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Feminine Intuition
By Eleanor M axw ell Farnham

SHE sat in a strong relentless north 
light before her dressing table and 
studied her face with satisfied in

tensity. There was not a line, not a 
wrinkle visible. The skin was smooth, 
firm, elastic. She touched her cheeks 
with a light kiss o f rouge and instantly 
the complexion glowed with the lovely 
florescence o f healthy youth. A  tiny 
dark shadow at the corners of her beau
tiful eyes, laid on with discriminating 
care, gave them the lustrous quality of 
adolescence.

Her teeth showed white and perfect 
between smiling lips which needed no 
carmine on their luscious curves; in 
the dark hair which lay in close shining 
waves along her temples and over the 
tips of her small pink ears there was no 
thread of white.

Her figure was slim but with a 
roundness that intrigued even the most 
drowsy imagination,— it was flexible,

buoyant; her every movement was 
vivid girlish grace.

She dressed slowly and carefully. 
When at last she was ready for the 
street she paused a moment before the 
tall pier glass and gazed with comfort
able satisfaction at the vision of trium
phant youth which smiled back at her 
from the truthful mirror.

At the corner she passed a baby be
ing wheeled along in its perambulator 
by a capped nurse girl. The baby saw 
her, gurgled joyfully and stretched out 
little eager arms. “ Sis-ter!”  it called 
distinctly. A  few steps further on a 
man turned to look after her, murmur
ing under his breath, “ Gad, what a 
pretty girl!”

And yet in the next block three 
laughing, careless girls without a mo
ment’s hesitation stood respectfully 
back and allowed her to board the car 
before them.

S. Set—July— 1 1



Coda
By T. F. Mitchell

H E lay there breathing s lowly. Gradually his ears were filled with 
 music, music to which the collected symphonies of earth were but 

overtones. Perfumes richer a thousand times than the most exotic and 
delicate cologne were wafted over him. He caught glimpses of light, whirl
ing colours, flashes of sparkling stars, a gleam of a boundless universe in 
which the universe he knew seemed but a melancholy spark. Louder and 
louder swelled the music, clouds of perfume enveloped him, and with the 
glitter of ten thousand suns the light rushed toward him.

His wife and relatives stood about his bedside.
“ How terrible to die without religious consolation,” they wailed.

T he Garden
By Harold Cook

L IKE the gesture of a god
You moved through the garden.

And each day after 
W as more lovely there:
Trees bent as trees do on the hilltops of heaven, 
And flower cups flowed over,
Being filled with stars.. .

T H E R E  are two kinds of men: those who do what their wives tell them, 
and those who never marry.

GE N IU S : a fellow who can make a billion dollars or deceive a red-haired 
woman.
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May Day
(A  Complete Novelette)

By F. Scott Fitzgerald 
(Author of “ This Side of Paradise” )

THERE had been a war fought and 
won and the great city of the con
quering people was  crossed with 

triumphal arches and vivid with thrown 
flowers of white, red and rose. All 
through the long Spring days the re
turning soldiers marched up the chief 
highway behind the strump of drums 
and the joyous, resonant wind of the 
brasses, while merchants and clerks left 
their bickerings and figurings and, 
crowding to the windows, turned their 
white-bunched faces gravely upon the 
passing battalions.

Never had there been such splendor 
in the great city, for the victorious war 
had brought plenty in its train, and the 
merchants had flocked thither from the 
South and West with their households 
to taste of all the luscious feasts and 
witness the lavish entertainments pre
pared— and to buy for their women 
furs against the next winter and bags 
of golden mesh and vari-coloured slip
pers of silk, satin, and marvelously- 
wrought leather.

So gayly and noisily were the peace 
and prosperity impending hymned by 
the scribes and poets of the conquering 
people that more and more spenders had 
gathered from the provinces to drink 
the wine of excitement, and faster and 
faster did the merchants dispose of 
their trinkets and slippers until they 
sent up a mighty cry for more trinkets 
and more slippers in order that they 
might give in barter what was de
manded of them. Some even of them 
flung up their hands helplessly, shout
ing:

“ Alas! I have no more slippers! and 
alas! I have no more trinkets! May 
heaven help me for I know not what I 
shall d o !”

But no one listened to their great 
outcry for the throngs were far too 
busy— day by day, the foot-soldiers trod 
jauntily the highway and all exulted 
because the young men returning were 
pure and brave, sound of tooth and pink 
of cheek, and the young women of the 
land were virgins and comely both of 
face and of figure.

So during all this time there were 
many adventures that happened in the 
great city and it is one of these that is 
here set down.

CH APTER I

A t  nine o’clock on the morning of 
the first of May, 1919,-a  young man 
spoke to the room clerk at the Biltmore 
Hotel, asking if Mr. Philip Cory were 
registered there, and if so, could he be 
connected with Mr. Cory’s rooms. The 
inquirer was dressed in a well-cut but 
quite shabby suit. He was slender and 
darkly handsome; his eyes were framed 
above with unusually long eyelashes 
and below with the blue semi-circle of 
ill health, this latter effect heightened 
by an unnatural glow which colored his 
face like a low incessant fever.

Mr. Cory was staying there. The 
young man was directed to a telephone 
at the side.

After a second his connection was 
made; a sleepy voice hello’d from some
where above.
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“ Mr. Cory?”— this very eagerly—  
“ It’s Gordon, Phil. It’s Gordon Ster- 
rett. I ’m down stairs. I heard you 
were in New York and I had a hunch 
you’d be here.”

The sleepy voice became gradually 
enthusiastic. Well, how was Gordy, 
old boy! Well, he sure was surprised 
and tickled! Would Gordy come right 
up, for Pete’s sake!

A  few minutes later Cory, dressed in 
blue silk pajamas, opened the door and 
they greeted each other with a half- 
embarrassed exuberance still vaguely 
collegiate. They were both about twen
ty-four, Yale graduates of the year be
fore the war, but there the resemblance 
stopped abruptly. Cory was blond, 
ruddy, and rugged under his thin pa
jamas. Everything about him from his 
firm step as he moved about the room 
to the hard grip of his hand radiated 
fitness and bodily comfort. He smiled 
frequently, showing large and promi
nent teeth.

“ I was going to look you up,” he 
cried enthusiastically, “ I ’m taking a 
couple of weeks off. If you’ll sit down 
a sec I ’ll be right with you. I ’m going 
to take a shower.”

As he vanished into the bathroom his 
visitor’s dark eyes roved nervously 
around the room, resting for a moment 
on a great English traveling bag in the 
corner and on a family of thick silk 
shirts littered on the chairs amid im
pressive neckties and soft-ribbed wool
en socks.

Gordon rose nervously and, picking 
up one of the shirts, gave it a minute 
examination. It was o f very heavy silk, 
yellow, with a pale blue stripe—and 
there were nearly a dozen of them. He 
glanced involuntarily at his own shirt- 
cuffs— they were ragged and linty at the 
edges and soiled to a faint gray. Drop
ping the silk shirt he held his coat 
sleeves down and worked the frayed 
shirt-cuffs up ’til they were out of 
sight. Then he went to the mirror and 
looked at himself with a listless, un
happy interest. His suit had once been 
excellent; at present it shone with use; 
his tie, also of former glory, was faded

and thumb-creased— it served no longer 
to hide the jagged button-holes of his 
collar. He thought, quite without 
amusement, that only three years before 
he had received a scattering vote in the 
senior elections at college for being the 
best-dressed man in his class.

Cory emerged from the bathroom 
polishing his body with hearty metricu- 
lousness.

“ Saw an old friend of yours last 
night,”  he commenced jovially. “ Passed 
her in the lobby and couldn’t think of 
her name to save my neck. That girl 
you brought up to New Haven senior 
year.”

Gordon started.
“ Edith Bradin ? That who you mean ?” 
“ ’At’s the one. Damn good looking. 

She’s still sort of a pretty doll— you 
know what I mean: ‘ if you touch her 
she smears.’ ”

He surveyed his shining self compla
cently in the mirror and smiled faintly, 
exposing a section of teeth.

“ She must be twenty-three anyway,”  
he continued.

“ Twenty-two last month,”  said Gor
don absently.

“ What? Oh, last month. Well, I 
imagine she’s down for the Gamma Psi 
dance. Did you know there’s a Gamma 
Psi dance tonight at Delmonico’s? You 
better come up, Gordy. Half of New 
Haven’ll probably be there. I can get 
you an invitation.”

Draping himself reluctantly in B. V. 
D.’s, Cory lit a cigarette and sat down 
in a big chair by the open window, in
specting his calves and knees carelessly 
in the morning sunshine which poured 
into the room.

“ Sit down, Gordy,”  he suggested, 
“ and tell me all about what you’ve been 
doing and what you’re doing now and 
everything.”

Gordon collapsed unexpectedly upon 
the bed; lay there inert and spiritless, a 
picture of utter misery. His mouth, 
which habitually dropped a little open 
when his face was in repose, became 
suddenly helpless and pathetic.

“ What’s the matter?” asked Cory 
quickly.
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“ Oh, God!”
“What’s the matter?”
“ Everything,” he said miserably, 

“ every damn thing in the world. I ’ve 
absolutely gone to pieces, Phil. I ’m all 
in.”

“ Huh?”
“ I ’m all in.” His voice was shaking. 
Gory scrutinized him more closely 

with appraising blue eyes.
“ You certainly look all shot.”
“ I am. I ’ve made one hell of a mess 

of everything.” He paused. “ I ’d bet
ter start at the beginning— or will it 
bore you?”

“ Not at all; go on.”  There was, 
however, a hesitant note in Cory’s voice. 
This trip east had been planned for a ' 
holiday—to find Gordon Sterrett in 
trouble ruffled him a little, exasperated 
him.

“ Go on,”  he repeated, and then added 
half under his breath, “ Get it over 
with.”

“ Well,”  began Gordon unsteadily, “ I 
got back from France in February, 
went home to Harrisburg for a month 
and then came down to New York to 
get a job. I got one— with an export 
company. They fired me yesterday.” 

“ Fired you?”
“ I ’m coming to that, Phil. I want 

to tell you frankly. You’re about the 
only man I can turn to in a matter like 
this. You won’t mind if I just tell you 
frankly, will you, Phil?”

Cory stiffened a bit more. The pats 
he was bestowing on his knees grew 
perfunctory. He felt vaguely that he 
was being unfairly saddled with respon
sibility ; he was not even sure he wanted 
to be told. Though never surprised at 
finding Gordon Sterrett in some sort of 
difficulty, there was something in this 
present misery that repelled him and 
hardened him, even though it excited 
his curiosity.

“ Go on.”
‘Tt’s a girl.”
“ Hm.” Cory made a quick resolu

tion that nothing was going to spoil his 
trip. If Gordon was going to be de
pressing, then he’d just have to see less 
of Gordon—that was all.

“ Her name is Gloria Hudson,” went 
on the distressed voice from the bed. 
“ She— used to be decent, I guess, up to 
about a year ago. Lived here in New 
York— poor family. - Her people are 
dead now and she lives with an old aunt. 
You see it was just about the time I 
met her that all my friends and acquain
tances began to come back trom France 
in droves— and all I did was to welcome 
the newly arrived and go to parties with 
’em. That’s the way it started, Phil, 
just from being glad to see everybody 
and having them glad to see me.”

“ You ought to’ve had more sense.” 
“ I know,” Gordon paused, and then 

continued listlessly, “but everything 
seemed to go wrong. I ’m on my own 
now, you know, and Phil, I can’t stand 
being poor. I ’d get a few drinks in me 
and somehow, somehow the struggle’d 
seem a little more dignified. Then came 
this darn girl. She sort of fell in love 
with me for awhile and, though I never 
intended to get so involved, whenever 
I ’d get a little tight I ’d run into her 
somewhere. You can imagine the sort 
of work I was doing for those export
ing people— sometimes I ’d come into 
that office white as a sheet without even 
having closed my eyes all night. Of 
course, I always intended to draw; do 
illustrating for magazines; there’s a 
pile of money in it.”

“ Why didn’t you?”
“ Why, I never seemed to get around 

to it.”
“ You’ve got to buckle down if you 

want to make good,” suggested Cory 
coolly.

“ I tried, a little, but my stuff’s crude. 
I ’ve got talent, Phil; I can draw— but 
I just don’t know how. I ought to go 
to art school and I can’t afford it. Well, 
things came to a crisis about a week ago. 
Just as I was down to about my last 
dollar this girl began bothering me. 
She wants some money; claims she can 
make trouble for me if she doesn’t get 
it.”

“ Can she?”
“ I ’m afraid she can. That’s one rea

son I lost my job— she kept calling up 
the office all the time, and that was sort
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of the last straw down there. She’s got 
a letter all written to send to my family. 
Oh, she’s got me, all right. I ’ve got to 
have some money for her.”

There was an awkward pause. 
Gordon lay Very still, his hands 

clenched by his side, his eyes showing 
up large and dark in his feverish face.

“ I ’m all in,”  he continued, his voice 
trembling, “ I ’m half crazy, Phil. I f I 
hadn’t known you were coming east, I 
think I ’d have killed myself. I want 
you to lend me five hundred dollars.”  

Cory’s hands, which had been absent
ly patting his bare ankle, suddenly 
stopped— and the curious uncertainty 
playing between the two became 
strained and taut.

After a second Gordon continued: 
“ I ’ve bled the family until I ’m 

ashamed to ask ’em for another nickel.” 
Still Corey made no answer.
“ Gloria says she’s got to have two 

hundred dollars.”
“ Tell her where she can go.”
“Yes, that sounds easy, but she’s got 

a couple of drunken letters I wrote her. 
Unfortunately she’s not at all the flabby 
sort of person you’d expect.”

Cory made an expression o f distaste. 
“ I can’t stand that sort of woman. 

You ought to have kept away.”
“ I know,”  admitted Gordon wearily. 
“ You’ve got to look at things as they 

are. If you haven’t got money you’ve 
got to work and stay away from liquor 
and women.”

“ That’s easy for you to say,” began 
Gordon, his eyes narrowing, “ you’ve 
got all the money in the world.”

“ I most certainly have not. My fam
ily keep darn close tab on what I spend. 
Just because I have a little leeway I 
have to be extra careful not to abuse 
it.”

Gordon laughed bitterly.
“ I don’t know,” he said, “ maybe 

you’re right. But it just seems as if 
everything had combined against me—  
everything. I didn’t want to get stewed 
most of the time, but I got so damn 
lonely and before I knew it I ’d be think
ing what’s the use, why not be happy 
this evening anyhow.”

Cory raised the blind and let in a 
further flood of sunshine.

“ I ’m no prig, Lord knows,”  he said 
deliberately. “ I like a highball— and I 
like a lot of ’em on a vacation like this, 
but you’re—you’re in awful shape. I 
never heard you talk just this way be
fore. There’s an air about you o f— of 
weakness.”

“ I know.”
“Y ou  seem to be sort o f bankrupt—  

morally as well as financially.”
“ Don’t they usually go together ?” 
Cory shook his head impatiently. 
“ There’s a regular aura about you 

that I don’t understand. It’s a sort of 
evil.”

“ It’s an air of poverty and sleepless 
nights and too much liquor,”  said Gor
don, rather defiantly.

“ I don’t know.”
“ Oh, I admit I ’m depressing. I de

press myself. But, my God, Phil, a 
week’s rest and a new suit and some 
ready money and I ’d be like— like I 
was. Phil, I can draw like a streak, 
and you know it. But half the time I 
haven’t had the money to buy decent 
drawing materials— and I can’t draw 
when I’m tired and discouraged and all 
in. With a little ready money I can 
take a few weeks off and get started.” 

“ How do I know you wouldn’t use it 
to get drunk with?”

“ Why rub it in?”  said Gordon
quietly.”

“ I’m not rubbing it in. I hate to see 
you this way.”

“ Will you lend me the money, Phil ?” 
“ I can’t decide right off. That’s a 

lot of money and it’ll be darn incon
venient for me.”

“ It’ll be hell for me if you can’t— oh,
I know I ’m whining, and it’s all
my own fault but— that doesn’t change
it.”

“ When could you pay it back ?”
This was encouraging. Gordon con

sidered. It was probably wisest to be 
frank.

“ Of course, I could promise to send 
it back next month, but— I’d better say 
three months. Just as soon as I start 
to sell drawings.”
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“ How do I know you’ll sell any draw
ings ?”

Some new quality of hardness in 
Cory’s voice sent a faint chill of doubt 
over Gordon. Was it possible that he 
wouldn’t get the money?

“ I supposed you had a little confi
dence in me.”

“ I did have— but when I see you like 
this I begin to wonder. I ’m hanged if 
I ’ll help you to make a drunken bum 
o f yourself.”

“ Do you suppose if I wasn’t at the 
end of my rope I ’d come to you like 
this? Do you think I ’m enjoying it?” 
He broke off and bit his lip, feeling that 
he had better subdue the rising anger 
in his voice. After all, he was the sup
pliant.

“ You seem to manage it pretty eas
ily,”  said Cory angrily. “ You put me 
in the position where, if, I don’t lend it 
to you, I ’m a sucker— oh, yes you do. 
And let me tell you it’s no easy thing 
for me to get hold of five hundred dol
lars. My income isn’t so big but that a 
slice like that won’t play the deuce with 
it.”

He left his chair and began to dress, 
choosing his clothes very carefully. 
Gordon stretched out his arms and 
clenched the edges of the bed, fighting 
back a desire to cry out. His head was 
splitting and whirring, his mouth was 
dry and bitter and he could feel the 
fever in his blood resolving itself into 
innumerable regular counts like a slow 
dripping from a roof.

Cory tied his tie carefully, brushed 
his eyebrows and removed a piece of 
tobacco from his teeth with an air of 
critical solemnity. Next he filled his 
cigarette case, tossed the empty box 
thoughtfully into the waste basket and 
settled the case in his vest pocket.

“ Had breakfast ?”  he demanded, 
turning to Gordon.

“ N o ; I don’t eat it any more.”
“ Well, we’ll go out and have some. 

W e’ll decide about that money later. 
I ’m sick of the subject. I came east to 
have a good time.”

“ Let’s go over to the Yale Club,”  he 
continued moodily, and then added with

an implied reproof. “ You’ve given up 
your job. You’ve nothing else to do.”

“ I ’d have a lot to do if I had a little 
money,”  said Gordon pointedly.

“ Oh, for heaven’s sake drop the sub
ject for a while. No point in glooming 
on my whole trip. Here, here’s some 
money.”

He took a five-dollar bill from his 
wallet and tossed it over to Gordon, 
who folded it carefully and put it in his 
pocket. There was an added spot of 
colour in his cheeks, an added glow that 
was not fever. For an instant before 
they turned to go out their eyes met and 
in that instant each found something 
that made him lower his own glance 
quickly. For in that instant they quite 
definitely and completely hated each 
other.

CH APTER II

F if t h  A v e n u e , Forty-fourth Street 
and Madison Avenue swarmed with the 
noon crowd. A  bright sun had shot 
through two days’ cloudiness and glit-- 
tered in transient gold through the thick 
windows of the smart shops, lighting 
upon mesh bags and purses and strings 
of pearls laid in grey velvet cases; upon 
gaudy feather fans of many colours; 
upon the laces and silks of expensive 
dresses; upon the great paintings and 
period furniture in the elaborate show 
rooms of interior decorators.

Gossiping shop-girls, in pairs and 
groups and swarms, loitered by these 
windows, choosing their future bou
doirs from some resplendent display 
which included even a man’s silk pa
jamas laid domestically across the bed. 
They stood in front of the jewelry 
stores and picked out their engagement 
rings and their wedding rings and their 
platinum wrist watches and then drifted 
on to inspect the feather fans and opera 
cloaks; most of them meanwhile digest
ing the sandwiches and sundaes that 
had comprised their lunch.

All through the crowd were men in 
uniform, sailors from the great fleet an
chored in the Hudson, soldiers with 
divisional insignia from Massachusetts
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to Maine, wanting fearfully to be no
ticed and finding the great city perhaps 
a little fed up with soldiers unless they 
were nicely massed into pretty forma
tions and staggering under the weight 
of a pack and rifle.

Through this medley Cory and Gor
don wandered; the former interested, 
made alert by the display of humanity 
at its frothiest and gaudiest; the latter 
morose, blind to all except the ugliness 
that, to him, lay just beneath. He could - 
not enjoy this crowd on the Avenue. 
Too often he had been one of the crowd, 
tired, casually fed, overworked and 
dissipated. To Cory the struggle was 
significant, yqung, cheerful; to Gordon 
it was dismal, meaningless, endless.

In the Yale Club they met a group 
of their former classmates who greeted 
Cory vociferously, and sitting around 
in a semi-circle of lounges and great 
chairs they had a highball all around.

Gordon, who took nothing to drink, 
found the conversation tiresome and 
interminable. They lunched together 
en masse, warmed with liquor as the 
afternoon began. They were all going 
to the Gamma Psi dance that night. It 
promised to be the best party since the 
war.

“ Edith Bradin’s coming,” said some
one, and turning to Gordon he added, 
“ Didn’t she used to be an old flame of 
yours? Aren’t you both from Harris
burg ?”

“ Yes. ”  He tried to change the sub
ject— “ I see her brother occasionally. 
He’s sort of a socialistic nut. Runs a 
paper or something here in New,York.”

“ Not like his gay sister, eh?”
"N o.”
“ Well,”  continued his eager inform

ant, “ she’s coming tonight with some 
undergraduate named Barton.”

Gordon was to meet Gloria at eight 
o ’clock— he had promised to have some 
money for her. Several times he glanced 
nervously at his wrist watch. At four 
o'clock, to his relief, Cory rose and an
nounced that he was going over to 
Rivers Brothers to buy some collars and 
ties. But to Gordon’s great dismay, as 
they left the Club another of the party

joined them. Cory was in a jovial 
mood now, happy, expectant of the eve
ning’s party, faintly hilarious. Over in 
Rivers’ he chose a dozen neckties, se
lecting each one after long deliberation 
and consultations with the other man. 
Did they think narrow ties were com
ing back? And wasn’t it a shame that 
Rivers couldn’t get any more Welsh 
Margotson collars ? There never was a 
collar like the “ Livingston.”

Gordon was in something of a panic. 
He wanted the money right away. A  
vague idea of attending the Gamma Psi 
dance was becoming intermixed with 
his misery. He wanted to see Edith—  
Edith whom he hadn’t met since one 
fairy night at the Harrisburg Country 
Club just before he went to France. 
Somehow the affair had died, drowned 
in the turmoil of the war and quite for
gotten in the arabesque of these three 
months, but a picture of her, laughing, 
debonnaire, rambling on in her incon
sequential chatter, flashed before him 
and brought a dozen memories with it. 
It was Edith’s face that he had cher
ished through college with a sort of de
tached yet affectionate admiration. He 
had loved to draw her— around his room 
had been a dozen sketches of her—play
ing golf, in bathing—he could draw her 
pert, kindly profile with his eyes shut.
- Yes, if he could get this money he 
could buy the essentials that would en
able him to go to the dance and talk to 
her. That was what he needed after 
all, he thought— a good woman. But 
he must first have his dinner coat 
pressed, buy a dress shirt and some 
dancing slippers, redeem his pawned 
studs— and before all, he must settle 
with Gloria.

They left Rivers’ at five-thirty and 
paused for a minute on the sidewalk.

“ Well,”  said Cory genially, “ I ’m all 
set now. Think I ’ll go back to the ho
tel and get a shave, haircut and mas
sage.”

“ Good enough,”  said the other man, 
“ I think I ’ll join you.”

Gordon wondered if he was to be 
beaten after all. With difficulty he re
strained himself from turning to the
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man and snarling out a “Go on away, 
damn you!” In despair he suspected 
that perhaps Cory had spoken to him, 
was keeping him along in order to avoid 
a dispute about the money.

They went into the Biltmore— a Bilt- 
more gay with girls; Western girls with 
high colour and erect bodies, Southern 
girls with soft voices and limpid intrigu
ing eyes, Eastern girls, bored and fash
ionable, and around them all stood the 
men, very well set up and correctly 
dressed for the parade of beauty. For 
these girls were in a measure the pick of 
East and South, and West, the stellar 
debutantes of many cities gathered for 
the dance of a famous fraternity of a 
famous university.

But to Gordon they were faces in a 
dream. He gathered together his forces 
for a last appeal, was about to come out 
with he knew not what, when Cory sud
denly excused himself to the other man 
and taking Gordon’s arm led him aside.

“ Gordy,”  he said quickly, “I ’ve 
thought the whole thing over carefully 
and I ’ve decided that I can’t lend you 
that money. I ’d like to oblige you, but 
I don’t feel I ought to—rit’d put a crimp 
in me for a month.”

Gordon was watching him dully, won
dering why he had never before noticed 
how much those upper teeth projected. 
If he hit him now he would catch him 
just on the point o f the two center ones.

“— I ’m mighty sorry, Gordon,” con
tinued Cory, “but that’s the way it is.”  

He took out his wallet and hurriedly 
counted out seventy-five dollars in bills.

“ Here,”  he said, holding them out, 
“ here’s seventy-five; that makes eighty 
all together. That’s all the actual cash 
I have with me besides what I ’ll actually 
spend on the trip.”

Gordon raised his clenched hand auto
matically, opened it as though it were a 
tongs he was holding, and clenched it 
again on the money.

“ I ’ll see you at the dance,”  continued 
Cofy. “ I ’ve got to get shaved now.” 

“ So long,”  said Gordon in a strained 
and husky voice.

“ So long.”
Cory began to smile but seemed to

change his mind. He nodded briskly 
and disappeared.

But Gordon stood there, his hand
some face awry with distress, the roll 
of bills clenched tightly in his hand. 
Then blinded by sudden tears he stum
bled clumsily down the Biltmore steps.

CH APTER III

A bout nine o ’clock of the same night 
two human beings came out of a cheap 
restaurant in Sixth Avenue. They were 
ugly, ill-formed, devoid of all except 
the very lowest form of intelligence and 
without even that animal exuberance 
that in itself may bring colour to the 
struggle of life; they were lately ver
min-ridden, cold and hungry in a dirty 
town of a strange land; they were poor, 
friendless and, tossed as driftwood from 
their births, would be tossed as drift
wood to their deaths. They were dressed 
in the uniform of the United States 
Army and on the shoulder of each was 
the insignia of a drafted division from 
New Jersey, landed three days before.

The taller of the two was named 
Carrol Key, a name hinting that in his 
veins, however thinly diluted by genera
tions of degeneration, ran the blood of 
distinguished forebears. But one could 
stare endlessly at the long chinless face, 
the dull watery eyes and high cheek
bones without finding a suggestion of 
either ancestral worth or native intel
ligence.

His companion was swart and bandy
legged with rat-eyes and a much broken 
hooked nose. His defiant air was obvi
ously a pretense, a weapon o f protec
tion, borrowed from that world of snarl 
and snap, of physical bluff and physical 
menace, in which he had always lived. 
His name was Gus Rose.

Leaving the cafe they sauntered down 
Sixth Avenue, wielding toothpicks with 
great gusto and an air of complete de
tachment.

“ Where to?”  asked Rose in a tone 
which implied that he would not be sur
prised or opposed if Key mentioned the 
South Sea Islands.

“ Whatcha say we see if we can getta
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holda some liquor?”  The ginger in this 
suggestion was caused by the law for
bidding the selling of liquor to soldiers. 

Rose argreed enthusiastically.
“ I got an idea,” continued Key, after 

a moment’s thought, “ I got a brother 
somewhere.”

“ In New York?”
“ Yeah. He’s an old fella. He’s a 

waiter in a hash joint.”
“ Let’s us go there and maybe he can 

get us some.”
“ I ’ll say he will.”
“ B’lieve me, I ’m goin’ to get this darn 

uniform off me tomorra an’ never get it 
on again, neither. I ’m goin’ to get me 
some regular clothes.”

“ Say, maybe I ’m not.”
As their combined finances were 

something less than five dollars, this 
intention can be taken largely as a pleas
ant game of words, harmless and con
soling. It seemed to please both of 
them, however, for they reinforced it 
with chuckles and mentionings of peo
ple high in bibilical circles, adding such 
further emphasis as “ Oh, Boy!”  “ You 
know!” and “ I ’ll say so !” repeated many 
times over.

The entire mental pabulum of these 
two men consisted of a pessimistic nasal 
• comment extended through the years 
upon the attitude toward them of the 
institution—army, business or poor- 
house— which kept them alive, and 
toward their immediate superior in that 
institution. Until that very morning the 
institution had been the “ goverment” 
and the immediate superior had been 
the “ Cap’n”— from these two they 
glided out and were now in the vaguely 
uncomfortable state before they should 
adopt their next bondage. They were 
uncertain, resentful and somewhat ill 
at ease. This they hid by pretending an 
elaborate relief at being out o f the army, 
and by assuring each other that military 
discipline should never again rule their 
stubborn, liberty-loving wills. Yet, as a 
matter of fact, they would have felt 
more at home in a prison than in this 
complete and unquestioned new-found 
liberty.

Suddenly Key increased his gait.

Rose, looking up and following his 
glance, discovered a crowd that was col
lecting fifty yards down the street. Key 
chuckled and began to run in the direc
tion of the crowd; Rose thereupon also 
chuckled and broke into a run, his short 
bandy legs seeming to twinkle beside the 
long, awkward strides o f his companion.

Reaching the outskirts of the crowd 
they immediately became an indistin
guishable part of it. It was composed 
of ragged civilians somewhat the worse 
for liquor, and of soldiers representing 
many divisions and many stages of so
briety, all clustered around a gesticu
lating little Jew with long black 
whiskers, who was waving his arms and 
delivering an excited but quiet succinct 
harangue. Key and Rose, having 
wedged themselves into the approxi
mate parquet, scrutinized him with acute 
suspicion as his words penetrated their 
consciousness.

“ — What have you got outa the war ?” 
he was crying fiercely. “ Look arounja, 
look arounja! Are you rich? Have 
you got a lot o f money offered you?—  
n o ; you’re lucky if you’re alive and got 
both your legs; you’re lucky if you came 
back an’ fin’ your wife ain’t gone off 
with some other fella that had the money 
to buy himself out of the war! That’s 
when you’re lucky! Who got anything 
out of it except J. P. Morgan an’ John 
D. Rockerfeller ?”

At this point the little Jew’s oration 
was interrupted by the hostile impact of 
a fist upon the point o f his bearded chin 
and he toppled backward to a sprawl on 
the pavement.

“ The damn Bolsheviki!”  cried the big 
soldier with the arm of a blacksmith 
who had delivered the blow. There was 
a rumble of approval, the crowd closed 
in nearer.

The Jew staggered to his feet, and 
immediately went down again before a 
half-dozen reaching-in fists. This time 
he stayed down, breathing heavily, blood 
oozing from his lip where it was cut 
within and without.

There was a riot of voices.
“ Too many of those damn suckers!” 
“ W e ought to kill the dirty bums!”
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“ Damn filthy Russian Jews.”
In a minute Rose and Key found 

themselves flowing with the jumbled 
crowd down Sixth Avenue under the 
leadership of a thin civilian in a slouch 
hat and the brawny soldier who had 
summarily ended the oration. The 
crowd had swollen marvelously to for
midable proportions and a stream of 
more non-committal citizens followed it 
along the sidewalks lending their moral 
support by intermittent huzzas.

“ Where we goin’ ?”  yelled Key to 
the man nearest him.

His neighbour pointed up to the 
leader in the slouch hat.

“ That guy knows where there’s a lot 
of ’em! W e’re goin’ to show ’em!”

“ W e’re goin’ to show ’em !” whis
pered Key delightedly to Rose, who 
repeated rapturously to a man on the 
other side.

Down Sixth Avenue swept the pro
cession, joined here and there by sol
diers and marines, and now and then by 
civilians, who came up with the inevi
table cry that they were just out of the 
army themselves, as if presenting it as a 
card of admission to a newly-formed 
Sporting and Amusement Club.

Then the procession swerved down a 
cross street and headed for Fifth Ave
nue and the word filtered here and there 
that they were bound for a Red meeting 
at Tolliver Hall.

“ Where is it ?”
The question went up the line and a 

moment later the answer floated back. 
Tolliver Hall was down in Tenth Street. 
There was a bunch of other sojers who 
was goin’ to break it up and was down 
there now!

But Tenth Street had a faraway sound 
and at the word a general groan went 
up and a score of the procession dropped 
out. Among these were Rose and Key, 
who slowed down to a saunter and let 
the more enthusiastic sweep on by 
them.

“ I ’d rather get some liquor,”  said 
Key as they halted and made their way 
to the sidewalk amid cries of “ Shell 
hole!” and “ Quitters!”

“ Does your brother work around

here?” asked Rose, assuming the air of 
one passing from the superficial to the 
eternal.

“ He oughta,”  replied Key. “ I ain’t 
seen him for a coupla years. I been out 
to Pennsylvania since. Maybe he don’t 
work at night anyhow. It’s right along 
here and he can get us some o ’right if 
he ain’t gone.”

They found the place after a few 
minutes’ patrol of the street— a shoddy 
table cloth restaurant between Fifth 
Avenue and Broadway. Here Key in
quired for his brother George while 
Rose waited outside.

“ He ain’t here no more,”  said Key as 
he emerged, “ He’s a waiter up to Del- 
monico’s.”

Rose nodded wisely as if he’d ex
pected as much. One should not be 
surprised at a capable man changing 
jobs occasionally. He knew a waiter 
once— there ensued a long conversation 
a s they walked as to whether waiters 
made more in actual wages than in tips 
— it was decided that it depended on the 
social tone of the joint wherein the 
waiter labored. After having given 
each other vivid pictures o f millionaires 
dining at Delmonico’s and throwing 
away fifty-dollar bills after their first 
quart of champagne, both men thought 
privately of becoming waiters. In fact, 
behind Key’s narrow brow was secret
ly forming a resolution to ask his broth
er about the profession and see if he 
could get him a job.

“ A  waiter can drink up all the cham
pagne those fellas leave in bottles,”  sug
gested Rose with some relish and then 
added as an afterthought, “ Oh, boy !”  

By the time they reached Delmon
ico’s it was half past ten and they were 
surprised to see a stream of taxis driv
ing up to the door one after the other 
and emitting marvelous young ladies in 
opera cloaks of blue and yellow and 
rose, hatless and elaborately coiffured, 
each one attended by a stiff young gen
tleman in evening clothes.

“ It’s a party,”  said Rose with some 
awe. “ Maybe we better not go in. 
He’ll be busy.”

“ No he won’t. He’ll be o ’right.”
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After some hesitation they entered 
what appeared to them to be the least 
elaborate door and, indecision falling 
upon them immediately, they stationed 
themselves nervously in an inconspicu
ous corner of the small dining room in 
which they found themselves. They 
took off their caps and held them in 

-their hands. A  cloud of gloom fell 
upon them and they both started when 
a door at one end of the room crashed 
open, emitted a comet-like waiter who 
streaked across the floor and vanished 
through another door on the other 
side.

There had been three o f these light
ning passages before the seekers mus
tered the acumen to hail a waiter. He 
turned, looked at them suspiciously and 
then approached with soft, catlike steps 
as if prepared at any moment to turn 
and flee.

“ Say,”  began Key, “ say, do you 
know my brother ? He’s a waiter here.”

“ His name is Key,”  annotated Rose.
Yes, the waiter knew Key. He was 

upstairs he thought. There was a big 
dance going on in the main ball room. 
He’d tell him.

Ten minutes later George Key ap
peared and greeted his brother with the 
utmost suspicion; his first and most 
natural thought being that he was going 
to be asked for money.

George was tall and weak chinned, 
but there his resemblance to his brother 
ceased. The waiter’s eyes were not dull, 
they were alert and twinkling and his 
manner was suave, in-door and faintly 
superior. They exchanged formalities. 
George was married and had three chil
dren. He seemed faintly interested, 
but not impressed by the fact that 
Carrol had been abroad in the 
army, which latter fact disappointed 
Carrol.

“ George,”  said the younger brother, 
these amenities having been disposed 
of, “ we want to get some liquor and 
they won’t sell us any. Can you get 
us some?”

George considered.
“ Sure. Maybe I can. It may be half 

an hour, though.”

“ All right,”  agreed Carrol, “ we’ll
wait-”

He started to sit down in a conven
ient chair, but was hailed to his feet by 
the indignant George.

“ Hey! Watch out, you! Can’t sit 
down here! This room’s all set for a 
midnight banquet.”

“ I ain’t goin’ to hurt it,”  said Carrol. 
“ I been through the delouser.”

“ Never, mind,”  said George sternly, 
“ if the head waiter s.een me here talkin’ 
he’d romp all over me.”

“ Oh.”
The mention of the head waiter was 

full explanation to the other two; they 
fingered their overseas caps nervously 
and waited for a suggestion.

“ I tell you,”  said George, after a 
pause, “ I got a place you can wait; you 
just come with me.”

They followed him out the far door, 
through a deserted pantry and up a pair 
o f dark winding stairs, emerging finally 
into a small room chiefly furnished by 
piles of pails and stacks of used and 
unused scrubbing brushes and illumin
ated by a single dim electric light. 
There he left them, after soliciting two 
dollars and agreeing to return in half 
an hour with a quart of whiskey.

“ George is makin’ money, I bet,”  said 
Key gloomily as he seated himself on 
an inverted pail. “ I bet he’s making 
fifty dollars a week.”

Rose nodded his head and spat.
“ I bet he is, too.”
“ What’d he say the dance was o f? ”  
“ A  lot of college fellas. Yale Col

lege.”
They both nodded solemnly at each 

other.
“ Wonder where that crowda sojers is 

now ?”
“ Maybe they’re there. I don’t know. 

I know that’s too darn long to walk for 
me.”
 “ Me too. You don’t catch me walk
in’ that far.”

Ten minutes later restlessness seized 
them.

“ I ’m goin’ to see what’s out here,”  
said Rose, stepping cautiously toward 
the other door.
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It was a swinging door of green baize 
and he pushed it cautiously open an 
inch.

“ See anything?”
For answer Rose drew in his breath 

sharply.
“ Doggone! Here’s some liquor I ’ll 

say!”
“ Liquor?”
Key joined Rose at the door and 

looked eagerly.
“ I ’ll tell the world that’s liquor,”  he 

said, after a moment of concentrated 
gazing.

It was a room about twice as large 
as the one they were in— and in it was 
prepared a radiant feast of spirits. 
There were long walls of alternating 
bottles set along two white covered 
tables; whiskey, gin, brandy, French 
and  Italian vermouths, and orange 
juice, not to mention an array of sy
phons and two great empty punch 
bowls. The room was as yet uninhab
ited.

“ It’s for this dance they’re just start
ing,” whispered Key; “hear the violins 
startin’ playin’ ? Say boy, I wouldn’t 
mind havin’ a dance.”

They closed the door softly and ex
changed a glance of mutual comprehen
sion. There was no need of feeling 
each other out.

“ I’d like to get my hands on a coupla 
those bottles,” said Rose emphatically.

“ Me too.”
“ Do you suppose we’d get seen?”
Key considered.
“ Maybe we better wait till they start 

drinkin’ ’em. They got ’em all laid out 
now and they know how many of them 
there are.”

They debated this point for several 
minutes. Rose was all for getting his 
hands on a bottle now and tucking it 
under his coat before anyone came into 
the room. Key, however, advocated 
caution. He was afraid he might get 
his brother in trouble. If they waited 
till some of the bottles were opened 
it’d be all right to take one and every- 
body’d think one of the guests had 
taken it.

While they were still engaged in

argument George Key hurried through 
the room and barely grunting at them 
disappeared by way of the green baize 
door. A  minute later they heard sev
eral corks pop and then the sound of 
cracking ice and splashing liquid. 
George was mixing the punch.

The soldiers exchanged delighted 
grins.

“ Oh, boy!” whispered Rose.
George reappeared.
“ Just keep low, boys,”  he said quick

ly, “ I’ll have your stuff for you in five 
minutes.”

He disappeared through the door by 
which he had come.

As soon as his footsteps receded 
down the stairs, Rose, after a cautious 
look, darted into the room of delights 
and reappeared with a bottle in his 
hand.

“ My idea is this,”  he said, as they sat 
radiantly digesting their first drink. 
“ W e’ll wait till he comes up and we’ll 
ask him if we can’t just stay here and 
drink what he brings us— see. W e’ll 
tell him we haven’t got any place to 
drink it— see. Then we can sneak in 
there whenever there ain’t no one in 
that room and tuck a bottle under our 
coats. W e’ll have enough to last us a 
coupla days— see.”

“ Sure,”  agreed Rose enthusiastically. 
“ Oh, boy! And if we want to we can 
sell it to soldiers any time we want to.”

They were silent for a moment think
ing rosily of this idea. Then Key 
reached up and unhooked the collar of 
his O. D. coat.

“ It’s hot in here, ain’t it?”
Rose agreed earnestly.
“ Hot as hell.”

CHAPTER IV

S h e  was still quite angry when she 
came out of the dressing room and 
crossed the intervening parlour of po
liteness that opened onto the hall—  
angry not so much at the actual hap
pening which was, after all, the merest 
commonplace of her social existence, 
but because it had occurred on this par
ticular night. She had no quarrel with
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herself. She had acted with that cor
rect mixture of dignity and reticent 
pity which she always employed. She 
had succinctly and deftly snubbed 
him.

It had happened when their taxi was 
leaving the Biltmore—hadn’t gone half 
a block. He had lifted his left arm 
awkwardly— she was on his right side 
—and attempted to settle it snugly 
around the crimson fur-trimmed opera 
cloak she wore. This in itself had been 
a mistake. It was inevitably more 
graceful for a young man attempting to 
embrace a young lady of whose acqui
escence he was not certain, to first put 
his far arm around her. It avoided 
that awkward movement of raising the 
near arm.

His second faux pas was uncon
scious. She had spent the afternoon at 
the hairdresser’s ; the idea of any 
calamity overtaking her hair was ex
tremely repugnant— yet as Peter made 
his unfortunate attempt the point of his 
elbow had just faintly brushed it. That 
was his second faux pas. Two were 
quite enough.

He had begun to murmur. At the 
first murmur she had decided that he 
was nothing but a college boy and that 
she was in love with another man— a 
man she had not seen for three years. 
A  man for whom she had so far only a 
sad-eyed, adolescent mooniness. Edith 
Bradin was in love with Gordon Ster- 
rett.

So she came out of the dressing room 
at Delmonico’s and stood for a second 
in the doorway looking over the shoul
ders of a black dress in front of her at 
the groups of Yale men who flitted like 
dignified black moths around the head 
of the stairs. From the room she had 
left drifted out the heavy fragrance left 
by the passage to and fro of many 
scented young beauties— rich perfumes 
and the fragile memory-laden dust of 
fragrant powders. This odour drifting 
out acquired the tang of cigarette smoke 
in the hall and then settled sensuously 
down the stairs and permeated the ball 
room where the Gamma Psi dance was 
to be. It was an odour she knew well,

exciting, stimulating, restlessly sweet'— 
the odour of a fashionable dance.

She thought of her own appearance. 
Her bare arms and shoulders were 
powdered to a creamy white. She 
knew they looked very soft and would 
gleam like milk against the black arms 
and shoulders that were to silhouette 
them tonight. The hairdressing had 
been a success; her reddish mass of 
hair was piled and crushed and creased 
to an arrogant marvel of mobile curves. 
Her lips were finely made of deep car
mine; her nose was pert; the irises of 
her eyes were delicate, breakable blue, 
like china eyes. She was a complete, 
infinitely delicate, quite perfect thing of 
beauty, flowing in an even line from a 
complex coiffure to two small slim feet.

She thought of what she would say 
tonight at this revel, faintly prestiged 
already by the sounds of high and low 
laughter and slippered footsteps and 
movements of couples up and down the 
stairs. She would talk the language 
she had talked for many years:—her 
line— made up of the current expres
sions, bits of journalese and college 
slang strung together into an intrinsic 
whole, careless, faintly provocative, 
delicately sentimental. She smiled faint
ly as she heard a girl sitting on the 
stairs near her say: “ You don’t know 
the half of it, dearie!”

And as she smiled her anger melted 
for a moment, and closing her eyes she 
drew in a deep breath of pleasure. She 
dropped her arms to her side until they 
were faintly touching the sleek sheath 
that covered and suggested her figure. 
She had never felt her own softness so 
much nor so enjoyed the whiteness of 
her own arms.

“ I smell sweet,”  she said to herself 
simply and then came another thought 
— “ I ’m made for love.”

She liked the sound o f this and 
thought it again; then in inevitable suc
cession came her newborn riot of 
dreams about Gordon. An unexpected, 
unexplainable twist of her imagination 
two months before had disclosed to 
Edith that she wanted Gordon more 
than she wanted anything in the world.
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For all her sleek beauty, Edith was a 
grave, slow-thinking girl. There was 
a streak in her of that same desire to 
ponder, of that adolescent idealism that 
had turned her brother socialist and 
pacifist. Henry Bradin had left Cor
nell, where he had been an assistant in 
economics, and came to New York to 
pour the dissatisfaction of his active 
mind into the columns of a radical 
weekly newspaper. He was managing 
editor of the New York Trumpet. Os
tensibly, brother and sister had no more 
in common than a beaver and a pea
cock; at heart the springs of Harold’s 
idealism were twin to the motive power 
of Edith’s fancies.

She was twenty-one, with a faint 
weariness. There was a quality of 
weakness she had always seen in Gor
don that she wanted to take care o f ; 
there was a quality of helplessness in 
him that she wanted to protect. And 
she wanted someone she had known a 
long while, someone who had loved her 
a long while. She was a little tired; 
she wanted to get married. Out o f a 
pile of letters, half a dozen pictures and 
as many memories, and, somehow, this 
tiredness, she had decided that next time 
she saw Gordon their relations were 
going to be changed. She would say 
something that would change them. 
There was this evening. This was her 
evening. All evenings were her eve
nings.

Then her thoughts were interrupted 
by a solemn undergraduate with a hurt 
look and an air of strained formality 
presenting himself before her and bow
ing unusually low. It was the man she 
had come with, Peter Barton. He was 
tall and humorous, with horned-rimmed 
glasses and an air of attractive whimsi
cality. She suddenly rather disliked 
him— probably because he had not suc
ceeded in kissing her.

“ Well,”  she began, “ are you still 
furious at me?”

“ Not at all.”
She stepped forward and took his 

arm.
“ I’m sorry,”  she said softly. “ I 

don’t know why I snapped out that

way. I ’m in a bum humour tonight, I 
guess, for some strange reason. I ’m 
sorry.”

“ S’all right,”  he mumbled, “don’t 
mention it.”

He felt disagreeably embarrassed. 
As if she was rubbing in the fact of 
his late failure.

“ It was a mistake,”  she continued, on 
the same consciously gentle key. “ W e’ll 
both forget it.”

A  few minutes later they drifted out 
on the floor while the dozen swaying, 
sighing members of the specially hired 
jazz orchestra informed the crowded 
ballroom that if a saxophone is left 
alone it’s more than enough for 
me.

A  man with a light mustache cut in. 
“ Hello,” he began reprovingly. “ You 

don’t remember me.”
“ I can’t just find your name,”  she 

said lightly— “ and I know you so well.” 
“ I met you up at— ” His voice 

trailed disconsolately off as a man with 
very fair hair cut-in. Edith murmured 
a conventional “ Thanks, loads— cut in 
later,” to the inconnu.

The very fair man insisted on shak
ing hands enthusiastically. She placed 
him as one of the numerous Jims of 
her acquaintance— last name a mys
tery. She remembered even that he 
had a peculiar rhythm in dancing; 
found as they started that she was 
right. _

“ Going to be here long?”  he breathed 
confidentially.

She leaned ’back and looked up at 
him.

“ Couple of weeks.”
“ Where are you?”
“ Biltmore. Call me up some day.” 
“ I mean it— I will. W e’ll go to tea.”  
“ So do I— do.”
A  dark man cut in with intense 

formality.
“ You don’t remember me, do you?” 

he said gravely.
“ I should say I do. Your name’s 

Harlan.”
“ No-ope. Barlow.”
“ Well, I knew there were two sylla

bles anyway. You’re the boy that
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played the ukulele so well up at Jim 
Marshall’s house party.

“ I played— but not— ”
A  light-haired man with prominent 

teeth cut in. Edith inhaled a slight 
cloud of whiskey. It made her feel 
quite at home. She liked men to have 
had something to drink; they were so 
much more cheerful and appreciative 
and complimentary— much easier to 
talk to.

“ My name’s Cory, Philip Cory,”  he 
said cheerfully. “ You don’t remember 
me, I know, but you used to come up 
to New Haven with a fellow I roomed 
with senior year, Gordon Sterrett.”  

Edith looked up quickly.
“ Yes, I went up with him twice— to 

the Pump and Slipper and the Junior 
prom.”

“ You’ve seen him, of course,”  said 
Cory carelessly. “ He’s here tonight. I 
saw him just a minute ago.”

Edith started. Yet she had felt 
quite sure he would be here.

“ Why no, I haven’t— ”
A  little man with black hair cut in. 
“ Hello Edith,” he began.
“Why-—hello there— ”
She slipped, stumbled lightly.
“ I ’m sorry, dear,”  she murmured 

mechanically.
She had seen Gordon— Gordon very 

whit£ and listless, leaning against the 
side of a doorway, smoking and look
ing into the ballroom. Edith could see 
that his face was thin and wan—that 
the hand he raised to his lips with a 
cigarette was trembling. They were 
dancing quite close to him now.

“— They invite so darn many extra 
fellas that you— ” the short man was 
saying.

“ Hello, Gordon,”  said Edith over 
her partner’s shoulder. Her heart was 
pounding wildly.

His large dark eyes were fixed on 
her. He took a step in her direction. 
Her partner turned her away— she 
heard his voice bleating—

“—but half the stags get lit and 
leave long before, so— ”

Then a low tone at her side.
“ May I, please?”

She was dancing suddenly with Gor
don; one of his arms was around her; 
she felt it tighten spasmodically; felt 
his hand on her back with the fingers 
spread. Her hand holding the little 
lace handkerchief was crushed in his.

“ Why Gordon,”  she began breath
lessly.

“ Hello Edith.”
She slipped again— was tossed for

ward by her recovery until her face 
touched the black cloth of his dinner 
coat'. She loved him— she knew she 
loved him— then for a minute there 
was silence while a strange feeling of 
uneasiness crept over her. Something 
was wrong.

O f a sudden her heart wrenched and 
turned over as she realized what it was. 
He was pitifully and wretchedly 
drunk.

“ Oh— ”  she cried involuntarily.
His eyes looked down at her. She 

saw suddenly that they were blood- 
streaked and rolling uncontrollably.

“ Gordon,”  she murmured, - “ we’ll sit 
down; I want to sit down.”

They were nearly in mid-floor, but 
she had seen two men start toward her 
from opposite sides of the room, so she 
halted, seized Gordon’s limp hand and 
led him bumping through the crowd, 
her mouth tight shut, her face a little 
pale under her rouge, her eyes trem
bling with tears.

She found a place high up on the 
soft-carpeted stairs and he sat down 
heavily beside her.

“ Well,”  he began, staring at her un
steadily, “ I certainly am glad to see 
you, Edith.”

She looked at him without answer
ing. The effect of this on her was 
immeasurable. For years she had seen 
men in various stages of intoxication, 
from uncles all the way down to chauf
feurs, and her feelings had varied 
from amusement to disgust, but here 
for the first time she was seized with 
a new feeling— an unutterable horror.

“ Gordon,”  she said accusingly and 
almost crying, “ you’re drunk.”

He nodded. “ I ’ve had trouble, 
Edith.”
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-  “ Trouble?”
“All sorts of trouble. Just big mess. 

Don’t you say anything to the family, 
but I’m all gone pieces. I ’m a mess. 
I ’m a mess, Edith.”

His lower lip was sagging. He 
seemed scarcely to see her.

“ Can’t you— can’t you,”  she hesi
tated, “ can’t you tell me about it, Gor
don. You know I’m always interested 
in you.”

She bit her lip— she had intended to 
say something stronger, but found at 
the end that she couldn’t bring it out.

Gordon shook his head dully. “ I 
can’t tell you. You’re a good woman. 
I can’t tell a good woman the story.” 

“ Rot,”  she said defiantly. “ I think 
it’s a perfect insult to call anyone a 
good woman in that way. It’s a slam.”  

“ You’re a good woman,”  he re
peated.

“ You’re drunk, Gordon.”
: “ Thanks.” He inclined his head 
gravely. “ Thanks for the informa
tion.”

“ Why do you drink?”
“ Because I ’m so damn miserable.” 
“ Do you think drinking’s going to 

make it any better?”
“ What you doing—trying to reform 

me ?”
“ N o; I ’m trying to help you, Gor

don. Can’t you tell me about it?” 
“ What do you mean ? I ’m in an awful 

mess. Best thing you can do is to pre
tend not to know me.”

“ Why, Gordon?”
“ That’s it— pretend not know me. 

I ’m sorry I cut in on you— unfair to 
you. You’re pure woman— I’m a bad 
man. Now on we pretend not know 
each other. Here, I ’ll get someone else 
to dance with you.”

He half rose clumsily to his feet, 
but she reached up and pulled him 
down beside her on the stairs.

