands behind her 
head, laces falling from her pretty 
arms. “ So it’s there you think we 
might have an honest seance?— to learn 
if we care to face divorce— or,” with a 
tinge of malice, “ to look over the re
treat for a second honeymoon. Eh, 
Paul?”

His flush showed she had hit some
where near the mark.

Having scored, she was good- 
humoured about an out-of-town quar
rel. “ W e’ll start for the mountains, at 
your pleasure,”  she murmured; and 
reopened her book— with an apology 
for the action.

III

S e r e n a  made ready f o r  the trip into 
the mountains. As most of their ac
quaintances were still in town, Serena 
felt called upon to explain the outing. 
“ A  man is so fidgety at this season of 
the year, my dears.”

Motoring away from New York, 
neither Serena nor Paul were very sure 
of the move; it did seem rather silly, in 
broad daylight, to travel miles for a 
spot to squabble in.

The journey was made swiftly as 
possible, provisions for a short moun
tain sojourn being stacked in the car 
at the village nearest their destination. 
Each was inclined to blame the other 
when it began to rain very hard. They 
were sorry they had come. Yet they 
went on, because they had come.

The shack, in a wet mountain wil
derness, made Serena shiver and Paul 
click his tongue.

He housed the motor under a  pro
jecting rock, while she unlocked a
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water-sogged door that opened with 
difficulty. The interior was darkened 
by the weather, it smelled woody, and 
was old enough to tumble down over 
her head; she groped about, finding 
the lamp. Paul brought provisions and 
kerosene from the car.

In stumbling over a chair he knocked 
from it a portfolio loosely held together 
by faded ribbons.

“ Look,”  he said rather in irony, “ our 
heads were once close together over 
this.”

Serena laughed. “ So they were.”
The lamp murkily illuminated the 

two rooms with no bath, seats piled 
with dusty skins, windows hung with 
cobwebs, an unswept fireplace, and a 
bed built in the wall, with coverlets the 
color of it.

She unwrapped her motor veils, tak
ing off the becoming bonnet and finding 
a peg to hang it on. Paul built up a 
fire and busied himself with the cook
ing apparatus he had purchased the day 
before. Soon the place smelled of 
broiling bacon and firewood. Serena 
dried out by the fire, more than once 
putting her hands over her ears to shut 
out the unmodified sound of the rain.

The meal was a poor one, served à la 
primitive. The disused chimney flue 
sent occasional spurts of wood-smoke 
into their faces. They had forgotten 
the coffee. The spring water Paul 
drenched himself to fetch tasted so 
brackish that she swallowed only a sip 
of it.

“ Yet— when we were in love . . . !” 
Her glance embraced each rude inti
macy of the place, as they sat before 
the fire and felt the black night close 
down.

Paul humorously reached for the 
portfolio he had knocked from a chair. 
“ It belonged, if you remember, to my 
grandfather’s love.” He untied the 
ribbons, opening the folder across his 
knees in a manner that derided its sen
timental contents.

“ I half remember,”  assented Serena; 
glad of an opportunity to stare, violet
eyed, at the fire.

Paul took up a fragment of yellowed

verse; delaying, perhaps purposely, the 
confab hanging over them. “ They say 
in the family that my grandfather’s 
light-o’-love was very fair, very young 
and untutored in the ways of any world 
but his.”

He read aloud, with his short laugh:

“  Summer is stirring the heart of things, 
Summer that came with you;

Dim in the dusk a firefly wings,
Loud in the dark a cricket sings, 
Soft in the night a hundred things 

Lie drenched in the verdant dew.”

“ Tosh!” shrugged Serena. “ Such 
fools are not bred nowadays. Women 
do not give themselves away to such an 
extent.” 

She put out amused fingers and drew 
the sheet from him, finishing the lines,

" Summer will go from the heart of 
things,

Summer will go with you; 
Phosphorus will fade from the fire

fly’s wings,
Silence will fall where the cricket 

sings,
Into the host o f  vanished things 

Summer will vanish, too.”

Paul got up and prowled about the 
shack. The fire burned lower. The 
lamp smelled of a charred wick. Gusts 
of rain came down the chimney, scat
tering the heat.

“ Come, come,”  said Serena at length; 
“ we’ve motored an uncomfortable 
route. Is the seance to be a silent one, 
Paul ?”

“ No,” he replied, without turning. 
“ Start the clacking, Serene.”

Her question sounded oddly distinct 
in the raftered rooms.

“ Shall we be divorced?”
His reply was as direct.
“ If we were, what would you do?” 
“ I ’d follow the ‘kick’ that made your 

grandfather seek this solitude with the 
lady of the portfolio. I ’d marry Hor
ace, and be steeped in intelligent isola
tion.”

Her glance strayed to a blackened
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roasting-fork that hung by the fire
place.

“You, Paul,”  coolly, “ would wreck 
your social life by forming an alliance 
with china-eyed Greta, who could, no 
doubt, broil you a beefsteak over the 
fire, should you honeymoon here.”

In the wake of such honesty, Serena 
stooped to cover a slight grimace by 
plucking chance leaflets from the old 
portfolio.

“ Listen to these lines,”  she said 
soothingly; “ the long-ago little cast
away evidently had happy moments.”
"  N ow we are free in great hills o f sing

ing
Winds, bright lowlands, and sun-shot 

grass!”
Shifting the conglomerate sheets, her 

brows were pensive. “ There were 
other moments less happy, I fancy; 
times when she perhaps regretted the 
‘light kick’ that had shot her into a 
strange country.”

Her voice followed a scarcely leg
ible scrawl:
“  I  have a letter from England,

From over the bright, blue sea.
I ’ve broken the hearts in the home

land.
It breaks the heart o f me!”

Paul came from the window, and 
picked up a sheet protruding from the 
loosened bulk.

“ The man and woman game seldom 
varies,” he remarked. He read:
“  One or the other, it seems, must tire.

Build the fire! Higher! Higher!”

She matched his quizzing smile with 
another fragment from the old love- 
folder:
“  . . . Can this be w e?

We, who have lain here, heart to 
heart ?

. . . Touching calm hands!
As old, blind men might part!”

She let this rhyme fly into the fire, 
watching its flare-up and fleck of white 
ash.

“ I’ve half forgotten all of the tale

on which this shack was built,”  she ob
served. “ Was she a poetess?”

“ Only during her high holiday, I im
agine.”  Paul, too, had watched the 
brief flame and speck of ashes. “ She 
came from a vicarage in Derbyshire and 
the broken hearts she rhymed of were, 
no doubt, those o f her ruddy parson 
father and marriageable young squires.” 

Serena let her fancy revolve around 
 the picture. “ I imagine she was the in
carnation of summer; a primrose-and- 
white-ash maiden, whose dreams ran 
over a hawthorn-hedged existence. And 
your grandfather?”

“ A  younger son, married into a fam
ily of wealthy derry-builders; his es
capade in eloping to America came to 
a sorry end, as my grandmother fol
lowed the truants and neyer rested un
til she had him back. She browbeat 
him into becoming a waistless sot, 
prone, when in his cups, to recite fool
ish love-verses into any handy femi
nine ear. It is said that my grand
mother even thrashed him at times.” 

Serena gave him a contemplative 
side-glance. “ And the white ash in the 
episode ?”

“ Nobody knows what became of 
her,”  answered Paul, holding her 
glance. “ Women who climb out of 
hedged existences leave few tangible 
records.”

Her eyes glinted to volatile gray. 
“ Probably she became a stage fa

vourite and died effectively at Baden- 
Baden; or it may be she returned to 
England and married a left-over squire, 
contenting herself with feeding berried 
ivy to blackbirds.”

With a delicate flip of her toe she 
closed the portfolio. Another rhyme of 
a long-ago idyl fell out:

“  The rose that bloomed in crimson 
sweep

Along our radiant way,
Has lost the red she longed to keep;

Summer could not stay,
And we who followed passion’s quest,

We, too, must go our way—
One to the East, one to the W est;

Summer could not stay.”
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Serena shredded the thin paper. 
“ And her season here,”  sighing, “ be
came inconsequential, as she lost her 
waist-line and forgot her love-verses. 
Tosh, my dear, is what any of us say 
o f dead summers.”

Paul’s admission was brief. “ True.”  
There was silence save for the down- 

pouring rain. The firelight played fit
fully over the bed built in the wall, the 
table out in the room, the folder o f 
time-worn verses on the floor, the 
flames, embers and ashes in, the hot pit 
o f the fire.

In the pause their thoughts began to 
follow the unprofitable channels of pas
sion.

“ My dear Paul,”  remarked Serena, 
touching the portfolio with the tip of 
her boot, “ how many men and women 
have lived before us! Reached back 
and failed to recapture summer moon
shine! Tried to steal more than their 
portion of sweets!”  Very low-voiced, 
“To borrow this dead verse of youth: 
the seasons constantly change from 
green to gray, and back again to green; 
our senses follow the shifting seasons. 
Prosily— aren’t we on the verge of 
making fools of ourselves?”

Paul was frank. “ W e may be.”
She clasped her hands about her 

knees, speaking with some vehemence.
“ In all honesty, we crave new expe

riences, with new mates. Vulgar, isn’t 
it? Rowdyish. Even though we avoid 
undue immorality by invoking the mod
ern-day courts, We may be rudely pulled 
about. And for what? For new 
moons that may not drip honey any 
longer than our familiar moon shed 
sweetness on us!”

She rose.
“ Don’t you think we might get back 

to town tonight, Paul?”
In coming to his feet his summary 

was dry. “ Here where there are no 
servants to listen to us, I have no desire 
to shout at you.” Consulting his watch: 
“ By all means, let us make the effort to 
return tonight.”

She reached for her veils, shaking 
them out with graceful hands. “ If it 
isn’t too rainy— ”

He opened the door. “ We can 
make it.”

“ Do,”  she begged, engrossed with 
the storm-chiffons.

Paul took up his cap and coat, and 
went out. Within a minute or two, he 
brought the car to the door. “ Ready, 
Serena?”

“ Yes.”
She wrapped her cape about her and 

stepped through the torrents to the shel
tering hood of the motor. Glancing 
at the surrounding isolation, “ Anything 
is better than spending a night here!”

Paul, in the shack, blew out the light. 
He locked the door. At the wheel o f 
the car, he took the mountain road cau
tiously, peering ahead.

“ Yes, anything,”  he answered; long 
after she had spoken.

IV
T h e i r  journey back was a rain-swept 

panorama o f silent villages and high
roads, ghostly cars skidding through 
the rain-mists, danger-signals at ob
scured crossings, blurred bridges over 
audible water-courses. Then New York, 
eerie under the rain in the early hours 
o f the morning.

It was near dawn when they let them
selves into the apartment. By mutual 
consent each sought their individual 
quarters, tub and shower. Emerging 
refreshed and sightly— Paul in smok
ing-gown and slippers, Serena in slip
pers and negligée— they sank down in 
the drawing-room with a single breath 
o f relief.

“ Home again,” gaily grimaced Se
rena, lolling in her chair.

Paul lighted a cigar, twirling out the 
match with an ironic twist of his fin
gers.

Presently Serena rose and went into 
a further room, where she set the cof
fee percolator going. The aroma sifted 
through the commodious rooms. She 
brought back a salver, coffee cups, 
cream urn and sugar jar, placing the 
service before him with a charming air.

They drank the fragrant mocha to
gether, while dawn washed against 
their windows, gray-green.

S.S.—April—5



The Modesty of Women
B y Winthrop Parkhurst

T HE difficulty o f obtaining a first 
kiss from a woman, and the diffi
culty o f avoiding subsequent ones 

are platitudes in the realm of the great 
labial philosophy. Yet the true signifi
cance o f these two facts is usually ig
nored, or at any rate white-washed 
with a coating o f euphuistic gallantry. 
That women by nature are less modest 
than men; that they ate more con
tinually conscious of their bodies; that 
their thoughts revolve around the cen
tral facts of life with a speed and in
tensity which would horrify an ordi
nary man did he know anything about 
it ; that a woman’s very blushes, indeed, 
are nothing more than sparks struck 
out by a sudden collision of the con
ventions with her innermost emotions:

these are conclusions toward which an 
intelligent spectator o f the melodrama 
o f  life is ineluctably drawn, yet 
from which the average male tries 
to run as though pursued by a night
mare.

Women, of course, are vividly con
scious of this altogether ridiculous 
masculine shortcoming, but most of 
them are clever enough not to flout it. 
On the contrary, they publicly sub
scribe to it, not only for the sake o f 
baiting their prey but, if they are wise, 
for the sake of keeping it after a cap
ture has been effected.

Thus, through a delightful paradox, 
a woman’s modesty is in reality the 
most sensuous and completely porno
graphic of all her arts.

T he Votive Offering
B y Francis Carlin

F O R the shrine I built up,
(O  Pulse of my heart!)

I  vow ed a love-cup
And two candles, apart.

But the tapers burned out,
And the darkness revealed 

A  Shadow of Doubt 
W hich the light had concealed,
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Pan Passes Northward
( A  O n e - A c  t  P l a y )

B y John Hanlon

A BIT  o f woodland on the outskirts of a small town. There are 
many trees— birches, pines, and maples— and at the back there 
is a vista o f an apparently infinite colonnade o f trunks with sun

light filtering palely upon the greens and browns that carpet the aisles. 
Here and  there a clump o f wild flowers forms a splotch of color.

To the right is a steep sloping bank, massed with low shrubbery, 
long-fronded ferns, huckleberry bushes, and what is known in the North 
as lambkill. In the center and to the front o f the stage is a small pool 
o f water. It is rimmed with tall, slender reeds and several blossoming 
sprays o f iris. To the left o f this pool, about six feet away, is a large 
stump, its great roots half buried in moss.

The lighting is constantly shifting, a blending o f greens and golds. 
There are many vagrant shadows, tracing fantastic patterns on the 
floor. The foliage rustles gently in the wind. N ow  and then a bird 
sings. Wan-winged moths and other insects drift lazily on their own 
adventures. The air is sweet with the complex, yet intoxicating odors 
o f the forest.

Into this setting come two women. One is o f large build, flagrantly 
blonde and plentifully rouged. Her vulgar face is kindly. H er apparel 
is tawdry, cheap, flamboyant. The other is small and dark. There is 
just a touch o f pigment upon her lips. H er grey eyes hold a wealth o f  
unrealised dreams. She wears a simple blue dress, pitifully shiny at 
the seams.

The large girl flings herself upon the stump with an emphatic sigh. 
H er name by adoption is Jackie Delrome. She is a chorus girl with a 
burlesque company which is limping through the small towns.

J a c k i e

Gawd! And they stuck this burg on 
the map. It oughta be put away in 
mothballs for keeps. Why, dearie, I 
ask you, did we drag our legs out 
here?

( The other has been gazing around 
her with a glowing face, stooping 
sometimes to pick a flower. Her name 
is M a d e l i n e . She also is o f  the 
chorus, though the reason is hard to 
understand.)

M a d e l in e

When the man at the hotel told you 
there was a park, you seemed eager 
enough to come out.

J a c k i e

Park! This ain’t no park! Where’s 
the rides, where’s the hot dogs, where’s 
the midway and all the people? Park! 
It hands me a laugh. A  cemetery has 
three rings compared to this dump.

M a d e l in e
I think it’s wonderful!
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J a c k i e

Then so is Hoboken and Mauch 
Chunk and Oskogee! How can people 
live in such holes without growing moss 
instead of whiskers?

M a d e l in e

You mustn’t say horrid things about 
this wood. I love it. It’s just like the 
one at home.

J a c k ie

Dearie, don’t you never get tired of 
warbling that “ Home, Sweet Home” 
stuff ? Listening to you, you’d think no 
other song was ever wrote.

M a d e l in e

It’s true, though.
J a c k i e

Huh! If truth meant anything, most 
of us Janes wouldn’t be wrenching our 
shoulders shimmying for a bunch of 
hicks and letting a gassy press-agent 
call us “ Venuses.”  No fear! W e’d 
be shoving soap and a bucket across 
some office floor at two plunks per.

M a d e l in e

W e might be happier.
J a c k i e

Happier hell! Haven’t I shook two 
perfectly good husbands to come back 
to draughty dressing-rooms and darned 
tights? The thing’s got me. You 
can’t get away from it !

M a d e l in e

I wish I felt the way you do. I ’m 
afraid I don’t belong. Watkins called 
me down again last night.

J a c k i e

That’s the best little thing he does, 
the w op! His motto is : “ Forget she’s 
a lady, just remember she’s in the 
chorus.”

M a d e l in e

All the same he’s right. I ’m very 
stupid.

J a c k i e

That don’t cut no ice ! Don’t you get 
the way the Johns lamp you? Dearie,

when it comes to shape, you’ve almost 
got it on me, and, believe me, there 
ain’t a burlesque show on either wheel 
that wouldn’t put me in the front row, 
if the heads wasn’t down on me be
cause I insist on being refined when 
they tell me to rough things up. Why, 
when I was with “ The Queens of the 
Corset Department”—

M a d e l i n e  
I don’t belong, really. I ’m lonely. I 

can’t ever seem to fit in. Back home 
it was different. I wasn’t quite happy, 
but when things were too bad I could 
always run out into the woods. Some
how I was never lonely there. I 
seemed to have thousands of friends 
all around me . . . Jackie, do you be
lieve in fairies?

J a c k i e

Sure, when they wear silk shirts and 
diamond headlights. I ain’t never been 
able to cop none though!

M a d e l i n e  
Not that sort! The kind you used 

to read about in the nursery books! 
Lovely creatures that were always 
smiling and never grew old! People 
like Peter Pan!

J a c k i e

The guy that flopped with his single 
on the Loew time ?

M a d e l i n e  
N o! Barrie’s make-believe boy, who 

never grew up. I want to be like him. 
I always want to be young. I never 
want to grow hard and bitter.

J a c k i e

If you’re set on staying sweet, you 
chose a hell of a profession!

M a d e l i n e  
That’s where I made my mistake. 

Home on the farm everything was so 
small and everyone was so narrow. 
They couldn’t, they wouldn’t under
stand ; and they pretended so many 
things were true that really were lies. 
I thought the stage was so different. T
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thought that its people were really 
themselves, that they loved one another 
for what they were and were happy 
in making other people forget their 
troubles. I imagined they were all 
Columbines and Harlequins romping 
along a glorious gypsy trail. I found 
I was wrong. They pretend more off 
than when they’re on, and they’re as 
bitter as anyone else.

( J a c k i e ,  somewhat bored and some
what irritated, has been endeavoring to 
dissuade ants from climbing up her 
vivid stockings. She now rallies to the 
support o f her profession.)

J a c k i e

Dearie, if your words wasn’t so re
fined, you’d be a lady Billy Sunday. As 
for us pretending, who the hell do you 
think would book us if we didn’t shoot 
the bull! And bitter! These one-night 
stands would make St. Peter want 
Sanatogen. What with tights that get 
Jacob’s ladders, and punk hotels, and 
Johns with pint-sized rolls, who could 
stay sweet, I ask you, who could stay 
sweet? You’ve been swallowing bunk 
from the Ladies’ Home Journal. Stick 
to the Billboard like I do, dearie. Ideas 
are dangerous things for a chorus 
Jane.

M a d e l in e

I should have been more sensible but 
I thought the stage could give me what 
I wanted and I was fool enough to 
think I could get somewhere. That’s 
why I ran away with Simpson. I be
lieved he felt I had talent; I never 
thought of the other thing. Things like 
that hadn’t touched my life. O f course 
after what happened I couldn’t go back 
home.

J a c k i e

Gee! You might be singing in the 
choir and dissipating at pie socials! 
Some rapi d life!

M a d e l in e

I miss my woods so much. When I 
was tired, I used to play that every 
flower, every tree was a fairy. Some

times, if I sat very-still for a long, long 
while, I could almost see them

J a c k ie

I seen a pink alligator once after 
twelve Bronxes!

M a d e l in e

You wouldn’t understand! You lived 
in the city when you were a child. 
There aren’t fairies in the city.

J a c k i e

I guess there ain’t ! I waited up all 
one night to see Santa Claus, and all 
I got was a wallop from the old man 
when he come home with a package of 
wet goods inside him. I thought the 
old fuzzy-bearded guy was too fat to 
get down the chimney . . . Gee, where 
do the kids hang their stockings in 
flats, where there ain’t nothing but gas 
ranges? ( She gets up.) For Gawd’s 
sake, let’s beat it. This simple life has 
turned my stomach, and this blamed 
stump has left its visiting card on my  
spine.

M a d e l in e

Where else could we go ?

J a c k i e

Look over the John crop! Men’s 
the same everywhere, even if they’re 
only half portions.

M a d e l in e

I ’d rather not.
J a c k i e

Pretending you’re little Eva, pure 
and spotless? W e might nab a ride in 
a Ford or an ice-cream soda or some
thing !

M a d e l in e

You run along, Jackie. I just want 
to stay here for awhile and think.

J a c k i e

My Gawd, and you a chorus girl! 
Dearie, our futures lie in our ankles, 
not in our brains. “ Toodle-oo,”  says 
Gwendolyn the vamp, as she goes forth 
to snatch a regular devil in overalls. 
And Maddy, if you meet a real nice ,
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fairy, ask her to get me a job at the 
Winter Garden. If I got the chance 
I could make all the rest of them birds 
look like small-time cripples.

( With a raucous snatch of ragtime 
song, she is gone. Silence falls upon 
the woodland save for  the rustling 
branches. M a d e l i n e  kneels beside the 
pool. She takes off her coat and lets 
dozen her long black hair. She speaks 
softly to an iris blossom, which she 
cups in her hands. While she is speak
ing, a strange, wistful music, like the 
faint melody o f a subterranean stream, 
is heard off stage, at first very distant, 
very indistinct, but gradually growing 
louder.)

M a d e l in e

Little fairy friends of mine, have you 
forgotten all about me? I ’ve been away 
for such a long, long time. I ’ve been 
looking for happiness and freedom and 
love and beautiful things; but I ’ve only 
found mud and bitterness and paths 
that can’t be retraced. I have ashes 
now where I used to have dreams, just 
because I tried to make them real. 
Worst of all, soon I won’t even be 
able to believe in you. I wish you 
could steal me away, like they say you 
do in the stories— take me away before 
my soul is quite dead. I am so very 
tired and getting so very hopeless. 
Can’t you steal me away and save me?

Long ago they used to say that Pan 
ruled the woods and that he would help 
people who called him. I wonder if he 
would. I wonder if he would hear me 
if I called him. ( She becomes tense, 
half-rising to her feet.) Pan, dear 
Pan! Men have forgotten you, but I 
remember. W on’t you listen to me? 
W on’t you help me to find the truth 
that I am seeking?

( The strange music is in the wing 
now; it ends in a joyous, exultant burst 
o f sound, followed by unearthly si
lence; even the leaves are still.

( There is a sharp rustling among the 
bushes on the bank and a man’s head 
appears, elfin, with a certain feminine 
touch of beauty. Over the brow and 
ears gold-brown hair is curling.)

M a d e l i n e  
( Breathing deeply.) Oh!
( The newcomer does not speak; but 

the keen black eyes bore through her, 
and the red, red lips are half-curved in 
a subtle smile. In the trees above a 
robin pours forth ecstatic trillings. 
Other birds join him and soon the 
whole wood is athrill with music. In 
a single graceful bound the man leaps 
to the stage. He is nude to the zvaist, 
and his legs and haunches are shaggy. 
His flesh is a delicate brown, with 
glints o f bronze.

He stretches his hand to M a d e l i n e  
and they dance, he with the allure o f a 
leaf tossed on a playful wind, she awk
wardly at first. Through the trees 
nymphs are seen dancing, not human 
figures, but merely suggested by swirl
ing filaments o f vari-colored chiffon 
and constantly changing lights o f the 
softest tones. A t the end the dancers 
spin madly round and round. M a d e 
l i n e  falls exhausted. P a n  is not even 
out of breath.)

M a d e l i n e  
( Faintly.) W ho are you, and why 

have you done this?
P a n  

Need you ask?
M a d e l i n e  

No. But I was only pretending.
P a n

Deep down in your heart you be
lieved and you called me. It was just 
in time. Soon this place will know me 
no longer, for nowadays Pan is an 
exile. The tide of the town creeps re
lentlessly onward. Soon men will be 
here, they will have taken even this 
from me. They will lie and cheat, and 
stand upon soap boxes and spit out tor
rents of platitudes. I cannot endure 
men. They are lower than worms; yet 
they have driven out the gods and set 
up their own images.

M a d e l i n e  
I didn’t really think you’d hear me. 1 

don’t know just why I called you.
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P a n

Because I called you first. Once in 
your old wood, when you were a child, 
I kissed you as you lay asleep among 
the ferns. That marked you as mine 
forever. Since then my voice has been 
ringing in your inmost heart, calling 
you after me.

M a d e l in e

So it was you all the tim e! You 
caused the unrest that kept me always 
seeking impossible things, that wouldn’t 
let me be like other people.

P a n

I had chosen you as mine. You could 
never be anything else!

M a d e l in e

W hy didn’t you take me then ? W hy 
have you kept me waiting so long? It 
would have saved me so much.

P a n

Y our hour has not yet come. Pan 
must mate with many, not with one. 
Today I come for you.

M a d e l in e

W hat became of the other?

P a n

(Pointing to a sapling which has been 
bending toward them.) Her dance 
with me is ended; she has become a 
dryad like all the others. She was a 
beautiful woman; she will become a 
beautiful tree, and trees are more beau
tiful than women.

M a d e l in e

W hat will you do with me ?

P a n

Men are close at my heels. I must 
flee northward, far, far northward, 
where for years they will not annoy me. 
You shall come with me. W e shall 
roam my kingdoms together, dancing 
through the reedy shallows of azure in
land oceans, lying upon the highest 
peaks of mighty mountain ranges and 
looking over a vast world where man 
is a stranger. I shall capture stars to

twine through your hair. I shall weave 
you gowns of sea mist and dye them in 
the sunset. You will know love and 
freedom such as mortals cannot dream 
of.

M a d e l in e

But after that?
P a n

You are like all women; you would 
know the ending of a tale before its 
beginning. After that, our days of 
roaming done, you shall become a birch 
tree leaning far out over quiet waters 
drenched in moonlight. Birds girdling 
the world on frail wings will rest 
among your branches and gossip of 
their journeyings. Each twilight you 
will dance with the other dryads and, 
sometimes, I shall come with my new 
love and let your caressing boughs 
watch over us.

( M a d e l in e  has been listening in rap
ture, but a shadow crosses her face. 
She is silent for a moment.)

M a d e l in e

When the tree dies— ?
P a n

You are the tree!
M a d e l in e

But my soul— ?
P a n  

What is a soul ? A  phrase of black- 
frocked sophists.

M a d e l in e

To die with the tree and then be 
nothing; that would be terrible!

P a n

Think of the years of joy before it. 
Some of my trees are a thousand years 
old. I alone can give you happiness. 
Here you have paint, emptiness, the un
known; I offer certainty, ecstasy and 
afterwards rest, for annihilation is rest. 
Which do you choose, you who have 
called me?

M a d e l in e

I —
(Her words are interrupted by a
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crackling In the underbrush. P a n  mo
tions to her to hide. A  man with an 
axe comes on. He cuts down the sap
ling. There is a cry poignant with de
spair and anguish audible only to P a n  
and M a d e l i n e .  The woodsman fells 
several other small trees, and there are 
eerie moans and whispers. His work 
over, he walks away whistling. There 
is a horrible silence, shattered only by 
his thin notes. M a d e l i n e  touches the 
stump o f the sapling. She screams. 
Her hands are flecked with blood.)

M a d e l in e

N o! N o! You said a thousand 
years!

P a n

Fate is stronger than I. He alone of 
the old gods is unvanquished by man.

M a d e l in e

One day for her, just a few hours! 
It might be the same with me. O God 
in heaven, help me!

P a n

You need not pray for help. I am 
not the kidnapper they make me out 
in the tales of old wives. My mates 
must come of their own free will. 
Which do you choose? Happiness or 
sorrow ?

M a d e l in e

N o! N o! Don’t tempt me! You 
shan’t have my soul!

P a n

So be it and farewell!
(H e stands beside the pool. A  great 

shaft o f light falls on his head and 
breast.)

M a d e l i n e  
(Involuntarily stepping toward him.) 

Where are you going?
P a n

I have dallied too long already. My 
trail lies open. I have other mates 
chosen who will not refuse me. You 
have turned away from Pan; our paths 
have parted. Yet you will never be able 
to forget me. My kiss is on your brow, 
my call in your heart. You will see 
the happiness of what-might-have-been 
and you will go mad.

M a d e l i n e  
You are a fiend!

P a n

Perhaps— perhaps I am the god that 
all are seeking. Now I go, far, far 
away from the haunts of men. As they 
follow me, murdering my dryads, 
chaining my nymphs to drive their fac
tories, I shall fly farther, farther, until 
at last, when they have robbed me of 
everything; when my name is not even 
an echo, I, too, shall be nothing; and 
without me the world will dry up into 
dust and crumble, for I am beauty, I 
am its life!

(H e plunges into the pool. In the 
distance the music o f the pipes is heard 
dimuendo, still buoyant, but with a sad
ness that was not present before. M a d 
e l i n e  has sunk sobbing upon the moss. 
She rises, her arms outstretched blind
ly.)

M a d e l i n e  
O Pan, come back to me!
(She kneels beside the spring, but 

there is no answer. The pipes are silent 
now. The strident voice o f  J a c k i e  is 
heard in the distance.)
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G LADYS worked at a small table, 
one of a row of similar tables, 
stacked up with the finished 

pasteboard boxes. Her task was to 
press down the flap already creased by 
the machine and pass it into the open 
end of the box. It was then trans
ferred to the finished pile at her left 
and the simple operation was repeated 
on a fresh box.

The work began at half-past seven in 
the morning and at noon there was an 
hour for lunch and conversation, if 
she chose, with the other girls. At that 
time they all went to the stock room, 
where they sat around on packing 
cases, in groups or alone, eating noisily, 
screaming to one another across the 
room, giggling, telling secrets, and 
making each other laugh with jokes. 
They were nearly all young, and near
ly all had hopes.

She liked this lunch hour in the 
stock room, because, in some uncom
prehended way, it seemed significant: 
the laughing faces, the jibes, the crude 
raillery, the shrill chatter had all the 
suggestive colour of life. At their 
work they were dead, the automatons 
of necessity, but here, freed from all 
meaningless mechanical movements, 
each girl became alive, personalities 
emerged, silence passed into the com
munion of speech, and many a roman
tic dream was disclosed.

To her, as to the other girls, no topic 
was more alluring than the talk about 
boys and men. She was usually a lis
tener then, for she had not yet experi
enced a significant adventure: it was

the older girls who held the stage.
Sometimes they merely told, with a 

frankness gilded by an assumed so
phistication, simple incidents concern
ing their latest boy.

“ Gee!” someone would begin. “ I 
met a real fella last night! I was 
about to go into the movies when— ” 
and everybody was willing to listen.

But better than narrative they liked 
generalization. They gave t h e i r  
opinions on love and its merits, on men 
and their ways. Often, in such mat
ters, a conflict o f authority developed. 
For instance, it was held by most that 
if you let a man “ get fresh,” he would 
lose his respect for you, and all your 
chances of marrying him would be lost. 
On the other hand, a few contradicted 
this and they gave low-voiced testi
mony about some of their married 
friends, which was heard eagerly.

After the lunch hour, Gladys fre
quently went back to her work in a 
mystic mood, for the talk there made 
her dream. Her little hands, folding 
the endless boxes, performed their task 
without any effort of her will, and so 
her mind was free to embrace the 
shadowy delights that drifted through 
her thoughts like warm mists.

In these moments her hopes were 
very high, with no doubts to depress 
her. It seemed then that the felicity 
they all wanted would come to her 
most surely; somewhere she’d discover 
tenderness, 'and the vague. sweetness 
without a name; someone would want 
her, someone would find her precious.

So, after the stimulating talk o f the 
lunch hour the remainder of her day 
passed more quickly; she did not find

73
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the afternoons especially irksome. At 
half past five a loud whistle blew, and 
then, with a startling swiftness, chaos 
seemed to impose itself upon the silence 
and industry of the workroom.

The girls became alive again. They 
ran past the tables screaming to each 
other; they jammed their hats upon 
their heads as if now the second of a 
momentous escape had arrived. Out 
into the corridor they formed into a 
pushing, laughing, irregular line and as 
each passed before the time-clock she 
rang off the hour of her departure.

There was always an ardent race to 
see who would be among the first to 
leave the building. Sometimes Gladys 
was one of this lucky group and then, 
after the urgency of achievement, she 
would stand out on the pavement a 
moment, panting, and looking about her 
with sparkling eyes.