“ Here, Gordon. You’re ridiculous. 
Y ou ’re hurting me. You’re acting like 
a—like a drunken man— ”

“Admit it. I ’m drunken. I ’m not 
worthy look at you. Something’s 
wrong with me, Edith, from bottom

up. There’s something left me. It
doesn’t matter.”

“ It does, tell me.”
“Just that. I was always queer— li’l 

bit different from other boys. All 
right in college, but now it’s all wrong. 
Things have been snapping inside me 
for four months like li’l hooks on a 
dress and it’s about to come off when 
a few more hooks go. I’m very gradu
ally going crazy.”

He turned his eyes full on her and 
began to laugh, and she shrank away 
from him.

“ What is the matter?”
“Just me,”  he repeated. “ I ’m going 

crazy. This whole place is like a 
dream to me—this Delmonico’s— ”

As he talked she saw he had changed 
utterly. He wasn’t at all light and gay 
and careless— a great lethargy and dis
couragement had come over him. Re
vulsion seized her, followed by a faint, 
surprising boredom. His voice seemed 
to come out of a great void.

“ Edith,”  he said, “ I used to think I 
was clever, talented, an artist. Now I 
know I ’m nothing. Can’t draw, Edith. 
Don’t know why I ’m telling you this.”  

She nodded absently.
“ I can’t draw, I can’t do anything. 

I ’m poor as a church mouse.”  He
laughed, bitterly and rather too loud. 
“ I ’ve become a damn beggar, a leech
on my friends. I ’m a failure. I’m
poor as hell.”

Her distaste was growing. She
barely nodded this time, waiting for 
her first possible cue to rise.

Suddenly Gordon’s eyes filled with 
tears.

“ Edith,”  he said, turning to her with 
what was evidently a strong effort at 
self-control, “ I can’t tell you what it 
means to me to know there’s one per
son left who’s interested in me.”

He reached out and patted her hand 
and unconsciously she drew it away.

“ It’s mighty fine of you,”  he re
peated.

“Well,”  she said slowly, looking him 
in the eye, “ anyone’s always glad to see 
an old friend— but I ’m sorry to see you 
like this, Gordon.”

S, Set—July— 2
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There was a pause while they looked 
at each other and the momentary 
eagerness in his eyes wavered. She 
rose and stood looking at him, her face 
quite expressionless.

“ Shall we dance?” she suggested 
coolly.

— Love is fragile— she was thinking 
—but perhaps the pieces are saved. 
The new love words, the tendernesses 
learned, are treasured up for the next 
lover.

CH APTER V

P eter B arton , unaccustomed to be
ing snubbed, having been snubbed, was 
hurt and embarrassed and ashamed of 
himself. For a matter of two months 
he had been on special delivery terms 
with Edith Bradin and, knowing that 
the one excuse and explanation of the 
special delivery letter is its value in 
sentimental correspondence, he had be
lieved himself quite sure of his ground. 
He searched in vain for any reason 
why she should have taken this atti
tude in the matter of a simple kiss.

Therefore when he was cut in on by 
the fair-haired man he went out into 
the hall and, making up a sentence, 
said it over to himself several times. 
Considerably deleted, this is it:

“ Well, if any girl ever led a man on 
and then jolted him, she did— and she 
has no kick coming if I go out and get 
beautifully boiled.”

So he walked through the supper 
room into a small room adjoining it, 
which he had located earlier in the 
evening. It was a room in which there 
were several large bowls of punch 
flanked by many bottles. He took a 
seat beside the table which held the 
bowls.

At the second highball, boredom, 
disgust, the monotony of time, the 
turbidity of events, sank into a vague 
background before which glittering 
cobwebs formed. Things became rec
onciled to themselves, lay quietly on 
their shelves; the troubles of the day 
arranged themselves in trim formation 
and at his curt wish of dismissal,

marched off and disappeared. And 
with the departure of worry came 
brilliant, permeating symbolism. Edith 
became a flighty, negligible girl, not 
to be worried over; rather to be 
laughed at. She fitted like a figure of 
his own dream into the surface world 
forming about him. He himself be
came in a measure symbolic, a type of 
the continent bacchannal, the brilliant 
dreamer at play.

Then the symbolic mood faded and 
as he sipped his third highball his imag
ination yielded to the warm glow and 
he lapsed into a state similar to float
ing on his back in pleasant water; and 
it was at this point that he noticed that 
a green baize door near him was open 
about two inches and through the aper
ture a pair of eyes were watching him 
intently.

“ Hm,”  murmured Peter, somewhat 
startled.

The green door closed— and then 
opened again— a bare half inch this 
time.

“ Hm,”  murmured Peter.
The door remained stationary and 

then he became aware of a series of 
tense intermittent whispers.

“ One guy.”
“ What’s he doin’ ?”
“ He’s sittin’ lookin’.”
“ He better beat it off. W e gotta get 

another li’l bottle.”
Peter listened while the words fil

tered into his consciousness.
“ Now this,”  he thought, “ is most re

markable.”
He was excited. He was jubilant. 

He felt that he had stumbled upon a 
mystery. Affecting an elaborate care
lessness he arose and walked around 
the table— then, turning quickly, pulled 
open the green door, precipitating Pri
vate Rose into the room.

Peter bowed.
“ How do you do,”  he said.
Private Rose set one foot slightly 

in front of the other, poised for fight, 
flight or compromise.

“ How do you do,”  repeated Peter 
politely.

“ I ’m o’right.”
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“ Can I offer you a drink?”
Private Rose looked at him search- 

ingly, suspecting possible sarcasm. 
“ O ’right,”  he said finally.
Peter indicated a chair.
“ Sit down.”
“ I got a friend,”  said Rose, “ I got 

a friend in there.”  He pointed to the 
green door.

“ By all means let’s have him in.” 
Peter crossed over, opened the door 

and welcomed in Private Key, very 
suspicious and uncertain and guilty. 
Chairs were found and the three took 
their seats around the punch bowl. 
Peter gave them each a highball and 
offered them a cigarette from his case. 
They accepted both with some diffi
dence.

“ Now,”  continued Peter easily, “ may 
I ask why you gentlemen prefer to 
lounge away your leisure hours in a 
room which is chiefly furnished, as far 
as I can see, with scrubbing brushes, 
when the human race has progressed 
to the stage where seventeen thousand 
chairs are manufactured on every day 
except Sunday?”

Rose and Key regarded him vacant
ly. Key grunted.

“ Will you tell me,”  went on Peter, 
“ why you chose to rest yourselves on 
articles intended for the transportation 
o f water from one place to another?”  

At this point Rose contributed a 
grunt to the conversation.

“And lastly,”  finished Peter, “ will 
you tell me why, when you are in a 
building beautifully hung with enor
mous candelabra, you prefer to spend 
these mellow evening hours under one 
anemic electric light?”

Rose looked at K ey; Key looked at 
Rose. They laughed; they laughed up
roariously; they found it was impossi
ble to look at each other without laugh
ing. But they were not laughing with 
this man—they were laughing at him. 
T o them a man who talked after this 
fashion was either raving drunk or 
raving crazy.

“ You are Yale men, I presume,”  said 
Peter, finishing his highball and pre
paring another.

They laughed again.
“ Na-ah.”
“ So? I thought perhaps you might 

be members of that obscure section of 
the university known as the Sheffield 
Scientific School.”

“ Na-ah.”
“ Hm. Well, that’s too bad. No 

doubt you are Harvard men, anxious 
to preserve your incognito in this—this 
paradise of violet blue, so to speak.”  

“ Na-ah,”  said Key scornfully, “ we 
was just waitin’ for somebody.”

“ Ah,”  exclaimed Peter, rising and 
filling their glasses, “ very interestin’ . 
Had a date with a scrub-lady, eh?” 

They both denied this indignantly. 
“ S’all right,”  Peter reassured them, 

“ don’t apologize. S’all right. Scrub- 
lady’s as good as any lady in the 
world. Kipling says ‘Any lady and 
Julie O ’Grady under the skin.’ One 
woman’s as bad as another. Isn’t she?”  

“ Sure,”  said Key, winking broadly 
at Rose.

“ My case, for instance,”  continued 
Peter, finishing his glass. “ I got a girl 
up here tha’s spoiled. Spoildest darn 
girl I ever saw. Refuse to kiss me; 
no reason whats’ever. Led me on de
liberately to think sure I want to 
kiss you and then plunk! Threw me 
over! Wha’s younger generation cornin’ 
to.”

“ Say tha’s hard luck,”  said Key—  
“ that’s awful hard luck.”

“ Oh boy !”  said Rose.
“ Have another?”  said Peter.
“ W e got in a sort o f fight for 

awhile,”  said Key after a pause, “ but 
it was too far away.”

“ A  fight?”— tha’s stuff!” said Peter, 
seating himself unsteadily. “ Fight ’em 
all! I was in the army.”

“ This was with a Bolshevik fella.”  
“ Tha’s stuff!”  exclaimed Peter, en

thusiastic. “ That’s what I say! Kill 
Bolshevik! Exterminate ’em !”

“W e’re Americuns,”  said Rose, im
plying a sturdy, defiant patriotism.

“ Sure,” said Peter. “ Greates’ race in 
the world! W e’re all Americuns! 
Have another.”

They had another.
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CHAPTER VI

A t  one o ’clock a special orchestra, 
special even in a day of special orches
tras, arrived at Delmonico’s, and its 
members, seating themselves arrogantly 
around the piano, took up the burden 
o f providing music for the Gamma Psi 
Fraternity. They were headed by a 
famous flute player, distinguished 
throughout New York for his feat of 
standing on his head and shimmying 
with his shoulders while he played the 
latest jazz on his flute. During his 
performance the lights were extin
guished except for the spotlight on the 
flute player and another roving beam 
that threw flickering shadows and 
changing kaleidoscopic colours over the 
massed dancers.

Edith had danced herself into that 
tired, dreamy state possible only to 
debutantes, a state equivalent to the 
glow felt by a man after several long 
highballs. Her mind floated vaguely 
on the bosom of her music; her part
ners changed with the unreality of 
phantoms under the colourful shifting 
dusk, and to her present coma it seemed 
as if days had passed since the dance 
began. She had talked on many sub
jects with many men. She had been 
kissed once and made love to six times. 
Earlier in the evening different under
graduates had danced with her, but now, 
like all the more popular girls there 
she had her own entourage—that is, 
half a dozen gallants had singled her 
out or were alternating her charms 
with those of some other chosen 
beauty; they cut in on her in regular 
inevitable succession.

Several times she had seen Gordon 
— he had been sitting a long time on 
the stairway with his palm to his head, 
his dull eyes fixed at an infinite speck 
on the floor before him, very depressed, 
he looked, and quite drunk— but Edith 
each time had averted her glance hur
riedly. All that seemed long ago; her 
mind was passive now, her senses were 
lulled to trance-like sleep; only her feet 
danced and her voice talked on in hazy 
sentimental banter.

But Edith was not nearly so tired 
as to be incapable of moral indignation 
when Peter Barton cut in on her quite 
su'blimely and happily drunk. She 
gasped and looked up at him.

“ Why, Peter!”
“ I ’m a li’l stewed, Edith.”
“ Why, Peter, you’re a peach, you 

are! Don’t you think it’s a bum way of 
doing— to drink when you’re with 
me?”

Then she smiled unwillingly, for he 
was looking at her with owlish senti
mentality varied with a silly spasmodic 
smile.

“ Darlin’ Edith,”  he began earnestly, 
“ you know I love you, don’t you?”

“ You tell it well.”
“ I love you— and I merely wanted 

you to kiss me,”  he added sadly.
His embarrassment, his shame were 

both gone. She was a mos’ beautiful 
girl in whole worl’ . Mos’ beautiful 
eyes, like stars above. He wanted to 
’pologize— firs’, for presuming try to 
kiss her; second, for drinking— but 
he’d been so discouraged ’cause he 
had thought she was mad at him—

The very dark man cut in, and look
ing up at Edith smiled radiantly.

“ Did you bring anyone ?” she asked.
No. The very dark man was a stag.
“Well, would you mind— would it 

be an awful bother for you to—to take 
me home tonight (this extreme diffi
dence was a charming affectation on 
Edith’s part— she knew that the dark 
man would immediately dissolve into 
a paroxysm of delight).

“ Bother? Why, good Lord, I ’d be 
darn glad to ! You know I ’d be darn 
glad to.”

“ Thanks loads! You’re awfully 
sweet.”

She glanced at her wrist-watch. It 
was half-past one. And, as she said 
“ half-past one” to herself, it floated 
vaguely into her mind that she had 
heard that very hour mentioned lately 
in some significant connection. Where?

Then she remembered, her brother 
had told her at luncheon that he 
worked in his Weekly office until after 
one-thirty every evening.
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Edith turned suddenly to her current 
partner.

“What street is Delmonico’s on, any
way ?”

“ Street? Oh, why Fifth Avenue, of 
course.”

“ I mean, what cross street?”
“ Why— let’s see— it’s on Forty- 

fourth Street.”
This verified what she had thought, 

Henry’s office must be across the street 
and just around the corner, and it oc
curred to her immediately that she 
might slip over for a moment and sur
prise him, inspect his office, cheer him 
up, float in on him, a shimmering mar
vel in her new crimson opera cloak. It 
was exactly the sort of thing Edith 
revelled in doing— an unconventional, 
jaunty thing. The idea reached out 
and gripped at her imagination— after 
an instant’s hesitation she had decided.

“ My hair is just about to tumble en
tirely down,” she said pleasantly to her 
partner, “ would you mind if I go and 
fix it?”

“ Not at all.”
“ You’re a peach. I ’ll meet you at the 

door of the dressing room in about 
fifteen minutes.

Wrapped in her crimson opera cloak 
she flitted down a sidestairs, her cheeks 
glowing with excitement at her little ad
venture. She ran by a couple who stood 
at the door,— a weak-chinned waiter 
and an over-rouged young lady, in hot 
dispute,— and opening the outer door 
stepped into the warm May night.

The over-rouged young lady followed 
her with a brief, bitter glance,— then 
turned again to the weak-chinned waiter 
and took up her argument.

“ You better go up and tell him I ’m 
here,”  she said defiantly, “ or I ’ll go up 
myself.”

“ No, you don’t !”  said George sternly.
The girl smiled sardonically.
“ Oh, I don’t, don’t I? I ’m not good 

enough, eh? Well, let me tell you I 
know more college fellas and more of 
’em know me and are glad to take me 
out on a party, than you ever saw in 
your whole life.”

“ Maybe so— ”

“ Maybe so,” she interrupted, mimick
ing him, “ Oh, it’s all right for any of 
’em like that little lady that just ran 
out— Lord knows where she went— it’s 
all right for them that are asked here 
to come or go as they like—but when I 
want to see a friend they have some 
cheap, ham-slinging, bring-me-a-dough- 
nut waiter to stand here and keep me 
out.”

“ See here,” said the elder Key in
dignantly, “ I can’t lose my job. Maybe 
this fella you’re talkin’ about doesn’t 
want to see you.”

“ Oh, he wants to see me all right.” 
“ Anyways, how could I find him in 

all that crowd?”
“ Oh, he’ll be there,” she asserted con

fidently, “ You just ask anybody for 
Gordon Sterrett and they’ll point him 
out to you. They all know each other, 
those fellas.”

She produced a mesh bag and taking 
out a dollar bill handed it to George.

“ Here,”  she said, “ here’s a bribe. 
You find him and give him my message. 
You tell him if he isn’t here in five min
utes I’m coming up.”

George shook his head pessimistically, 
considered the question for a moment, 
wavered violently and then with
drew.

In less than the allotted time Gordon 
came downstairs. He was quite as 
drunk as he had been earlier in the eve
ning but in somehow a different way. 
The liquor seemed to have hardened on 
him like a crust. He was heavy and 
lurching,— almost incoherent when he 
talked.

“  ’Lo Gloria,”  he said thickly, “ come 
righ’ away. Gloria, I couldn’t get tha’ 
money. Tried my best.”

“ Money nothing!” she snapped. “ You 
haven’t been near me for ten days. 
What’s the matter?”

He shook his head slowly.
“ Been very drunk, Gloria. Been 

sick.”
“ Why didn’t you tell me if you were 

sick. I don’t care about the money that 
bad. I didn’t start botherin’ you about 
it at all until you began neglecting me.” 

Again he shook his head.



22 M A Y  DAY

“ Haven’t been neglecting you. Not 
fall.”

“ Haven’t ! You haven’t been near me 
for three weeks, unless you been so 
drunk you didn’t know what you were 
doing.”

“ Been sick, Gloria,”  he repeated, 
turning his eyes upon her wearily.

“ You’re well enough to come and 
play with your débutante' friends here 
all right. You told me you’d meet me 
for dinner and you said you’d have 
some money for me. You didn’t even 
bother to ring me up.”

“ I couldn’t get any money.”
“ Haven’t I just been saying that 

doesn’t matter. I wanted to see you, 
Gordon, but you seem to prefer your 
Yale girls.”

He denied this bitterly.
“ Then get your hat and come with 

me,”  she suggested.
Gordon hesitated— and she came sud

denly close to him and slipped her arms 
around his neck.

“ Come on with me, Gordon,” she said 
in a half whisper, “ W e’ll go over to 
Devineries and have a drink, and then 
we can go up to my apartment.”

“ I can’t, Gloria,— ”
“ You can,”  she said intensely.
“ I ’m sick as a dog !”
“ Well, then, you oughtn’t to stay here 

and dance.”
With a glance around him in which 

relief and despair were mingled, Gordon 
hesitated and then suddenly pulled her 
to him clumsily and kissed her soft, 
pulpy lips.

“ All right,” he said heavily, “ I ’ll get 
my hat.”

CH APTER VII

W h e n  Edith came out into the clear 
blue of May night she found the Ave
nue deserted. The windows of the 
great shops were dark ; over their doors 
were drawn great iron masks until they 
were only shadowy tombs o f the day’s 
past splendour. Glancing down toward 
Forty-second Street she saw a com
mingled blur o f lights from the all-night 
restaurants. Over on Sixth Avenue

the elevated, a flare of fire roared across 
the street between the glimmering 
parallels of light at the station and 
streaked along into the crisp dark. But 
at Forty-fourth Street it was very quiet.

Pulling her cloak close about her 
Edith darted across the Avenue and 
hurried along Forty-fourth Street. She 
started nervously as a solitary man 
passed her and said in a hoarse whisper 
— “ Where bound kiddo?” She was re
minded of a night in her childhood when 
she had walked around the block in her 
pajamas and a big dog had howled at 
her from a mystery-big back yard.

In a minute she had reached her des
tination, a two-story, comparatively old 
building in the upper window o f which 
she thankfully detected a wisp of light. 
It was bright enough outside for her 
to make out the sign beside the window 
“ The New York Trumpet.” She stepped 
inside a dark hall and after a second 
saw the stairs in the corner.

Then she was in a long, low room 
furnished with many desks and hung 
on all sides with file copies of news
papers. There were only two inhab
itants. They were sifting at different 
ends of the room, each wearing a green 
eye-shade and writing by a solitary desk 
light.

For a moment she stood uncertainly 
in the doorway and then both men 
turned around simultaneously and she 
recognized her brother.

“ Why, Edith!” He rose quickly and 
approached her in amazement, remov
ing his eyeshade. He was tall, lean and 
dark, with black, piercing eyes under 
very thick glasses. They were far-away 
eyes that seemed always fixed just over 
the head of the person he was talking 
to.

He put his hands on her arms and 
kissed her cheek.

“ What is it?” he repeated in some 
alarm.

“ I was at a dance across at Del- 
monico’s, Henry,”  she said excitedly, 
“ and I couldn’t resist tearing over to 
see you.”

“ I’m glad you did.”  His alertness 
gave way quickly to a habitual vague
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ness. “ You oughtn’t to be out alone at 
night though, had you?”

The man at the other end of the room 
had been looking at them curiously but 
at Henry’s beckoning gesture he ap
proached.- He was loosely fat with little 
twinkling eyes, and, having removed his 
collar and tie, he gave the impression, 
somehow, of a middle western farmer 
on Sunday afternoon.

“ This is my sister,”  said Henry, “ She 
dropped in to see me.”

“ Dropped in to see you, eh?” said 
the fat man smiling, “ My name’s 
Bartholomew, Miss Bradin. I know 
your brother has forgotten it long ago.” 

Edith laughed politely.
“ Well,”  he continued, “ not exactly 

gorgeous quarters we have here, are 
they ?”

Eleanor looked around the room. 
“ They seem very nice,”  she replied. 

“Where do you keep the bombs?”
“ The bombs ?”  repeated Bartholomew, 

laughing. “ That’s pretty good,—the 
bombs. Did you hear her, Henry ? She 
wants to know where we keep the 
bombs.”

Edith swung herself on to a vacant 
desk and sat dangling her feet over the 
edge. Her brother took a chair beside 
her and produced his pipe.

“ Well,” he asked, “ how do you like 
New York this trip?”

“ Not bad.”
“ How’s your dance ?”
7‘Not bad, and, Henry, I ’ll be over at 

the Biltmore with the Hoyts until Sun
day. Can’t you come to luncheon to
morrow ?”

He thought a moment.
" I ’m especially busy,” he objected, 

“ and I hate women in groups.”
“ All right,”  she agreed unruffled. 

“ Let’s you and me have luncheon to
gether.”

“ Very well.”
“ I’ll call for you at twelve.” 
Bartholomew was obviously anxious 

to return to his desk, but apparently 
considered that it would be rude to leave 
without some parting pleasantry. 

“ Well”— he began awkwardly.
They both turned to him.

“ Well, we— we had an exciting time 
earlier in the evening.”

The two men exchanged glances and 
laughed.

“ You should have come earlier,” 
continued Bartholomew, somewhat en
couraged. “ W e had a regular vaude
ville.”

“ Did you really ?”
“ A  serenade,” put in Henry. “ A  lot of 

soldiers gathered down there in the 
street and began to yell at the sign.” 

“ W hy?”  she demanded.
“ Just a crowd,” said Henry, abstract

edly. “ All crowds have to howl. They 
didn’t have anybody with much initiative 
in the lead or they’d probably have 
forced their way in here and smashed 
things up.”

“Yes,” said Bartholomew, turning 
again to Edith, “ you should have been 
here.”

He seemed to consider this a sufficient 
cue for withdrawal, for he turned 
abruptly and went back to his desk.

“ Are the soldiers all set against the 
Socialists?” demanded Edith of her 
brother. “ I mean do they attack you 
violently and all that?”

Henry replaced his eye-shade and 
yawned.

“ There always have been a lot of 
fools,” he said casually. “ The human 
race has come a long way, but most of 
us are throw-backs; the soldiers don’t 
know what they want or what they hate 
or what they like. They’re used to act
ing in large bodies and they seem to 
have to make demonstrations. So it 
happens_to be against us. There’ve been 
riots all over the city tonight. It’s 
May Day, you see— some sort of 
holiday.”

“ Was the disturbance here pretty 
serious ?”

“ Not a bit,”  he said scornfully. 
“ About twenty-five of them stopped in 
the street about nine o ’clock and began 
to bellow at the moon.”

“ Oh”—  She changed the subject. 
“You’re glad to see me, Henry?”

“ Why, sure.”
“ You don’t seem to be.”"I am."
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“ I suppose you think I ’m a— a waster. 
Sort of the World’s Worst Butterfly.”

Henry laughed.
“ Not at all. Have a good time while 

you’re young. Why? Do I seem like 
the priggish and earnest youth?”

“ No— ” She paused, “— but some
how I began thinking how absolutely 
different the party I ’m on is from—  
from all your purposes. It seems sort 
of— of incongruous, doesn’t it?— me be
ing at a party like that and you over 
here working for a thing that’ll make 
that sort of party impossible ever any 
more.”

“ I don’t think of it that way. You’re 
young S.nd you’re acting just as you 
were brought up to act. Go ahead— 
have a good time?”

Her feet, which had been idly swing
ing, stopped and her voice dropped a 
note.

“ I wish you’d— you’d come back to 
Harrisburg and have a good time. Do 
you feel sure that you’re on the right 
track— ”

“ You’re wearing beautiful stockings,” 
he interrupted, “ What on earth are 
they?”

“ They’re embroidered,” she replied, 
glancing down. “Aren’t they cunning ?” 
She raised her skirts and uncovered 
slim, silk-sheathed calves, “ Or do you 
disapprove of silk stockings?”

He seemed slightly exasperated, bent 
his dark eyes on her piercingly.

“Are you trying to make me out as 
criticizing you in any way, Edith?”

“ Not at all— ”
She paused. Someone had uttered 

a grunt. She turned and saw that 
Bartholomew had left his desk and was 
standing at the window.

“ What is it ?” demanded Henry.
“ Some people,”  said Bartholomew, 

and then after an instant, “ a whole jam 
of them. They’re coming from Sixth 
Avenue.”

“ People?”
The fat man pressed his nose to the 

pane.
“ Soldiers, by God!” he said em

phatically. “ I had an idea they’d come 
back.”

Edith jumped to her feet and run
ning over joined Bartholomew at the 
window.

“ There’s a lot of them!” she cried 
excitedly, “ Come here, Henry!”

Henry readjusted his shade, but kept 
his seat.

“ Simple apes,”  he commented con
temptuously.

“Hadn’t we better turn out the 
lights?” suggested Bartholomew.

“ No. They’ll go away in a moment.” 
“ They’re not,” said Edith, peering 

from the window. “ They’re not even 
thinking of going away. There’s more 
of them coming. Look— there’s a whole 
crowd turning the corner of Sixth 
Avenue.”

By the yellow glow and blue shadows 
of the street lamp she could see that 
the sidewalk was crowded with men. 
They were mostly in uniform, some 
sober, some enthusiastically drunk, and 
over the whole swept an incoherent 
clamour and shouting.

Henry rose and going to the window 
exposed himself as a long silhouette 
against the office lights. Immediately 
the shouting became a steady yell, and 
a rattling fusilade of small missies, 
corners of tobacco plugs, cigarette boxes 
and even pennies beat against the win
dow. The sounds of the racket which 
had hitherto come through the front 
windows now began floating up the 
stairs as the folding doors revolved.

“ They’re coming up!” cried Bartholo
mew.

Edith turned anxiously to Henry. 
“ They’re coming up, Henry.”
From downstairs in the lower hall 

their cries were now quite audible.
“—  damn Socialists!”
“ W e ’ll go get those Bolsheviks!” 
“ Pacifists!— Aah— h-h!” 
“ Pro-Germans! Boche-lovers!” 
The next five minutes passed in a 

dream.
Edith was conscious that the clamour 

burst suddenly upon the three of them 
like a cloud of rain, that there was a 
thunder of many feet on the stairs, that 
Henry had siezed her arm and drawn 
her back toward the rear of the desk.
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Then the door opened and an over
flow of men were forced into the room 
— not the leaders, but simply those who 
happened to be in front.

“ Hello B o!”
“ Hello you yellow Bolshevik!”
“Up late, ain’t you ?”
“You an’ your girl. Damn you!”
She noticed that there were two very 

drunken soldiers in front,— one of them 
short and dark, the other tall and weak- 
chinned.

Henry stepped forward and raised 
his hand.

“ Friends!”  he said.
The clamour faded into a momentary 

stillness, punctuated with mutterings.
“ Friends!”  he repeated, his far-away 

eyes fixed over the heads o f the crowd, 
“ You’re injuring no one but yourselves 
by breaking in here tonight. Do we 
look like rich men? Do we look like 
Germans ? I ask you in all fairness — ”

“ Pipe down!”
“ I’ll say you d o !”
“ Say, who’s your lady friend, 

buddy ?”
A  man in civilian clothes who had 

been pawing over a table suddenly held 
up a newspaper.

“ Here it is !” he shouted, “ Here’s the 
greasy sheet!”

A  new overflow from the stairs was 
shouldered in and of a sudden the 
room was full of men all closing in 
around the little pale group at the back. 
Edith saw that the tall man with the 
weak chin was still in front. The little 
dark man had disappeared.

She edged slightly backward, stood 
close to the open window through which 
came a clear breath of cool night air.

Then the room was in riot. She 
realized that the soldiers were surging 
forward, glimpsed the fat man swing
ing a chair over his head— instantly the 
lights went out, and she felt the push 
of warm bodies under rough cloth and 
her ears were full of shouting and 
trampling and hard breathing.

A  figure flashed by her out of no
where, tottered, was edged sideways 
and of a sudden disappeared helplessly 
out through the open window a

frightened, fragmentary cry that died 
staccato on the bosqm of the clamour. 
By the faint light streaming from the 
building backing on the area Edith had 
a quick impression that it had been the 
tall soldier with the weak chin.

Anger rose astonishingly in her. 
She swung her arms wildly, edged 
blindly toward the thickest of the 
scuffling. She heard grunts, curses, 
the muffled impact of fists.

“ Henry!” she called frantically, 
“ Henry!”

Then, it seemed minutes later, she 
felt suddenly that there were other fig
ures in the room. She heard a voice, 
deep, bullying, authoritative; she saw 
yellow rays of light sweeping here and 
there in the fracas. The cries became 
more scattered. The scuffling increased 
and then stopped.

Suddenly the lights were on and the 
room was full of policemen, clubbing 
left and right. The deep voice boomed 
out:

“ Here now ! Here now ! Here 
now !”

And then:
“ Quiet down and get out! Here 

now !”
The room seemed to empty like a 

wash bowl. A  policeman fast-grappled 
in the corner released his hold on his 
soldier antagonist and started him with 
a shove toward the door. The deep 
voice continued— Edith perceived now 
that it came from a bull-necked police 
captain standing near the door.

“ Here now! This is no way! One 
o f your own sojers got shoved out of 
the back window an’ killed hisself!”

“ Henry!”  called Edith, “ Henry!”
She beat wildly with her fists on the 

back o f the man in front of her; she 
brushed between two others; fought, 
shrieked and beat her way to a very 
pale figure sitting on the floor close to 
a desk.

“ Henry,”  she cried passionately, 
“ What’s the matter!” “ What’s the 
matter! What’s the matter! Did they 
hurt you?”

His eyes were shut. He groaned and 
then looking up complained dismally—
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“ They broke my leg, hell take their, 
stupid souls!”

“ Here now!” called the police Cap
tain, “ Here now ! Here now !”

CH APTER VII

“ C hilds^ Fifty-ninth Street”  at eight 
o ’clock of any morning differs from its 
sisters by less than the width of a 
marble table or the degree of polish on 
a frying pan. You will see there a 
crowd of poor people with sleep in the 
corners of their eyes, trying to look 
straight before them at their food so 
as not to see the other poor people. 
But Childs’, Fifty-ninth, four hours 
earlier is quite unlike any Childs’ 
restaurant from Portland, Oregon, to 
Portland, Maine. Within its pale but 
sanitary walls one finds a noisy medley 
o f chorus girls, college boys, debutantes, 
rakes, filles de joie— a not unrepresenta
tive mixture of the gayest of Broad
way’s evening population.

In the early morning of May the sec
ond it was unusually full. Over the 
marble-topped tables were bent the ex
cited faces of flappers whose fathers 
owned individual villages. They were 
eating buckwheat cakes and scrambled 
eggs with relish and gusto, an 
accomplishment that it would have been 
utterly impossible for them to repeat 
in the same place four hours later.

Almost the entire crowd were from 
the Gamma Psi dance at Delmonico’s 
except for several chorus girls from a 
midnight revue who sat at a side table 
and wished they’d taken off a little 
more make-up after the show. Here 
and there a drab mouse-like figure, quite 
out of place, watched the butterflies 
with a weary, puzzled curiosity. But 
the drab figure was the exception. This 
was the morning after May Day and 
celebration was still in the air.

Gus Rose, sober buf~a little dazed, 
must be classed as one of the drab fig
ures. How he had gotten from Forty- 
fourth Street to Fifty-ninth Street after 
the riot was only a hazy half-memory. 
He had seen the body of Carrol Key 
put in an ambulance and driven off, and

then he had started up town with two 
or three soldiers. Somewhere between 
Forty-fourth Street and Fifty-ninth 
Street the other soldiers had met some 
women and disappeared. Rose had 
wandered to Columbus Circle and 
chosen the gleaming lights of Childs’ 
to minister to his craving for coffee 
and doughnuts.

So he walked in and sat down. All 
around him floated airy, inconsequential 
chatter and high-pitched laughter.

At first he failed to understand, but 
after a puzzled five minutes he realized 
that this was the aftermath of some gay 
party. Here and there a restless, 
hilarious young man wandered 
fraternally and familiarly between the 
tables, shaking hands indiscriminately 
and pausing here and there for a face
tious chat. Excited waiters bearing cakes 
and eggs aloft swore at them silently 
as they bumped them out of the way 
on their imperious course. To Rose, 
seated at the most inconspicuous and 
least crowded table, the whole scene was 
a colorful circus of young beauty and 
riotous pleasure.

He became gradually aware, after a 
few moments, that the couple seated 
diagonally across from him with their 
backs to the crowd were not the least 
interesting pair in the room. The man 
was drunk. He wore a dinner coat 
with a dishevelled tie and shirt swollen 
by spillings of water and wine. His 
eyes, dim and bloodshot, roved un
naturally from side to side. His breath 
came short between his lips.

“ I’ll say he’s been on some spree!” 
thought Rose.

The woman was almost if not quite 
sober. She was pretty, with dark eyes 
and feverish high colour, and she kept 
her active eyes fixed on her companion 
with the alertness of a hawk. From 
time to time she would lean and whisper 
intently to him and he would answer 
by inclining his head heavily or by a 
particularly ghoulish and repellant 
wink.

Rose scrutinized them carefully for 
some minutes, until the woman gave 
him a quick, resentful look; then he
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shifted his gaze to the most con
spicuously hilarious of the prome
naders who were on a protracted circuit 
of the tables. To his surprise he recog
nized in one of them the young man 
by whom he had been so ludicrously 
entertained at Delmonico’s. This 
started him thinking of Key with a 
vague sentimentality, not unmixed with 
dwe. Key was dead. He had fallen 
thirty-five feet and split his skull like 
a cracked cocoanut.

“ He was a darn good guy,” thought 
Rose mournfully. He was a darn good 
guy, o ’right. That was awful hard luck 
about him.”

The two promenaders approached 
and started down between Rose’s table 
and the next, addressing friends and 
strangers alike with jovial familiarity. 
Suddenly Rose saw the fair haired one 
with the prominent teeth stop, look un
steadily at the man and girl opposite 
and then begin to move his head dis
approvingly from side to side.

The man with the blood-shot eyes 
looked up.

“ Gordy,” said the promenaders, 
“ Gordy.”

“ Hello,” he said thickly.
The man shook his finger pessi

mistically at the pair, giving the woman 
a glance of aloof condemnation.

“ What’d I tell you. Gordy?”
Gordon stirred in his seat.
“ Go to hell!”  he said.
Cory continued to stand there shak

ing his finger. The woman began to 
get angry.

“ You go way!” she cried fiercely; 
“ you’re drunk, that’s what you are!”

“ So’s he,”  suggested Cory, staying 
the motion of his finger and pointing it 
at Gordon.

Peter Barton ambled up, very owlish 
now and oratorically inclined.

“ Here now,” he began as if called 
upon to deal with some petty dis
pute . between children. “ Wha’s all 
trouble ?”

“ You take your friend away,”  said 
Gloria tartly, “ He’s bothering us.”

“ Wha’s at?”
“ You heard me!” she said shrilly.

“ I said to take your drunken friend 
away.”

Her rising voice rang out above the 
clatter of the restaurant and a waiter 
came hurrying up.”

“ You gotta be more quiet!”
“ That fella’s drunk,” she cried. “ He’s 

insulting us.”
“ Ah— ha, Gordy,” persisted the ac

cused, “ wha’d I tell you.” He turned to 
the waiter. “ Gordy an’ I friends. Been 
tryin’ help him, haven’t I, Gordy?” 

Gordy looked up.
“ Help me? Hell no!”
Gloria rose suddenly and seizing Gor

don’s arm assisted him to his feet.
“ Come on, Gordy!” she said, leaning 

toward him arid speaking in a half 
whisper, “ Let’s us get out of here. 
This fella’s got a mean drunk on.” 

Gordon allowed himself to be urged 
to his feet and started toward the door. 
Gloria turned for a second and 
addressed the provoker o f their flight.

“ I know all about you!” she said 
fiercely, “ You’re Mr. Phillip Cory, that’s 
who! Nice friend, you are, I ’ll say. 
He told me about you.”

Then she seized Gordon’s arm and 
together they made their way 
through the curious crowd, paid 
their check and went out.

“ You’ll have to sit down,” said the 
waiter to Peter after they had gone. 

“Wha’s ’at? Sit down?”
“Yes— or get but.”
Peter turned to Cory.
“ Come on,”  he suggested. “ Le’s beat 

up the waiter.”
“ All right.”
They advanced toward him, their 

faces grown very stern. The waiter 
retreated.

Peter suddenly reached over to a 
plate on the table beside him and pick
ing up a handful of hash tossed it into 
the air. It descended as a languid 
parabola in snowflake effect on the heads 
of those near by.

“ Hey! Ease up!”
“ Put him out!”
“ Sit down, Peter!”
“ Cut out that stuff!”
Peter laughed and bowed.
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“ Thank you for your kind applause, 
ladies and gents. If some one will lend 
me some more hash and a tall hat we 
will go on with the act.”

The bouncer bustled up.
“You’ve gotta get out!” he said.
“ Hell, no!”
“ He’s my friend!” put in Cory in

dignantly.
A  crowd of waiters were gathering. 

“ Put him out!”
“ Better go, Peter.”
There was an instant struggle and 

the two were edged and pushed toward 
the door.

“ I got a hat and a coat here!” cried 
Peter.

“ Well, go get ’em and be spry about 
it!”

The bouncer released his hold on 
Peter, who, adopting a ludicrous air of 
extreme cunning, rushed immediately 
around to the other table, where he burst 
into derisive laughter and thumbed his 
nose at the exasperated waiters.

“Think I just better wait a l’il 
longer,” he announced.

The chase began. Four waiters were 
sent around one way and four another. 
Cory caught hold of two of them by the 
coat and another struggle took place 
before the pursuit of Peter could be re
sumed, when he was finally pinioned 
after overturning a sugar bowl and 
several cups of coffee. A  fresh argument 
ensued at the cashier’s desk, where Peter 
attempted to buy another dish of hash 
to take with him and throw at police
men.

But the commotion upon his exit 
proper was dwarfed by another phe
nomenon which drew admiring 
glances and a prolonged involuntary 
“ Oh-h-h!”  from every person in the 
restaurant.

The great plate glass front had turned 
to a deep creamy blue, the colour of a 
Maxfield Parrish moonlight— a blue 
that seemed to press close upon the pane 
as if to crowd its way into the restaur
ant. Dawn had come up in Columbus 
Circle, magical, breathless dawn, silhou- 
eting the great statue of the immortal 
Christopher and mingling in a curious

and uncanny manner .with the fading 
yellow electric light inside.

CH APTER IX  

M r. In and Mr. Out are not listed by 
the census taker. You will search for 
them in vain through the social register 
or the births, marriages and deaths, or 
the greengrocer’s credit list. Oblivion 
has swallowed them a long year since 
and the testimony that they ever existed 
at all is very vague and shadowy and 
inadmissible on a court of law. Yet I 
have it upon the best authority that for 
a brief space Mr. In and Mr. Out lived, 
breathed, answered to their names and 
radiated vivid personalities of their 
own.

During the brief span o f their lives 
they walked in their native garments 
down the great highway of a great 
nation; were laughed at, sworn at, 
chased and fled from. Then they passed 
and were heard o f no more.

They were already taking form 
dimly when a taxicab with the 
top open breezed down Broadway 
in the faintest glimmer of May 
dawn. In this car sat the souls of 
Mr. In and Mr. Out discussing with 
amazement the blue light that had so 
precipitately coloured the sky behind the 
statue of Christopher Columbus, dis
cussing with bewilderment the old grey 
faces o f the early risers who skimmed 
palely along the street like blown bits of 
paper on a grey lake. They were agreed 
on all things, from the absurdity of the 
bouncer in Childs’ to the absurdity of 
the business of life. They were dizzy 
with the extreme maudlin happiness 
that the blue dawn had awoken in their 
glowing souls. Indeed, so fresh and 
strong was their pleasure in living that 
they felt it should be expressed by loud 
cries.

“Ye-ow-ow!”  hooted Peter, making 
a megaphone with his hands— and Cory 
joined in with a call that, though equally 
significant and symbolic, derived its 
resonance from its very inarticulate- 
ness.

“ Yo-ho! Yea! Yoho! Yo-buba!”
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Fifty-third street was a bus with a 
dark, bobbed-hair beauty atop; Fifty- 
second was a street cleaner who dodged, 
escaped and sent up a yell of, “ Look 
where you’re aimin’ at!” in a pained and 
grieved voice. At Fiftieth street a group 
o f men on a very white sidewalk in 
front o f a very white building turned 
to stare after them and shouted:

“ Some party, boys!”
At Forty-ninth street Peter turned 

jubilantly to Cory. “ Beautiful morn
ing,” he said gravely, squinting up his 
owlish eyes.

“ Probably is.”
“ Go get some breakfast, hey ?”
Cory agreed— with additions. 
“ Breakfast and liquor.”
“ Breakfast and liquor,” repeated 

Peter, and they looked at each other, 
nodding. “ Tha’s logical.”

Then they both burst into loud 
laughter.

“ Breakfast and liquor! Oh Gosh!” 
“ No such thing,”  announced Peter. 
“ Don’t serve it? Ne’min. We force 

’em serve it. Bring pressure bear.” 
“ Bring logic bear. I drink— there

fore I am.”
The taxi cut suddenly off Broadway, 

sailed along a cross street and stopped in 
front of a heavy tomb-like building in 
Fifth avenue.

“ Wha’s idea?”
The taxi-driver informed them that 

this was Delmonico’s.
This was somewhat puzzling. They 

were forced to devote several minutes 
to intense concentration if such an order 
had been given there must have been a 
reason for it.

“ Somep’m ’bouta coat,” suggested the 
taxi-man.

That was it. Peter’s coat and hat. 
He had forgotten them at Delmonico’s 
when he left there about three-thirty. 
Having decided this, they disembarked 
from the taxi and strolled toward the 
entrance arm in arm.

“ H ey!”  said the taxi-driver.
“ Huh ?”
“ You better pay me.”
They shook their heads in shocked 

negation.

“ Later, not now— we give orders, you 
wait.”

The taxi-driver objected; he wanted 
his money now. With the scornful 
condescension of men exercising 
tremendous self-control they paid him.

Inside Peter groped in vain through 
a dim, deserted check-room in search of 
his coat and derby.

“ Gone, I guess. Somebody stole it.” 
“ Some Sheff student.”
“ All probability.”
“ Never mind,” said Cory nobly, “ I ’ll 

leave mine here too—then we’ll both be 
dressed same.”

He removed his coat and hat and was 
about to hang them up when his roving 
glance was caught and held magnetically 
by two large squares of cardboard 
tacked to the two coat-room doors. 
The one on the left hand door bore the 
word “ In” in big black letters, and the 
one on the right hand door flaunted the 
equally emphatic word “ Out.”

“ Look!” he exclaimed happily—  
Peter’s eyes followed his pointing 

finger.
“ What?”
“ Look at the signs. Let’s take ’em.” 
“ Good idea.”
“ Probably pair very rare an’ valuable 

signs. Probably come in handy.”
Peter removed the left hand sign 

from the door and endeavored to con
ceal it about his person. The sign being 
o f considerable proportions, this was a 
matter of some difficulty. An idea 
flung itself at him and with an air of 
dignified mystery he turned his back. 
After an instant he wheeled dramatic
ally around and stretching out his arms 
displayed himself to the admiring Cory. 
He had inserted the sign in his vest, 
completely covering his shirt front. The 
effect given was that the word “ In” had 
been painted upon his shirt in large

“ Y oho!”  cheered Cory. “ Mister In.” 
He inserted his own sign in like man

ner.
“Mister Out!” he announced trium

phantly. “ Mr. In meet Mr. Out.”
They advanced and shook hands. '  

Again laughter overcame them and
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they rocked in a shaken spasm of 
mirth.

“ Y oho!”
“ We probably got a flock of break

fast.”
“ W e’ll go— go to the Commodore.”
Arm in arm they sallied out the door 

and turning east in Forty-fourth street 
set out for the Commodore.

As they came out, a short dark 
soldier, very pale and tired, who had 
been wandering listlessly along the 
sidewalk, turned to look at them.

He started over as though to ad
dress them, but as they immediately 
bent on him glances of withering un
recognition, he waited until they had 
started unsteadily down the street, and 
then followed at about forty paces, 
chuckling to himself and saying “ Oh 
b o y !”  over and over under his breath, 
in delighted, anticipatory tones.

Mr. In and Mr. Out were meanwhile 
exchanging pleasantries concerning 
their future plans.

“ W e want liquor; we want breakfast. 
Neither without th’ other. One an’ in
divisible.”

“ W e want both ’em!”
“ Both ’em!”
“ Both em.”
It was quite light now, and passers- 

by began to bend curious glances at the 
pair. Obviously they were engaged in 
a discussion, which afforded each of 
them intense amusement, for occasion
ally a fit o f laughter would seize upon 
them so violently that, still with their 
arms interlocked, they would bend 
nearly double.

Reaching the Commodore, they ex
changed a few spicy epigrams with the 
sleepy-eyed doorman, navigated the re
volving door with some difficulty and 
then made their way through a thinly 
populated but quite startled lobby to 
the dining-room, where a puzzled waiter 
showed them to an obscure table in a 
corner. They studied the bill of fare 
helplessly, telling over the items to each 
other in puzzled mumbles.

“ Don’t see any liquor here,”  said 
Peter reproachfully.

The waiter became audible but un
intelligible.

“ I repeat,”  continued Peter, with a 
sort of forced tolerance, “ that there 
seems to be unexplained and quite dis
tasteful lack of liquor upon this bill of 
fare.”

“ H ere!” said Cory confidently, 
“ Lem-me handle him.”  He turned to 
the waiter— “ Bring us— bring us—”  he 
scanned the bill o f fare anxiously. 
“ Bring us a quart o f champagne and a 
— a—probably ham sandwich.”

The waiter looked doubtful.
“ Bring it!”  roared Mr. In and Mr. 

Out in chorus.
The waiter coughed and disappeared. 

There was a short wait during which 
they were subjected without their 
knowledge to a careful scrutiny by the 
head-waiter. Then the champagne ar
rived, and at the sight o f it Mr. In and 
Mr. Out became jubilant.

“ Imagine their objecting to us having 
champagne for breakfast— jus’ imag
ine.”

They both concentrated upon the 
vision of such an awesome possibility, 
but the feat was too much for them. It 
was impossible for their joint imag
inations to conjure up a world where 
anyone might object to anyone else 
having champagne for breakfast. The 
waiter drew the cork with an enormous 
pop— and their glasses immediately 
foamed with pale yellow froth.

“ Here’s health, Mr, In.”
“ Here’s same to you, Mr. Out.”
The waiter withdrew; the minutes 

passed; the champagne became low in 
the bottle.

“ It’s— it’s mortifying,”  said Cory 
suddenly.

“ Wha’s mortifying?”
“ The idea their objecting us having 

champagne breakfast.”
“ Mortifying?”  Peter considered. 

“ Yes, tha’s word— mortifying.”
Again they collapsed into laughter, 

bowled, swayed, rocked back and forth 
in their chairs, repeating the word 
“ mortifying”  over and over to each 
other— each repetition seeming to make 
it only more brilliantly ironic.



M A Y  DAY 31

After a few more gorgeous minutes 
they decided on another quart. Their 
anxious waiter consulted his immediate 
superior, and this discreet person gave 
implicit instructions that no more 
champagne should be served. Their 
check was brought.

Five minutes later, arm in arm, they 
left the Commodore and made their way 
through a curious, staring crowd along 
Forty-second street, and up Vanderbilt 
avenue to the Biltmore. There, with 
sudden cunning, they rose to the occa
sion'and traversed the lobby, walking 
very fast and standing very erect.

Once in the dining-room they re
peated their performance. They were 
torn between intermittent convulsive 
laughter and sudden spasmodic discus
sions o f politics, college and the sunny 
state o f their dispositions. Their 
watches told them that it was now nine 
o ’clock and a dim idea was born in them 
that they were on a memorable party, 
something that they would remember 
always. They lingered over the second 
bottle. Either of them had only to 
mention the word “ mortifying” to send 
them both into riotous gasps. The 
dining-room was whirring and shifting 
now ; a curious lightness permeated and 
rarified the heavy air.

They paid their check and walked out 
into the lobby.

It was at this moment that the ex
terior doors revolved for the thousandth 
time that morning, and admitted into 
the lobby a very pale young beauty with 
dark circles under her eyes, attired in a 
much rumpled evening dress. She was 
accompanied by a plain stout man, ob
viously not an appropriate escort.

At the top of the stairs this couple 
encountered Mr. In and Mr. Out.

“Edith,”  began Mr. In, stepping to
ward her hilariously and making a 
sweeping bow, “ Darling, good morn
ing.”

The stout man glanced questioningly 
at Edith, as if merely asking her per
mission to throw this man summarily 
out of the way.

“  ’Scuse familiarity,”  added Peter, as 
an afterthought, “ Edith, good morning.”

He seized Cory’s elbow and impelled 
him into the foreground.

“ Meet Mr. In, Edith, my bes’ frien’. 
Inseparable. Mr. In and Mr. Out.”

Mr. Out advanced and bowed, in fact 
he advanced so far and bowed so low 
that he tipped slightly forward and only 
kept his balance by placing a hand 
lightly on Edith’s shoulder.

“ I ’ Mr. Out,” he mumbled pleasantly, 
“ S’misterin Misterout.”

“  ’Smisterinanout,” rejoiced Peter 
proudly.

But Edith stared straight by them, 
her eyes fixed on some infinite speck in 
the gallery above her. She nodded 
slightly to the stout man, who advanced 
bull-like and with a sturdy brisk gesture 
pushed Mr. In and Mr. Out to either 
side. Through this alley he and Edith 
walked.

But ten paces further on Edith 
stopped again— stopped and pointed to 
a short dark soldier who was eyeing the 
crowd in general and the tableau of Mr. 
In and Mr. Out in particular with a sort 
o f puzzled, spell-bound awe.

“ There,” cried Edith, “ see there!”
Her voice rose, became somewhat 

shrill. Her pointing finger shook 
slightly.

“ There’s the soldier who broke my 
brother’s leg.”

There were a dozen exclamations; a 
man in a cutaway coat left his place 
near the desk and advanced alertly; the 
stout person made a sort of lightning- 
like spring and then the lobby closed 
around the little group and blotted them 
from the sight of Mr. In and Mr. Out.

But to Mr. In and Mr. Out this event 
was merely a parti-coloured iridescent 
segment of a whirring, spinning world.

They heard loud voices; they saw the 
stout man spring; the picture suddenly 
blurred.

Then they were in an elevator bound 
skyward.

“What floor, please?” said the 
elevator man.

“ Any floor,”  said Mr. In.
“ Top floor,” said Mr. Out.
“This is the top floor,”  said the 

elevator man.
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It must have been thirty seconds after 
he perceived the sunbeam with the dust 
on it and the rip on the large leather 
chair that he had the sense of life close 
beside him, and it was another thirty 
seconds after that before he realized that 
he was irrevocably married to Gloria 
Hudson.

* * *

The clerk in charge o f the fishing 
tackle trade at “ J. C. Fowler’s, Sporting 
Goods and Accessories,”  entered the 
little back room where they count the 
money, and going up to J. C. Fowler 
himself, addressed him in a low tone.

“ There’s a fella out here just bought 
a automatic— an’ he wants some forty- 
four ammunition.”

J. C. Fowler was busy.
“ Well, what about it?”  he said. “ Sell 

it to him. Business is bad enough, God 
knows!”

(The End)

IF  you see your husband kissing a pretty girl, back him into a corner and 
ask him if he still loves you. If he says yes, it is a sign that you have 

married a first-rate liar.

P O P U L A R IT Y  is the art of keeping awake when one wants to sleep, of 
talking when one wants to eat, and of listening politely when one longs 

to yell.

"Have another floor put on,”  said Mr. 
Out.

“ Higher/' said Mr. In.
“ Heaven,” said Mr. Out.

CH APTER X I
I n a bedroom of a small hotel just off 

Sixth avenue Gordon Sterrett awoke 
with a pain in the back of his head and 
a sick throbbing in all his veins. He 
saw the dusky gray shadows in the 
corners of the room, a raw place on a 
large leather chair in the corner where 
it had long been in use. He saw clothes, 
dishevelled, rumpled clothes on all the 
chairs and he smelt cigarette smoke and 
stale liquor. The windows were tight 
shut— outside a bright sunlight had 
thrown a dust-filled beam across the 
sill— a beam broken by the head of the 
wide wooden bed in which he had slept. 
He lay very quiet— comatose, drugged, 
his eyes wide, his mind clicking wildly 
like an unoiled machine.

A W O M A N ’S chief interest in her daughters is to see that they marry 
better men than their father.