The streets were full of emerging 
workers: girls from the box-factory, 
boys and men from the mills nearby. 
At the corners you could see swaying 
groups waiting for the inadequate 
trolley cars. A  disheveled and strident 
life had sprung up in the streets, fabu
lously. Gladys enjoyed these moments, 
finding them somehow mysterious and 
romantic.

She did not have to take the car her
self, for her home was not far from 
the factory. She never hurried; she 
liked to pause and stare into the garish
ly lighted windows of the cheap shops 
of the district, or, even better, to gaze 
with commingled feelings of envy, 
wanting and hope at the lithographed 
portraits o f actors and actresses dis
played outside the movie theaters. In 
a measure, with the abounding hope
fulness of her youth, she did not feel 
impossibly separated from these for
tunate ones. Without acknowledging 
any specific ambition, she felt that even 
her picture might be displayed in these 
places at some time. Nothing was im
possible in the future!

Her home was on a little intersecting 
street that had a character and an 
odour of its own. The blocks of tight 
houses, facing close, retained in the

narrow chasm of their opposing rows a 
never-absent suggestion o f old cook
ing, and, more subtly, a certain vague 
transpiration from the obscure activi
ties of the people who dwelt within 
their walls. But Gladys was too un
critical to notice this; she always hur
ried up the street and ran into the 
house, thinking eagerly o f dinner.

There was a little narrow hall, in 
which you would find unexpected 
things: a chair out of place, perhaps a 
box to stumble over and, on wash days, 
great heaps of clothes. At the end of 
the hall two dingy curtains hung down 
and concealed the dining-room and 
here, at this time of night, most of the 
family was congregated.

There were Gladys’ two brothers, 
remote fellows with whom she had 
little intercourse. Her father was 
dead; the wife, her mother, survived 
as a shapeless, garrulous woman, al
ways a little red-faced from chronic 
shortness of breath. Then there were 
her sister and her sister’s husband— a 
pair that had interested her of late.

They had been married three or four 
years, and until recently Gladys had 
found them negligible. Then, with cer
tain promptings and awakenings that 
had come to her in these past twelve 
months, she had begun to speculate 
about them, especially about her sister.

It had occurred to her quite sud
denly that after all her sister had a 
man! That must mean mystery and 
romance, so she watched them and 
searched for it.

But, strangely enough, they seemed 
to be an unromantic pair, given over 
to commonplaces, to mutual indiffer
ence, sometimes to sarcastic squab
blings. Gladys was disappointed. In 
some way these people were living in 
an error.

Dinner at the house was a noisy en
actment and after the meal the family 
separated. The two brothers disap
peared ; the sister and her husband 
usually went up to their room, and 
Gladys, if she were not too tired, visit
ed a picture theater.

Here she always found life as she



THE CYCLE 75

knew it must be, as it would finally 
come to her. Across the rectangle of 
the screen there passed the shadows of 
unnumbered excitements, romances, 
and sweet, desired culminations. The 
plays set her to dreaming; they made 
her small heart beat strongly, sent car
mine warmths to her pale cheeks, ting
ling thrills to the tips of her thin 
fingers, little clutches of breath in her 
throat.

More and more her wantings mate
rialized. She desired the reality of 
these pictured moments for herself— 
the sweet words, the kisses, the strange, 
fearful emotions.

II

A b o u t  a year later her romance be
gan. It had its initiation in a way that 
others might have thought common
place, but she put a glamorous con
struction on it.

She met him in the Autumn; it was 
on Hallow-e’en. A  group of the girls 
at the factory decided to dress up and 
go out, for they were all eager for ad
venture.

Gladys cut down one o f her old sum
mer dresses, trimmed it with some 
cheap ribbons, discovered an aban
doned cane about the house, painted it 
white and decorated it with a floppy 
bow of dingy white satin and with a 
little half-mask concealing her eyes, she 
was Bo-peep.

They all met at the home of one of 
the girls, and when you could hear the 
shrill cries out on the streets, and tin 
horns blowing stridently, they all set 
out laughing and mingled with the 
crowds.

They were in high spirits; everything 
made them laugh. When a funny cos
tume passed they pushed each other, 
giggled, and pointed. Now and then a 
group o f masqueraders would stop 
them, but breaking away they would 
run up the street, screaming and call
ing to each other.

Later in the evening this same thing 
happened: four or five young fellows, 
got up fantastically, blocked their way

and again they tried to escape. This 
time the boys chased them. The group 
scattered; Gladys turned up a side 
street, screaming shrilly.

In a moment, someone seized her 
arm.

Turning, she faced one of the pur
suers alone.

Her breath came fast, he was pant
ing, too, and for several seconds neither 
o f them spoke.

“ Got you!” he cried, finally.
She scarcely knew how to reply. 

She was both eager and afraid.
“ Let me g o !” she said.
“ I won’t hurt you!”
He was half laughing, and half 

apologetic, and although he loosened 
his grip a little, he did not wholly re
linquish her arm.

“ O f course you won’t hurt m e!” she 
exclaimed. “ You don’t think I ’m 
afraid of you, do you?”

“ Then let me see who you are . . .” 
“ You wouldn’t know me; you don’t 

know who I am!”
“ How do you know I don’t?”
“ Well, I know you don’t! Please let 

me g o !”
He released her now.
“ Aren’t you going to talk to me?” he 

asked.
There was something a little plain

tive in his question: he was not harsh. 
She glanced up at him swiftly. He 
wore a grotesque false-face that pro
truded an enormous red nose; she had 
no idea o f his real appearance.

“ You look awful!” she cried. “ How 
can I tell whether I want to talk to you 
or not?”

He made an immediate proposal. 
“Well, I don’t know what you look 

like either,” he said. “ You take off 
your false-face and I’ll take off mine, 
that’s fair enough.”

Raising his hands, he hastily pushed 
the mask up over his head and Gladys 
stared eagerly. He was young and she 
liked his face ; he was not bad looking. 
It was too dark to be sure of the colour 
of his eyes, but she thought that they 
were brown.

“ Now, let me see you,”  he said.
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She shook her head.
“ Not now !”
“ When?”
“ After awhile, maybe . . . ” 
“ Where shall we go?”  he asked.
“ I didn’t know we were going any

where !”
“ Well, let’s walk a little bit.”
He took her arm, and without re

sisting she let him lead her down the 
street. They talked in staccato sen
tences for a time, but finally conversa
tion became easier and they even made 
certain confessions to each other.

He told her his name— it was Frank 
Wilde, and after some hesitation she 
confided her own. She knew that she 
liked him and already she was stirred 
with a vague, significant excitement. 
They had met each other in a really' 
romantic way— how strange it would 
be, she thought, if they should become 
very good friends.

After a while she grew uneasy and 
told him that it was time for her to go 
home. He asked permission to accom
pany her and she did not like to deny 
him. When they reached her corner, 
he paused under an arc light, and still 
retaining her arm, turned her swiftly 
around so that she faced him.

“ Now keep your promise and let me 
see who you are!”  he cried.

“ N o!”
“ Be a sport; keep your promise!”
“ I never promised . . . ”
“ Well, let me see anyway!” 
Hesitating an instant, she then 

raised her hand impulsively and pulled 
off the mask. Her hair, done into arti
ficial curls, trembled about her cheeks. 
Her face flushed; her eyes, meeting his 
own, fell.

“ Gee! I ’m not disappointed!” he ex
claimed.

She laughed nervously, unable to say 
anything. He drew her close to him 
again and they walked slowly down the 
street. Pausing in front of her house, 
they looked at each other a moment and 
then he squeezed her arm affectionately.

“ Aren’t you going to give me a good
night kiss?” he asked.

She withdrew her arm abruptly.

“ O f course not!”
His attitude changed at once; he was 

hastily contrite.
“ Don’t be mad!” he begged. “You 

can’t blame me! Honestly, I want to 
know you, Gladys. W on’t you let me 
come and see you, take you out to the 
movies one of these nights ? When can 
I come?”

“ You really want to see me again?”
“ I certainly do! Can I come to

morrow night?”
“ No, indeed!”
“ When, then?”
She speculated for several seconds, 

for that seemed the proper thing to do. 
O f course, she had no engagements at 
all, but there was no necessity for him 
to suppose that. Although she was 
very anxious for him to call, she hid 
her desire and named a remote date. 
He expostulated; they argued; they 
compromised. Then, laughing, she ran 
up the steps and into the house.

She passed her sister and brother-in- 
law, wrangling in the hall. As she 
went on upstairs, she thought of- them 
with an emotion of distinct pity. How 
foolish they were; how much they 
were losing! Assuredly, she would 
never be like her sister!

After she was in bed, she lay with 
her eyes closed, but fully awake, for a 
considerable time. She was thinking 
of her adventure, thinking of the young 
fellow. She had met other boys, but 
they were all too young. He was old 
enough, he wals interesting— and he 
could make her dream.

III

A c c o r d i n g  to the decisions o f the 
stockroom, there were two methods, 
mainly, by which it was agreed you 
could make a man want you enough to 
marry you. Either you could be 
aloof, to the extent of denying all but 
occasional kisses, or, playing more bold
ly, secure him by an opposite and more 
dangerous course. Gladys shrank 
from the latter way; she preferred the 
demure cajolery.

The first evening Frank came she re
ceived him smiling, but with a certain
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remoteness. He took her hand in the 
little vestibule and would have retained 
it had she not gently withdrawn her 
fingers from his own.

 They walked together to the “ par
lour” and once seated, there were sev
eral seconds of embarrassment; it was 
not easy to start a conversation.

He was the first to speak.
“ I scarcely remembered what you 

looked like,”  he said. “ That is, you 
were all fixed up before, you know, 
and I wasn’t quite sure how you’d look 
ordinarily.”

She laughed, self-consciously.
“ Now that you know, are you sorry 

that you came?” she asked.
“ No, indeed!”
He leaned toward her, extending his 

hand in a caressing gesture, but she 
eluded his touch. She drew back in 
her chair and frowned a little.

“ Don’t !” she said.
However, the conversation was not 

difficult after this beginning. They 
talked about themselves. Gladys was 
somewhat evasive, exaggerated a little, 
pretended to a measure of gentility that 
did not entirely exist, but doubtless he, 
in his confessions, did the same. In 
particular she made no mention of her 
employment.

Three or four times during the eve
ning he attempted to put his arm 
around her but on each occasion she 
repulsed him. When he was leaving, 
and they stood together in the hall, he 
made a determined effort to kiss her, 
but she wriggled out of his arms, with 
little, sharply-whispered exclamations 
of anger. But they parted with ap
parent friendliness.

Afterward, in her bed, she was 
troubled and afraid. Suppose she had 
been too harsh: he might never come 
again! She imagined what might have 
been his kisses—his arms encircling her 
as if in keeping from all the world, 
their cheeks touching an instant, their 
lips meeting at last. Lying there in the 
darkness a warm sweetness seemed to 
fall about her, like a mantle of mys
terious delight. She regretted the lost 
chance; she turned uneasily from side

to side and knew she was unhappy.
But her fears were needless, for he 

came again; this gave her confidence. 
Now that she was more assured her 
hours held many seconds of agreeable 
dreaming, little, sentimental visions, 
little hopes and expectancies. When 
the girls gave their experiences in the 
stockroom she listened with a knowing 
smile, feeling that she could add her 
own word, if inclined.

She even pitied some of the girls a 
trifle, for as the weeks passed it seemed 
to her that none o f their lives had the 
promise of her own. This was an emo
tion that came most convincingly after 
the memorable evening when Frank 
had first kissed her.

It was a granted kiss and she knew 
all the warm delight of yielding. At 
first she had proposed only one touch 
o f her pouted lips, but once in his arms 
there was no escaping. He held her 
tight; he took away all her breath; he 
kissed her again and again— and he 
told her that he loved her.

After this the sense of vague pity 
felt for certain of the girls extended to 
one in her own home. Often, in the 
evening, watching her older sister 
across the dinner table, a compassion
ate emotion stirred in her heart. Sure
ly her sister was unhappy!

Gladys often speculated about this, 
wondering what her sister felt, whether 
she still had hopes. She regretted that 
they were not closer, that they had 
never been confidants. Once or twice, 
encountering the older girl, alone, 
Gladys embraced her impulsively and 
touched her cheek with his lips. The 
sister received this unexpected caress 
with a mingling of surprise and indif
ference. The young girl was afraid to 
confess her own hopes and shrank 
from voicing the questions she longed 
to ask.

Then, one evening, Frank asked her 
to marry him.

IV

T h e  w e e k s  p r e c e d in g  th e  m a rr ia g e  
w e r e  so  c r o w d e d  w ith  n e ce ss a ry  a c t iv i
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ties that Gladys was left with little 
time to dream. Occasionally she re
gretted the hurry of the days; she 
wanted some quiet hours of her own, 
alone, musing. But these would come 
after fulfilment, after she and Frank 
were together: the thought thrilled her.

The girls at the factory did not learn 
of her good fortune until a few days 
before she left them forever. Then 
there were numberless ardent congratu
lations : they kissed her, they pinched 
her cheeks, they giggled and laughed; 
the bolder made jokes. Gladys left 
them finally a little ashamed.

On the day of her wedding the whirl 
o f sudden events became so swift that 
Gladys felt dizzy and the hours seemed 
unreal. Her obese mother, puffing like 
a spent athlete, went here and there 
through the house, attending to in
numerable affairs. Her sister, rather 
silent, a little melancholy, Gladys 
thought, helped her to dress. She was 
married in the afternoon.

The family had gathered in the little 
"parlour.” Gladys, strangely enough, 
found herself without thrilling emo
tions. She was tired, she was be
wildered. She believed that feelings 
ought to come, profound and stirring 
emotions, but they were absent.

But when she and Frank walked out 
together, and then, running through a 
pursuing hail of rice like hounded rab
bits, reached a waiting taxi-cab, she 
sank down at his side and suddenly ex
perienced the first exultation of the 
day.

His arm was enclosing her.
She looked up into his face; their 

lips met.
Then she was proud, then she was 

glad. He was her man and the mystery 
o f love, like a golden threshold to be 
crossed, was awaiting them. At that 
instant she felt, perhaps for the first 
time in her life, a real inadequacy of 
her imagination. Sure of their happi
ness, some of the promised delight 
eluded her, tantalized her like shadows: 
she wanted to vision everything and 
could not.

But after a while she forgot this

vague torment in the reality of imme
diate delights. Their honeymoon trip 
lasted a week and then they returned 
to the little flat that Frank had pro
vided.

Gladys came to it a trifle solemnly, 
but nevertheless with pleasure. She 
liked being the mistress of this place, 
she enjoyed the calm and leisure of it.

Yet, at the same time, she was be
ginning to sense that with love, at least 
with her love, there came some unfor
seen conditions.

For one thing, she discovered the 
necessity of compromise, and this sur
prised her. As she had dreamed and 
believed it, lovers were graced with an 
infallible sympathy that made a unity 
o f their wants. Yet in a way, she 
found, this was not true. Even lovers 
could differ in their likes, in their de
sires of a single instant— like other 
people.

It was nearly a month after she had 
been in her new home before her sis
ter came to see her. Gladys showed 
her through all the rooms, pointed out 
each of her little prides, smiled, 
blushed. At last they sat down to
gether on a small sofa in the cubical 
living room. For the first time Gladys 
felt that her sister was interested, was 
sympathetic.

‘ ‘Do you like it, dear?”  she asked.
"Oh, yes!” Gladys cried. "I never 

knew I could be so happy!”
“ Are you really happy?”
“ Oh, you don’t have to ask that. 

You can see I am. I don’t want any
thing ! I ’m sure nobody is as happy as 
I am. He has given me so much! It’s 
wonderful! It’s— ”

She continued, with her cheeks 
flushed a little, her eyes widened, her 
slender hands clenched in her lap. Her 
voice was pitched high, she talked 
rapidly and almost a strident note crept 
into her speech. At that moment she 
was voicing, to the extent of her limi
tations, the dreams that now she per
suaded herself this reality had ful
filled. Her sister listened, silently, her 
head bent down a trifle, her lips a little 
compressed.
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On separating, the two girls kissed 
ardently in the hall. Gladys watched 
the older woman disappear through the 
corridor. Then, turning back into her 
apartment, she closed the door.

A  curious enervation possessed her. 
She felt weak— and profoundly de
pressed. She recalled some of her 
passionate sentences, spoken only a few 
minutes before. The words returned 
to her, but in that instant it seemed 
impossible that she had said them. 
They came back like a remote voice, 
like an utterance from a world of un
realities. She sank down on a chair 
and stared at the floor.

Presently she realized that it would 
soon be time for Frank to come home, 
Frank would be annoyed if his dinner 
were not prepared. In a way, he was 
exacting.

V

H e r s  was a slow, scarcely realized 
disillusionment, for Gladys was not es
pecially an imaginative one, and neither 
had her hopes been fully articulate. 
For many months she seemed to strug
gle against an indefinable barrier, mad
dening at moments because its nature 
was so vague.

Unconsciously she found herself at 
arms with an elusive and nameless op
ponent— a something that loomed be
fore the goal o f her happiness.

Her definite problems puzzled her, 
wearied her. The first time Frank was 
really harsh she hid her astonishment, 
but during the day and in the night, 
lying awake, she reviewed the incident 
with timid emotions of dismayed won
der.

Essentially the cause was trifling. It 
happened one morning: Frank was un
able to find some article of dress. He 
blamed her, she had mislaid it. She 
searched ineffectually.

At last she approached him, put her 
arms around him, touched his cheeks 
playfully.

“ Don’t look so terribly mad, dear!” 
she murmured.

He pushed her away.

“ It’s no use bothering me now!” he 
exclaimed. “ It seems to me you’re too 
confounded careless. Can’t you ever 
do anything right?”

Something had happened; some as
tounding fatality had come between 
them. The old sweetness was lost, im
perceptibly, surely, like the evaporation 
of a precious perfume. Frank seemed 
to pass, by a declination she had no 
power to check, into indifference, even 
into irritation. Gladys began to ob
serve other women, their lives, their 
condition. She could not bear to ad
mit the discovery in definitely thought 
phrases, but in her heart she came to 
the appalling understanding that her 
life was like theirs; she was one of 
them.

One evening, after a visit to her sis
ter, she returned home and went into 
her room. Frank was out and she was 
alone.

Deeply depressed, she removed her 
hat, her coat, and standing near her 
dressing table stared into the glass a 
moment in thoughtless abstraction. 
Then she became aware of her reflected 
face; her eyes met the eyes in the 
mirror.

The sight of her own face suddenly 
shocked her. It was unchanged! She 
was still young! Somehow she had 
expected, in that moment, an altered 
countenance. But the lips were still 
full, the cheeks were more colourful 
than they had been a year before, and 
her slender throat emerged palely, 
without lines, from the semicircle of 
her dress.

She drew closer and looked intently 
into the glass. Her charm was still 
there, only its power had departed. 
The confused realization of this quick
ened her breath, and she felt an hys
terical impulse to cry out. She under
stood her helplessness: what could she 
do, if, unchanged, she was no longer 
wanted ?

Whilst struggling to control herself, 
she heard Frank come in. He ap
proached through the hall; he entered 
the room. She turned and faced him.

He was grinning and it was plain
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that he had been drinking a little. His 
eyes were bright and their glance shifts 
ed about the room. She saw that his 
cheeks were tinged with colour.

He seemed to be influenced by some 
peculiar exultation that was not wholly 
unfamiliar. The expression tantalized 
her, made her heart beat faster and she 
took a step forward.

“ What’s the matter?” she asked.
At her words he gave her an in

stant’s glance and turned away with a 
palpably contemptuous frown.

“ Don’t bother me!” he muttered.
He said nothing more, but began to 

remove his coat and collar. Meanwhile 
she stared at him, puzzled by his sug
gestive, reminiscent aspect.

Then, as by a revealing inspiration, 
she comprehended. More than a year 
before his face had often held this ex
ultant glamour: when he had looked at 
her, when he had held her in his arms, 
when their lips had met. And now he 
came from the street with this old ex
pression. Someone else had recreated 
it in his face.

After her discovery she became bit
ter and the definiteness of this feeling 
made her days more tolerable. She no 
longer hoped, but at least she was at a 
truce with uncertainty.

The realization, later- on, that she 
was presently to have a child did not 
alter her emotions. For many months 
she scarcely thought anything about 
her prospective life as a mother. It 
seemed almost negligible.

But as the time drew nearer a cer
tain natural wonder asserted itself. 
Occasionally she was afraid. She be
gan to speculate about her child, its sex, 
its appearance, what its name would be. 
During the last few weeks she almost 
forgot Frank and he passed through 
her days like a shadow.

VI
H e r  baby was a girl. Lying in bed, 

late in the afternoon, she looked at its 
face. The child’s eyes were closed and 
she breathed gently.

Already the mother saw the obvious 
resemblance in this small face, and

knew that presently the girl would be 
like herself, with yellow, waving hair, 
blue eyes with a tinge o f green, pale 
cheeks: there was even the same little 
pout to the upper lip.

At this moment Gladys was alone. 
In the next room she could hear her 
mother, a temporary resident in their 
flat, wheezing in her chair, asleep. 
There was scarcely any other sound.

She continued to look at her baby. 
For some reason, her imagination 
seemed more clairvoyant today and, 
passing rapidly over the years, she saw 
her daughter growing into a woman.

She realized swiftly then that not 
only would the girl reproduce her hair, 
her eyes, her lips, but all her old for
gotten hopes! This unconscious one 
would dream some day and feel the 
sweet ache o f wanting.

With an abrupt movement, gentle, 
yet passionate, Gladys moved closer to 
the sleeping baby and drew its head 
down close to her breast. This one 
would be protected, this one would be 
taught and know! All the dreams that 
had been denied her, would come to 
her child, surely. The thought thrilled 
her, almost as if the miracle of her own 
happiness had been then achieved.

Her senses were dulled to everything 
else, save the response to her inward 
emotion and so she was surprised to 
find that Frank had come home and 
was in the room.

He was standing near the bed, look
ing down at her, frowning.

“ What’s the matter ?” she murmured.
“ Women have no brains!”  he ex

claimed. “ Pull up the bedclothes, 
can’t you? That kid will freeze to 
death! She’s absolutely uncovered. 
Won't you ever get any sense?”

She obeyed mechanically; he left the 
room. The baby opened its eyes and 
began to whimper.

Something in that plaintive cry 
startled the mother like the thrust of a 
knife. She heard her husband moving 
about in the corridor, grumbling to 
himself. The baby still whimpered.

To Gladys its pitiful little voice 
seemed then to have a deep signifi
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cance— and a bitter connection with the 
recent harshness of the man in the hall.

She saw the melancholy absurdity of 
her recent assurance. What could she 
teach the g irl; what could the child 
learn from her?

She would grow up, like the mother; 
she would live in this little, inadequate 
flat. No doubt, later on, there would 
be brothers and sisters.

Frank would be able to provide for 
them only in this meagre way, for this 
child— and the others.

Gladys saw her baby repeating the 
cycle of her own life. No doubt, since 
they would always be poor, she would

go to work later on, meeting, in dupli
cate, the girls that Gladys had known, 
living her own hours again.

She saw no other hope: what could 
she expect of Frank? And, still more 
bitterly, she felt her own inadequacy. 
She could not teach this one to live, 
having never lived herself. All she 
had had was dreams.

Yes, her child would be indeed an
other one, with the mother’s hair and 
eyes, with the mother’s face—and with 
the mother’s failure.

Life would give her, too, her instant 
to dream, her moment of hope— and 
for the rest, would exact its reality.

Socrates
B y T. F . M itchell

T H E  pocket-book lay on the sidewalk, bulging suspiciously.
A  hundred people, with visions of practical jokes floating before them, 

h a d  passed it by in disdain. He came along. He was different. He picked it 
up. He w a s  the one who was fooled.

Love
B y Verne Bright

L O V E  is a  wild thing 
And love is a fleet— 

Love is a wind that runs 
Before my twinkling feet!

Love is a glad thing 
And love is a free—

Love is a  bird that sings 
In the heart of m e !

S.S.—April—6



Wisdom
By William M . Conselman

I  AM knowledge and learned in the 
accumulated lore of the centuries. 
I have read from the Seven Golden 

Books with Ruby Clasps. I have 
studied the strange wisdom of the 
Hindu Yogi and the mystic philosophy 
of the Persian scribes. I can quote 
from the Seventy and Seven volumes 
of the priests of Egypt, and I have 
perused the visionary prophecies of the 
Chinese poppy-eaters.

I know why the sea is never still, and 
why the thunder rolls, and why the 
lightnings flash.

I know why mountains are tipped

with snow and why volcanoes belch and 
roar.

I know why stars twinkle and why 
the moon changes.

Yea, all these things do I know.
But now I must call to my aid the 

writings of all the sages. I must delve 
into their solemn truths, and study 
again their dusty, wisdom-laden tomes. 
Perchance I shall need to call upon- an 
oracle, that I may find the true, the 
perfect answer.

For Aziz, the dancing girl, Sweet 
Pearl o f my Desire, has just asked me 
why I love her.

Song
By Leonora Speyer

I F I  could sing the song of the dawn,
 The caroling work o f leaf and bird 
And the sun-waked fern uncurling there,
I  would go lonely and would not care!

I f  I  could sing the song o f the dusk,
The stars and the moon o f glistening June 
Lit at the foot and the head of me,
The Spinner might break the thread of me!

I f  I  could sing but the song of love,
Fill my throat with each sounding note,
Others might kiss and clasp and cling—
Mine be the lips that would sing— would sing!
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The Hill of the Martyrs
By Reginald W right Kauffman

“ The Moulin de la Galette is to be 
tom down . . . T h e  Bal Tabarin is to 
close its doors . . . "

I

O N LY the other day— and in New 
York— I read the news. It was 
a day not to be soon forgotten. 

The sky had that clear blue which the 
winter sky of no other city achieves; 
the electric air was bracing; and al
ready up and down Broadway rolled 
that diurnal procession of surface-cars, 
o f taxi-cabs and motor-trucks, which is 
the circulation of the blood in the body 
of modern America.

In the hotel, the breakfast-room was 
crowded. If the messenger-boys, 
whistling through chapped lips as they 
passed down the street, had looked in 
at us, we guests behind the windows 
must have resembled familiar fish at 
pause in the cloudy waters of an 
aquarium: we floated in the odour and 
enervation o f steam-heat. The tables 
were surrounded by tired women, who, 
with grape-fruit and coffee, tried to 
heal the wounds of a night of theatre- 
suppers for a day o f shopping; by 
clean-shaven, worried men with pad
ded shoulders, who held their cups in 
their left hands and in their right 
their morning newspapers, open at the 
financial page.

My newspaper was open at the for
eign dispatches, and there, amid all the 
horrors of battle and the inconsequent 
scandals of duchesses—there, in an 
obscure corner, dropped as if to fill a 
column otherwise incomplete, I read 
these lines of apathetic text:

Paris, Dec. 3d.— The Moulin de la 
Galette is to be torn down to make way 
for a modern apartment-house. The 
Bal Tabarin is also to close its doors. 
Arrangements for these changes were 
made before the war, and the plans are 
now being carried out.

The Moulin de la Galette and the Bal 
Tabarin: the Montmartre of Henri 
Murger, and that other Montmartre of 
Catulle Mendès! The garden of my 
dreams when I was a boy; the hill of 
their realization when I was a young 
man—-the hillside-garden of the dreams 
and the realizations, the delights and 
the madnesses and disappointments of 
how many thousands of men who are 
now sober fathers and substantial heads 
o f businesses in how many hundreds of 
scattered towns! The secret memory 
of romance for legions that this morn
ing hold their coffee-cup in one hand 
and the financial page o f their news
paper in the other.

The war vanished from my con
sciousness. The hotel breakfast-room 
vanished from before my eyes. New 
York vanished. Ten years vanished 
— twenty years . . .

II

T h e r e  were two Montmartres u n til 
yesterday, and I knew and loved them 
both. And before those two there was 
one that France will long remem
ber . . .

I have not visited a museum since, 
after many misdirected rectitudes, I at
tained the age of indiscretion; but in a 
youthful diary I find ecstatic mention
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of a room in the Musée Carnavalet 
which treasures a print of Montmartre 
in 1260 and shows two windmills there, 
each called the Moulin de la Galette. 
Since 1630 or ’35 these mills and the 
farm about them have belonged to the 
Debrays, and the granary between the 
mills was the ancient dancing-hall.

What feet have tripped there that 
will trip no more! What eyes have 
shone in scorn of sleep that are closed 
in sleep forever! What hands, once 
restless and caressed, have grown 
weary and are folded and hidden deep 
below the reach of kisses! What lips 
have smiled there long ago that long 
ago were clay for the grasses in the 
dusty old Cimetière Montmartre! 
Sworn disciples of Cinq-Mars forgot 
the frown o f Richelieu under the lamps 
of that granary; from it went forth the 
followers o f the Fronde to meet 
Turenne and die in the Faubourg Saint 
Antoine while Condé fled to Spain. 
“Lisbonne,”  sang Voltaire—

“Lisbonne est abîmée,
Et l’on danse à Paris.”

Here they danced when the Grand 
Monarque was married, and because 
Mazarin died. They danced through 
the war of the Spanish Succession, for 
the Peace of Nimwegen and for the 
Revocation of the Edict of Nantes. 
They danced at the news o f Fontenoy, 
and more than ever before— wilder and 
gladder than ever before— they danced 
through those red days between the 
calling of the Convention and the 
black Ninth Thermidor. They danced 
when Strasburg was ceded to France 
in 1697, and when Strasburg was lost 
to her in 1871.

More than once the waves of war 
that broke about the base of the hill 
flung upward bloody spray that 
drenched its summit. There Henri 
Quatre camped when he laid siege to 
Paris, and from there took with him 
to Paris the Mother Superior of Mont
martre’s Benedictine convent, Claudine 
de Brauvilliers. There, in the Revolu
tion, the people burnt the convent, scat

tered its nuns and guillotined its abbess. 
There, too, the Communards made 
their most splendid stand; and there, 
against the old wall in the Avenue 
Chevalier de la Barre, high up beside 
the modern Sacre Coeur, they shot the 
generals that they thought would be
tray them.

Long before that— it is M. H. Anson 
tells the story— against the approach of 
the Russian wing of the Allies in 1814, 
three brothers Debray defended their 
mill unsupported. One fell, and then 
another ; Leon Debray remained. He, 
opening the door, advanced, musket on 
shoulder, toward the enemy. As the 
foreign commander put out his hand to 
receive that musket in token of the 
mill’s surrender, Leon shot and killed 
him. The Russians dismembered the 
Frenchman and lashed his bloody limbs 
to the windmill sails; they found the 
miller’s baby, and crucified him, 
shrieking, to the arm of another sail—  
and, as the sails revolved, the Russians 
danced where the French had danced 
before.

Scarcely was the granary built, when 
Fashion discovered it. Fashion in peri
wig, embroidered doublet and wide bq- 
ribboned breeches ; and in periwig, em
broidered doublet and voluminous 
petticoat— Fashion in claret redingote, 
tight knee-trousers and buckled shoes; 
and in long-waisted bodices and furbe
lows— Fashion in lengthy coats, brief 
waistcoats and cuffs to the elbow; and 
in loose “ saque” and wide hoop—  
Fashion drove up the hill with its out
riders and its coach-and-four and sat 
in the gardens to drink and gossip, and 
to eat the cakes that the miller’s wife 
made and called " g a l e t t e s ." Here the 
neighbouring farm-boys brought their 
sweethearts to dance on the granary 
floor; and some o f the city-folk thought 
it a novel thing to imitate them.

The city itself followed the fashion. 
It came not in coach-and-four, but in 
winding cobbled streets that reached 
higher and higher until they touched 
the hill-top; and along these streets 
came, with all they had in the world 
upon their backs, poets and painters,
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sculptors and musicians and novelists, 
whom nobody knew and everybody was 
destined to know, bringing with them 
little women that were to love a few 
and be remembered, or love many and 
be forgotten. They came to live in 
garrets and do immortal things; to 
work and drink and die together. They 
came, they remained, they died; and 
more came to work and love and die, 
and still more to take their places— 
and so Montmartre was made.

“ The Moulin de la Galette is to be 
tom down . .

Were you so happy as to know that 
Montmartre? Some of it— not a little 
o f it— remained when I first visited 
Paris; what was left I dwelt among 
when first I went to live there. If you 
did know it, you will carry the thought 
o f it tenderly with you to your grave. 
You may change your country, you 
may change your morals, you may 
change your life, but you will not leave 
behind you the thought of that Mont
martre— and you will not be sorry to 
keep it with you.

You will be glad to keep it with you. 
Though you speak of it to nobody, 
though you belong to some organiza
tion that finances the raiding of dives 
where befuddled sailors are robbed by 
enslaved women, and the closing of 
houses where boys with too much 
money and old men with too much 
animalism pay for a reality and are sold 
a counterfeit— even so, at home, in the 
twilight of the lamp-lighted library, 
while your wife dresses for the opera, 
when your children have been kissed 
and put to bed, you will look in the coals 
of the grate and recall with a pure re
gret the natural life you led in that 
Montmartre— where there was sim
plicity and frankness and freedom and 
love. In the hot summer afternoons, 
when an elevator plunges you from 
your office to the hurrying abyss of the 
street, you will think of the leisurely 
heure d’absinthe in the Place Pigale; 
when the Autumn rains are here, or the 
Winter snow and slush, to the tune of 
the banging steam-radiator, you will

regret the warm hearth and the warmer 
comradeship of the old buvette at the 
corner nearest your one-time lodgings ; 
and most of all, when Spring comes 
creeping up Broadway or Calhoun 
Place, you will smell the trees in blos
som along the Boulevard Clichy!

Were there ever quite such moments 
as those moments when, your day’s 
painting done, but your vast ambitions 
always close behind you, Eulalie came 
running back from her ten hours’ work 
at the modiste’s, and laughed and kissed 
you and flung the white cloud of the 
poor tablecloth across the naked 
heaven of the poorer table ? I remem
ber that my Eulalie had a footfall like 
a deer’s and that, after a day of pen- 
and-ink at novels that were to turn the 
world’s head, my anxious ears could 
detect her swiftly-soft approach among 
a hundred. Was any dinner that you 
can buy now in London or New York, 
any dinner that you could buy then at 
old Foyot itself, the equal of the half
chicken and dry bread and red wine 
that Eulalie spread for herself and 
you ? I am quite sure that my Eulalie’s 
suppers were the best in all the world!

The dreams we dreamed, the works 
we planned, the heights we tried so 
hard to scale! How they were all dis
cussed until they became all but things 
accomplished, at the Chat Noir, at the 
Death’s Head, at the Cabaret des As
sassins! There glory floated on the 
tobacco smoke and warmed us from the 
cool bock. There Fashion could look 
on, but only from afar; there through 
a glass beyond which it could not buy 
its way, Wealth envied us our poverty. 
At the Moulin de la Galette we danced 
with our sweethearts, and at the cafe 
directly across from its chief door of 
entrance we bragged of the deeds that 
we would never d o :

“ Thoughts hardly to be packed
Into a narrow act,

Fancies that broke through language
and escaped;

All I could never be,
All, men ignored in me,

This I was worth to God.”
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Nevertheless, some of us achieved, 
and, of those some, most were the ones 
we thought had the lightest chances. 
If Paul, the Russian, is leading a poor 
orchestra in a minor town of Bavaria, 
Luitpold, the German, is already 
reckoned a great composer; if the 
British Charley, whose genius we all 
worshipped, has deserted portraiture 
for successful banking and heads a 
flourishing institution in the City, the 
Frenchman Edme is a master. The 
critics o f Paris are not afraid to praise 
Victor’s verses— he is an Academician 
now!— and the critics o f New York 
and London speak as well of Dick’s 
novels as they dare to speak of the 
novels o f any writer that has the mis
fortune to remain alive. Wilhelmina 
is dead, I am told, and what has be
come of Françoise nobody knows; but 
that sturdy American girl with an 
American voice, whom we all admired 
and despaired of, has become a prima 
donna after all. Henri IV  or Com
munarde, poet or musician, whoever 
encamps on Montmartre intends to con
quer Paris; in our time as in the afore
time, Genius lived and reared her 
children, and from these heights those 
children looked down at the Paris they 
loved and hated and loved again.

III
“ The Bal Tabarin is to close its 

doors . . . "
A l l  the while, shoulder to shoulder 

with us there— sometimes, when we 
were poor, jostling us rather rudely; 
and sometimes, when we could borrow 
money, or had sold a sketch or a story, 
brutally luring us from Eulalie’s side 
to the side o f garish Cecile or be
jewelled Xerine— was that other Mont
martre; that Montmartre which rolled 
up our hill after the play or the opera 
from the Cafe de Paris or Maxim’s, 
the Montmartre that loved Catulle 
Mendes and that Mendes loved. W e 
knew that, too, and, though we mostly 
affected to scorn it, I, for my part, 
could never think quite so ill of it as I 
pretended.

I remember very well the night I first 
met Mendes. From the printed page I 
had long admired— as who of us had 
not?— the author of “ Le Fin du Fin.” 
W e rejoiced in “ Tou les Baisers”  and 
“ Le Roman Rouge” ; but, if I preferred 
“ Pour Lire au Bain” to “ Pour Lire au 
Couvent,”  I was scarcely prepared to 
find their writer the type of man he 
was: those were days when I knew less 
o f France than I learned later.

Somehow or other, I had got hold o f 
a little money, so I braved my com
rades’ charge o f foppishness, put on a 
five-years’ old suit of evening-clothes 
and took Fanchon and Julie (I  think 
her name was Julie, and I know I 
loved her madly) to the Rat Mort. The 
Rat Mort had not yet figured in a New 
York murder-case: it was still un- 
American and a lively rodent. W e sat 
— I between the two girls and feeling 
extremely proud and rakish— on one of 
the leathern seats that, fronted by little 
tables, ran along three sides of the 
room. The ceiling was low ; the walls 
were “ done”  in crimson burlap; the 
women were dressed with a splendour 
that made me uneasy, and the men 
patently knew the world. At intervals 
o f ten minutes, when the orchestra 
played, a girl in short skirts—a blonde 
with a diamond necklace, or a hand
some negress with costly plumes in her 
woolly hair— danced in the small space 
unoccupied by tables, and then drank 
the health of whoso would buy her a 
quart of Ayala. W e were facing the 
door when the door opened, and there 
entered the most dignified and most 
distinguished-looking man I have ever 
seen.

He was very tall, with a breadth to 
match his height. He was erect, carry
ing himself magnificently. His eye was 
beneficent, his nose noble, his white 
beard the white beard of patriarch. He 
wore a frock-coat, and there was a rib
bon in the lapel button-hole.

Julie— if that was her name— clapped 
her little hands. Other women— and 
each woman in the room was the guest 
of a man— clapped their hands de
lightedly.
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"W ho is it?’ ’ I asked. I thought she 
would tell me it was the President of 
the Republic.

“ It is M. Mendes!” she gurgled.
She sprang up and left me. She ran 

to him and embraced him; I felt as if a 
sacrilege were being committed.

Other women sprang up and left 
their hosts. These other women ran to 
him and embraced him: I cowered on 
my seat, expecting the bolts of Jove.

The Olympian lightnings did not 
fa ll: Mendès returned each salute with 
interest.

Julie at last brought me to him, and 
we sat down, and the great man talked 
until daylight stopped the music and 
sent the little women scurrying home. 
He talked . . .

One evening— the word was his; the 
hour was two in the morning— we went 
to L ’Abbaye. Montmartois though I 
was, this was only my second visit to 
L ’Abbaye: in many ways it was my 
first. The place is a vital spot in the 
Montmartre of Mendès; and I hope it 
will survive a little longer.

O f that evening there is no more to 
tell, perhaps, than there is to tell of 
other evenings, but all my evenings 
there were o f a piece. Even a year 
ago, indeed, L ’Abbaye had not greatly 
changed, except in the character and 
nationality of its patrons. You climbed 
a narrow stair opening off the Place 
Pigale; a blast of light and music 
struck you at the first landing; there 
was a chatter of opera-cloaked women 
in the hallway and the deep laughter 
o f many men. The servant, having 
taken your wraps, opened the door and 
you went into the small room that has 
swallowed large fortunes.

Small— that is, small enough to make 
all that sit there the members of one 
party, yet high enough of ceiling and 
large enough for all to move about in 
without crowding. When I first knew 
that rectangular room, it was white and 
green, with green upholstered wall- 
seats and white pillars supporting a sea- 
green roof. Last year I missed some
thing from it, and I sought Albert, the 
suave proprietor, the man that cannot

be shocked and "cannot be frightened, 
the one man, we used to say, who 
could be in three places at the same 
time and be in the way at none of them.

I asked him about a picture that 
used to cover half the wall at one end 
of that supper-room. It showed a nude 
woman facing you from the top of a 
flight of marble steps. At her feet lay 
the body of a boulevardier that had 
shot himself; beside the dead man, but 
with eyes for the woman only, knelt a 
Pierrot. The boulevardier had seen 
nothing save the woman; the Pierrot 
saw nothing save the woman; but the 
woman, with the figure of a girl and 
the serene eyes of a Greek goddess, 
saw neither her human sacrifice nor her 
fool. It may have been a bad painting, 
but it was Montmartre.

Albert shrugged tolerantly.
“ I had to move it to the less-used 

room upstairs,”  said he. “ So many 
Americans and English now bring 
their wives here and their wives object
ed to the picture.”

That is the doom o f Catulle Mendès’s 
Montmartre: our wives object to it. 
Thus therefore the Bal Tabarin.

The first time I went there, I went 
with a business man— and a business 
man from Philadelphia, too. He was 
host, and so we came up from the city, 
through the dark and tortuous streets, 
in a motor-car, no less. Half a dozen 
men rushed at us as we stepped from 
that motor into the blaze of yellow light 
about the entrance to the hall. This 
one held open the car-door; that placed 
a newspaper to save my shabby over
coat from brushing the nearest tire; a 
third piloted us for quite six steps to 
the booking-office, and a fourth whis
pered inquiries as to whom we might 
care to meet.

Inside, aproned young women pulled 
our wraps from our backs and gave us 
checks in return, and an imposing 
gentleman conducted us up the double 
stairway, at one end of the ball-room, 
to one of a row of boxes twenty feet 
above the floor. W e ordered cham
pagne— at least the Philadelphia busi
ness man ordered it for the two o f us—
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and we put our half-empty goblets—  
for one drank champagne from goblets 
then— on little tables behind us in the 
box— and girls with black hair and 
laughing faces would peep in at the 
door and pretend to steal our wine, 
pretend to want to sit with us, pretend 
to be happy if we consented, pretend 
to be angry if we refused.

On a balcony at the other end o f 
the room a brass band was playing a 
quadrille, and in the centre of the floor, 
eight women, neither slim nor young, 
but mightily vivacious, danced the can
can. I can remember yet— though this 
is perhaps because I saw them and their 
successors so often afterwards— their 
wide straw hats, their simple blouses 
and dark skirts sharply contrasting 
with the incredible yards of their lace 
petticoats that, as they danced, flashed 
all the colours o f the rainbow; and I 
can remember yet how, on that first 
night, one girl slipped and fell, and 
how tremendously funny she thought 
it, and we thought it, and everybody in 
the crowd grouped around the dancers 
on the dancing-floor.

About the dancing floor were many 
little tables, and in my time these tables 
were always surrounded by men and 
women drinking beer, smoking cigar
ettes. When there were no hired per
formers dancing, these patrons— my 
friends and I often among them—  
would dance for our own delight; stop, 
men and women both, at the bar for 
more beer, and dance again until the 
professionals dispossessed us. When 
we liked the work of the hired dancers, 
we applauded; when it bored us, we 
hooted shamelessly. If the mood seized 
a man, he would seize a girl, perhaps 
the companion o f a stranger, a Russian 
count or a Brazilian mine-owner, and 
whirl her about the floor. Couples 
kissed across a stein, and it was bad 
form to notice them. The Bal Tabarin 
was a world o f its own, with its own 
etiquette.

And its own romances, too. I have 
seen Achilles D écontives come late to 
his rendezvous with Helene Cuisnier, 
beat her until she loved him again—

because she had dared to dance in his 
absence with another man— and then 
go down on his knees and ask for
giveness for his brutality until she 
hated him once more. Here used to 
dance Léonine de Nancy, the model for 
the woman in that picture which Albert 
has had to remove— Léonine with the 
face o f a pure child, yellow-haired, 
fragile, wistful, whom one guessed 
might be perhaps eighteen, and who 
was so proud of being forty : she wore 
a wig that she glorified in removing; 
every day for two hours she practised, 
she would tell you, “ the art of ex
pression”  before her mirror, and she 
passed three hours more in the hands 
o f the beauty-doctors; the taps in the 
bath at her apartments were o f gold; 
men had killed themselves for her, and 
one o f her lovers had gone mad; Ver
laine worshipped her, and she would 
not meet him; she betrayed the pre
tender to a throne after she had spent 
the money that his adherents had col
lected for a revolution.

These were the stories that belonged 
to the Bal Tabarin. On its floor Pierre 
Manton, son of the great avocat, shot 
himself because o f love for Manon 
Fleury, and there, a year later, because 
Pierre’s brother Jean made her love 
him for revenge and for revenge for
sook her, Manon, at a waltz’s end, put 
a bullet through her brain beside the 
table at which I happened to be sitting.

Whither are they gone— Pépè Fer
nan with the heart of gold ; De Bron
sky, with the ready knife? Where are 
the pouting lips of Celeste and Lizette, 
the sapphire voice of Conchez Mendez, 
the twinkling feet of Dircé and Man
ette, Clarice and Nanon Blanc? 
Whither are they gone whose memo
ries are flowers and whose names are 
songs ?

“ The Bal Tabarin is to close its 
doors” :

“ The old order changeth, yielding 
place to new.”

Now that there is no place for all 
those happy men and women, will they 
have no successors?

O f old it was; the Martyrs’ Hill,
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Montmartre, because of the monks that 
were slain on it. From that day to this 
— because of the poets and the painters 
that suffered there for the sake of Art, 
because o f the men and women that 
died there for the sake of Love— it has 
remained the Martyrs’ Hill. Now, 
over the graves o f those who perished 
whole-heartedly for faith, for fame, 
for passion, there is to stand but one 
monument —  that American catch
penny, the Moulin Rouge . . .

IV
T h e  New York newspaper fell from 

my hand. I seemed to be descending 
the Butte in early morning, in the chill 
of an early morning on Montmartre. 
I seemed to see the sun rising over the 
city as I had so often seen it rise in

better times. But now I knew that my 
ears would soon be assailed by the pick, 
the crash of falling wall, the unendur
able insistence of the riveting machine 
as the great work of enthroning steel- 
constructed modernity was again re
sumed. Overhead lay a shadow: the 
basilica of the Sacred Heart, the most 
hated church in church-hating France. 
Far behind me, I heard a midinette 
singing “ Marguerita”—I saw the cold 
shaft of dawn striking the dome of 
Sacre Coeur . . .  I saw those scanty 
lines of apathetic text:

“ Paris, Dec. 3d.— The Moulin de la 
Galette is to he torn down to make way 
for a modem apartment-house. The 
Bal Talarm is also to close its 
doors . . ."

A Three Thousand W o rd  Story in Sixty-Five 
W ords

B y Arthur Carter

H E was to die in the morning. He could not keep from thinking of it.
He did not want to die. He thought of ascending the scaffold, of the 

rough rope chafing his neck. Again and again the thought came to him, he 
did not want to die, he did not want to die. In the morning they found him 
with his throat cut.

I F  the average man had his life to live over again, it would merely be a case 
of different women.

T R Y : T o attempt to start something. 
Tryst: Something started.



Four One-Reel Movies
B y Benjamin D e Casseres 

I

Theodore Dreiser

A F A T H E R  is murdering his daughter.
Three blocks away a daughter is murdering her father.

In a theater between the two an actor is playing “ King Lear.”

II

George Bernard Shaw

A t ten minutes to eight every star is in his dressing-room robing for the 
first act.

A t eight o ’clock every theater burns down simultaneously.
At dawn a figure is seen strolling through the ruins playing a Te Deum 

on a jew’s-harp.

III

James Branch Cabell

Adam and Eve fasten on their belts of fig leaves.
They go forth from the Garden to attend a meeting of the American 

Academy of Arts and Letters.
A  prankish serpent slips up behind them and unhooks the clasps of their 

belts as they enter the hall.

IV

Anatole France 

A  ventriloquist stands in the middle of the universe with a marionette 
on either side of him, one labelled God, the other Satan.

A  tremendous argument is going on between the marionettes.
The ventriloquist is suffering with spasms of stomachic laughter at the 

awed faces of his uncountable stellar audience.
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The Law of Averages
By Winthrop Parkhurst

I

H E shot a nickel across the glass 
subway counter where transpor
tation at thirty miles an hour is 

sold to an elastic-tempered public for 
five dollars a cubic yard and called out 
jocularly, “ One, please.”  Then as he 
was jostled by numerous people directly 
behind him who were apparently in too 
great a hurry to grasp the delicate hu
mor o f his remark, he made his way 
along the underground passage, pushed 
past the ticket-chopper, and clambered 
down the broad concrete stairs un
til he finally reached the uptown 
platform.

It was nine minutes past five, and the 
crowd, as was usual at that hour, was 
enormous. A  Bronx Park express 
pulled in, jammed to the doors, and de
parted twenty seconds later in a condi
tion still more horribly compressed. 
Drew Smith did not want a Bronx 
Park express; and, as he bobbed about 
helplessly on the rising tide of human
ity that was waiting to be swept up
town, he frowned and sighed.

It was extraordinary, he reflected. 
Absolutely extraordinary! For nearly 
eight years the thing had been happen
ing with unfailing precision; and here 
it was happening again. Really it was 
becoming uncanny. Not once in the 
whole course of his business career had 
anything but a Bronx Park express 
pulled in at the Brooklyn Bridge sta
tion as he reached the subway platform. 
He did not want to accuse the company 
of deliberately playing a trick on him. 
Because he wished to be perfectly fair 
(even to a soulless corporation like the 
subway company) he frequently justi

fied the annoyance by asking himself 
the question:

“After all, how can they possibly 
know that I don’t live in the Bronx?”  

Whereupon the answer would indig
nantly and promptly come back: 

“ They can’t know, and I am a fool 
to lose my temper!”

Nevertheless, such is the impotence 
of the intellect in the face of a purely 
emotional dilemma, he felt secretly ag
grieved at the daily reappearance o f 
the Bronx Park express. It seemed to 
him like a conspiracy on the part of the 
entire Board o f Directors— a conspir
acy designed to cheat him out of two 
minutes o f eternity every afternoon o f 
his life.

True, there was no particular hurry 
about his getting home. When he 
reached his apartment in upper Broad
way there was absolutely nothing for 
him to do but sit around and read the 
evening paper until his wife announced 
that dinner was ready.

Nor was he so devoted to Clarice 
that a two minutes’ involuntary sepa
ration from her was torture to his soul. 
In fact, he had at one time thought o f  
leaving her, for she often got on his 
nerves and annoyed him abominably.

However, a principle is a principle 
whether you are passionately in love 
with your wife or not. Two minutes 
are two minutes, conceal the truth as 
much as you may with clever casuistry. 
The simple fact remained that, due to 
some mysterious perversity of steel and 
electricity, he was clearly doomed to 
waste two minutes o f the remainder of 
his natural life in a subway station. 
And over this silly fate he was justly 
annoyed.
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D r e w  S m i t h  had dabbled slightly in 
the law of averages so that many things 
which were complete mysteries to his 
fellow creatures were the veriest com
monplaces to him. On the first Christ
mas after their marriage Clarice had 
proudly presented him (after she had 
made him shut Ms eyes and promise not 
to look till she told him to !) with a 
handsome up-to-date Encyclopedia in 
nineteen imposing volumes. In this 
compendium of human knowledge the 
secrets of the universe were unrolled 
before your astonished eye as by magic. 
After you had perused the nineteen ele
gantly-bound, hand-tooled, limp-leather 
volumes there was nothing left for you 
to know. You knew it all. Therefore, 
on that first marital Christmas morn
ing, he had set out to peruse them.

After six months’ assiduous applica
tion he had got only as far as Average. 
Since this was the last article in Vol
ume I, and since the exertion of captur
ing omniscience by the throat had con
siderably damped his original en
thusiasm for the truth, he had never 
been subsequently able to collect suffi
cient energy to attack the remaining 
eighteen volumes.

Nevertheless, at the time, the article 
in question— perhaps because it was the 
last one in the book— impressed him 
tremendously. And he had picked up 
an amazing mass of information on the 
subject of averages.

For instance, he learned that in 
obedience to a certain invisible Law 
( q. v . )  a certain number o f people do a 
certain number o f  things every day of 
their lives in a certain unalterable way. 
This interested him. It was the first 
human note that had been struck by the 
editors of the Encyclopedia. The mu
sic of the idea lured him into reading 
the entire article with great care.

By degrees he learned that this same 
mysterious Law was in constant opera
tion, day and night, at the North Pole 
as well as at the Equator. Though the 
editors of the Encyclopedia hesitated to 
say so openly, they hinted with reverent

II delicacy that presumably it was in 
operation even in heaven. The magni
tude of it was appalling. It was more 
universal than the attraction of gravi
tation. In blind obedience to it men 
were born, grew up, became lawyers, 
street-sweepers or ministers, succeeded, 
failed, laughed, loved, wept, committed 
suicide or died a natural death and, ac
cording to the law of average emigra
tion to those places, went respectively 
to heaven or to hell.

This realization suddenly daunted 
him. The world heretofore had seemed 
a fairly jolly place. Now it was no 
longer a jolly place. It was a place 
full of laws— cruel, remorseless, calcu
lating.

For example, the encyclopedia men
tioned, in the course of its remarks, that 
each year in the United States o f 
America, 54,976 people died of pneu
monia. Not only had this number 
regularly succumbed to the disease in 
the past. Due to the discovery of the 
Law of Averages it was a mathematical 
certainty that the same number o f peo
ple would regularly succumb to it in 
the future. The plain implication was, 
how could you be sure that you were 
not one o f the ill-fated 54,976?

Drew Smith realized that he could 
not be sure. He was frightened. He 
saw with horror, for the first time in 
his life, that his feet were in a net. 
He might soak those feet in hot mus
tard water every night of his life. He 
might burn them off with quicklime, 
so far as the Law of Averages cared. 
I f  the proper number of people failed 
to die of pneumonia that winter noth
ing could save him. Nothing! He 
would die o f pneumonia at once simply 
to make up the proper number of 
deaths from that disease.

It seemed like a ridiculous idea; it 
seemed absolutely preposterous. But it 
was true. Statistics ( q. v.) proved if. 
Life insurance companies every year 
made thousands of dollars on it. What 
further proof could an intelligent man 
want?

Drew Smith, being an intelligent 
man, did not want further proof. He
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accepted at once the statement of the 
encyclopedia; and, with the conscious 
superiority o f a man who carries a 
great truth under his hat, he began to 
watch for its operation. Formerly he 
had been o f the crowd. Now he was 
merely in it.

As he bobbed about on the rising, 
surging tide o f men and women waiting 
to be swept uptown he fell into the 
habit o f observing them with a benign
ly tolerant eye and musing on the cattle
like dumbness with which they all met 
their inescapable fates. Past the ticket- 
chopper they hurried, down the broad 
concrete stairs they clambered, to be 
immediately afterward shoved behind 
steel-and-glass doors and hurled on the 
arm of lightning to their final destina
tions. It was all done in strict obedi
ence to that mysterious law of averages 
beside which the forces of gravity and 
the defiance o f  strong men were as 
reeds in a wind.

“ And not one o f them knows it !” he 
reflected.

That was the added marvel: not one 
o f them knew it. They were just so 
many puppets who laughed and cried, 
married and died, contracted pneu
monia, fell under motor trucks, or went 
home punctually to their wives as 
obediently, as unquestioningly as oceans 
play tag each night with the moon—  
puppets who, even had they known they 
were only drops of water in a cosmic 
tide still would have acted as they did 
for the simple reason that there 
was no other possible way for them 
to act.

It amazed him that the law never 
went wrong. A  multitude of chance 
events seemed plotting to destroy this 
unerring mechanism on which life in
surance companies built their fortunes 
and encyclopedias their reputations. 
For instance, people were often de
layed at their offices; other people got 
sick; still other people stayed down
town to dinner. It seemed reasonable 
to suppose that once in a while, say for 
the space o f five minutes, the platform 
o f the Brooklyn Bridge subway station 
would be left absolutely empty.

But such a thing of course never oc
curred. If someone decided to s ta y  
downtown for dinner someone else a p 
parently concluded to go home to his 
wife that night. I f  one man was de
layed at his office another merely got 
away sooner.

With some reluctance Drew Smith 
was forced to the unpleasant conclusion 
that the editors o f the encyclopedia cer
tainly knew what they were talking 
about. The Law of Averages was in
fallible. One way or another it always 
got you in the end.

Thus it happened that with a sud
den pang o f unreasoning fear he found 
himself wondering one afternoon, as 
he stepped aboard his train, if a suffi
cient number o f his acquaintances were 
going to die that winter o f pneu
monia.

III

O r d i n a r i l y ,  getting aboard a  Broad
way express was equivalent to embark
ing on a state of mental and emotional 
oblivion from which Drew Smith did 
not alight until he was well north of the 
Ninety-sixth street station. But on the 
afternoon of his pulmonary panic he 
was too upset by the idea o f his sudden 
death to settle down into his usual sub
way lethargy. The fear o f pneumonia 
had probably been crouching at the 
back o f his head for months. Like a 
crafty, infinitely patient cat it had taken 
up its couchant position at the time he 
first read the article in the encyclopedia. 
And since that day it had been stalking 
him stealthily, silently, with diabolical 
patience, waiting for a chance to spring. 
Then suddenly one afternoon, as he 
sneezed unexpectedly, it pounced down 
on him, digging its claws deep into his 
brain and throwing him completely off 
his balance.

“ My God,”  he thought, while he 
squeezed his way nervously through the 
crowd and clambered aboard his train. 
“ Why didn’t I ever think o f this be
fore !”

And he gasped several times in quick 
s u c c e s s io n  as though some one had
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struck him a sharp blow in the pit o f 
the stomach.

He manoeuvred his way slowly to
ward the centre of the car; whereupon 
for reasons which he could not have 
explained, he commenced reading the 
advertisements. He knew them all by 
heart. Without ever having conscious
ly memorized them he had gradually 
absorbed the placarded warnings to im
bibe cod-liver oil, to put, on heavy 
knitted underwear, to gargle his throat, 
to take out a life insurance policy, un
til they had all become a part of his 
very being. But he had never heeded 
any of them. They were as distant and 
vague in his consciousness as the scenes 
o f his early childhood— scenes which 
are apparently obliterated by time from 
the memory of man until the moment 
on which he is caught beyond the break
ers and realizes with horror that he is 
drowning. Drew Smith’s head was 
still above water. But he felt himself 
going under. A  cramp was seizing his 
brain. . . .

A  solemn admonition to take a dose 
o f cod-liver oil frowned down at him 
from the side of the swiftly-moving 
car. Till that instant it had scarcely at
tracted his attention. Now it gripped 
both his eyes in a vise of steel, and they 
stared at the poster, fascinated. For 
the advertisement not only seemed 
written specifically for him. It was 
actually placed in front of the very 
spot where he was standing, as though 
the advertising agency had somehow 
foreseen his untimely end and was 
seeking to warn him of his impending 
fate. Buy a bottle to-day, it admon
ished in terrifying red letters, six inches 
high.

And underneath was added solemnly, 
in still larger type, like an inexorable 
coda to a funeral march, BEFORE IT 
IS TOO LATE.

Before it was too late! That was 
the bayonet thrust that pierced Drew 
Smith to the heart. If he bought a 
bottle at once— that very afternoon—  
he might be able to fortify his system 
enough to throw off a cold that had 
been troubling him for several days.

If, on the contrary, he delayed, if he 
waited even so much as another twenty- 
four hours !

The conclusion was too horrible to 
think about. He refused to think about 
it. Therefore he took an evening paper 
from his overcoat pocket and deftly in
terposed it between himself and the 
odious warning. He was not a coward. 
But he hated the taste of cod-liver oil; 
and he violently resented having a 
choice between cod-liver oil and the 
grave thrust upon him in a public con
veyance. He felt that it was an out
rage on human privacy. Wasn’t Amer
ica a free country, and did not its citi
zens have the right to live as they 
pleased and to die when and as they 
saw fit?

Buy a bottle to-day— before it was 
too late. A  clever phrase! A  phrase 
cunningly designed to stampede an in
nocent public into a highly lucrative 
panic. No wonder that the manufac
turers made millions of dollars on it. 
Probably they made billions. Who 
were they, anyhow, that they should be 
permitted to molest the peace o f mind 
of thousands of unsuspecting men and 
women by shoving ridiculously exag
gerated warnings under their noses?..

Before it was too late! A  very 
cleverly contrived phrase, indeed, and 
one that should be pulled up by the 
roots immediately. It was high time 
that such nefarious practices were ex
posed. He would write a letter to the 
papers exposing them. He would write 
a letter that very evening. He would 
see to it personally that such an in
famous system of advertising was 
stopped at once. . . .

At this point Drew Smith suddenly 
commenced coughing behind his news
paper, and his coughing interrupted the 
flow of his wrath. It was not a severe 
cough. But there was a slight wheeze 
attached to it somewhere, and he lis
tened to the rasping noise, alarmed.

In a moment he coughed again. The 
wheeze this time was unmistakable. It 
came from a spot fairly deep down in 
his lungs— quite deep down, in fact, he 
thought, considering the matter judi
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cially. To be sure a wheeze only indi
cated bronchitis. But did not bron
chitis often lead to pneumonia? And 
did not pneumonia- - - - !

He put down his evening paper 
abruptly and stared up again at the cod- 
liver oil advertisement with fixed in
tensity. Then, after reading it through 
several times and fastening the name of 
the manufacturer firmly in mind so that 
he would not forget it when he left the 
subway at 137th street, he folded up 
his paper and returned it to his overcoat 
pocket. A  smile o f childish relief 
lighted up his face. The advertisement 
seemed to smile back at him in recogni
tion. He still felt thoroughly indignant 
over a system of publicity which he 
considered sensational. But cod-liver 
oil was unquestionably a good, safe 
tonic to take when you had a cold.

Therefore, since he had a cold, the 
wise, sane course for him was to take 
some. Perhaps it was true that a num
ber o f people were frightened into buy
ing the stuff when they did not actually 
need it. That, however, was a matter 
which after all was pure surmise on his 
part and did not personally concern 
him. What did concern him was that 
he was suffering from a severe cold in 
the lungs and that the cure for it was 
available. It was not only available. 
It actually seemed to be reaching out a 
friendly hand to him and saying:

“ Look here, old chap, you stop 
worrying! Just give me a chance and 
I ’ll fix up that cough o f yours in a 
jiffy.”

The idea, at any rate, was a distinct
ly pleasant one; and Drew Smith rapid
ly warmed to it. That a huge manufac
turing concern should actually be tak
ing a personal interest in the state o f 
his health was undoubtedly an exag
geration o f facts. Nevertheless, say 
what you pleased, there was something 
more than a cold-blooded business deal 
involved here.

Perhaps it was coincidence that the 
cod-liver oil advertisement had been 
placed where it was. But in his heart 
he did not believe so. Something be
yond coincidence was responsible for

such collisions of events. Some people 
would call the whole thing a clever 
business accident. They were shallow 
and cynical. He was glad that he was 
not one o f them.

Quite frankly he believed that, in 
some mysterious manner, the adver
tisement had providentially been placed 
so that he would be certain to read it 
and, reading it, induced to buy a bottle 
o f cod-liver oil that! afternoon with 
which to fortify his system and save his 
life. Even the phrase, Before it is too 
late, no longer offended him. Indeed, 
he felt grateful to it; for he was honest 
enough now to admit to himself that 
but for the ominous words he might 
never have been startled into a proper 
realization o f the dangers o f a bron
chial cough.

In short, he was convinced that 
though he was in rather a bad way 
physically, thanks to cod-liver oil he 
was more than a match for his ad
versary. Let them bring along their 
pneumonia now, if they wanted to, he 
as much as said aloud to everyone in 
the car. Let them bring on all the 
diseases they could think of. He was 
ready for them!

IV
T h e r e  is an ancient adage to the 

effect that it is always darkest before 
dawn. Another adage should imme
diately be constructed to the effect that 
it is always brightest before dark, and 
that whom the gods would destroy they 
first make happy. T o chance alone 
might have been ascribed the conjunc
tion o f Drew Smith’s line o f vision and 
a certain cod-liver oil advertisement on 
the side o f a subway express train that 
fateful afternoon. To nothing less than 
diabolically-malevolent design could be 
attributed the fact that posted next to 
the aforesaid advertisement, grinning 
down at him like a satyr, coiling over 
the wall surrounding his garden of 
happiness like a loathsome serpent, was 
a large advertisement o f a well-known 
life insurance company.