Tarnished Brass
By J. B. Hawley

TAKE the gold of God when it is 
offered; later He may offer only 
tarnished brass.”

The Swami gathered his voluminous 
robes about him and sat down.

“ And what is the ‘gold of God,’ dear 
Hindar Singh?”

A  young woman asked the question. 
She was pretty and impressionable. Also 
she was unattached and wealthy. So 
the Swami answered her deferentially. 
He softened the tones o f his deep voice. 
He turned full upon her the gaze of his 
expressive, velvet eyes.

“ What should it be— but love, dear 
lady?”  he replied.

A  man standing in the doorway made 
an unconscious gesture of disgust. The 
perfume-laden atmosphere of the place 
sickened him. The adoring attitudes 
and expressions of the dozen women 
crowding about the Indian fakir filled 
him with contempt. Could these be his 
people? He watched them— silly, 
scatter-brained creatures dabbling in 
the mysticism o f Asia. He looked at 
the men and the sight o f them filled him 
with an even greater dislike. Somehow 
they resembled sleek, self-satisfied 
animals, smirking contentedly as they 
tolerantly watched their female kind 
exhibit their folly before a brown
skinned representative o f another 
race, behind whose smile lurked a 
sneer, back o f whose respectful eyes 
lay hidden an expression of avarice and 
lust.

Had he given the years of his youth 
to serve such people?

Then the inherent honesty of the man 
compelled him to answer the question 
negatively. For twenty years he had

worked for England, not for its people’s 
good but for his own. Ambition for 
power, wealth, fame, as irresistible and 
compelling as a rising tide, had driven 
him on. It had swept him beyond the 
ports of friendship, of love, of the lesser 
joys until at last it had beached him on 
the shore of success. There he stood 
alone, powerful, impressive— and miser
able.

He moved his lips as though to cleanse 
his mouth of a bitter taste.

The beginnings of general talk, the 
scraping of chairs on the polished floor, 
the rustle o f the women’s gowns, broke 
in upon his thoughts. The party brought 
together by Lady Emsleigh to hear a 
lecture by the famous Hindar Singh 
was breaking up. With a sigh of relief, 
the man crossed to his hostess and bade 
her goodnight.

“ It was good of you to come tonight, 
Sir Allan,”  Lady Emsleigh said, 
“ Hindar Singh expressly asked that 
someone above— well, above the average 
be asked to hear him. Surely he must 
be satisfied to know that the man about 
whom all England is talking was in his 
audience.”

Sir Allan Trevor^nade a conventional 
reply and hurried from the room. Un
ceremoniously he snatched his hat and 
stick from the servant in the hall and 
left the house.

On the step he paused, considering. 
He was of half a mind to dismiss his 
car and walk home. Something in the 
soft, spring air, something in the moon
light gently flooding the roofs and 
streets of London called to him. He 
made his decision.

“ You may go home, Higgins,”  he said
S. Set—July— 3 33
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to his chauffeur, “ I shall not need you 
again tonight.”

The man touched his cap and drove 
off. Sir Allan looked for a moment 
after the retreating car.

Then he turned and strolled leisurely 
in the opposite direction.

II

F or a time he walked on, heedless of 
where he was going. He was thinking of 
nothing in particular. His mind was 
lulled by the insidious sensuousness of 
the night to an agreeable indifference to 
all problems. His mood was a reaction 
from the bitter thoughts which had 
assailed him in Lady Emsleigh’s draw
ing room.

Then he happened upon a scene 
familiar enough to all London noctam- 
bulists. A  young cockney was strolling 
along the edge of the pavement, his arm 
around the waist o f a giggling, amorous 
servant.

“ Stop it, ’Enry!” the girl protested, 
struggling weakly in the man’s tighten
ing embrace. “ I say, you are a bold ’un.”

The man laughed. With his free hand 
he caught her full chin, forcing her head 
back against his shoulder. Then linger- 
ingly, he kissed her.

As Sir Allan passed them his lips 
curled in a sneer. “ The gold of God! 
Love!”  He recalled the Swami’s 
words. Was this love?— something 
simply of the flesh, for which men 
slaved and suffered ? Giggles and cries 
and kisses enjoyed in a darkened side 
street! After all, had he been unwise 
to devote his life to a struggle for 
power even if the struggle did necessi
tate the foregoing of this thing called 
love?

But in his heart he knew that love 
has many form s; that this which he had 
just seen was but one o f its lower 
manifestations. When his black moods 
were upon him, it was not love like this, 
the absence of which in his life he re
gretted. He smiled almost tenderly. 
How would he describe the love which 
might have been his had he not let am
bition direct his destiny ?

Memory led him back across the 
years to another night in June. London 
— its sullen houses, its soulless streets, 
its noise and bustle— was blotted out. 
In its stead a country road peaceful and 
quiet, lighted by the kindly moon. From 
the hedges night birds called softly. The 
ghost of a breeze rustled the branches 
of the trees. And their gentle swishing 
harmonized somehow with the low purl
ing of the brook which flowed beneath 
the bridge spanning the road.

A  woman— a girl rather— neither 
very beautiful nor very clever, just a 
normally pretty English girl of his own 
station, wholesome of body and of 
mind— stood beside him on the bridge. 
The still calm of the night had subdued 
their voices. They spoke almost in 
whispers, like conspirators mulling over 
their secret plans. Yet what they talked 
about was of no importance.

But something was going on in the 
heart of the man which was important. 
Or so it seemed.

A  desire was being born— a desire to 
stretch forth his hand and draw the girl 
within the enfolding circle of his arms. 
And not for a moment or a day or for 
any measurable space o f time, but for 
eternity. His soul, the mystery in 
which he could only half believe, as well 
as his body, cried out to him to make 
her his, part o f him, someone with 
whom to travel hand in hand through 
the future, someone with whom to 
share his dreams.

As instinctively as a bird knows its 
way across the uncharted pathways 
of the sky, he knew that what was tak
ing place in him was taking place in 
her. He knew beyond all doubt that he 
need speak only one word to bring her 
to him.

Then the cloud of ambition settled 
upon him. He was beset with doubts. 
He recalled stories he had heard and 
read o f the stultifying effect o f love 
upon men’s careers. And he grew faint
hearted. Slowly he turned away. With 
a light remark about the beauty o f the 
night he led the way homeward. Silently 
the girl followed him.

The scene passed. He was back
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again in London, striding along its 
streets through the magic of another 
night in June.

III

I t  was an unfamiliar street on which 
he found himself. Trees, poor city 
things, stunted in growth and thin in 
foliage, stood at regular intervals along 
the curb. Rows of detached villas, each 
surrounded by its conventional hedge, 
broken in the centre by an iron gate, 
stood on either side of the roadway. A  
quiet, not unattractive street.

. Sir Allan lessened his pace. He 
paused to light a cigarette beneath a 
street lamp. As he was about to go on, 
he heard a feminine voice faintly 
calling.

“ Pardon me, but could you— would 
you help me?”

He peered around him in the semi
darkness. At first he could see no one. 
Then the flutter o f a white dress against 
the black bars of a gate a few steps 
further on attracted his attention. 
Taking off his hat he went forward.

“ Is there something I can do?” he 
began.

He stopped, drawing in his breath 
sharply. Shining brightly in the light 
of the street lamp, looking directly into 
his own, were two eyes of marvelous 
beauty. Even in the instant that passed 
before he regained his poise, he had 
likened them in his mind to the com
pelling eyes of the women of the Ouled 
Nail.

“ If there is anything I can do, I shall 
be glad— ”  he repated, the conventional 
phrases sounding somewhat ridiculous.

The woman laughed.
“ There is something you can do,” she 

said. Her voice was a deep contralto, 
pure and resonant. “ You can free me 
from the clutches of this abominable 
gate. My gown is caught in one o f the 
hinges, in the back just out of my reach 
unless I turn so that it will tear. And 
it would be a pity to tear a gown the 
first night one wears it.”

“ It would indeed,”  Sir Allan replied.
He gently pushed in the gate and en

tered a tiny garden. The woman had to 
press back against the hedge to let him 
pass. As his body brushed by hers a 
whiff of some strange perfume, heady 
liked the distilled odor o f some exotic, 
Eastern flower, rose to his nostrils. It 
and the night and the presence of the 
woman made him feel strangely irre
sponsible. He laughed like a boy when 
he saw how a fold in the back of her 
gown had caught in the hinge of the 
gate.

“ I say! You would have been in a 
mess if I hadn’t happened along,”  he 
said.

He bent to the task of freeing her. 
It took him only an instant. Then he 
straightened up to the woman turned 
about holding out her hand.

“ That was nice of you,”  she said, 
“ Thanks.”

He took her hand. The touch of her 
soft palm on his pleased him. He was 
reluctant to let it go. And for the 
fraction of a second that he stood there 
holding her hand he looked at her.

The lamplight illumined her profile. 
It was clean cut as a cameo and as re- 
splendently beautiful as her eyes. Her 
figure was slender but not immature. 
To Sir Allan Trevor, standing almost 
awkwardly before her, she seemed 
representative o f the desirable woman, 
lovely, perfectly poised; sure, yet not 
disagreeably conscious of her charm.

Gently she disengaged her hand. She 
looked at him, her brows raised slightly 
in inquiry.

“ I beg your pardon,” he said, recover
ing himself. “ You are most welcome. 
My service was very slight.”

“ Ah, don’t say that,” the woman 
laughed. “ To save a, Paquin gown from 
destruction is not a service to be dis
missed lightly. But perhaps you do not 
know the amount o f time and bother 
and money represented by a Paquin 
creation.”

He answered her quite seriously.
“ I am afraid I don’t. I have been 

too busy learning a lot o f other things.” 
“ What other things?”
She asked the question gently.
“ Just— just things o f no importance.”
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It seemed to him in her presence that 
the power and wealth and fame he had 
purchased with a lifetime of service 
were indeed things of little importance.

He was conscious of something warm 
on the knuckle of his left hand. He 
brought it into the light to look at it. 
Blood flowed from a small cut in his 
little finger. He remembered having 
scraped it against a sharp edge of the 
rusted hinge. The woman gave a little 
exclamation of dismay.

“ Oh, my dear man,” she said, “ you 
have hurt yourself.”

“ It’s nothing— nothing at all,” he re
plied, winding his handkerchief around 
the cut.

“ But it might be. The iron on that 
abominable gate is rusty. It might 
poison you. Please, please come into 
the house and let me bandage it properly 
for you.”

Without waiting for him to acquiesce, 
she set off up the path toward the half 
open door of the house. Not reluctantly 
he followed her.

She led him through a soft lighted 
hall into a drawing room at the back.

It was not an agreeable room. It was 
over-decorated, over-furnished. There 
were too many divans, too many orna
ments in character decidedly roccoco. It 
was a room such as might belong to 
someone in whom the desire for com
fort and luxury was not combined with 
powers of restraint and with good taste. 
Sir Allan concluded he was in a room 
o f a house let furnished. He knew the 
woman who had brought him there 
could not be responsible for its atro
ciousness.

She indicated a chair beside the fire.
“ W on’t you sit there,”  she said. “ I ’ll 

be with you in a. moment. My maid has 
retired, I ’m afraid. I shall have to get 
the necessary . things for your poor 
finger myself.”

She cut short his protestations that 
he was sorry to be the cause of so much 
trouble.

“ Please, please,”  she implored, look
ing at him with a beseeching expression 
in her glorious eyes.

Then she left him. In a moment she

returned bearing a basin of water, a 
bottle of peroxide and a roll of ban
dages. She drew up a small ottoman 
beside his chair and seated herself.

“ Now give me your hand,” she com
manded.

She bent over the wounded finger, 
bathing it tenderly in the water and in 
the peroxide . Her face was hidden from 
Sir Allan. But her hair, the masses of 
it shining like stfands of burnished 
copper, was before him. And from, it 
mounted the strange, compelling per
fume he had noticed in the garden. He 
sighed deeply.

“ I am hurting you?” she asked 
anxiously.

“ No— no, you are not hurting me.”
Sir Allan found it difficult to speak. 

The words came in a whisper.
The woman resumed her task.
For an instant Sir Allan felt that he 

was powerless to keep from-placing his 
hand on the woman’s head, from 
running his fingers through its gleaming 
softness. He raised his hand, then let it 
fall back to his side, closing his eyes to 
shut out temptation.

But behind his closed lids a series of 
pictures took form. He saw himself 
and a woman-—this woman, perhaps, or 
another, her equal— in a hundred dif
ferent situations. All o f the loneliness 
o f the lonely years he had lived welled 
up in the man and cried out for love. 
And the pictures floating one after 
another before his closed eyes all had 
to do with love— with a love superior 
to other loves, a love created of the 
body and the spirit working in harmony 
to make a thing perfect and eternal.

“ There. I think that is all right, 
now.”

The woman’s voice brought him to 
himself. He rose unsteadily to his feet.

“ I— I thank you,” he said slowly, 
dragging forth the words.

He looked full into the woman’s eyes. 
And for the fractioin of a second a 
gleam of hope lighted the darkness in 
his heart. W hat if this woman— ?

He thrust the suggestion aside.
“ Now I must go,” he said.
The woman did not speak. She con-
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tinued to watch him with her great, in
quiring eyes, in which the inquiry was 

 linked with something else— something 
Sir Allan was unable to define.

Still silent she followed him into the 
hall and stood before him as he slowly 
pulled on his gloves.

And again the gleam of hope flashed 
in the darkness. This time with a radi
ance which dazed. And he knew beyond 
all shadow of doubt that this woman 
before him could fill the hopeless void 
he had come to realize was in his life. 
Before he quite realized what he was 
doing Sir Allan caught her in his arms. 
She lay there unresisting. Without a 
struggle she submitted to his caress.

“ Oh, my dear, my dear,”  he mur
mured tenderly.

The sound of his own voice brought 
him back to sanity. Then he realized 
the enormity of the thing he had done. 
He was frightened, frightened of him
self and of the possible consequences of 
his act.

“ I— I beg your pardon. I ’m sorry, 
terribly sorry,” he cried, and rushed 
from the house.

He ran down the short path and 
through the swinging iron gate.

IV

Constable  W ic ks  strolled his beat 
quite pleased with himself, with the 
beauty of the night, and with the knowl
edge that within a short half hour he 
would be relieved from duty. Then he 
would hurry to his home in Putney to 
partake o f a bite to eat and a pint of 
half-and-half with the missus before re
tiring. He whistled softly as he turned 
into the street of the sickly trees and the 
gardened villas.

Suddenly he stopped whistling. From 
the house he was passing a man came 
running down the path into the street. 
The man passed through the gate in the 
hedge and continued at a rapid pace 
down the street.

“  ’Old on there, my man!” Constable! 
Wicks ordered brusquely. “W ot’s the 
bloomin’ rush? W ot’s wrong ’ere?”

The man turned back to the constable. 
“W rong!” he snarled. “ What should 

be wrong?”
Constable Wicks saw that he had ac

costed a gentleman. He modified his 
form of speech.

“ No offence, sir,”  he said. “ But I seen 
you run off like that sir, so I thought 
there might be somethin’ wrong. No 
’arm in arskin’, sir.”

“ Why should you think there was 
anything wrong, you fool ?”

The man’s voice was quite un
controlled. It was evident even 
to Constable Wicks that here was 
a man laboring under strong emo
tion.

“ Well, sir, you might have lost some
thin’, sir,”  the constable said apologetic
ally. “ Your wallet or your watch or a 
bit of jewelry. Strange things do 
’appen in these ’ouses, sir.”

“ These houses! What do you mean ?” 
“ On this block, sir, they’re all 

about alike. Though I must say. 
sir, there ’ave been fewer complaints 
about the one you just left, sir. You 
see—”

The man commanded his silence with 
a gesture.

“ Do you mean to say,”  he whispered, 
“ that these houses— that this house, 
is— ”

“ Yes, sir, that’s the sort of a ’ouse 
it is, sir,” the constable replied easily. 
“ It’s too bad, sir. But still, as I often 
says to the old woman, the poor girls ’as 
to— ”

But Sir Allan Trevor did not hear the 
end of his speech. With the cry of a 
wounded animal, he dashed off down 
the street. And as he ran, a sentence 
he had heard somewhere— he couldn’t 
remember where— rang in his brain.

“ Take the gold of God when it is 
offered. Later He may offer only tar
nished brass.”



Compensation
By Peter Quinn

WHEN Professor Lars Hoogletop 
discovered that the souls of men 
migrated after death into the 

bodies of mosquitoes and, in this re
incarnation, abandoned all other pur
suits to concentrate on the torture of 
men, a great storm of protest and 
indignation was aroused in the in
habitants of Beaconsville, his university 
town.

For once the clergy, science and 
society joined forces to crush the 
blasphemer who had risen from their 
midst. Finally, unable to silence him, 
they relegated him to that friendless 
abode called Coventry.

Professor Lars Hoogletop, a sociable 
man, accustomed to the admiration of 
his fellow creatures, was disheartened 
by their hostile behaviour. All aban
doned him in his distress: his daughters, 
who wished to be married; his wife, 
who desired attention; finally even the 
newspaper reporters. True, he had 
made a few new acquaintances, but they 
belonged to a class he had always dis
trusted. They were all specialists in 
mental diseases.

Only one thought consoled Professor 
Lars Hoogletop in his adversity— the 
knowledge that he had never believed in 
his own discovery.

Oh, Mister Yesterday!
By J. V. A . Weaver

W H E N  I was a kid, on a fresh Spring day,
I useta go at sun-up to get the smell o’ May ;

And say ! The waves o ’ perfumes that they would always b e ! 
All the flowers in the world, so it look to me,
W as mixed with the good ol’ fresh-dug groun’—
The kind o’ smell that God his self would like to have aroun\

I couldn’t find the sm ell o’ the Spring today.
Somethin’ is happened— took it clean away.
The same kinda apple-blooms was shinin’ on the tree—
I guess it ain’t the Spring changed— it must be me.
Take my money— take my house— every single thing—
Oh, Mister Yesterday!— Let me smell the Spring!

38



The Spanish Knife
B y Rita Wellman

IT was a beautiful hallway. While we 
waited there for Miss Turner’s sec
retary, Simpson and I examined the 

ornaments which were crowded into the 
small space with museum-like pro
fusion. Jars and sculptures of the Ming 
Dynasty. A  collection of oriental per
fume and spice bottles, beautifully 
carved and harmonized. The draperies 
were centuries old, embroideries from 
China and Persia.

Simpson went about, peering at 
everything in his near-sighted way.

“ These are the trinkets a young 
Sappho would take with her to her final 
rest,”  he said.

“ Final rest!”
W e exchanged a glance. Just then 

a young woman spoke behind us.
“ I am Miss Murray, Miss Turner’s 

secretary,”  she said in a quiet, low 
voice.

She was pretty, She had the hard, 
keen eyes of disillusioned youth. I felt 
the failure of civilization in this young 
girl’s eyes.

“ Will you come with me ?” she asked 
with a little note of quiet authority.

W e followed her down the soft car
pet, past many shining doors, into a 
large bedroom. It was a beautiful 
room, self-consciously theatrical. An 
enormous window, like that of a church, 
let in soft violet light from its tinted 
panes. The gold walls, with their close 
clustered rose lights, threw off a 
strange, indefinable radiance.

Our eyes, once they had left the win
dow, rested upon an enormous bed, like 
a throne, or a great royal coach, which 
occupied nearly all of the wall at our 
right. It was hung with purple drap
eries, but their sombreness was relieved

by the gleaming gold silk of the canopy, 
flushed as it was by the light of a hang
ing rose lamp. This lamp sent warm 
rays down upon the figure of a woman, 
whose white skin gleamed like sea foam 
against the dark, purple velvet of the 
bed covering. She lay face down, her 
red hair spread above her head like a 
shimmering copper shield.

I went forward, and lifted the body. 
The wound was a clean heart wound, 
made with a sharp, small knife, prob
ably one of those ornamental, cruel 
Spanish knives.

Although the woman had evidently 
been murdered, there was no sign of a 
struggle. The exquisite features of the 
face wore an expression of surprise. 
Death had found her in all her glory, 
and had possessed her suddenly and 
ruthlessly like an unwanted lover.

Before the bed was a mound of satin 
and lace, crumpled, scented things, as 
pathetic as the dropped petals of a dying 
rose.

“We have obeyed your orders,” the 
young secretary told us. “ You see we 
have touched nothing.”

In a niche, we came upon the large 
walnut table which had been used by 
Miss Turner as a desk. It was covered 
with scattered papers, and the morocco 
letter case was filled. In a conspicuous 
place on the table was the blue covered 
manuscript, from which the young 
actress had been studying her role in 
the play which, even now, was an
nounced to have its première tonight.

I picked up the manuscript and 
glanced at the title page.

As I did so, my eye fell upon the 
other pages, and I at once called Simp
son over to me, where I showed him
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how all of the speeches which were to 
have been Miss Turner’s were heavily 
crossed out in black ink.

Simpson took the manuscript and ex
amined it closely.

“ Professional jealousy!” he said.
“ Is there any handwriting?” I asked.

“ Yes, here— ‘ You smile sadly, and then 
turn to go. You wait, giving the audi
ence time to see you perfectly, then turn, 
look at him in silence, and go off sadly 
and slowly.’ ”

“W e’ll take the manuscript,”  I said. 
We examined the letters. Bills from 

milliners and perfumers. Invitations to 
speak at dramatic clubs. Letters of 
praise and adulation from prominent 
people all over the world. Offers of 
marriage. Letters of praise and adula
tion from nonentities all over the world. 
There was nothing of interest to us. 
We found a sheet of violet note paper 
on which the actress, herself, had writ
ten:
D e a r  M is s  ----------------------:

It was so sweet of .you to think of me. W e 
actresses appreciate praise, especially from  
strangers, and I cannot tell you how good 
it is to  know th a t young girls really like me. 
Someday------

Here there had come an interruption. 
The murderer— or murderess!

In the bathroom we found no trace 
of blood. The only- dangerous drug 
was a sleeping powder made up from 
a doctor’s prescription.

In a small study, the walls of which 
were lined with handsomely bound 
editions of plays and French novels, I 
questioned M iss Murray, Miss Turner’s 
secretary.

“ Had she any enemies?”
“ Miss Turner! None. Everyone 

loved her. She never forgot anyone. 
It was her policy.”

“ You said her jewels were un
touched ?”

“ Absolutely.”
“ Nothing was taken from the apart

ment? You are sure?”
“ Certain.”
“ There was no one at the thea

ter, perhaps, who could have wished

to take her place in the new play?” 
“ No one. Miss Turner was the only 

one fitted for the role, and the others 
knew it.”

“ Do actresses ever know when they 
are unfitted for a role?”

Miss Murray’s eyes were completely 
sober.

“ That I cannot say,” she replied, wait
ing patiently for me to get through with 
my questioning.

“ Miss Turner,” I went on, “ — I don’t 
know exactly how to put it— was in 
the habit of receiving friends here— a 
gentleman, in fact, at informal times?” 

“ No.”
“Are you certain of that? Wasn’t 

there a certain man who came here 
when she was quite alone?”

“ Several did.”
“ Oh, I see! The night of the murder 

— one of these gentlemen came to see 
her.”

“ We all leave when she is leaving for 
the theater after dinner. No one re
mains. Not even her maid.”

“ Then if a gentleman did come here 
that night— or a woman— I should have 
to find out by questioning the man who 
runs the lift, wouldn’t I ?”

“ Yes, I suppose you would.”
My eyes met Miss Murray’s.
“ You never remain later than the 

others?” I asked, bluntly.
I thought I saw her waver for a sec

ond. Then a smile of amusement came 
across her thin lips.

“ No,”  she answered firmly.
“ How long were you with Miss 

Turner?” I asked.
“ Three years.”
“ You were very fond of her, I sup

pose ?”
“ No.”
I looked up from my notes quickly. 
“ Be careful What you say, Miss Mur

ray,”  I warned her. “ These talks are 
of the greatest importance, and any
thing you say now may be used against 
you later on.”

“ I was not fond of Miss Turner," 
Miss Murray said evenly, her dis
illusioned, clear eyes keeping mine.
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“Wasn’t she good to you?”
“ Very.”
“ Considerate ?”
Miss Murray shrugged her square 

shoulders.
“You must have admired her as a 

woman of genius, of charming per
sonality, a woman of beauty and dis
tinction.”

“ No,” Miss Murray said quietly, “ I 
did not admire her.”

“ She had traits which were unpleas
ant to witness day after day? What 
was the one you admired the least?” 

Miss Murray paused and looked to
ward the hall, where the door of the 
violet bedroom stood partly open. 
Then her eyes returned to mine.

“Egotism,” she answered. “ Colossal 
egotism.”

Her freshly coloured lips drew into a 
thin line, and her supple, thin body 
faced me defiantly.

“ Could you,”  I began cautiously, 
“ could you, perhaps, have been jealous 
of your employer, Miss Murray?” 

“ Yes,”  came the quick reply. “ I was 
jealous. All my life I have had to 
slave. I have had to struggle for every
thing, to keep health, to keep my self- 
respect. I have had to do without 
sympathy and amusement. I have had 
to do without nice clothes. I have had 
to do without comfort. I have had to 
do without love.”

“ And all that you wanted— she had ?” 
“ Yes.”
“You resented the fact that she re

ceived so much for doing what seemed 
to you so little?”

“ Yes.”
“ Miss Murray,”  I asked suddenly, 

“ did Miss Turner have in her posses
sion a small, sharp knife with waving 
edges ?”

Miss Murray’s eyes looked upon me 
in astonishment.

“ Yes,”  she said quickly. “ She did. 
The Spanish knife!”

“ Is that knife among her possessions 
now ?”

Miss Murray’s eyes wore a strange 
expression.

“ No.”

“ How do you know?”
“ I— I looked this morning.”
“ And it was gone? You are sure?” 
“ Yes. It was gone.”
“ Miss Turner was murdered with 

that knife,” I said, “ by someone who 
knows this apartment, and its contents.” 

“ Yes,” she answered in her calm 
voice, and sat with her hands in her 
lap, her eyes never leaving mine.

“ That will be all, Miss Murray,” I 
said, and rose.

II

D o w n s t a i r s ,  I asked the main at the 
lift if he had seen any gentlemen go 
into Miss Turner’s apartment on the 
night of the murder.

The operator of the lift had seen sev
eral, he believed, but he could not re
member their faces.

“Why don’t people observe?”  Simp
son asked in disgust, as we went away. 
“ Murders don’t happen every day, it 
is true, but why not be prepared?”

Our taxi was hurling itself down 
Broadway toward the center of the 
blazing theater signs. As we neared 
the nucleus of great stars, we saw in 
letters— the blue of the diamond— the 
name of Virginia Turner. The doors 
of her theater were bulging with a 
crowd that wanted its money back, that 
wanted to know the truth about the 
murder, that wanted to find out any
thing in the name o f excitement.

“ If they could only buy seats for the 
superb drama we have just seen her 
in,” Simpson said.

I was looking out of the other 
window. Across the street from Miss 
Turner’s theater was another huge sign 
bearing the name— Sonia Davla.

“ Why not?” I burst out suddenly. 
“ They were rivals for the public ap
proval. The Polish actress can tell us 
more of her sister artist that anyone in 
New York. We will see her.”

I told the driver to take us to the 
stage entrance. There I sent in my 
card with our names, and word that our 
visit was of the greatest importance. 
W e were immediately allowed in, and
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were taken up in a small lift to the 
star’s dressing room.

The fire-proof severity of the behind- 
the-scenes atmosphere was completely 
forgotten in this small dressing room, 
hung with rich brocades, and filled with 
flowers, the floor spread with a piece 
of white linen that Madame might not 
soil her gowns. The artist sat before 
the large mirror in a gown of flaming 
coral, while a thin, pale young woman 
in black sprayed her throat with an 
atomizer. There were several large 
bottles of perfume on the dressing 
table before her and, as she spoke, she 
unstoppered now one, now the other, 
and pressed the perfume to her temples, 
her lips, and behind her ears.

“Yes, I knew Virginia Turner very 
well,” she told us, with her charming 
accent. “ A  very talented woman. Very 
talented!”

We remembered that the newspapers 
always spoke of her “ genius.”  '

“ It is a shocking thing,” she con
tinued. “ Shocking ! I am scarcely able 
to act to-night. Looking at those lights 
over there! Why do they not turn 
them off?”

“ There could not have been anyone 
who would have benefited by her 
death?” I questioned her.

“ Benefited!”
Madame Davla’s- large eyes looked 

upon us in astonishment.
“ Oh, no, the world has lost by it. 

Lost!”
“ Miss Turner had friends— gentle

men came to see her?”
Madame Davla raised her shoulders, 

and threw out her chin.
“ What will you have?” she asked. 
“ You, perhaps, knew one or two of 

her friends— gentlemen, I mean?” 
Again Madame shrugged her shoul

ders.
“ Who knows ? One never knows.” 
There came a steady, authoritative 

knock on the door, and a voice called: 
“ Madame! Curtain’s up on the sec

ond act.”
Madame clutched at her bodice and 

called loudly.
“ Amy! Help me!”

We saw that we were in the way, and 
withdrew.

Keeping the door open for a mo
ment, I looked back and addressed a 
whirling tower of black jet and two 
waving arms.

“ Madame, may I have a talk with 
you to-morrow at your apartment?”

“ Certainly,”  came from the tower. 
“ Come at tea time.”

III

T h e  next day, at tea time, Simpson 
and I waited in Madame Davla’s studio. 
A  great light-well in the ceiling sifted 
in the January dusk through amber 
glass. In this golden light, dark 
Venetian furniture and the gold-crim
son damask of Italy seemed to ring like 
the slow shaking of mellow bells. On 
the massive black walnut table in the 
center, a tall green glass bowl held 
white, oriental lilies, hissing mouths 
with gold flecked, flaming tongues. In 
the silence of this room there was the 
smell of the dust which belongs to old 
things, and the odour of the lilies, like 
the fragrance of a loved woman’s hair.

A  woman in black, with silver, parted 
hair, appeared abruptly before us, so 
dark it was that we had not seen her 
enter.

“ Madame Davla,”  I began . . .
“ Is dead.”
I could not see Simpson’s hands—  

only his yellow, startled face.
“Dead!”
The woman was trembling.
“ Come,” she begged us.
She led us up a small stairway and 

into a room so dark that, at first, we 
could see nothing. A  high window with 
frosted panes had before it a statue o f 
Astarte and, when we entered, all that 
we could focus our eyes upon was the 
outline of this figure.

Then the elderly woman turned on a 
yellow light and we saw the black 
Venetian bed, covered with crimson 
brocade on which lay Madame Davla, 
face downward, her black hair about 
her head like a pall.

I lifted the body. The wound was
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a heart wound, neat and small, and 
made with a knife like the Spanish 
weapon which had killed Virginia 
Turner.

“When?” I asked the woman.
“ An hour ago.”
“ An hour ago? How could he have 

escaped?”
“ No one has been here,”  the woman 

said. “ Oh, what shall I do ?”
W e examined the room. There were 

no papers, no books. On a small table 
by the bed was a decanter of yellow
Sicilian wine. Two glasses had been
poured o.ut, one of them had been
drunk. On the floor by the bed were
black chiffon garments, faintly fragrant. 
A  cigarette had burned itself out on the 
table by the bed, and had also burned a 
piece of the damask covering.

In the studio I found only one letter, 
a letter written by Madame, in French, 
to a friend in Russia.

“ I am made at last,” it said. “ This is 
my great hour. Only come! Here in 
the United States ... . ”

Here the letter ended.
It was Simpson who found the real 

treasure. A  sheet of yellow paper torn 
from a pad, written upon in red ink. It 
bore the words:

“ Today! Paradise!”  ‘
That was all. I read it over several 

times. Simpson argued that it was 
worthless since it bore no date.

“Today could easily have meant last 
week, o,r last year,” he said.

“ Perhaps. But in that case would it 
be here, on top of all the other papers? 
Wouldn’t today have been forgotten if 
it had been last year?”

Later I questioned Miss Ross, 
Madame Davla’s elderly companion. 

“ You lived here with Madame?” 
“ Yes, ever since she came to New 

York. She used to say she liked old 
women. ‘They are like old men,’ she 
used to say, ‘only not so annoying.’ ” 

Miss Ross began to weep quietly. 
“ You were very fond of Madame?” 

I asked gently.
“ I had grown used to her,”  the elderly 

woman answered from her handker
chief.

“ You were with her all this after
noon ?’-’

“ No. She sent me out.”
“ Oh, she sent you out. She expected 

someone to call upon her?”
“ That I don’t know.”
“What did she send you out for ?” 
“ South African fruit. She must have 

it'.”
“ You were gone all afternoon?”
“ Yes. It is very difficult to find in 

this season.”
“ When did you return ?”
“ Just before you came. I happened 

to go into the hall upstairs. I noticed 
that her door was open. I don’t know 
what made me go in. Imagine my feel
ings when I saw— that!”

She began to sob.
“ There are other servants in the 

house now ?”
“ No. They are all gone after the 

morning. She liked to be alone. We 
were served from the hotel opposite.” 

She added, freshly weeping:
“ I was to get your tea.”
“There is something I would like to 

ask you, Miss Ross,” I said. “ You will 
understand that whatever I ask is 
merely in order that we may track the 
criminal as quickly as possible and bring 
him to justice. There were friends of 
Madame Davla who came to call at in
formal times—gentlemen ?”

Miss Ross paused.
“Yes,” she said - at last. “ Madame 

Davla had friends— gentlemen.”
“ When they came, did you remain 

here?”
“ Oh, no. I went out.”
“ For African fruit?”
“Yes,”  she answered after a minute, 

“ for. African fruit.”
“And when you came back today no 

one was in the house?”
“ No one. But Madame . . . !”
She hid her face.
“ Madame had no enemies?” I asked. 
“ None. She was most generous.” 
“ No one was jealous of her?”
“ No one. She was a foreigner.” 
“ Madame’s jewels . . .  ?”
Miss Ross jumped up suddenly and 

ran across the room, her rubber heels
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giving out little shrieks as they touched 
the highly polished floor.

She knelt down before a large Italian 
chest and, after making a grotesque 
gesture o f modesty, drew forth from 
her bosom a bunch of keys, and opened 
the chest with one o f them. W e stood 
by as she drew out tray after tray of 
pearls, rubies, emeralds, dark, clear 
jade as living and full of light as deep 
sea water.

“ They are all here,” she said in relief. 
“ All but the string of lapis lazuli given 
her by the Russian prince.”

“ A h !”
I turned to Simpson.
“ And that," she went on, caressing 

the jewels into place, “ is about her 
precious throat at this moment.”

IV

W e questioned the grocer on the 
comer, the servants on the block, every
one. No one had seen anyone enter the 
house, except two gentlemen— one of 
them a tall, thin, scowling man, with 
a rumpled overcoat. That, was I.

“ Of course we are agreed now as to 
the murderer?” Simpson said, strutting 
to keep up with me.

“Yes,” I agreed. “ Miss Murray in 
the Turenr case. But who in the Davla 
case ?”

“ Surely you must see that the mur
derer is the same in each case?”

“ Could Miss Murray,”  I wondered, 
“ have lived with Madame, and have 
contrived to be jealous of her, too?” 

Simpson threw up his chin, in the 
manner o f a man who knows he is in 
the right.

“ It’s plain to me,”  he said stiffly, “ if it 
isn’t to you. It’s a clear case of love 
intrigues.”

“ A man, you mean?”
“ Certainly, a man!”
“ But no one has seen a man. While 

it would be easy for a woman, with so 
many going in and out, not to be 
noticed.”

“ A  pretty woman like Miss Murray ?” 
“ Did you find her pretty then?” I 

asked Simpson.

“ Just as much as you did.”
“ Of course there is that note,”  I said.
I drew it out of my case.
"  ‘Today! Paradise!’ ”
Simpson sniffed.
“ It’s plain enough. ‘ Today! Para

dise!’ ”
I recalled the room with the statue of 

Astarte, the odor of the oriental lilies, 
the yellow wine from Sicily.

“ How much I have missed in life !” I 
sighed.

V

E arly  the next evening I sat in my 
rooms waiting for word from  Simpson.

I had spent the whole day in a fruit
less search for the identity of the 
mysterious murderer of Miss Turner 
and Madame Davla, for I was convinced 
now that there was one author for the 
two crimes. For some reason only two 
things kept themselves vividly before 
me, the Paradise letter, and the look in 
Miss Murray’s disillusioned, keen eyes.

Simpson’s note came. It simply 
said:

“ Meet me at once. Now it’s Lucile 
Winton.”

Although this was not the word for 
which I waited— could not have been—  
I met him as soon as I could, and to
gether we entered a small Colonial door
way and, mounting a short flight of 
marble steps lined with dancing stone 
fauns, we entered Miss Winton’s house.

Gilt and petit point and ormolu and 
sleek parquetry made us think of sleek 
and graceful minuets danced in and out 
of sober state affairs. It was a clean, 
clear atmosphere with no hissing 
oriental lilies, yet it was not pure.

A  man with small red eyes came into 
the room, holding himself up carefully 
to keep from slipping on the hazard
ously polished floor. His white, weak 
hands were covered with oriental rings. 
He wore a black necktie held at his 
throat with a large ring. Otherwise he 
was dressed as a careful European 
gentleman. He spoke with a true 
American accent.

“ It is my wife,” he explained.
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We pitied him at once. Not that she 
was dead, but that she had lived. It 
had been his joy and his trial, her life. 
He wore all the scars of one who has 
loved hopelessly and long.

He led us, reverentially, to the blue 
and rose room where Miss Winton lay 
on a silk and lace covered bed, face 
downward in a golden pool of curling 
hair.

“ Nothing has been touched, as you 
ordered,” he said respectfully. “ Except 
the négligée,”  he added, looking down. 
“ I— I thought it wouldn’t matter 
if I threw it over her. It— it looks 
better.”

When I touched the body the little 
man winced, and we asked him to leave 
the room.

“The Spanish knife ?” Simpson 
asked.

I nodded.
“ We must get him !”
In this confectioner’s box of a room 

we searched for traces of the criminal. 
From the cupids who played a war of 
roses on the ceiling, to the painted wax 
beauty who guarded the ugly reality of 
the telephone we examined everything 
and found nothing that was not sweet 
and dainty and useless.

Then Simpson, at the bed, gave a 
little cry.

“ Look!”
He had drawn from under one of the 

lace pillows a framed photograph.
We took it to the window and, after 

drawing back several layers of tinted 
chiffon and silks, let in enough light 
for us to examine it.

It was the photograph of a young 
man in a dancer’s costume with a Greek 
band about his forehead. The face and 
shoulders were of such ideal beauty that 
we both agreed it was simply the photo
graph of a painting, or a statue, and 
that the young actress had treasured it 
for pretty, if vain, day-dreams.

I looked for a long time, entranced by 
the beauty of this young face which had 
such a look of serenity and harmony 
that it was like some exquisite work of 
Skopas or Lysippos.

W e took the photgraph out of its

frame to see if there might be an in
scription of some kind.

“ He As human then!” Simpson ex
claimed at the sight of writing.

I read aloud:
“ I have not loved the world, nor the 

world me!”
The writing was haif script, half 

print.
“To look like that, and to write that 

is too great a paradox. He was never 
alive.”

“Her god of dreams!”  Simpson said.
We left her, dreaming still, beneath 

her golden hair in her sugar cake of a 
bed, in her confectioner’s box of a 
room.

VI

D o w n stair s , we were allowed to 
examine the study with its walnut desk, 
full o f sweet letters from  strangers and 
begging letters from  friends.

Lucile Winton had been one of the 
most admired and popular actresses on 
the American stage. All about the room 
were evidences of her success. It was, 
in fact, a sort of trophy room of per
sonal triumph. There were numerous 
pictures of the young woman in various 
poses and roles, all of them looking very 
innocent, very girlish, very very pleas
ing.

The little man with the red eyes 
skated in timidly and, while Simpson 
examined a box of clippings, I engaged 
him in talk.

“ Miss Winton had no enemies at the 
theater ?”

“Enemies! Lucile had a heart of 
gold.”

“ No one has ever threatened her 
life?”

“ Never. Everyone she came in contact 
with adored her. Why wouldn’t they? 
She was like a child. Spoiled— it may 
be—but so beautiful— so sweet.”

The little man began twirling his 
rings about his fingers and gulped sev
eral times.

“ Some young woman, perhaps, might 
have been envious of her fame. Has 
anyone called today?”
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“ Many people. She always receives 
friends on days when there are no 
matinées.”

“ All ladies ?”
“ Oh, no. Young men— men . . . ”
He looked down.
“You are always here?”
“ Well, mostly . . . ”
“You were here today?”
“ No— o. She sent me out.”
“To buy fruit?”
He gave me a sudden little look.
“ Not today. You see, there are the 

children— our pets. I take them out for 
an airing.”

“ Dogs, you mean ?”
“Yes, dogs.”
“ Then someone could have come 

while you were out, and you would 
never have known that they had been 
here, or who they were?”

“ That is so.”
“ Nothing was touched? No valu

ables, jewelry?”
“ Nothing. Only the irreplacable . . 
The little man choked and began to 

cry silently.
As we left we both had the impres

sion that he was not so miserable as he 
seemed to be. For once public attention 
would be focused upon him. For once 
hé could act in perfect freedom. And 
he had a beautiful grief.

When we were in my rooms again, I 
drew out our small clue, rays of light, 
the Paradise letter and the beautiful 
photograph. W e compared the hand
writing on each. Although they bore a 
certain resemblance to each other, 
scientifically studied they were not the 
work of the same hand.

I studied the face in the picture.
“ It has the beauty of fantastic sin,”  I 

said.
“ Depravity is nearer the truth,” 

Simpson said sharply.

VII

T h a t  night I took dinner with Miss 
Murray. She was calm and defensive 
at the same time. Her crisp, practical 
manner was the same as on the day 
when I had first questioned her, although

she had received much unpleasant 
notoriety through this case of mystery.

I showed her the photograph of the 
young man.

“Did you ever see this face"” I asked 
her.

She looked at it for a long time, her 
thin red lips set firmly.

Finally she answered:
“ Yes.”
A  thrill went through me.
“ Where?”
“ In dreams.”
Her eyes, clear, gray, unchanging, 

met mine.
“ Then he is the type that is the 

dream god of all women?”
“ That I don’t know,” she answered 

in her habitual way.
As we were rising to go, a messenger 

brought me a note.
“ Miss Murray,” I said, as we parted 

in the foyer outside, “ you know that I 
suspected you of this crime . . . ”

“ Yes, I know,”  she said.
“ You know that I no longer do, don’t 

you ?”
“ No,” she said, slowly, “ I do not,” 

and left me.
The note was from Miss Crane, the 

most celebrated actress on our stage. 
It simply said:

‘ ‘Come as soon as you can. O f .the 
greatest importance.”

At Miss Crane’s house I was led into 
her private sitting room where the 
actress sat before a log fire drinking 
coffee. She rose graciously and came 
toward me.

“ I am going to tell you something that 
I would not tell anyone,”  she began im
pressively, “unless it were a case of the 
greatest importance, as this is. Sit 
down.”

W e sat on a couch covered with 
an animal skin. The actress’ fine. 
yellow eyes were aglow with excite
ment.

“ I believe,”  she said in her low, rich, 
dramatic voice, “that I know the mur
derer of Virginia Turner, Madame 
Davla and Miss Winton.”

During the whole ca.se I had never 
felt such excitement as I did under the
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influence of Miss Crane’s eyes and 
voice.

She rose, and with a free, supreme 
walk, went over to a desk and unlocked 
a drawer, bringing back a photograph 
which she handed to me.

“ Look at this,” she commanded.
I gasped.
It was a duplicate of the portrait 

Simpson had taken from under Miss 
Winton’s pillow!

“ The god of dreams!’’ I exclaimed. 
“ Exactly.”
“ You knew him?”
“ For three months.”
“ He was real, then. Where is he?” 
She sat down and looked very closely 

at me.
“ I loved him,” she said, in the voice 

that had enchanted thousands. “ For 
three months. He was the most beauti
ful person I have ever seen. He made 
life a paradise.”

“ Paradise?” I repeated, and wondered 
why the word seemed so familiar.

“ One day— a few days ago— I saw in 
his hand a weapon . . . ”

“A  silver dagger with waving edges!” 
I burst out.

“Y es!”
She clutched at her throat and then 

went on :
“ I escaped. I knew then that it was 

he who killed the others. I have pro
tected myself. I have my children to 
think of. I am not afraid now. To
night you will go and get him.”

I was trmebling with excitement. 
“You know where he lives?”
“ Here,”  she said, and wrote on the 

back o f the photograph.
I kissed the firm white hand of this 

regal woman of the stage.
“ You have solved all of my prob

lems,” I said to her. “ I thank you.” 
“ He is insane,” she told me. “ Other

wise he could not have been so beauti
ful.”

VIII

T h a t  night, in a cold rain, I went in a 
musty taxi in search of the address the 
actress had given me. W e  did not stop

until we came to the end of Riverside 
Drive, where, after winding in and out 
of a short cul de sac, we reached a small 
reddish house, backed to the river and 
cramped in between two, tall, cheap 
apartment buildings.

There was a large real estate sign on 
the outside and the windows were shut
tered and dark. I rang the bell, at once 
losing all hope of finding the murderer 
now or at any other time. In spite of 
the fact that I expected no response, I 
kept on ringing, the dampness and 
dreariness of the house taking posses
sion of all my faith and courage.

At last I gave up in despair, and 
walked down the steps. Something 
fell out of my pocket. It was the 
photograph the actress had given me. I 
looked at it in the light of my pocket- 
lamp. An overwhelming desire to see 
that face took possession of me. With
out quite realizing what I did, I went 
down into the basement of thé house 
and rang the bell there. As there was 
no response, I tried one of the small 
windows at the side. It was fastened 
tight. I tried the other. The glass gave 
in, and with the small injury of a cut 
on the hand, I entered through this 
window into the basement hall.

Here I found a stairway and, noisily 
and fearsomely, I climbed to the first 
floor. My feet clanked on loose tiles as 
I went quickly to the stairway. I 
climbed to the second floor and then to 
the third. The house was dusty and 
damp and deserted. Just as I was giv
ing up the idea of climbing further to 
the top floor I saw a light coming from 
a door at the back on the upper land
ing.

My heart beat fast. I climbed as 
stealthily as I could, but the stairs 
creaked, and with each creak I felt my 
veins chill with dread.

Before the door where the light was 
my. courage gave way altogether and I 
paused, panting in fear.

Suddenly the door opened, and I 
almost fell against the figure that stood 
before me.

“ Well, come in if you must,”  the man 
said, and slammed the door after us.
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I looked at him in amazement. It 
was he! The man of the two photo
graphs !

I looked long and silently into the 
face o f the man I had been trying to 
track for days.

The face was as beautiful as the 
pictures of it. It was even more beauti
ful, with the steady, glowing eye and 
the proud, high carriage of the superb 
head. When he spoke, his voice was 
low and soft, the voice of one who has 
conquered life. He showed no fear, or 
even surprise, at my intrusion, but stood 
regarding me coolly as if waiting for 
me to begin my explanation.

For the first time in my life I felt 
mean in the presence of another in
dividual. Then I remembered the 
charges I had against this man.

“ Miss Crane sent me,” I said. “ I am 
armed.”

A  smile passed across his mouth.
“ Sit down,” he said. “ This couch 

if you like
The room was well, even beautifully 

furnished and gave evidence of having 
been lived in for some time. It had a 
sharp defiance of color about it. Over 
the couch where he sat there was a large 
Chinese painting on silk. The black 
floor was covered with rich, faded rugs, 
and the few pieces of furniture were of 
Chinese teak or lacquer. The window 
was uncurtained, and made a frame for 
the gray washed black sky, and the dark 
river with its sprinkling of lights.

Seeing me look toward the window, 
he smiled.

“ That is why I came here,” he said. 
“ The river! It is the most beautiful 
thing in New York. You should see it 
after a thunderstorm. But I haven’t 
offered you a cigarette.”
- He jumped up boyishly and pushed a 

copper box filled with cigarettes toward 
me, taking one for himself.

W e lighted from the same match. It 
was my hand that trembled.

“ You must know why I have come,” 
I began.

“ Yes.”
“ You are coming with me tonight,” 

I said.

“ Of course.”
His presence, his room, completely 

unarmed me. I gazed at him in patent 
dismay and bewilderment. He smiled, 
caressing the silk covering of the 
couch.

“ Shall we stay and have a smoke and 
talk first?” he suggested with a charm
ing smile.

We did. I saw the smear of the fog 
and rain disappear from the oblong 
picture of the river and sky. I saw 
the blue heavens left clear with their 
cold stars. I saw the trembling o f the 
night as it gave itself to day. And still 
we sat and smoked, still I sat and lis
tened to the talk of this boy who had 
lived life without remorse, without plan, 
without fear, yet never without thought.

“ I am facing death,”  he said. “ I am 
not flippant on its face. I am a little 
frightened perhaps. If it could only be 
at night when I am more eager.”

“ Why,”  I kept insisting, “ why did 
you . . . ? What possible motive?”

He leaned toward me eagerly, and I 
saw the peculiar fire come into his eyes 
for the first time.

“ There is the theater,” he said.
“Yes, but . . . ”
His imperative hand stopped me.
“ The theater is everything! It is 

man’t attempt to explain himself. A  
man’s ego may run away with him in a 
book, but the rules of self-protection in 
the theater keep him within bounds. If 
you want to know a people, go to their 
theater.”

“ But what has this to do . . . ?”
“ In England a man has been saying 

for years that the theater must be 
cleaned before it can be great again. 
No one has dared to do this, not even 
Gordon Craig . . . ”

“ Then . . . ?”
“ I have dared! I have not killed 

three beautiful women. I have killed 
three bad actresses! I am a public bene
factor.”

Nothing seemed strange to me now. 
I was in the atmosphere of truth— or in
sanity? I was beyond knowing which.

He went on excitedly:
“ There were three of the best known
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and most popular women on our Amer
ican stage. What have they done for 
their art? Fed on it, fattened on it, 
used it as a market, an adornment, a 
plaything! I did not murder them. 

"An ideal for the theater murdered 
them. I had no wish to curtail their 
lives. They were very nice women,
much nicer than most of the women I 
have known. But as long as they could 
not live without spoiling the life of the 
theater they had to go.”

I looked at him helplessly, fascinated. 
“ I had large plans for my work,”  he 

went on earnestly. “ After the actresses, 
the playwrights. After them the play
houses. Then we could proceed with 
clean hands.”

“ The managers?” I asked.
“ It would be a waste of time to de

stroy them. When my work was done 
they would die naturally.”

“ Then I have spoiled your plans ?” 
“ Somewhat. I had not counted upon 

being caught. But the work will go on. 
You cannot kill ideas, even when ideas 
kill.”

IX

W it h  the coming of dawn, a silence 
fell upon us. I began to feel that my 
action must soon be, and its pressing 
embarrassed me.

“ There is one thing I would like to 
know,” I began, after a pause.

“ And that?” he asked politely. 
“ About the— about those women? It 

must have been very difficult.”
He smiled enchantingly.
“ Very simple! First, all that was 

necessary was to get the love and con
fidence o f the women nearest them, the 
maid, the companion, the secretary . .

“ Not Miss Murray!” I burst out 
indignantly.

“ The simplest o f all,”  he assured me 
clamly, not realizing my agitation.

“ After that,”  he went on, “ the way 
was clear to the lady herself. You see, 
success in love is not a matter of

qualification; it is a matter of imagina
tion. I have no vitality. I have no 
fortune. I have not even flattery. I 
have fancy. That appeals to women. 
They have no imagination of their own 
— especially prominent actresses.”

Speechless, I rose to go, and reached 
for my wide, black, detective hat.

He looked at me in displeasure.
“ But you must give me time to 

change my clothes, to pack up my be
longings.”

I looked down at the faded oriental 
rug, and then toward the blanching sky, 
and the steel colored river. Its keen, 
waving edges made me think of some 
familiar object.

The Spanish knife!
“ You have something I would like 

to have you give me,”  I said hesi
tatingly, “— as a keepsake. Your— the 
Spanish knife.”

A  light came into his eyes.
“Ah! It was Miss Turner’s. She 

gave it to me. What could be more 
appropriate than that I should give it 
to you?”

He disappeared quickly into the next 
room and, returning, placed the knife in 
its ornamental scabbard in my hands 
with a bow.

“ It has been used in art’s name,”  he 
said gently. “ Never use it in your busi
ness. Now if you will wait for me a 
few minutes . . . ”

“ I will go,” I said awkwardly.
“ Without me!”
His eyes and voice were childishly 

astonished.
“ Without you.”
He held out his arms in a wide shrug.
“ So be it!”
Like a polite host, he led me down all 

the dark, musty stair to the front door.
There he pressed my hand.
“ I see,”  he said softly, “ that you áre, 

like myself, an idealist.”* * *
After I had left him, I had only two 

desires. To forget— and to see Miss 
Murray.

S. Set—July— 4



Seeing Is Believing
By David Schwartz

H E was waiting to hear the distinguished representative of The Society 
  for the Encouragement of Birth Control.

As she mounted the platform, he grabbed his hat and threaded his 
way out.