Strictly speaking there was nothing 
very terrifying about the advertise
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ment. It was simply an unemotional 
announcement, couched in matter-of- 
fact business English, stating briefly 
that in consideration of a small sum of 
money payable annually at the offices 
o f the firm, the Messrs. Jones and 
Plunket would, upon sufficient proof of 
the insured’s death, deposit to the credit 
of his beneficiary, the sum of ten thou
sand dollars. Neither the phrasing nor 
typography was in the least sensational. 
Restrained arid dignified, the poster was 
that o f a restrained and dignified cor
poration evidently doing a restrained 
and dignified, albeit flourishing, busi
ness.

So far as the placard itself was con
cerned, the Messrs. Jones and Plunket 
might have been discreetly pushing the 
sale o f sleeping powders or sofa pil
lows. But Drew Smith, whose eye had 
been trained to penetrate farther than 
that of most mortals, saw beyond the 
restraint and dignity. Behind the mask 
of matter-of-factness he saw a hideous 
face grinning at him; and hidden under 
the cloak o f neat business phrases he 
discovered a sardonic figure waiting 
coldly to take him by the hand— a sinis
ter figure whose existence for a mo
ment he had almost forgotten.

He started involuntarily and shud
dered.

That cursed law o f averages!
For a moment, as his eye clung to the 

poster in horrified fascination, he was 
too paralyzed to think. His brain 
merely stopped working, as though it 
were an electric motor and some one 
had abruptly turned off a switch. His 
hands and feet went icy cold. His lips 
became the color o f watered milk. And 
when, after several abortive attempts, 
he ordered them to utter the words, 
“ Nonsense. This is all bosh. I am an 
old idiot to be frightened,” he only 
heard them mumbling, in a frozen auto
matic manner, “ My God, it’s true, it’s 
true!”

By degrees, through sheer concentra
tion o f will-power, he brought himself 
back to earth. The peculiar numbness 
in his knees passed off, and the blood 
slowly crawled into his feet again. But

in proportion as his physical nature as
serted itself the horrible foreboding in 
his head increased and grew. For the 
more he reasoned over the matter the 
more he became convinced that his 
fears were grounded in the soil of 
scientific fact. It was easy enough to 
say, “ Bosh and fiddlesticks.”  That was 
what the people who died o f pneu
monia every year probably said the day 
before they were stricken. And before 
a month was out they were lying pallid 
in their coffins!

N o ! there was no use in saying, 
“ Bosh and fiddlesticks!” The encyclo
pedia was right. One way or another 
the law o f averages always got you in 
the end. That was a scientific cer
tainty. You might call the notion 
ridiculous. You might blandly ignore 
it. But it was you that was really made 
ridiculous because it was you that was 
never ignored and never forgotten. 
Under the circumstances, it was 
obvious to the most obtuse-minded, 
drinking cod-liver oil for the purpose 
o f saving your life was exactly like 
holding up your hand for the purpose 
o f warding off a meteor. . . .

Having arrived at these gloomy but 
unavoidable conclusions, Drew Smith 
glanced out the window. The train 
was pulling in at a station. He read 
the number on one of the pillars. 
One hundred and Sixteenth street! 
Tw o more stations and he would be 
home.

Automatically he commenced button
ing up his overcoat. In three minutes 
he would be walking up the street. In 
five minutes Clarice would greet him 
at the door of the apartment with a per
functory wifely kiss and disappear into 
the kitchen. He would light a cigar 
and, sitting down in his favorite arm
chair, attempt to read the evening 
paper.

In his present condition he felt cer
tain that that effort was doomed to 
failure. However, he would try. A fter 
a few minutes Clarice would emerge 
again and call out “ Dinner’s ready.” 
Then they would both go into the din
ing-room and take their respective
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places at the table as had been their 
custom for nearly seven years.

Clarice would sit at one end; he at 
the other. She would chatter along in 
utter oblivion of the fact that a sword 
was hanging directly above his head. 
She would offer him soup in a matter- 
of-fact wifely way. She would calmly 
pass him the bread. She would unemo
tionally hand him the butter. And he 
would heroically accept these various 
articles o f food and try to eat them as 
though his death warrant had not al
ready been signed.

Then— after dinner was all over— 
he would tell her. He did not quite 
know the most appropriate manner of 
doing this delicate piece of business. 
But he felt that the scientific attitude 
would probably be the best one to 
adopt. It was cold without being cold
blooded. It was the one most eminent
ly suited to avoiding a scene.

He would merely say to her, smiling 
debonairly across the table:

“Well, my dear, I ’m afraid that 
you’ll soon have to be telephoning for 
an undertaker.”

Whereupon he would hide his real 
feelings by looking loftily unconcerned; 
and when his wife came over to him in 
alarm and threw her arms hysterically 
about his neck he would say, “ There, 
there, that’s all right,”  and she would 
gradually calm down so that they could 
talk over the matter intelligently.

Probably she would want to put him 
to bed at once and send for a doctor. 
But he would dispose of that notion, of 
course, in short order. If he was 
marked out as a victim of fate he in
tended to meet his death stoically. Be
side, there was clearly no use in call
ing a doctor when a doctor was proven 
by the law o f averages to be absolutely 
useless. He would merely take out a 
large life insurance policy at once—  
very likely with the Messrs. Jones and 
Plunket— and sit back and bravely 
await his end. . . .

A  lurch o f the train again inter
rupted his soliloquy. He lowered his 
head a few inches to look out the win
dow. One hundred and Twenty-eighth

street. The next station was his. In 
three minutes he would be home.

He commenced to elbow his way 
slowly toward the platform. Four or 
five other passengers inspired apparent
ly by the same ambition, also started to 
move closer to the door.

Though he was scarcely in the mood 
to be amused a twitch o f sardonic 
humor played on his lips as he watched 
them struggle helplessly with their 
parcels, bump into one and another like 
logs in a maelstrom, sway to and fro 
weakly as they fought the giddy motion 
of the train.

How pathetically futile human life 
was! How childishly impotent were all 
these fellow passengers of his when you 
coldly examined their actions through 
the crystal glasses o f scientific truth.

They imagined they were free! 
Down in the archives of Washington 
lay a solemn, portentous document tell
ing them that they were free. And 
they solemnly and portentously believed 
it ! They were all firmly convinced that 
their destinies lay in their hands like 
balls of worsted which they could 
weave into any variety of garment they 
desired.

Colossal joke! Gargantuan folly! 
They were no more free than he was. 
They were merely puppets tied to a 
string; the hand that jerked the string 
was the law of averages; and as it 
jerked so they danced and cried, mar
ried and died, fell under motor trucks 
or succumbed to hasty pneumonia.

Thus things had always been, and 
thus would they always be. That man 
just ahead o f him, for instance, from 
whose pocket protruded the end o f a 
baby’s rattle— no doubt he fondly 
imagined that he was going home to his 
wife and child because he preferred the 
moral exhilaration of doing his duty to 
the intellectual excitement of Staying 
out and having a good time. Well, let 
him think so. Let him cling to his de
lusion. The real truth that he was go
ing home to his wife and child simply 
because the average number of marital 
infidelities had already been reached 
that year and could not be increased—

S.S.—April—7
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that obviously was too strong a dose of 
truth for him and his shrinking breth
ren to swallow.

As for Drew Smith, however, he pre
ferred facts, no matter how bitter they 
tasted on his tongue. It required cour
age to admit to yourself that within a 
week you would probably be dead. But 
if you were going to die there was very 
little use worrying about it. When you 
were dead you were dead and there was 
a clear end o f the matter.

Nevertheless, it did seem like a 
rather scurvy trick, he thought, for fate 
to have posted next to the life insurance 
advertisement a large placard— which 
caught his eye just as he was leaving 
the train— announcing in clear, bold 
type that excellent service at reasonable 
rates was furnished day and night, in 
every part o f the country, by Harvey 
and Harvey, experienced under
takers. . . .

V

His hand shook a trifle as he took out 
his latch-key. Though the walk from 
the subway had steadied his nerves 
somewhat, the artificially heated air of 
the apartment house had set them on 
edge again. It was only after some 
delay that he was able to fit the key into 
the lock and open the door.

Clarice was not in the hall to greet 
him as he entered the apartment. That 
was the first fact which caught his at
tention. For a moment he was sur
prised. 

Then he thought,
“ She’s getting dinner ready, and 

hasn’t heard me.”
And having disposed o f the problem 

he removed his overcoat, hung it on the 
hall rack, placed his derby on a hook 
directly above it, took the evening 
paper from his pocket, walked in
to the living room, selected his 
favorite armchair near the lamp, and 
sat down.

For a few moments he turned over 
several pages o f the newspaper de
sultorily. Then, with a gesture of 
nervous impatience, he reached out for

his humidor and from it extracted a 
large, black cigar.

With a hand that still trembled 
slightly he struck a match and let the 
yellow flame lick up at the tobacco un
til only a tip o f uncharred wood re
mained between his thumb and fore
finger, and he was obliged to drop the 
fragment hastily. Thereupon he set
tled back in the arm-chair once more, 
his cigar gripped tightly between his 
teeth, and let his eyes roam across the 
room.

Against the opposite wall stood a 
small black-walnut bookcase. In it 
tranquilly reposed nineteen elegantly- 
bound, hand-tooled, limp-leather vol
umes.

He examined them from a distance 
like a connoisseur, and sighed. They 
were beautifully got up. There could 
be no question about that. They were 
excellently printed; the paper was su
perb ; it was so thin that seventeen 
sheets of it were required to make up 
the thickness of one ordinary page. 
The list o f contributing scientists, phi
losophers, statesmen, editors, poli
ticians and poets formed a galaxy of 
genius that simply took you off your 
feet.

Yet— the plain fact could not be 
avoided. It pressed down on him with 
irresistible force. If Clarice had not 
given him those books for Christmas 
he would still be living the normal, 
contented life o f ordinary mortals. He 
would be serenely smoking his cigar in
stead o f chewing the end of it savagely 
like a criminal on the day of his exe
cution.

As this tremendous truth flashed 
over him, he experienced a violent, 
maniacal resentment toward his wife 
for having presented him with the en
cyclopedia, He was furious that en
cyclopedias were allowed to be pub
lished. He cursed a law which per
mitted the sale o f such diabolically de
pressing literature. He had never 
asked to be told about the Law of 
Averages, had he ? He had never asked 
to be told that he was doomed to die of 
pneumonia. It was an outrage on hu
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man privacy to have such things thrust 
at you, without first asking your con
sent. It was a colossal piece of impu
dence, that’s what it was!

He became apoplectic with rage. He 
felt that he had a right to. Indeed, he 
was almost on the point o f picking up 
the bookcase containing the nineteen 
elegantly-bound volumes and hurling it 
straight out the window when he heard 
a repressed sob coming from the direc
tion of the hall. And, surprised, he 
looked up.

In the doorway stood Clarice. Her 
right hand was dabbing hysterically at 
her eyes with a crumpled, tear-stained 
handkerchief. Her left hand clutched 
a small sheet o f yellow paper.

Drew Smith did not observe the yel
low paper. All he saw was the tear- 
stained handkerchief and the tragic, 
haunted face o f his wife. And he sud
denly thought, amazed by her intuition,

“ My God, she’s gone and guessed the 
whole business.”

So, rather unsympathetically, because 
he detested scenes, he said:

“ For heaven’s sake, Clarice, what’s 
the matter. You look as if somebody 
had died!”

For answer she nodded her head 
strangely and walked toward him with 
a peculiar, unsteady motion, still dab
bing her eyes and making a curious 
noise in her throat that sounded like 
water running out of a bottle. Then 
she said simply, “ Somebody has,”  and 
collapsed on his shoulder, sobbing like 
a child.

Drew Smith started.
“ Has what?” he asked, stroking her 

hair vaguely, and not wholly grasping 
the ellipsis of thought because he did 
not quite dare to.

“ Died!” gasped Clarice, and burst 
into another flood of weeping.

Drew Smith’s heart gave a bound.
“What from?” he demanded ex

citedly.
He did not want to seem a brute. 

The question leaped out of his mouth 
before he could stop it.

His heart stood still in suspense.
He felt that he was on the verge of

the most tremendous crisis o f his life.
Clarice was unable to reply imme

diately. She continued to sob on his 
shoulder like a child, and he passed 
his hand over her hair several times 
in a crude masculine endeavor to soothe 
her. But finally she told him. And as 
the simple, pregnant word left her 
quivering lips Drew Smith felt as 
though a reprieve had been granted him 
as he stood at the foot o f his gallows.

“ Pneumonia,”  she said in a trembling 
whisper, and was too much overcome 
with her own emotion to observe that 
her husband nearly fainted with relief 
and delight.

Hardly trusting his ears he took the 
telegram from Clarice’s shaking hand 
and examined it with dazed eyes.

To make certain that there was no 
mistake he read it through twice.

M other died this morning suddenly 
pneumonia writing. S u s a n .

N o ! there was no mistake. He was 
saved!

Hardly knowing how to express his 
feeling of gratitude for his miraculous 
escape, he put his arm around Clarice, 
drew her to him and kissed her with 
unusual affection.

“ My dear,” he announced in a voice 
that he considered decently tragic, “ this 
is terrible!”

He was a hypocrite. He knew it. He 
did not think it was terrible at all. On 
the contrary he considered it a per
fectly splendid piece of luck that some
one should have died of pneumonia at 
exactly the critical moment and saved 
his life by placating the inexorable law 
of averages. But under the circum
stances he realized that he could not 
tell Clarice so. She would consider 
him a selfish brute.

Therefore, he repeated in a tragic 
voice, “ This is terrible,” stroked her 
hair with assumed sorrow, and won
dered in a dazed way if she would con
sider him absolutely crazy if he started 
to dance a jig on the parlor floor. . . .

VI
S o m e  t im e  la ter , w h e n  C la r ic e ’ s g r ie f
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had subsided enough to allow her to 
leave him for the purpose o f bathing 
her face in copious floods o f toilet 
water, Drew Smith relaxed comfort
ably in his arm-chair and lighted a 
fresh cigar.

What an extraordinary coincidence 
that Clarice’s mother should have died 
o f pneumonia that very morning! An 
hour earlier he had been convinced that 
he was going to die of pneumonia him
self. He had had a bad cough. The 
symptoms were unmistakable. Now his 
cough had almost vanished.

Was this a mere coincidence? He 
did not believe so. Some people would, 
he knew. They were shallow and cyni
cal. For himself he was glad to believe 
that he lived in a world more scien
tifically run than that. His cough had 
improved— indeed, seemed on the point 
of vanishing altogether at any moment 
—simply because the law o f averages 
had picked out somebody else to die of 
pneumonia. Therefore he was saved.

It was very simple and very marvel
lous. His heart was full o f wonder and 
gratitude.

With a sigh he picked up the evening 
paper that had fallen to the floor, and 
immersed himself in the news. There 
was the usual quota o f accidents. Some
one had jumped off a platform in the 
subway; the body was so mangled that 
it had to be removed to the morgue. 
. . .  A  little girl had been run down by 
a limousine belonging to a well-known 
financier; there was momentary dan
ger of a lynching. . . .

Then, as he continued to turn over 
the pages, one by one, his eye caught 
on a sensational headline and halted in
quiringly. A  man had deserted his 
wife because, as he testified in court, 
she got on his nerves. That was all. 
There were no extenuating circum
stances. He had merely left home, he 
said, because he had been annoyed to 
the point o f desperation. So far as 
Drew Smith could discover, it was a 
clear case of cold-blooded, unpardon
able desertion.

Snorting impatience and disgust, he 
flung the newspaper back to the floor

and strode across the room. What a 
pack of selfish brutes men were! He 
himself had once contemplated leaving 
Clarice, and for no better reason than 
that which this fellow possessed. Well, 
thank heaven, he had not done so.

He blushed now for having given the 
matter even a moment’s consideration. 
Clarice often got on his nerves. That 
was true. But she was his wife. He 
loved her. As wives went, she was a - 
pretty blamed good sort to have around!

With a superb gesture o f power he 
suddenly straightened himself up and 
folded his arms Napoleonically. Very 
well! Let other men leave their wives. 
He would remain loyal to his. Let 
other men haunt divorce courts. He 
would stay quietly at home. A n d  if, 
in the future, by any chance, he should 
be tempted again to leave Clarice, he 
would only have to recall this vulgar 
episode in the paper to demonstrate to 
the world, once and for all, that if one 
man could be small another could be 
splendid!

Serenely unaware o f whither his 
righteous indignation was carrying him, 
or that it was involuntarily still play
ing straight into the omnipotent hands 
o f the same old Law of Averages, he 
stepped to the closed door of their bed
room and listened. Clarice was inside, 
crying softly to herself.

For an instant he felt a dumb re
sentment at her grief. It scarcely 
seemed to him like an appropriate oc
casion for tears.

Then he realized that she did not 
know how close he had come to death 
that afternoon. She did not know that 
his life had been saved, in the very nick 
o f time, by the death of her mother. 
And suddenly he relented.

The Law of Averages had been ap
peased : he had been snatched from the 
jaws of pneumonia. After that, what 
did anything else matter? He thought 
again of the vulgar episode in the news
paper, and a wave o f gentleness and 
magnanimity swept over him. In a mo
ment it had picked him up and was 
carrying him swiftly to her side.



The Vestal Venus
By C. A . Harper

M ISS SY LV IA  DOW NER had 
given each girl a goodnight kiss 
on her left cheek, and had seen 

them all flock up the broad stairs to 
their rooms. She had talked sweetly 
with her two resident teachers for half 
an hour, and then she, too, had gone to 
her room.

A  very comfortable room it was. 
The maid had already drawn the 
shades, lighted the reading lamp, and 
prepared the bed. On the table under 
the lamp were books, very proper 
books, such as the head-mistress of a 
successful girls’ school ought to read. 
They furnished useful conversation at 
the dinner table, and she could always 
be sure that none o f  the girls would 
have read them. There were “Travels 
in Korea,”  the letters o f an English 
bishop lately dead, memoirs o f a Rus
sian princess (there were always, be
fore the war, new memoirs of Russian 
princesses to be had), and a magnifi
cently illustrated history of Egypt, 
along with half a dozen other histories 
less splendid, but more solid as to 
reading matter.

On the mantelpiece, between two 
brass candlesticks, gleamed the solitary 
ornament o f the room, a large gold 
cross set as an inlay in a block of wood 
which had been left in its natural color, 
but smoothed to a satiny finish. An 
enclosing frame with doors a-wing sug
gested the possible concealment of this 
one object of beauty if eyes more pro
fane than those of the owner were like
ly to rest upon it.

It was a chaste and maidenly room, 
as well as a comfortable one. But if 
you looked from the cross to the mis
tress of the room, you had the same

feeling you might have had if you had 
stepped from a nunnery into a temple 
of Venus, and met the goddess herself 
at the door. Not that she wore roses 
and scant draperies. But a full white 
breast and throat rose above the 
decollete black velvet gown which was 
her usual evening costume, and a swirl 
of yellow hair swept around her head, 
from the nape of a white neck to the 
white broad brow. She was a Titian 
Venus, voluptuously fair and beautiful, 
and as a Titian Venus should be, a wo
man in the prime of middle life, in full 
flower.

Yet she was the head-mistress o f a 
school for girls, and she kept a cross of 
gold on her mantelpiece.

Little by little the house settled to 
sleep. Miss Downer read the travels in 
Korea until even the lights o f the resi
dent teachers were out. Then deliber
ately she put aside the yellow book of 
travels, crossed to her dressing-table, 
and from a fluffy rose sachet drew out 
a key, with which she opened a chim
ney closet.

From the shelves she took down a 
great pile of magazines, women’s maga
zines, story magazines, “ cheap” maga
zines, all the things which she reproved 
her girls from reading. As she passed 
her door she shut and locked it. And 
then, in the safe seclusion of midnight, 
behind her locked door, she began to 
read every love story, every story of 
adventure, that she could find. The 
detective stories and the slum stories 
she skipped. But she read twice every 
story of a shop-girl who chose the easy 
path of love, pleasure, and shame, and 
every story of a man who fought his 
way through Alaskan cold or tropic
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heat to the satisfaction of a savage 
love. She read three times the stories 
o f happy young love and happier young 
motherhood.

She ended the evening with those 
women’s magazines which thrive by the 
propaganda o f sex. I f  a woman does 
not marry, if she does not bear chil
dren, she would better die, she would 
better never have been born, for her 
life is frustrate and vain. This is their 
teaching.

When Sylvia Downer first began 
these secret orgies she resisted such 
teaching. She reminded herself o f the 
vestal virgins of Rome, or virgin queens 
and powerful abbesses in the middle 
ages, of countless useful, unknown wo
men o f all ages who never married, 
and lived to an active old age, and en
joyed themselves, and were needed in 
the world. The insidious poison 
worked slowly, but it worked.

Sylvia Downer began to feel that her 
life was a failure. She could no longer 
see herself as admirable and enviable. 
The adulation o f school-girls no longer 
exalted her in her own eyes. She had 
prepared hundreds o f girls for sane 
and intelligent living—for  hers was 
really a good school, well organized 
under capable teachers. But this actual

accomplishment no longer was signifi
cant. She yielded to the teaching of 
the modern story. She was neither 
wife nor mother. She aroused no 
man’s love. She was a failure.

This was in mid-winter. The next 
summer Sylvia Downer was found 
drowned in a New Hampshire lake, be
side her overturned canoe. She had 
gone out alone, at night. She was an 
expert paddler, a good swimmer, and 
yet she was drowned. It was very 
strange.

No one thought of suicide because 
no one but Sylvia Downer herself 
knew that she knew that her life was a 
failure.

The next autumn there were resolu
tions from head-mistresses’ associa
tions, expressing regret because such 
a useful life had ended. Grateful 
pupils established a memorial scholar
ship in the college from which she was 
graduated. There were letters in the 
newspapers to extol her, and hold her 
up as an example to other women. A  
thin little book was privately printed, 
with some o f her letters to pupils, and 
a few of her morning talks in school, 
and her picture, and a picture of the 
cross which stood alone between the 
candlesticks on her mantelpiece.

Faux Pas
B y Roger Draycourt

S H E was exceedingly wroth. A t first she threatened not to go to the affair 
at all. The seating arrangements were execrable. Several women who 

had merely a platonic interest in the event had secured front seats, while 
the one given to her was far in the rear. She felt it was entirely unjust. 
W asn’t it her husband who was to be hanged?



The Satanic Saint
By Richmond Brooks Barrett

I

C HARLES M IFFLIN adored Mrs. 
Preston; Tony, her son, he detest
ed. For the woman’s sake, he 

treated the youngster civilly, though he 
often longed to thrash him. After a six 
months’ acquaintanceship with the Pres
tons, Mifflin had known he was in love; 
but somehow he could not bring himself 
to a confession of his state. Tony it 
was who scared him off again and 
again; the thought of harbouring such 
an incorrigible cross-patch in his home 
was quite sufficient to deter Mifflin and 
to act upon his passion as a dampening 
influence.

For three years, therefore, he had 
hesitated. Tony at fifteen had been bad 
enough; Tony at eighteen was impos
sible.

The boy was good-looking in a weak, 
queer way. Pale and rather cadaver
ous, his face yet possessed distinction. 
The features had an aristocratic quality 
about them. The nose in particular was 
fine, with nostrils that quivered. Tony’s 
mouth, too, had a sensitive charm. It 
was usually curled into a sneer or a 
snarl; but even so it was attractive. 
Once in a great while it smoothed itself 
out; then it was of boyish fulness and 
gaiety. In a moment, however, it would 
be jerked up at a corner or stretched 
to a thin line o f anger that gave to his 
countenance an expression o f impatient 
suffering.

Tony was small but lanky, with long 
legs for his size and loose-hung hands. 
His. short hair was as wiry and rich in 
cow-licks as a terrier’s pelt. Tony was 
born to untidiness; no amount o f

smoothing had ever been effectual. He 
always seemed rubbed-up and tousled. 
This distressed his mother and annoyed 
Mifflin.

Few men in the universe were o f 
sleeker appearance than Mifflin; he 
would not believe that anything but 
downright neglect. could render a hu
man being ragged to the extent that the 
boy was ragged. As a matter of fact, 
Tony in baggy tweeds was not a whit 
more slouchy and moth-eaten than 
Tony in the bath-tub with the soap-suds 
just washed off. Combing and scour
ing had not the slightest effect, that was 
all there was to it.

Had Tony’s disposition been sweet, 
his eccentric appearance might have 
been forgiven; but he was snappy and 
waspish to a degree. He made a point 
of insulting his mother every time he 
spoke to her. Mifflin, too, was treated 
in a most high-handed and insolent 
manner by the cub.

Tony was in a perpetual sulk; he 
lounged about the house, trailed dirt 
over everything, and, while his ill-man
nered dogs yelped at people’s heels, in
dulged in caustic comments that were 
no more pleasant to his mother’s guests 
than were the nips his pets inflicted. 
Strangely enough, he was the idol of 
the servants. He bullied them all un
mercifully and by so doing won their 
unqualified esteem. Menials, dogs and 
horses bowed before him and received 
his vicious kicks with humility.

Mifflin’s dislike for the ruffianly 
youngster was bitter; but he could not 
help admitting to himself that Tony 
was an interesting, even an absorbing, 
study. The older man felt, as he fo-
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cused a keen scrutiny on the other’s 
perverse bad-nature, something o f the 
criminologist’s intentness. Repelled as 
he was, Mifflin yet found in the end 
that he was quite as much fascinated 
by the son as by the mother. On the 
one hand, there was enthusiastic admi
ration; on the other, a cool and object
ive curiosity. Mifflin, always suave and 
polite with Tony, kept as it were a 
scalpel ready for use when occasion 
arose.

Mrs. Preston’s attitude towards Tony 
was puzzling. How had it happened, 
Mifflin wondered, that such an abnor
mally savage person had resulted from 
the healthy and altogether pleasant sur
roundings furnished by his mother? 
For Mrs. Preston was of a nature posi
tively sunny; her vigour and her quiet 
enjoyment o f everything were remark
able.

The gentle forbearance with which 
she treated her son evoked amazement; 
she ignored his irritable flashes and in 
every way sought to make things com
fortable for him. Nobody was allowed 
to chivy the boy in her presence. Mrs. 
Preston never lost with him the cordial
ity as o f perfect understanding and 
frank equality. It was immensely pa
thetic, Mifflin told himself, often, this 
striving on the woman’s part to strike 
out a spark of some sort from the 
youth.

One afternoon Mifflin, finding Tony 
alone in the library, sought to reason 
with him.

“ Look here, Tony,” he began, “ I want 
to talk to you for a bit.”

He sat down quietly on the divan be
side the boy and waited.

Tony replied with a curt nod.
“Wait till I finish this poem,”  he 

said, indicating the book he held. “ I 
don’t want to leave it in the middle.”

“ All right.”  Mifflin took the rebuff 
with perfect calmness.

Tony went on with his reading.
“ Great stuff!”  he commented as he 

tossed the volume aside.
It was obvious that he addressed him

self, rather than Mifflin.
“ Carew, eh?” Mifflin nodded and ex

amined the boy with shrewd appraisal. 
“  ‘A  Rapture’ is a charming thing in its 
way.”

Tony responded with a wry smile. 
“ You think I ’m ashamed of myself, 
don’t you ?— caught in the dirty act and 
all that rot. Well, I ’m not a damned 
bit ashamed.”

He twisted his mouth into a faint 
sneer.

Mifflin ignored the taunt.
“ A  charming thing,”  he repeated. 

“ That sort o f outburst is meant for the 
very young, it seems to me. When 
you’re grown-up, you know, you won’t 
get the thrill out of it you do today.”

Tony greeted this with a jeer.
“ I suppose you think I ’ve only read 

about things like that!”
“ True,”  admitted Mifflin.
“ Well, you’re mistaken,”  announced 

Tony and flashed him a glance o f scorn.
“ Perhaps.”  Mifflin’s tone showed he 

was not by any means convinced. 
“ However, let’s drop it. I don’t be
lieve in confidences o f that particular 
kind between a chap and a man old 
enough to be his father. W e keep cer
tain things for fellows o f  our own age, 
Tony.”

“ Thanks awfully.”  Tony arranged 
the pillows and reached for his pipe.

Having lit up, he put out a hand once 
more for Carew.

“ You won’t find another ‘Rapture,’ ”  
warned Mifflin. “ Besides, you haven’t 
heard what I ’ve got to say.”

“ Oh, very well.”  Tony shrugged and 
shot a cloud o f smoke from one corner 
o f his mouth in Mifflin’s direction. 
“ Fire ahead, old man. I hope you don’t 
mind this pipe; it smells no end.”

“ Not at all,”  Mifflin assured him. 
“ That is, if you’ll be careful not to aim 
at me.”

“ Devilish sorry,”  apologized Tony 
casually. “ I ’ll do my best.”

“ I wanted to ask you one question,” 
Mifflin pursued.

“ I ’m waiting to hear it,”  threw in 
Tony with insolent indifference.

“ This is it.”  Mifflin leaned forward 
and gave the words an incisive distinct
ness. “ Has it ever occurred to you
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that a boy should act like a gentleman 
to his mother?”

“ Oh, yes.” Tony was unperturbed. 
He stretched his legs wide apart and 

examined the expanse of rug between 
them.

Then he began to drum upon the 
floor with his heels.

“ O f course it’s occurred to me. The 
point is, when a fellow’s spent his life 
in the stables and kennels, how’s he go
ing to know what is the gentlemanly 
thing ?”

“ That is no argument.” Mifflin 
shook a deprecatory head. “ Your 
mother has done her best, I ’m sure, to 
keep you away from the stables. Your 
running off to them is just one of the 
proofs that you have refused to act the 
gentleman with her.”

“ Oh, is that so? You ’re such a wise 
guy,” Tony mocked. “ You know 
everything—a sort o f God, eh?”

“ At least I know your mother and I 
know you, Tony,” said. Mifflin. “ It’s 
not hard to draw conclusions, now, is it, 
granted you and your mother?”

“ It’s not hard for you, old man,” 
Tony told him. “ You’re, gone on 
mother, you know.”

Mifflin showed a cold disapproval. 
“ Do you intend to get married some 

day, Tony?” he inquired.
Tony’s frosty blue eyes narrowed.
“ I certainly do,” he said. “ It’s the 

comfortable thing, the safe thing.” 
Mifflin raised his eyebrows. “ You’ll 

have to be taught what civility is, I 
should think, if you wish to get a girl 
of your own class.”

“ Really?”  Tony weighed it. “ Well, 
I don’t agree with you.”

“ You will learn to agree, though.” 
Mifflin’s brows were elevated once 
more, in delicate irony.

Tony brought the conversation to a 
close by getting u p ; he brushed some 
ashes off his coat, stretched and 
rubbed a hand over his chin.

“ My G od!” he exclaimed. “ I forgot 
to shave this morning. I’m covered 
with blond hog-bristles and no mis
take.”

He swung around with a careless “ So

long,”  and left the room, accompanying 
his exit with a tuneless whistle.

A  moment later, Mrs. Preston ap
peared in the doorway, her arms full of 
roses.

“ Lovely, aren’t they?” she comment
ed, thrusting the flowers at Mifflin’s 
nose.

“These are my favorites,”  she went 
on. “ Dozens on a bush, you know. 
They are much jollier than the aristo
crats from the greenhouse.”

“ Much jollier,” he agreed. “ There’s 
something perverted about the hothouse 
specimens. I don’t believe in cutting 
away every bud but one. It makes the 
survivor such a murderous snob.”

“ I feel that way sometimes,”  she said. 
“ But at other times the poor single ones 
strike me as pathetic— lonely, homesick 
things, like other children.”

“You mean you think they have 
something in common with Tony?” 
Mifflin shook his head and smiled at the 
idea.

“ Yes, I do.”  Mrs. Preston did not 
smile as she replied. “ Poor Tony has 
their sad lot, without the consolation of 
their beauty. You don’t understand the 
boy; I ’m afraid nobody understands 
him.”

“ I’ve done my best,”  Mifflin urged. 
“ I ’ve tried to make a friend o f Tony; 
but he’s so devilishly self-sufficient. He 
has snubbed me for three years.”

“ O f course; Tony snubs us all. He 
acts that way because he’s dreadfully 
subtle. He wants to be loved but he’s 
afraid people will see into his strange, 
yearning soul and be nice to him out of 
pity. It’s pity he can’t stand; he is very 
proud and very sensitive.”

“ Perhaps,”  admitted Mifflin. “ Still, 
I don’t see him in that way, to be per
fectly frank. You ’re right, I think, in 
saying he is like the hothouse speci
mens.”
 Mrs. Preston smiled then, but with 

tender sadness.
“ Dear, unkempt Tony!” she mur

mured. “ To compare him with my 
gorgeous American beauties— it’s ludic
rous. The point is, according to you, 
that he is a murderous snob.”
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“ I ’m afraid so.” Mifflin dropped in
to a chair near her and toyed with the 
roses in her lap. “ I can’t place him as 
the homesick only child. He seems so 
to relish his bad temper. Tony’s not 
unhappy, I swear.”

“ Has he been rude and impolite to
day?” Mrs. Preston queried. “ Has he 
insulted you?”

“ No, he’s been more decent than 
usual.” Mifflin busied himself with 
affixing a bud to his lapel. “ Why, by 
the way, have you never sent him to 
school ?”

“ But I have.”  Mrs. Preston sighed. 
“ He wasn’t happy.”

“ I should think he would like to rub 
up against a crowd of boys. He’s a 
masculine little brute, thank God!” 

“ His one asset, in your eyes.”  Mrs. 
Preston was sharp. “ Yes, he likes the 
companionship o f men; witness the 
grooms! Nothing makes up to Tony, 
however, for the absence of me.”

“ He’s not unique there,”  argued 
Mifflin. “ You should have made him 
stick to school; he would have loved it 
in no time.”

“ I did my best.” Mrs. Preston 
shrugged. “ The rascal was expelled— 
contempt for the masters, I believe the 
offence was. With all his coarseness 
and commonness, Tony is tied to my 
apron-strings. He himself has been for 
years inventing knots that can never be 
untangled.”

“ Then they must be cut!”  exclaimed 
Mifflin. “ It’s time he went to college; 
it’s time you had a little freedom. This 
arrangement isn’t good for you; and it 
certainly is downright harmful for 
Tony. You are making him selfish, it 
seems to me, by this devotion.”

“ Since he gives me absolute devotion, 
can I do less ?” she asked.

But before Mifflin could voice an in
dignant protest, Tony swung into the 
room, his hands thrust deep into his 
pockets.

“ Hello,” said Tony, and glowered at 
the others.

He threw himself on the divan and 
occupied himself with his pipe and his 
volume of Carew.

Mrs. Preston got up and walked over 
to her son.

“ Have you been shaving yourself?” 
she asked.

Tony made no reply. His mother ran 
a hand over his chin. Tony wriggled 
away petulantly.

“ Such a poor job !” Mrs. Preston 
cried. “ There are still some stubbly 
places. And you’ve cut yourself, too, 
silly boy.”

Tony, with an ill-suppressed 
“ Damn!” bounded off the divan and 
scuffled out of the room.

Mifflin gave Mrs. Preston a long 
look.

“ A  murderous snob!” he insisted.
“ An adorable, lonely boy,”  said Mrs. 

Preston, and laughed lightly.

II

A  m o n t h  later, Mrs. Preston and 
Mifflin indulged in another unprofitable 
argument on the subject of Tony.

“ Young Mr. Braithwaite is leaving 
us,” Mrs. Preston had remarked. “ He’s 
the tutor, you know.”

“ What’s the trouble?”  Mifflin had 
asked.

“ Oh, a terrible row,” explained Mrs. 
Preston. “ Tony’s tutors never stay 
with us long. The two came to blows 
yesterday. Braithwaite’s got a black 
eye; the boy came out of it quite un
scathed— a few scratches.”

Mifflin indulged in a weary wail.
“ Aren’t you ever going to send the 

youngster to college ?”
“ But my dear man!” complained Mrs. 

Preston. “ He’s not prepared for col
lege. He would flunk every entrance 
examination.”

“ Don’t these transitory tutors impart 
any knowledge ?” Mifflin wanted to 
know.

“ Only what Tony will let them,” she 
elucidated. “ He refuses to read any
thing but the most indecent litera
ture.”

“ So I’ve gathered from the boy him
self,”  returned Mifflin. “ But if these 
tutors would only show discrimination, 
they could coach him on the particular
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obscenities that prepare one for col
lege.”

“ Tony won’t hear o f mathematics,” 
said Mrs. Preston. “ He hasn’t even 
begun geometry; algebra has brought so 
many black eyes in the past that no man 
would dare to suggest anything higher.” 

“Are you looking for another tutor ?” 
queried Mifflin.

“ In a half-hearted sort of way,” con
fessed the woman. “ I ’m beginning to 
think it’s a waste of time.”

“ I agree with you there. It’s rather 
foolish to attempt the education of a 
boy who knows he’ll get his own way in 
everything. It would be much better 
to send him abroad for two years.” 

“ Certainly not!” She was prompt. 
“ He would get into scandalous scrapes; 
he would spend all my money.”

“ I don’t wish to pry vulgarly,” said 
Mifflin, “ but may I ask you a question ?” 

“ O f course.” She smiled a cordial 
response.

“Has Tony ever addressed a civil 
word to you ?”  Mifflin was earnest.

“ I can’t recall one,”  reflected the 
mother. “ But don’t you see? It isn’t 
for me to judge the boy by what he 
says. I go deeper.”

“ And you believe, quite honestly, that 
he’s tied to your apron strings?”

“ I do.”  She met it without hesitancy. 
“ You are amazing.” Mifflin frowned 

at her. “ He spends every moment of 
his time with the grooms and the dogs. 
He runs off to New York when he 
wants to. He makes a point of seeing 
you as little as possible; and you still 
keep your illogical illusions.”

He shook his head many times in sad 
resignation. “ You are quite blind.” 

“ I f  my blindness makes me happy, 
why try to show me the light?”  she 
asked. “ I am content to devote my life 
to him. I believe his bearishness is a 
pose. You can never win me to your 
way o f thinking.”

“ I ’m afraid I must give you up,” re
plied Mifflin. “ For three years I ’ve 
been in love with you; I ’ve tried to 
bring myself to the point o f asking you 
to marry me. Tony has stood in my 
way from the beginning. I see now

that you could never care enough for 
me to take such a step.”

“ That is true,” interpolated Mrs. 
Preston.

“ For my own satisfaction I am going 
to say more,”  said Mifflin. “ Even if you 
had loved me, even if you had been 
willing to marry me, I should have re
fused to take the boy. I should have 
insisted that you come to me alone.”

They were silent for a long moment, 
while they looked deep into each other’s 
eyes.

“ Have I forfeited your good-will by 
what I’ve just said?” asked Mifflin at 
last.

“ No, no,” responded Mrs. Preston. 
“ In the future, however, we shan’t dis
cuss my son. Since you know that I 
shan’t ever be your wife, you will be 
much less anxious about me. You will 
be less disturbed at seeing me ruin my
self and Tony.”

She put out a hand ; he took it in all 
gravity.

“ You are very kind and very sweet,” 
she said. “ I thank you for your inter
est.”

III

M i f f l i n  found, a ft e r  th e  thing had 
been threshed out with Mrs. Preston, 
that somehow he could not face the 
future with his habitual equanimity; in 
the past three years he had been con
sciously preparing himself for a career 
of conjugal felicity.

Until he had met Mrs: Preston, he 
had been content with his comfortable 
bachelor existence. It had never oc
curred to him to consider himself soli
tary and lonely. He had always con
gratulated himself on his good sense, on 
his freedom from care and strain.

Now he began to feel he had been 
cheated; he was for all the world like a 
tragic widower. His house seemed 
strangely empty, as if a gracious pres
ence that had dominated the scene for 
years had been removed o f a sudden.

Mifflin found no comfort in the well- 
ordered establishment; he grew to hate 
the big, uninhabited rooms. Every time
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he entered the front door, he experi
enced something of the panic, of the 
ache right in the pit of the stomach, 
that a child afraid of the dark suffers.

At this critical juncture in Mifflin’s 
life, a cousin of Mrs. Preston’s ap
peared on the horizon and offered a 
solution. Mifflin, who had begun by 
falling in love with Tony’s charming 
mother, had ended by falling in love 
with the idea of marriage. His mind 
was so fixed upon peopling the echoing 
solitude of his house that he forgot his 
chagrin at the loss o f Mrs. Preston in 
the determination to capture somebody 
else.

He must, above all, get for himself a 
woman who should take root in his land 
and blossom under his tending; he. 
wanted to see something besides 
himself and the servants reflected 
in his mirrors and in his polished 
floors.

He therefore lost no time, when Vir
ginia Benson swam into his ken; he 
swore by all the gods that he would 
never allow her to swim out of his 
vision. She it was who must hereafter 
occupy the center of the universe for 
him.

Virginia was to spend six weeks of 
the summer with the Prestons. Her 
kinship with them was distant and 
vague; nobody was quite sure whether 
she was a fourth cousin once removed 
or a fifth cousin. There was much con
fused conjecture that got nowhere.

“ Now let me see,” Mrs. Preston 
would reflect, “ your grandfather and 
my mother’s brother were first cousins. 
That would make your father and my 
uncle second cousins, wouldn’t it?” 

Heads would nod in bewildered as
sent and she would proceed.

“ Well, then, your father and I would 
be— would be— oh, dear, what would 
your father and I be, Virginia ?”

Virginia, startled out of a train of 
thought far removed from Mrs. Pres
ton’s dissertation, would stammer: 

“ Why, that would make papa your 
aunt— I mean uncle.”

“ Nonsense! You’re not following,” 
Mrs. Preston would complain. “ Don’t

you see ? Your father and my uncle— ” 
etc., etc.

It really did not matter. The inter
esting point was that Virginia bore a 
remarkable resemblance to Mrs. Pres
ton and therefore won Mifflin’s admira
tion before the first week of her visit 
was over.

Virginia possessed the same sort of 
aristocratic beauty as the other woman. 
She had not yet acquired the dignity 
and fine frankness of Mrs. Preston; 
but, being only twenty, she had the 
powerful asset o f youth. Decidedly 
she was the woman for Mifflin, ripe for 
transplanting to his own estate.

Tony treated Virginia abominably. 
He ignored her for the most part, either 
glaring straight through her or fixing 
his eyes on a point above her head. 
When he did deign to address her, it 
was with a hostile sneer and a vicious 
intolerance.

Virginia took the insults with just the 
right air o f cool politeness; Mifflin got 
unlimited satisfaction from watching 
the way she had of keeping her temper 
under control.

Never before had he itched so to 
collar the youngster, throw him over a 
knee and give him a good spanking; for 
after all, Mifflin decided, Tony was still 
in the small-boy stage, in that period of 
growth when nothing short of taking 
the trousers down and wielding the 
shingle can induce shame and humility.

One thing was manifest: Virginia 
could hold her own against young Pres
ton. O f remarkable acquisitive power, 
she had succeeded in hitting the calm, 
equable note of Mrs. Preston in her 
dealings with Tony; by undaunted 
cordiality, she took much of the sting 
out of the shafts he sent flying at her. 
The never-ending bout between these 
two was a delight to watch; Mifflin got, 
as spectator, all the enjoyment possible 
out o f the encounters.

Virginia at once confessed to a won
derful love for the dogs that went 
trooping about at Tony’s heels; trained 
to use their teeth on everybody in the 
world but their master, these animals in 
Virginia’s presence for the first time
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betrayed the trust. They fell for her 
without delay. She would whistle them 
to her side seductively and then pro
ceed to pinch their ears without mercy 
and to knead and squeeze their dirty 
paws until the beasts whined in gentle 
agony.

“ Look here.”  Tony would scowl at 
her savagely and push the renegades out 
of reach with his foot. “ Don’t maul 
them like that. I don’t .want to have 
them turned into sniffling lap-dogs.”

Virginia would give him a sweet 
smile.

“ I can’t help it, Tony. Such darlings 
they are.”

And she would assume an expression 
of wistful yearning that the animals 
were powerless to resist. Defying the 
irate boy, they would sneak back to 
Virginia’s side and plead in silence for 
a continuation o f the pulling and tug
ging she inflicted on them.

“ Darlings!” Tony would mock. 
“ They’re damned fools.”

Whereupon he would swing away in 
a huff.

The dogs soon turned mutinous. 
They refused to throw off their alle
giance to the girl. The most unmerciful 
thrashings did no good. In the end, 
Tony was forced to let them go their 
own way, which was always Virginia’s 
way.

Tony himself turned his back upon 
the house and spent every minute of his 
time in the stables. On a horse’s back 
he could dictate terms; no beast with 
Preston’s spurs dug into its flanks dared 
to swerve from its course at sight of a 
blonde and petticoated figure.

For this defection o f Tony’s, Mifflin 
breathed out a heartfelt thanksgiving. 
He and the two women composed a de
lightfully congenial trio. They pick- 
nicked in the woods on the Preston 
estate and, relieved of the cross-patch’s 
presence, had many a jolly day of it. 
The dogs joined with boisterous en
thusiasm in the merrymaking. Mifflin 
was as happy as a boy. It did not take 
him long to perceive that Virginia liked 
him. He had few fears now of what 
the future might hold for him.

Mifflin seldom showed up now at his 
own house except to sleep or to change 
his clothes. The place no longer made 
him miserable and homesick, however. 
He liked to stand in the doorways of 
his rooms and picture the lovely Vir
ginia starting up from a big chair with 
a gay greeting.

He could see her, in a negligee with a 
foamy train, sweeping over the pol
ished floor with outstretched hands. 
He visualized her at the tea-table, smil
ing at him over the big urn while she 
brought to perfection the dainty brew 
under her hand. He could almost hear 
the tinkle of silver against china, the 
ripple of laughter the girl would toss 
off as she sat up quite straight and 
stirred the fragrant liquid in her cup. 
When he shut the front door behind 
him, he would imagine her in riding- 
habit at his side, two horses drawn up 
in readiness.

It was all very charming and rather 
young, Mifflin decided. Beyond a 
doubt, he had fallen head over heels in 
love with domesticity and matrimony.

His feeling for Virginia was not 
turbulent; it was on the other hand re
strained to a degree. She was, if the 
truth be told, but the last article of 
furniture necessary to bring his beauti
ful establishment to a state o f perfec
tion. Without her, things somehow 
failed o f design; with her, the pattern 
would be complete.

Mrs. Preston acted throughout with 
great delicacy. She seemed from the 
first to sense a romance in the air; she 
would therefore at the proper moment 
gracefully melt into the vernal back
ground and leave Mifflin and Virginia 
to each other. Mifflin’s gratitude was 
warm.

One morning, as Mifflin made his 
way across the grounds to the Preston 
house, he saw Virginia coming towards 
him. She was in a riding-habit; flushed 
and radiantly smiling, she signalled 
with her crop. He waited for her. By 
the time she had reached his side, he 
had forged the resolution to clinch 
matters without delay.

“ I took the horse around to the stable
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myself,” she announced. “ Our mettle
some Tony insists on it; one has to toe 
the mark with him.”

“ One does,”  Mifflin agreed and 
smiled. “ He must make an irascible 
host, that boy. But irascible is not the 
word ; satanic would come nearer to it.” 

When the two had reached the for
mal garden, Mifflin hesitated.

He waved a hand vaguely towards a 
stone bench nearby.

“ Let’s sit down for a bit,”  he sug
gested. “You don’t have to change yet; 
luncheon won’t be for hours. Besides, 
I like you best this w ay; and I feel that 
what I ’ve got to say can’t wait.”

“ You frighten m e!” she cried as she 
sat down. “ Is it going to be very bad? 
— a scolding or a stern lecture?”

Mifflin, standing before her, laughed 
softly.

“ By no means. It’s going to be a 
humble but a desperate plea.”

“ Oh, dear!” Virginia pouted up at 
him. “You’re about to ask a favour of 
me. Please don’t. I hate to be put on 
my honour.”

“ I ’m afraid you have no sense of 
honour,” sighed 'Mifflin. “ Young girls 
never have, when they’re pretty. They 
know they can play fast and loose with 
all established codes and people will 
love them just the same.”

“ If that is true, you really can’t blame 
us, can you?” she queried. “ By spoil
ing us, people relieve us of moral re
sponsibility.”

“ Well argued,” he said. “ But we’re 
getting away from my plea. Don’t you 
want to hear it?”

“ What a silly question!” she mocked. 
“ Since you know so much about young 
girls, you must be aware we’re curious.” 

Mifflin bent closer.
“ Will you marry me, Virginia?” he 

asked.
“ O h !”  Virginia was startled.
With a flutter o f long lashes she 

lowered her gaze from the man’s face 
and contemplated the riding-crop she 
held.

Mifflin broke the tense silence.
“ I’m sorry if I ’ve scared you,” he 

apologized. “ I should have led up to

the question more skilfully, I suppose.”  
Virginia, staring hard at the ground, 

shook, her head. The colour had left 
her face.

“ It’s not that,”  she said. “ The trou
ble is, I— I don’t know what to say. 
It’s hard to find the proper words. 
I— ”

“ Oh, never mind about the proper 
words,”  urged Mifflin. “ I don’t want to 
be answered by rote, dear Virginia. 
Just let what you’ve got to say come 
tumbling out. I shan’t miss your mean
ing, I assure you.”

“ You are very kind.” Virginia shot 
him a timid glance, and blushed. “ I ’m 
so silly, such a fo o l ; I don’t deserve an 
honour of this sort.”

“ Oh, please!”  he cried. “You mustn’t 
be a goose. Out with it, I beg o f you.” 

“Very well then.” Virginia straight
ened. “ You see, I ’m bewildered; I ’m 
not used to— to this kind of thing. I ’ve 
never refused a man before. I ’m 
afraid you will be hurt, dear Mr. 
Mifflin.”

Mifflin stared at her.
“ Ah, a refusal would be a blow, I 

can’t deny that. But I can quite under
stand,”  he lied.

Then,
“ Somehow, I thought you cared.” 
“ Mr. Mifflin,”  said Virginia, and her 

lip trembled, “ I have just come from 
the stables. Tony has asked me to be 
his wife. I said, ‘Yes,’ because— I love 
him, don’t you see?”

In his amazement, Mifflin stepped 
back, tripping over his left foot with 
his right one.

He grew purple with chagrin and 
anger.

“ I ’m afraid,” he said, “ that I don’t 
find it in me to congratulate you. You 
know what I think of Tony.”

“ Yes, I know,”  Virginia replied. 
“ You dislike him; you do not under
stand him.”

“ And you?”  he asked. “ You under
stand him ?”

“ Yes.” Virginia treated Mifflin now 
to a calm and cool scrutiny. “ You take 
him at his surface value; you see noth
ing but the boor in him. His mother
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and I go deeper. We have talked about 
him— oh, so often and so thoroughly. 
We see in to  his fine, sensitive soul. 
Tony puzzled me at first, I admit; but, 
with his mother’s help, I soon grew to 
appreciate his qualities, to see the 
pathos of his situation. He has always 
felt himself at a disadvantage beside 
you. He knows the social graces aren’t 
for him; he also knows it would bring 
pain to Mrs. Preston— the discovery 
that he is tortured by his shortcomings. 
He is proud and won’t let people sym
pathize. He deliberately cultivates his 
roughness and makes a stable-boy out 
o f himself, because he’s afraid it will 
hurt his mother, make her realize how 
he’s been thwarted, if he shows there’s 
a better side to him. Tony is at heart 
a true aristocrat; can’t you see the 
tragedy for him of throwing in his lot 
with the grooms?”

To this Mifflin did not attempt a re
ply.

“ It’s by studying his face that one 
learns to appreciate Tony,” went on 
Virginia eloquently. “ I have come on 
him time and again unawares— in the 
stables. He has been standing there, 
his mouth drawn with anguish—  
racked by it, Mr. Mifflin. He doesn’t 
deceive himself; he drops the mask 
when he is alone. It’s at such moments 
that he knows his superior qualities and 
winces at the futility o f the course he’s

taken. Small wonder he is irritable and 
vicious! I mean to convince Tony of 
my respect for his worth. He is deep 
and suspicious o f everybody; it will be 
difficult. He can’t bear sentimental 
pity. I feel, though, that I shall suc
ceed; I even feel, since he’s asked me 
to marry him, that I have succeeded. 
You don’t believe a word of this, I sup
pose; all I can say is— have you ever 
looked straight into Tony’s eyes, Mr. 
Mifflin?”

The sound of a hurried footstep on 
the gravel brought Virginia a pause. 

Tony was making towards them. 
Ignoring Mifflin’s presence, he scuf

fled up to Virginia; legs wide apart 
and hands deep in his pockets, he con
fronted the girl.

“ See here,” he told her, “ you’ve 
lamed the mare. If you can’t learn to 
ride properly, I ’ll have to ask you to 
keep off my horses’ backs.”

“ Oh, I am so sorry, Tony,”  faltered 
Virginia, the light of ecstasy in her 
eyes. “ I didn’t know.”

Mifflin turned away and started 
across the lawn towards his own estate. 
When he was out of earshot of the 
others, he gave vent to a groan that was 
half a bellow o f unreasoning fury: 

Then he shrugged.
“ The damned, sentimental little 

foo l!” he muttered. “ My house is too 
good for her!”

M EN read the comic papers in the barber-shop. Women look at and 
listen to their husbands.

L O V E  is a fire-bug. Marriage is Hook and Ladder Company No. 1.



Women and Lying
B y W . P . Thorpe

W O M E N  lie more frequently than men, but the sum total of their false
hoods is probably no greater than that of the opposite sex because 

each individual lie is smaller. A  woman will lie about the price she has 
paid for her hat, exaggerating it if she is talking to her friends, minimizing it 
if she is talking to her husband. She will lie with her eyes, with a delicate 
shrug of her shoulders, with a pretty wave of her hand. She will lie to the 
census-taker; and occasionally she will lie to her doctor and her priest. But 
she will seldom if ever lie for a Cause. She does not often lie to herself. 
And if, perchance, she lies to one man it is usually to protect another man. 
So, by men at least, her sins are forgiven her.

A Song of Cities
By John M cC lure

D EEP in the valley 
W here blue-bells were, 

The smoke-stacks excrete, 
The great wheels whirr.

And brown birds perching 
In smoky eaves.

And grey birds flitting 
In smoke-dimmed leaves.

Twitter one song
From dawn till night:

“ Beauty is gone
A n d the old delight !”
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Interlude
By Harry Kraus

I T was a pleasant, friendly sort of a 
rain. She was attuned to its every 
mood, loved it for its very human

ness. She could see it— a jolly old per
son, now laughing wheezily, bellowing 
the sides of the tent; now dreamily 
quiescent, rolling its lips in a gentle tat
too on the canvas top; now chuckling, 
a happy, guttural sound that slowly 
rumbled away in its vague chest. Kind 
old thing. It swept the air so nice and 
clean, and left everything so fresh.

She offered mute thanks. Oh, if it 
would only rain this way every night! 
Then she would never have to get out 
and cajole the farmers into leaving their 
nickels at her booth. If it would only 
rain for a month, for thirty days, night 
on night, then Carey’s Carnival would 
be bankrupt and Jim would have to go 
back to the city and find something else 
to do. Back to little old Chicago, good 
old Chi town, and farewell to carnivals 
and fair grounds and pink-scarved 
farmers with their polka-dotted girls.

Inadvertently she held out her hand, 
catching the raindrops that filtered 
through a leak at the ridge pole and slid 
down the black wire o f the one dim in
candescent light.

But Jim hated the rain; it meant so 
much money lost to him. The bread 
would be stale and soggy, and the meat 
he had ground would spoil and would 
have to be mixed in with a fresh mess, 
and that meant twice as many sand
wiches to sell.

She rose stiffly from her seat on an 
empty vegetable crate and crossed over 
to the corner o f the tent, where she 
moved a box o f onions out of a pool of 
rain-water. Jim came in just then.

“ Can you beat the luck?” he grated,

wrenching himself out o f his sopping 
coat and flinging himself on the bed. 
“ Every time we make a live burg it 
rains. Every time I get a chance to 
clean up it rains or something. Well, 
why don’t you say somethin’, huh ? 
You ain’t worryin’ yourself much, it 
looks.”

“ I can’t help it if it rains, can I, 
Jim?”

“ No, you can’t help anything, not 
even me. How much didja make yes
taday? A  dollar six bits! Day before 
you broke even. That’s a fine help. 
W e’ll get rich that way. Say, don’t let 
that nifty farmer take any more 
chances. He’s too lucky. He got away 
with five canes yestaday, didn’ he?” 

“ Yeh.”
Jim reached under the thin mattress 

and pulled out a bottle, tilting it to his 
lips.

“ Empty! Drained dry!”  He shot 
it through the tent flap. “ Say, Lil, fer
get what I said about your being no 
help to me. I didn’t mean it, Lil. I ’m 
feelin’ kinda blue, thasall, and I gotta 
take it out on somebody. I just got 
enough booze in me to make me mad. 
You know me when I ’m thataway, Lil.” 

She nodded.
“ I sent that order for another gross 

o f canes. Gee, they’re goin’ fast. Those 
rubes ain’t what they used to be in the 
good old days, eh, Lil?”

“ Not so’s I could notice it.”
“ Aw, come on, kid, perk up. Don’t 

shut up thataway like a clam. Talk to 
me. Cheer me up.”

“ I don’t feel like talking, Jimmy. I 
just like to sit here kinda dreaming. 
The rain always makes me fed  that 
way, kinda dreamy and thinkin’ like.”

S. S.—April—8 113
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“ Yeh, you like the rain; I know it. 
You don’t have to work then. You like 
to see it rain, donchu?”

“ Well, I do, if you gotta know.” 
“ Oh, you do? A  pile of a lot you 

care if we make anything or not. You 
ain’t worryin’ where our next meal’s 
comin’ from. Oh, no. That’s fer me 
to worry about. You ain’t made enough 
last year to keep yourself in clothes, 
do you know that? And I had to pay 
Carey for the concession out of my 
sandwich money.”

“ Well, whaddya gonna do about it? 
Get somebody else to work your cane 
game then if I don’t suit you. See 
what they’ll do with it. Suppose I quit 
on you, whaddya gonna do, huh?' You 
can’t kick me out like a dog. I ’m 
your w ife ; don’t ferget that. You’re 
the one that’s supposed to make the liv
ing, not m e!”

“ Awright, smarty, quit, and I ’ll make 
your life so rotten for you that you’ll 
be pretty glad to have me kick you out.” 

“ Oh, there won’t be any kickin’, be
lieve me. Maybe you think I won’t be 
glad to go. You can’t make my life 
any rottener than it is already. I ’m sick 
o’ you and your onion-smelly hands!” 

 “ L il!”
He jumped to his feet, goaded by her 

words, and walked slowly toward her. 
 She turned her back to him.

“ You don’t mean that, Lil. Don’t 
say it again, Lil. W e’ve gotta live, and 
so’s we can live I gotta make hambur
ger sandwiches, and hamburger sand
wiches without onions is like me with
out you, Lil. Let’s not fight, girlie. 
It’s all my fault. It’s the booze I had 
tonight over at Larry’s.”

“ No, it isn’t all your fault, Jimmy. 
It’s my fault, too. I can’t stand the 
work any more. I ’m disgusted with 
hollerin’ at the farmers all night; 
‘Awright, gents, right this way. The 
cane you ring, the cane you get. Two 
shots fer a nickel, gents. A  genuwine 
gold head cane fer a nickel. This way, 
gents!’ ”

“ But, Lil— ”
“ Oh, let’s not hash it all over again, 

Jim. I ’m sick of it, that’s all. Five

years on the job ! Five years, Jimmie, 
and when we was married you promised 
me it ud oney be one.”

“ I know I did. But could I help it, 
hon, could I? Look at the tough luck 
I had.”

He was back on the bed now.
“ Oh, it wasn’t tough luck. It was 

you.”
“ Whaddya mean me?”
“ Just what I said— you. Didja have 

to stick with this gang for five years, 
didja? You knew you wouldn’t have 
any more money after twenty years on 
this job than watchu had after one 
year.”

“ How did I know? Tell me that. I 
was figurin’ on a little break o f luck.” 

“ Why didnchu figure on a little work ? 
Luck won’t getchu anywheres but work 
will.”

“ Cut out the preachin’ !”
“ But you’re not that kind. No work 

for you. No, siree. Just so long as 
the hicks keep on eatin’ your sand
wiches you’re satisfied; just so long as 
you make enough for us to live on.” 

“ You’re not fair there, Lil. You 
know I ain’t afraid o f work.”

“ How should I know? Didja ever 
try it? You talk big, that’s all.”

“ Say, you’re not such a much either. 
You talk purtty big, too. Wachu 
ever do?”

“ Oh, nothin’ much, nothin’ at all. 
Just barkin’ at the tank town sports 
fer five years, that’s all. That’s 
nothin’.”

“ Cut out the sarcasticals! Ain’t chu 
satisfied ?”

“ Does it sound like I was? A  fine 
way to treat a wife! Make her slave 
till two in the mornin’, keep her on the 
road all her life, livin’ in a tent, eatin’ 
on the fly, pal-ing with a bunch like 
Mamie Quinn and her Dancing Girls!” 

“ Whassa matter with Mamie Quinn ?” 
“ Oh, nothin’ at all. Why didnchu 

marry her? You knew her before she 
married Jack, an’ before you met me.”  

“ Well, now, Lil, I ain’t makin’ no 
comparing between you and Mame.” 

“ You better not. She thinks she’s a 
regular gol-ding-it because she played
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with a leg show for one season on the 
Sunflower Circuit.”

“ She sure does. So does Jack. Al
ways braggin’ about her looks. That 
one-legged, soak! He gotta right to 
brag. He’s lucky somebody married 
him. Even Mame. Why, I ain’t stack
in’ her up against you, Lil. She’s not a 
woman; she’s a— ”

“ Don’t say it!”
“ She’s got spunk, tho’. She’s workin’ 

and makin’ money fer both of ’em. Jack 
sports around in his young roadster.” 

“ Well, you gotta kick comin’ ?”
“ Oh, no. Not me, Lil. I guess Jack 

deserves the car and more, too, consid
erin’ how he ain’t perticular about who 
he marries. But I am, ain’t I, Lil? 
Mame’s a spunky girl, though.” 

“ Meaning I ain’t, huh?”
“ Well, you ain’t overstocked with 

getup and go, Lil.”
“ I don’t claim to b e ; I don’t want to 

be. I don’t fit in this game. I wanna 
home in a real town. That’s what I 
want an’ that’s where I fit. An’ you 
gotta give it to me, Jimmie, d’yu hear? 
I ’ve earned it. W e’ve been pretty good 
pals, Jimmie. I ain’t said a word when 
you bought booze, an’ you ain’t said a 
word when I bought clothes an’ things. 
W e’ve hit off pretty good together, an’ 
we’ve had our little scraps and been bet
ter friends afterwards. Jimmie, take 
me back to Chi.”

“ How’m I gonna do it? I ’m damn 
near broke.”

She was on the bed now, at his side. 
“W e don’t need any money, Jimmie. 

Just take me back there; I ’ll show you 
how I ’ll work. Night and day— I ain’t 
afraid. W e’ll find somethin’ to do.” 

“ Sure, you’ll sell peanuts again in 
Riverview, I suppose. That’s where I 
found you.”

“ You didn’t think then that I wasn’t 
good enough for you just because I was 
runnin’ a peanut stand, didja? You 
wanted me pretty bad, didn’t chu? 
Don’t you remember, Jimmie, it wasn’t 
so long ago.”

"Sure I remember, Lil.” 
“ Everything?”
"Everything.”

“ Remember how we planned out 
things ? One year only we was goin' to 
work this game, remember ? And we’d 
work hard and save up money an’ then 
we’d come back and you’d buy that little 
cigar store on Western Avenue. Re
member, Jimmie?”

“ Uh, huh.”
“ Remember how you wanted it, how 

you ached for it? Remember how we 
used to walk past it every night, you 
telling me how you was goin’ to fix it 
up with a couple o ’ pool tables in the 
back, and how what a mint it was. Re
member ?”

“Uh, huh.”
“ Well, why ain’t our dreams come 

true ? Why ? We can have it the way 
we planned it. It’s so easy. Just you 
take me back there, I’ll show you.”

“ I don’t see how, Lil.”
“ Oh, it’s easy, Jim. Gimme a chance 

to show you. I ’ll do it all, Jimmie, only 
take me back. Little old Chi! That’s 
all I want. Just one peek at the little 
old town. Just one walk down State 
Street. It’ll all be ours, Jimmie, an’ all 
our plans’ll come out to a T. W e’ll 
have our own little flat. And at night 
the lights, Jimmie, and the movies, and 
the concerts in the parks. No more 
hamburgers for you, Jimmie. You’ll 
have your little old cigar store. W on’t 
it be swell, that little place nice and 
clean and lit up, and Jimmie behind the 
counter with a clean collar and clean 
hands and the pool tables in the back 
and the little jitneys rolling in merrily? 
Cantchu see it all, Jim? It’s just as 
plain as plain. You’ll have that, Jim, 
and all for yourself. And I ’ll have my 
flat and something else that I can’t have 
here to drag around the road— babies! 
Remember, Jimmie, how we talked 
about that? We even had a name 
picked out fer him. Remember?”