“ Don’t g o ! W ait and hear her speak,” urged the ushers. “ She will con
vince you of the urgent necessity of birth control.”

“ I am already convinced,” he replied, continuing on his way. “ I have 
seen the speaker.”

July
By John Russell M cCarthy

H E A V Y  with child,
 Deep-breasted, solemn-eyed,

Resting a little where the hills are steep,
W ith quiet faith and great warm dreams you come.

T H E R E  are two sorts of women— those who drive a man to work in the 
morning, and those who make him sneak away in the middle of the 

afternoon.

N O  man is ever true to a w om an in both thought and deed unless his love  
for her is utterly hopeless.

S O M E  men like to kiss their ow n w ives. Som e men like boiled cocktails.
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Répétition Générale
B y H . L . Mencken and George Jean Nathan

§ 1

The Ideal Woman—
1. In writing a letter, she never adds 

an apostrophe to every word ending 
with S, and, when she makes a blot, 
never undertakes facetiously to com
ment upon it.

2. Upon deliberately touching a man’s 
foot under the table, she never makes a 
pretence of having believed it was the 
leg of the table and of ejaculating “ Oh, 
sorry.”

3. After eating a particularly sticky 
piece of candy, she doesn’t place her 
hand on one’s shoulder under the guise 
of a sudden burst of affection.

4. If she desires to say “ I love you,” 
she says it in English and doesn’t go 
in for “ je t’aime.”

5. She can drink a lemonade or 
an orangeade, a gin daisy, a milk punch 
or a mint julep through a straw without 
making a noise like the last quart of 
water running out of the bath-tub when 
she gets to the bottom of the glass.

6. She never makes use of such 
phrases as “ yes indeedy.”

7. She signs her name simply and 
doesn’t put a bow-knot with two dots 
underneath it below the signature.

8. Her handbag contains just and only 
such articles as she needs, and isn’t 
packed full of two months’ old street
car transfers, tops of pill boxes, keys 
the identity of which she has long for
gotten, addresses of dressmakers long 
since deceased, cigar bands with senti
mental histories, receipts for last year’s 
telephone bills, and a number of archaeo
logical fuzz-covered salted almonds.

9. When tiffing with one over the tele
phone and at a loss for an appropriate 
retort, she never tries to gain time by 
resorting to the subterfuge of clicking 
the hook up and down and, blaming it 
on Central, exclaiming “ Isn’t that ma
ddening !”

10. It is possible for her to pucker up 
her lips and whistle without imparting 
to her face the aspect of a dried-up 
lemon.

11. She is able to find the telephone 
number of John Smith & Co. without 
first looking through all the B ’s, M’s 
and P’s.

12. Entertaining a male guest in her 
home, she is able imperturbably to ob
serve a spark fall from the latter’s ciga
rette without following it with her eyes 
and making sure that it doesn’t burn the 
carpet.

13. She is able to pass the windows of 
a man’s club-house without looking in.

14. When in a theater, she doesn’t 
give birth to a look of annoyance when 
someone (who has paid for it and has a 
perfect right to it) comes in and takes 
the seat next to her upon which she 
has placed her hat.

15. She is able to walk through one 
of the poor tenement districts and ob
serve a small child without remarking 
that the child looks as if it didn’t get 
enough to eat.

16. When, in an elevator, the operator 
calls out the sixth floor, at which she 
desires to get out, she gets out with
out asking the operator whether it is 
the sixth floor.

17. She never speculates as to how in 
the world persons can possibly eat meat 
at breakfast.
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18. She is able to put on a veil without 
screwing her mouth into various contor
tions.

19. She doesn’t regard every cursory, 
casual male look in her direction as a 
stare.

20. She is able to play a sentimental 
song on the piano without trying to sing 
it.

21. When a traffic policeman has 
courteously assisted her to cross the 
street, she is capable of realizing that in 
doing so he was merely fulfilling his 
duty and wasn’t really trying to flirt with 
her.

22. She has the kind of lips that look 
permanently as if they had just said 
“ if.”

23. She is able to accept a man’s in
vitation to go rowing without bringing 
along a red and yellow sofa pillow.

24. She can write a letter of twenty 
words without underlining more than 
twelve.

25. She doesn’t smile and laugh any 
oftener on the day she has had her teeth 
cleaned and polished by the dentist than 
on any other day.

26. When late in calling one up over 
the telephone, she doesn’t assume a 
vexed tone and say “ I ’ve been trying to 
get you for the last half hour. You say 
you’ve been there all the while? Then 
something must be the matter with your 
wire, because Central said you didn’t 
answer. I ’d speak to the manager about 
it!”

27. She never asks one to explain to 
her just what it is that causes the illumi
nation on fireflies.

28. It is possible for her to look into 
a mirror without proceeding in some 
measure to rearrange her toilette.

29. She is able to eat an artichoke 
leaf by leaf without losing patience 
after five minutes and making a bee
line for the heart.

30. She doesn’t insist upon betting 
that Lionel Barrymore is Ethel Barry
more’s husband and that Jack Barry
more is their nephew.

31. It is possible for her to see a hat 
in a shop, like it, buy it and wear it, 
without first having the milliner add a

quill or feather to it, or remove a cherry 
from it, or sew a nasturtium abaft it, or 
make some other change on it.

32. If over thirty years old and in the 
company of a man who happens to burn 
his finger with his cigar, she is able to 
refrain from observing that she’ll kiss it 
and make it well again.

33. During that period of acquain
tanceship where she knows a man too 
well to call him Mr. and not quite well 
enough to call him by his first name, she 
knows how to carry on a conversation 
with him in such a manner that it won’t 
have pauses in those places where nor
mally his name ought to be.

34. She doesn’t think she looks ex
traordinarily well in a riding habit.

35. She is able to pick up a Sunday 
newspaper and begin by looking at some 
part of it other than the illustrated roto
gravure section.

36. She never has her photograph 
taken showing her looking wistfully at 
a lily.

37. When helping herself from a cat
sup bottle, she is capable of tilting the 
bottle just far enough to pour out the 
desired amount, and so doesn’t flood her 
plate with half the contents.

38. Like all women, she dislikes the 
smell of cigar smoke—-but she has the 
will-power, when respectfully asked by 
a man smoking a cigar, to admit it.

39. When about to eat a sandwich in 
the presence of a man whom she doesn’t 
know very well, she doesn’t delicately 
first remove the top slice of bread.

40. She eats a tomato, dill pickle or 
other squirty fruit standing up straight 
and without bending herself ’way in at 
the middle.

41. When dancing a waltz, she doesn’t 
work up a dreamy look in her eyes.

42. She has never read Laurence 
Hope’s “ India Love Lyrics.”

43. If she desires to go through the 
motions of throwing a kiss, she throws 
the kiss with the palm of her hand and 
not, very coyly, with the tip of her index 
finger.

44. When dining with a man in a pub
lic restaurant, she doesn’t suddenly pre
tend to be greatly interested in some
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thing apparently occurring over her 
shoulder when the man is paying the 
check.

45. When, upon the man’s proceeding 
to order the dinner in the restaurant, the 
headwaiter bows over the table with a 
solicitous “ Que desirez-vous ce soir, 
monsieur?”  and her escort with the air 
of a cosmopolite blandly replies “ II fait 
tres chaud”  she does not affect a look of 
being deeply impressed, nor does she 
subsequently ask her escort how long it 
would take her to learn French so that 
she could speak it as fluently as he does.

46. When she drops a fork on the 
floor, she doesn’t gaze across the table 
at her companion with a look of wide- 
eyed helplessness, the meanwhile making 
a couple of ts-ts’s with her tongue 
against the roof of her mouth.

47. When showing a man a book of 
snapshots of herself, she doesn’t giggle 
and skip the page containing the snap
shot of herself in a bathing-suit.

48. When a phonograph starts playing 
a swinging fox-trot, she is able to sit 
still and behave herself instead of stand
ing up and vouchsafing a movement or 
two symbolic of her gracefulness and ir
repressible gypsy blood.

49. When lunching and shown the tray 
of French pastry, she is able to make her 
selection at once, without rolling her eye 
lingeringly around the platter three or 
four times.

50. When on street-cars, she is able to 
refrain from asking the conductor for 
transfers for which she knows perfectly 
well she will have no use.

51. At no time in her life has she ever 
said, “ If I were a man, I ’d have an awful 
lot of fun.”

52. There is in her family no rich 
relative of whom she is very proud but 
to whom, by way of screening the pride, 
she is in the habit.periodically of allud
ing in derogatory terms.

5‘3. When, on the street, she espies a 
teamster laying a whip to the posterior 
o f a nag so lazy that it won’t do its share 
of the day’s work, she doesn’t imme
diately conclude that the teamster is a 
brute and protest that he ought to be put 
in jail.

54. At Christmas-time or on his birth
day, she refrains from presenting her 
best male friend with the kind of ciga
rette-holder that contains a small pad of 
absorbent cotton to prevent the nicotine 
from getting into one’s mouth.

55. When the telephone rings, she an
swers it promptly, without hesitating a 
moment or two in silent speculation as 
to who it can be who is calling.

56. She is able to drink a glass of beer 
without somehow feeling that in doing 
so she is doing something akin to aes
thetic slumming.

57. She has at no time in her life 
evinced any curiosity to see Chinatown.

§2

Post-Bellum Letters.— Various gifted 
optimists, most of them pedagogues, 
have come to the front of late with 
prophecies of an imminent revival of the 
fine arts, and particularly of the art of 
letters, in this, our great republic. One 
of these I lately quoted, to wit, Dr. Clay
ton Hamilton, the venerable vice-presi
dent of the National Institute of Arts 
and Letters. Whenever, according to 
Dr. Hamilton, a great Weltkrieg or gen
eral rough-house ends with the triumph 
of the true and the good, art “ springs 
alive into the world with the music of 
a million Easter-lilies leaping from the 
grave and singing with a silver singing.” 
The eminent literatus’ words are a bit 
fanciful, but their meaning cannot escape 
even the most opaque understanding. 
Tyranny is now abolished on earth and 
the ineffable sweets of democracy and 
virtue are everywhere on tap, chiefly as 
a consequence of the American abhor
rence of sin. Ergo, art will now begin 
leaping and singing in the manner of 
well-picked Easter-lilies. Ergo, These 
States will be the scene of the perform
ance.

Unluckily, I find it quite impossible 
to agree with the learned professor, 
either in his premises or in his conclu
sions. He is wrong about the triumph 
of virtue fostering the fine arts, and he 
is wrong about the specific renaissance 
that he predicts for the republic. The
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simple truth is that American literature 
was never more sickly than at this mo
ment. I am tempted to call its malady 
diabetes, but that, perhaps, would verge 
upon the loose. In more seemly terms, 
it suffers from a zymotic inflammation 
of the moral centers, a profound ethical 
acidosis— in brief, a bad case of con
science. The war, I believe, made the 
disease worse, if only by concentrating 
the whole of the national attention upon 
the problem of conduct, particularly in 
the other fellow. But the predisposi
tion was already there. From the earliest 
days, indeed, it has been the hallmark 
of the American democrat. More than 
any other man in the world he is full of 
ethical certainty; more than any other 
man he is obsessed by moral ideas; more 
than any other he yearns to teach and 
uplift. And by the same token, he is 
emptier than any other of that fine gusto 
in life as it is, that innocent enjoyment 
of life as spectacle, which is at the heart 
of- the aesthetic impulse.

There is an irreconcilable antithesis 
between this aesthetic attitude of mind 
and the attitude of the Puritan— that is, 
of the man badgered by a sense of guilt. 
The Ptiritan is opposed to the arts, not 
because he is insensitive to their appeal, 
but precisely because he is sensitive to 
their appeal, and in great fear that it 
will distract him from the great business 
of saving his soul. He thus stands in 
dread of the aesthetic impulse as he 
stands in dread of any other weakness, 
and combats it in the same way. Art is 
a debauchery, a temptation, a vice, and 
bearable only when it is broken to the 
uses of virtue— which is to say, when it 
is emptied of joy and made harsh and 
formal. And the artist is a fellow to be 
watched sharply. He is the agent of an 
intoxication that makes the world too 
beautiful to be disdained, and so he di
lutes the terror of hell and with it the 
yearning for heaven. What I fear, de
spite the optimism of Dr. Hamilton, is 
that the present moral passion of the 
United States will cripple all the arts, 
and make the position of the artist in
creasingly uncomfortable. The war, far 
from ameliorating that moral passion,

only served to augment it, for the cause 
of the nation was “ sold” to the people, as 
the Creel press bureau once harshly put 
it, as a purely moral cause, and no con
cept of the war as a great adventure, sat
isfying for its own sake, was ever per
mitted to get about. But that view of the 
conflict, after all, was an effect rather 
than a cause. Long before it was adopted 
the ground was prepared. Long before 
1914, indeed, the American people had 
entered upon one of their periodical de
bauches of moral enthusiasm—a peren
nial fruit of their ancient Puritan heri
tage.

The symptoms are so patent that they 
scarcely need rehearsal— the rise of Pro
hibition from the estate of a mere feeble 
hobby to that of a ferocious and impla
cable mania; the nation-wide crusade 
against horse-racing, prize-fighting and 
all other such orgiastic sports; the almost 
pathological fury against sexual irregu
larity; the conversion of all political re
form into a mad pursuit of villains; 
above all, the gradual tightening of the 
direct censorship upon the arts. The ex
tent of this censorship seems to be but 
little understood by most educated 
Americans, despite the extravagances re
vealed during the war. Once in the 
hands of a few fanatics, not in the main 
of much actual influence, it is now dis
persed among a thousand discordant and 
irresponsible agencies, many of them of 
tremendous power, and the effects are 
already so serious that free speech in the 
arts, as in politics, is quite abolished.

Such a censorship, of course, does not 
bear very harshly upon the flabby arti
sans who cater to the mob. It does not 
incommode the manufacturers of “ glad” 
books, nor the hawkers of puerile 
romances, nor the diligent mouthers of 
official opinion. But the fine arts, prop
erly so called, are very greatly damaged, 
for the thing they are grounded upon is 
not a mere puny ratification of what is, 
but some concept or other, however 
nebulous, of what might be. In brief, 
art is a criticism o f life— and when a 
criticism is not absolutely free it is noth
ing. What the enforcement of official 
opinions, moral, political and religious,
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comes to in the end is simply this: that 
a first-rate native artist, say a Dreiser, 
or a Cabell, or an Anderson, finds him
self under a constant adverse pressure, 
and that the effect of this pressure, in the 
long run, is to fill him with a sense of 
defeat and dismay, and so blast the en
thusiasm that ought to go into his work.

The result is bound to be a literature 
that is timorous, emasculated, lacking in 
originality and dignity, full of a fly
blown pedantry and conformity— in 
brief, exactly the sort of half-baked lit
erature that America is producing today. 
That there will be any improvement in 
the near future I doubt very gravely. 
Despite all the high hopes of Dr. Hamil
ton, there is not the slightest sign of it. 
Year by year it becomes more difficult 
for a serious artist to establish himself 
among us. Year by year the advantage 
in favour of the mere tripe-seller and 
cheese-monger grows greater.

§ 3

The Coarser Fibre.— That women are 
of much coarser aesthetic, spiritual and 
emotional fibre than men is attested to by 
the few women who, as compared with 
men, marry for love. It is perhaps not 
unfair to say that where four men out 
of five marry for love, not more than 
two women out of five marry for the 
same reason. A  woman will marry a 
man for comfort, for money, for spite, 
for fear of coming age, because she has 
been jilted by some other man, for so
cial reasons— for a score of reasons 
other than those prompted by the heart. 
And what is more, she will be happy 
with this man who is not the choice of 
her heart. And what is still more, as 
time goes on, she will convince herself 
that she is in love with him. A man 
may do these things, but never with the 
same self-respect that a woman can do 
them.

§ 4

Criticism in America.— Illuminating 
note from the New York Times Book 
Review, “ the leading literary journal of 
America” :

T H E  A N T IC H R IS T . By F. W . N ietz
sche. 12mo. New Y ork: A lfred  A. K nopf. 
A  new translation from  the F rench  by H . L. 
Mencken.

Nietzsche the Frenchman. Beethoven 
the Belgian. Ochs the Anglo-Saxon.

§ 5
The American Who Would Be an 

Artist.— The American is not content 
to make his millions. He desires, once 
he has made them, to surround their 
achievement with a measure of glamour. 
To be regarded simply as an excellent 
and very successful business man is not 
wholly pleasant to him. Thus he seeks, 
by all the hocus-pocus of which he is ca
pable, to lift the medium of his fortune 
to a loftier and gaudier level. Thus does 
he call his movies an art, and himself an 
artist. Thus does he call upholstering 
the insides of automobiles an art, and 
himself an artist. Thus does he call in
terior decoration, the manufacture of 
Miiig lamps, the laying out of a seemly 
front lawn, the management of a theater, 
dressmaking, hair-waving and innumer
able like trades, each and all arts. Throw 
a plate of soup out of one of the front 
windows of Delmonico’s at any time of 
the day and it will spatter the waistcoats 
of at least three such “artists.”  Open 
the advertising section of any popular 
magazine at random and you will face 
the news that the making of Rochester 
ready-to-wear suits is an art; that “ Since 
the first law of art is unity, and since 
the principle applies in painting, sculp
ture, architecture or the more popular 
forms of commercial design, the design
ers of the Paige Motor Car— men of 
true artistic taste— have achieved their 
effects through strict conformation with 
this law: a mere glance at our graceful 
Sedan Car will convince you that it is 
justified by all artistic standards” ; that 
the American Face Brick Association’s 
bricks are “ artistic”  bricks; that Libby’s 
Apple Butter is not a jam, a jelly or a 
marmalade, but an Art; that Greenbaum 
and Herzog, Inc., are the manufactur
ers of the Art Shirtwaist; that “ year by 
year the creative genius of Apperson 
Brothers has enriched the automobile ar-
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tistically” ; that Phillips, Blumblatt and 
Toohey, of Buffalo, N. Y., are “ the 
Artists of Floor Varnish” ; that the Mo- 
hegan Rubber Company makes Art 
Tires; that . . .

But have a look for yourself.

§ 6

Technique d’Amour.— The most suc
cessful technique that a man may employ 
with a woman is to show interest in her 
but appear not to care.

§ 7

Thought on a Rainy Day.— The worst 
product of democracy is not the dema
gogue, but what may be called, by a shot
gun marriage of Latin and Greek, the 
demaslave, i.e., the fellow who takes or
ders from the mob and bends a pliant 
knee to mob demands, emotions, super
stitions and revenges, e.g., the average 
Congressman under Prohibition. We 
thus arrive, not at government by men 
without conscience, but at government 
by men without honour. The effects are 
already visible. Even assuming the plain 
people to be generally honest and gen
erally right, we reach this position : that 
even their honest decisions and their 
right decisions are carried out, in the 
main, by men who are poltroons and 
scoundrels.

§ 8

A Correspondent Takes Issue.— In a 
recent Répétition Générale, I observed 
that the instinct of 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, I contend
ed, natural and— above natural— inno
cent. “ 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 ad
vance her every gesture and every tone”
>—so I continued— “ is like the man who

has owned a piano and has played upon 
it for the same long length of time. The 
moment he enters a house with another 
piano in it, he feels like trying the new 
one. There isn’t a man or woman liv
ing 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 desire to try someone’s else 
kiss.”

It appears that one gentleman takes 
issue with me. He sends me what he 
calls “ The Piano’s Reply.” It goes: 
“ The instinct of men may or may not 
be to try one another’s musical instru
ments- — pianos, violins, harmonicas, 
what not. But— there was once a man 
who spent his whole life perfecting one 
particular kind of violin. Into it he 
fashioned his hopes and his dreams, and 
it joyously responded to his touch, giv
ing forth sounds more beautiful than 
any other violin had ever given. And 
because of this concentrated devotion, he 
is not exactly unknown to fame. You 
may have heard of him. His name was 
Antonio Stradivari.”

Good, sweet and touching, my friend, 
but what of the pretty violin that was 
Antonio’s wife, and his friend Estardi?

§ 9

The Immemorial Art.— The Freudians 
have done a great service to practical 
morals by dredging up evidence, out of 
the low mud-pools and mucky recesses of 
the subconscious, that lying is not only 
universal, but also natural and inevita
ble— that the liar can no more help 
merchanting his mendacities than he can 
help blinking his eyes or jumping when 
he sits down upon a pin. The discovery 
will relieve many a tender conscience. It 
will promote charity. It will, to some 
extent at least, mitigate that mutual mis
understanding which is at the bottom of 
nine-tenths of all human enmities, jeal
ousies, quarrels and woes.

At the bottom of this unanimous ten
dency to lie is what the Freudians call 
the inferiority complex. Practically all 
men suffer from it constantly. Now and
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then there is a man who seems to escape 
from it for a space— the Kaiser in his 
great days, Woodrow during the time 
when he was a member of the Trinity, 
the average Fifth avenue rector when he 
arises in his pulpit with his soapy smile—  
but the rest of us have it all the time. 
That is to say, we are never quite satis
fied with the figure that we cut in the 
world. We pass through life in inces
sant revolt against our limitations. The 
first conscious thought of the average 
child is a wish that he had two stomachs 
and the free run of a candy-store. The 
last conscious thought of the average 
centenarian is a wish that he had not let 
that blonde girl get away in 1847.

Lying is the product of this discontent. 
It represents an effort to improve our as
pect and position, to adjust ourselves 
more perfectly to the environment that 
presses upon us, to better the impression 
that we make upon other men. And if 
the policeman, conscience, forbids us to 
put the lie into plain words, then we at 
least put it into acts. We all play parts 
in the world, as even poets have been 
intelligent enough to notice. No man 
ever reveals his true character, his true 
limitations, his true weaknesses, his true 
imbecilities, to the world that he knows. 
Even his wife never sees the actual man, 
but only an actor dressed up in his 
clothes and speaking with his voice. Her 
opinion of him, however low, is thus 
always somewhat flattering. If she could 
see him as he really is, stripped of all 
pretense, purged of all lies, she would 
fall into convulsions, and perhaps pass 
away. What she sees, even in the most 
illuminating moments of domestic war
fare, is no more than a compound made 
up in part o f the authentic man and in 
part of his mendacious projection of his 
secret ideal. It is not her ideal man that 
she has married; it is his ideal. The 
man who is most respected by his wife is 
the man who is most clever at keeping 
this ideal to the fore— that is, the man 
who is the most realistic fraud. Perhaps 
that is why women occasionally marry 
actors: occasionally an actor can actu
ally act.

Thus lying, by the Freudian meta

physic, ceases to be a sin and becomes a 
quite natural function, and hence neither 
right nor wrong. The news will give 
comfort to many an uneasy conscience. 
Think of a lie as a compulsion neurose, 
and you will think of it more kindly. 
Moreover, you will waste less time in 
vain and suicidal efforts to discover and 
tell the truth— a business that has been 
unpopular since the world began. No 
one genuinely likes a truth-teller. Run 
your eye over the list of the great his
torical martyrs: you will find that nine- 
tenths of them were hanged and burned 
for the simple offense of trying to find 
out and announce the truth. Even to
day the public view of such abnormal 
men is highly unfavourable. The typical 
scientist, the typical investigator of phe
nomena, the typical merchant of incon
venient truths is held under great sus
picion by the general masses of men, and 
usually actively beset by some ardent 
band of truth-haters, say the anti-vivi- 
sectionists, the theologians, the Depart
ment of Justice, or the Comstocks.

Under this murderous attitude toward 
the truth-seeker there is a sound instinct. 
The truth is something that is far too 
harsh and devastating for the majority 
of men to bear. They can suffer the 
thought of themselves only by idealizing 
themselves somewhat lavishly, and the 
more hollow and trivial they are in fact 
the greater their need for this idealiza
tion. The truth-seeker is simply one who, 
in response to obscure egoistic impulses, 
strips off the pretenses of his fellow men 
and exposes them for what they are. He 
is thus anti-social and a public menace. 
He refuses to protect the self-respect of 
humanity in general, just as a Puritan, 
put upon the stand in a court of law, re
fuses to protect the reputation of an in
dividual woman. Both are intrinsically 
bounders.

Moreover, the truth-seeker is an ass, 
for the truth that he seeks is seldom ac
tually true. Nine truths out of ten perish 
almost as soon as they are born. One 
truth attacks and destroys another. 
Nearly all the great truths that men be
lieved in and died for five centuries ago, 
or even one century ago, are now known
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to be so fraudulent that even barbers, 
Y. M. C. A. secretaries and school teach
ers refuse to credit them any longer. 
Thus the truth-seeker is not the noble 
fellow that he thinks he is. On the con
trary, he is simply a poor dolt suffering 
from a compulsion neurose. The aver
age man is quite free from that mania. 
He avoids the truth as punctiliously as 
he avoids arson, infanticide or piracy on 
the high seas. He is the normal, the 
natural, the healthy man. He is the in
nocent and happy liar.

§ 10

The Kings of Comedy.— Alphonse, 
Gaston, Oscar, Ambrose, Clarence,
Oswald, Roscoe, Hugo, Gustav, Ignatz, 
Egbert, Julius, Herman, Ludwig, 
Maxie, Mo'ise, Armand, Theobald, 
Bruno, Otto, Vladimir, Siegfried, Jas
per, Hubert, Stanislaus, Percy, Jake, Cy, 
Claude, Sylvester, Guglielmo, Cholmon- 
dely, Obadiah, Sigmund, Nicodemus, 
Ferdinand, August, Emil . . .

§ 11

The Riviera That Is Woman.— A man, 
weary of the chill and commonplace of 
his surroundings, seeks the Riviera for 
pretty new scenery, warmth and quiet. 
A  man thus also -seeks woman.

§ 12
Hints to Profiteers.— I often wonder 

that no millionaire has thought to have 
the time of his life by sending to Turkey 
for a thousand head of Moslem mission
aries and turning them loose in the 
South. It would add the final touch of 
low farce to the spectacle of Methodist 
Kultur below the Potomac. Within six 
months a million Aframericans would 
be flocking to the green banner, and 
within two years there would be a jehad 
in progress that would make the Thirty 
Years War seem a mere polite debate.

The normal low-caste Aframerican, I 
am convinced, is a Christian only super
ficially. In order to make the faith com
prehensible and palatable to him at all,

the Methodists and Baptists have had to 
corrupt it with a great deal of undis
guised voodooism. Its theology has been 
transformed into a gaudy demonology, 
and its ethics have been converted into 
the simplest of schemes of propitiation. 
The doctrines preached by the Rev. Dr. 
Billy Sunday to white morons are sure
ly barbarous enough. But the doctrines 
preached by the rev. clergy at any negro 
camp-meeting in the South are even 
more barbarous. A  Congo witch-doctor 
would subscribe to nine-tenths o f them 
without the slightest hesitation. All the 
gentleness and poetry that have crept 
into Christianity as the world has grown 
civilized are conspicuously absent. What 
one hears is simply a series o f hair-rais
ing threats. Believe, and you will wallow 
luxuriously in a pork-chop heaven. 
Doubt, and you will be damned to a 
chain-gang hell.

That the dark peasantry would take 
to Moslemism with enthusiasm is beyond 
all doubt. Their brethren in Africa have 
done so of late in a truly startling man
ner. A  dozen years ago Christian mis
sions had made such progress in the 
Dark Continent that it began to seem 
likely that the whole Ethiopian race 
would be converted to Presbyterianism 
within a very short time. But then, just 
as the hymn-book manufacturers were 
ordering carloads of paper and the build
ers o f galvanized-iron chapels were load
ing whole fleets of ships, Islam awoke 
and decided to go after the trade— and 
within four years the cross was com
pletely displaced by the crescent. Today 
the whole of Africa, from the Mediter
ranean coast to the borders of the South 
African Federation, is unanimously 
Moslem. A  Christian missionary is as 
unsafe along the Congo or the Niger as 
he would be in Forty-second street. True 
enough, the pretense o f evangelizing the 
blacks still keeps up. That is to say, re
turned missionaries still circulate among 

-the Sunday-schools, shaking down the 
pious. But their business in Africa is 
completely ruined. Moslem missionaries 
have knocked them out, by and with the 
consent o f the heavenly hierarchy.

The same thing might be accomplished
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in the South, at least in the hinterland. 
In the towns the coloured folks have 
grown civilized, and large numbers of 
them have progressed so far that they 
have got beyond the tambourine Metho
dism which contents the whites, and are 
becoming Catholics, Episcopalians and 
even Christian Scientists, freethinkers 
and Jews. But in the backwoods the 
Moors are still somewhat uncomfortable 
in store shoes and underclothes. Imag
ine the effect upon them of a few honest- 
to-God Moslem harangues! Imagine 
their response to the Moslem picture of 
paradise! In truth, the faith of Moham
med seems almost to have been made to 
order for them. It fits their native tastes 
and habits of mind as no- Christian bal
derdash, not even that of the Hard-Shell 
Baptists, can ever fit it. They have but 
to hear it to embrace it— and not grudg
ingly, critically, with one eye rolling, but 
instantly, whole-heartedly, enthusiasti
cally. '

I have, in fact, tried it on several 
Ethiops experimentally, one of them my 
white-washer and horse-doctor down in 
Maryland. He was a pillar in the Zion 
A. M. E. Church South, and licensed to 
preach, which privilege he frequently 
exercised on his travels about the coun
try-side. Yet I converted him to Islam- 
ism in four days, and he is now an 
extremely bigoted and fanatical Mos
lem, and regards his late Christian breth
ren as so many heathen. They, in their 
turn, look upon him as balmy: he is too 
old and stupid to be able to explain his 
new faith to them effectively. But two 
or three genuinely eloquent Moslem mis
sionaries, in that Maryland county, 
would have all the Moors agog in a 
week, and nine-tenths of them converted 
(including the local clergy) within six 
months. The enterprise is somehow al
luring. It would add to the joys of life 
in a dull section of the earth. It would 
give the Bolsheviks a rest. It would 
develop new A. Mitchell Palmers. I 
robbed the Government, during the war, 
a good deal less than most, but I am 
willing to subscribe my share. I offer 
a million dollars to start with. Who 
will give the second million ?

The Movies, I .— Advertisement in the 
current New York theater programs en
titled “ Impressions of Eugene O ’Brien, 
Selznick star” :

F if th  Avenue.
A  troubadour in  a  frock coat.
A  box at the Opera.
Stroke o ar in the w inning ’V arsity  Eight.
W h at every m an w ants some w om an to  

th ink  o f  him.
W h at every w om an thinks o f some man.
Savoir vivre.
A lover in W all Street.
Five generations of gentlemen.
A m erican aristocracy — achievement and 

culture.
T he New Y ork A thletic Club.
A week-end a t Shinnecock Hills.
D um as and Thackeray.
Diplomacy.
T horoughbreds.

§ 14

De Profundis.— I practise the worst 
of professions in the worst of cities of 
the worst country at the worst time in 
the history of the worst of possible 
worlds.

§ 15

Experiments in Phrasing.— (a. Eccle
siastical) : ghostly pickle-herrings, divine 
merry andrews, angelic larvae, salvation- 
peddlers, butterflies of divinity, celestial 
ticket-speculators, sulphur-guns, valets 
to the hierarchy, gospel-gabbers, theo- 
logomaniacs, popinjays of God; (b. 
Chautauqual and political) : jake-fetch- 
ers, hick-h’isters, flag-chewers, star- 
spanglers, rube-shakers, peasant-poison- 
ers, boob-trappers, fire-alarms.

§ 16

Footnote Upon a Favourite Theme.—  
Whatever the origin (in the psyche, the 
ductless glands or the convolutions of 
the cerebrum) of the thing called love, 
its phenomenal nature may be very 
simply described. It is, in brief, a di
minishing o f disgusts, primarily eviden
tial, but often, in the later stages, also 
partly pathological. Friendship has ex

§ 13
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actly the same character, though the 
pathological factor is usually absent. 
When we are attracted to a person and 
find his or her proximity agreeable, it 
means that he or she disgusts us less 
than the average human being disgusts 
us. Because human contacts are chiefly 
superficial, most such disgusts are physi
cal. W e are never honestly friendly to
ward a man who is dirtier than we are 
ourselves, or who has table manners that 
are cruder than our own (or even mere
ly different), or who laughs in a way 
that strikes us as gross.

But there are also psychical disgusts. 
Our friends, in the main, must be per
sons who think substantially as we do, 
and who have the same tastes. It is im
possible to imagine a man who worships 
the three B’s being honestly fond of a 
man who prefers jazz. And it is impos
sible to imagine a woman of aristocratic 
upbringing and instincts falling authen
tically in love with a Socialist. Here, 
however, the force of aversion is a bit 
diminished; the body, as usual, is more 
potent than the mind. In the midst of 
the most bitter wars, with every man of 
the enemy held to be a fiend in human 
form, women constantly fallin love with 
enemy soldiers who are of pleasant per
sonal manners and wear attractive uni
forms. And many an agnostic is on 
good terms with some amiable Catholic 
priest.

A man does not fall in love with every 
woman he meets. Why ? For the plain 
reason that most women actively disgust 
him. Often it is in some small, incon
spicuous, and, at first glance, unanalyz- 
able way. She is a pretty girl, but her 
ears stand out too much. Or her hair is 
the wrong colour. Or her mouth is too 
wide. . . . Well, along comes a girl who 
does not challenge his antipathy in any 
such way— and presently he is in love 
with her. After that, illusion helps out 
observation. Gradually succumbing to 
a romantic sentiment, he begins to edit 
and improve the girl. Features that, 
coolly considered, might have eventually 
aroused disgust, are now seen through 
a rose-tinted gelatine. He ends by be
coming, in her presence, almost anaes

thetic to disgust. While the spell lasts 
she could shave her head or take to rub
bing snuff without disgusting him.

This spell, of course, usually doesn’t 
last long. Marriage sees a revival of the 
capacity for disgust, and in the course 
of time that capacity may become patho
logically accentuated, so that the mere 
presence of one party is intolerable to the 
other. But this doesn’t happen very 
often. The day is saved, as everyone 
knows, by the mere force of habit. The 
force of habit is the power whereby dis
gust is overcome in daily life. Thus a 
man, when his marriage enters its stage 
of regularity and safety, gets used to his 
wife as he might get used to a soap-fac- 
tory next door, and vice versa. In the 
same way, he gets used to other men 
with whom he is bound to have dealings, 
whether he likes them or not. But dis
gust thus throttled is not actually dis
posed of. It may flare up at any time 
and work havoc. Its flaring up ac
counts for a familiar phenomenon— 
the sudden collapse of a marriage, or 
of a business association, after years 
of apparent prosperity.

§ 17
Great Moments from Rotten Play.', V. 

— The Great Moment from “Perils o f a 
Great City ”  a melodrama in four acts 
by Charles Townsend, author o f “ A  
White Mountain Boy ”  etc., etc.

H arold:
Your demands are too absurd.

Reginald:
Then you refuse?

H arold:
Yes sir.

Reginald:
Then your friend goes to England 

a prisoner.
H arold:

And so will y o u !
Reginald:

S ir! Do you dare—
Harold:

(quietly). Yes, I dare. (Pause. 
Reginald stands with hand inside his 
vest, grasping the handle o f a dagger. 
Harold's hand is in his coat pocket, 
grasping a revolver). You are Sam
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uel Grantley, an escaped convict! 
( Reginald draws dagger and takes a 
step toward Harold, who, as he 
speaks, draws pistol and continues in 
the same calm tone.) Throw down 
that knife! (Reginald pauses a mo
ment, looking Harold in the eyes, then 
flings down the dagger.)

Reginald:
I see I made a mistake.

H arold:
You forgot that you were dealing 

with an AmericanJ

§ 18

The Primary Impulse.— Nietzsche, in 
altering Schopenhauer’s will-to-live to 
will-to-power, probably fell into a capi
tal error. The truth is that the thing 
the average man seeks in life is not 
power, but peace; all his struggle is 
toward a state of tranquillity and equi
librium; what he always dreams of is a 
state in which he will have to do battle 
no longer. This dream plainly enters 
into his conception of Heaven; he thinks 
of himself, post mortem, browsing 
about the celestial meadows like a cow

in a safe pasture. A  few extraordinary 
men enjoy combat at all times, and all 
men are inclined toward it at abnormal 
moments, but the race as a race craves 
peace, and man belongs among the more 
timorous, docile and unimaginative ani
mals, along with the deer, the horse and 
the sheep. This craving for peace is 
vividly displayed in the ages-long con
flict of the sexes. Every normal wo
man wants to be married, for the plain 
reason that marriage offers her security. 
And every normal man avoids marriage 
as long as possible, for the equally plain 
reason that marriage invades and threat
ens his security.

§ 19

Romantic Photograph of Man, 1920, 
A. D .— Rubber shoes, sleeve-elastics, 
Coke’s Dandruff Cure, tie-clasp, rein- 
forced-heel-and-toe socks, common 
sense shoes, rubber heels, antiseptic hat 
sweatband, compass watch fob, fountain 
pen with waistcoat clasp, indestructible 
collar button (guaranteed), Slide-Easy 
reversible necktie, gold safety-pin collar 
fastener, suspenders, Newbro’s Herpi- 
cide, breath perfumers, an umbrella . . .

M ay W oods
By Sara Teasdale

THE rain blew off, the new leaves dripped, 
The air was honey-sweet,

Evening came quickly through the trees 
Hushed as a rabbit’s feet.

And then a wood-thrush said good night— 
W hich was it that I heard,

A  bird that had become a star,
Or a star become a bird?



Pride
By L e  Baron Cooke

I M ET an old woman in the almshouse; 
 She said to m e : “ M y young ones 

Are scattered all over 
The ten-acre lot.
Mike goes to sea,
Mame’s in Alberta,
Jinny and Sarah 
Got married down east,
And Annie’s a nun 
Up in Quebec;
John, that’s the oldest,
Keeps a big shop 
Some place down south,
And Jerry, my baby,
W hat’s named for his pa,
Is a cop in a town 
In the west.
I tell you, sir,
If I do be their mother,
It was a fine family 
Me and my man raised.”

N O  w om an ever believes her husband if it takes him  more than tw o m inutes  
to tell his story.

W H E N  a girl has got so far that she can kiss noiselessly, it is tim e to  
look out.

62



Upper Ten
By Charles Hanson Towne

THE train went thundering through 
the night. The little smoking 
compartment was crowded. The 

porter was making up berths as fast 
as his black hands could move, jumping 
out of the way now and then to let a 
man or woman pass. His big body 
would sink into the curtains, much as a 
cinnamon bear might start to enter a 
cave. Nothing seemed to trouble him, 
he had the impassive, luxurious happi
ness of the Southern darky. He even 
hummed at his work.

Gaylord was going North, after four 
golden weeks at Palm Beach, where 
golf had been his main occupation. He 
dreaded the blizzards of New York, 
after the long serenity of Florida, and 
he sat dreaming in the stuffy smoking 
compartment of Palm Beach— that 
giant peony that seemed always to be at 
the high moment of perfection. You 
thought such wonder could not last—  
but it did; and one day followed an
other in miraculous procession. You 
lost count of time. Before you knew 
it you would have to be leaving— as he 
indeed was now; and the friends who 
had called you “ Tommy” affectionately 
would smile now if they realized you 
were no longer that, but only “ Lower 
Seven.”

You lost your identity on a train like 
this; you were merely one of several 
hundred packages being shipped North, 
deftly labeled and ticketed. The con
ductor might notice your healthily 
browned skin; but there were others 
who had acquired the bronze decoration 
of the South, and it was hardly worth 
while to mention it. It was like the

I croix de guerre: so many had it that 
you didn’t notice it any more.

Gaylord knew there was a pretty girl 
in Upper Nine— a girl who perpetually 
read popular magazines and munched 
chocolates; and as he drew on his pipe 
he considered exchanging with her. He 
felt so healthy, and he could sleep just 
as well in an upper. Damn it, though, 
why should he ? She hadn’t glanced his 
way at dinner, though he had looked 
so hard at her that Smith, the dining- 
car steward, must almost have seen the 
dotted line that shot from his eyes in 
her direction. He would have liked to 
say something to her, just to help kill 
some time on a tedious journey. Why 
couldn’t people be more informal?

He had about made up his mind that 
when his pipe went out— which would 
be in a few moments— he would wander 
through the car again, sit, as though 
accidentally, in the same section with 
her, and open up with some bright 
remark. His own berth would probably 
be in process of adjustment by that 
time, and he would have the best of 
excuses for intruding upon her privacy. 
And she might look up from that mag
azine !

The Man with the Kindly Gray Eyes 
came into the compartment just then, 
and there was a general shuffling and 
moving up, to see if room couldn’t be 
made for him.

He had the self-conscious look of a 
person in such circumstances. He knew 
he wasn’t desired—there were only 
about six and a half seats, and a half- 
dozen slender and fat men were already 
in the little b o x ; but he tried to assume 
the air of one who is quite within his 
rights.

63
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He reached for a match, rather ner
vously, knowing well that every eye 
was upon him; but of course there were 
none in the holder. A  little embar
rassed, he tried to shift his weight non
chalantly to one leg, nodding mean
while to the others to indicate that he 
wasn’t particular about sitting down.

Gaylord offered him a light.
“ I haven’t a match, but maybe you 

can get something from my pipe,”  he 
said.

The Man with the Kindly Gray Eyes 
—he must have been well over fifty— 
smiled, and looked grateful. How many 
friendships have sprung from the 
casual offer of a light!

“ Thanks,”  he murmured.
Everyone else remained perfectly 

still. The Englishman— there was no 
doubt about his nationality— wouldn’t 
have spoken anyhow. He gazed 
straight ahead of him; and you won
dered at his concentration until you saw 
that a mirror was directly in the line 
of his vision. H e was good-looking; a 
slender thoroughbred, with those bones 
in the cheek that, when rightly placed, 
add so much to a man’s handsomeness; 
and women wouldn’t have blamed him 
for looking so intently at himself. As a 
matter of fact, his eyes never saw his 
own reflection. He was merely dream
ing of a certain London club where, at 
the hour akin to this, he had always had 
his whiskey-and-soda and then languid
ly turned in.

The Plump Millionaire— you couldn’t 
mistake him, either— had sunk back in 
the corner after a few vain attempts at 
joviality with his nearest neighbour, 
and merely puffed away at his expen
sive Havana, furious that he hadn’t 
been able to engage a drawing-room 
where he wouldn’t have had to rub el
bows with anybody.

Two drummers, one bald and of 
frankly middle age, his companion ex
ceedingly young, with flashing socks, a 
tie that smote you, and an Elks button, 
hadn’t uttered a sound, save in whis
pers, for a long time. They were en
viously conscious of the fact that all 
the others, including the rather badly

dressed Little Shrimp next the window, 
were traveling for pleasure; and it hurt 
them that they would have to leave the 
train at Washington and try to sell an
other bill of goods, while their com
panions loitered on to New York. 
They would put up at a grub hotel, be
cause everything was so crowded; and 
as you couldn’t get a drink nowadays, 
life had lost its flavor. What was a 
girl show unless you viewed it through 
a haze of alcohol, anyhow? It was hard 
work killing time in these trains. Why, 
the club smoker used to be packed in 
the old days, and you made friends so 
quickly after one highball that the trip 
seemed nothing. You were home be
fore you knew it. But now—

Well, they’d get after smoking next, 
but there’d be a lot of trouble over that. 
After all, a human being had to have 
some diversion, and if it wasn’t booze 
or smoking it would be dope. The 
strain of modern life made it necessary 
for a man to let off steam somehow. 
Would they stop kissing, too? Ha, ha! 
Let ’em try it ! The people would rebel 
for sure. Why, it was a comic opera, 
that’s what it was, this way of running 
things; and though they had never 
heard of Gilbert and Sullivan, vaguely 
they knew of satire, and somebody 
ought to write a show about our gov
ernment, and get Belasco or Georgie 
Cohan to put it on.

The Little Shrimp next the window 
looked tired. He had pulled his hat 
down over his eyes, which seemed weak 
and strained. He wore low button 
shoes with white socks; and two Liberty 
Bond emblems were prominent on the 
lapel of his none too tidy serge coat. 
His cuff-links were of slate colour and 
shape, with an enormous flowery “ B” 
in the centre; and the cuffs themselves 
were round, and celluloid. His hair in 
the back had been neatly shaved square 
at the base of his head; while just above 
the button that peeped above his vest, 
he had placed a rhinestone pin in his 
shirt. A  garnet flashed from the little 
finger of one hand, and the nails, had 
one looked closely, were anything but 
clean. The hands themselves were
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knotted, and were assuredly those of 
one who did hard manual work. His 
mouth sagged at the corners; and under 
the hard, revealing light of the upper 
burner, you could have named his age 
as exactly forty. His cigar was a cheap 
one, and as if he knew its odour would 
be distasteful to a man like Gaylord, 
who sat next him, he puffed it in the 
opposite direction.

The Man with the Kindly Gray Eyes 
felt it was time he said something.

II

" A n y o n e  have a ginger ale with 
m e?” he offered, his hand reaching for 
the button.

He smiled as he spoke. But he 
looked just like a man who would treat 
to ginger-ale. Somehow, even in the 
pre-prohibition days, you would never 
have thought of this mild man trying 
to press a cocktail upon you. His skin 
was like ivory, and his hair was defi
nitely graying at the temples. There 
were many fine lines in his face; but 
they were not those that come from 
dissipation.

“ 7 will, thank you,”  Gaylord spoke 
up.

There had been the briefest pause 
after the other’s invitation; and Gay
lord, with that innate kindliness that 
was so much a part of him, couldn’t 
bear to see Mr. Kindly Eyes embar
rassed. He knew he would dislike 
standing up there and sipping his drink 
alone. Besides, it was a stuffy night, 
and the ginger-ale would doubtless re
lieve his parched throat.

The bell was rung, and while the 
drinks were being brought, everyone 
seemed to have broken the solid ice that 
metaphorically surrounded them on this 
torrid evening. The drummers decided 
that they, too, would take a sarsaparilla; 
and this gave them a new excuse to 
dilate on the never-old subject of pro
hibition.

“ Now, think of seven God-fearin’ 
fellers havin’ to sit up here an’ order 
soft drinks!” the younger one com
plained, his cigarette dropping from the

corner of his mouth so far that every 
second it seemed likely to fall and 
cover his immaculate clothes with 
ashes. “ An’ they call this a free 
country!”

He went on and on, fortified at the 
sound of his own voice; and every bro- 
midic remark uttered since the enact
ment of the Constitutional Amendment 
fell from his voluble lips.

Even the Little Shrimp in the corner 
roused himself when the clinking 
glasses came in, and listened attentively. 
He didn’t say much; he was still too 
sleepy. Miami, where he had boarded 
the train, had instilled the habit of 
drowsiness into him.

“ How long were you there?”  Gay
lord finally turned and asked him.

“ Six weeks. First vacation the wife 
and I have had in fifteen years,”  the 
Little Shrimp answered, flattered that 
so fine a gentleman should draw him 
into the circle.

The others couldn’t help evincing 
surprise that one so dressed could 
afford a six weeks’ lay-off.

Perhaps their glances betrayed what 
they were thinking; but the Little 
Shrimp never noticed. He had ordered 
a White Rock on his own, and sent a 
pint bottle in to the wife— Lower Ten, 
he told the porter; and he paid for the 
drinks out of a roll of bills. But this 
didn’t amaze Gaylord. So often he had 
seen janitors and bellboys pull out of 
their jeans unbelievable rolls of money; 
and he smiled to recall how often Trim
ble, his man, could miraculously pro
duce fifty bucks whenever he ran short. 
And he remembered how, in his first 
youth, when he had manfully opened 
a savings bank account, he had observed 
the line of poorly dressed clients who 
deposited great rolls of cash, day after- 
day— far more than he ever could put 
in !

This was one of the mysteries of 
America— the small tradesman who al
ways seemed to have a purse like the 
widow’s cruse of oil. And as for him
self, he didn’t believe he had more than 
ten dollars on his person— just enough 
left, after paying his hotel bill, to see

S. Set—July— 5
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him through on the train, and get a taxi 
at the station.

“ I ’m a dyer— a silk-dyer,”  the Little 
Shrimp from Upper Ten volunteered, 
apropos of nothing at all.

No one had asked him his occupation, 
or anything further about himself. 
Perhaps in some psychic way he 
guessed they were interested, after all; 
out of the corner of his eye he may have 
seen their glances at his roll of bills.

“ The wife and I needed a little trip, 
an’ I just said we’d take it. W e had 
to leave the two kids home, in Long 
Island City. Gosh! Florida’s a swell 
place,”  he added. “ Think o’ seein’ 
banana trees! I ’d like to live down 
there; it’s so darned cold up North.”

Gaylord wondered at his sudden vol
ubility—this little fellow who but a few 
moments' ago had been apparently 
quietly resting in the corner. He turned 
and looked him over carefully. He was 
certainly one of the most insignificant 
fellows he had ever seen— a type that 
you met everywhere— on trolleys, on 
trains, coming out of cheap lodge-halls, 
in tiny shops on the lower East Side.

“ How did you happen to pick out 
Florida?” Gaylord asked, more because 
he wanted to keep the fellow going now 
that he seemed to be wound up.

“ Because it was so far away,” Upper 
Ten answered. “ I says to the wife, ‘As 
long as we’re goin’ on a trip,’ I says, 
‘let’s take a good one.’ An’ so we 
came.”

The Man with the Kindly Gray 
Eyes was interested too, now. Those 
eyes of his smiled, as definitely as his 
lips did; and now that they were all 
intimate, and as though the ginger ale 
had gone to his head, he got the porter 
to bring a stool for him, and sat facing 
the others, much as a Sunday-school 
teacher faces his class.

“ I suppose you do a good business in 
Long Island City,” he said. “ I used to 
know that place well. Handy for New 
York, too.”

“ Yes, sir,”  replied the Little Shrimp. 
The “ air”  placed him, if further placing 
were necessary. “ W e used to do a rat
tling good business; but the war sort

o ’ put a crimp in things. I ’ve been sav
in’ up a long time for this trip. The 
wife wasn’t well. We lost our last 
baby.”

There was nothing much to say for 
a moment. It seemed odd to Gaylord, 
and absolutely non-understandable to 
the Englishman, of course, that anyone 
could tell so much of his private affairs 
on such swift acquaintance. But even 
the Plump Millionaire looked interested 
in this last remark, and couldn’t help 
blurting out, “ W e lost ours, too.”

O f course that was the one touch of 
nature that makes the whole world k in ,. 
and before they knew it, Mr. Million
aire and the Little Shrimp were as thick 
as only two men in a smoker can be 
and they discovered that they both had 
helped to bring the same number of 
children into this troubled world; and 
strangely enough in . each case their 
families had consisted of two girls and 
a boy; and the boy it was that died.. 
What stronger bond could two men de
sire? It seemed to bind them like ce
ment.

The Englishman, too, became inter
ested. He drawled something about its 
being a queer world, don’t you know; 
and the bald drummer told of even 
stranger coincidences. Why, he had a 
lodge pal who had his little finger cut 
out once in a sawmill, and the very next 
day his best pal had his little finger cut 
off, too, in a trolley accident. Could 
you beat it ? He should say not; and 
he’d tell the world.

“ You remember, Ed? I ’ve told you 
about it often,”  he said, turning to his 
young companion, as if the other’s veri
fication would cause the story to be 
thoroughly believed.

For a moment, Gaylord thought he 
couldn’t stand Ed and Bill. Their line 
was gents’ neck and underwear. They 
carried samples of an extensive stock; 
but their chief concern, they rambled 
on, was of their private stock.

As they talked on and on without 
ceasing, their voices finally became 
obliterated in the rush and roar of the 
train, and Gaylord’s thoughts went back 
to the girl who insistently read the mag
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azines and munched the chocolates. His 
pipe had definitely gone out; and he 
wasn’t very comfortable where he sat—  
he never did like to ride backwards, 
anyhow. So he said to the Man with the 
Kindly Gray Eyes,

“ Why don’t you sit here ? I ’m going 
back to see if my berth’s made up. This 
is better than that stool.”

III

To his delight, Upper Nine was still 
sitting in her own section, alone, and she 
had finished reading. There was only 
one other section at liberty, and that 
was filled with grips and golf-bags. Ob
viously, there was no place for him to 
sit except with Upper Nine, so he 
plumped himself down boldly, facing 
her; and now he didn’t seem to mind 
riding backwards at a ll!

“ I beg your pardon,” he said, as his 
foot inadvertently touched hers.

“ Oh, that’s all right,”  she replied, in 
a voice that was too lovely to be true, 
and that exactly matched her face.

As she spoke, she looked him straight 
in the eyes; and he realized -then that 
he had never really seen those blue orbs 
before— they had always been selfishly 
bent over one of those darned maga
zines.

Had Gaylord been a poet he would 
have ruminated for a moment on how 
fortunate was the magazine page that 
could rivet the attention of such a pair 
of glorious eyes; but, being only a 
wholesome young American business 
man, he wasn’t interested in what had 
been, but only in what was.

And now, at this very instant, he was 
sitting opposite one of the most en
chanting creatures he had ever seen. It 
did vaguely cross his mind that a lot 
of time had been wasted over reading 
and smoking and talking to several un
interesting men in a stuffy smoking- 
compartment; but that’s as far as Gay
lord ever went in retrospect. He was a 
forward-marching type of fellow, and 
what was past was past. Only today 
counted— only this moment, in fact.