“ It listens good, Lil.”
“ It will be good ! I ’ll show you how 

I make coffee, Jimmie, on my own 
stove. W e’ll have our breakfast on a 
white table cloth with clean dishes and 
shining silver. And then you’ll read 
the sporting page of a real paper in our 
own little parlor, Jimmie, in a nice
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plush Morris chair. Can’t you see it 
all, Jimmie? Aintchu sick o f this life, 
Jim-boy? Dontchu feel how all this dirt 
and scum is crawling, crawling, crawl
ing up to your neck and chokin’ the life 
outa you? Ain’t you so dirty you can 
taste it?”

“ Why, Lil, old girl, you’re crying!” 
“ I-I-I know it. I-I c-can’t help it. It 

isn’t the first time I ’ve cried when I 
stopped to think o f this damn life you 
give me. Make it be the last time, 
Jimmie. You can do it. Show me you 
care fer me, an’ that you love me. Take 
me away, Jim, take me away from these 
tank towns and hicks and skin games. 
Take me where I can live decent. You 
must, Jimmie. Back there, Jimmie, lit
tle old Chi is waitin’ for us. Jimmie, 
it’s callin’ to us— can’t you hear it ? The 
crowds— can’t you feel them pushin’ 
and laughin’ and talkin’ ? The strings 
o f lights on the boulevards, Jimmie, 
can’t you see them shinin’ ?”

“ Oh, Lil, I can’t go back broke. W e’d 
be bums; we wouldn’t have a home. 
Howdyu know I could find a job?” 

“ Jimmie, are you gonna back out?” 
“ I ain’t got the nerve to try it, Lil.” 
“ I knew it! I knew it! I knew it 

all the time! I knew you was yellah, 
and you admit it, you ain’t got the 
nerve. But you got the nerve to hold 
Mamie Quinn up to me and say she’s 
got more spunk than I got. You talk 
about spunk! You coward! And 
you’re a man! A  man! And I mar
ried it! Oh, God!”

“ Don’t call me a coward! You know 
I ain’t yellah. You seen me fight more 
than oncet.”

“ Yeh, I seen you fight, you drunk! 
You rat! Go out there and fry ham
burgers for the hicks! You big yellah 
streak!”

“ What license you got talkin’ about 
nerve? W e’ll see how big a dose you 
got in your system. I ain’t got the 
nerve to go back to Chi broke and build 
up our old plans, but we’ll make them 
dreams come true if you got the nerve.”  

“ How dya mean?”
“ Listen. If we can scrape up a big 

enough stake we go back to Chi. We

can’t do it the way we’re workin’ now. 
But there’s another way. La Belle Ma
rie quit on Izzy today. He’s gotta have 
somebody to take her place. You’re 
. . . gonna . . . take . . . her . 
place.”

“ You’re crazy.”
“ Am I? It’s ten bucks a night for 

you besides the silver you can draw 
from the farmers if you’re smart 
enough to get ’em goin’ . Ten bucks a 
night, Lil! In two weeks we’ll be in 
Chi.”

“ But I can’t dance.”
“ Aw, any girl can do a hooch. Izzy’ll 

show you a couple o ’ twists in the morn
ing. You got the goods. You can get 
across.”

“ You’re crazy. You’re drunk. You 
respect me? I ’m your wife. Do you 
want me to be classed with Mamie 
Quinn ?”

“ Sure I respect you if you can knock 
down ten berries a night. You were 
making a big noise about nerve a min
ute ago. Do you wanna go back to the 
Big City? Here’s your chance.”

“ I won’t go back if it comes down to 
that. Do you think I ’m goin’ up there 
half naked before a gang o f hicks? 
You’re crazy. You’re drunk. You 
just had enough tonight to make you 
mad.”

“ Yeh, an’ I ’m gonna have some more. 
I ’m goin’ to town in Jack’s car and 
celebrate. First I ’ll see Izzy and get a 
rig that La Belle left behind for a sou
venir. Whoopee! Some girl I got. 
Makes ten bucks in ten minutes!”

He lurched out o f the tent into the 
rain without hat or coat. Lilly sat on 
the bed, half-dazed, pressing her fingers 
to her temples, unable to effect coherent 
thought.

So he found her when he returned a 
few minutes later with a tangle of 
gaudy veils and scintillating glass head
ings.

“ Here you are, Lil. See how they 
fit.”

“ Jimmy,” she answered wearily, “go 
out and get drunk, good and drunk, and 
not half shot the way you are now. 
Then come back and sleep it off, and to
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morrow when I show you these things 
and tell you what you asked me to do 
you’ll say I’m crazy.”

He laughed derisively.
"And you really want me to wear 

this stuff? Me, your wife, wear La 
Belle’s dirty junk.”

Again the mocking laugh, and throw
ing the dancer’s outfit at her he 
shouldered himself through the tent 
flap.

She shuddered as the jangling beads 
struck her knees and slithered off to the 
wet planked flooring. The gauzy 
sheaths and veilings she shook from her 
without touching them with her fingers. 
The round tin-foiled breast plates and 
jewelled head-dress she kicked into a 
corner.

Then she threw herself on- the bed 
and gave way to hysterical sobbing.

She cried herself into a fitful sleep 
from which she was suddenly aroused 
by a rough shaking at her shoulder. 

She was wide awake on the instant. 
“ Hello, Eddie! What time is it ?” 
"One o ’clock, Lil. Say, Jimmie wants 

to see you over at the town.”
“ Whatsa matter?”
"W ell— he hurt himself.”
“ What is it, Eddie? Tell me.” 
“ Don’t be scared, Lil, it’s nothin’ bad. 

He just got banged up a little. Jack 
was drivin’ him around in the car and 
Jack was as drunk as a fish. They 
skidded into a post or somethin,’ that’s 
all.”

“ Was he hurt? Where is he? 
Hurry up, Eddie!”

“ Oh, he’ll be all right, Lil. He’s

talkin’ and everything. Here, this way. 
I got Carey’s truck.”

II
It was late morning when she awoke, 

a miserable morning for all the shining 
sun. She always felt wretched after a 
rain, getting out of the damp bed, 
struggling into her damp clothes.

Gathering together the bizarre ac
coutrements of the dancing costume, 
running the beads through her fingers, 
folding the veils, scratching a bit of 
mud from one of the breast plates, she 
then picked her way gingerly through 
the ooze and sticky clay to Izzy’s tent. 
He was in his shirt sleeves, sitting on 
the cot bed, smoking a complacent cigar, 
rolling neat cylinders of dimes and 
quarters into brown paper casings.

“ Hello, Lilly. Say, that’s too bad 
about Jim. How is he ?”

“ Oh, he’ll be all right in a month or 
so. Busted an arm and some ribs.” 

“ That’s tough. It’ll put some crimp 
in the bankroll, eh, laying over in the 
hospital that way?”

“ Oh, I ’ll manage it all right. Have 
you got time to show me the dance, 
Izzy ?”

“ Oh, yeh, Jim said you was comin’ 
over this mornin’. In a minute. Take 
off some o f the scenery, Lil.”

He eyed her as she stood before him 
in sleazy bloomers and clinging tunic, 
taking her in with the appreciation of 
a connoisseur.

“ Gee, Lilly, you’re a peach. You 
take the cooky. Oh, boy, wait till we 
hit that college town next week.”

A R E : Trouble, anxiety, worry.
Caress: T o  court trouble, anxiety or worry.



Twin Goals
B y Dennison Varr

T W O  men set out on different trips. 
One chose a rocky, thorny road be
cause he knew there was a delight

ful inn at the end where a warm sup
per and a soft bed awaited him. But 
the rocks wore out his shoes and cut his 
feet and the brambles tore his clothes 
and his skin. When he arrived at the 
inn he was too tired to enjoy the ex
cellent supper and his feet were too

sore for him to enjoy a refreshing 
sleep in the soft bed.

The other man chose a broad, well- 
paved highway, taking his time and 
enjoying the numerous delights along 
the way. No inn awaited him at the 
end; the road came to a stop in a wild 
gully. But the man lay down on the 
green grass, and, like a philosopher, 
sank into a peaceful sleep.

Ashes
By Babette Deutsch

I R E M E M B E R  the silver colour of your room,
Gravely lined with book s;

Night blowing in 
Like a shadow. . . .
The tapestried chair’s firm embracing arm ;
The Doré threatening the delicate table 
Balanced by a copper tray :
A  flat flame in the gloom.
Exultant as a child
You knelt, lifting, and thrust heavy treasures before us; 
Your eyes were auburn.
I remember
The room’s cold colour of silver.
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Some Mischievous Thing
B y Charles J. Finger

I

W HEN the weather was fair, I 
often left the pearl fishery and 
sailed on to the lighthouse. 

From there, the most southerly of the 
Lesser Antilles could be seen plainly, 
and to the south the great point that 
hid the Orinoco delta. Eastward was 
a blue eternity o f sea and sky with 
wheeling seagulls and golden sun
shine.

Sitting at the base of the great, gray 
tower, the lighthouse-keeper and I o f
ten enjoyed hours of silence. Some
times he brought out his little, sweet- 
toned flutina, a real miniature organ, 
and played long improvisations. One 
day, after playing, he said

“ It’s queer when you come to think 
o f it but I suppose that there have been 
men born out of their time. Men there 
were, doubtless, that had digital dex
terity and musical ability long before 
pianos were invented. Wonder what 
became of them ? What of a Liszt 
born in the days of Pizarro? What 
would become o f him?”

I suggested that geniuses came into 
the world subject to certain laws of 
which we were ignorant; that all was 
wisely arranged for a purpose and so 
on, but floundered when he pinned me 
down to an explanation. He held the 
view that life was a haphazard arrange
ment with much human waste, and man 
a weak creature actuated by whims and 
fancies.

“ Why was Masefield a bartender 
and Morley Roberts a sheep-herder in 
West Texas?”  he asked. “ Look at the 
waste of a Chatterton! Why should 
all that be ?”

“ Women, perhaps,”  I suggested.

“ Lord only knows to what their influ
ence may lead.”

“ Women, no. The influence o f 
women plays little, a very little, part 
in the affairs o f men. That’s a mere 
conventional idea that of woman’s in
fluence. It was little things that did 
the mischief more likely, inconsiderable 
things. It’s always little things. The 
martyrdom-to-woman’s-influence pose, 
of course, is fashionable and conven
tional. That’s all. I was thinking, 
while playing, of my own case. Why 
am I a lighthouse-keeper? I might 
have been a pianist or a composer even. 
Quien sabe?”

He took out his pipe and matches, 
and laid them on the rock beside him. 
Then, taking his knife and a plug of 
LaDanza tobacco, he cut it with ex
treme care and filled his pipe while 
talking.

“ I might have been something of the 
kind. Then, too, there’s a fellow named 
Seastream who had something to do 
with my life, though he had no part in 
it. When I come to think of it, if 
Seastream had not seen a black cat he 
might have been porter in a bank. That 
was his ideal. He was a sailor that I 
met once by chance. . . . Wait a bit, 
till I get a light. Phew! These darned 
sulphur matches!

“ In a way, both Seastream and his 
black cat had an influence on my life, 
though looking back, I can see that an 
important point in the change o f my 
career was my liking for the colour 
blue. Anyway, be it that, or Seastream 
or his black cat, the fact remains that 
little things, inconsiderable things, as I 
said, made changes in my life, and they 
do in every man’s life.

“ Say, you remember that Jules Verne
119
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story, the ‘Voyage to the Moon,’ don’t 
you? There’s a kind of simile, so to 
speak, for you. The scientists in the 
story worked out the plans with care 
for a trip to the moon, and all that in
tellect and knowledge and determina
tion could do was done. Then a wan
dering, chance meteorite that came near 
the projectile changed the whole course 
o f it.

“ It’s like that in life. Say there’s a 
law— no, that won’t do. I don’t believe 
that there are any laws outside of man- 
made ones. You remember that big fat 
book by Elisée Reclus on the Ocean? 
Somewhere in that he tells how a single 
imprudence may cause a great misfor
tune or the reverse. He says that be
cause of the destruction of a single oak, 
one of the highest dunes o f Friesland 
was formed.

“ Not more than a year ago I was 
studying harmony and the rest of it in 
Frankfort-on-Main. It seems funny 
that, so short a time since, my greatest 
worry was Bach’s Fantasia Chromat
ique. Well, I met a girl who wore a 
dress o f light and dark blue stripes al
ternating. The dress was also pleated. 
I met her at a concert. She wore a 
sort o f Gainsborough hat with a feather 
o f a beautiful blue. The dress I recall 
perfectly, but not so easily the girl’s 
face. I thought she had hit on the 
happiest kind o f combination, and fell 
in love with her dress. I chose ties to 
match when I went out with her. I was 
proud to be seen walking with so well- 
dressed a girl. So we went to places 
o f my choosing. It was the Palmen
garten one day and the promenade the 
next. There were many teas at the 
Hotel de Russe.— By the way, the head 
waiter there was an Irishman.— Then 
there were rides in an open barouche 
and trips to the Judengasse to look at 
the Rothschild house, and the Schiller 
Denkmal, and the Goethe home and so 
on. Say, the Ariadna statue is a mar
vel. Seen it?

“ Well, with all that kind of thing, 
funds began to run low presently and 
I might have drawn out, so to speak, if 
it had not been for a young officer

friend o f hers who showed up. He 
was a good-looking fellow in a sky- 
blue uniform with silver facings, and, 
while he seemed short of money, he had 
a duel scar across his cheek that seemed 
to offset his financial condition in Ama
lia’s eyes.

“ Anyway, I liked Heinrich in a way, 
and had to admit that his uniform 
matched her own colour arrangement. 
In fact, the effect was so confoundedly 
fine, that I asked him to join us more 
often than not. That made my end the 
nearer. At last it came to the time 
when there was only enough for one 
grand splurge at the opera and a little 
supper. That and a third-class ticket 
to Antwerp. So my musical career 
came to an end. Had that girl worn 
green, or red, or yellow, it would have 
left me unaffected. But that neat dress 
and its broad stripes and the pleats— 
you know what a peculiarly graceful 
movement there is to a pleated skirt. 
Did you ever notice ?

“ In Antwerp I was broke. It had 
been sausage and brown bread in the 
train. That and memories o f Hotel de 
Russe service. So I traded in my silk 
hat and clothes to match and bought 
something serviceable. Lord, what a 
raft of things I had! Brushes, razors, 
cigarette-holders, silver match-boxes 
and all that. Well, I saw as much of 
Antwerp as I could with the money I 
had, and touched financial bottom 
again. Then it struck me that I might 
go as deck hand to somewhere or other. 
I had a vague notion o f South Africa, 
o f Kimberley and diamonds, with a re
turn to Frankfort a/M . You know the 
kind of dreams that we all have— re
venge by the way of awakening envy.

“ Well, along the water front one 
Sunday I came across Seastream. He 
was sitting on a packing-case. I start
ed to ask some question about finding 
a ship. Instead o f answering he hushed 
me, making a place by his side for me 
to sit. Then he said, softly: ‘Hist!
Watch that black cat.’

“ There was a cat a little way off, 
to our right and between us and the 
midships of a steamer that lay along
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side. The cat seemed about to turn, 
then, suddenly changing its course, ran 
with tail erect between us and the edge 
of the dock, and passed out of sight. 
Seastream gave a half sigh and said: 
‘I thought as much. I expected it.’

“ We talked o f different things, of 
food and drink and tobacco, and, final
ly, to make a long story short, he so 
managed matters that I shipped on 
board the Milo City bound for Iquique.

II

“ I g o t  along fairly well,” he went on. 
“ Any young fellow can if he gives his 
mind to it. There was no seasickness, 
and the other fellows were decent 
chaps. It was a slow, easygoing tramp 
steamer without much discipline. The 
passage down the channel was a thing 
to be remembered. The yachts and 
trim warships, the light-houses, the 
steamers coming and going—you can’t 
match the picture anywhere. I remem
ber a homeward-bound P. & O. boat 
with its mass o f glad faces and waving 
hands.

“ But o f all things, that which sticks 
in my mind the firmest is the fo ’c’sle, 
and yet after all, even that is only a 
background. What I really see is a 
man praying. That at first struck me 
as being strange. One doesn’t often see 
a man on his knees.

“ In fact, when you come to think o f 
it, there’s a sort of incongruity in the 
idea of a holy laboring-man. A  man 
might be on his knees at a funeral, es
pecially a Catholic. Really, praying 
isn’t often done. You subdue a grin 
and feel half superior when you see a 
Mohammedan at his prayers. From 
my position in a top bunk, it seemed 
as though he prayed to me, for he 
knelt at the side of his bunk, which 
was directly under mine. Looking over, 
I saw the round of his bald head fringed 
with sandy-coloured hair.

“ That’s the picture I get. That and 
the swinging lamp and swaying oil
skins as the ship rolled, and the stub 
of the foremast with the little stove by 
it. But don’t fool yourself that the

other fellows made fun o f him, for they 
didn’t. Neither did they get any senti
mental streak and join him. They were 
just indifferent. Men generally are ex
cept when they can get some crowd no
toriety by being otherwise.

“ Seastream was a good, all-round 
seaman, a Scandinavian, though you 
would never have known it by his talk. 
He was handy with his rope work, 
good at a yarn, and first class at a chan
ty. He had more verses to ‘The Am
sterdam Maid’ than I ever heard since, 
most of them bawdy, of course. By 
the way, that is a good tune and has a 
swing to it. With a crowd that will 
join in with the refrain,

“  ‘Mark well what I  do say,' 
and will do the chorus, you get some 
fun.

“ Off the Cape Verde Islands, he and 
I fell to talking. It was one o f those 
evenings when the sky changes every 
moment. You see it green and gold 
and crimson, then you look away a 
minute and find everything changed to 
something more glorious still, and great 
streaks of purple and peacock blue 
athwart the sky, with arrows of gold 
shooting up from the setting sun. That 
kind of thing affects me. So does a 
windy day here, when the white-crested 
seas leap and sweep half way up the 
tower.

“ Anyway, we fell to talking o f man 
and what a damned fool he is to fight 
and fuss in his few years o f life, and 
so the conversation worked around to 
religion. I expected to find him a crank, 
but instead he almost brushed the sub
ject aside as o f no moment, saying that 
he did not trouble his head about it.

“  ‘I thought,’ said I, ‘that you were 
religious.’ I was, in a way, a little bash
ful o f saying that I had noticed him 
saying his prayers.

“  ‘Oh, you mean that praying trick of 
mine, I suppose,’ he said with a short 
laugh. ‘To tell the truth, that’s not 
religion. It’s a kind o f habit more like. 
I did it when I was a kid, and kept it 
up, like taking a bath a-Saturday. 
Truth is, I don’t think there’s much to 
it, but I’m kind o f uncomfortable if I
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don’t do it. It’s something like giv
ing money to a blind beggar. You drop 
him the smallest coin you can find in a 
hurry, to make yourself feel comfort
able. It’s kind of selfish. Just a 
habit.’

“ The view struck me as strange and 
novel, and I induced him to talk of re
ligion at other times. Some of his 
remarks stick in my mind, and many I 
have clean forgotten. One day the talk 
fell on self-sacrifice. ‘Never could see 
anything in it,’ he declared. ‘Doesn’t 
every parent sacrifice itself? Maybe 
it’s done from love, and maybe from 
habit. Maybe again it’s done from sel
fishness, maybe from fear of the law 
and maybe from fear of the neighbours. 
Anyway, that kind of self-sacrifice’s 
harder than the kind done by heroes on 
a battlefield and before a crowd. Most 
o f that’s just impulse. A  good deal of 
it’s foolishness and cowardice. There 
wasn’t any self-sacrifice at Balaklava, 
for instance, according to my notion. It 
was just cowardice. . . . What takes 
real doing is to do something you think 
best and have no one ever know about 
it or find it out. What’s hardest of all, 
is to do something and have everyone 
mistake why you did it.’

“ Another time we talked of the first 
time we had met.

“  ‘D ’ye mind that cat ?’ he asked. 
‘That black cat at Antwerp? Well, I ’ll 
tell you. I wanted to see if that darned 
thing’d cross my path an’ it did. Now 
you know what that means?’

“ I rallied him on his superstition, de
claring it absurd, but he was serious.

“  ‘I don’t say it ain’t foolish,’ he said, 
‘but then when it’s been hammered into 
you since you were a little one, it’s not 
so easy to get it out of your system. 
Saying that you believe the world’s 
round without any belief that it is so 
looks to me a lot more like supersti
tion than believing it’s flat. Habit, like 
my praying. As far as superstition’s 
concerned, things have happened to me. 
There was once I was ashore on Staten 
Island down south— not your Staten Is
land, but that one off the Horn. I was 
on the barque Seatoller then. On the

three-masted schooner, Martha Gale, 
we got crowded on to Cape Sparti
vento. Only three of us got out of that 
with whole skins. Me and four others 
came through the Staten Island deal 
Then I got mixed up with a gang on 
the Cormoro Islands and there was all 
kinds of trouble. I ’d persuaded some 
o f them to leave the Driftwood at Zan
zibar, for there were tales of wealth on 
them islands. Well, eight of them did 
and every man jack but me got killed. 
Then there was the New Gautemala 
affair. I ’d settled down to live a quiet 
life and was bossin’ a gang of natives 
on a coffee plantation. One night they 
had a feud or something. Jumping 
round a fire and snorting and going on. 
Blood ran that night. But looking back 
I can always see something had been 
afoot what fellows called a warning. 
. . . What’d be finer than a quiet shore 
life? I ’d like to be one of those fel
lows in a bank, with a uniform to show 
people where to go. Something quiet 
and responsible.’

“ He fell into a moody silence, as he 
often did at the close of a conversa
tion. It seemed to me that he had 
something on his mind, but could not 
bring himself to make a clean breast 
o f it.

“ W e smoked a little, and I said that 
all of us had our troubles, and the utter 
banality of the remark struck me as 
soon as said.

“  ‘Troubles, yes. But the trouble 
with me is that them with me have 
more trouble than I do and I get off 
light. Shipwrecks, murders, starva
tions, deaths and drownings I ’ve seen, 
but here’s me with never a scratch.’ 

“ Laughingly I said, ‘It’s your pray
ers maybe that keep you safe.’

“ He leaped to his feet. He seized 
me by the wrist and looked me in the 
eyes. Then, suddenly, he released his 
hold, and, keeping his eyes on me said, 
‘Do you mean that? Do you?’

“  ‘Light your pipe,’ said I. ‘I didn’t 
mean anything in particular.’

“  ‘You see,’ he said, ‘that’s what I 
often thought and it worries me. I 
never told anyone yet. What I ’m afraid
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of is that it is my prayers keep me safe 
and it’s like as if I was trying to keep 
on the good side o f some tricky Thing. 
It’s like being a sneak. It isn’t fair. 
I f  I ’ve got onto a combination that 
keeps me with a whole skin and my 
shipmates haven’t, it isn’t right. It’s 
taking a mean advantage. That’s what 
it is. And yet I can’t stop. Sailors and 
people generally believe in signs more’n 
they believe in prayers. People are su
perstitious. Much as they ever were. 
Look at the palmists. Look at the me
diums. Look at the astrology pieces in 
the newspapers and see how people 
read them. Well, I seen signs and 
warnings, and looking back after any of 
them happenings what I told you of, it 
looks as though there was something 
in it, and there’s me praying to keep 
whole after what I ’ve seen. Or least
ways, if I don’t pray to keep whole, it 
looks like some tricky Thing keeps me 
whole because I pray and my ship
mates get the worst o f it because they 
don’t.

“  ‘But signs and dreams ? Plenty! 
There’s cross-eyed men. There’s spill
ing salt and going under ladders, and 
seeing pins on the ground, points your 
way. Then there’s throwing bread in 
the fire and sailing on Friday and num
ber thirteen. Time and time again I ’ve 
seen some o f them or done some o f 
them. This trip there’s that black cat. 
You and me we saw it. You know as 
well as I do that it’s said to be bad 
luck to have a cat cross your path. But 
it crossed ours. Yet here I am praying 
as usual and I know trouble’ll come. 
Tell you. I ’m a Jonah. I am. If I 
had any pluck at all I ’d get out of the 
way quietly. But I ain’t got it.’

III

“ A  f e w  days later,”  continued the 
lighthouse-keeper, “ off Porte Alegre, 
we ran into a calm. The sea was level as 
a floor and the sky clear. Men went 
about their work whistling. A  truce 
seemed to have been declared between 
man and nature. Standing at the bows 
I could see the porpoises deep down,

playing in our way. Diving, crossing, 
coming up and leaping out, they seemed 
to go forward without any effort of 
their own.

“ While watching them I was touched 
on the arm, and: turned to see Sea
stream. He pointed to the horizon and 
asked, ‘What do you see?’

“ Now I only saw it mistily and 
doubted my own sight, but yet said, ‘A 
sailing ship headed north under full 
sail.’

“  ‘Wrong,’ said he. ‘It’s a ghost ship. 
The Flying Dutchman. There’s more 
than one of them.’

“ ‘A  mirage,’ said I.
“  ‘Oh, yes. Mirage’s a name for it, 

but it’s a ghost ship all the same. 
Whenever you see that, you get a 
storm. It’s a sign.

“ ‘A  mirage often precedes a storm,’ 
I replied.

“ ‘Well, isn’t it the same thing? The 
old tale called it a ghost ship or the 
Flying Dutchman, and says that when 
you see it trouble’s coming. You say 
it’s a mirage and that they often come 
before storms. What’s the difference, 
I ’d like to know?’

“ I said something that meant noth
ing as men will in such cases, but Sea
stream went on:

“ ‘Now there’ll be a storm and we’re 
top heavy with all that coal on the well- 
deck that we took in at the Canaries. 
Trouble coming and Jonah’s aboard. 
Jonah’s me and I ’m safe because I ’m 
the pet o f the tricky Thing I pray to. 
It’s you and the rest that’ll have the 
trouble. South of the Plate there’s the 
graveyard of ships and the gray things 
in the green sea will feast again.’

“ As we walked aft I said something 
to dispel the man’s mood and began to 
think him crazed at times. It came to 
me that I should say something to one 
of the officers, but, o f course, I dis
missed that idea. How could I? What 
was there to tell ? What were the fan
cies of a superstitious man worth ? But 
that nighty when he was done praying, 
he stood up and whispered to me as I 
lay in my bunk, ‘I ’m a coward through 
and through, I am.’
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“ W e l l , the storm came on sure 
enough. The Milo City was a ship 
that rolled at the best of times, but in a 
cross sea it seemed as though she 
would roll the thumping engine out of 
her. The deck-load of coal made mat
ters worse. Our course was changed a 
little so that the sea was on her quar
ter, and great, green, white-crested hills 
took her from end to end until I feared 
she must founder.

“ Passing aft, one wave caught me, 
and I remember a wonder as the masts 
and funnel seemed to pass me so rapid
ly, moving backwards and sideways as 
though the ship were going diagonally. 
I was as a fly in a bucket of water that 
is being emptied. Then I brought up 
against the ratlines of the foremast 
with the life nearly crushed out of me 
for a moment, and was held up there, 
six feet above the deck, as if by an in
visible giant. Then, the water reced
ing, I slid down and fell in the scup
pers. Seastream and- another helped 
me to the fo ’c ’sle, but I was not much 
hurt, and a little later was watching the 
coal as it washed about the deck, great 
blocks seeming to float as though 
weightless.

“ After a time things grew easier, but 
the ship was in a terrible state. Coal 
grit was everywhere and things messed 
up. So all hands were put to work to 
clean. Seastream said to me, ‘The 
storm came like I told you. There was 
the warning.’

“ ‘Well, the trouble’s over anyway,’ 
said I. 

“ ‘It would be if Jonah wasn’t 
aboard. This here ship will never make 
neither Horn nor the Straits with me 
aboard. I know. I know!”

“ Next day I was aft cleaning brass- 
work and Seastream was abaft the gal
ley, standing on the rail barefoot, doing 
some painting on the davits.

“The sea was smooth except for a 
slow, surly swell, and the horizon was 
hazy with the haze growing thicker. As 
the relief came forward to take the 
wheel, I glanced at Seastream and saw 
him wave to me in a friendly way. The 
next instant he was not there. He

seemed to have vanished as I looked.
“ I ran to the side and saw his hat in 

the water rushing aft, and, a moment 
later, his bald head, the praying head 
that was so familiar. The relieved 
helmsman gave the cry of ‘Man over
board,’ and, by an impulse, I threw the 
buoy over that hung aft o f the wheel. 
It dropped less than twenty yards from 
Seastream, I should judge, and then 
both man and buoy slipped out of sight 
in the white wake and growing mist.

“ It takes time to stop a steamer and 
make a turn, but while that was being 
done we were busy getting out the 
yawl and it was fifteen minutes or more 
before we were under way in the boat, 
the third mate and four of us. Five 
minutes later we were out o f sight of 
the ship, and pulling, as we thought, to
wards Seastream, while the steamer 
circled with her fog-horn going.

“ We didn’t find Seastream. Found 
neither him nor the buoy. The chances, 
o f course, are very much against a boat 
doing what we tried to do, if you con
sider.

“ Anyway, we rowed for a couple of 
hours or more, then set about trying 
to locate the steamer.

“ Before long we began to realize that 
we were in for tronble.

“ Listening, we heard the hollow fog
horn, now near and again distant.

Meantime, the haze was growing 
thicker and the night was coming on. 
The tramp steamer had no searchlight, 
or, if she had, it was out o f commission. 
So, putting our fictitious hopes and 
courage aside, we gave a yell, and then 
another, and then another. But it 
seemed as if, by some cursed luck, that 
every time we yelled the fog-horn 
sounded. Once, through a rift in the 
mist, a space between two clouds that 
drifted, we saw a section of the steam
er’s side and the yellow lights that 
shone dimly through a couple of port
holes. But that v/as only for a mo
ment. Soon after, night closed in 
on us.

“ There was a slow, heaving swell 
that we had hardly marked when on 
board, but which was very perceptible
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in the yawl. Waiting hour after hour, 
it had a soporific effect upon us. Of 
course we had to wait, expecting every 
moment that the steamer would pick us 
up. Sometimes we fancied we saw her 
looming through the dark and pulled in 
that direction. But at last we gave 
that up.

“ I can’t speak for the others, but I 
know as the night wore on, I dropped 
off to sleep. Probably we all dozed, 
though it may seem incredible. But a 
change in the boat’s motion brought me 
suddenly to my senses and it became 
clear from the rocking that the steamer 
in her search had passed. close to us 
and that we were in its wake. The 
boiling, churning water showed that to 
be the case.

“ Then we heard the mournful horn.
“ We pulled frantically, shouting con

tinuously. There was a moment when, 
looking over my shoulder through one 
of those mysterious, baffling, mist rifts, 
I saw the masthead light swing in part 
o f an arc. But the next hoot of the 
horn sounded from far away. No man 
spoke his disappointment.

“ The morning dawned on a clear sea, 
but the steamer was nowhere in sight, 
so we made a course for the west. Far 
on the horizon was a smoke cloud, but 
the hull was low down.

"I do not think that a dozen words
were spoken throughout that long day. 
W e pulled and rested, sometimes laying 
still for an hour or two. Luckily we
had a beaker of water.

“ For myself, I do not remember even 
thinking, except that once, toward eve
ning, it came to me that exactly three 
weeks to the day I had sat at a table, 
lit with four shaded candles, in the Ho
tel de Russe. Amalia was opposite, and 
we sipped coffee while listening to a 
harpist.

“ Then came the night and misery, 
with a great silence and the pitiless 
stars. The sea was phosphorescent, 
and sometimes we thought that we saw 
the distant lights of a ship. Through 
the long hours I listened to the voices 
o f the lapping waters.

“ The sun leaped out of the sea, a

great copper, burnished ball, and we 
saw that the third mate was not with 
us. He had vanished in the night and 
the compass with him. None of us 
heard anything and each man declared 
that he had not slept. I myself swore 
I had not.

“ Anyway, he, the man of patient ex
pectation, had gone as quietly as a dis
appearing mist. That made us talk a 
little, but there were long, painful si
lences between what one man said and 
another replied. Ward, a Sunderland 
man, told o f  strange things that might 
have happened, such as the black ten
tacle of a monstrous octopus coming 
out o f the sea in the night, picking the 
sleeping man from our midst and sink
ing back into the dark waters with its 
writhing victim. It was utter non
sense, but I had a vision of the malign 
eyes and parrot beak of such a crea
ture gazing at me malevolently, up 
through the green waters. I grew 
afraid to look over the side. Others 
whispered of strange things that they 
had heard; of mysterious disappear
ances and o f sinful things of the sea.

“The next day a mist was about us 
and we could not tell east from west. 
So we drifted for hours.

“ Then, most strangely, it seemed that 
we were moving swiftly forward 
through a suffocating stillness, as if 
propelled by some unknown force. 
That, of course, was an illusion due 
to the drifting mist particles. I see it 
now, but did not then. Hungry, dis
pirited, tired as we were, things were 
different. The mist grew into shapes, 
into great, wan faces that mocked us, 
or fearful, writhing wraiths that beck
oned. We were surrounded with 
strange, white, ever-changing dreams.

“ So, strangely, we seemed to slide 
across a sullen gray sea. Presently as 
we came to know that such movement 
was impossible, but the illusion persist
ing, it seemed that the whole ocean had 
tilted, and that we were sliding down 
an endless watery slope. Now and then 
one of us would lean over the gunnel 
as though to keep the yawl on an even 
keel.
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“Toward evening, Ward stood up 
and his eyes were deep set and staring, 
but his fingers twitched nervously at 
his beard. His voice was harsh.

“ ‘Sliding,’ said he. ‘Sliding, sliding 
to the southern ice. I’ll go no fur
ther. . . . I ’ll walk.’

“ His voice trailed to a whisper as 
he looked at each one of us in turn in
tently. Then he leaped into the sea, 
was lost to sight for a moment, and re
appeared swimming strongly away 
from us, and so passed from our ken.

“ Not a man cried aloud or even 
spoke. There was no attempt to save 
him as there had been none to dis
suade him. Misery had become a part of 

u s and each man’s misery was as much 
as he could bear. But yet, for all that, 
there was a strain of hope in our hearts, 
like a melody faintly heard amid a 
whirl o f broken chords.

“ The next day was a golden one and 
the sun shone on a laughing sea. The 
mist had taken wings to itself and had 
changed to a thousand little clouds that 
lay on the azure sky. Gulls passed 
over us telling of a world to which we 
belonged. Cape pigeons, too we saw 
and now and then the silver flash of a 
flying fish. At sight of these, eyes 
grew brighter. I heard a voice hum
ming a tune which I recognized to be 
Schubert’s ‘Am Meer,’ and was startled 
to find it was myself that was singing 
with closed lips.

“Then, in the blazing noon, the brig
antine that picked the three of us up 
hove in sight. We heard, wonderfully 
clear, the whistle of the bos’n and, later, 
human noises. And the joy that was 
pain came over us and we shouted. 
You know that joy-pain perhaps. It is 
the same sensation you get when you 
hear, unexpectedly, great music softly 
played. You want to shout and to 
weep. The same sensation came over 
me when I first saw Cologne Cathedral.

“ A h ! The faces o f men are fair to 
see! Bearded faces and wrinkled 
brows and rough hands are good when 
one comes back to the world. The lust 
to hate and to kill is not a part of men

who fight with nature. They were 
kindly oaths that the men murmured as 
they lifted us on deck. They told of 
fellowship and of real sympathy. We, 
weak, worn and broken, were strength
ened by their strength. I remember the 
man that lifted and helped me across 
the deck had bristles on his chin, and a 
thrill o f joy went through me as his 
rough, unshaven face touched mine.

IV

“ Now,” he concluded, “ that is all 
there is to it. They took me to Santos 
and from there I shipped to Trinidad 
and Neville told me of this job. It 
looked good to me, for I wanted to lay 
around a little and think. Neville gave 
me a few books and I am making a 
sort of Chart of English Literature to 
pass the time.

“ But what gets me is, where was the 
sense of it all? Sometimes it looks to 
me as though the affairs of men are 
run by a Spottgeist, a Rubezahl— some 
mischievous Thing. I swear it does.

"By the way, I forgot one thing. 
Last month I took a pasea down to 
Santos and who should I run into but 
Heinrich. He was one of those that 
the German government had sent out 
to train armies for other governments. 
He had married Amalia. I met her, 
too. She was dressed in pink and there 
was no more affection in me for her 
than there is for that Trinidad girl I 
have in the lighthouse. The. fact is 
that— but wait. When we met she took 
the opportunity of a quiet moment to 
draw me aside and said: ‘You should
not have come here. The past is dead. 
I am married now.’

“ Damn! That girl had the ineffable 
conceit to imagine that I had followed 
her across the Atlantic! What with 
novels and one thing and another, wom
en actually believe in their influence 
and that men are moved to do fool 
things for love’s sake. They think that 
they can run the world by trading on 
their monopoly. Get me? Influence 
o f women— it’s rot!”



Le Tunnel
By Charles Dornier

D EPUIS cinq ans on travaillait au 
tunnel du Simplon. A  Brigue, 
au pied du versant suisse, à, 

Domodossola, du côté italien, ouvrant 
un porche d’ombre le jour, une arche 
de lumière la nuit, avancées de quel
ques mètres à peine par semaine, les 
deux percées s’enfoncaient pour se 
rencontrer au cœur du mont, selon les 
calculs fatalement précis des ingé
nieurs.

La campagne autour de Brigue était 
envahie et bouleversée comme par les 
travaux d’un siège. Le crissement des 
perforatrices, les détonations de la 
dynamite le grincement des treuils, le 
ronflement des dynamos, les sifflets des 
trains montant jusqu’aux cimes de glace 
avaient chassé les clochettes des trou
peaux; au bord des remblais, au flanc 
des rocs ébréchés, les grues énormes 
parmi les sapins dressaient des silhou
ettes de machines de guerre, et à la 
place des chalets isolés posés comme 
des joujoux sur le gazon des pentes, 
une ville de baraques symétrique avait 
soudain poussé, vraie Babel où réson
naient toutes les langues, tous les dia
lectes du monde.

Autour des mille boutiques, des 
cafés, des concerts, affluaient les 
équipes bariolées, mécaniciens, mineurs, 
terrassiers, poseurs, maçons, convoy
eurs; des Français débraillés et gouail
leurs, le mégot collé à la lèvre, la cas
quette sur l ’oreille, en vêtements 
neutres, mais le regard hardi et l’allure 
originale; les Italiens, balancés sur 
leurs espadrilles, avec des ceintures 
écarlates et des chemises noires à pois 
blancs, la moustache sombre et les yeux 
brillants sous le feutre à larges bords; 
des Suisses roses et joufflus, la blouse

serrée dans des pantalons de velours; 
des Allemands, haut bottés, avec des 
chapeaux verts ornés d’une plume 
d’oiseau, qui fumaient de grosses pipes 
à chaînette et à couvercle argenté; des 
Anglais blonds et couperosés, à l’aise 
en de souples kakis : jusqu’à des nègres, 
dandinant, en des bourgerons déteints, 
de longs corps, et semblant plus noirs 
en ce paysage neigeux.

Des femmes, venues elles aussi de 
tous les coins du monde, marchandes 
de pain, de viande, d’étoffes, de bibelots 
ou d’amour, compagnes ou maitresses 
de ces travailleurs nomades, excitaient 
les railleries ou les convoitises, peu
plaient les chantiers, les boutiques et les 
lieux de plaisir, et parmi ces troupes 
aux instincts primitifs entretenaient de 
vives nostalgies, de vieilles chaînes ou 
de brusques coups de passion. Autour 
d’elles se croisaient des tendresses 
ennuyées, des lassitudes ivres, des 
chansons et des musiques naïves, et les 
éclairs des couteaux.

L’une d’elles attirait surtout les re
gards, attisait les désirs mâles par sa 
beauté superbe et tragique. Une cheve
lure de nuit sur des yeux de feu, une 
bouche fraîche comme une blessure, 
svelte, avec une poitrine de statue, 
Maria l'Italienne apparaissait à tous 
comme la proie idéale, celle dont 
l’étreinte vaut toutes les damnations. 
Quand sa robe passait au long des 
chantiers, elle élargissait derrière elle 
un sillage de curiosité frémissante, 
d’ardeurs rivales, et comme jadis Hé
lène sur les murs de Troie décuplait les 
forces des héros dans la plaine, des 
outils, brandis comme des armes gue
rrières, pioches courbées en arcs, pics 
droits comme les lances, attaquaient
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plus furieusement le roc, ouvraient 
sauvagement le sol.

Mais nul n’osait déclarer à la belle 
son amour, car elle était l’esclave 
heureuse d’un maître redoutable, le 
mécanicien Antonio Marciani, un co
losse, que défendait en outre une 
renommée de lointaines aventures. Le 
front barré d’une pensée fixe, les yeux 
d’ün éclat dur de métal, mais qui re
gardaient souvent de biais, avec 
l’inquiètude sournoise des regards de 
taureau, il parlait peu, mais à des 
phrases on devinait que le couple avait 
traîné dans tous les coins de l’ Amé
rique, des placers de Californie aux 
chantiers de Panama. Un des nègres, 
qui avait travaillé avec lui à la Culebra, 
contait que d’un coup de poing il avait 
fait éclater comme une noix de coco le 
crâne d’un gaucho péruvien qui tour
nait trop près de Maria. Un Italien 
avait reconnu dans son dialecte une 
origine sicilienne, mais, quand on lui 
demandait son pays. Antonio répon
dait dans un grognement : “ Depuis le 
temps que je voyage, je ne m’en rap
pelle plus” Quel crime lointain, quelle 
peur ou quel remords poursuivait ce 
couple errant sur les routes étrangères ? 
Nul n’eût su le dire, mais à coup 
sûr Antonio et Maria étaient liées par 
un terrible mystère.

Cependant le travail avançait, mal
gré la résistance de la montagne se ven
geant par des éboulements, crevant des 
poches d’eau bouillante, cœur de 
flamme sous un front de neige. La 
voûte du tunnel, dans le mystère noc
turne, avec son cintre de flamme, sem
blait une moitié de soleil couchant, une 
gueule de four étrange, un soupirail 
d’enfer.

Les rails annelés poussaient les loco
motives jusqu’au fond du souterrain, et 
déjà les pics des deux entreprises se 
rapprochaient, se percevaient, se ré
pondaient derrière l’ultime cloison de 
rochers comme des prisonniers se par
lent en heurtant le mur.

Antonio, en tète de l’équipe, dirigeant 
la tarière hydraulique, redoublait 
d’ardeur pour abattre ce dernier ob

stacle, comme pressé d’émigrer vers 
d’autres contrées.

L ’explosion de la dernière mine avait 
été solennellement préparée. Les 
équipes de chaque frontière, prévenues, 
se tenaient à distance dans leur section 
souterraine. Les ingénieurs aussi 
étaient là, des fonctionnaires des deux 
pays; et, à la même minute, un con
seiller fédéral du Valais et le préfet de 
Milan, appuyant sur un bouton élec
trique, déterminèrent l’explosion.

Au double coup de tonnerre, le mur 
s’ouvrit et, par la brèche, quand 
l’épaisse fumée fut dispersée, des deux  
côtés du tunnel définitivement ouvert, 
comme une longue lunette d’ombre, les 
spectateurs apercevaient très loin le 
demicintre de jour, comme une grosse 
étoile tremblante, et, chassant l’air glacé 
du nord, la brise du sud, chargée de 
parfum, envahit le souterrain. Par 
cette percée, désormais, deux lumières, 
deux climats, deux nations se rejoi
gnaient, se mêlaient.

Les ouvriers maintenant se précipi
taient pour déblayer les débris de l’ex
plosion. Un jet brusque de projecteur 
éclaira les deux équipes au moment où 
elles allaient s’aborder. Et ce fut 
rapide comme une scène cinémato
graphique: Antonio, qui courait en tête 
de l’équipe suisse, avait eu un brusque 
recul à voir déboucher le contremaître 
de l’équipe italienne, et se mettait en 
garde, aussitôt, car déjà l’adversaire 
fonçait sur lui, d’un cri de rage joyeux: 
“ Ah ! enfin, voleur de femmes ! Bandit 
Je te retrouve!”

Antonio, pâle et terrible, avait re
connu de suite le Calabrais Beppo, 
l’ancien mari de Maria, qu’il avait 
énlevée il y a des années. Pour fuir la 
colère implacable de l’époux, en vain il 
avait mis longtemps entre eux, pendant 
des saisons, l’Océan. Un hasard mira
culeux remettait face à face, sous un 
massif alpestre, à 4,000 mètres de pro
fondeur, dans ce couloir d’enfer, les 
deux ennemis farouches.

Les pics énormes dans leurs mains 
furieuss se heurtèrent, mais la taille 
d’Antonio, sous la voûte grossière,
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était une infériorité, et Beppo, ramassé, 
souple et hardi, furieusement rué, du 
premier coup lui défonça la poitrine, 
et avec un sourire retroussé d’hyène, 

,aux camarades qui l’empoignaient, il 
dit simplement: “ Dommage que sa 
garce ne soit pas là. J’aurais aimé à 
faire coup double!”

“ Avec les femmes, dit un Français, 
d’un ton sceptique, ça finit toujours par 
du vilain!”

Philosophe, un Allemand fit grave

ment remarquer que deux haines qui se 
cherchent finissent toujours par se ren
contrer, tandis que, superstitieux 
comme ses aïeux romains, un Piémon
tais s’écriait:

“ Le tunnel, cimenté par le sang, se 
trouve heureusement inauguré. Pour 
qu’une grande œuvre réussisse, il y 
faut une victime.”

Et ce fut là toute l’oraison funèbre 
d’Antonio, le bel amant de Maria 
l’Italienne.

Imagination
By Lawrence M .  Wilson

T H E  room was stifling. I had to have air.
I used all str ength possible but could not open the window one inch. 

Creeping back to bed, I picked up a boot and hurled it in the direction of 
the window.

A  crash of falling glass and I sank gently into the arms of Morpheus, 
drinking in the cool crisp air, contented. . . .

* * * * *
I think ten dollars is an exorbitant price to charge for the glass door 

of a small bookcase!

Chant Connubial
By R. Jere Black, Jr.

M Y husband loves me because he thinks I am innocent 
O f knowledge of other men,
Of worldliness,
Of feminine guile.

I love my husband because he thinks I am innocent: 
Of knowledge of other men,
Of worldliness,
Of feminine guile.

S. S.—April—9



His Other Self
By R . L . Fairchild

H E  hit only the high spots. He used his inheritance to lubricate his way 
along the rosy path. He revelled among the super-revellers. He drank 

among the super-inebriates. His existence was a series of hops from one 
peak of pleasure to the next. She was the one strong influence in his life. 
She helped him.

T o a Cabaret Singer
By Phillips Russell

W HEN to hired music you danced 
On hired legs 

In which ungirlish muscles 
Long ago had bent 
The grace away;
W hen to sated men 
A  hired smile you cast,
And laughter rose 
A t capers paid for in wages,
A  lonely island I 
In seas o f merriment—
I alone, Simone,
I alone was sad for you.

R OM ANCE did not really die out of life until the first woman put on a flan
nel nightgown.

W IF E ’S idea of a good man’s just due: one hook in the clothes closet.
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The Hooligan at the Gate
By George Jean Nathan

M ORE than any other force, more 
than any other ten forces all 
compact, have the moving pic

tures in the last half dozen years suc
ceeded brilliantly in reducing further 
the taste, the sense and the general 
culture of the American nation. Like 
a thundering flood of bilge and scum, 
the flapdoodle of the films has swept 
over the country carrying before it 
what seeds of perception were sprout
ing, however faintly, among our less
er peoples. And today the cinema, 
ranking the. second largest industry in 
the States, proudly views the havoc 
it has wrought and turns its eyes to 
new Belgiums.

Controlled in the overwhelming 
main by the most ignorant social out
casts, by the spawn of push-cart immi
gration, by hereditary toothpick suck
ers, soup coloraturas and six-day sock 
wearers, controlled in the mass by 
men of a complete anaesthesia to 
everything fine and everything earnest 
and everything potentially dollarless, the 
moving pictures— the physic of the pro
letariat— have revealed themselves the 
most effective carriers of idiocy that the 
civilized world has known. Here in 
America, their fortress, they have 
cheapened a national taste, already 
cheap, to a point where cheapness can 
seem to go no further. They have 
lurked near schoolhouses and seduced 
the impressionable minds of children. 
They have crawled up alleys and side- 
streets and for thirty pieces of copper 
have sold youth into aesthetic corrup
tion. They have gagged the mouths 
of almost every newspaper in Ameri
ca with a rich advertising revenue: if 
there is a newspaper in the land that

has the honour and respectability to 
call the moving pictures by their right 
name, I haven’t heard of it. They 
have bought literature and converted 
it, by their own peculiar and esoteric 
magic, into rubbish. They have bought 
imaginative actors and converted 
them into face-makers and mechanical 
dolls. They have bought reputable 
authors and dramatists and have con
verted them: into shamefaced hacks. 
They have elected for their editors 
and writers the most obscure and tal
entless failures of journalism and the 
tawdry periodicals. They have en
listed as their directors, with a few 
reputable exceptions, an imposing ar
ray of ex-stage butlers, assistant stage 
managers of tank town troupes, dis
charged pantaloons and the riffraff of 
Broadway street corners. And pres
ently— as I observed last month— 
they sweep their wet tongue across 
the American theater.

By the time this gets into print, 
the moving picture organizations will 
— unless a miracle intervenes— have 
begun to get a strangle hold on the 
native theater. Some months since 
this hold was already exhibiting its 
choking power. Now that grip is 
closing in . . . one hears, faintly, the 
rattles. And save, as I say, a miracle 
stop it, there will shortly be not more 
than three or four freemen in the 
American theater, not more than 
three or four men who will be able, or 
who will be permitted, to produce a 
play not designed for subsequent film 
use, not more than three or four men 
who will be the proud possessors of 
their own consciences, their own souls, 
and their own integrity. And to these
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men the present theaters will, save in 
isolated instances, be closed.

Day by day the facts leak out. Day 
by day comes the news that now this 
theater and now that has been bought 
in the boll-weevils. The pest spreads 
through the larger cities of all Ameri
ca, the keystones of the native thea
ter. The theaters of the late Charles 
Frohman, the theaters of the Shu- 
berts, certain of the theaters of Klaw 
and Erlanger, and any number of 
theaters called by the name “ inde
pendent” are already either gobbled 
up, or are about to be gobbled up. In 
New York, Philadelphia, Boston, Chi
cago the situation wears the same 
face. And gradually the one chance 
that the American drama had to re
deem and to glorify itself, gradually 
the one chance it had, after these many 
struggled and arduous years, to assert 
itself for the best there was in it— 
gradually, but unmistakably and sub
versively, that one chance trembles 
hazardously in the balance. For with
out theaters in New York and the 
larger cities this one chance will not 
longer be privileged the kind of man 
who, indifferent to the oily shekels 
of the Zukors, the Selznicks and the 
Goldfishes, dares write the drama he 
feels and the kind of man who, 
placing his pride and his honour 
above the thirty percent bonds of 
some Celluloid Mines Co., Inc., dares 
give the former a fair and fearless 
field.

There are three or four men who 
are standing bravely, backs to the 
wall, to stem the garbage flood. Hop
kins, I hear, is one of these. Hop
kins would, of course, be one of these. 
Belasco is another. So is Edgar Sel
wyn, despite his holdings in the 
Goldwyn company. And so, they tell 
me, are Maurice Gest and Erlanger. 
But the job of these men is not going 
to be an easy job. Aligned against 
them is the full and deadly artillery 
of the greatest horde of artistic bar
barians our day in this world has 
known. And every cannon spew ing 
the plains is rammed to the nozzle

with W all Street and Wilmington, 
Delaware, gold. W all Street is be
hind the Famous Players-Lasky out
fit with its war-made millions. And 
every half-ounce of DuPont powder 
that shot a piece of lead into the bow
els of a German is now, converted in
to specie, behind the Goldwyn pack to 
shoot a piece of lead into the bowels 
of the American drama. No, the de
fenders of the theater will have no 
easy tune of it. They will have to 
fight, beg, borrow, steal and implore 
for stages to show any play of theirs 
above the quality of screen dung. 
They will be beset by alluring bribes— 
and man, as he grows older, grows 
alas weak and human. They will—  
when the moving picture people be
gin chloroforming the newspapers with 
bigger and bigger advertisements-— 
have to weather the newspapers’ inat
tention and neglect, and perhaps even 
cunning hostility. They will, maybe 
not all o f them, but some, eventually 
surrender.

But, one hears the birdies say, even 
under moving picture control will the 
theaters be worse piffle-mills than they 
are today? The answer, gentlemen, is 
simple. They will. The owners, man
agers and producers o f our so-called 
commercial theater at the present 
time may not be Corinthians of the 
highest carat, but they are of a class 
infinitely superior to the controllers 
o f the motion picture industry. They 
are more hospitable m en; they are 
artistically more venturesome men; 
they are men in whom burn, albeit at 
times almost indiscernibly, the flick
ering fires of dramatic faith. You will 
be hard put to it, my optimistic hear
ties, to find such men in the movie 
trade. These latter are muck mer
chants pure and simple. Show me one 
who would willingly, proudly, take a 
chance on anything that didn’t prom
ise a fifty percent profit, and I’ll roll 
a wienerwurst with a mustard ladle 
from Arrowhead Inn to Eberlin’s. 
Show me two, and I ’ll eat the wurst 
at the end of the trip.

But millions are not the only thing
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the independent producer will have to 
fight. The moving picture Pluto pur
veyors, say what you will against 
them, are clever machinators, and 
they will contend against the rebels 
with succulent guiles. These guiles 
will be poised indirectly at the rebels, 
and more directly at the public and 
the press. It will not do, they will be 
well aware, to give themselves and 
their shoddy game too clearly away. 
There will be need of some hocus- 
pocus. And the resulting tactic has 
already been illustrated. Lest the 
public decline to be hornswoggled in
to laying out $2.75 to see a dramatic 
abortion that, once it gets a Broad
way name, may be seen on the screen 
for 27c., the film Machiavellis must 
indulge themselves in some more or 
less sly chicane. Unpalatable though 
it be, they must now and again cover 
up their tracks by interrupting the 
drivel procession momentarily with a 
“ literary”  opus and so throw the pub
lic and newspaper reviewers oft the 
scent. And thus every two dozen 
dime-novel detective reboilings, melo
dramatic yokel-yankers and sentimen
tal slops will be relieved, for purposes 
of deception, with some “ classy stuff” 
by Arnold Bennett and other such 
literary guys. As I say, we have al
ready had an illustration of the proce
dure. And what is more, as I have 
also implied, it will probably work. 
The public will be fooled more adroit
ly than the public has ever been fooled 
before, and the newspaper reviewers 
will be brought t o swallow the two 
dozen embryonic film-jakes under the 
delusion that, for immediate want of 
better dramatic material, they are 
merely makeshifts to pave the way 
for finer things. The scheme, to re
peat, is approximately as opaque as a 
plate-glass shop window, but— again 
to repeat— it will work like a cake of 
yeast.

In a year or two, save some mys
terious Jeanne d’Arc come to the res
cue, the American drama will be dic
tated to not by the Belascos with all 
their faults, but by the Marcus Loews

with all theirs. The odds, even mind
ful of innumerable “ Little Ladies in 
Blue”  and “ Son-Daughters,”  need no 
posting. They are as clear as W est 
192nd Street. Under the new regime, 
one of the few uncontaminated pro
ducers will have to fight for bookings 
against the gang within the fold, If 
one of the latter has a piece of tripe 
the future Los Angeles value of which 
is plain, and one of the former a play 
by Hauptmann, Rostand or Gals
worthy, it is needless to guess which 
will get the coveted theater. This, too, 
and even this early, we have already 
seen demonstrated. As I write, a “play” 
produced by one of the henchmen of 
the moving picture pediculidæ has 
been quickly booked into New York 
while the respectable effort of an in
dependent producer, the screen prop
erties of which are practically nil, is 
being left to starve in the expensive, 
experimental hinterland. The future 
screen spew must get its Broadway im
primatur at all hazards!

A  few direct questions, under oath, 
to the anticipated whines and protes
tations of the movie gentry:

1. In control of the theater, would 
you have produced Tarkington’s “ Clar
ence” and Butler’s “ Mamma’s Affair,” 
the two best pieces of comic writing 
of the present season? W ould these 
plays not have impressed you, from 
preliminary manuscript reading, as 
being not particularly well suited to 
the screen, and hence not safe theatri
cal investments?

2. In control of the theater, would 
you ever have produced such impos
sible moving picture material as 
Shaw’s “ Fanny’s First Play” or “ Cæ
sar and Cleopatra,” as Pinero’s “ Thun
derbolt” and “ Preserving Mr. Pan- 
mure”  and “W ife W ithout a Smile,” 
as Galsworthy’s “ Strife,”  as Brieux’s 
“ Incubus,”  as Chesterton’s “ Magic,” 
as Molnar’s “ Where Ignorance Is 
Bliss,”  as Bahr’s “ The Master,”  as 
Berger’s “ The Deluge,”  as Maxwell’s 
“ Devil’s Garden,”  as Rubinstein’s 
“ Consequences,”  as Barrie’s “ The
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Legend of Leonora,”  as Davies’ “ The 
Mollusc,”  as W ilde’s “ Importance of 
Being Earnest,” as Rostand’s “ Chan- 
tecler,”  as Schnitzler’s “Anatol,”  as 
Githa Sowerby’s “ Rutherford and 
Son,”  as Houghton’s “ Hindle Wakes,” 
as Robinson’s “ Patriots”  and “The 
Lost Leader,”  as Stephen Phillips’ 
“ Herod” ? If, under oath, your answer 
is yes, then I ’ll roll that wienerwurst 
all the way back again. Yet all these 
plays, and many more like them, have 
been produced under our late com
mercial managerial system.

3. In control o f the theater, finally, 
would you— other things being equal 
— give precedence in booking to a 
producer of “ Richard the Third”  or to 
a producer of “ The Detective’s 
Clue” ?

I address you, gentlemen, in the 
matter impersonally. You have been 
more than liberal to me in your offers 
for certain of my own published writ
ings, though I have felt— and, as sub
sequent events proved, felt rightly—  
that you have erred sadly in imagin
ing my kind of work the sort of thing 
suited to your peculiar purposes. You 
are currently showing upon the 
screen, and paying well and promptly 
for, certain epigrammatic non-picture 
material from this very magazine. For 
all the wails I have heard against you, 
you have— save in one instance— nev
er been other than fair in your dealings 
with any publisher or any magazine 
or any writer with whom, as editor 
and writer, I have come into contact. 
But, gentlemen, you would buy a 
soul, or sell one, for a nickel. You 
have not the slightest trace of literary 
judgment, not the slightest trace of 
dramatic judgment, not the slightest 
trace of honourable theatrical judg
ment. You are, the most of you, ignor
ant, narrow, vainglorious and illiter
ate men. Stick to your lasts, and leave 
the theater alone. Go on corrupting 
the boobery; go on making your mil
lions ; go on with your traffic in magnifi
cent cowboys and hip-rolling vampires 
and bouncing golden curls— but leave 
what is left of the American theater.

Miss R a c h e l  B u t l e r ’ s  “Mamma’s 
Affair”  is, as observed, with Tarking- 
ton’s “ Clarence,”  the only compara
tively distinguished example of native 
light comedy writing disclosed thus 
far in the current season. Promul
gated as “ the Harvard Prize Play,”  it 
actually has about as much connec
tion with Harvard as the Harvard 
Lunch. Its author, a lady of some 
thirty-seven or eight summers, has 
not seen Professor Baker’s classroom 
since the days of the American repub
lic. And what she learned of the stage 
while she was there was conceivably 
less valuable to her than what she 
learned as a professional actress, as 
an indefatigable experimenter in the 
writing of numerous dramatic manu
scripts, and as an invited consultant 
thereon with various professional pro
ducers. But, whatever the irrelevant 
facts, her play reveals at once a mind 
free of theatrical rubber-stamps and 
a craftsmanship which, if still in the 
process of warming, has about it a 
considerable flavour.

The leading virtue of Miss Butler is 
what may be called the technique of 
reticence. Her first produced manu
script gains its force, paradoxically 
speaking, from its very lack of force. 
It is as nervously arresting in its ab
sence of explosion as an unachieved 
sneeze. Where the average American 
playwright grabs his theme by the arm, 
marches it straight down to the foot- 
light trough, constrains it to fix the 
audience’s eye and, thus poised, 
brings it to deliver its high tidings in 
the voice of a Sixth Avenue auction
eer, Miss Butler very quietly causes 
hers to peek periodically around the 
corner of a screen and whisper. Her 
comedy has much of that most charm
ing of all comedy properties: an inci
dental quality. She is, indeed, though 
on a different dramatic level, the first 
native playwright since Clare Rum
mer to reveal it. But while she reveals 
it, she fails to sustain it. Her play 
break's in the middle. The first act

II
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is a very good instance of light com
edy writing. Part of the second act 
is also good. But at about ten min
utes of ten in the playing time, both 
her theme and her initial attitude to
ward it desert her. From this point 
on, one has the impression of sitting 
before an almost entirely different 
story— a story, however, whose even 
most banal ingredients the playwright 
handles with a deal of freshness and 
smooth humour.

The play, as you doubtless have al
ready read in the periodicals that go 
in for the lavish retailing of “ plots,” 
has to do with an elaborately hypo
chondriacal mother who gradually 
saps the health and life happiness 
from her adoring and ministering lit
tle daughter. But this theme, as no
ticed, dissipates itself before the 
manuscript is half done, and what 
constitutes the balance is intrinsically 
little more than a simple love story. 
Yet, as also noticed, this love story is 
very pleasantly manoeuvred. The 
comedy, unlike “ Clarence,” is one of 
character rather than of situation and 
wit. It is by no means so witty nor 
so dexterous a piece of writing as 
Tarkington’s, which still ranks the 
first comedy of the year. But it is 
gracious, amiably sophisticated and 
often droll.

The weight of the play falls, in per
formance, upon the role of the daugh
ter, here excellently materialized by 
Miss Ida St. Leon. The general di
rection is otherwise peculiarly stupid, 
a totally false emphasis of exaggera
tion— perilously approaching burlesque 
— being dumped upon the fragile 
manuscript like a ton of lead.

III

E u g e n e  G. O ’N e il l  at last reaches 
the professional theater with “ Beyond 
the Horizon,” his first full-length play. 
Here, too, we have a manuscript of 
uncommon native quality. I have 
written so much of O ’Neill since the 
days of his early appearance in the 
pages of this magazine— and not only

of O ’Neill, but of this p la y --that little 
remains to be put down. The smell 
of the sea— so beautifully captured in 
his “ Moon of the Caribbees,”  so vig
orously captured in his other one- 
acters— reaches his present play only 
from afar— the play is not a play of 
the sea— but it sweeps down over the 
intervening hills with all the old force 
and fragrance. O ’Neill can grasp at
mosphere as no other young writer 
for our theater can grasp it. And he 
can achieve the ominous heralding of 
the tragic, the sinister, distant tom
tom strain, with! nervous and compel
ling eloquence. “ Beyond the Horizon” 
is a tragedy of hopes and ambitions, 
faiths and dreams, slowly strangled 
by the merciless g od s : the tale of two 
brothers, one weak, one strong. Its 
chief defect is its occasionally too in
sistent note: O ’Neill seems at times 
to underscore a trifle too heavily. But 
he knows how to write; he knows 
whereof he writes; and he is by all 
odds the most important newcomer the 
American stage has greeted in many 
years.

IV
“ T h e  R u in e d  L a d y ,”  by Miss Frances 

Nordstrom, was another Grace George 
vehicle, which is to say the more or 
less conventional Rialto rubbish. The 
idea of the manuscript was stale— the 
woman who deliberately compromises 
herself with a man that the latter may 
be persuaded to marry her is a figure 
in every third rejected magazine 
manuscript; the humour was of the 
cheap vaudeville gag species; the 
writing was of the sort found in 
magazines with a large farm circula
tion. The long visitation of shoddy 
manuscripts is beginning to tell on 
Miss George: she is getting old un
der the strain; her erstwhile admira
ble comedy sparkle is fast going; her 
work is catching the lack-lustre of the 
manuscripts. I shall swear off seeing 
her again until she selects— or has 
selected for her— a respectable play.