He never quite knew how he started

the conversation that followed. Mirac
ulously she opened up to him much as 
a beautiful flower might open beneath 
the insistent spell of the sun, and he 
found himself telling her all about his 
life in New York, his frequent vaca
tions— like the one he had just spent; 
and she, in turn, was revealing more of 
herself than she ever had told to any
one, she said. She was not generally 
communicative and she didn’t quite 
know why she talked so freely to him.

“ I live with an aunt,”  she went on, 
munching a chocolate and offering him 
one. Gaylord didn’t mind what she did, 
so long as she didn’t read that con
founded magazine. “ She’s conservative 
and pins me down. I just have to get 
away once in a while or I ’d go mad. So 
I ’ve just come from a visit with an old 
schoolmate who lives in Florida. I was 
chaperoned down; but Mrs. Livermore 
was taken ill and couldn’t come back 
with me. That’s why I ’m traveling 
alone— and I ’ve never done it before. I 
had to come North— aunty would never 
forgive me if I stayed away an hour 
longer than I said I would.”

“ I ’m afraid she’ll never forgive you, 
then, for these trains are always several 
hours late. Instead of getting in at a 
nice seemly hour, you’ll find yourself 
arriving at one or two in the morning, 
maybe.”

“ What a kill-joy you are, to be sure!” 
said Miss Morrison— she had told him 
her name after he had brazenly inquired 
what the “ M ” stood for on all her 
bags.

“ But in case we do get in so late, I 
hope you wouldn’t mind if I took it 
upon myself to see you safely to your 
home ?”

He was making progress!
“ Why, Mr. Gaylord, I ’m not so sure 

that I could let you. You see, Aunty’s 
terribly conventional. What would she 
think if a stranger drove up with me 
to the house ?”

He didn’t know; he couldn’t say. It 
was just like a story-book. Beautiful 
damsel living alone in large, old-fash- 
ioned house with elderly aunt on, prob
ably, Lower Fifth Avenue. Arrival
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after long train trip late at night. Hand
some stranger (oh, yes, he had to put 
that in, for he knew he was called 
handsome by his friends) offers to see 
her home, and she rebels through per
fectly proper, conventional fear.

But they had two more days to travel 
together— or, rather, a day and a night; 
and he wouldn’t give up yet.

There was a noise behind them, and 
out of the stuffy smoker had emerged 
the two drummers; and Gaylord heard 
the younger one saying, as he moved up 
the aisle past him—thank God they 
were in another car!— “ And to think of 
a poor little shrimp like that, Bill, be
ing able to spend six weeks in Miami! 
W e  never had a roll like his, did we 
now ? Say, I ’d like to— ”

Then he saw Gaylord, and, with the 
swiftness that comes only with drum
mer practice, he saw the beautiful girl 
sitting opposite him, and he winked at 
his erstwhile companion_of the smoker. 
As definitely as words, his whole ex
pression said: “ Some kid, eh ?”

Gaylord could have knocked him 
down. The fellow had been almost 
unbearable in the confines of the smok
er; out here in the aisle, which was 
like a road that led to a larger world, 
he was shown in his true colors and 
became utterly impossible. Off the train 
he would be anathema. And to think 
he had to see him for another whole 
day and evening!

“ Berth’s ready any time, sir,”  the por
ter proclaimed to Gaylord. “ Want 
yours made up now, miss?”

He didn’t mind intruding upon their 
private talk; all he cared about was fin
ishing his night’s work and getting to 
bed— in the stuffy smoking compart
ment.

It was here that Gaylord became 
magnanimous.

“ Miss Morrison will take Lower 
Seven, porter, and I ’ll take this Upper 
Nine.”

“ I won’t hear of it!” Miss Morrison 
said.

But she did. How could one let a 
lovely girl climb to that wretched spot, 
while he, a young, athletic citizen, slept

serenely in a bed nearer the earth ? 
That’s what he wanted to know. He 
wouldn’t close his eyes thinking of her 
misery and discomfort. For his sake 
she must defer to his wishes.

He twisted the whole argument so 
that, if she refused, she was playing 
him a dastardly trick, making him ut
terly selfish, and she had to give in. 
But not without whispered protests—  
whispered, because now it was quite late 
and others had retired, lying like ani
mated loaves of sugar in little crates.

It was funny to think of them thus. 
You could hear a delicate snore now 
and then, and you wondered if it came 
from Upper Three or Lower Five. Was 
it possible that that dark-eyed siren ut
tered such unearthly sounds in her 
slumber? Ye gods! no one would ever 
marry if he first studied the manners of 
human beings in a sleeper! Yet brave 
folk— in the first flush of youth, of 
course!— had frequently dared to dash 
off on a honeymoon by train!

IV

It  was some time toward three 
o ’clock in the morning that Gaylord 
was awakened by a stirring and the 
sound of a voice near his berth.

He had fallen asleep almost at once, 
being young and vigorous, and he had 
been particularly pleased with himself 
for his magnanimity. He had a clear 
conscience, he had just had a splendid 
vacation, and he was happy. What more 
is needed to send one swiftly down the 
primrose path of Slumber?

“ I can’t find it, I tell you, L il!”
The sentence was uttered in a hoarse 

whisper from Upper Ten, but Gaylord, 
for all his drowsiness, recognized it at 
once as the voice of the Little Shrimp. 
And instinctively he knew that that wad 
of money was lost.

The porter came down the aisle, par
tially dressed, and soon one of the con
ductors was stirring, too, near the 
Shrimp. The wife’s whispers could be 
heard, too. Her husband had climbed 
down into the aisle, and, had Gaylord 
poked his head out of the curtains, he
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might have seen a rumpled Shrimp and 
a sleepy, distracted Lil looking wildly 
through valises, poking under pillows, 
and messing things up generally in their 
frantic efforts to find something.

Gaylord lay there in the dark, think
ing, if the money were really gone, what 
a disastrous ending this would be to a 
six weeks’ hard-earned holiday. Surely 
that little fellow couldn’t afford the loss 
of any such sum. It must have been 
considerable— far more than any per
son, however well-to-do, should have 
carried.

“ There’s no use wakin’ up the whole 
car,”  the conductor was trying to urge, 
in one of those stage whispers that ac
complish the very thing they decry. 
“ W e’ll look everywhere in the mornin’. 
I ’ve got to turn in.”

Evidently he left them, in no little 
disgust. Perhaps he had seen at once 
that Upper Ten was a person of no im
portance whatever, and, if he had been 
plainly dressed in the daytime, now, 
doubtless, he was a sight in a flannel 
nightgown— such a man would never 
wear pajamas— and neither the conduc
tor nor the porter intended to waste any 
more precious time on him. His trou
bles, probably only imaginary anyhow, 
could wait until the morning.

There were a few more hurried whis
pers, a brief settling down again, and 
the train whistled as it crossed a bridge, 
screamed its authentic way through the 
darkness, and the two little loaves of 
sugar were back in their respective 
crates.

Gaylord didn’t sleep much after that. 
He couldn’t, for thinking of that little 
fellow and his great loss. What a trag
edy it was to be what the world calls 
“ common” ! Now, if this had hap
pened to the beautiful and aristocratic 
Miss Morrison, the car would have been 
in an uproar on her account, and he 
would have been the very first to rush to 
her assistance.

Toward dawn he fell asleep for a 
brief interval, not a little ashamed of 
himself for not actively caring about 
the Shrimp and Lil and their painfully 
serious affairs.

A t breakfast everyone was talking of 
Upper Ten’s tragic loss. Yes, indeed, it 
was pitifully true. He had misplaced 
that roll of bills. He had gone back to 
the observation car after he left the 
smoking compartment— he never knew 
why. Gaylord dragged what informa
tion he could out of him. How much 
was it? Four hundred dollars!

“ I kep’ it pinned in this little pocket,”  
he dramatically revealed, “ because I 
wanted to be sure not to lose it. After 
I paid for that White Rock last night I 
didn't pin it in again; I needed that 
safety-pin for a toothpick when I et a 
sandwich Lil gave me before I turned 
in. Oh, gee, if she only ,hadn’t given 
me that sandwich, maybe I’d never have 
lost the w ad!”

“ You probably dropped it in the aisle 
of one of the other cars. If a passen
ger picked it up, you’re all right; if it 
was one of the porters, I ’m not so sure. 
Some of those darkies would take any
thing. It’s not their fault. They’re 
like cats with mice. It’s born in ’em.”

That seemed precious little consola
tion to offer a poor little shrimp, but 
it was the best Gaylord could do. He 
felt the utter inadequacy of words at 
such a time— just as one feels it when 
there is a human loss.

Lil was strangely silent and calm. She 
was a pale, anemic body, with vague 
bluish eyes behind thick glasses; and 
her little brown suit looked always rum
pled. She was as blurred as something 
behind isinglass, and never in her life 
before, she had told a woman in the 
observation car, had she been on a 
sleeper, save on the trip down.

Suddenly this frail, inconsequential 
little being found herself the cynosure 
of all eyes. A  curious interest attached 
to her: when she went through the aisle 
people, whispered, and, the first shock of 
their terrible financial loss being with
stood, she was not a little pleased at the 
spotlight thrown upon her. She could 
see the sympathy in the eyes of every
one. Never had she known publicity be
fore, and the questions of the other pas

V
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sengers sent colour to her faded, cheeks. 
Instead of groaning over her misfortune, 
she began to revel in the attention she 
attracted. It was the nearest she and 
the Shrimp would ever come to fame.

Smith, the steward of the dining car, 
was a shrewd man. He told Gaylord 
he was certain none of the darkies had 
found the money and pocketed it; for, 
had one of them done so, ha would 
have known it in a minute, for he 
couldn’t have concealed his delight at 
such sudden opulence. He knew Ne
groes well, for he was a Savannah man 
himself, and there wasn’t a darkey trait 
he didn’t understand.

The whole train became a little world 
wherein this one subject was the topic 
of conversation. Somewhere in that 
long line of cars the money reposed. 
Whose pocket contained it? Someone 
whisked by you through the aisles, and 
you couldn’t help wondering if that was 
the thief ! You looked up, and it was a 
smartly dressed woman on her way to 
the diner, and you smiled.

Miss Morrison buried herself in a 
magazine directly after breakfast. Gay
lord had spoken to her as soon as he 
could— she rose late—and she thanked 
him profusely for his kindness in giving 
her his berth; but she seemed to close 
up after that. He wondered if she re
gretted the confidences of the night be
fore. So many girls were that way.

He tried to gain headway by telling 
her, as dramatically as he could, omit
ting no trivial detail, of the Little 
Shrimp’s loss, but she was strangely dis
interested.

“ Too bad,”  was all she said; and it 
was then she took out another magazine 
and paid it the compliment of looking 
through it.

There was nothing for Gaylord, as a 
gentleman, to do, except to leave the 
section as gracefully and as soon as he 
could. How overwhelmingly pretty she 
looked! And how hard it was to leave 
her! But he inwardly confessed he was 
disappointed that she seemed so callous 
about the Little Shrimp and Lil.

If she was as cold as this, disillusion 
would begin. In fact, it began then and

there. He didn’t like that kind of per
son, male or female. But he found 
himself looking back at her all through 
the rest of the morning; and his own 
book palled upon him, and the scenery 
was uninteresting, and the whole trip 
bored him unutterably.

Ed and the other drummer came 
swinging down the aisle from a late 
breakfast, with toothpicks between their 
lips and black cigars in their hands.

“ Coming in for a smoke?”  the 
younger fellow asked as they passed 
Gaylord.

He thought he might just as well go 
with them, much as he disliked them, as 
to sit still, gazing out of the window or, 
unhappily, at the adamant Miss Morr 
rison. Moreover, it is strange haw 
quickly our personal antipathies disap
pear under the necessity for some hu
man contact. If Gaylord had been cast 
on a desert island with Ed and Bill he 
would have got on with them. Now, 
because of Miss Morrison’s indifierr 
ence, the train became, literally, a desert 
island for him. Any companionship 
was better than complete isolation.

Of course, Ed and Bill were full of 
the contagious excitement, glad of it as 
a break in the monotony of the journey; 
sorry, in their uncouth way, for the 
Shrimp, and suspicious only of the por
ters and waiters.

“ Why, a decent white man couldn’t 
rob a little chap like that— not on a 
stylish train like this!”  Ed gave forth.

“ Gee,” he added, laughing in pre
tended nervousness, “ I hope nobody 
suspects me! Oh, boy!”

And his cigar slid to the side of his 
mouth and he gave his trousers another 
upward pull, so that a wide expanse of 
his flashing hose was visible— the same 
hose of the night before, Gaylord was 
conscious of noticing.

The Englishman stuck his dishevelled 
head through the curtains at this mo
ment. He was indeed a late riser. 
When you saw men as you saw him 
now, good-looking though he was, un
shaven and partially undressed, you 
wondered, with George Moore, why 
women ever married; yet had you been .
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at the other end of the car you might 
have wondered why men did, too, for 
kimonos and hairpins are not the mag
nets of love, and a romantic attachment 
might easily fade into nothingness be
fore eyes dimmed by restless slumber.

The Englishman, like many another 
experienced traveller, had risen late in 
the hope that he would have the small 
washing-room to himself. It was ob
vious that he was inwardly furious at 
finding these men sitting like an audi
ence to view his ablutions. There are 
moments when an Englishman, more 
than any other person, wishes to be 
alone. He could not go without his 
shave, so, after one angry glance at the 
others and a curt “ Good morning,” he 
opened an elaborate case which seemed 
to contain every razor in the world and 
every implement ever devised for the 
making of a successful male toilet. 
Scissors and bright little nippers 
gleamed from the washstand, and Ed 
and Bill were impressed, though they 
smiled out of the corner of their mouths, 
nudged each other and inwardly 
thought such shining devices were ef
feminate and should have no place in 
the paraphernalia of a man six-foot-one.

They were, moreover, delighted to be 
the first to tell the Englishman of the 
robbery, or the loss, or whatever it was. 
There is hardly anyone who doesn’t like 
to break bad news.

“ Who would have thought that Little 
Shrimp had so much coin?”  Ed won
dered. “ Gosh! you never know in this 
world, do you? I always say to Bill 
here how wrong it is to judge a cus
tomer by his clothes. I remember once 
in Moline, Illinois— dull town, that!— 
we ran into a— ”

But here the Man with the Kindly 
Gray Eyes entered— his eyes looked 
even kinder in thé daylight— and Ed’s 
sentence somehow trailed off, merci
fully, and was lost in the rattle of the 
train.

“ Poor Shrimp !” the Man with the 
Kindly Gray Eyes began. “ Rotten luck ; 
and he’s such a good little sport about 
it. He hasn’t whimpered a bit, and that 
little wife of his is a corker, too. I

wondered if they had enough to pay 
for their meals the rest of the trip, and 
I offered him twenty-five. They hadn’t 
another sou.”

He sat down, and took the label off 
his cigar, reached out for a match and 
calmly observed, along with the others, 
the Englishman at his elaborate and dif
ficult toilet.

Gaylord looked in admiration at him. 
Of course, a man with eyes like those 
would think to lend the Little Shrimp 
some money! How did it happen that 
he, Gaylord, forgot to make such an 
offer?

He was suddenly consumed with 
shame— he who had tried to renew his 
acquaintance with Miss Morrison, when 
he might have been doing a worthy deed 
farther down the aisle! What selfish 
rotters most of us were, after all! W e 
prided ourselves on our essential love of 
our fellow man, and then when a chance 
came to show the stuff we were made of 
we failed utterly. Human beings were a 
pack of blunderers, to put it mildly. It 
was so easy to sympathize and talk and 
suggest, but to think that only one in all 
that train gave some practical evidence 
o f human sympathy! Where had Mr. 
Plump Millionaire been?— he who had 
taken such a fancy to the Shrimp be
cause of the similarities in their fami
lies. When it came to lending money, 
how distant the relations became!

The train lurched, the Englishman 
murmured- a word hardly printable and 
blood gushed from his lip. Through the 
mirror they could all see that he had 
given himself a rather nasty cut, and 
Gaylord, remembering his delinquency 
about the Little Shrimp, determined 
that here was his chance to redeem him
self, in a measure.

He sprang up immediately.
“ I ’ve got some stuff that’ll stop that 

in a second,”  he said, and went hur
riedly to his section, opened his grip and 
pulled forth the bottle he wanted.

He came back and gave it to the Eng
lishman, who, though he had everything 
else seemingly in his own case, had 
nothing to stop the flow of blood.

“ You were mighty nice to the Little
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Shrimp,”  Gaylord couldn’t help saying 
to the Man with the Kindly Gray Eyes, 
as he sat down again and puffed on his 
pipe.

“ No nicer than you were to our 
friend here,”  the other answered. “ Your 
deed was as good as mine.”

And he smiled; and when he smiled 
what eyes he had, indeed! They seemed 
like astonishing lights in a troubled, 
gloomy world.

V I

A t  luncheon time the steward placed 
a sign, neatly written, at both entrances 
of the dining car. It read:

“A  gentlem an has lost $400 on this 
train . I f  found, it m ay be re tu rn ed  to 
the undersigned, and no questions will 
be asked. A. H . S m i t h ,  Stew ard.”

Tactful enough, Gaylord thought, as 
he went in alone to eat. And Smith had 
doubtless been impelled to do this be
cause of that doe-like quality in the eyes 
of the Little Shrimp and the continual 
thought of what so great a loss must 
mean to him and his frumpy wife. 
There is no freemasonry quite so 
strong as that existing between people 
of about the same working class. It is 
like the pity of the poor for the poor. 
They know.

But nothing happened. Yet someone 
had read that sign who knew that his 
conscience could never be clear unless 
he returned the roll of bills. That the 
money was merely lost was unbelieva
ble, for every corner, every cranny, had 
been searched in vain. No. Someone 
had found the wad of bills where it had 
been dropped and calmly pocketed it.

The diner filled up, emptied again, 
got its second and third quotas, and 
there were always whispers unending. 
The protagonists of the little drama 
came and went, keenly observed by 
everyone in the car. They seemed a 
little paler, and evidently they had not 
been mercifully allowed to forget their 
loss in a night of sleep. Thanks to the 
Man with the Kindly Gray Eyes, they 
ate a full meal and even liberally tipped 
the waiter. The steward paid special

attention to them, and it was he himself 
who opened their napkins, poured their 
water and straightened the tablecloth 
at the corners before the waiter brought 
their food.

As the train drew into Washington 
Ed and Bill made loud preparations to 
depart. They shook hands with those 
with whom they had talked the most, 
and they even went personally to Upper 
Ten and told him how much they hoped 
he’d get back his coin. It was too bad, 
and some rascal must be feelin’ fine!

“ Good bye and good luck!” was their 
final greeting, and then they stepped off 
to sell bills of goods and wish to heaven 
there was a saloon where they could 
refresh themselves. Alas, for the good 
old days that would never come again!

Gaylord glanced from the window as 
the train drew out, and he saw Ed smile 
at Bill, and their heads went together, 
almost in a bump. What were they 
laughing at? At him and Miss Mor
rison ? Or—

An unholy thought came to him.
Had they—
What a silly ass he was to be thinking 

such things. He wasn’t a detective, 
after all, and it was none of his busi
ness, when you came to analyze it. But 
Ed had been envious of that big roll, 
and they were only traveling salesmen 
on small salaries, no doubt, and com
missions, and—  Well, it was impos
sible. Whatever else those fellows 
might be— vulgarians, roisterers, talka
tive fools—they were not that.

Miss Morris continued to bury her
self in her magazine; and just beyond 
Washington, when the train slowed up 
and Gaylord realized that they would 
be hours late, after all, he wondered if 
he should dare to ask if he could see her 
safely home. It would be a ghastly time 
to reach the big town and, even though 
she had been so indifferent, he couldn’t 
forget his innate chivalry. She looked 
so refined, so able, and yet so unable, to 
take care of herself. He ventured to 
approach her once more.

“ It will be late, Miss Morrison, when 
we get in. Couldn’t I— ”

“ Oh, you’re very kind, Mr. Gaylord,
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but really, I couldn’t put you out to 
that extent. Maybe the Little Shrimp, 
as you call him, and his wife would 
need you far more. They seem to be 
the people in trouble on this train! I 
am sorry for them. You must have 
thought me queer this morning, but I ’ve 
got the kind of mind that loves serial 
stories, and I ’m following eight at once 
in different magazines, and I just can’t 
stop !”

So that was it ! The world could go 
hang for all o f her when she was im
mersed in one of those exciting yarns ! 
How wonderful to be able to shut 
everything out that way! By George, 
how young she was, and how jaded and 
blasé he suddenly felt beside her!

It was midnight when the train pulled 
in at the Pennsylvania Station.

The Little Shrimp and his wife, all 
hope gone, and all sorts of suggestions 
about writing to the Company having 
been made, began to get their belong
ings together. A  dozen people must 
have come up to them and told them 
before they left of their real sympathy. 
The Englishman and Mr. Plump Mil
lionaire were sure all would come out 
right.

As Gaylord shook the hard hand of 
the silk-dyer, and noticed the twitching 
at the corners of his mouth, he realized 
what the little fellow had been through 
and how much he had held in during 
these last miserable hours.

Gaylord’s words seemed to touch him 
most of all, and he and the little wife 
almost broke down when he was saying :

“ And if I can ever help you, please 
let me know. I ’ve got your address. 
Maybe you’ll let me motor over and see 
you sometime?”

Why didn’t Miss Morrison say some
thing to them, Gaylord thought. She 
was the typical indifferent New Yorker, 
he couldn’t help knowing.

“ Get them a cab,”  she murmured to

him. “ Don’t bother about me. I ’m able 
to take care of myself, Mr. Gay
lord.”

She even put her hand affectionately 
on his shoulder. And in that moment 
he saw, or imagined he saw, for the first 
time a rather strange look in her eyes. 
Yet who was he to judge anyone?— he 
who had been anything but practically 
kind. How dared he hold such 
thoughts? Was he losing his sense of 
proportion? She didn’t- say one word 
directly to the Little Shrimp and Lil. 
Women were funny. Only this wasn’t 
funny. It was tragic. How good it 
would be to get away from the tiresome 
train! His nerves were on edge. Like 
Ed and Bill, he wanted a drink. He 
would have suspected anyone— anyone 
in that moment.

He turned, and she was gone, in an 
instant, the porter following her with 
her bags. He lost her in the great 
crowd.

Yes, he ruminated, as he followed his 
bags and golf-sticks, he would have sus
pected anyone— anyone except the Man 
with the Kindly Gray Eyes. Yet on the 
Seventh Avenue side of the station this 
individual got into a taxi. Miss Mor
rison was in it, waiting for him, far 
back in the darkness of one corner.

“ A  poor haul for a long trip,”  he said 
to her, as he stepped in. “ I hope you 
got the nice Mr. Gaylord’s watch?”

“ I did,”  laughed Miss Morrison. 
“ And how well the Aunty story always 
goes!”

The other laughed. “ Well, I let the 
Little Shrimp have twenty-five dollars, 
and gave him an address where he could 
return it, if he’s honest. But even if he 
never does, we’re three hundred and 
seventy-five to the good !”

And they drove uptown.
Now that no one could see, a hard, 

steel-like glitter came into those kindly 
eyes.



Fifty-Fifty
B y John F . Lord

S H E was standing near me, daintily arrayed and altogether charming.
I longed for an opportunity to speak to her. Suddenly I heard a tinkle. 

She had dropped a half dollar. I am quick to act. I lost no time in 
seizing the opportunity offered me. I put my foot on it.

Last Dawn
B y Jeannette Marks

W H E N  that last dawn comes, what will it be?—  
A  plume of fire on a cloud of gray;

A  shrouded ship in a cocoon sea ;
A  mountain peak with its one gold star;
A  bird’s nest swung by a silver w ind ;
Or the curve of an arm with its cradled child ? 
W hat will that last dawn be?

And God, what will God be?
The plume of fire or the mist spun ship,
The mountain peak with its signal star,
The nest blown wide for the coming day,
Or the child in the human, passionate arms?
I wonder what God will be 
And who shall see!

T H E  pathways to happiness are ten. And after each attainment there is 
the crash of a broken commandment.

W H AT is passion with men at 18 is love at 25, amusement at 30, toler- 
ance at 35 and indifference at 40. At 50 it is again passion.
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Mr. Duncan’s Gin
By Ford Douglas

I

. . . YES . . . Uh huh . . . Yeah. 
. . . Yep.”

Police Captain Dugan jammed his 
stub of a cigar into the opposite corner 
of his mouth and shifting the telephone 
receiver to his other ear listened wearily 
to the drooling voice that came over the 
wire.

“ Yes . . . Yeah . . . Yep,” he kept 
saying, and then as there seemed to be 
no cessation, or promise of one, he 
abruptly cut in with. “ Well, what do you 
want done?”

“Done?”  repeated the voice indignant
ly. “ Damn it, I want my property! I 
want justice! I ’m a citizen and a tax
payer, I am, and— ”

“ Can that stuff, can it!” interrupted 
Dugan. ‘Whadda ya think we are down 
here— a lot of mind readers? How’da 
we know where your junk is?”

“ Then,”  acidly, “ I am to understand 
that the department will do nothing— 
absolutely nothing— and— ”

“ I ’ll send a man up to get the facts,”  
shouted Dugan. “ And you wait right 
there till he comes!”

He savagely slammed the receiver on 
the hook, and leaning back in his swivel 
chair vented his feelings in strong lan
guage.

A  crime wave was on— the worst in 
the city’s history. That very morning 
there had been two murders, and by 
noon the desk sergeant’s book had a 
score or more entries of persons slugged, 
stabbed or shot. All day long the ’phones 
dingled with news of thievery, and the 
list of stolen property covered a wide 
field— gas fixtures, sunbursts, automo
biles, family washing, kitchen ranges,

gold watches, umbrellas, plumbing and 
smoke stacks; and the knaves had taken 
innumerable valuable papers, such as 
charts of ancestry, movie scenarios, let
ters of dead relatives, and the priceless 
writings of ouija boards. And now, 
here just at Dugan’s quitting time, came 
tidings from the city’s most exclusive 
club of the mysterious disappearance 
of a case of g in !

In the big room adjoining Dugan’s 
office sat Jim Bradley. A  casual observ
er would be of the opinion that Mr. 
Bradley was resting himself on the nape 
of his neck, so far down was he in his 
chair which, in turn, was tilted back at 
an angle that seemed to defy all laws of 
gravitation. This phenomenon, how
ever, could be easily explained for the 
counter-balance, Mr. Bradley’s feet, 
was propped high above his head 
on the wooden railing in front of 
him.

It was evident that time hung heavily 
on Mr. Bradley’s hands. He yawned 
loudly; he stretched, snapping his joints 
in a succession of dull thuds; he exam
ined the contents of his pockets, the 
same consisting of a few coins, a plug of 
chewing tobacco, a number of beer- 
openers, a salacious picture of a fat wo
man in a one-piece bathing suit, and a 
great number of worn and grimy letters 
and postcards, all bearing the imprint 
of his home town, up state.

Bradley was a detective. It is a long 
story how he got on the force, and not 
to be told here. A  distant relative, a vet
erinarian by profession, was primarily 
responsible. The cow doctor was a 
member of the legislature, and after 
long years of service in the interests of 
his party had received his reward in
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Bradley’s appointment on the police 
force in the big city.

If we read the printed form which 
Bradley filled out in making his appli
cation, we learn that his previous em
ployment had been, to use his own 
words, “ast. Mgr. in livry stable.” Now 
he wore the badge of the city soldiery, 
and from the dull and routine duties of 
second executive in the village livery 
barn he had been, by the magic of his 
kinsman’s power, transported to another 
world and was henceforth to be engaged 
in the thrilling and interesting work of 
the detection and suppression of crime. 
We see him now, as yet unknown to 
fame, at the very threshold of his career.

The door suddenly opened and Du
gan’s bullet head was thrust into the 
room.

“ Here, you !”  he called. “ Come in.”
Tiredly Bradley rose, and thrusting 

back into his pocket the picture of the 
fat woman, walked into the Captain’s 
office.

“ Now, Bradley,” began Dugan hur
riedly, “ I ’m goin’ to put you on a job all 
by yourself. And I want results. No 
stallin’ or loafin,’ mind you, and— say, 
quit jingling that bunch of keys, take 
your hands out of them pockets, spit out 
that toothpick, and try to get what I ’m 
tellin’ you.”

He glared at Bradley irritably.
“ Now, listen, you big hick,”  he con

tinued. “ Uptown, across the street 
from the Waldheim Hotel, is a swell 
club, the name of which I have forgot. 
Anyhow, there’s a fellow lives there 
what’s had a case of booze stole on him. 
He just called me up and I think he’s 
squiffed the way he talked over the wire. 
His name is Duncan—William G. Dun
can. Now you go up there and see this 
gink and find out all about it. And don’t 
forget this: there’s a lot of votes in 
that club and the spring election is goin’ 
to be closed. So make him feel good—  
promise him anything. Understand ? 
Stall him along.”

“ What’ll I do if I find the stuff?” in
quired Bradley, after a moment’s in
tense thought.

“ Not a chance!” returned the Captain

shortly. “ I doubt if you even find the 
club. Now get out of here and get busy.”  

He gestured toward the door. “ Beat 
-it!”

Bradley moved with a celerity that 
surprised even himself. The Captain 
had indicated haste and it was not for 
him to question orders— not with Cap
tain Dugan. He cleared the threshold 
almost in a bound and a few seconds 
later was in the street. Here, however, 
he resumed his natural gait as he walked 
in the direction of the club.

II

It was Bradley’s first case. True, he 
had had a month’s experience working 
with a “ partner,” a plain clothes man by 
the name of Oleson; but not being on 
any regular assignment he had learned 
little. Their labours had consisted most
ly of strolling about town, with an hour 
here and there at a picture show or an 
afternoon at a ball game. Still, he found 
the work not unpleasant. Numberless 
cigars were thrust upon him by admiring 
citizens, certain hotels and cafés were 
always good for a meal, and there were 
places where a drink might be had for 
the asking. And, too, there were occa
sional gratuities here and there that 
brightened the day and, in short, made 
Detective Bradley feel as though he had 
been given the keys of the city. Now 
he was entering a new field.

Notwithstanding the Captain’s pes
simism, Bradley had little difficulty in 
locating the club building, and a few 
minutes later he found Mr. Duncan.

“ I ’m from Headquarters,” he said, 
offering his hand. “ Bradley’s my name, 
and I got it that you lost sompin’ kinda 
valuable— these days. Tell me how it 
happened.”

For a moment Mr. Duncan, eyeing his 
visitor curiously, made no response. ' 

The clubman experienced a sense of 
disappointment, for he had expected to 
see a ferret-eyed, quick-mannered man, 
with probably a pair of handcuffs sus
pended from his watch fob. Instead, he 
saw a tall gangling person, broad of face, 
flap-eared, and with the most remarkable
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haircut that had ever come into his vis
ion. The man-catcher’s coat was padded 
into herculean proportions at the shoul
ders, had slanting pockets, and on the 
sleeves were some useless rows of small 
pearl buttons; his trousers were wide at 
the hips, narrowing down to nothing at 
the ankles— a species that Mr. Duncan 
vaguely remembered seeing pictured 
somewhere in a mail-order catalogue. 
The detective’s shoes, too, w ere remark
able, being a brilliant chrome yellow 
in colour with large humps at the 
toes.

The unheralded and startling appear
ance of the man from Headquarters was 
not lost on others at the club. Old Mr. 
McNabb, walking into the lobby, almost 
fell over backward at the sight of the 
stranger, and a number of covertly grin
ning bellhops gathered about. This an
noyed Mr. Duncan vastly. It occurred 
to him that the detective might be taken 
for a friend or, worse, a relative. Then 
suddenly there flashed into his mind the 
explanation: the detective was in dis
guise. He wondered why he had not 
thought o f it before.

“ Let’s go up to the library,”  said Mr. 
Duncan. “ That’s where the thing hap
pened.”

The “ library,”  it may be explained, 
existed in name only. For with war-time 
prohibition the bar in the grill-room had 
been closed and the almost empty shelves 
in the room, erst devoted to books, had 
given way to long tiers of lockers, and 
in these the members had stored vast 
supplies of merchandise that was now 
illicit and not to be had in any of the 
lawful marts of trade.

“ It’s like this,” began Mr. Duncan, 
seating himself in a chair and motioning 
another to the detective. “ I had a case of 
gin in number 768,” he pointed to a 
locker in the lower tier, “ the one you 
see with the hinges broken off. It cost 
me eighty-five dollars. . . . It’s gone!”

“ An inside job,”  promptly declared 
Bradley. He had picked up some of the 
vernacular of the business and it was a 
pleasure to him to use it. “ An inside 
job, that’s certain. How could anyone 
get up here from the outside when it’s

on the ninth floor and there ain’t no fire- 
escape ? It can’t be did! No one could 
climb up.a smooth wall nine stories high 
and climb in through the window, and,” 
he added, remembering the cold looks 
and searching inquiry of the hall man a 
few minutes before, “ I ’ll tell the cock
eyed world it’s pretty hard to get in 
through the front door on the ground 
floor.”

“ Yes, sir, it’s gone,” repeated Mr. 
Duncan sadly. “ Gone, God knows where. 
. . . And it cost me eighty-five dollars!” 

“ Well,”  said the detective, with a pro
fessional air, “ the thing to do is to keep 
it a secret, at least for a while. Don’t tell 
nobody— specially the help, cause that’s 
who got it.”

“ It’s gone,” reiterated Mr. Duncan, 
apparently oblivious of all else. “ My 
good old gin is gone.”

He turned toward the detective and 
emitted a long melancholic sigh. It was 
a damp, misty sigh, and in it Bradley 
suddenly became aware of a certain pi- 
qant and aromatic odour that had made 
Plymouth famous.

“ You ain’t got no more, have you?” 
he inquired with new interest. “ They 
didn’t clean you out ?”

“ Every solitary drop,”  averred Mr. 
Duncan solemnly. “ Didn’t leave me a 
mouthful.”

The news was depressing. A  silence 
fell and nothing was heard but the root
ing of the pool players on the floor be
low.

Then, following a tradition of his call
ing, the detective made notes in a soiled 
memoranda book. This labour ended, 
Bradley put the book back in his pocket 
and gazed in silent meditation at the 
brooding clubman. After a time he sug
gested something to the effect that prob
ably Mr. Duncan might have some 
friend, who, under the distressing cir
cumstances would be willing— glad, no 
doubt— to relieve an awkward situation 
and supply as much as a couple of jig
gers of the fluid that both cheers and 
intoxicates.

But to this Mr. Duncan only shook his 
head. He had no friends, he said. In 
fact he was practically alone in a cold,
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cold world. No one loved him, and now 
his gin was gone.

“ Life,”  he said, “ is but a dream. It’s 
cruel— meaningless—the tale of an idiot 
dancing down the wind.”

Other and sundry observations on the 
part of Mr. Duncan followed, and in 
these Bradley floundered, grasping now 
and then at some promising straw that 
might indicate eventual rescue and re
freshment, only to sink again into the 
vast depths of vague and intangible 
words. Mr. Duncan’s utterances were 
phantasmagoric, mystic, and adorned 
with many flowers and figures of speech, 
but at no time did they definitely commit 
Mr. Duncan to the point of aid, assist
ance or succor. Eventually and some
what dazed, Bradley left, not before, 
however, he had promised a keen and 
searching inquiry and had expressed a 
belief in an early and successful 
result.

III

Cap. Dugan—
the crime at the club was a inside job. 

I ben on it night & day and will have 
the mistery solved in the next 24 hrs.

respectively,
Bradley.

Captain Dugan skimmed hurriedly 
through the note, grunted, and, closing 
his huge paw over the communication, 
crushed it into a ball and threw it in the 
waste basket.

“ A  fine yap to have on the force!”  he 
muttered. “ That fellow couldn’t find a 
ham in a gunny sack.”  And with this 
Dugan dismissed all thought of the case, 
for there were other matters more press
ing.

Detective Bradley had indeed been on 
the job night and day. He appeared at 
the most unexpected times and places. 
At his request Mr. Duncan had intro
duced him to the manager, who had pro
vided him with some sort of letter of 
marque, and armed with this he prowled 
the building from garret to cellar. He 
appeared in various guises: as a reader 
of gas meters, as a waiter, as a garbage

man, and last— most wonderful to relate 
— as a member of the club.

From the very first the detective’s sus
picion fell heavily upon a certain waiter 
who had access to the “ library,”  one 
Herman Niemeyer. This man was a 
German and, though it was proven that 
he had subscribed to the Pour La France 
fund, opinion among the members as to 
his loyalty was divided. It was whis
pered by some that Niemeyer was a spy, 
and that everything that was said or 
done in the club was reported by him 
direct to the Wilhelmstrasse. Hints of 
certain mysterious actions, sayings, and 
headshakes on the part of the waiter 
were communicated to Bradley by the 
clerk in the office who had long suspect
ed the man, and the consequence of all 
this was that the detective was soon 
brought into contact with Niemeyer, ap
pearing this time in the rôle of a new 
employee.

Niemeyer, though of Teutonic origin, 
was not an unkindly man. He restrained 
his inclination to laugh when the one
time assistant manager of a livery stable 
told him that he had accepted a position 
as dining-room waiter, and out of his 
wealth of twenty years’ experience he 
instructed the novice along certain lines. 
He said :

“ Sure, I ’ll put you onto the ropes. 
Now first, don’t forget that every mem
ber of this club is crazy— every damn 
one of ’em. It’s like working in a bug
house. There’s some mighty strange 
birds here, but if you can get by the first 
month without losing your mind you’ll 
be all right. Now take old Mr. McNabb, 
for instance. He’s nutty on spiritualism 
— reads all the time out of The Horn 
and Trumpet News— and I want to warn 
you not to call him ‘Mr. McNutt,’ like 
some of the fresh bellhops do sometimes, 
cause it makes him wild; Then there’s 
Mr. Babbitt. He’s lived in the club 
since it was built and has never spoken 
to any of the help yet. He just points. 
You’d think he was deaf and dumb, but 
he ain’t. A peculiar thing about him is 
that if he don’t like what you put in front 
of him he gets up and goes to another 
table. I ’ve seen him change seats as many
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as ten times during one dinner. And 
he’s worse than that at breakfast. On 
the other hand there’s Mr. Chitenden— 
‘Chattering Chitenden,’ we call him. He 
talks all the time. And he don’t say 
nothin’. Just babbles along and you 
don’t have to pay any ’tention to him. 
If there’s no one around he’ll talk to 
himself. The members all hate him and 
have tried to get rid of him for years, 
but we don’t mind him.

“ Then there’s old Mr. Hopplewich. 
Now there’s a bird for fair. He’ll in
terest you. Every meal his order is just 
the same. ‘Anything you got,’ he says, 
and he means it. He’ll eat anything you 
put in front of him and n^, er bat an eye. 
W e’ve tried him on all kinds of com
binations— ice cream and tripe, minced 
codfish in brandy sauce, pie with an oil 
dressing— it’s all the same to him, pro
vided it’s enough. I f it ain’t, and he’s 
a big feeder, he just says, ‘S’more,’ and 
you bring in another hod of anything 
handy. W e used to bet on him and 
there’s been a lot o f money changed 
hands in the kitchen. One year we got 
the chef’s salary every payday just as 
regular as clockwork. But about food 
most o f ’em are the other way— every
thing’s got to be just so. Cranky’s no 
word for it. They go up in the air when 
you least expect it. Old Judge Haw- 
per’s the worst of any of ’em. Some
times he just raises hell! You know 
what he done one night? Well, just be
cause a duck was a little too rare he 
threw it at the waiter— and it missed him 
and went out an open window and fell 
twelve stories and hit a crossing cop and 
nearly knocked his brains out. The cop 
was in the hospital a whole month and it 
cost the Judge six hundred dollars. But, 
after all, they ain’t a bad lot, after you 
get used to ’em.”

“ How ’bout tips ?” inquired Bradley. 
“ That’s one thing I forgot to tell you 

’bout. There’s a rule against tipping 
and you’d think the penalty was the elec
tric chair.”

“ Well,”  said Bradley, with great 
subtlety, “ how ’bout getting some of 
their licker—their gin, for instance"”  

“ About as easy as stealin’ the kilt off

a Scotchman in zero weather,”  replied 
Niemeyer. “ They keep tab on it like 
it was rubies and diamonds, and if there 
was as much as a drop missing they’d 
let out a yell that’d make you think the 
building was on fire.”

Bradley was disappointed. At the men
tion of gin he expected to see the waiter 
collapse, after which would come, of 
course, the handcuffs and the wagon. But 
Niemeyer showed no sign of guilt and 
the detective put him down as a hardone.

It was discouraging. Notwithstanding 
all his cleverness Bradley realized that 
he had accomplished nothing. So he 
went to the billiard room where he was 
more successful. There he introduced 
himself to a lonesome looking non-resi
dent member and beat him nineteen con
secutive games of pool at a dollar a 
game. This was better, was distinctly 
worth while. He had a small-town pro
ficiency at pool-shooting and he resolved 
to give the sport more of his time. Think
ing this over it occurred to him that he 
might make something of a business of 
it, in which case, perhaps, it might be 
necessary for him to join the club. The 
cold looks of the non-resident member, 
who had put up his cue and now sat 
silently staring at him, did not deter 
Bradley in the least. So, thus deter
mined, he set out to find Mr. Duncan, 
who, of course, was to be his sponsor.

The search began and ended in the 
“ library.”

Mr. Duncan was found in his usual 
chair with a long drink in front of him, 
which he solemnly assured his visitor 
was a medicinal preparation of the most 
offensive taste, and to prove it Mr. Dun
can then and there took a sip and made 
a truly horrible grimace. It was a com
pound, he said, of cod liver oil, quinine 
and asafetida and could be taken without 
danger only under certain pathological 
conditions.

Bradley came to the point at once.
“ I ’ve looked the crowd over here,”  he 

said, “ and they seem like a pretty good 
bunch of fellows. So I guess I ’ll join.’

“ What?” ejaculated Mr. Duncan, set
ting down his glass and staring. “ You’ll 
join what?”
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“ Why, the club,” said Bradley, with 
a trace of irritation. “ What else was I 
talkin’ about ? It’s convenient and handy 
and I ’m going to kick in. And I can get 
you a lot of other members, too, if you 
make it worth while.”

Mr. Duncan leaned back in his chair 
and fixed his eyes on the ceiling.

“ Life,”  he said, “ is all sound and fury. 
It signifies nothing, and— ”

“ Yes, I know,” interrupted Bradley, 
“ but that’s got nothing to do with me 
joining the club. . When are you goin’ 
to horn me in?”

“ A  delicate matter, a delicate matter,” 
mused Mr. Duncan. “ There are some 
very peculiar qualifications requisite to 
membership— this is really a secret 
society, you know.”

“ Secret stuff is my dish,” declared 
Bradley. “ I went through the Knights 
of Pythias a flyin’.”

“ No doubt, no doubt,”  said Mr. 
Duncan.

He closed his eyes 'and for a time 
appeared to. be submerged in deep 
thought.

“ I ’ll be frank with you,”  he said at 
last, “ of course under the pledge of the 
greatest secrecy.”

“ I never squawk,” said Bradley with 
dignity. “ Never.”

“ Well, then,” said Mr. Duncan, slow
ly, “ I will ask you first if you would be 
willing to support the Irish Republic? 
Freedom is the watchword and shibbo
leth of this organization. We are pledged 
for the freedom of the Irish, the Mor
mons, and- the Bolivians. And to ac
complish this we will wade through 
blood. Read the newspapers any day 
and you will see what our members are 
accomplishing.” He clutched Bradley by 
the arm and whispered: “ Most of us 
are Irish, the rest Bolivians,-—and all 
of us Mormons! So you can see the pe
culiar conditions that pertain. However, 
we will take the matter under advise
ment. Meantime you can deposit with 
the clerk the preliminary initiation fee 
of sixteen thousand dollars.”

For a moment Bradley was incredu
lous; for a fleeting instant he thought 
Mr. Duncan jesting. But this passed as

he noted the hard, set look in his infor
mant’s stern countenance.

“ After what you’ve told me I don’t 
think I want to join,”  said Bradley, with 
some embarrassment. “ My people are 
all Presbyterians.”

“ It is well,” said Mr. Duncan, sol
emnly. “ One must make up one’s own 
mind. But not a word of all this— ” 
he made a sign of throat-slitting— “ the 
secret committee, you know.”

Bradley shuddered.
“ Leave it to me,”  he said.
“ Now having settled that,”  said Mr. 

Duncan, in a relieved tone, “ how are 
you getting along towards finding my 
gin?”

Bradley welcomed the change of topic. 
“ I ’ve been shadowing this fellow Nie- 
meyer. He’s German— and, maybe, 
Bolshevik.”

“He reads The Nation, a publication 
for which you no doubt have the greatest 
admiration and respect,”  said Mr. Dun
can. “ I believe Niemeyer’s principles 
sound. I think— feel quite sure— that it 
was some one else who took the gin.” 

“W ho?” inquired Bradley, drawing 
his note book.

“ Recent developments have caused me 
to suspect a certain person,”  Mr. Dun
can lowered his voice and looked cau
tiously around. “ And this person is a 
member of the club—a Bolivian by the 
name of McNabb. That the man is a 
bootlegger there can be little doubt, 
though he poses as a banker. If you get 
near him you will hear him mumbling 
all the time about spirits.”

“ Ah, a clue!” said Bradley, scribbling 
rapidly. “ Get me a spot on him and I ’ll 
watch him.”

Followed now, to Mr. Duncan’s in
expressible delight, a period of two days 
in which the detective was as Mr. Mc- 
Nabb’s very shadow. At no time was 
he at a greater distance than a few feet 
— a fact that Mr. McNabb began to bit
terly resent. On a street corner late in 
the afternoon of the second day, the old 
gentleman suddenly whirled and con
fronted the trailer.

“ Say— what in hell do you want?”  he 
demanded loudly. “ I think you’re a
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pickpocket, and if you don’t get away 
from me I ’ll call an officer !”

Before the astonished Bradley could 
collect his wits a crowd began to gather. 
It was passed about that the old gentle
man had caught the other’s hand in his 
pocket and that he had saved his purse 
by the narrowest of margins. There 
were mutterings and epithets and a great 
deal might have happened had not Brad
ley escaped by running after and jump
ing on a passing street car.

The incident disgusted him. It an
gered him to think that he, a detective 
on the city force, was compelled to run 
to avoid an arrest that would make him 
the butt of the whole department. After 
all, he told himself, there were more 
important things than a few bottles of 
gin, and after fuming over this for a 
time he resolved to call Mr. Duncan up 
and quit the case, hoping somehow that 
the clubman might be persuaded to 
square the matter with his superior offi
cer.

With this in mind he stepped into a 
convenient cigar store and called up the 
club, requesting to be put into imme
diate touch with Mr. Duncan.

Now happened a strange thing for 
which there can be no accounting. There 
was a buzz and a click and Bradley be
came at once an involuntary eavesdrop
per to a conversation on the wire. The 
voice of the person speaking was 
strangely familiar— in fact it was the 
voice of Mr. Duncan, and Bradley, be
ing a detective by profession and curi
ous by nature, listened.

. . and the way the boys dipped into 
that gin of mine, dearie, was a fright. 
I made a big mistake letting anyone 
know I had it.”  At this point a femi
nine voice cooed consolement. “ Well," 
resumed’ the other, “ I carried the stuff, 
two bottles at a time under my overcoat, 
down to the office and put it in the vault. 
Then I gave out that it had been stolen.”

Laughter modulated like the liquid 
flutings of the clarionet greeted this and 
was followed by the assurance that 
“ p’ecious lambkins” was the clever one.

Bradley screwed the receiver into his 
ear and listened breathlessly.

“ And then to make it good and 
strong,” the masculine voice continued, 
“ I reported it to the police. Well, we’ve 
had a circus up here ever since. Head
quarters sent a detective, and I wish you 
could see him!”

A description followed of Bradley’s 
personal appearance which brought 
more mirthful flutings from the lady and 
a great deal of profanity from the de
tective.

Having a receptive audience and be
ing in particularly good form, Mr. Dun
can added to the merriment of the occa
sion by an account of Bradley’s applica
tion for membership and of the happy 
evasion through the instrumentality of 
the Irish, the Mormons, and the Boliv
ians. Bradley ground his teeth.

“ And listen, dearie, I ’ve got glasses 
and a siphon r id everything down to the 
office, so any time you want a little snif
ter drop in. But if you want a fizz you’ll 
have to bring your own lemon.”

At this there were mutual titterings 
and gurglings, then a full five minutes 
of leave-taking in which sugary billings 
and cooings were exchanged to the sat
isfaction of both, and after a series of 
lip-made zippings, telephonic kisses, the 
receivers were hung up and nothing re
mained but a silence broken now and 
then by the noise of a passing street car.

Disillusioned and vengeful, Bradley 
set out for the club as fast as he could 
walk, and as he covered the few blocks 
he murdered the clubman in a number 
of ingenious and painful ways.

IV

W h e n  Billy Duncan, seated in the 
“ library,”  saw Bradley stride into the 
room he noted something in the grim 
countenance of the detective that gave 
him a slight sense of uneasiness. It was 
a knowing look, and he wondered what 
the man had learned. He was not long 
kept in suspense.

“ Well,” said Bradley in a cold voice, 
“ I know where your gin is.”

“ G ood!” ejaculated Mr. Duncan. 
“ Finel”

The voice expressed enthusiastic ap
S. Set— July— 6
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preciation, but there was a sinking sen
sation in the pit of his stomach and it 
required a great effort to inquire, 
“ Where is it?”

“ In the vault at your office.”
Duncan grew pale. The lights in the 

room seemed to swim before his eyes.
“ I ’ll drop in if I want a drink, but if 

I want a fizz I ’ll bring my own lemon,” 
said Bradley. “ And I ’ll bring a reporter 
and a photographer, too,” he went on, 
“ and we’ll have a nice little party and 
get our pictures in the paper. I ’ve want
ed to bust into the society columns for a 
long time.”

Duncan remained silent. Slowly his 
hand went down into his pocket, and as 
slowly was it withdrawn. From a large 
roll he peeled off a yellow bill and thrust 
it into the detective’s hand.

“ Let’s forget it,” he said. “ Both of 
us. I ’ll call up the Captain and square 
it with him— and put in. a  good word 
for you, too.”

Bradley looked at the bill. It had a 
large C in the corner of it and would 
pay for many weeks’ sustenance at his 
boarding house. It was a beautiful piece

of engraving, and the paper was clean 
and fresh and crisp and had the delight
ful smell of new money. A  feeling of 
forgiveness, even of sympathy, stole 
over him.

“ I ’ll say,”  he ventured at last, “ that 
you can make a pretty hot canvas over 
the wire, and that you’ve got that baby 
hipped. And she’ll probably come down 
to the office— and bring her own lemon, 
too.”

Mr. Duncan wriggled with embarrass
ment.

“ But I ’m for you—both of you—  
strong. And if her husband ever sues 
you for alienation of affection, or if she 
ever sues you for breach of promise, 
why look me up and I may be able to 
help you out. Gettin’ evidence is my 
business, you know.”

He started to go, but at the door 
turned and came back.

“ Just one thing more, Mr. Duncan. 
Tell me, to satisfy my own curiosity, 
what are you— an Irishman, a Mormon, 
or a Bolivian?”

“ Neither,”  said Mr. Duncan, bitterly. 
“ I ’m just a plain damn foo l!”

\
N E V E R  judge the uses of a thing by its appearance. Men, who never cry, 
 carry handkerchiefs big enough for a whale to weep into.

W HEN a woman who is not yet engaged buys five new hats at once, it is 
a sign that she is about to begin a new offensive.

H OW  much pleasanter life would be if one could kiss a pretty girl and yet 
not have to read her 12-page letter the next day!



The Daughter of the Bernsteins
B y Richmond Brooks Barrett

I

JESSICA BERNSTEIN, on her way 
into the drawing-room, paused at the 
dining-room door. The butler hur

ried to her side and waited for her 
judgment on the scene. Jessica ignored 
him, while she examined the long table 
shrewdly.

Erect and haughty, she appeared not 
at all moved by the extravagant display. 
As a matter of fact, the splendour of 
her father’s house never failed to stir 
her to the point of intoxication; but 
now she betrayed no more than an ob
jective interest in it. An exquisite 
tonal harmony the great room pos
sessed; nothing obtruded or hurt the 
composition. The effect was one of ripe 
perfection. The polished background 
of the walls reflected with delicate mod
ulations the thin fire imprisoned in the 
chandeliers and the subdued glow of the 
rosier lights; even the plate seemed to 
have a glint of strange depth. The pro
fusion of flowers added a faint blur of 
bloom that had the quality of evanes
cence, of warm, unsubstantial cloud.

Jessica nodded reflectively.
“ I think everything is all right,”  she 

commented without enthusiasm.
Her eyes rested on the footmen, 

whose activities her entrance had in
terrupted.

‘ ’ Watch Parker,”  she told the butler. 
“ He must learn to wait more quiet
ly— ”

She loved to exercise the autocratic 
authority the big establishment re
quired.