“ Trimmed in Scarlet,”  by William 
Hurlbut, was still another Grace
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George play, this one being starred in 
by Miss Maxine Elliott. Under the 
title “ Mrs. Prudence”  it was given a 
preliminary canter by Miss George 
two seasons ago. O f quality akin to 
“ The Ruined Lady,”  it was disclosed 
generally as the stereotyped produce 
o f the showshop with absolutely noth
ing to recommend it to the person 
who looks to the stage for other 
things than deep-breathing exercises 
by passe emotional actresses and 
tournaments in complexion rejuve
nation by passe comediennes.

In the performance of neither of 
these plays was there aught to com
mend save the work of Mr. John Mil- 
tern in the former. Mr. Miltern’s pic
ture of the impregnable bachelor was 
sketched with no little drollery.

If Miss George is the most inept 
referee of plays among our actresses, 
Otis Skinner perhaps ranks first 
among our actors. It is an unusual 
year that calls for more than a sen
tence or two in the criticism of a 
Skinner vehicle. This year that ve
hicle bears the name “ Pietro,” and 
bears the collaborative signatures of 
W ife Skinner and Mr. Jules Eckert 
Goodman. This year’s critical sen
tence: “ Pietro” is an Hal Reid melo
drama about an Italian made up to 
look like Otis Skinner in “ Mr. An
tonio.”

V
T h e  propaganda in behalf of Jacin

to Benavente’s sublimity, its lethar
gic flanks assiduously spurred and 
whacked on by the indefatigable 
Señor Underhill, fails to move me. 
Than the good Underhill, fugleman 
for the Sociedad de Autores Españo
les in the United States, the Sociedad 
could find no more enthusiastic con
sul did it search the New Jerseys 
and Ohios from end to end. To 
Underhill, every Spanish playwright 
is a maestro. Let one, however  
humble, put five cents worth of stamps 
on his manuscript and ship it over 
here to our friend and, upon read
ing it, our friend promptly sits him

self down and composes a ten thou
sand word preface announcing its 
author as a great genius who, ow
ing to the peculiar geografía and conse
quent temperamental idealismo and 
pequeñeces o f the Catalinian lapidoso ar
royo, will, alas, be perhaps slightly mis
judged by Americans. To the ebullient 
Underhill there isn’t a Sammie Shipman 
in the whole Spanish theater: every 
playwright is “notable,” “ distinguished,” 
“ a compelling figure,” “ brilliantly dar
ing and original,”  “ a peerless satirist,” 
“ a master spirit,”  “ an expert of ex
perts,” or, when the good Underhill has 
the megrims and loses temporarily his 
bestewment, perhaps only “an amazing
ly clairvoyant mind.”

In behalf of Benavente, in particular, 
doth the effervescent Underhill spread 
himself. Benavente, according to our 
Underhill, is the very crême de la crême, 
the very ruby, indeed the very meravi
glia, cindad alegre y condada, not to say 
minestrone and zabalgione, of modern 
dramatists. Benavente, indeed further, 
is— observes our friend— not merely a 
great dramatist, like Shakespeare or 
Molière, but an elegant of the clubs, a 
chevalier aux dames, an invincible 
swordsman, a crack shot, a slayer of 
wild elephantos, a remarkable actor, a 
practised prestidigitator, a connoisseur 
of foods and rare wines, a very fashion
able dresser, an excellent bridge player, 
an expert dancer (his especial forte is 
the side-dip maxixe), a portrait painter 
and very humorous cartoonist, a fellow 
known to all the tony Madrid headwait
ers, a very fair pianist and a splendid 
trombone player, a penetrating critic 
of arts, letters and psychogenesis, a col
lector of cyathaxoniidse, and a fine bass 
singer, “ He has travelled extensively,” 
writes Underhill, “and is conversant 
with the languages and literatures of 
Western Europe and of America, in 
which he is familiarly at home. No 
vital subject is alien to him. His field 
is world-wide, and his sympathies are of 
cosmopolitan range . . . His style per
vades the whole of his work with the 
effortless clarity of the last manner of 
Velazquez, which is as if it had never
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met with an obstacle in the world. Such 
a style comes only to the maturity of a 
great artist . . .  Every idea of Bena
vente’s is an idea and a half . . .  ‘I do 
not make my plays for the public,’ says 
Benavente; ‘I make the public for my 
plays!’ . . . Benavente has written one- 
act plays, musical plays, allegories, 
farces in one, two and three acts; he 
has made a prose version of ‘King 
Lear’ ; he has made some notable trans
lations from the English, Catalan, 
French and American; he has written 
comedies, tragedies, cycloramic specta
cles, satires'. . . He has tried his hand at 
almost every genre, and has been suc
cessful in them all— peasant drama and 
the tragedy of blood, satires of provin
cial and metropolitan society, of the 
aristocracy, dramas of the middle class, 
court comedy in the most subtle and re
fined of forms, romantic comedies and 
dramas, rococo spectacles, imaginative 
fairy piays of genuine poetic worth. In 
all these different genres he has moved 
with consummate ease. Benavente is 
not only an artist, he is much more; he 
is a master of life! His unity and his 
complexity partake of the multifarious
ness of the modern world!” . . . And 
so, our friend, for eight or nine thou
sand words.

One of this towering genius’ opera, 
“ La Malquerida”— translated as “ The 
Passion Flower”— is currently observ
able in the local theater. It discloses it
self to be an ably constructed but per
fectly empty piece of stage writing. 
Built up to a theatrically effective last- 
act scene wherein a girl hysterically 
confesses her love, long masked as ha
tred, for her mother’s second husband, 
its preliminary materials are revelatory 
o f little more artistic dramatic force 
than is the gift of such second-rate 
Frenchmen as Bernstein and de Crois
set. His characters are developed not in 
the manner of imaginative photography 
with its careful study, its careful ad
justment of lights and shadows, its care
ful development and printing, but in the

manner of snapshots. He is a service
able technician of the stage, but he 
builds with the hand and the mind of 
a Sardou. The other plays of his with 
which I am acquainted— I know the bulk 
of his dramatic writing fairly well— do 
not persuade me much more greatly. He 
is, at his best, a distinctly inferior Eche
garay. He is, at his worst, a distinctly 
inferior amateur playwright of the Lon
don Play Actors’ experimental stage 
brand. He is, in general, an imitator: 
in “ The Bonds of Interest” of the meth
ods of Giacosa, in certain o f his other 
satires of the methods of Shaw (much 
diluted), in “ La Malquerida” of the 
methods of Guiméra, in “ Sacrifice” and 
“ The Victor Soul” of the methods of 
Lavedan and French dramatists of his 
stripe, in “ The Evil Doers of Good” of 
the methods of the German satirical 
comedy school that sprang to life in the 
wake of Shaw . . He writes nimbly, 
but he writes other men’s ideas.

The performance of “ La Malquerida” 
offers Miss Nance O ’Neil another bril
liant opportunity to display all those 
vivid shortcomings for which, by the 
esoteric practises of American dramatic 
criticism, she has been elevated to the 
position of an actress of rank.

VI

T h e  best of the new music shows is 
“As You Were,” an adaptation of the 
always amusing Rip’s “ Plus Ça 
Change.”  Why has the Rip gold mine 
not been more often tapped by local 
impresarios? He has written a dozen 
music show books fully as comical as 
this one. Miss Irene Bordoni, starred 
in the exhibit with Sam Bernard, is one 
of the most likable tune stage entertain
ers before us. The poorest of the re
cent farces is “ Breakfast in Bed,” a 
wretched adaptation of Georges Fey
deau’s familiar and funny “ Occupe Toi 
d’Amélie.”  “ He and She,”  by Rachel 
Crothers, is an Augustus Thomas play 
written by a woman.



On Journalism
By H .  L . Mencken

U PTON SINCLAIR’S long antici
pated philippic against the reptile 
press of our great Wesleyan re

public, now published at last under the 
somewhat fanciful title of “ The Brass 
Check,” runs true to Socialist form in 
two salient ways. That is to say, it is 
full o f a moral indignation that is undi
luted by the slightest smear, trace or 
homœopathic attenuation of humor, and 
it winds up with a remedy that is sim
ple, clear, bold and idiotic.

That remedy I need not describe with 
too much particularity; it has been set 
forth in The Nation, The Appeal to 
Reason and other forward-looking ga
zettes by Dr. Sinclair himself, and no 
doubt The Profiteer’s Review  and other 
such organs of reaction have given it 
copious critical notice. In its essence it 
contemplates raising a fund of $1,300,
000, founding a weekly to be devoted 
to “ the truth, the whole truth and noth
ing but the truth,”  and then appointing 
a committee of master-minds to deter
mine just what the truth is. This last 
device, in the secrecy of my cabinet, 
gives me a lot of malicious joy. Dr. 
Sinclair’s nominations to the committee 
give me even more. Think of Samuel 
Untermyer, Amos Pinchot and Frank 
A. Vanderlip sitting down in solemn 
state to dispose of the problem that 
stumped and flabbergasted the great 
Graeco-Roman intellect of Pontius 
Pilate! Imagine a board of examiners 
of the latest Woodrovian tosh made up 
of Charles Edward Russell, Herbert 
Croly and Allan Benson, all eager wit
nesses to the immutable truth of the 
tosh of yesteryear! And fancy M ax

Eastman, Rabbi Stephen S. Wise and 
Mrs. J, Borden Harriman told off to 
inquire into the merits of the latest 
shindig in Ireland, or of the presiden
tial platform of General Dr. Leonard 
Wood, or of the next set o f Sisson docu
ments, by the editor of Comic Cuts out 
of the American Historical Associa
tion! More charming still, try to pic
ture the plain people throwing the 
Hearst papers, the World and the Eve
ning Telegram into the ash-barrel, and 
then waiting patiently for six days for 
the National News (the proposed name 
o f the Sinclair zeitung) to tell them the 
plain and unvarnished truth, unrelieved 
by the slightest aesthetic exaggeration!

And what of the raw material ? How 
are these drum-head courts of eminent 
gnosiologists to arrive at their judg
ments? Where is the evidence coming 
from? Let Dr. Sinclair answer. “ When 
the Centralia incident occurs,” he says, 
“ you telegraph to a professor in the 
University of Washington to proceed 
immediately to Centralia, at the paper’s 
expense, and to telegraph one thousand 
words about what actually happened in 
the riot.” What could be simpler? 
Welcome an old, old friend: the theory 
of. the divine inspiration of the Privat 
Dozent. One glance, and the learned 
man grasps all the facts that Chambers 
of Commerce, Rotary Clubs, American 
Legions, patriotic Mayors, Department 
of Justice perjurers, Federal judges 
with eyes higher up, and lying newspa
per reporters have labored abominably 
to conceal. And then, his thousand 
words on the wire, he goes back to his 
university— and is at once knocked in 
the head by his 100 per cent American 
trustees. ... 

138
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Thus Sinclair, the incurable romantic, 
wholesale believer in the obviously not 
so. The man delights me constantly. 
His faith in the wisdom of the incurably 
imbecile, the virtue of the congenitally 
dishonest, the lofty idealism of the in
corrigibly sordid is genuinely affecting. 
I know of no one in all this vast para
dise of credulity who gives a steadier 
and more heroic credit to the intrinsical
ly preposterous. But that is as far as 
I care to go in contumely of him. Al
lowing everything for his lack of humor, 
His chronic moral indignation, his 
strangely distorted will-to-believe, his 
hypertrophied trust in God, it must be 
plain to every competent observer that 
in “ The Brass Check’' he has achieved 
a very interesting piece of writing, a 
picaresque chronicle of a high order, 
and that the things he sets forth as facts 
are, in the majority of instances, unde
niably true. The newspapers will de
nounce him as a liar debauched with 
Bolshevik money, the generality of lay
men will suspect him of gross exaggera
tion, and he may find himself, in the end, 
with some nasty damage suits on his 
hands. But if my testimony is worth 
anything under American rules of evi
dence ( e.g., that the deduction of a gov
ernment detective is worth more than 
the sworn statement of an eye-witness, 
that every man who reads an I. W. W . 
leaflet may be presumed to be plotting 
to overthrow the Constitution by force, 
and that it is a proof of guilt for an ac
cused man to send for a lawyer and de
mand to be confronted by his accusers), 
then I offer it in his cause most cheer
fully. I have been in almost constant 
practise as a journalist since the year 
1899. I have held every editorial job 
that newspapers have to offer, from 
that of dramatic critic to that of editor- 
in-chief. More, I have no old grudges 
in my gizzard. I was always paid as 
much as I was worth, I was never dis
charged, no one ever charged me with 
being an idealist, and I am at this mo
ment on the best of terms with every 
newspaper that I have ever had any
thing to do with. What I desire to say 
is simply this: that to the best of my

knowledge and belief, the average 
American newspaper, even of the so- 
called better sort, is not only quite as 
bad as Dr. Sinclair says it is, but ten 
times worse— ten times as ignorant, ten 
times as unfair and tyrannical, ten times 
as complaisant and pusillanimous, and 
ten times as devious, hypocritical, dis
ingenuous, deceitful, pharisaical, peck- 
sniffian, fraudulent, knavish, slippery, 
unscrupulous, perfidious, lewd and dis
honest. . .  .

Alas, alas! I understate it horribly! 
The average American newspaper, es
pecially of the so-called better sort, has 
the intelligence of a Baptist evangelist, 
the courage of a rat, the fairness of a 
Prohibitionist boob-bumper, the infor
mation of a high-school janitor, the taste 
of a designer of celluloid valentines, and 
the honor o f a police-station lawyer. Ask 
me to name so many as five papers that 
are clearly, above this average— chal
lenge me to nominate five that are run 
as intelligently, as fairly, as courageous
ly, as decently and as honestly as the 
average nail factory, or building and 
loan association, or Bismarck herring 
importing business— and I ’ll be two or 
three days making up the list. And 
when I have made it up and the names 
are read by the bailiff, a wave of 
snickers will pass over the assembly af
ter nearly every one. These snickers 
will come from newspaper men who 
know a shade more about the matter 
than I do.

II

W h a t  ails the newspapers o f  the 
United States primarily—and what ails 
Dr. Sinclair’s scheme of reform quite as 
plainly— is the fact that their gigantic 
commercial development compels them 
to appeal to larger and larger masses of 
undifferentiated men, and that the truth 
is a commodity that the masses of undif
ferentiated men cannot be induced to 
buy. The causes thereof lie deep down 
in the psychology of the Homo boobus, 
or inferior man— which is to say, of 
the normal, the typical, the dominant 
citizen o f  a democratic s o c ie ty . T h is
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man, despite a superficial appearance of 
intelligence, is really quite incapable of 
anything properly describable as reason
ing. The ideas that fill his head are 
formulated, not by a process of ratio
cination, but by a process of mere emo
tion. He has, like all the other higher 
mammalia, very intense feelings, but, 
like them again, he has very little genu
ine sense. What pleases him most in the 
department o f ideas, and hence what is 
most likely to strike him as true, is sim
ply whatever gratifies his prevailing 
yearnings— for example , the yearning 
for physical security, that for mental 
tranquillity and that for regular and 
plentiful subsistence. In other words, 
the thing he asks of ideas is precisely 
the thing he asks of institutions, to wit, 
escape from doubt and danger, freedom 
from what Nietzsche called the hazards 
of the labyrinth, above all, relief from 
fear—the basic emotion of all inferior 
creatures at all times and everywhere. 
Therefore, this man is generally relig
ious, for the sort of religion he knows 
is simply a vast scheme to relieve him 
from a vain and painful struggle with 
the mysteries of the universe. And 
therefore he is a democrat, for democ
racy is a scheme to safeguard him 
against exploitation by his superiors in 
strength and sagacity. And therefore, 
in all his miscellaneous reactions to 
ideas, he embraces invariably those that 
are the simplest, the least unfamiliar, 
the most comfortable— those that fit in 
most readily with his fundamental emo
tions, and so make the least demands 
upon his intellectual agility, resolution 
and resourcefulness. In sum, he is an 
ass.

The problem before a modern news
paper, hard pressed by the need of car
rying on a thoroughly wholesale busi
ness, is that of enlisting the interest of 
this inferior man, and by interest, of 
course, I do not mean his mere listless 
attention, but his active emotional co
operation. Unless a newspaper can 
manage to arouse his feelings it might 
just as well not have at him at all, for 
his feelings are the essential .part of 
him, and it is out of them that he

dredges up his obscure loyalties and
aversions. Well, and how are his feel
ings to be, stirred up ? At bottom, the 
business is quite simple. First scare 
him— and then reassure him. First get 
him into a panic with a bugaboo— and 
then go to the rescue, gallantly and up
roariously, with a stuffed club to lay 
it. First fake him— and then fake him 
again. This, in substance, is the whole 
theory and practise of the art of journal
ism in These States. In so far as our 
public gazettes have any serious busi
ness at all, it is the business of snouting 
out and exhibiting new and startling 
horrors, atrocities, impending calami
ties, tyrannies, villainies, enormities, 
mortal perils, jeopardies, outrages, ca
tastrophes— first snouting out and ex
hibiting them, and then magnificently 
circumventing and disposing of them. 
The first part is very easy. It is almost 
unheard of for the mob to disbelieve in 
a new bugaboo. Immediately the hide
ous form is unveiled it begins to quake 
and cry out: the reservoir of its pri
mary fears is always ready to run over. 
And the second part is not much more 
difficult. The one thing demanded of the 
remedy is that it be simple, more or less 
familiar, easy to comprehend— that it 
make no draft upon the higher cerebral 
centers— that it avoid leading the shy 
and delicate intelligence of the mob into 
strange and hence painful fields of 
speculation. All healthy journalism in „ 
America—"healthy in the sense that it 
flourishes spontaneously and needs no 
outside aid— is based firmly upon just 
such an invention and scotching o f buga
boos. And so is all politics. And so is 
all religion. Whatever stands above 
that fundamental imposture is an artifi
ciality— a plaything of men with more 
hope than sense.  Intelligent and honest 
journalism, intelligent and honest poli
tics, even intelligent and honest religion 
— these things, in a democratic society, 
have no legitimate place. They are, 
when they are encountered, exotic curi
osities, pale and clammy orchids, half- 
fabulous beasts in cages. Take away 
the steam heat, the milk bottle, the hy
podermic, and p o o f! they are gone.
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T h u s  it  seems to  m e  to be rather an 
injustice, and far too facilely smug and 
moral, to blame the low state of the 
public prints in the nation upon the ras
cality of their owners and conductors. 
The trade of printing them, of course, 
is evil, and so the men who are attracted 
to it are chiefly evil, too, but the pri
mary evilness is not in the trade or the 
traders but in the customers. In this 
department much senseless gabble goes 
on against such fellows as Hearst. I 
do not know this Hearst, have never 
witnessed him in the flesh, and have 
never worked for any of his newspapers 
or magazines, but when I observe him 
being denounced piously by other 
journalists it always makes me laugh. 
The men who principally attack him 
are not actually his superiors as moral
ists; they are simply his inferiors as 
practical journalists— and uncomforta
bly conscious of it. At the height of the 

 recent crusade against him they made a 
deliberate effort to dispose of him in the 
manner made classical by his own ga
zettes. That is to say, they deliberately 
lied about him. The theory behind this 
strategy was quite plain. They hoped 
to embarrass him doubly— first by tak
ing advantage of the public’s axiomatic 
willingness to believe in bugaboos, and 
secondly by jockeying him into the diffi
cult position of having to tell the truth 
in his defense. This second handicap 
was heavier than the first: it would have 
been sufficient to have finished a less 
skillful journalist. But Hearst was a 
better man than his enemies; he was 
better singly than all of them taken to
gether. Instead of wasting time upon 
a defense that would have injured him 
in proportion as it was dignified and 
honest, he simply devoted his whole tal
ents to inventing bugaboos more horri
ble than any the opposition was parad
ing in his image, and soon the crowd 
turned willingly to his better show, and 
the opposition began to wabble, and 
then to go to pieces. Hearst came out 
o f the battle with one of the best buga
b o o s  e v e r  b r o k e n  to harness, to  wit, the

III English bugaboo. If, before another 
year goes groaning by, he doesn’t scare 
the plain people half to death with it, 
then I overestimate his talents and miss 
my guess.

As I say, much pishposh is talked 
about the alleged difference between yel
low journals and more respectable jour
nals. The difference is precisely that 
between a bootlegger and a Sunday- 
school superintendent, which is to say, 
nothing. It is my honest belief, based 
upon twenty years of close observation 
and incessant reflection, that the odds, 
if any, are mainly in favor of the yel
low journals. Taking one day with 
another, they are probably less malig
nantly mendacious. The things they lie 
about are largely things of no possible 
importance— divorce suits, petty grafts, 
the buffooneries of society, the doings 
of chorus girls. In such fields, I ’d just 
as lief read a lie as the truth: it is 
usually, in fact, more amusing. But in 
the domain of politics, government and 
high finance the yellow journals proba
bly get a good deal closer to the truth 
than the more austere journals, nine- 
tenths of which are owned by men who 
are engaged in some sort of exploita
tion of the boobery. I do not say that 
the yellow journals make any actual 
effort to be exact; on the contrary, they 
make a palpable effort to avoid a too 
literal exactness. But when they go on 
alleging, day after day, that every poli
tician is a scoundrel and that every pub
lic service corporation is run by swin
dlers and that all the operations of Wall 
Street have the one aim of shaking down 
the plain people, they get near enough 
to the truth for any practical purpose. 
They have to dramatize and fictionize 
that truth to make it go down. It must 
be made improbable in order to convince 
the plain people. But this, at worst, 
is mere shopman’s exaggeration, well 
defended by the legal maxim of caveat 
emptor. The lying of the more respect
able papers is less innocent. Its aim is 
not merely to  sell extras to simple folk; 
its aim is to  perpetrate a deliberate 
fraud upon them, to  the profit of gentle
m e n  w h o  re m a in  b e h in d  th e  scenes.
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IV

T h e  owners of yellow journals, in 
fact, are the only genuine journalists 
left in the country. They are common
ly cynical men, with a shrewd under
standing of the intellectual limitations of 
the proletariat, but most of them have 
no ulterior motive in alarming and bam
boozling it—their whole profit comes 
from the unspeakable balderdash they 
empty upon it. The trouble with the 
newspapers higher up the scale is that 
nearly all of them are now owned by 
men who regard journalism as no more 
than a handmaiden to some larger and 
more profitable enterprise— as a con
venient means to the befuddling and an
æsthetizing o f a public that would other
wise be against them— as it actually is 
whenever the yellow journals turn upon 
them and expose them. The precise na
ture of that larger and more profitable 
enterprise is not always obvious. It is 
easy, of course, to put two and two to
gether when a wealthy contractor, or 
land grabber, or bank manipulator buys 
a newspaper, or when one is bought by 
a man notoriously eager for high public 
office. But now and then the buyer is a 
fellow whose business is more or less 
reputable and who shows no yearning 
to sit in the Senate. What of him ? Why 
does he hazard so much money on such 
a gamble? The answer is to be found 
very often, I believe, in his unadorned 
Wille zur Macht—his quite human de
sire to be an important and powerful 
man in his community, to be courted by 
all the local schemers and magnificoes, 
to dictate legislation, to make and un
make office-holders, to pull the glittering 
wires of politics. And sometimes, I 
suspect, his ambition ( or, perhaps more 
accurately, his wife’s) is merely social. 
He wants to dine in certain houses, to 
languish at certain haughty dances—  
above all, to have certain guests at his 
shiny new house on Gold Hill. W ell, a 
man who controls an important news
paper has no difficulty about achieving 
these things. The keys of scandal are 
in his pocket. He is powerful. He can 
reward and punish, directly and indi

rectly. The hopes of all other men 
within his jurisdiction are in his keep
ing. Imagine him able to remember that 
the lemonade in the finger-bowl is not 
to be drunk, and he can get into society 
if he wants to.

Whatever the underlying motive or 
motives, the fact remains that the news
papers of the United States are fast 
passing out of the hands of profession
al journalists and into the hands o f men 
who are primarily something else. 
Every issue of the weeklies devoted to 
journalistic gossip prints news of an
other important transaction of that sort. 
The transfers of the Evening Post from 
Oswald G. Villard to one o f the Mor
gan partners and of the Bennett papers 
to Munsey were not isolated phenom
ena ; they were quite typical of a general 
and rapidly progressive tendency. And 
even when no Munsey or Morgan part
ner appears openly, it is common for the 
thing to happen behind the door. One 
hears first that some old-time editor- 
proprietor has died or gone bankrupt, 
one hears secondly that his paper has 
been bought for $2,000,000 cash by 
some right-thinking journalist notorious
ly unable to pay a poker debt of $29, 
and one hears thirdly, in discreet whis
pers, that the real buyer is old John Goo- 
gan, the eminent sheet-asphalt contract
or, or Irving Rosehill, president of 
Rosenberg, Cohen & Co., the patriotic 
banking firm, or the illustrious Senator 
Lucius Snodgrass, oil operator, leading 
Methodist layman and perpetual candi
date for the embassy at St. James’. Not 
long ago, when Iceberg Fairbanks died 
and autopsy was had upon his remains, 
it was discovered that he had owned the 
leading newspaper of Indiana for years. 
Most o f them cover it up more care
fully; even the coroner is fooled. But 
the men who work upon a newspaper so 
held in pawn know pretty well what to 
avoid. There is in nearly every news
paper office a certain Awful Name. It 
precedes that of God.

On such a newspaper— that is, on the 
normal, the typical American newspaper 
— it must be obvious that the quest for 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but
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the truth is commonly mitigated by 
something not unlike policy. On the one 
hand, the staff has to make a paper that 
will sell, and is thus forced to keep the! 
mob stirred up with the traditional bun
combe, and on the other hand it has to 
avoid stepping on the large, numerous 
and exquisitely sensitive toes of the 
Googan, or Rosehill, or Snodgrass in 
the background. (In my early days he 
was a wealthy ice-magnate, and every 
story that he was interested in, say nine 
or ten a night, went to the composing- 
room marked “ Ice ! ! ”  ) . It needs no 
long argument to convince the judicious 
that the business of moulding public 
opinion under such conditions tends to 
slacken a working journalist’s hold 
upon the concept of truth, and, in the 
end, upon the concept of honor. En
gaged day in and day out in propagating 
ideas that he knows to be untrue and 
idiotic, and forced to make himself an 
instrument of enterprises that he some
times cannot understand and must often 
regard as sinister, he ends by losing all 
sense of public responsibility, and so be
comes a mere kept blackguard, ready at 
the word of command to defend the 
guilty or to harass and persecute the in
nocent. In the end a very fury of 
malignancy possesses him. The power 
is in his hands and the conscience is 
gone. He is simply an eighth-rate man 
with the capacity for evil of a Napoleon 
— and chronically running amok. This 
epidemic destruction of the ordinary de
cency of the journalist is responsible for 
many of the things complained of by 
Dr. Sinclair in his book— the bitter and 
relentless pursuit of victims, the gross 
contempt of common honesty, the utter 
disappearance of the habits of cour
tesy and fairness prevailing among civil
ized men. A  paper so polluted becomes 
a public menace. Its word is worth 
nothing. It carries on its jehads mali
ciously, unintelligently and cravenly. It 
denies all hearing to its prey. An ap
peal to its honor is as vain as an appeal 
to the honor of a Congressman.

Such newspapers, as I say, tend to 
become inordinately numerous. There 
was a time, say twenty years ago, when

they were still exceptional; today they 
are the rule, and, in some parts o f the 
country, almost the invariable rule. Do 
not misunderstand me! I am not pro
testing against mere exaggerated zeal—  
the laudable desire of a journalist to 
please his boss. I am not, in fact, pro
testing against anything. I am simply 
describing something, not even in sor
row, but simply as a specialist in human 
depravity. What I want to make clear 
is the fact that such newspapers are de
liberately and utterly dishonest— that 
they carry on their entertaining and har
rowing of the mob without the slight
est regard for the ordinary decencies. 
And what I want to make plain also is 
the fact that they are fast driving out 
all other sorts of journals. Such a 
paper, with power in its hands, is quite 
without any regard for the rights of in
dividuals. Let a man fall a victim to its 
mendacity, and he is devoid of any rea
sonable redress. His statement of his 
case is distorted or suppressed. His 
defenders are scared off. And if, des
pairing of fair play, he appeals to the 
courts, he finds very quickly that the 
courts in nearly all the larger American 
cities fear the newspapers with a holy 
fear, and that the man who wins a libel 
action and gets his money is quite as 
rare as the man who bites a lion and 
lives to tell the tale.

I shall be here accused, I daresay, of 
dirty talk against my old trade, and in 
particular of dirty talk against its hard
working practitioners. But the facts 
are the facts. That trade has undergone 
a ghastly metamorphosis during the past 
few decades. There was a time when 
the actual boss of nearly every impor
tant newspaper was a practical news
paper man, with professional pride in 
his work, some notion of his public re
sponsibility, and usually an honorable 
reputation within the craft, at least lo
cally. T o the young reporter this fel
low was an idol. His journalistic 
theories were cherished and quoted, his 
style was imitated, every youngster on 
the staff hoped to follow in his foot
steps. But today the actual boss of a 
newspaper tends more and more to be-
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some a shadowy figure in the back
ground, ignorant of newspaper tradi
tions and ways of thinking, and heavily 
engaged in enterprises that have a way 
of colliding harshly with what remain 
of newspaper ideals. This man is be
yond the journalistic circle; no young 
reporter dreams of stepping into his 
shoes some day; any ambition to be like 
him must needs involve abandoning 
journalism as a trade forthwith. The 
first result is that the trade itself ceases 
to be charming; it is no longer a ro
mantic co-operation of free equals, but 
a form of labor like working in a rolling- 
mill, with unionism offering the only 
feasible means of keeping it even bear
able. And the second result is that the 
sort of men who formerly entered upon 
its practise with a high sense of its dig
nity are now turned into other courses, 
and that the typical recruit of today is 
a tacky and eighth-rate fellow, with no 
more capacity for professional self- 
respect than a garbage-man.

I suspect that the late Joseph Pulitzer 
had his eye on this tendency when he 
set up his School of Journalism. There 
are now many such schools, but I doubt 
that they accomplish much. On the one 
hand, they all seem to be falling into 
the hands of professional pedagogues— 
a class already ground down into the 
mire by a plutocratic tyranny even 
worse than that which oppresses jour
nalism. And, on the other hand, the 
most a school of journalism can hope to 
accomplish, even supposing it to incul
cate a civilized code of ethics, is to breed 
young reporters who will escape from 
journalism with their hands clasping 
their noses immediately they become 
privy to the inner workings of a typical 
newspaper office. Those that stick will 
be either stupid fellows who do not 
notice the bad air, or spineless fellows 
who get used to breathing it, or raffish 
fellows who like it. I glance at random 
through a magazine devoted to the en
tertainment and instruction of work
ing newspaper men. The first article 
that my eye alights upon is an elaborate 
description, by a man employed by vari
ous well-known papers, of his private

methods of manufacturing news. One 
of the news items, thus manufactured, 
that he points to with pride involved 
introducing the name of a real woman, 
presumably respectable, into a gro
tesque, idiotic and utterly lying story. 
I pass on. The second article to attract 
me embodies an invitation to reporters 
to write lively accounts o f their encoun
ters with women who have given them 
scandalous stories unwittingly —  the 
wives of criminals approached by sub
terfuge, women complainants in divorce 
cases, and so on. I turn to another 
such magazine. It prints a long article 
describing how certain Washington cor
respondents of important papers, ad
mitted to the press galleries of Congress 
in that character, act as “ press agents 
for interests concerned in legislation,” 
are “ engaged in propaganda work of 
one kind or another,”  are “ openly or 
secretly employed by political parties 
and politicians,”  and have been guilty 
of “ serious violations of the confidence 
of State, W ar and Navy officials.”

The allegations last quoted aroused a 
good deal of discussion in journalistic 
circles. But what was done in the end? 
So far as I have been able to discover, 
absolutely nothing. The men described 
are still working for newspapers, and 
engaged in their other activities on the 
side. Some, I daresay, also hold politi
cal jobs— a favorite means of promoting 
the honor of journalism. Well, why 
not? It is surely not infra dig. for a re
porter to act as a “press agent for inter
ests concerned in legislation” ; he is 
probably already a direct employe of 
“ interests concerned in legislation.” And 
why shouldn’t he be “ engaged in propa
ganda work of one kind or another” ; 
isn’t his paper already engaged in 
“ propaganda work” of far more than 
one kind or another? And wherein 
lies the discredit in being “ openly or 
secretly employed by political parties 
and politicians” when the boss is run
ning for the Senate, and employing the 
paper to convince everyone that his op
ponents are all thieves, and loading its 
heaviest guns to fight off all inquiry into 

 the expenditure of his campaign fund ?
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