“ Yes, everything is all right,” she re
peated, and turned away.

In the hall she met her father. His

greeting had in it a note of gentle res
ignation.

“ I wish my friends might see you to
night, Jessica. It would make me dread
fully proud.”

She smiled. “ I thought we’d had that 
out.”

“ I stick to my guns, my dear,”  he 
returned. “ Your place is here, you 
know. I don’t ask a great deal of you ; 
it seems to me you might at least stay 
at home when my friends dine with 
me.”

She shook her head slowly. “ It’s 
really for your sake I refuse. They 
don’t interest m e; they make me irrita
ble. And when I feel cross I say mean, 
horrid things. I can’t help it, father. 
I don’t know where my nasty disposi
tion came from— certainly not from 
you. I ’m afraid I’d insult your guests 
— so I run away from them.”

“ You are unkind, Jessica.” The old 
man was firm. “ They are your own 
people. You’re ashamed to admit it, 
that’s the point. It’s that annoys you.”  

“ Well, perhaps that is the trouble 
with me; but it’s a thing I can’t cure 
myself of,” she told him. “ I ’ve tried— 
and I ’ve failed.”

He shrugged. “ My friends under
stand, naturally. They feel the slight. 
They’re a clever lot; it’s not easy to de
ceive them. Indeed, they’re a great deal 
cleverer than the people you’re taking 
up with, Jessica. Jews of the better 
sort are conservative, reactionary to a 
fault. They disapprove of your wan
dering about unchaperoned— ”

“ Let them!” Jessica was unperturbed. 
“ As long as you aren’t so silly, why 
should I bother about other people’s 
gossip?”  She smiled up at him affec-
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tionately. “ If I hurt you, if I ’m cruel 
to you, I am sorry. I can’t look on 
things as you do; but I don’t love you 
the less for that, remember. I ’ve in
herited some good traits from you; it’s 
because of those traits that I can get 
no comfort from your people. If you’d 
only been typical— hard and stern like 
the rest of them— I  should have been 
different.”

She kissed him.
“ Good night— forgive me,”  she mur

mured, and left him.
A  good-looking blond chap was wait

ing for her in the drawing-room. As 
she held out her hand to him, all her 
aloofness and hauteur dropped from 
her. Her smile was gracious, almost 
shy.

“ Dear Geoffrey!”  she said. “ You’re 
the only person I can stand when I ’m 
tired. Take me, please, to some quiet 
place for dinner. A  little tea-room 
would be nice.”  Jessica’s knowledge of 
her swain’s finances was thorough; her 
tact was exquisite. “ W e can go on to 
the Opera afterwards. Monday is my 
night, you know. I have the tickets 
with me— ”

II

T h e  Bernsteins had been eminent for 
generations in the financial world; 
moreover, they had been respected. 
Morton Bernstein, Jessica’s father, was 
the last of the great line of bankers 
and the finest of the lot. He had kept 
himself aloof from the beginning; so
cial functions had never figured prom
inently in his life. At stated intervals he 
entertained the Jews of his own type; 
in return, he was entertained by them 
at dinners as estimably correct as his 
own. That was all.

His connection in business with all 
the celebrated potentates of a more 
favoured creed had not the effect of 
stinging him to ambitious activity. He 
was not a climber. The fact that he was 
a distinguished philanthropist struck 
no one as an ironic comment on his 
methods; if Morton Bernstein allowed 
his name to be added to the list of direc

tors of a hospital, he did so from a 
purely altruistic motive, not with an 
eye to currying favour. He did not 
blush for shame every time he sub
scribed to a Hebrew charity. Morton 
Bernstein, like his aristocratic fore
bears, was a loyal, orthodox Jew.

Jessica it was who blushed to see his 
name on the lists of Jewish charities. 
Her abhorrence of her father’s race and 
creed was an inexplicable, an instinctive 
reaction.

Jessica’s attitude was by no means pe
culiar. Revolt seethed in the bipod of 
the new generation. Many of the sons 
and daughters of Morton Bernstein’s 
friends felt the injustice and ignominy 
of their lot; they therefore avoided one 
another pretty consistently, with a re- 
sultant shattering of the ties formed by 
the old-time inte -marriages of the few 
established Jewish families. It was the 
desperate endeavour of the young band 
to force a way by dogged persistence 
into the alien ranks. In their way they 
were much akin to martyrs; they suf
fered, they were humiliated, but they 
followed the gleam, whatever it was.

Jessica’s engagement to Geoffrey 
Wilton was for her a triumphant break 
with the past. It seemed to her almost 
in the nature of a baptism, a purifica
tion. Wilton appeared in the role of 
a modern Perseus, striking off her fet
ters, snatching her from the fiery jaws 
of the Monster. Not that Jessica wel
comed the change with any religious 
fervour; it was entirely in the light o f 
a social exaltation that she viewed it. 
The thing had been rather difficult of 
arrangement. Wilton had loved her 
deeply from the first, of course; her 
stately beauty, with its quality of Orien
tal languor, had overwhelmed him. He 
had, however, surrendered only after a 
struggle. Sensitive pride of race, all 
the violent antipathy of his traditions 
to a Jewess, had forced his love to the 
utmost exercise of its strength.

But so long as the thing had come 
out all right in the end, Jessica had few 
compunctions as to her methods of at
tack. She had, after a fashion, bought 
him; she had done it so sweetly, though,
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so subtly that her upright swain hadn’t 
a suspicion. She had showered him 
with expensive presents; her motor was 
at his disposal constantly; one of her 
seats at the Opera came to be his. Still, 
since he loved her, wouldn’t it have been 
the charitable thing even to force a 
proposal if necessary? Well, it hadn’t 
been necessary to go so far. His ador
ation for her would have set him grov
elling finally at her feet, anyhow. She 
had merely hastened the declaration— 
that was all.

It never occurred to Jessica to exam
ine with thorough intent her feeling for 
young Wilton. He was a dear boy— 
she was extremely fond of him. She 
went no further in her self-communion.

The understanding between Jessica 
and Wilton was a secret one. A  knowl
edge of the situation would have caused 
Morton Bernstein pain. The old man 
had of a sudden come to the end of his 
physical resources. Without warning— 
indeed, in the space of a single week—- 
the change from the man of keen ner
vous energy to the stricken derelict had 
been wrought. His collapse had been ap
pallingly swift. Both he and his daugh
ter soon understood that he was beyond 
recovery.

Confined often to his bed now, Bern
stein dismissed everything from his 
mind but his concern for Jessica. He 
perceived with incisive clarity the girl’s 
problematical future, the discontent and 
actual unhappiness that would be in
creasingly hers in the persistent chase 
after recognition in an unattainable 
sphere. He talked with her by the hour, 
reasoning, arguing, pleading; Jessica 
submitted sweetly to his lectures. All 
the while a sense of disloyalty oppressed 
her; agonizing as her feeling of guilt 
was, however, it was powerless to move 
her.

“ Take Philip Meyer, for an exam
ple,”  Bernstein would announce again 
and again. “ He’s going to marry a Miss 
Lothrop. It won’t last; it can’ t last. As 
things go in New York, they can no 
more be happy together than a Turk 
and an Armenian. A  hundred years 
from now, perhaps, there will be more

tolerance; undoubtedly there will be 
more tolerance. But today! W e’re 
still under the cloud, Jessica; we must 
learn to submit, to marry our own kind. 
Don’t take what I say as mere dodder
ing; remember, I speak from an experi
ence of over fifty years— ”

Jessica, fagged by her constant at
tendance on her father, tormented, too, 
by worries and self-accusation, became 
a prey at this time to a desperate dis
couragement.

As she would sit beside the old man 
her thoughts would fix on Wilton. 
More and more she grew to dread the 
uncertainty of their relation; chance 
words of his came back to her, hints 
that the whole affair irked him, that he 
was still straining to be free. What 
Bernstein said but added to her terror. 
After all, wouldn’t Wilton be justified 
in veering off gracefully? If only she 
had let things take their course! If only 
she had betrayed less patently her anx
iety for a definite settlement! So little 
had been gained; indeed, she had 
never felt before an uncertainty equal 
to this.

When the physicians ordered a pil
grimage to the South, Jessica sank into 
a mood o f  utter despair. What possible 
good could the frenzied trip do? Her 
father was too near death to be affected 
by a mere change of climate. Besides, 
the grim pomp of the expedition, the 
turmoil and notoriety would annoy him 
and make the whole thing immensely 
perilous.

The project was rash, drastic, cruel. 
The sick man craved rest. His death 
would be hastened by this headlong 
race; moreover, his last hours would be 
filled with anxieties, noise and confu
sion. Jessica, therefore, voiced an in
flexible disapproval. Bernstein, crushed 
to a strange timidity by illness, took his 
stand with his daughter against the 
medical men. The pilgrimage was per
force abandoned.

Jessica’s fears in regard to Wilton 
had not been without some foundation. 
He was vacillating; a revulsion of feel
ing had followed the definite declara
tion. Had she left New York at this
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critical juncture she would have lost 
him.

As it was, the task before her had 
conspicuous difficulties. Wilton did his 
best to get away from her; only by an 
absence of some duration from her 
glowing presence could he have 
achieved sufficient courage to withstand 
her. It was Jessica’s part to give him 
a moment’s respite. Desperately con
science-stricken, she crept with increas
ing frequency from her father’s 
bedside. She loathed herself for this 
defection, bitterly rebuked herself. But 
what could she do? Could she sacri
fice the man she loved, the prospect of 
her own eternal advancement ? She 
was too confused and overwrought to 
attempt an answer to her tragic ques
tion. Instead, she let her instincts guide 
her.

Early in February, a spell of nasty, 
malignant weather fastened on New 
York. Bernstein caught a racking cold ; 
the persistent coughing weakened him 
miserably. As she watched him, more 
than one anguished stab of conscience 
smote Jessica. Why, after all, had she 
set herself with such relentless stub
bornness against the southern journey? 
W hy?

Then, one afternoon when she had 
snatched an hour for tea with Wilton, 
her maid rushed in with the news of 
Morton Bernstein’s death. A  stroke 
of apoplexy had finished him off with 
one sledge-hammer blow.

“I  killed him.”  The silent accusa
tion filled Jessica’s ears as Wilton 
helped her on with her wraps. Very 
pale, but perfectly calm, she let him 
guide her to the motor. She did not 
once look at him and made no attempt 
to answer when he spoke to her. At 
that moment, she felt that she hated 
him.

Jessica’s hushed nobility in suffering 
had affected Wilton strangely. As he 
went back to his rooms, the conviction 
dawned on him that for the first time 
this girl had exerted a power over him 
that nothing would ever shake off. She 
had made him hers in that moment of 
anguish and grief.

III

M orton B e r n st e in ’s will proved to 
be an amazing document. It had the 
strange effect of binding Jessica and 
Wilton in honour to each other. It 
hastened the marriage.

The old man’s entire fortune was left 
to Jessica; but, should she marry any
body but an orthodox Jew, the girl sac
rificed everything but an annuity of de
cidedly modest proportions.

The tyranny of that restriction at first 
merely pained and wounded Jessica in 
her grief; soon, however, it aroused in 
her a bitter hostility that in the end be
came actual anger. It was the one act 
of Bernstein’s life that showed him 
fundamentally the despot, the Jewish 
patriarch; by it, he had taken a firm 
stand against the struggle for freedom 
of the new, the enlightened generation.

Jessica had always gloried in the gen
tle tolerance of her father and had seen 
in his generous attributes the fountain- 
head of her own revolt. And now sud
denly she found herself forced to admit 
that this man was at bottom hard and 
stern— like the rest. Well— it simply 
meant that she must pay for her en
franchisement with several million dol
lars; viewed in that light, the sacrifice 
appeared „ an act of perfect nobility. 
She had not a moment’s hesitation; her 
wealth would be for her now nothing 
more nor less than a halter around her 
proud neck— so she reflected drama
tically. Wilton raised no difficulties at 
present; he was but too obviously her 
willing slave. Just a month after 
Morton Bernstein’s death, Jessica and 
Geoffrey Wilton were married quietly.

Their apartment, fitted up with Jes
sica’s unerring taste, was perfectly 
beautiful. There were many good 
things in it; in the past, how a merely 
“ good”  thing would have got on Jes
sica’s nerves! In the Bernstein house, 
every tiny article had been priceless; 
the mansion had been a vast treasure- 
chest. O f course, the dainty water
colours and Japanese prints on the walls 
of the apartment didn’t make one forget 
the rich, autumnal tints of the Simone
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Martini Prophets that hung in Morton 
Bernstein’s library. Jessica sighed 
often as the vision of a gay, sparkling 
Gentile da Fabriano Madonna or of a 
delicious Sassetta danced before her 
eyes. She liked the few porcelains in 
her new drawing-room; but ah! for one 
of the Bernstein pieces of Sang de 
Boeuf—  It was absurd, though, to feel 
discontented; this place was dainty and 
pleasant and charming.

There were few difficulties, few 
baffling problems in connection with it. 
A  man and two maids comprised the 
whole force of servants; they did what 
was required of them deftly, dex
terously. The management of the new 
establishment caused Jessica not a 
single worry; it was, indeed, like run
ning a doll’s-house after long years 
spent at the helm of a Doge’s golden 
palace. Still, bitter-sweet memories of 
her former, hordes of servants per
sisted ; it had been inspiring in the 
mornings to give audience to the head- 
housekeeper and the chef and all the 
other chief officials. Again and again, 
Jessica felt the immortal longings of 
a dethroned and exiled Empress as she 
sat -in her pretty drawing-room— with
out problems, without piles of mail, 
without subjects!

It took Jessica but a few weeks to 
complete an exhaustive and unblinking 
survey of her husband.

“ A  dear boy— and I ’m fond of him.”
That had been as far as she could 

bring herself to go, before the marriage. 
Since that day, she had left not one 
nook or cranny unexplored. First of 
all, Wilton was a gentleman, a very 
fair subject for examination if one 
wished to understand the make-up of 
the typical American of good family 
and impeccable breeding. Not only a 
dear boy, then, but a gentleman into 
the bargain.

Jessica saw all this— and proceeded 
to dub her husband middle-class and 
maddeningly prosy. With decided 
soundness of judgement, she analysed 
her own superiority to this man. She 
was brilliant, forceful, a true lover of 
beauty, whether of sound, scent or line;

intolerant, perhaps, possibly arrogant 
and rude on occasion, with little pa
tience and no feeling for the sensitive
ness of others. Coming, as she did, 
from a down-trodden race, she had the 
ability to cringe; and yet nobody pos
sessed a more consistently insolent hau
teur. Well— whatever her faults, she 
was vivid, arresting, clever, beautiful, 
a devotee of the colourful and the sump
tuous, with something in her of the 
artist’s genius and the artist’s trans
ports.

And Wilton, her typical American? 
He had honesty, an inflexible determi
nation to pay all bills on the first of the 
month, a conscience that guided him 
in a straight path along which he plod
ded. He heard good music, he read 
good books— all with a view to improv
ing his poor dear mind! As for au
thentic appreciation of anything fine— 
it just wasn’t in him. That hideous 
phrase “ improving his mind”  summed 
up all Wilton’s clumsy activities. In
tegrity and duty, duty, duty!

Jessica soon got to the point where 
an hour spent with him upset her so 
dreadfully that she longed to scream 
out her hysterical, savage exasperation. 
She was like an untamed panther or 
tiger forced to share a hearth with a 
domestic pet; if she’d had the physical 
power, there were moments when she 
would have torn him to pieces and de
voured him without regret. She wanted 
to commit crimes before his eyes, to 
show him how uncivilized and splendid 
she was. Instead, she must needs con
tent herself with insulting him cruelly; 
she would refuse to answer civil ques
tions; she delighted in making spiteful 
personal remarks at his expense; she 
was alternately sullen and bitterly vin
dictive.

The worst of it was, her brutal un
kindness had the effect of cowing her 
victim, of reducing him to the position 
of abject slave. She hadn’t meant to 
break his spirit; she’d wished to goad 
him to madness. A  good thrashing 
might have brought her to a show of 
reason; this miserable submission 
simply added to her feverish impatience;-
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The constantly recurring thought that 
she had lowered herself,—bargained 
and bartered with this mediocrity, sacri
ficed all sense of shame, all loyalty to 
her distinguished father for the sake 
of bringing the precious nonentity to 
her feet,— that thought inspired in her 
a positive loathing for herself and the 
man she’d captured. She must have 
been both blind and mad!

It was at this juncture that Jessica 
fell in love.

She had gone to Cartier’s determined 
to buy something outrageously extrava
gant— more with a view to bothering 
Wilton than in the hope of satisfying 
her own craving for jewels. She was 
spending money right and left at this 
period; she’d raced through her annuity 
and had forged the resolution to beggar 
her poor husband besides. She had 
hardly got inside the shop today when 
she wished she hadn’t been fool enough 
to come. A  magnificent sapphire-and- 
diamond bracelet had arrested her at
tention at once; she fingered it gingerly, 
with no betrayal in her face of the tur
bulent longing she felt for it. It cost 
a staggering amount— much more than 
she could have afforded in her mood of 
bitterest rancour against her husband. 
So she handed the thing back with per
fect indifference and turned away. The 
next moment she found herself face to 
face with young Philip Meyer.

Her glance at him, as they shook 
hands, was swiftly appraising. She 
had never realized before how hand
some he was, with his brilliant eyes, 
his lean swarthy face and dapper, blue- 
black moustache. He was but too ob
viously a dangerous chap— wise, un
scrupulous, polished and debonair. 
More an Arab than a Jew— at any rate 
an undiluted Oriental, for all the gen
erations of New York bankers back of 
him!

“ You’re planning to buy out the 
place for your Miss Lothrop?” she 
ventured.

“ Good Lord, no! That’s all off— 
broken by mutual consent, as the papers 
say. Which is really synonymous with 
unholy row, you know.”

“ Ah— you fortunate man!”  Jessica 
put into her tone just the proper dash 
of self-revelation. Somehow— she 
couldn’t divine why— she was glad 
Miss Lothrop had lost her charming 
suitor.

“ But I ’m not a bit fortunate,”  he cor
rected her. “ You’re a high and haughty 
matron; I ’m simply in the position of 
the poor ass who might have had a 
chance once.”

She shrugged.
“ I ’m by no means high and haughty,”  

she dropped casually. “ I ’m penniless, 
doing my best to keep up appearances, 
as a matter of fact. My poor husband’s 
a struggling lawyer, tied down to a 
sordid office— ”

“ To look at you, one would never 
guess the struggle, Jessica,”  he com
mented.

“ Thank you—you’re sweet and kind,”  
she returned. “ I ’m not the least bit 
discontented, you know. I ’m quite 
happy.”

Her voice had not the joyful lilt the 
words required to give them weight. 
“ You’ve probably got an immense, 
splashy motor waiting for you outside,”  
she pursued. “ I remember your taste 
in automobiles, you see. Drive me 
home in it, Philip; I loathe the taxi-cab 
that’s waiting for me. Perhaps you 
might even stay to luncheon— ” She 
gave him her most cordial smile. “ Do 
let’s get out of this place; Cartier’s de
presses me in my present financial 
state.”

Of course young Meyer stayed for 
luncheon and for a good bit of the 
afternoon. They got on famously, too. 
Jessica hated to let the gay and vivid 
reprobate go.

When, early the next morning, her 
extravagant diamond - and - sapphire 
bracelet arrived from Cartier’s, Jessica 
laughed aloud from sheer joy. It was 
indiscreet, it was more than a little vul
gar of Philip, in fact; but the blaze of 
the jewels soon made her forget the 
donor’s breach of good taste. All that 
day her spirits soared; it was almost as 
if she had the first intoxicating whiff of 
freedom in her nostrils.
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IV

“ F o r  Heaven’s sake, Geoffrey, don’t 
be a foo l; the mischief’s done!”

It was Wilton’s unforeseen, incredible 
stubbornness that forced Jessica to the 
brutal lie.

For three months, her intimacy with 
Meyer had grown. With deliberate in
tent, Jessica had been shamelessly in
discreet. She and the young Jew were 
always together ; they dined at con
spicuous restaurants, rode in the Park 
(Jessica proudly mounted on one of the 
famous Meyer horses), streaked 
through the streets at odd hours in 
Philip’s brilliant limousines and racing- 
motors and in every possible way 
flaunted their questionable relation.

Jessica had soon perceived how des
perately the man loved her. Clever and 
far-sighted as she was, she let the world 
draw its very definite conclusions and, 
by appearing constantly with Meyer, 
gave him just the proper thrill of pos
session ; when they were alone together, 
however, she kept him at arm’s length. 
The idea of unfaithfulness to her hus
band never once entered her calcula
tions ; she knew her attendant swain—  
even a hint of weakness on her part 
would have been simply suicidal.

She counted, in perfect security, on 
the millions that would one day be hers 
by right. A  single year of forced 
economy and petty extravagance had 
pointed the utter absurdity, in her case, 
of limited funds. She had blundered; 
her marriage had shown her how im
possible it was to attempt a break with 
the past. She was a Jewess ; happiness 
could consist only in wealth and exotic 
luxury and the companionship of a 
kindred spirit.

Meyer resembled her in many ways; 
he was racially at one with her— arro
gant, brilliant, swayed in his emotions by 
everything beautiful, unscrupulous and 
without a trace of the sensitiveness in
duced by moral refinement. It was the 
Oriental strain in both of them that 
predominated; it might be they were a 
depraved, decadent pair, but they were 
at least far removed from mediocrity.

Jessica loved her clever Jew, was de
termined to get him and therefore 
flaunted him before Wilton’s eyes. The 
divorce would be a much simpler pro
ceeding, once she aroused her husband’s 
moral antipathy.

Her indiscretions pained Wilton from 
the first; but he kept his peace so long 
that Jessica came to believe nothing 
could goad him to action. The trouble 
was, he loved her and, by a natural 
result with a man of his sort, believed 
in her.

For weeks, a dumb resentment grew 
in him; he remained, however, silent 
and courteous, knowing remonstrances 
would do no good. He couldn’t hope 
to understand her— but of her integrity 
he hadn’t a doubt.

Then in a fiash, suspicion had leaped 
up within him. Jessica was drifting— 
his condemnation of her action went 
no further than this; on the young Jew’s 
intent his wrath concentrated. He acted 
at once.

He had heard her come in late one 
night; he waited until the subdued foot
steps of the maid died out in the cor
ridor. At Jessica’s bed-room door he 
knocked; she paid no attention to the 
signal.

Wilton deliberately opened the door 
and switched on the lights.

Jessica frowned impatiently and put 
a hand to her eyes.

“ I ’m tired, Geoffrey,”  she protested. 
“ If you want to scold me, wait till to
morrow.”

“ Look here, Jessica!” Wilton walked 
over to the bed and contemplated her 
sternly. “ You’ve never treated me with 
very marked decency. I don’t complain 
of that; I accept it. At present, you’re 
acting publicly in an unbecoming way—  
and it’s my right now to object. Noth
ing wrong in it— I know, of course! 
I suspect Meyer’s views, however. 
You’ve got to stop seeing him; the sen
sible thing’s to go abroad with me now 
and stay till the affair’s blown over.”

Jessica’s heavy eyes dilated with 
amazement.

“ How perfectly ridiculous!”  she ex
claimed. “ The Continent’s abominable
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unless one has all the money in the 
world. Thank you, Geoffrey— I don’t 
want to be dumped from one dirty 
hotel to the next. Go to bed now, like 
a dear boy; it’s quite out of the ques
tion.”

Wilton did not move.
“ We shall manage,” he told her in all 

calmness. “ I have dozens of relatives 
living in France; we can make a round 
of visits.”

Jessica smiled, but in her face there 
was a smouldering anger.

“ No, Geoffrey; I shouldn’t like your 
relatives. I ’m sure we’d quarrel. Be
sides, your practice would suffer; and 
my annuity wouldn’t be enough to do 
both of us.”

It was searchingly cruel of her. 
Milton winced, but remained firm. 

“ It’s the first time I’ve asserted myself 
— I don’t intend to give in. W e are 
going to Paris, Jessica, whether you like 
it or not.”

She sighed out her weary impatience. 
“ And what, pray, is to prevent Philip 

Meyer from following us?” she asked. 
Wilton’s blue eyes snapped.
“ If he took a step as rash as that, I 

should be forced to interfere definitely,”  
he said.

Jessica was silent for a moment.
A  blind fury had stirred in her; the 

consciousness of being trapped, thwart
ed without warning in her shrewd plans, 
caused her an uncontrollable shiver of 
mingled rage and apprehension. She 
examined Wilton with keenness, her 
anger showing in her narrowed eyes; 
and she knew, as she looked at him, that 
for the first time she would be forced 
to struggle with all her might. On her 
husband’s face she caught the inflexi
bility, the hardness and the indomitable 
resolution of the man battling for his 
principles, for the integrity and honour 
that were his religion. Jessica’s mind 
blurred. Wilton terrified her; she felt, 
with an onrush of fury and resentment, 
that he was subduing her, breaking 
down her defences. She mustn’t give 
way; it would mean the complete col
lapse of her prospects, of her happi
ness.

The inspiration to lie came swiftly at 
her need.

She half-raised herself in the bed 
and remarked, with cold disdain:

“ For Heaven’s sake, Geoffrey, don’t 
be a foo l;  the mischief’s done!”

After she had said it, a weakness 
swept over her, an intense physical 
fear of him. For an instant he was 
on the verge of brutal violence; she saw 
it and cowered in a shaking dread.

Wilton’s reason awoke in time. He 
turned his back on her and strode out 
of the room, slamming the door after 
him. Jessica’s wave of faintness sub
sided and the blood raced back tingling. 
Well— she’d gained her point; the 
divorce was inevitable now. The 
thought brought her no satisfaction; 
she felt that she hated herself as some
thing unclean, polluted. If what she 
had said had been true, her self-loath
ing would have been less intense.

All night long, she. lay in the bed and • 
stared hard at the lights; she hadn’t 
the physical strength to switch them. off.

V

A  y e a r  and a half later, Jessica and 
Philip Meyer were married. It was a 
day of triumph for Jessica. A  magnifi
cent town house, a perfect palace on 
the North Shore, jewels in profusion 
were hers. Henceforth she would move 
again in her proper setting of sump
tuous beauty. Besides, she loved her 
husband.

Jessica was happy. As Philip Meyer’s 
wife, she could no longer boast the un
questioned supremacy that had in the 
past been hers. Long ago, she had 
realized that the Oriental strain in them 
both predominated. His wife now, 
she must perforce submit to his mas
tery; haughty and intolerant as ever on 
the surface, she must yet confess to her 
husband her eternal subservience.

The thought brought her no regrets, 
no sense of belittlement; she could 
never have achieved contentment with 
a man who bowed before her. A  Jew
ess, an Oriental herself, she exulted in 
her new humility. In private life, hers
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was to be the hand-maiden’s lot. What
ever her sophistication, whatever her 
intelligence, she was a true daughter of 
her people.

For all that, however, Jessica and 
Meyer had the qualities of the rebel
lious younger generation. In their re
lations to each other, theirs would be 
the ancient Hebrew code; but the 
world should know nothing of that. 
Their wealth should be spent, the 
Meyer prestige in financial centres 
should be drawn on to the utmost, in 
the struggle for social recognition. 
They were quite prepared to suffer, to 
submit to downright ignominy while 
they stormed the citadel.

Their aggressions began on their wed- 
ding-day: a Presbyterian clergyman 
performed the ceremony and the news
papers were instructed to head-line the 
fact. The list of guests at the house

warming boasted no very distinguished 
names, but neither did it suffer from a 
preponderance of Hebrew terminations. 
So it went. The future was desperately 
problematical; but, fortified as Jessica 
arid her husband were by wealth, sym
pathy for each other’s ambitions and 
by the patriarchal discipline of their 
private life, success of a sort and hap
piness, too, were reasonably certain of 
achievement.

“ Our hides are thick !”  Thus Meyer 
summed it up. “ W e’re tough and in
sensitive. They can’t wound us with 
their arrows. They’ll tire— and end by 
accepting us. W e mustn’t expect 
more ; we mustn’t look for an actual 
welcome. By the time our children 
grow up, we’ll see about marrying them 
off to some of these silly, smug aristo
crats. The time will be ripe then— 
perhaps— ”

In T h e M arket Place
B y Glenn Ward Dresbach

M Y  heart is weary of the olden barter,
My eyes are heavy with the loads they see —

Oh, I would go along the meadow grasses 
And watch the wind that wooes a willow tree,

And dream by brooks that make a careless music 
Or watch the world from slopes whose brows are cool— 

Only a moment free— then olden hunger 
W ould hurt my heart with wanting. Ah, young fool!

M y heart is weary of the olden barter...
 I touch the dross of wares grown very old—

Ever before me drifts a fairy laughter,
Ever before me glimmer feet of gold,

Ever before me weaves a dance of virgins,
Fragrance of wild bloom blown from sunny hair—

M y heart is weary of the olden barter—
M y dreams are mad to follow things so fair!



Modesty
B y Talbot Timeous

T H E  wind did a rigadoon on the pavement. W e bowed our heads before 
 its pelting. A  little look of dismay came over Lola’s face. She paused, 

then sidled into the seclusion of a doorway. She put her shoe upon a step 
and as she leaned over she said to me, “ Don’t look. . . . Somebody might 
see you looking.”

Lyric
B y Oscar C. Williams

Y OU R loose hair, your wild eyes, 
Your quick heaving breast,—  

And you are like a sunset 
Tight against the west.

Your calm breast, your cool eyes, 
Your neatly done hair,—

And now you are a rainbow, 
Curving, coloured, fair.

Yet you breathe of wildness,—  
Love, you are not changed,

A  rainbow is a sunset 
Orderly arranged!

TH E moment a woman knows that a man loves her she begins trying to 
see how much it will take to scare him away.
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Peace on Earth . . . .
By Van Vechten Hostetter

P erson  in  t h e  P l a y : Judson Grant, president of the Two Hundred and 
Fortieth. National Bank of Chicago.

S c e n e : A second-floor bedroom in an ultra-modern New York City hotel, 
which assures you it provides greater comfort than home and anticipates your every 
want. The mahogany furniture is upholstered in dark green to match the carpet. 
On the writing-desk, in the middle of the left wall, are a dictionary, a ruler, a 
micrometer, an acetimeter, a treatise on psychology, a book o f familiar quotations, 
freshly filled wells o f red and black ink, eight kinds of pens, four or five dollars’ 
worth o f stationery o f various shapes and sizes, etc. A  rack nearby holds a thirty- 
volume encyclopaedia. Set in the wall over the desk is a clock, electrically regulated, 
on the dial o f which are smaller ones with hands showing what time it is in London, 
Paris, Shanghai and Three Oaks, Mich. The door into the corridor, in the middle, 
of the back wall, is closed. On the chiffonier, to the left o f this door, are innumer
able articles o f occasional utility, surrounding a cushion in which are needles o f  
various sizes, threaded with black and white thread, big and little pins, safety pins, 
buttons, etc. In the left wall, toward the front, is a closed door, through which is 
heard a monotonous hissing-humming sound. No one who has ever been in a hotel 
room needs to be told that this is the bathroom door. Opposite, in the right wall, is 
a window with drawn shade. In the right and left walls, toward the back, are doors 
into other rooms, closed now, but used when the rooms serve as a suite. The head 
o f the massive mahogany bed is against the right wall.

As the curtain rises G r a n t  lies prone on the bed, where he has thrown himself 
exhausted. On the floor beside the bed is a traveling bag. G r a n t  wears a brown 
cheviot suit. His black hair is streaked with gray. His head is half pillowed on his 
left arm and his right arm is drawn down so the audience sees just enough of his 
face to know he is sixty and tired. He is virtually motionless. His eyes are open, 
but see only the bedspread. The lines of care in his face are governed by the 
action of the play.

With a sound like the song of a locust the clock is advanced from 11.59.50 
to 12. Outside two powerful clocks boom twelve with alternating and discordant 
strokes, as if  they were quarreling, and several noon whistles sound. Throughout 
the action motorcar horns and bells and streetcar bells and airbrakes are heard and 
at regular intervals elevated trains are heard roaring and rattling by.

A  V oice in  t h e  Corridor (heavy and confident): Is this Room 207?
A n o t h e r  V oice (high-pitched and irritable): Yes. What do you want?
F irst V o ic e : I ’m Mr. Crawford of the World. I want to see Mr. Grant for an 

interview.
S econd V oice (positively): I ’m sorry, you can’t see him. Mr. Grant is resting 

and cannot be disturbed. I ’m his secretary.
Cr a w fo r d : I only want a minute.
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S ecretary (louder and more irritably): I told you Mr. Grant was resting and 
couldn’t be disturbed.

Crawford  (resentfully): Well, now, don’t get excited.
S ecretary (angrily): Don’t you get excited. Go on and mind your business. 

Mr. Grant has had many important matters to dispose of. He’s here for a purely 
private conference at 2 o ’clock and he’s got to have rest.

Crawford  (seeing a possible advantage): Oh, so he’s ill, is he?
A  H arsh  V oice in  t h e  R oom on  t h e  L eft (impatiently) :  Operator, give me 

the manager.
S ecretary (more angrily): No, he isn’t ill.

V oice in  t h e  R oom  on  t h e  L e f t : Manager? This is Mr. Adams— 206. I 
ordered breakfast two hours ago and I ’ve repeated the order three times and I 
haven’t got it yet. What kind of service is this?

Crawford  : It sounds like it to me— if he can’t talk for a minute to a newspaper
man. I suppose that’s what I’ll have to say.

A d a m s : I don’t want apologies or explanations. I want service. I ’m paying 
for it.

S ecretary (still more loudly and angrily): You do and you’ll be looking for a 
job. You’ll say nothing if you’re wise.

A d am s  (shouting): I haven’t got anything to do with your help. I said I didn’t 
want apologies. I want service! service! service!

Crawford  (threateningly): You’ll see what I say. You’ll hear from me later.
(Elevator door is heard banging and clanking open and shut. Immediately there

after several distant room doors are heard slamming and several pairs of feet run
ning in the carpeted corridor.)

V oices of S everal M e n  a n d  W o m e n  in  t h e  Corridor (shouting and crying): 
Confound it! Just when we’re in a hurry! Oh, shoot! W hy couldn’t he wait! 
Fine rotten service! These hotel servants are so smart!

A  W o m a n ’ s V oice in  t h e  R oom on  t h e  R ig h t  (indignantly): Operator, give 
me the office at once.

V oices of M e n  a n d  W o m e n  in  t h e  Corridor: Oh, here comes one! This isn’t 
so bad! Yes, we’re in luck! That is, if he condescends to stop. (Elevator door 
is heard opening and closing.)

W om an in  t h e  Room on  t h e  R ig h t  (with great indignation): Office ? This is 
Miss Warren in Room 208. There’s not a speck o f heat in this room ! It’s an 
outrage. Yes, the radiator is turned on! (A  pause) Then see that it is! (Rat
tling of telephone receiver is heard in the room on the right.) Operator, I am now 
going to make one more effort to get Mr. Adams in Room 206 before I complain 
to the manager. I know he’s there.

(Telephone rings long and shrilly in the room on the left.)
A d am s  (impatiently): Well— hello!
T h e  W o m a n ’s V o ic e : Hello— Good morning.
A dam s  (with boisterous enthusiasm): Oh, hello, Hazel. This is a surprise. I 

didn’t expect to hear from you so early.
H a z e l : George, I  can’t hear a word you say. Talk into the ’phone.



PEACE ON EARTH. . . . 95

A d a m s  : I said it was a nice surprise to have you call so early.

H azel  : I can barely hear you. This connection is awful.
A d a m s  (shouting): I can hardly hear you, either. How’s this?
H azel  (shouting): A  little better. Can you hear me now?
A d a m s : I can just hear you. What’ll we do this afternoon?
H azel  : Oh, I don’t know. You can take me to a show, I guess.
A d a m s : A ll right— Say, what about getting Fred and Nell to go along?
H a z e l : That would be dandy. Shall I call Nell?
A d am s: Yes, you go ahead. Tell her to meet us here at 1 :30 . I ’ll get Fred.
H a z e l : All right. I ’ll see you later.
(A  minute’s silence— except for the horns and bells o f the street— , in which the 

lines of torture begin to vanish from Grant’s face. Then they grow deeper again.)

(Simultaneously )
A dam s (shouting): Murray Hill 2436 H a z e l  (shouting): Bryant 2732—

— Hello— Fred Hamilton there? Hello, — Hello— Nell?— who do you suppose
Fred. This is Joe Adams— Yes— Say, this is?— Guess— No, Hazel Warren—
Fred, we’re getting up a party for this No— Listen, Nell, Fred and I are going
afternoon— Hazel and I— and we want to— well, some show— and we want you
you and Nell—  and—

(A s  A d a m s  and H aze l  continue to shout a* terrific hammering on the radiator 
pipes is set up, an elevator door bangs and clanks open and shut and heavy feet 
moving rapidly are heard. Then there is a crash and a tremendous thud, as if a 
portly waiter falling down with a tray full o f dishes.)

A d a m s : T o go along. W here? Oh, H a z e l :— Fred to go with us. — Oh,
we hadn’t thought of that. What?—  why not?— What do you want to spoil
Sure, any place will suit me— Yes—  a nice party for?— You can make some
Well, meet us at—  excuse— You always do to me.— All

right—
(During these last words Grant with a painful effort drags himself to the edge 

of the bed, reaches down and opens the handbag, his lips curling in a grim smile. 
He is feeling in the bag, A d am s  and H azel  are shouting, the radiator is clamour
ing, an elevator door is banging and clanking and an elevated train is roaring and 
rattling past as rapidly

THE CU RTAIN  FALLS
(The next instant, while everyone is wondering what the point was, if  he missed 

it, or whether there was a point, there is heard, like a benediction, a pistol shot.)



Yellow Jonquils
B y Edna Chalmers

S
PRINGTIM E on the Boul’— and 
Fleurette selling yellow jonquils! 
Little couples sipping synthetic 

vin ordinaire under striped awnings; 
tiny, swaggering midinettes, audacious 
eyes glancing, dancing; art students in 
a row, singing; freshly shaven poo
dles. . . .

"Nom de Dieu!”  I exult. “ C’est la 
vie!”

A  hurdy-gurdy carlos “ Ciri Biri 
Bin,” and through the sunlight flits 
Fleurette with her tray of yellow jon
quils.

My heart beats quickly. I adore 
Fleurette, the little flirting one. She 
adjusts my boutonnière, standing on 
tip-toe, and her tantalizing curls almost 
brush my lips. She smiles at me slant
ingly, and I compare her to a butterfly, 
a flash of sunlight— to the yellow jon
quils she carries. Lightly she laughs 
and tosses a handful o f wither blooms 
into a nearby ash-can.

A  sardonic thought strikes me. I, too, 
belong amongst the discards. I also 
am yellowed— as jonquils. I shall be 
seventy-nine tomorrow !

M ist
By Gamaliel Bradford

Yesterday and today! Remembrance knits 
Their consequence like some disordered dream;

And sad dejection at the rudder sits,
Steering my boat forever down the stream:

Past the green fields where boyhood loves to stray,
In self-forgetting wonder at the w orld ;

Past the deep wood where youth is hid away,
Like some half-conscious flower not yet unfurled;

Past .the green slopes, which vigour yet untried, 
Unbaffled, in mere wantonness, essays;

Past the steep mountain of desire, whose side 
Is dotted with so many devious w ays;

And now past love, past those pale lips I kissed,
Into a dreary void of shoreless mist.
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Addenda to the American Credo
By Frederick Muller

I
That seaside building lots are under 

the water a greater part of the time.

II
That it is impossible to learn a for

eign language at college.

III
That a negro eats nothing but pork 

chops and chicken, and that he always 
has a razor handy.

IV
That a husband is tickled to death 

when his wife goes away to the country.

V
That when people read a patent-med- 

icine pamphlet they immediately become 
convinced that they are suffering from 
all the diseases described therein.

VI
That popular song writers always 

steal their melodies from well-known 
operas.

VII
That a clever Central Office detective 

knows the face of every crook in town.

V III
That a married man never enjoys 

kissing his wife.
IX

That when one is taking a bath it is 
very difficult to keep the soap under 
control.

X
That a Jew always outwits a Chris

tian in a business deal.

XI
That one always gets tired of a blonde 

quicker than a brunette.

X II
That women of backwoods communi

ties have learned how to dress as a re
sult of watching motion pictures.

X III
That people go abroad and visit his

toric places for the sole purpose of be
ing able to brag about it.

X IV
That only a millionaire can afford to 

play polo.

X V
That a man’s wife is never as good a 

cook as his mother.

X V I
That chief purpose of music in hotel 

dining-rooms is to drown the noise of 
people eating soup.

X V II
That when a girl who has been raised 

in poor circumstances marries, she de
mands a lot of expensive jewelry, four 
automobiles, three country houses, and 
a large staff of servants; but that when 
a girl, who is accustomed to every luxury 
marries, she is perfectly willing to sew.

S. Set— July— 7 97
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cook, wash, take care of the baby, and 
darn her husband’s socks.

X V III
That people with a strong physique 

are more likely to succumb to an ill
ness than those who look delicate.

X IX
That in Japan all the positions of trust 

in the banks are held by Chinamen.
X X

That summer flirtations never amount 
to anything.

X X I
That as a result of prohibition all 

wealthy Americans who like to tipple 
will go abroad and spend the rest of 
their lives there.

X X II
That in English families of title, the 

younger sons always cut up high jinks, 
and have to be sent out of the country 
because of gambling debts or escapades 
with women.

X X III
That you can judge a man by what 

newspaper he reads.
X X IV

That a few minutes before an atheist 
dies he usually changes his mind and 
becomes deeply religious, and that if he 
fails to do so he dies in great agony.

X X V
That at every girls’ boarding school 

there are several female rakes who do 
nothing but smoke cigarettes, tell risqué 
stories, and put the other girls hep to a 
lot of things they should not know.

X X V I
That some day Canada will become a 

part of the United States.
X X V II

That artists’ models, while posing, 
frequently faint from exhaustion.

X X V III
That, in the old days, whenever a mil

lionaire gave a midnight supper party a 
semi-clad chorus girl would dance on 
the table, and the guests would drink 
champagne out of her slipper.

X X IX
That people in the theatrical profes

sion never take marriage seriously.

X X X
That indigent men always pawn their 

winter overcoats when the warm weath
er begins.

X X X I
That the crowned heads of continen

tal Europe have vast quantities of ille
gitimate children.

X X X II
That when a man is suffering from 

misfortune he is always greatly cheered 
up by meeting a friend who is also in 
woe.

X X X III
That up until twenty years ago all 

physicians affected beards, but that they 
no longer do so because it is considered 
unsanitary.

' X X X IV
That at the time of the American 

Revolution everybody in England was 
in favour of giving the colonies their 
liberty and that the war only took place 
because of the obstinacy of the king, 
who was very pro-German.

X X X V
That finger bowls are really of no 

value and are merely used as a matter 
of form.

X X X V I
That when a bride and groom arrive 

at a resort hotel they never are able to 
disguise the fact that they have just 
been married.
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X X X V II
That if an undertaker were to dis

cover that a supposedly dead person 
was still alive, he would immediately in
ject poison into the body in order not 
to lose the job.

X X X V III
That no matter how courageous a man 

may be he is always afraid to visit a 
dentist.

X X X IX
That there is no future for a man 

who works in a bank.
X L

That when a subway conductor calls 
eut the names of the stations nobody can 
understand him.

XLI
That a man who loudly declares that 

he intends always to remain a bachelor 
always marries the first pretty girl he 
meets.

XLII
That parents suffer great mental an

guish when they whip their children.
X LIII

That people who offer one a firm 
handclasp are very upright and honest.

X L IV
That a high-minded man and woman 

never kiss each other until the man pro
poses marriage.

X L V
That a man who follows horse-racing 

goes broke sooner or later.

X LV I
That a minister’s son usually grows 

up to be a drunkard or a thief.

X L V II
That if Theodore Roosevelt had 

been president when the W ar began 
he would have ended it within three 
weeks.

XLVI II
That when a man of little breeding at

tends a banquet he never knows what 
spoon or fork to use.

X L IX
That no matter how happy a bride 

may be she always weeps on her wed
ding day.

L
That in London all clerks go to work 

at ten A. M., quit at three P. M., and 
wear silk hats.

LI
That when one drops a penny in a 

chewing gum slot machine, the chances 
are that nothing will come out.

LII
That the chief pastime of young med

ical students is hurling human arms and 
legs at each other in the dissecting room 
of a hospital.

LIII
That you can get the best seat in the 

Grand Opera House at Milan for twen
ty cents.

LIV
That most people who own automo

biles cannot afford them.

LV
That the only people who really ap

preciate opera are Italian barbers.

LVI
That a beautiful woman never has 

any brains.

LVII
That if a waiter in a restaurant has a 

grudge against one he will surreptitious
ly spit into the food.

LVIII
That Monte Carlo is the only place in 

the world where gambling games are 
honestly conducted.
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LV IX
That young girls only smoke ciga

rettes because they think it looks smart.
LX

That when a woman has a row with 
her husband she always cries and 
threatens to return to her mother.

LXI
That if one is in a great hurry to get 

some place, one is always greatly de
layed en route.

LX II
That a man who falls in love with a 

married woman is rotten to the core and 
is capable of any crime from murder to 
petty larceny.

 LX III
That a tremendous amount of sick

ness is caused by drinking ice water.
L X IV

That a person who has little to say is 
very wise and a profound thinker.

L X V
That people who live in Brooklyn 

have a great many babies.
LX V I

That to pay a bill in cash causes one 
a great deal more anguish than to pay 
it with a cheque.

L X V II
That people who purloin spoons from 

hotel dining-rooms and keep them as 
souvenirs are honest in every other way.

L X V III
That when two young girls who room 

together return from a party they al
ways lie awake all night and talk about 
it.

L X IX
That a great many society women use 

very profane language.
L X X

That at a wedding nobody ever pays 
any attention to the groom.

L X X I
That up until fifteen years ago people 

always went to Niagara Falls for their 
honeymoon.

L X X II
That a human being’s heart stops 

beating for one instant in the middle of 
the night.

L X X III
That every small village has a haunted 

house.

L X X IV
That professional card sharps always 

dress immaculately and have very in
gratiating manners.

L X X V
That the French regard adultery as

a joke.
L X X V I

That in a crowded car a man never 
offers his seat to a woman unless she is 
very beautiful.

L X X V II
That a young man must engage in a 

certain amount of deviltry before he 
settles down.

L X X V III
That people who go to church a great 

deal are either fanatics or hypocrites.
L X X IX

That a bride always looks very pretty.
L X X X

That people who receive complimen
tary seats for the theater always 
roast the play.

L X X X I
That an after-dinner speech is always 

very tiresome.
L X X X II

That the Germans never invent any
thing themselves, but that they appro
priate the most ingenious inventions of 
other people.
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L X X X III
That it is easier to teach a mongrel 

dog tricks than a thoroughbred.
L X X X IV

That whether a New Englander is in 
Siberia, Hindustan, Alaska or Flatbush, 
he always returns home for Thanks
giving.

L X X X V
That when an actor and actress kiss 

on the stage they never feel a thrill.
L X X X V I

That battleships are of no further 
fighting value, and that they are only 
constructed for the convenience of ad
mirals who use them as they would a 
private yacht.

L X X X V II
That most women’s diseases are the 

result of modern fashions in dress.
L X X X V III

That everybody who signed the Dec
laration of Independence was a great 
man.

L X X X IX
That hasty marriages are bound to 

end disastrously.
XC

That when Lee surrendered to Grant 
there was a very touching scene; that 
Lee offered Grant his sword, which 
Grant declined, and that Grant then o f
fered Lee a cigar and a swig out of a 
pint of whiskey, which Lee accepted.

XCI
That the late war was decided upon 

years ago by Bismarck, who, in formu
lating his plans, freely consulted 
Nietzsche.

XCII
That the men who own the hat-check

ing privileges in New York restaurants 
are all millionaires.

XCIII
That there is a strange and mysterious

difference between people who live in 
Manhattan and people who live in 
Brooklyn.

XCIV
That it makes no difference when one 

drops tobacco ashes on the carpet, be
cause the ashes help to preserve it.

XCV
That when one of the houris in a 

Turkish seraglio misbehaves, she is im
mediately sewn up in a sack and dropped 
through a trapdoor into a subterranean 
river.

XCVI
That if one goes out wearing new 

clothes it is sure to rain.
XCVII

That a tremendous amount of kidney 
trouble is due to motorcycles and 
jitney automobiles.

XCVIII
That when a woman driving an auto

mobile gets into a tight place she 
promptly loses her head and causes an 
accident.

X C V IX
That if one were to read the diction

ary ten minutes each day one would be
come very learned.

C
That the uncertainties of life are such 

that when one takes a stroll down the 
avenue one is likely to be killed any 
moment.

Cl
That young people become especially 

amorous in the springtime.

CII
That London women have beautiful 

complexions, which they owe entirely to 
the fog.

CIII
That when a Spaniard is in love he 

hangs around all night beneath the win
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dow of his inamorata and serenades her 
with a guitar.

CIV
That Isaac Newton discovered the law 

of gravity because, as a boy, an apple 
fell off a tree and fetched him a bang 
on the coco.

CV
That Edgar Allan Poe was always 

drunk except when he took morphine.
CVI

That thé current craze for spiritualism 
is the result of propaganda financed

by the men who manufacture ouija 
boards.

CVII
That if a man tries to flirt with a 

woman at a little distance and she 
looks with curiosity at his feet, he 
will be so overcome by embarrass
ment that he will retreat.

CV III
That' in every family the father is 

partial to the girl and the mother to 
the son.

Duress
B y Babette Deutsch

T H E  scent of roses and of cigarettes 
W andering through the room,

Is like a music that one half forgets,
Is like a touch that in withdrawal closes—
The mingled scent of cigarettes and roses. 
You are so near in this divided gloom 
That every little gesture presupposes 
Your sad eyes following me, behind the roses. 
I seem to  taste your cigarette, not mine.
W e savour the silence like a rich sweet wine. 
And yet beyond a doubt 
(For your little light was always going out, 
And you would talk so that I need not fear 
The beating of your heart)
You are not here.
And where you are I do not even know.
But you will never see the roses glow 
Nor listen to the silence in this room.
And why should I suppose you lying 
Upon your bed and quietly, terribly crying-, 
Because life is not worth living,
And death seems not worth dying,

N E V E R  tell the truth unadorned. Decorate it with a touch of agreeable 
lying. It is the beauty patch that shows off the complexion,

N O woman is really lost to hope until she is so fat that it is impossible 
to hug her.



The Poor Old Thing
By Victor Henderson

I

" T HE poor old thing!” Dorothy 
I whispered to me, and she clung 

to my arm as if daunted by this 
vision of poverty and lonely old 
age.

It was at dusk on a February after
noon, and we had just come up the stairs 
from the Marbeuf station of the Métro. 
A  torrent of glistening limousines and 
wheezy taxis was whirling along the 
Champs Elysées. Two well-fed gentle
men, carrying brown sticks and gloves 
that looked as if they had never yet 
been put on, strolled by on their way to 
spend an hour over an apéritif before 
dinner-time. From the doorway of an 
apartment-house, so ornate with sculp
tured stone and bronze balcony-railings 
that in Washington one would have 
thought it the palace of an Ambassador 
or a pork-packer dollar-a-yearer, 
emerged a young woman in a full- 
length coat of sables. Across the side
walk clicked her tiny, high-heeled shoes. 
She held an immense muff before her 
mouth to shield her from one deadly 
breath of fresh air. A  footman opened 
the door of her automobile. A  shower 
of rain burst upon us. My wife sum
moned me to the shelter of her um
brella. W e paused at the kiosk on the 
corner to buy a magazine from the aged 
vendor.

“ Please, a Vie Parisienne”  I asked.
A  gust sent the rain spattering over 

the piles o f newspapers. With feeble, 
ineffectual movements the decrepit wo
man began to spread old papers to pro
tect her mounds of journals, but the 
wind whipped the covers off again.

“ Pardon! First I must protect my

merchandise!” she' apologized. “ Worldly 
wealth brings its burdens!"

Then she began to fumble with cur
tains and bits of oil-cloth, and little by 
little she barricaded her booth against 
the rain, but there was a smell of wet 
ink, and when she finally handed me my 
magazine, the scarlet peignoir of the 
half-clad lady on the cover was already 
bedraggled.

“With which journal will you lead 
your mind astray tonight?” she in
quired.

“ My morals with the Journal Amu- 
sant,” ...I answered; “ and as for my 
politics— which do you advise?”

“Le Temps,”  she answered. “ As well 
dine without wine as go without the 
Temps! But since the Temps is con
servative as a land-hoarding peasant, 
buy Bonsoir too tonight! There’s an 
antidote against tanning your brain so 
conservative a brown it hasn’t even a 
speck of red blood left in it.”

“ But aren’t you a conservative your
self?”  I hazarded.

“ At my age, how could I be anything 
else?” she replied. “ I was born and 
bred a Royalist— a Royalist I shall be 
welcomed into Heaven— but one must 
find out what these mad revolutionists 
scheme— how else shall one know the 
proper emetic for the minds they poi
son ?”

Scandalized that she could profess 
herself a Royalist, I set to work trying 
to convince her it was plain insanity to 
want another king. I forgot the rain, 
I forgot that I was hungry, so fasci
nated was I by the discovery that I 
was suddenly corruscating with politi
cal and economic scintillations of a bril
liance I had never before achieved. She
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listened as if fascinated— but she fenced 
back with diabolical agility.

“ You’ll wear out the poor old thing, 
with all your chattering!” Dorothy re
proached me. “ How frail she looks!”

Indeed she did! She had sunk down 
in her chair, as limp as a laundry-bag, 
the instant we had relapsed into Eng
lish. Now she seemed to have forgotten 
us, as she mumbled to herself:

“ Oh, but I ’m so tired!”
“ I hope your day’s nearly finished!” 

Dorothy’s voice was full of sympathy.
“ Finished! No ! It’s not yet six—  

until nine must I remain here selling 
lies!”

She stumbled out into the rain to ad
just a bit of oilcloth against a fresh 
shift of the chill wind, and then, her 
skirts bedraggled from the wet pave
ment, she hobbled back to her chair in 
the kiosk. Almost we could hear the 
hinges creak in her old joints as she 
slowly settled down on her worn cush
ion.

“ The poor old thing!” sighed Doro
thy again.

We went on to our little apartment 
on the rue de Ponthieu, but dinner was 
a melancholy meal, for Dorothy could 
talk of nothing but the brutality of a 
state of society which forced a woman 
as old as that to earn her daily bread 
vending papers in an open-air kiosk all 
winter long, from before daybreak until 
nine o ’clock at night, rain or shine, wind 
or snow. So I had to cheer up my wife 
by putting her in a taxi and escorting 
her to a farce in that ancient, dog-eared 
playhouse, the Palais Royal— the sort 
of farce to which no young woman 
should ever take her grandmother, but 
which Paris compounds to naughtiest 
perfection.

Next evening Dorothy insisted that 
I . buy her a Temps in the avenue Mar- 
beuf and report whether the “ poor old 
thing” had survived the storm. She 
had— but she was sniffling with a bad 
cold, and she looked more incredibly old 
than ever. Next day Dorothy made me 
go again, and the next day, and it be
came a daily habit to despatch me for 
a clinical bulletin on the poor old thing.

Every evening I found her worse. 
Her cold had effloresced into every pos
sible variety of that noxious ailment. 
She coughed as if she were tearing her 
clogged lungs apart. She looked fev
erish or chilled. She was so weak she 
could scarcely reach up to pull down 
my Canard Enchaîné. Her eyes were 
so running that she could scarcely see 
to make change. She kept rubbing those 
dim old eyes with fingers grimy from 
the moist ink of fresh newspapers.

“ Some morning, Dorothy,” I pre
dicted, “ we’ll find her lying there in her 
kiosk like a dead bird on the bridlepath 
in the Bois.”

II

D o r o t h y  and I went off to Cannes 
for a month. We roamed under orange- 
trees and palms, gathered mountain 
wild-flowers, and sailed on the blue 
Mediterranean, skirting rocky shores 
luxuriant with sub-tropical gardens, es
planades gay with luxurious idlers. It 
was late in April before we came back to 
Paris.

Forthwith our thoughts turned to the 
aged newspaper-vendor. We set out 
to pay her a visit, apprehensive we 
would find a successor in her kiosk. But 
there she sat in her accustomed place, 
and two old men were chatting eagerly 
with her, and just then a young dandy 
came up and handed her a fragrant 
spray of yellow mimosa.

“Why, Jack !— she looks a hundred 
and seventeen years younger than last 
time !” declared Dorothy. “ Bonjour, 
Mme. Tourtel!”

“ Bonjour, Mme. Olivant !” responded 
the old woman. “ So you’ve come back 
from making all the other women 
on the Riviera frantic with jealousy 
over that American complexion of 
yours ?”

She smiled the first smile I had seen 
on her face since that March twilight 
when we first came upon her in the 
rain.

“ How well you are !” I told her. “ You 
looked as if you ought to be in the 
hospital !”

“ I’d never admit I was sick— not if
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I ’d eaten poisoned candy dropped from 
a Gotha.”

“ Why do you ever spend another win
ter in Paris ?” protested Dorothy. 
“ Couldn’t you sell just as many papers 
at Nice? There it is always summer.”  

“ Not summer like Paris !” the old 
woman contended. “ I should die— any
where but Paris !— I’d rather be dead—  
I ’ve lived a meritorious life and expect 
Paradise, therefore, once dead, I ’ll find 
myself still in Paris!”

“ What paper shall I buy today?”  I 
sought counsel.

“ Two, always,”  she prescribed. “ As 
a good Royalist, I insist on your buying 
l’Action Française, but to know what the 
Socialists are raving about you must 
buy l’Humanité too.”

Then she plunged into her favourite 
game— pointing out the violent diver
gence of statement in the same piece of 
news as presented by two papers of 
clashing opinion. Apparently she read 
every word of every paper on her news
stand, and it was her inexhaustible de
light to set two of her customers to ar
guing by deftly-exposing the conflict of 
data and dogma represented by their 
favourite organs of opinion.

Dorothy and I listened for a quarter 
o f an hour to the fervent debate on the 
German indemnity she had set going and 
kept going between a gray-bearded 
magistrate and a poilu who talked Or- 
léannais patois. Finally we bade her 
good-bye and strolled on down the 
Champs Elysées. W e emerged into the 
gardened stretch beyond the Rond 
Point, where expensively-dressed chil
dren were playing in the sand or 
watching marionettes in a guignol, 
where lovers were strolling arm in arm, 
where daintily-clad young women were 
promenading Pekingese dogs with jew
eled collars.

“ For these people, Paris is heavenly !” 
commented Dorothy. “ But why should 
she feel so— with all this extravagance 
flaunted before her eyes— millionaire 
palaces across the street from her kiosk, 
and she cowering in the rainy wind all 
winter long ! It’s abominable she hasn’t 
someone to take care of her. I suppose

it’s the war. Probably her sons and her 
grandsons were all killed, and now she 
has to support herself in her old age. 
Poor old thing!”

And at a quarter past nine that eve
ning, fifteen minutes after she had 
closed her kiosk for the night, we dis
covered her across the Seine at a street- 
fair, mounted in the, rear seat of a fly- 
ing-boat, and as an automatic organ 
stammered tremulous waltzes, the fly
ing boat went round and round, career
ing giddily up and down. And the poor 
old thing was not alone— her arms en
circled a stalwart man, and both of 
them were shrieking with joy.

“ Come on !” proposed Dorothy. “ If 
she’s game for it, so am I !”

When the screw stopped screwing, 
we climbed in.

The screw began to turn again, the 
crazy craft hurtled through the air, and 
Dorothy’s shriek of terror and de
light rivaled those of the poor old 
thing.

“ It’s perfectly lovely!”  praised Dor
othy.

When we landed we found the poor 
old thing waiting for us outside the 
ropes— she wanted to felicitate Dorothy 
on their mutual courage in daring such 
adventure.

“ What joy !”  she cried. “ I feel like 
an omelette soufflée!— Behold, Madame, 
here is the édition de luxe of myself— 
my son !”

“Your son!” rejoiced Dorothy. “ I 
never knew there was one !”

“ You never guessed I was of an age 
to have a grown son— hein?”

“ I’m amazed!” exclaimed Dorothy. 
“ Come— I’ll confess— some people 

whisper he's really my grandson !” ac
knowledged the poor old thing. “ He’s 
Henri too— for his grandfather.”

“ Do you live in Paris ?”  asked Dorothy. 
“ No, Madame— in Marseilles.”  His 

deferential courtesy somehow had more 
charm than fifty compliments.

“ He began as a dealer in old metals,” 
chronicled Mme. Tourtel. “ Poor Henri 
blew some fingers off his left hand be
fore the war, so he couldn’t bring me a 
Croix de Guerre and the heads o f sev
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enty Boches— only stay at home and 
make cannon and his fortune. So in
stead of being demobilized now with a 
handful of sous, he has automobiles and 
a house with a garden— but that’s not 
his fault ! Besides, poor wretch, he’s an 
exile from Paris!”

“ Why don’t you make your grand
mother come and live with you there in 
the Midi?”  suggested Dorothy. “ This 
cold, rainy Paris is no place for her !”

“ If I have tried— !”  he defended. 
“ Quit Paris?”  lamented Mme. Tour- 

tel. “ I never go beyond the fortifica
tions, for fear they might shut the gates 
before I get back!”

“ Absurd, isn’t it?” laughed the grand
son.

He fondled his grandmother affec
tionately. “ Every week I write to 
Grandmère and beg her to come. Every 
three months I visit Paris, and try to 
carry her away to the South— but as 
well try to transplant the dome of the 
Invalides !”

“ Henri, we’ve not yet grabbed at the 
stars from that swing!” Mme. Tourtel 
reminded him.

She hobbled enthusiastically away, 
and the last we saw of them, she was 
careening madly in a giant swing, one 
arm around her grandson’s neck, 
shrieking with affrighted rapture.

III
N e x t  morning I went forth to buy a 

Figaro and see how the poor old thing 
had survived last night’s orgy. She was 
sitting in her kiosk, knitting industri
ously.

“Bonjour, Mme. Tourtel!” I greeted 
her.

“ Is it really good day?— or bad 
day ?”  she sighed. “ I wonder ! I ’ve 
decided to retire from business. When 
the news leaks out, there’ll be a panic 
on the Bourse. This is my last day in 
my kiosk, where for twenty-seven years 
I ’ve dispensed my own wisdom and the 
follies of the journalists.”

“ Freedom! How glorious!” I con
gratulated her. “ You’re going to Mar
seilles, to live with your grandson?” 

“ Quit Paris?”  she reproached me.

“ Never! Here I am, here I stay!” 
“ Then what— ?”
“Yes— then what— ?”  Her voice

was full of anxiety. “ My rents have 
begun to come in again, now that peace 
conditions are restored. Even with the 
atrocious prices the rogues in the Fi
nance Ministry permit, nowadays, I 
shall have enough income to exist in 
modest decency. But after my long 
career of public activity, now how 
shall I content myself within the four 
walls of a home?”

“ You’ll soon like it!”  I predicted. 
“ Think of liberty to go and come as 
you like!”

“ There’s nowhere I want to go, no
where to come from.”

“ You’ll have to enter politics,”  I 
recommended. “ Be the first woman 
elected to the Chamber of Deputies!” 

“ But I ’m a Royalist— the canaille 
wouldn’t elect me a.street-sweeper!”  

“ Then a patron of the arts!”
“ I ’ve been that all my life. Didn’t 

I sell you a pastel of the river-barges ? 
That fed a struggling painter a whole 
week! Perhaps it might have been a 
greater contribution to the arts to let 
him starve— now he’s invented a new 
school!”

“ Don’t worry— you’ll find plenty to 
keep you busy!”

“ But it will be so lonesome! I ’ve had 
such acquantaince! Mon dieu, when I 
think of the notabilities I ’ve numbered 
among my friends! I used to sell Le 
Rire to the Prince of Wales when he 
was the idol of Paris. Lloyd George 
used to stop and discuss the peace 
terms with me every afternoon, walk
ing home with his little daughter from 
the Peace Conference. Many’s the time 
Anatole France has asked me to solve 
problems in the psychology of his hero
ines. Then Marshal Foch— !”  She 
shook her head secretively. “ To think 
of retiring, when one has held such a 
brilliant position!”

“ But once he had won the war and 
achieved the peace, even the great 
Clemenceau retired!”

“ Do you think I ’m his age! No— I 
didn’t have the first Bonaparte as god
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father! I'm young enough to be the 
Tiger’s daughter, almost! Well, no—  
but I could be old Clemenceau’s niece!”  

“ I ’ll tell you a career for you— you 
ought to revive the salon!”

“ But, Monsieur, my kiosk has been 
a salon for twenty-seven years! Think 
of the geniuses who have paid me daily 
attention!— and now I am to surrender 
all that? What folly!— but I have dis
posed o f my vast affairs and today is 
the end!”

She wiped a furtive tear from her 
eyes, and I went on my way, after a 
handclasp o f godspeed to the poor old 
thing.

Next day a brisk middle-aged woman 
sat in Mme. Tourtel’s accustomed 
place. She made change much more 
quickly, but the oil and the fines herbes 
had been left out of the salad!— never 
again would I go a block out of my way 
and risk my life twice over crossing the 
Champs Elysees just to buy a paper 
from that particular kiosk— and just 
for the chance to rattle away like a 
phonograph to Mme. Tourtel. Heaven 
knows why, but somehow I never could 
lay eyes on her without wanting to talk 
my head off to the old woman.

“ Where does Mme. Tourtel live?” 
sought Dorothy. “ I ’d like to go see her 
sometime.”

“ I ’ve no idea, Madame,”  and the 
business-like successor turned to an
other customer.

“ She left no address?”
“ None.”
So the poor old thing had disap

peared beneath the surface of the sea 
that is Paris. Every time Dorothy and 
I passed by her aforetime kiosk, we re
joiced that she had been freed from 
bondage, but wondered whether after 
all she was now as happy as when she 
reigned there, a queen, receiving com
pliment, bantering jest with the unend
ing stream of “ tout Paris.”  But she 
had disappeared— there was no way to 
find out.

IV

A  y e a r  passed, and Dorothy and I 
loved Paris more devotedly than ever.

Often we wished we could take the 
oldest living inhabitant with us on our 
rambles, to tell us who was who in 
those mysterious houses along the 
winding streets. There was one friend 
of ours who was particularly good, at 
that game— Gaspardeau, a Paris jour
nalist who specialized in knowing 
everything and everybody. One spring 
afternoon Dorothy and I were strolling 
with Gaspardeau along the Champs 
Elysées. W e paused for a moment at 
the kiosk where a year before we 
bought papers daily from Mme. Tour
tel.

“ What contrasts— Paris !”  Dorothy 
remarked. “ There’s the palace she 
used to gaze at from her kiosk— all 
glittering with preparations for festiv
ity, and she shivering here in the rainy 
wind ! W ho do you suppose lives 
there ?”

“ A  new member of the Chamber of 
Deputies,”  our all-knowing journalist 
informed us, “ M. Tarand, the great 
manufacturer, rich as Croesus and al
ready a powerful figure in the Chamber 
because of his knowledge of industrial 
problems and the importance of his 
financial relations.”

“ Just money?”  asked Dorothy.
“ No— brains, and power. Besides, 

his money enabled him to marry a 
daughter o f the Duke o f Chateausab- 
lons— the brilliancy of their soirées ! 
I ’m going there tonight myself, it hap
pens.”

Next day Gaspardeau dropped in 
and announced that he had been espe
cially besought to bring • his young 
American friends to the Tarand abode.

The following Sunday evening, in 
consequence, we crossed a courtyard 
enriched with fountains sculptured long 
ago in Italy, we mounted a staircase of 
coloured marbles, we passed through a 
hall adorned with sumptuous mural 
paintings and coloured reliefs, we en
tered a salon hung with priceless tapes
tries— Sixteenth Century Flemish, with 
scenes from Ovid’s Metamorphoses. 
There we were graciously welcomed by 
Mme. Tarand. W e drifted on from 
room to room. Fluttery young girls
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were dancing with middle-aged dan
dies, animated groups scattered talk 
and jest, there was love-making in 
corners and in conservatories, every
where fair raiment, elegance, anima
tion.

“ After all, this is only the outer court 
o f the temple!” expounded Gaspar- 
deau. “ Now, by special direction, I ’m 
to conduct you to the innermost shrine, 
the quintessential holy of holies— the 
reason why the soirées of M. and Mme. 
Tarand are frequented by the most in
teresting notabilities of Paris.”

He led us up a staircase to another 
floor of the mansion, and into a salon 
paneled in carved black oak. Beyond 
opened a smaller room, with a fire of 
logs burning in an open fireplace. By 
the chimney-corner sat a little old 
woman— we could see only her snow- 
white hair. Seven or eight people were 
seated about her in a gossiping 
circle.

“ Let’s see whom she has tonight?” 
whispered Gaspardeau to me. “ Yes,

there’s Marshal Foch, and the Italian 
Ambassador, and Gavarnie, whose last 
novel was crowned by the Academy, 
and Rejane, the actress, and Besnard, 
the portraitist— I don’t recognize the 
others, but they’re probably just as 
gifted— she has a way of discovering 
talent years before the rest of the world 
recognizes it.”

“ W ho is she?” Dorothy asked.
“ Our host’s grandmother— the one 

woman in Paris who really comes clos
est to having a salon.”

“ What’s her secret?— how does she 
do it?”

“ She makes people feel they’ve never 
talked so brilliantly in their lives!” an
swered Gaspardeau. “ Shall we go on 
in? It’s she who asked me to persuade 
you to come.”

W e entered the room.
Almost we could hear the creaking 

of rusty hinges in her joints as she rose 
and stretched out her hands in enthusi
astic welcome to her long-lost friends. 

It was the poor old thing!

Episode In the Life of a Débutante
By Sam Heilman

H E  spoke so frankly of his colourful past and with such penitent finality that 
 she rejected him. T h e future promised to be too dull.

A T  fifty, a w om an is thinking of the m en she m ight have m arried : a man, 
of the w om en he didn’t have to.



Patrick on the Mountain
By Elisabeth Sanxay Holding  

(Author of “ Invincible Minnie” )

A  W IN DY, rainy morning it was, 
with the sea running high and 
wherever you’d look, up above 
at the sky or out over the water, 

it was all grey and dreary, fit to break 
your heart. A  crowd of people was 
standing out on the rocks and in it was 
Ellen, that had married Corney 
O ’Heyne, a thin, dark bit of a woman, 
who’d a quiet way with her. Near her 
was her two lads, Johnnie that was like 
his father, a fine, strong boy, and queer 
little Paddy.

There’d been a terrible storm the day 
before and there was many feared that 
all the boats wouldn’t come back at all. 
But after a bit there’s a sail to be seen 
and Lanigan’s boat comes in and his 
old woman begins to praise the saints. 
He tells how when they’d seen the storm 
coming up, they’d found a good shelter 
down below in the Rocky Bay, and lay 
there till all was safe again. All the time 
he was talking the others was coming in, 
till in the end there wasn’t a boat miss
ing but O ’Heyne’s.

“ W e’ve not seen him at all,”  says 
Lanigan, “ It may be he’s gone to fish up 
by the Islands. Let ye wait a bit and he’ll 
be back.”

But Ellen takes her boys by the two 
hands of them and starts oil home. 
Some of the women calls after her to 
ask her wasn’t she going to wait till her 
man’d come.

“ I am not,”  says she, “ I ’ll never see 
him again in this world.”

She went back to the bit of a house 
they had, on the hill, and closed the door. 
She sat down and stood the two lads up 
before her, and looked at them a long 
time.

“ Johnnie,”  says she, “ you’re like your 
father that’s gone. You’ve the same 
kind way with you and the blue eyes of 
him, and all. Oh, Johnnie darling, you’ll 
make some woman happy one of these 
days! Only be kind, like him, and hon
est, the way you’ll be proud to meet him 
in Heaven.”

Then she looks at the other, little 
Paddy. Handsome he was, as a pic
ture, but terrible dark and queer. He 
was like none of the others in that part 
o f the world. He’d n‘o fear in him at 
all of God nor man. He’d laugh in your 
face if you’d give him any warning 
whatever.

“ Patrick,” says the mother, “ I want 
you to be a priest. ’Tis the only thing 
will save you at all. You’re young and 
it may be you don’t understand, but I 
can see all that is coming. If you’ve 
any love in your heart for me,”  says she, 
“ you’ll do what I’ve said.”

Then she sends the two of them down 
to the shore again to listen to the talk 
there, and sits alone by herself in the bit 
of a house, for a terrible grief was on 
her.

“ Oh, Corney!” says she, “you’re in 
heaven, darling. You can look down 
and see me, Corney, and all the years 
will be like a minute to you. But I can’t 
see you, Corney, and there’s years and 
years to live before ever I ’m with you 
again. Oh, ’tis bitter! I’m wild and 
distracted without you ! How will I 
live without you at all ? Oh, my heart is 
broke!”

She was weeping and crying in there 
all alone for a long time, then she dried 
her eyes and got ready the supper for 
the two boys.

109
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“ Corney,”  says she, talking in her 
strange way like her man was there be
fore her eyes, “ there’s but one thing I 
can do for you, darling. All the wisdom 
and the strength that’s in me I ’ll give 
out for the two boys, the way you’ll be 
proud of them when their time comes 
to be with you up there.”

She worked hard to do that. She 
went up to the castle, and took service 
with the lady there, and she saved all 
they gave her so that her boys could 
get learning. Paddy was soon off in a 
foreign land, studying out of books, and 
Johnnie she sent to Belfast to learn the 
ship building. Every chance they’d get 
the lads would be home, for they’d a 
great love for their mother that had 
done so much for them. They had also 
a great love for that part of the world, 
and there was nothing they liked better 
than to listen to Ellen while she’d be 
telling what Corney’d told to her.

“ The O ’Heynes was a grand family 
in the old days,”  she’d say. “ Kings, I 
dare say, with more gold than you could 
count, and miles and miles and acres and 
acres of land hereabouts: Mulroney 
O ’Heyne died at Clontarf, and all the 
others was forever fighting and perish
ing in battles.”

And she’d point out a small island a 
half mile maybe from the shore.

“Till this day,” she’d say, “ that island 
is known as O ’Heyne’s Island, for there 
was an old castle there built by Dermot 
O ’Heyne long and long ago. There’s 
nothing whatever left of it now, and the 
trees and the grass is growing all over 
the place, but it was a grand sight in the 
old days.”

And she’d tell them they must try to 
bring back those days and the glory of 
the O ’Heynes.

II

W e l l , it went on that way for years, 
Ellen working as a servant up at the 
castle, and keeping nothing at all for 
herself, not making any friends nor go
ing into any other house, nor taking any 
pleasure whatever, but thinking all the 
time about the boys.

She was terrible proud o f Johnnie. It 
seems he didn’t like the shipbuilding, 
but he worked hard and kept what he’d 
earned, and by the time he was twenty- 
two, he’d bought a fine little boat of his 
own. They said he was the best fisher 
along the coast, for he was strong and 
bold, and luck was with him.

He kept to his fishing for a year, and 
then one day he marches up to the castle, 
as bold as brass, and takes his mother 
away.

“ Come home,”  says he, “ and as long 
as I ’m living you’ll want for nothing.”

“Johnnie,”  says she, “ it must be your 
father is happy to hear you now.J’

There was never a better son lived 
than Johnnie O ’Heyne. Nothing would 
put him in a bad temper at all, and he’d 
always a good word for all she’d done 
for him. He’d come in and sit down 
and tell her all he’d heard the day long, 
as pleased as could be, till it seemed he 
wanted no other company at all.

One evening when he got home, he 
took it into his head his mother was 
tired.

“ She’s been all this time working for 
me,”  he thinks. “ And now she is get
ting old. ’Tis time she had a rest.”

So the next time there was a fair over 
beyond the hills, Johnnie goes there to 
see can he find a young girl to work for 
his mother. And there, standing with 
the others,is the prettiest, liveliest colleen 
ever he’d seen. Her face was rosy and 
round, like a young child’s, but she’d 
altogether the saucy look of a grown girl 
in the grey eyes of her.

“ What’s your name?” asks Johnnie.
“ Celia Costigan,”  says she.
"W ould it suit you to work for my 

mother ?”  he asks.
They’ve a few words more about 

what was to be paid and the like, and 
the end of it all was, Celia went home 
along with Johnnie. So modest and 
civil-spoken she was, that Ellen took to 
her from the first ever she saw her. The 
girl tells how her mother’s been dead 
this long time, and her father’d died a 
few months ago, and now she’d no home 
at all and nothing in the wide world but 
her two hands.
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“ I’ll work hard,” says she. “ I ’m 
neat and quick and stronger than 
you’d think. I ’ve had a bit of schooling, 
too.”

“ You’re a girl after my own heart,” 
says Ellen. “ Let you stay with me, and 
I ’ll be good to you.”

So the next night when Johnnie comes 
home, there’s the two of them sitting in 
the doorway knitting. And from that 
time on he had no peace at all. Him 
that had thought to be kind to a poor 
girl could think of nothing now but 
would she be kind to him? And for all 
he’d brought her there to work for his 
mother, he couldn’t bear to see her 
working at all.

“ Let that be, Celia,”  he’d say. “ You’ve 
not the strength for it.” Or maybe, 
“ Mind you don’t leave a finger on that 
till I ’m home again.”

Ellen saw how it was with the boy, 
and she thought he could not do better, 
for she’d got so, after a while, that she 
loved Celia like a daughter of her own. 
She bought good clothes for her and the 
like, and they’d never a sharp word be
tween them from one day’s end to an
other.

The girl was a hard one to court, how
ever, and it was a long time before 
Johnnie could get up the heart to speak 
to her at all, what with her being so cool 
to him. Because for all her quiet ways, 
she’d more than a bit of the devil in her, 
and a sort of wild mischief under her 
soft-spoken manners. She was in no 
haste to be married either, seeing she 
was well off as she was, and though 
she’d a great liking for Johnnie ’twas 
not in any way like the love he had for 
her.

“ Well,”  thinks Ellen, seeing the way 
it was, “ it may be it’s better for him' 
like this.”

After a bit the girl makes up her mind 
that she’ll take Johnnie, and him and 
Ellen was terrible pleased. The two 
women sat the day long sewing and 
knitting, to get all ready for the grand 
wedding there was to be. Only, Ellen 
begs them:

“ Let ye wait till Patrick comes home,” 
she says. “ The way he can be at the wed

ding! He’ll be that glad to see his 
brother so happy.”

“  ’Tis a pity,”  says Johnnie, “ that he’s 
not yet a priest, for ’twould have been 
fine to be married by him.”

The three of them was all as happy as 
could be them days. It seemed like 
Celia was learning little by little what a 
grand man altogether she was getting in 
Johnnie, for she turned more gentle, and 
was not so cool any more. Ellen was de
lighted entirely with the way it had all 
come out, and as for Johnnie, he was 
near distracted.

“ I ’ve the best mother that ever lived,” 
says he. “ You wouldn’t think I ’d have 
the luck to get the best wife as well, 
would you now ?”

Patrick couldn’t get home till the 
Spring, he told them, but he wrote ele
gant letters to them all, telling how 
pleased he was, and the like. Then, all 
of a sudden, with no warning at all, he 
walks in one day, soon after the New 
Year.

“ I couldn’t wait any longer at all,”  
says he, “ but I had to see the girl John
nie’s to marry.”

His mother was in the house alone 
then, and she looks at him in a strange 
sorrowful way, like she was proud of 
him and yet uneasy. He was that hard 
to make out! A  slim bit of a fellow he 
was, looking younger than he was, with 
a dark, thin face and a solemn look. 
You’d see him walking alone, staring 
ahead of him with his big black eyes, 
very stern, and then all of a sudden, he’d 
see you, and look up with a queer smile, 
full of mischief and teasing, till you’d 
not know what to think of him.

Ellen talked to him that day and 
asked him about his learning, and what 
the Fathers said of him, and he answered 
it all, very patient and loving.

“Oh, Patrick!” says she, “please God, 
you’ll be a good priest. Think often,” 
says she, “ of the blessed Saint whose 
name you bear.”

He told her some of the things that 
was in his heart.

“  ’Tis queer,”  says he, “ but I ’ve no 
regrets at all, like some others. ’Tis 
no trouble to me to be giving up all that
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most men want the most. I do not 
want a wife nor children nor money. 
All I want is to be alive, and in 
health, and I ’ve joy enough.” 

“ Whist!” said Ellen. “What talk is 
that! Tell me now about them French 
and their outlandish ways.”

All the rest of it came about so quick, 
no one could understand it at all. Only 
in a few days it was plain to all that 
Celia was in love with Patrick, and 
didn’t care who’d know it.

She never took her eyes off of him. 
She’d no use now for Johnnie at all. 
She sat about weeping and weeping ex
cept when Patrick’d speak to her, and 
make her laugh. Then one day Ellen 
comes upon the two of them, down on 
the rocks, she sitting with her head on 
his shoulder and him stroking her round 
cheeks, in a teasing, loving sort of way.

“ For the love of God, Patrick!” cries 
Ellen. “ Have you forgot entirely what 
you are?”

“ I ’ve taken no vows yet,”  says he, 
“and I never will.”

“ If you’ve no fear of God, then, don’t 
shame yourself before the whole wide 
world,” says she. “ Celia’s your own 
brother’s promised wife.”

“ She’s no more a wife than I am a 
priest,” he answers. “ I must have her.” 

“ God help u s!” groans Ellen. “ The 
Devil is in you.”

“ Come now, mother darling!” says 
Patrick. “ There’s no harm done. Give 
us your blessing, will you not ?”

“ My blessing!” says she. “ Oh, Pat
rick, your father hears you now! ’Twill 
break his heart that you’ve no honour 
in you.”

Patrick said nothing at all, but was 
all the time stroking the hair of Celia, 
very thoughtful.

“ You’re thinking better of it, are ye 
not?” cries Ellen. “ Patrick, you will 
give it up, will ye not?”

“ I was just thinking,” says he, “ that 
there is everything all ready for our 
wedding.”

Then she sees it’s of no use talking 
whatever, and she turns to Celia.

“ As for you,” says she, “ I ’ve no word 
at all to speak. The punishment will

fall heavy enough on you one day for 
what you’ve done.”

And back she goes to her bit of a 
house and sits there the whole day, pray
ing and praying and thinking what 
should she do.

By and by, when it’s growing dark, 
she goes down by the sea and finds 
Patrick walking there alone, like she 
knew she’d find him.

“ Son !”  says she, “before your brother 
Johnnie knows of this and before ’tis 
any worse, will you not do one thing 
your mother begs of you ? ’Tis the last 
thing ever I ’ll ask, as it is the first.”  

“And what is it then?” says he.
“Will you not go up on to the top of 

the mountain down below,”  says she, 
“and pass the night there, in praying to 
the blessed Saint whose name you bear ?” 

“ Yes, I will that,” says he. ’Tis a 
small thing to do for you, mother.” 

“ Here’s a warm cloak, then. Let ye 
wrap it well about you* for there’s snow 
beginning to fall.”

“ I will,”  says he. “ Good-night, moth
er!”

“ Good-night, my son!”  she answers, 
and watches after him till he’s out of 
sight, tramping along the sands in the 
dark that’s fast gathering.

III

’ T w a s  a long walk to the foot of the 
mountain, but the road was a good one 
and Patrick went along easy enough. 
To tell the truth, he was not sorry at all 
to pass the night up on the hill top, for 
he’d a great deal to think over, and he 
was a great one for being alone out of 
doors.

The snow was coming down thicker 
now, but there was no wind nor much 
cold, and the sky was light, the way 
you’ll often see it on snowy nights, so 
that he could see his way with little 
trouble. There was few houses along the 
way, and now and again he’d pass a 
man or a woman hurrying home. Very 
satisfied he was, thinking of Celia and 
how easy he’d made her love him, though 
he’d small satisfaction when his mind 
would turn on Johnnie or his mother.
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After a while the road grew wild and 
lonely and there was no more houses at 
all, and after he’d turned away from 
the coast, the trees grew closer, shutting 
off the sky. He came to the foot of the 
mountain, and there the road stopped 
and there was nothing but a small path 
to follow.

It was dark there in the woods and 
colder. The wind blew bitter and gusty 
and the black branches of the trees was 
rocking back and forth and rattling like 
bones. Now and again he’d lose his 
way and get confused, with all the trees, 
and the darkness and the snow falling. 
He was growing tired, too, and for the 
first time it came into his head that he 
might die up there all alone in the cold 
and snow.

“ It may be that’s what my mother 
was wanting,” he thinks, “ the way she’d 
be rid of me, out of Johnnie’s way.”

But alb the time he knows well that 
that is not the truth, and that she’s some 
reason he couldn’t see at all.

He’d reached the top of the moun
tain now, and he stood still there where 
he could see the little lights shining in 
the houses far below. And it came over 
him, all of a sudden, that in each one of 
them houses there was people in trou
ble or distress, maybe, looking for help 
and comfort, people that were blind and 
waiting to be led. He’s a sort of notion 
he could see them, stretching out 
their arms and begging for a good 
priest to come to them. He knew 
well enough he was the one could 
help them. He knew he had the power 
to win hearts, and a tongue for per
suading.

Then there came up before him the 
grey eyes and the round cheeks of Celia, 
and the bit of a house they could have 
together, with the children and the 
friends the years would bring. And it 
seemed to him that she was standing on 
the one side of him, weeping and en
treating him, and on the other side was 
all those poor people down below, wait
ing and crying out to him.

A  terrible sort of grief came rushing 
over him, and a great fear, so that the 
sweat was standing out on his forehead.

He fell on his knees in the snow with 
a groan.

“ O h !” he cries, in his suffering, “ I’ll 
have to get help in this!”

He remembers his mother’s words, to 
pray to the great Saint he was named 
for, and he closes his eyes and puts his 
mind on that. He thinks of him when 
he’d be alone on Slemish, and the very 
words, the Saint wrote comes into his 
mind:

“A fter I had come to Ireland, I was 
daily tending sheep, and I prayed fre
quently during the day, and the love 
of God, and this faith and fear, increased 
in me more and more, and the spirit was 
stirred; so that in a single day I have 
said so many as a hundred prayers and 
in the night nearly the same; even be
fore the dawn, I was roused to prayer, 
in snow, in ice, and rain, and I felt no 
injury from it, nor was there any sloth
fulness in me, as I see now, because 
the spirit was then fervent in me."

And his own spirit was stirred and 
fervent in him; he could feel his heart 
struggling in him.

“ I ’ll do it !” he cries. “ I ’ll do what is 
right. But, for the love of God, make 
it easy for me. The soul in me is torn 
in two.”

That' was a wicked prayer, maybe; 
whatever way it was, a strange thing 
happened. As he opened his eyes, it 
seemed he could see through the dark, 
over the houses, right down to the sea 
and the bit of an island where the old 
O ’Heynes had built a castle.

He could see the trees all leafy, like 
in summer, and the water lapping the 
shores, and a big gold moon shining on 
it all. And there was a house on the 
island such as he’d never seen before, 
a fine, big round house made of smooth 
poles very close together, with hazel rods 
all woven in and out to make a smooth 
wall, and the whole all plastered and 
coloured white. There was a good roof 
of reeds, and yet he could see through it 
to the inside of the house, to a great 
room lighted with candles of beeswax, 
with tables all along the walls and a 
great crowd of men lying on long 
couches alongside the tables. The most
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of them were young men with great 
beards and long hair and dressed in 
bright colours; grand men they were, 
strong and straight and handsome. Two 
men were in the middle o f the room, 
playing on small harps, the sweetest 
music ever you heard, and servants were 
running in and out with smoking meats, 
and small dishes of honey and ale and 
bread, and many other things. Patrick 
watched them a minute, then his eye fell 
on the man that sat at the top of the 
table, and he gives a gasp. For it was as 
like himself as if he was looking in a 
glass.

This young man was treated with 
great honour by all the others, the harp
ers were singing songs about him and his 
brave deeds, and whatever was brought 
in, he was the first to be served with it. 
Very tired he looked, and from the 
songs and the talk you’d know he’d been 
fighting for many days and had de
stroyed his enemies entirely.

Well, the harpers began a new tune, 
and a young lad with a sweet voice starts 
in to sing o f the strength and the 
courage o f this young Dermot 
O ’Heyne, when there’s a great shout 
outside, and in comes an old man.

“ R un!”  he cries. “ They’re on u s!” 
and drops down on the ground in a heap. 
After him comes a crowd of screeching 
servants, in mortal terror, like sheep be
fore a dog, pushing in at the door and 
screaming to O ’Heyne for help.

“ Their boats are on the beach!” they 
cry. “ They’re coming in hundreds and 
hundreds. Their torches are making the 
sky red. Run for your lives. sTis death 
and torture for all that are caught!” 

Then the O ’Heyne gets up.
“ There’s boats enough for every one 

of you,”  says he. “ Go down to the bay 
and put off into the sea. Go to the 
east and pass around the cliff, where 
you’ll not be seen. God keep you a ll!” 

“Are you not coming yourself, 
O ’Heyne ?”  asks one.

“ Not yet,”  he answers. “ Make haste 
with ye now !”

They all ran out, and when they’d 
gone, he goes into a little room near by. 
There, sitting very still and quiet, her

hands folded in her lap, was a young 
lady, her face white as a ghost, but try- 
ing her best to show no fear whatever. 
She looks up at Dermot, and all the 
time Patrick feels she is looking 
straight at himself. And when Der
mot holds out his arms to her, out go 
her arms too.

Oh, the face of her! From that day 
on, whatever he’d be doing, wherever 
he’d be going, while he was young and 
when he was old and bent, it was never 
long out of his mind. Brighter and 
lovelier than any other ever he could 
find under the sun, it was, like the dear, 
lovely face of an angel you’d see in a 
a dream.

He couldn’t turn away at a ll; you’d 
think the soul had gone out of him en
tirely, the way he looked at her. And 
though he knew it was all a dream or 
the like, he’d somehow the feeling that 
he was in it with her, and that she saw 
him. And when she clasps Dermot 
round the neck, it was the same with 
him as if her arms was round his neck, 
and it was him she loved.

“ O h !” cries he. “ God send I never 
wake from this dream! For what place 
in this mortal world will I find the like 
of this girl, or a face the like of hers, 
or a voice ? Ochone, there’ll be nothing 
at all in it for m e!”

“ Have all your women run away?” 
asks Dermot.

“ They have,”  says she. “ Is it the end 
now ?”

“ God knows! Whatever way it is, I 
don’t want to leave all I have for those 
that are coming. Help me, and we’ll 
hide it away.”

So together they ran here and there, 
picking up dishes of silver and bronze, 
and rings and bracelets and brooches, 
all very rich and beautiful. All this they 
threw into a great bronze cauldron, and 
lifting it together, they ran out of the 
house. Patrick watched them.

They went behind the house, to a bit 
of a hill, and pushing away the earth, 
there was a rock made like a door. They 
opened this and there was a fine little 
stone room. Into this they dropped the 
cauldron, closed the door, covered it
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with earth again, and ran down to the 
shore.

There was one small boat there; the 
woman had got into it, and Dermot was 
pushing off, when a crowd of men with 
torches came tearing around a corner 
of the house. They caught the O ’Heyne 
and slit his throat from ear to ear, and 
the woman they would have carried off, 
but she’d stuck a knife into her white 
breast, and was looking at them with 
dying eyes.

Then , it was all gone. Patrick felt 
the snow drops cold and wet on his 
face, and opening his eyes, he saw the 
dawn coming.

At first he was gasping, as if the heart 
was torn out of him, for thinking of her 
dying eyes. Then, after a bit, the cold 
and the snow brings him to his senses, 
and he begins to see how it is. And then 
he begins to pray to the blessed Saint 
Patrick.

“ Oh, blessed Saint Patrick!”  says he, 
on his knees, “  ’tis yourself knows the. 
heart of a man better than any other! 
I prayed to you to help me and that 
you’ve done. Cured and healed entirely 
I am from that sinful love I had, and I 
will go straight to my brother and tell 
him it’s sorry I am ever I looked at his 
woman at all. And never again in life 
will I cast my eyes on any woman what
ever, nor think at all of any of them liv
ing. No,” he says, “ I ’ll be a priest, and 
Heaven send, a good one. For,” says 
he, “ how ever could I look again at 
Celia or all the other women walking 
this earth, after I ’ve set eyes on her? 
What are they, the finest and the hand
somest of them all, to her? No more 
than the stars against the sun! Oh, for 
all the long life of me will I not be see
ing her?”

Then he gets up and begins going 
down the mountain side again with the 
dawn breaking, but black and with no 
sun at all.

“ Isn’t the blessed Saint the one who 
knows the way to bring it all about as 
he’d wish i t !” says he to himself. “ It 
may be there’s a sign in it I should go 
to O ’Heyne’s Island and look about a 
bit. I will do so.”

And on he walks, smiling and smil
ing when he’d remember that woman 
and the wonderful, beautiful face of 
her.

“ Maybe it was an angel,”  says he, but 
knowing very well that it was not.

IV

I t  was not for two days that those 
at home had news of him at all. They 
was all in sorrow and grief' all that 
time, his mother, and Johnnie, and poor 
Celia. They thought maybe he’d died 
up there on the mountain, but there was 
no trace nor sign of him however they’d 
look.

Then, on a bright morning, early, in 
he comes, dripping with water.

“ Whatever became of you at all!”  
cries his mother. “ We thought we would 
never see you again in life. And why 
is it you are all wet ?”

“ I swam from O ’Heyne’s Island,” 
says he. “ I ’ve notion to spend my days 
there, and maybe build a grand church 
there.”

They all stared at him, not knowing 
what had come over him.

“ Yes,” says he. “All the sin is gone 
out of me and I ’ll be a priest. Johnnie, 
let you take the girl and be happy.”

And he gives her a look so cold
and scornful that she begins crying. 
Never another word did she get
from him, either. So she married 
Johnnie, as had been planned in the 
beginning, and a grand man she got in 
him too.

Patrick himself did as he had said. 
He became a priest, and he built a grand, 
big church on O ’Heyne’s Island, the 
grandest and biggest in that part of the 
world. Where he got the money to
do so, no one knew at all, and he
would not tell. “ Saint Patrick showed 
me the way,”  he’d tell any that asked 
him.

And there he lived on his island, near 
his grand church, and listened to the 
music and the singing inside it. And 
who was to know how often he’d be 
thinking of what he’d seen there, the 
round house, and the great bronze caul
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dron, and that woman that was more 
beautiful than any other that ever lived ?

All those near by could not praise him 
enough, for he was a good man and a 
holy one.

“ Don’t give praise to me,” he’d say. 
“  ’Twas Saint Patrick brought it all

about. ’Twas him made me the good 
man I am to-day.”

But he told no one any more about
it.

“ For,”  says he to himself, “ it may be 
there’s ways of being good that all of ye 
could not understand.”

T he W anderer

By John Hanlon

W A N D E R IN G  he heard strange music often,
 Serenades

That drifted through birch thickets and across 
Dim twilight glades;

Cadences ringing clear as elfin laughter 
Or bubbling spring,

And roundelays of rapture that no robin 
Could ever sing.

Faint strains that mingled mirth and melancholy 
Came to his ear.

He trudged the blossoming hills and mossy valleys, 
But never found them near.

The ebb and flow of life within his village 
He could not see.

His world was woven by the phantom echoes 
Of melody.

He caught a fragment to his heart and held it,
And he was glad.

He came back to his home and sang it to them; 
They called him m ad;

And yet the little gossamer of rhythm,
Frail as a dryad’s tears,

Dreamed by a madman on an April mountain, 
Lilts down the years.



The Passing of Don Quixote
By Lawrence Vail

A ND one day Don Quixote, still 
riding Rosinante and followed by 
his faithful squire, Sancho 

Panza, came to the city of New York.' 
And when he saw the Flatiron building, 
he rose erect in his stirrups and 
harangued the crowd:

“ I call you to witness,”  he cried, “that 
I am about to attack the castle of the 
direst o f the foes of mankind, Freston, 
the necromancer. And, should any 
harm befall me, I pray that you present 
yourselves to that peerless beauty, my 
lady, Dona Dulcinea del Toboso, and 
tell her that my last thoughts were of 
her.”

Thereupon, spurring Rosinante in her 
lean flanks, he charged into the United 
Cigar Store.

A  few hours later, while Don Quixote 
was meditating on the blindness of 
humanity and the ill fortune which ever 
attended his adventures, he was visited 
in the Tombs by a little, round, perspir
ing man who introduced himself as 
Oscar Tipstein, director of the Parisian 
Divorcées Burlesque Company.

“ Anybody been to see you ?” in
quired the little man, excitedly.

The Don shook his head of white 
locks, sadly thinned by the centuries.

 “ Whoever heard of the world coming 
to the penniless philanthropist ? He has 
to go forth to the world.”

Mr. Tipstein brightened.
“ I see no reason, then, why we should 

not do business.”
“ My business,” said Don Quixote, “ is 

to defend the honour of virgins, protect 
widows, assist all the distressed in 
general.”

“ That’s the stuff,”  cried Tipstein en

thusiastically. “ You destroy windmills 
if I am not mistaken, fight flocks of 
sheep.”

“ Never,”  thundered the Don. “ That 
is an invention of my enemies. But I 
have been known to slay dragons and 
put as many as three hundred infidels 
to flight.”

Tipstein rubbed his hands and sur
veyed Don Quixote with admiration.

“ That’s the boy!” he cried. “ I was 
afraid that you had been overestimated. 
But I see you’ve got the goods.”

Then, in a crisp business-like tone:
“ I shall now see about paying your 

bail. Rehearsals start Monday, at ten 
o’clock.”

“ Rehearsals!”  cried the Don. “ Re
hearsals for what?”

“ I have a star part for you in my 
burlesque. Two of my best dramatists 
are already at work on it.”

And, as the good knight appeared 
somewhat puzzled, Tipstein proceeded: 

“ Like me, my dear boy, you are an 
idealist. I can think of no better place 
for you than my burlesque. They 
won’t appreciate you in the world. You 
see, in this country, the virgins are 
always being protected. They’re sick of 
it, poor things. And I ’m afraid you 
would not easily defend yourself 
against the widows you wish to de
fend. And as for the distressed, there’s 
no way of helping them, they are ter
ribly touchy. The absurd notion is 
daily gaining ground that they have a 
right to assist themselves. That ac
counts for the present unrest among 
slummers and social workers. Philan
thropy has become the most dangerous 
o f modern professions. My burlesque
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is the last refuge of 'idealism. I gather 
to me all the bruised fragments of 
humanity— the chorus girls with sore 
throats and crooked legs, the funny men 
with catarrh and neurasthenia, the 
strong men with over-developed abdo
mens and undersized bones, musicians 
ever searching, seldom finding, the just 
note. There is no doubt that your place 
is amongst us. Only through the bur
lesque can you touch the people’s hearts, 
make them aspire to truer voices, 
straighter legs, and a cleaner manner of 
life. We are the true reformers of 
mankind.”

Mr. Tipstein mopped his brow. Tears 
stood in his eyes. Never had he been 
more eloquent. For an instant the 
thought struck him that he was lost in 
burlesque, that he had a soul for 
melodrama.

Don Quixote was moved by the little 
man’s emotion.

“ I am with you,”  he said, “ to the 
end.”

“ You will never regret it,” said Tip
stein.

Thus Don Quixote made his entry 
into burlesque. Every night, for three 
years, he stood vigils, charged wind
mills, scattered sheep, rescued ladies in 
distress. From the very beginning the 
public loved him. His salary rose to 
fabulous sums, his engagements multi
plied. He came to be reckoned the

greatest comedian of the age. And 
hardly less successful was his career on 
the film, where he entirely eclipsed the 
reputation o f a certain Mr. Chaplin.

For three years Don Quixote basked 
in the golden sun of popularity. Then 
gradually, sophistication, the disease of 
the age, crept into him. Success had 
turned his head, made a sane man of 
him. He grew blasé, conventional, fat. 
There was something sluggish and pro
fessional in the manner he went about 
his work. He seemed no longer to see 
the windmills in the dragons he charged, 
he began to doubt the distress of the 
ladies he had so often rescued. And 
little by little the great roar of laughter 
which had borne him to glory dwindled, 
sank into a scoff, a yawn, finally into 
utter silence.

Then suddenly, one day in mid
summer, the eyes of the world were 
once more turned upon him. He had 
done a thing which even those who be
lieved in him had feared he would never 
do. Don Quixote died.

Many were the reasons given for his 
death. Some had it that he had suc
cumbed to sex oppression, having been 
unable to find on Broadway a lady so 
fair as Dulcinea. Others, that accus
tomed to long fasts and dieting, he had 
perished from over eating. No one 
ever suspected the truth—that Don 
Quixote had died from a broken heart.

T H E R E  are seven ways for a woman to make a man love her. One is to 
listen eagerly while he brags. The other six are to keep on listening.

N O one will ever know what lies hidden in the hearts and minds of women. 
Fools are too stupid to find out and wise men are too prudent.



The Hater of Mediocrity
By Agnes Boulton

I

THE streaks left by rain on the 
clingy windows were like tear 
streaks, she thought — endless 

dreary tears shed by the sad city. The 
sunlight, thin and cold, lay in two wan 
patches on the faded carpet.

She shivered, and looked again at the 
streaked windows, and the image came 
up in her mind of cheeks furrowed by 
tears. Slightly wrinkled, worn cheeks 
. . . .  But how could tears furrow ? Her 
mouth twisted sardonically. Life hadn’t 
done that to her. Instead . . . and she 
remembered her face as she had scru
tinized it that morning in the hand-glass; 
the flat deadness of it ; the complexion 
shrinking up into little bitter lines. Dead
ness. Nothing to go on for. Why did 
anybody want to go on living, anyhow ? 
She couldn’t imagine such people . . . 
except the very stupid ones, who got 
satisfaction out o f eating and sleeping 
and going to the movies.

“ No enthusiasm . . . about anything!” 
she said aloud.

She was drearily aware of the room, 
where she spent most of her time, where 
he and she existed together. It showed 
her life. No fine disorderliness. Noth
ing was ever accomplished in this room, 
nothing was ever felt here. But no or
derliness that meant really caring. The 
sofa cushions dull, lumpy. The center 
table uninteresting. A  common old 
scrap-basket. No flowers.

This impression of the room seemed 
to widen out to mean to her the whole 
of the Bronx; long similar streets of 
high apartments, dull, commonplace and 
terrible. Such colourlessness! Who 
could care, living in the Bronx? But

this old argument had become nothing 
but mere empty words going through 
her mind. She didn’t really hate the 
Bronx. She didn’t care one way or the 
other any more. It wasn’t the Bronx. 
N o; she and her husband reflected in 
their stupid, monotonous apartment, 
their own stupid, monotonous lives. She 
saw that. He didn’t. She could get 
outside of their life, look in at it and see 
the pitiful futility. He— !

Her face tightened to a sneer. At 
breakfast that morning: “ Where’s the 
Book News?”  Something peevish in his 
voice because the Book News wasn’t 
handy. Her own ire rising as she gave 
it to him. She knew so well what was 
coming now. Why did he read the 
Book News if it irritated him so?

She watched him adjust his horn 
rimmed glasses. Now he was going to 
be superior, large, malicious. Disdain 
already showed faintly in his gloomy 
face. No attention to her, not a look at 
her.

She had never been able to get out of 
the habit of keeping her eyes on his face. 
He, not seeing that she sat there in ugly 
deadness, drank his first cup of coffee in 
the silence that made her hate him. 
Then:— “ Listen to this!”  And he read 
aloud, .with scorn, some review of a 
mediocre book. A  supercilious smile on 
his pale lips. “ That’s the sort of stuff 
they want. Oh, my God, this country!” 
A  nervous sipping of his coffee, then a 
gloomy abstraction of expression. At 
last he looked at her. “ No wonder the 
real stuff has no chance. But I ’ll show 
them!”

Why, at that point, could she never 
manage to show her scorn for his pre
tensions? But he wanted to see in her
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face wifely praise; she never failed him, 
when thus, directly, he appealed to her. 
That was it !— when he appealed to her, 
looked at her, and asked for something 
from her, that was when it was impos
sible for her to fail him!

But this never occurred save when he 
spoke of the value of his own work. 
Never, never! She felt her anger against 
him rising, like a bitter flood. He 
never wanted to know her thoughts. He 
never looked at her to see her feelings. 
Only that glance at her for praise of 
himself. I f he knew how she saw 

— through him.
He never noticed the malicious smile 

with which she gave him questions that 
were leading strings to his egotism. He 
never saw the smile— the questions 
leaped so skilfully to his consciousness 
of himself that they eliminated any sense 
o f her. But perhaps— she thought now 
with a little softness— perhaps she didn’t 
show her malice so very obviously. A f
ter all, she had cared so much. And cer
tainly he never seemed to feel that she 
no longer believed in him.

II

How tremendously she had once be
lieved in him!

When she first knew him, six years 
ago, she had reached that desolate point 
in her life where it was no longer possi
ble for her to have faith in her own abil
ity. Her dreams had gradually thinned 
out to nothingness. She couldn’t write 
— she was only one of the poor souls 
who wanted to and who mistook that 
for ability! For over a year, she had 
lived with her own barrenness. It had 
been a miserable existence. She had 
tried to pick up an interest in various 
things— useless. The social problem,
which absorbed some of the people she 
knew, took her attention mildly for a 
time. But she could acquire no passion 
for it. She was really more interested 
in the dreamy rhythm of her own soul 
than in the sufferings o f humanity.

Her first feeling toward Will had been 
one of motherliness. He was a new re
porter on the Telegram and she pitied

his obvious loneliness. He, new from a 
small town sheet, found it hard to make 
friends. His anaemic appearance and 
the way he peered at things through his 
thick glasses gave her a certain assurance 
in dealing with him. She was a drab 
little person herself, and this slight sense 
of superiority eliminated the self-con
sciousness that she felt with most other 
men.

He had asked her to dinner, and it 
was that evening, away from the rattling 
prosaicism of the City Room, over a 
table d’hote dinner, that she had first dis
covered his surprising egotism. He 
wanted to write. But he knew he could 
write! He talked about himself with 
burning eyes and a nervous trembling 
of the lips.

She watched him, thinking how 
strange it was that he did not bore her, 
and finally aware of a sense o f excite
ment and adventure. He . . . perhaps 
he— !

She went to bed that night wonder
ing if he could have a touch o f genius 
about him. He was so sure of it that 
he had almost convinced her. His work 
— something magnificent, new, strange! 
The idea flamed in her. She met him 
the next day with a shining face and told 
him how much she believed in him. That 
was one thing on which he had been 
most eloquent— how hard it was to find 
appreciation in this world.

He showed her his work. It seemed 
fine to her. Much that she would not 
have seen in it he carefully pointed out. 
And he talked scornfully of other writ
ers, of the men on the newspaper, 
of stupid editors. He detested all 
the magazines. Silly, stupid . . .
commonplace.

Life changed for her. The interest 
and passion she had once given to her 
own work she now gave to his. She be
lieved that it was her duty to help him. 
They were always together.

A  year went by. They both wanted to 
get married, but it seemed impossible,
 as he had only kept his position on the 
newspaper for a short while. Suddenly, 
through a lucky chance, he was offered 
a position on a magazine, at a good sal
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ary, as reader. They were married. 
They took a small apartment.

He talked now of being able to lead a 
quiet, regular life, and accomplishing 
much. He spoke of the magazine for 
which he worked as the only one in 
America with any reality and vision. 
This surprised her, for previously he 
had condemned it with the others.

III

T h e  quality of her happiness in those 
days made her present emptiness seem 
intolerable. She lived in him completely, 
in his hopes and his desires. He must 
have his chance. She arranged life to 
suit him. In the morning before he 
went to his office, and at night, she lis
tened to his talk of himself and his 
work.

At times, in spite of herself, she would 
become tired, and she would have lit
tle nervous impulses to interrupt him. 
There were other things that she would 
rather talk about. He did bore her 
now. But she gave him her silent and 
undivided attention.

And at first she was hurt by his in
difference towards her. Was it indif
ference? She was puzzled. He needed 
her . . . and yet he was interested only 
in himself. Not a bit in her.

After they had been married a while 
she wanted to tell him that if only he 
would talk less and work more—  But 
she could not bring herself to the words. 
He would misunderstand.

He gave one or two of his things to 
the magazine for which he worked. They 
were not used. Soon afterwards he be
gan talking against that magazine. She 
thought it naïve of him. From that time 
on he began to despise his job, and it 
became one of the many reasons for his 
not succeeding.

Three years of. marriage, and she had 
begun, with an ironical mental gesture, 
to anticipate these various prolific ex
cuses of his. They would remain at 
home, night after night, and he would 
do nothing ; but let them go one night to 
the theater, and all pleasure was spoiled 
by his grumbling about his evening be

ing wasted. Or sometimes the evenings 
were too long and hot; again, when win
ter had come, the flat was not warm 
enough, or the noise of the steam in the 
radiators upset him.

In her bitter moods she sometimes 
wondered that he did not declare inani
mate things leagued against him, as he 
felt the world to be; for upon chairs, 
tables, desks and typewriters was he 
able to lay the blame for his laziness.

But his failure to accomplish any
thing had no effect upon his opinion of 
himself. He talked, instead, all the more 
persistently of his own superiority. His 
egotism became unbearable. His dis
dain of the world increased.

IV

S h e  got up stiffly from the chair 
where she had been sitting. The room 
had become dim in the chilly twilight.

She stood looking down into the 
street below, the long gray flatness of 
pavement broken by patches of light 
from the shops, through which the dark 
figures of pedestrians passed up and 
down.

She couldn’t stand it any longer! 
Her whole body grew tense with the 
strength of that bitter denial of him. 
Nothing existed for him but himself— 
the self he had created. The silly lie 
he had created! Like an enormous bag 
of wind. And that was their life— that 
lie!

She knew that he was mediocre. 
Commonplace. She didn’t mind that. 
So was she. They both were. Couldn’t 
they . . . shouldn’t they ., . . find 
some consolation for this in one an
other? But no. . . . They lived for 
his vanity. And now she had grown to 
hate him. Such a bag of wind! He 
really believed that he was great . . . 
a genius. And he had no use for her— 
not a bit. He was like a swollen toad, 
blinded by its own puffiness. This last 
image pained her, and she turned on 
the electric light abruptly.

But when she was preparing their 
bit of dinner over the gas range, the 
thought of him was again dominating
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her, a monotonous remembering that 
wore out her strength. Never did he 
think of her, not once, not once. She 
might as well not live with him— better, 
perhaps. Instead she was spending her 
life listening to him, keeping up this 
pretense of admiration, even encourag
ing him. W hy did she do it? Why 
didn’t she break through all his imper
turbable self-conceit and let him know, 
once for all, what she thought of him? 
Bag of w ind! Bag o f wind! In a few 
moments he’d be coming in, tired, 
moody, complaining. And she’d listen. 
And if he came in and sat down and 
said nothing, she’d begin. She’d get 
him started. It was almost as if it 
were something she thought he expect
ed of her— a service. And she’d listen 
to him— yes, letting him think that she 
believed in all he said. A  hopelessness 
settled over her. W hy was life like 
that? W hy did she act as she did? 
And he? What was the meaning of it 
all?

He appeared in the door silently, af
ter she had heard him hanging up his 
coat in the entry.

 "H ello !”
His complexion had a heavy pallor; 

his tortoise-rimmed glasses reflected 
the light. He kissed her. His eyes 
moved vaguely about the kitchenette, 
resting for a moment on the dish of 
cold lamb.

“ It’s getting colder out.”
“ Is it?” she said softly, and a mo

ment later he went into the sitting 
room.

She heard him pull up a chair to the 
table. He’d probably brought home a 
bundle of manuscripts to read. He 
looked tired. Poor Will. . . .

He was opening a package of ciga
rettes. She went up to him and ran her 
fingers through his hair.

“ How are you feeling?”
“ Oh, pretty good !” he said.
He leaned over to light his cigarette. 
“ Dinner ready soon?”
“ Yes, pretty soon. You ought to have 

an appetite this weather.”
She sat down across from him. How 

tired she herself was— worn out.

“ I ’m absolutely dead tired tonight—- 
for no reason at all that I can think 
o f,” she said.

He looked at her, and then vaguely 
among the books and magazines on the 
table.

“ W here’s the paper, Elizabeth?” 
Then, “ Never mind, here it is.”
He drew it from the shelf under the 

table and spread it open. Pie settled 
back.

She watched him with eyes suddenly 
hard. Her resentment came back to 
her. Out in the kitchenette she could 
hear the potatoes boiling noisily. Soon 
they would eat another of those dreary 
meals. She felt that she must say some
thing. About him of course!

“Will, you look all in, do you know 
it? W hy do you give so much of your
self to that stupid magazine? And 
you’ve brought home work. You ought 
to be saving of yourself, W ill.”

He put the paper down in his lap. 
“ Saving of myself? I ’d like to know 
what’s the use ! I have no chance here 
— in this country. There’s not a pub
lisher with courage enough to pub
lish— ”

“ But-you haven’t anything to pub
lish— have you?”

She saw that his thoughts continued 
silently, oblivious of her remark.

An angry excitement tightened her 
whole body, but she remained looking 
at him with a placid expression.

“ Do you know what has happened 
now down at the office? Thurber has 
been advanced to assistant editor. I ’ve 
been there two years longer. But they 
knew— ah!” l ie  made a sharp sound 
of disdain.

“ But you would’t care for that any
how, W ill.”

“ Care? I should say not! I don’t 
even despise them. They’re not worth 
it. I ’m simply indifferent to their whole 
cheap little game.”

“ Well— most people worth anything 
have had to suffer just this.”

“All of them. The mediocrity in the 
world hates— ” He touched the edges 
of his lips with his finger— an uncon
scious trick of his that had become con
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nected in her mind with his platitudes 
about himself. He always did that when 
he was going to say something particu
larly egotistical. She interrupted him 
with a sharp, sudden laugh.

“ Yes. True. Hates that which it 
knows is superior! How many times 
have I heard you say it, W ill?”

He was looking at her, and she saw 
that he was going to become bewil
dered. It had not quite come to him 
yet, the meaning of the new, strange 
harshness in her voice.

She felt herself begin to tremble. He 
would turn on her now ? He would let 
his scorn and disdain crush her. She 
would become one of the masses who 
could never understand him. And a 
traitor. Then, perhaps, he would leave 
the house.

“ But have you ever thought, Will, 
it is you whom they consider medi
ocre?”

She forced herself on, to get it over 
with. Suddenly all the passion that she 
had felt against him that afternoon 
flared up in her again. “ All these years 
when you’ve been talking, talking, 
bragging, bragging, don’t you suppose 
they’ve smiled?”

Maliciously she put into the last word 
all that she had wanted to say to him 
for years. And she herself smiled, 
mockingly.

He still regarded her without a 
word. W hy did he look at her like 
that? He was surprised . . .  o f course. 
But she felt that something was hap
pening inside him. No doubt in a mo
ment his eyes would harden. . . . How 
poor and small and puny he looked. She 
felt herself suddenly strong. And she 
wanted to banish from her face that 
expression of contemptuous amuse
ment, but she dared n o t ; he would im
mediately have her at his mercy.

She said to herself that he would 
hurt her so terribly once he began 
speaking that she must keep, at all 
odds, that mask of disdain which was 
her self-protection. It was slipping, 
slipping. . . .

They regarded one another without 
a movement: she hard and tight, wait

ing; he in that silence that amazed her. 
She’d say no m ore! Let him begin. 
Let him begin now his contempt of her 
and she’d be able to go on with her 
stripping of him. She had such a rich
ness of incident . . . such absurd, 
pitiful things that he had said and done! 
She felt a creeping faintness.

“ W hy . . .  I never talked to them,” 
he said at last.

His hand made a fluttering move
ment toward his lips, then failed o f its 
old gesture. She had a curious shock 
at this. His hand was trembling.

“ They . . . don’t know, Elizabeth. I 
never talked to them.”  ,

He was staring at her anxiously. 
Anxiously! She touched the dry root 
o f her mouth with her tongue.

“They wouldn’t understand me, 
Elizabeth,”  he said painfully. Then he 
added, “Are you angry about any
thing ?”

“ W hy wouldn’t they?” She must 
say something to bring into definite 
meaning the jumbled impressions she 
was getting from him. What was hap
pening to him? “ You don’t find it hard 
to tell me that you are a . . .  a genius.”

A  thick slow colour muddied his 
face. “ You? That is different. You 
understand.” He seemed confused. 
He was not looking at her now. She 
sat outside the circle of light from the 
lamp; and she had the sensation of be
ing a detached silent spectator of a 
soul in tragic agitation.

“W hy? You don’t mind my talking 
about things to you, do you?” he fin
ished.

She got immediately that he wasn’t 
just asking Her that simple question; 
he was trying to- find out from her 
something he wouldn’t ask. He looked 
so . . . almost frightened. What was it 
he wanted? Suddenly, looking at him, 
she knew. He was trying to convince 
himself that she still believed in him. 
He was afraid that she knew the 
truth. . . .

“ Why no . . . certainly not!”  she 
stammered. If he was so afraid of her 
not believing, then it meant that he didn’t 
really believe. Or couldn’t, if she didn’t.
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He wanted to fool her . . .  so he could 
go on fooling himself.

Now she knew , what had happened to 
him. He had been beaten, because for 
a moment he had realized the contempt 
in her voice. The whole enormous self 
that he had created was crushed, like an 
empty shell, at the thought that she 
knew him for what he was. He was 
pitiful and confused. He was hers!

A  positive, shimmering happiness beat 
through her body. “ W ill!” she said. 
Then it came to her that she must 
be careful. She must destroy, 
somehow, the impression she had given 
him . . .

She assumed a thoughtful tone. “ As 
if I didn’t love to have you talk to me! 
I was only thinking . . . well, that if peo
ple feel you know your own worth, they 
are apt to resent it, and make things 
harder for you.”

How easily she had said it ! A  feeling 
of exultation caught her. “ Old bragger! 
Brag to me, but not to them!”  . . .

She rose and caught his head between

her hands, bending over to kiss it. “ I 
say brag, but you know what I mean, 
Will.”

He rested his head against her.
“ Only I don’t like that word, Beth.”
She hardly heard him. She was feel

ing that life would no longer be some
thing without warmth and meaning. She 
was no longer unnecessary. Or alone. 
She was the mirror in which his reflect
ed dreams seemed true. She was life 
to him— or death. Without her . . . and 
she felt again the horrible vague empti
ness of him that moment ago when he 
thought he had lost her. Far in the 
back of his own mind he had long known 
the bitterness o f failure, and in that mo
ment it had come out of its lair and 
claimed him.-  Poor boy ! Poor baby . . .

“ It isn’t fair to use that word about 
me— brag.”  She listened to him now 
tenderly, holding his head against her 
bosom. “ After all, I— ” His hand 
went upward; with an unconscious ges
ture his thin fingers smoothed his upper 
lip.

A  F O O L ’S pastime: Trying to attract the attention of the woman who
has been looking at you out of the corners of her eyes ever since you 

entered the restaurant.

A JU DGE is a man appointed to supervise a lawsuit in such a manner that 
neither side shall win.

M A N Y  a man has been ruined by the merest trifle— a train late, a stray 
germ, a casual kiss.

A W O M A N  begins marriage by wondering if it will last. She ends by 
wondering if she will ever get used to it.



Pettijohn and His Period
( With apologies to most biographers)

By Charles B. D e Camp

Introductory Alibi

IN offering this little volume to the 
public the author would avail him
self o f the opportunity to say that 

it has been largely a labour of love in
duced by a life-long admiration for this 
extraordinary and fascinating figure in 
English letters, as well as an exhaustive 
study to which inclination had led him 
from very early years. There is no at
tempt in these pages at either a critical 
examination or a literary estimate o f 
the work o f Pettijohn, that great body 
of transcendent poesy which is his leg
acy to our race. Rather is it our desire 
and privilege to furnish, with what 
fidelity and detachment the reader him
self must be the judge, some glimpses, 
at best some likeness, of A jax Petti
john, the man, the husband, the father, 
the uncle, the son-in-law, the incompa
rable companion, the prodigious worker, 
the hard drinker, and to conduct the 
reader for a time into that fascinating 
circle of brilliant men and women with 
whom we find the poet surrounded, and 
among whom he moved the dominant, 
vital figure of his age.

Physically of slight, almost fragile, 
mold— it is said by Borem that he 
weighed but seven stone at the time of 
his marriage ( if  you can figure that 
out)— such was the power o f his per
sonality that he drew all men to him, 
except those that he curiously repelled, 
and held them in a sort of celestial at
traction for which they themselves were 
almost at a loss to give a name. The 
better to appreciate this glamour, it be

hooves us to recreate for ourselves that 
elegant and vibrant little figure as pic
tured immortally by Squeezix: the flow
ing black hair, the wall-eye, the purple 
surtout, the inevitable slender cane with 
a tassel . . . the exaggerated frill . . . 
the rhinestone, etc.

I

One o f the Chapters

M u c k in g h a m , in his very readable 
little volume “ Souses in Sussex,”  gives 
us some charming glimpses of the poet 
in his lighter moments, which were be
coming all too rare in the days of his 
most sustained production. It seems 
that Pettijohn had a great partiality for 
flowered waistcoats, and was constantly 
receiving shipments of these garments 
from his Bond Street tailors. One 
morning he appeared in the garden 
of the house at Merton-Barnstable, 
where Muckingham and a few other in
timates who were his guests at the time 
were gathered, in a towering rage and 
waving one of the innumerable waist
coats over his head.

“ He’s ruined it, ruined it!” the poet 
shouted, his face screwed up with pas
sion like a child’s. “ I ’ll kill him for 
this. I ordered a geranium pattern, 
and the fool has made it morning 
glories!”

“ Kill your tailor?”  queried Muck
ingham in affected astonishment.

“ Yes,”  declared Petti john, “ all nine 
o f him.”

This jest, which is a good instance of
125
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the poet’s spontaneous wit, instantly 
restored his good humour and he 
laughed heartily at his recent discomfi
ture, his friends joining in the merri
ment, so that Pettijohn on the spot or
dered a bottle o f wine and all were 
very gay.

Butterswith, in his “ Pettijohn: A 
Second Helping,”  refers to this anec
dote, but he has apparently completely 
missed the point of the pleasantry, or 
had heard only a garbled version. He 
holds that Pettijohn, in his retort of 
“ all nine,” had reference to the Muses, 
of whom there are nine, and adduces 
in support of this view the poet’s well- 
known practice of alluding to The Nine 
in his narrative poems. Whatever may 
be said for the coincidence, and we are 
willing to allow it something, we cannot 
but feel that Butterswith’s contention 
savours rather of pedantry and argues 
little appreciation of the delightfully 
human side of the man, etc.

II

Another Chapter

I t  was at this period that the poet 
began the acquaintance with Herrosta- 
gen which was to have such a momen
tous influence on his art and his career. 
Herrostagen was o f Danish ancestry, 
but the character of his work was es
sentially English. He had already pro
duced the first plates o f the Adonis se
ries, which laid the foundation of his 
reputation, and was a frequent visitor 
at the soirees of Mrs. Kiddingham in 
Cheyne Walk. Personally Herrostagen 
was a strange figure, odd to the point 
of uncouthness, with a long, sallow 
face, a heavy mane of white hair, and 
protruding, light-blue eyes. He always 
wore a tennis blazer, a black silk skull
cap and had a fad for jade rings.

It was at Mrs. Kiddingham’s that 
Pettijohn and Herrostagen met for the 
first time, and in spite of the striking 
contrast between the two men, not only 
in temperament and traditional point of 
view, but also in their physical appear
ance and dress, a strong liking for each

other was immediately apparent. It is 
reported that on being introduced to 
Herrostagen Pettijohn remarked, “ I see 
you love jade,” to which the great etcher 
replied, “ We all love some jade or 
other, do we not? H a! H a!”  The 
poet was enchanted by this repartee 
and they became fast friends on the 
spot.

It was Herrostagen’s plate of the 
Nymph with Thermos Bottle that in
spired the poet’s famous lyric, “ Hot, 
All Too Hot.”  Mendel’s contention 
that it was this poem which led to the 
regrettable breach between these two 
men o f genius is hardly tenable, as 
“ Hot, All Too Hot”  was first pub
lished in 1839, and there is an entry in 
Sourapple’s diary for 1841 as follows: 
“ Late at the White Hart, and Petti
john and H. drinking several gallons 
o f rum punch. Much merriment and 
the two inseparables going home to
gether, each wearing the other’s hat 
and leaning on each other in ludicrous 
fashion.”  It is not until 1849, a good 
ten years later, that Pettijohn having 
made the impulsive trip to Baden with 
Herrostagen’s Irish wife, there is evi
dence that a coolness sprang up be
tween the two men; following that epi
sode they rarely spoke to each other, 
etc.

I l l

Still Another Chapter

W e  come now to the incident in Pet- 
tijohn’s career which is unfortunately 
forever associated in the vulgar mind 
with the poet’s name, and which for a 
time brought down on him the condem
nation of even his closest friends: that 
is the poisoning of his mother-in-law at 
Putney in 1852. The wave o f feeling 

 against the poet which this careless act 
produced in all circles was well calcu
lated to break the spirit of a less heroic 
character; but as we have seen before, 
in all the great crises of his career, this 
personality, so volatile 'and impression
able, with such an almost feminine sen
sibility, could set like flint and spring to
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meet opposition with the hardness and 
temper o f fine steel.

The first move o f the poet under the 
sting of the general criticism was to 
write the famous “ One Relative the 
Less,”  which appeared in Hawkins’s 
Miscellany in April o f that year. This 
is probably the most impassioned and 
unanswerable argument in favour of 
justifiable homicide and the superflu
ousness of mothers-in-law in the lan
guage. At the time, however, it was 
coolly received. Even Sweedle, who up 
to the occurrence o f this contretemps 
had been the most ardent admirer of 
the poet, takes him to task in his “ Un
derdone Papers”  for “ inexcusable bad 
temper,”  and further belittles Petti- 
john’s plea that his mother-in-law was 
in the habit o f frying onions every 
morning at eleven o ’clock. Sweedle, 
however, was Welsh and very naturally 
could not appreciate the maddening ef
fect o f such a practice.

Some colour was lent to the charges 
against the poet by the report that as 
a youth he had pushed a school-fellow 
under a truck. Whether this was true 
or not, in touching on this unfortunate 
incident we have to bear in mind the 
extraordinary excitability of a temper
ament like that of the author of “ What 
Do I Care?”

Many instances might be cited of a 
deep-seated, perhaps pathological dis
turbance of the emotional mechanism. 
There were weeks in which we know he 
would lie like one stricken, mute and 
insensible, and his devoted wife would 
be nearly beside herself for some means 
o f changing the sheets; from this the 
poet would rouse himself and plunge 
into the most extravagant gaiety and 
dissipation. Dinner parties and soirées

would follow in quick succession at 
Morbid House, at which his friends 
would again throng about him. Petti- 
john, his old incomparable, inimitable 
self, seated in the drawing-room in his 
velvet dressing-gown, with the inevi
table bowl of treacle at his elbow, tear
ing off copy, page after page, while he 
laughed in an excess of sheer animal 
spirits, showing all his white, strong 
teeth, of which he was inordinately 
proud. What is murder (if, indeed, we 
are justified in using so downright a 
term) in the consideration of such a 
character and of a nature to which per
haps we find the secret key in the 
single word Caprice?

However, while this dark cloud was 
on him, Pettijohn removed to Hartley- 
over-Pulingham, where we know that 
the first canto o f “ Hell’s Delight” was 
written. It appears that there was no 
estrangement between the poet and his 
wife, for he mentions her in a letter, 
not entirely suitable for quotation, writ
ten at this time to Swingillie. There is 
unimpeachable evidence that Mrs. Pet
tijohn gave up the habit of frying 
onions which she had contracted from 
her mother, and this is only another 
indication of the ráre delicacy o f that 
worthy woman, etc.

IV

Very N ext Chapter ( Tempo Allegro)

B r ig h te r  days were to follow with 
the poet’s return to London—  (But 
by this time we are sure that every con
sistent reader of biography can carry 
the tune by himself and finish our 
song for us clear to the end of the 
volume.)



L ’Accident
By Gaston Roupnel

OUI, c’est la chiffonnière de la rue 
Basse, à Saint-Carentin, disait- 
on.

Dix, vingt, cent personnes pouvaient 
en témoigner et certifier que la chose 
endommagée qui s’étalait en plein 
chemin était cette vieille mère Cocotte, 
un bout de femme, une vieillerie, un peu 
de guenilles sur un petit rien du tout de 
polichinelle couleur de carton . . . En 
tout cas, c ’était une belle ivrognesse de 
moins.

Mais le garde champêtre de Cormont 
glapissait avec aigreur:

—  C’est-y pas malheureux, ça! . . . 
Me v’ià encore en embêtements! . . . 
Cette vieille gouape là ça n’aurait pas 
pu se faire écraser cent pas plus loin? 
. . . on, a fallu qu’a vienne crever sur le 
territoire de ma commune ! . . .

. . . L ’accident est arrivé bêtement, 
comme tous les accidents : une petite 
vieille qui s’en va en zigzaguant sur la 
route . . . une automobile qui passe . . . 
Et il n’en faut pas plus ! . . .

Cependant ceux des Baraques de Cor- 
mont se rassemblent. Ceux de Saint- 
Carentin arrivent et blaguent. Le maire 
de Cormont s’emporte:

—  En v’ià assez ! . . .  Ah ! Saint-Ca
rentin vent se foutre de nous ! . . .  Eh 
bien, prenez-moi voir une charpeigne et 
ramassez-moi cette vieillerie dedans ! . . .  
Et. vous porterez- ça à ceux de Saint- 
Carentin ! Que ces sales bougres-là 
reprennent donc voir un peu ce qui est à 
eux! . . .

Mais non, il faut attendre le juge . . .
II

P e n d a n t  ce temps, la mère Cocotte, 
en chair et en os— en os surtout, et en

vie, que diable !— continuait son éternelle 
disputerie avec le père Cocotte, dans la 
tranquillité de leur petit taudis ordurier, 
à Saint-Carentin.

Le père Cocotte en revient toujours 
à ses mêmes menaces :

—  Je vas prendre un fort fiusil, et je 
voulons, droit ce soir, te criacher le 
plomb au nez en te distant: “ Tin! tin! 
ma vielle ! . . .  Prends voir ça du bout 
des dents et mange voir de bon cœur !

a

Il y a bien d’autres menaces encore 
. . . Comme tous les jours, la mère 
Cocotte apprend ainsi, sans s’émouvoir, 
qu’elle ne passera pas la journée, que sur 
le soir elle aura tous ses os en petit 
tas d’allume-feux dans le fond du poçle, 
que le chien du boucher fera les quarte 
heures avec ses oreilles, etc., etc. . . .

Naturellement le père et la mère 
Cocotte sont saouls comme à leur habi
tude. Le père Cocotte est un aboyeur 
qui a une figure de chien-loup enfouie 
dans une broussaille de poils. Mais la 
mère Cocotte n’a pas peur de ces airs 
de gorille. C’est la petite vieille 
étriquaillée, biscornue et glapissante, 
toute crachante et griffante comme un 
vieux chat exalté. On pourrait dire 
aussi qu’elle an un air de vieux pirate 
chinois, avec son visage grigné de rides 
et son petit crâne bossu et effriché, 
où il y a gros de chignon comme un de 
à coudre . . . -Et quant à de l’idée, 
les deux chiffonniers, à eux deux réunis, 
n’auraient pas de quoi en garnir le 
cervelle d’un poulet rôti . . . Pour 
eux, le monde doit être sans doute 
quelque chose comme une sorte de 
retire-tout, avec des tas d’ordures tout 
son saoul, et où une providence, qui a
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forme d’une crochet, trifouille rageuse
ment tous les matins. Pour eux, le 
bonheur n’a jamais eu que des aspects 
de vieux fer et de boîtes à sardines! 
. . . Mais ce n’est pas tout de se dis
puter ilfau t aller à la tournée.

III

. . . O r voici que tous les gens 
interpellent le père Cocotte:
—  Hé, quoi! Vous ne savez donc 

pas? Non? . . .  Mais votre femme 
. . .  la Cocotte! . . .

Le père Cocotte —  qui sort à l’instant 
de se disputer avec sa femme —  ap
prend que celle-ci a été écrasée trois 
heures auparavant et tuée sur le coup. 
Il se moque . . .  Il gouaille . . . 
Il boit la goutte . . . Mais dix, 
vingt, cent personnes lui disent, lui 
disent, lui répètent, lui affirment la 
chose . . .  Le père Cocotte en est 
perplexe . . . On le conseille: qu’il 
y aille voir . . . Hé ! sait-on 
jamais ? . . .

Et le père Cocotte y va donc . . .
—  Chifïouniasse d e c h i f f o u n i -  

asse ! . . .  crie-t-il en arrivant;
Il crache, il jure . . .
—  Eh bien, braille-t-il, c’est tout à 

fait ca ! . .  . Tenez, la v’ià quend 
elle est pleinesaoule ! . . .  C’est tout 
à fait c ’ t’ air assom mé que v ’ià ! . . .  
Ah ! vingt-cinq bon sang ! le bon dé
barras que ce serait ! . . .

A  y regarder de plus près, le père Co
cotte s’exclame encore davantage :

—  C’est qu’ c’est ca ! Tenez, regardez 
un peu c’ t’ air grigne-dent- que ca 
a ! . . . V ’ià une façon de se 
flanquer par terre . . .  Y  a que ma 
sacrée gueuse pour ca ! . . . Ah ! 
c’est ben de toi, ca ! . . . .

Cependant on demande au père Co
cotte de préciser. On lui demande si 
sa femme était béquillarde. Il se fâche, 
traite les gens de soulards. Puis il se 
met à réfléchir abon damment, se gratte 
la tête et finit par déclarer :

—  Il y en a une des deux qui n’était 
pas béquillarde . . .  sûr et cer
tain 1 . . . Mais je ne me rappelle 
dus laquelle . . .

A  ce coup, le maire de Cormont se 
fâche tout rouge. Ceux de Saint- 
Carentin blaguaient de plus en plus. Le 
père Cocotte reprit donc l’examen du 
cadavre. Et il n’en revenait pas :

—  Mais c’est que c’est ca ! V ’ià 
l’édenterie ! . . .  V ’ià ma grigne-nez, 
tenez ! . . .  La v’ià avec son air 
cherche-puce ! . . .  Ajoutez-y des 
raisonnements de caisse à bois et des 
saouleries de charpentier, et vous au
rez la vraie mère Cocotte . . . Elle 
et pas une autre ! . . .

Et il répétait avec de grands éclats 
de voix :

—- E lle .. .e lle .. .et pas une autre!.. .
L ’assistance s’impressionna alors. On 

alla chercher un verre d’eau-de-vie pour 
le faire boire au père Cocotte, afin de 
le remonter un peu Le père Cocotte 
siffla le verre, se laissa consoler et se mit 
soudain à brailler à tue-tête :

—  Ah ! parbleu ! la gueuse ! . .
A  s’a fait tuer exprès pour qu’on se 
f  . . . de moi . . .

Puis il pleura.
—  Ah ! aile n’était pas mauvaise 

créature . . . .  Aile me rendait des 
services . . . J’étais habitué à 
elle . . . Oh ! mais ca ne va pas se 
passer comme ca ! . . .  Il faut qu’on 
me la paye ! . . .  Rien pour rien, 
bon sang ! . . .  Elle vaut des sous, 
c’te femme-là ! . . .  Elle vaut son 
poids d’écus ! . . .  Ah ! v’ià une 
fameuse journée ! C’est pas dommage : 
depuis le remps que j ’avions de la 
malchance ! . . .

IV

E n  s’en retournant au bourg, le 
père Cocotte eut une surprise : il ren
contra la mère Cocotte !

La mère Cocotte était dans 
l’effarouchement, et elle tremblait. Dix, 
vingt, cent personnes l’avaient vue 
écrasée sur le chemin . . . Dix, 
vingt, cent personnes s’exclamaient en 
la rencontrant :

—  Allons donc ! . . .  C’est pas 
possible . . , Tout le monde dit bien 
que c’est vous l’écrasée de ce 
matin ! . . .

S. Set—July— 9
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A  la fin des fins, la mère Cocotte 
s’impressionna, s’alarma . . .

-—' Allez-y ! Allez-y ! . . .  
Dépêchez-vous donc ! . . .  lui criait- 
on. 

Le père Cocotte la trouva toute boule
versée, en larmes.

—  Eh bien, vrai ! faisait-il. Je n’y 
comprends plus rien maintenant. Mais, 
vieux démon, t’es done enragée de ta 
peau ? . . .  A  l’heure que voici on 
ne rencontre que" toi ! . . .  Te v ’ià 
là-bas ! . . .  Te v’ià ici ! . . .  
Sale bourrique, qu’est-ce que tu fais ici 
au lieu d’être là-bas ? . . .

Mais la mère Cocotte ne put ren
seigner le père Cocotte. Elle pleurait 
de plus en plus fort . . .  Et puis elle 
ne savait rien, plus rien, plus rien du 
tout . . .

-— Tout de même, grognait le père 
Cocotte, il faudrait éclaircir c’t’ affaire 
là ! . .  . Car ce serait une affaire 
d i a b l e m e n t  avantageuse p o u r 
moi ! . . .  Mais entrons d’abord 
boire la goutte !

Quand ils eurent bu plusieurs gouttes, 
ils sortirent du cabaret sans en avoir 
les idées mieux éclaircies.

Ils arrivèrent vers le lieu de l’ac
cident.

. . . La vieille petite morte était 
toujours là, toujours aussi recroque
villée et paisible. En la voyant, la 
mère Cocotte se mit à hurler de déses
poir.

—  C’est à n’y rien comprendre, dit 
le père Cocotte. Mais co qu’il y a de 
sûr et de certain, c’est que pour s’être

saoulée au point de s’en faire assommer 
comme ca, il n’y a que toi pour le 
faire! . . . Feignante ! gueuse ! 
chameau ! tu ne pouvais pas t’en tenir à 
un côté de la route et marcher 
droit ? . . .  Hein ? Non ? Eh bien, 
bougre d’andouille, tiens, regarde : te 
v’ià fraîche maintenant ! . . .

La mère Cocotte éclata en sanglots :
—  je . . .  je . . .  je . .  . sais 

pas . . .  Je ne me rappelle 
plus . . .

—  Tu ne te rappelles plus quoi, bour
rique ? . . .

•—• Je . . . je . . .  je ne me rap
pelle plus comment ca m’est
arrivé . . .

—  Tu tanais tout le chemin, parbleu ! 
Soularde ! . . .

—  Oui  . . . oui  . . . C ’ e s t  
ca . . . j ’étais saoule, et je ne me 
rappelle plus . . .  Mais . . .
mais . . . ô les bandits ! ils m’ont
esquintée avec leur boîte à
pétrole ! . . .  Je suis f . . . 
! . . .  Y  vais meûri ! . . .  Y  vais 
criever ! . . .

V
D epuis ce temps, quand la mère Co

cotte n’est pas trop ivre, on lui demande 
volontiers des nouvelles de “ son ”  ac
cident . . .

—  Ah ! fait-elle, ils m’ont ben ar
rangée avec leur auto ! . . .

Et elle ajoute, en montrant son front 
d’un doigt soucieux :

—  . . . E t  vous savez, il m’en reste 
toujours quéque chose . . .

T H E R E  are two sides to every question, not including the disinterested 
side.

T H EO RIES of life are the scars left by past defeats.



The American Playwright
By George Jean Nathan

A  CRITIC on the staff of The Man
chester Guardian, giving himself 
recently to a plumb of my divers 

sagacities, succeeded in bringing himself 
more or less shrewdly to the conclusion 
that I was “ a destructive critic who had 
unfortunately taken little that was noble 
out of the theater.” To both charges, 
raising my hand to heaven, kissing the 
Bible and swearing upon my sacred 
word of honour to tell the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth, 
I indignantly confess. I am (1) a de
structive critic, and I have (2) unfor
tunately taken little that was noble out 
of the theater. And my defence is ab
surdly simple. First, I am a destruc
tive critic, taking me on the whole, be
cause I deal chiefly with elements that 
are themselves most often artistically 
destructive. And secondly, if J have 
taken little that was noble out of the 
theater, the theater has taken much 
more that was noble out o f me.

To call me a destructive critic is per
fectly fair. But to believe that because 
I am a destructive critic I am a mere 
gas-bomb in the constant act of explod
ing over orphan asylums is akin to nam
ing a destructive critic the man whose 
contract calls for the incineration of the 
municipal garbage. And to expect me 
to derive much that is noble out of an 
institution that is, save on isolated and 
distinguished occasions, of the approxi
mate degree of nobility of a Russian 
prince is surely a carrying of jokes to 
Oshkosh. 

It is now sixteen years that I have 
been depositing my person profession
ally in theater seats. In that period I 
have sat before the stages of ten dif
ferent countries and have given the stu

dious eye to four or five thousand di
verse exhibits. I have seen a great 
panorama of comedies, dramas, trage
dies, farces, knee shows, burlesques, 
satires, vaudevilles, whimsicalities, bio
graphical plays, and what not. I have 
seen Duse do “ Gioconda” and Theda 
Bara do “ The Blue Flame” ; I have seen 
Mitschurina as Portia and Marjorie 
Rambeau as “ The Unknown Woman” ; 
I have seen Alexander Moissi as Franz 
Moor and Robert Edeson as Strong- 
heart, the Choctaw. I have seen plays 
by Gerhart Hauptmann and plays in 
which the leading lady shouts: “ If you 
loved a woman as I love him, wouldn’t 
you lie, wouldn’t you dare anything, to 
keep her? You know you would! You 
know you would! And so did I, and 
I ’d do it again ( breaking down), I ’d 
do it again!”  I have seen plays by Ed
mond Rostand and plays in which the 
character actress, face smeared with 
burnt cork and a sofa pillow stuck in
side her chemise, cries out “ A  flag o’ 
truce, Missy Gertrude! An’ a pahty o’ 
Confed’rate sojers a-comin’ up de hill! 
Dey am carryin’ someone: he am 
wounded.”  I have seen plays by Eche- 
garay and plays in which the heroine re
morsefully takes both of her husband's 
hands in hers and gulps, “ But I ’ll make 
up for it—you’ll see! And now we’re 
going to turn our backs on everything 
that’s happened. W e’re going to look 
up ! W e’re going to look ahead! W e’re 
going to start all over again, you and I, 
together!” And I ’ve seen plays by Ber
nard Shaw and plays in which the actor 
in the cutaway puts his hand on the 
shoulder of the actor in the Norfolk 
jacket and says, “ You see, son, I knew 
your mother— we might have married
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if— well, son, that’s why I ’m doing this 
for you.”

And what is the proportion of nobility 
that I have been able to take home with 
me from this mélange? Well, let us 
confect a liberal estimate; let us say that 
the proportion is in the ratio of one to 
three hundred. For one memorable 
night in the theater, I have gladly and 
willingly suffered the empyreuma of 
three hundred crab-apples; for one 
splendid, beautiful and haunting eve
ning, the gases of three hundred boob- 
machines. I have taken a measure of 
nobility with me out of the theater, but 
to blame me for not taking nobility out 
o f the theater when the theater has not 
provided it is, surely like blaming me for 
not taking out of the Manchester Guar
dian a high passion for sauerkraut.

You doubtless wonder what all this 
has to do with an essay on the Amer
ican playwright. It has this to d o : it 
will, I hope, safeguard me from like 
critical charges on your part when you 
have finished reading what I shall write. 
Initially revolving the topic of this ar
ticle in my mind, I said' to myself, “ I 
shall this month write an essay on the 
American playwright; I shall speak of 
his increasing eminence, especially in 
the instance of the young of the spe
cies ; I shall single out a half dozen or 
so of him and make pleasant compari
sons with his young European contem
poraries ; I shall, indeed, vary the 
monotony of my monthly cavils and im- 
probations with a little jouncy flag-wag
ging.” Then I revolved the subject in 
my mind again. Vague doubts began to 
assail me. “ Put them down; put them 
down!” my fond heart urged me. “Your 
customers are getting tired of reading 
your too frequent recriminations; bet
ter be canny and, by way of proving 
your open-mindedness, give them a pol- 
lyanna show for a change.”  So I re
volved the subject anew. And there 
follows the best that I can hoax myself 
to do for you.

II

T h e  American dramatist is today less 
a realization than an expectation. lie

seems to be growing in stature year by 
year, but in only one instance ha,s he yet 
reached the artistic stature of even a 
dramatist of the first second grade. 
He is, in the matter of surface technical 
ingenuity, as good as the best of them. 
He is, in the matter of maneuvering 
melodramatic incident, perhaps better 
than the best of them. He is, in the 
matter of externals generally, as pro
ficient as any in the countries of Europe. 
But in the matter o f internals, in the 
matter of insight and reflection, in the 
matter of sophistication, wit, philos
ophy, grasp of true character and 
every other thing that goes into the mak
ing of the soul of the true dramatist, 
he is most often of the rote cut of a 
Rochester suit of clothes. O f broad 
humour, he is often a happy whip; of 
wit, he is almost uniformly an amateurr 
His reflection of character is more often 
the shadowy reflection of a plate glass 
shop window than the sharp reflection 
of a plate glass mirror. His philosophy 
is generally the philosophy o f an adoles
cent ; and his sense of life generally that 
of one to-whom life is a spectacle pro
duced less by God than by David 
Belasco.

Of all the many playwrights that 
America has produced in the last dozen 
years, there is only one whose shoulders 
begin to lift clearly above the local' 
crowd. That one is Eugene O ’Neill: 
the one writer for the native stage who 
gives promise of achieving a sound posi
tion for himself. And by sound posi
tion I mean a position, if not with the 
first dramatists of present-day Europe, 
at least with the very best of the Euro
pean second raters. That O ’Neill will 
go higher than this latter rung, I seri
ously doubt. I judge his future not 
from his best things, such plays as “ The 
Moon of the Caribbees” (an admirable 
piece o f writing) or “ Beyond the Hori
zon” (which his confrère, Edward 
Sheldon, believed altogether too exag
geratedly drab a composition to merit 
attention!) or “ The Straw”  (with its 
several remarkably written scenes), but 
from his poorest. A  man’s future is a 
matter not so much o f the things he has
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already actually achieved as of the 
things he has sought to achieve and, by 
virtue of his intrinsic shortcomings, has 
been unable to. A  dramatist’s future, 
in other words, is to be measured more 
accurately by what he has tried to do 
and could not do than by what he has 
been able to do.

I do not mean to disparage O ’Neill’s 
accomplishments—he has had, from the 
first day I laid an eye upon the manu
script of a one-act play which he sub
mitted to this magazine, no better friend 
and more enthusiastic ballyhoo than I—  
but I am besieged by doubts as to his 
final status when I consider the vaude
ville grand-guignolism, however effec
tive, of his “ In the Zone,” the uninten
tional burlesque of his “ Where the Cross 
Is Made,”  and the ibsenescence of his 
“ The Rope.” These were not mere left- 
handed jobs. I have reason to know 
that O ’Neill himself considers the two 
last named plays sound efforts: he 
would not hear, indeed, of a suggestion 
that he tear up the manuscript of 
“ Where the Cross Is Made” and so get 
rid of the strain it would place upon 
his future reputation. But it may be— 
and I hope it will be—that I am wrong: 
O ’Neill may, as the theatrical phrase has 
it, top his writings from year to year. 
I f he does, his future is the most bril
liant future an American playwright 
has thus far known. And if he does 
not, his present is already the most bril
liant present that any American play
wright has thus far known. For O ’Neill 
has an aloof dignity that no other native 
playwright of his day has; he has a 
sense of world theme, a sense of char
acter, and he knows how to write. 
His weakness is the weakness of 
italics and of monotony. He sees life 
too often as drama. The great dra
matist is the dramatist who sees drama 
as life.

What of the others ? Zoe Akins, some 
years ago, wrote in “ Papa”  what is per
haps the most distinguished piece of 
fantastic comic writing that the present- 
day theater knows: nothing has been 
done in Europe to equal it. But she has 
done nothing since that is worthy of

note. Her “ Magical City,”  “ The Secret 
of Sienna,” “ Such a Charming Young 
Man” and “Did It Really Happen?” 
are diverting little things, but not im
portant. Her “ Déclassée,” for all its 
two well-written and full-flavoured 
scenes, is of the mossy stuff of the 
theater of de Croisset, Pinero, et al. 
And her “ Foot-Loose,” though a pol
ished example of play revision, ob
viously does not count. Rita Wellman, 
perhaps the most promising of the 
women, gave a good, if very uneven, 
performance with “ The Gentile W ife,” 
and has given, I understand, an . even 
better one with a play to be revealed 
next season. But her short plays show 
little. Rachel Barton Butler’s “ Mam
ma’s Affair” is an exhibition of signs of 
talent rather than an exhibition of 
talent : it is hardly a three-act play, but 
rather a one-act play with a quite sep
arate two-act play hitched to its tail. 
And her “ The Lap Dog” is distinctly 
showshop stuff. Booth Tarkington’s 
“ Clarence” is a thoroughly deft and 
amusing farce-comedy, but nothing else 
that the novelist has done in the way of 
play-writing causes one to pause. Avery 
Hopwood, a skilful fellow who started 
out with perhaps the brightest promise 
of them all, has descended lower and 
lower in the scale with the passing of 
each year : he presently devotes himself 
entirely to the brewing of lucrative 
yokel traps. Edward Sheldon has writ
ten a number of excellent, original, 
separate scenes, but never a play that 
merited serious consideration. Shel
don’s mind is purely a stage-shop mind : 
life blows its winds across it from the 
wings: the fire of Sheldon is mere red 
and yellow tissue paper agitated by an 
invisible electric fan.

We pass to others. Tom Barry, who 
has faded from view, wrote in “ The 
Upstart” one of the best home-made 
plays thus far distilled from the Shaw 
récipé, and showed in such vaudeville 
sketches as “ Nick Carter” the flicker- 
ings of a real native humour. There 
was some merit, too, in an unproduced 
play of his named “ Anne of Harlem.” 
But Barry appears to have fallen in his
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tracks after his first spurt. Rachel 
Crothers has blown up completely. 
Anne Crawford Flexneiv since her 
“Marriage Game,” a pleasant but sub
ordinate comedy, has done nothing to 
bring her into regard. Susan Glaspell 
has revealed skill in the one-act form, 
but her three-act play “ Bernice” 
amounts to little. Lawrence Langner’s 
“The Family Exit,”  despite its many 
crudities, was exceptionally promising: 
he has done nothing else worth con
sideration. Philip Moeller is a mere 
Madame Tussaud. George M. Cohan, 
the most proficient popular playwright 
in the world theater of the present time, 
makes no pretence to artistic effort. 
Percy Mackaye makes the pretence, but 
that is all. Margaret Mayo has talent, 
but directs it only at the box-office. 
Edward Knoblauch, whose “ Kismet” 
and “ The Faun” are both meritorious 
plays— though the former is largely a 
compilation and the latter a derivation 
from Molnar— wishes himself to be con
sidered an Englishman, and hence is 
without the catalogue. Thompson Bu
chanan’s only white mark is his satirical 
farce, “ The Cub.”  F. Scott Fitzgerald, 
who has printed one-act plays but not 
yet had them produced, displays an un
common hand, but what he will do in 
the way of full-length plays remains to 
be seen. Harry Leon Wilson, Rupert 
Hughes and other popular novelists 
have done nothing when they essayed 
the dramatic form. Eleanor Gates’ 
“ Poor Little Rich Girl” was a very good 
thing of its kind, but she did nothing 
worth while before and has done noth
ing since. Clare Kummer has a happy 
gift for light humour, but her plays— 
from any serious point of view— are 
mere drawing-room vaudeville. They 
are diverting little affairs but, in any 
final estimate, fluff. Montague Glass, 
a first-rate sculptor of character, a fine 
story-teller, and a searching and excel
lent humourist, is not a playwright: the 
dramatization of his themes he regu
larly entrusts to such show-doctors as 
Roi Cooper Megrue and Jules Eckert 
Goodman. And the rest? Some, like 
Jesse Lynch Williams, James Forbes

and Joseph Medill Patterson, have 
shown flashes, but the flashes have been, 
alas, as evanescent as summer lightning. 
Others—the great majority— have
shown nothing.

Turn now to the older dramatists. 
Eugene Walter wrote “ The Easiest 
Way,”  and the rest is silence. Augus
tus Thomas wrote an amusing farce- 
comedy in “ The Other Girl”  and 
buried the memory o f it under a ton or 
two of profound jake-diddlers. George 
Broadhurst has done nothing. William 
Vaughn Moody was a college profes
sors’ pet: he could write English, but 
his plays were Rachmaninoff on a 
barrel organ. Charles Rann Kennedy 
is the Dr. Parkhurst o f the drama: he 
amounts to less than nothing. Turn to 
the older still. Clyde Fitch was a grace
ful, pretty kleptomaniac: he pilfered the 
counters of European comedy: “ The 
Truth,”  his best work and, so far as I 
am able to judge, one of his few purely 
original works, is a fair piece of comic 
writing— no more. Charles H. Hoyt was 
a very amusing fellow, but certainly of 
no sound importance. James A. Herne— 
we are always hearing much of him— 
well, read his plays! Bronson Howard 
was a distinctly inferior William Gil
lette, and William Gillette, while an ex
pert melodramatist if third-rate farceur, 
is surely not entitled to a second 
thought. Consider these dramatists of 
yesterday: I take the names of the lead
ers from the volume by Arthur Hobson 
Quinn called “ Representative American 
Plays” : Steele Mackaye, a paleolithic 
Winchell Smith; Bronson Howard, an 
early Siamese Twin, half Henry De 
Mille and half Clay M. Greene; William 
Gillette, a highly proficient and polished 
Hal Reid; David Belasco, a theatrical 
Ringling; Clyde Fitch, a suave and skil
ful parrot; Langdon Mitchell, the best 
of the lot, who wrote one moderately 
adroit comedy and then went to bed for 
the rest of his life ; and so on down the 
list to the great “ dean” of the hour, M. 
Augustus Thomas, the molasses spa. 
What a gay procession of genius! And 
before these master-minds, these Amer
ican Shakespeares and Molieres, the
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field is even less rich: the names, for all 
the persistent effort to sentimentalize 
them, are already half-forgotten: his
tory will dig and shovel here in vain.

But from all these, young and old, 
living and dead, I omit one name, a 
name that perhaps came nearer taking 
its place at the head of all American 
dramatists than any other. The man 
who bears this name was closer to the 
writing of vivid, racy, faithful, sound 
native drama than any man before or 
since him. And that man is— or was— 
George Ade. One speaks of him, alas, 
in the past tense: he gave up writing 
for the stage even as his talents were 
mounting to their full flower. But his 
“College Widow” and his “ County 
Chairman,” the former in particular, 
were worth any dozen plays offered up 
by his American confreres in competi
tion with him. Ade wrote Frank Mer- 
riwell and Edward Westcott plots; he 
wrote with what was almost a Walter 
Hasenklever indifference to technique, 
form and finish; he wrote for the stage 
in terms o f the circus tent. But for all 
that, with his observing humour, his 
healthy satire, his understanding of his 
people, he came nearer writing first- 
rate, real American drama than any 
other man I know.

III

T h e  season recently ended has been 
in many respects the best that the Amer
ican theater has thus far enjoyed. It 
has brought forward a better effort than 
ever before on the part of native play
wrights and producers. It has, more
over, witnessed on the part of the public 
a taste for the finer things o f the theater 
such as that public was scarcely thought 
capable of. I f the moving picture in
terests and their deaf and dumb art can 
be kept at bay, it will not be long, I be
lieve, before the native theater takes its 
place with the more dignified theaters 
of the world. It is already in advance 
of the Italian and Spanish; it is already 
far in advance of the French and British 
in the matter of artistic production; it 
is already in advance of the Russian

theater as a whole, all the University of 
Flapdoodle profundities to the contrary. 
Its literature is considerably below the 
literature of the British, Irish, German, 
French and Austro-Hungarian but, if 
promises count for anything, it is mak
ing some headway. The hope rests not 
so much with our producers as with our 
playwrights still in the womb, the Amer
ican playwrights of tomorrow.

IV

T h e  concluding bills of the season, 
however, offered small cause for start
ing bonfires. Lawrence Eyre’s “ Mar
tinique,” promulgated as a romance of 
the French West Indies in the 1840’s, 
revealed itself a romance less in terms 
of dramatic writing than in terms of 
costumes and scenery. The impression 
was less Lafcadio Hearn than Hearn’s 
department store in Fourteenth Street. 
Miss Josephine Victor gave an interest
ing performance o f the beset Creole girl 
and Arthur Hohl made a good showing 
in the role of the Colorado madura vil
lain. Emmett Corrigan, one of the last 
remaining actors of the old grunt school, 
was the benign padre of the occasion.

“ Not So Long Ago,” by Arthur Rich- 
man, was the stereotyped theatrical 
effort to -  recapture the atmosphere, 
spirit and romance o f an earlier genera
tion, in this instance, the New York of 
the 1870’s. It is the general practice of 
playmakers who essay this species of 
play to go no further in original enter
prise than to lay hold of a perfectly 
commonplace contemporaneous play, 
raise the ceilings of the modern sets 
four or five feet, cover the modern 
furniture with red plush and lace tidies, 
put bustles on the modern women char
acters, sprinkle the text liberally with 
allusions to Horace Greeley and Niblo’s 
Garden, and then seek to pass off the 
whole as a freshly imaginative, retro
spective product. From this familiar 
practice the present playmaker has not 
deviated. His composition is merely a 
slight reversal of the rubber-stamp “ Cin
derella Man” formula with the actors 
dressed up like a Fiske O ’Hara troupe
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and given to an elaborate hocus-pocus 
o f lighting the electric lamps with 
matches. Whenever his intrinsically 
familiar present-day sniffle sonata shows 
signs of betraying its unmistakable 1920 
countenance, the playmaker hops into 
the breach with some such false-face 
as having a character refer to George 
Eliot’s newest book, the new high veloc
ipedes or Tony Pastor. But no one is 
fooled save the playmaker himself.

In his comedy of the New York of 
earlier days named “ An Old New 
Yorker,”  Harrison Rhodes worked 
much more adroitly. He wrote, not a 
comedy o f present day New York with 
old New Yorkers in it—as the author 
o f “ Not So Long Ago”  has done—but 
a comedy of old New York with authen
tic old New Yorkers in it. He showed 
the difference between the New York of 
yesterday and the New York of today. 
All that the present gentleman has done 
is to rub out the date line on a senti
mental Broadway comedy of the mo
ment and write in “ 1870.”  The com
pany presenting the labour is not dis
tinguished.

“ Oh Henry,”  by Bide Dudley, 
achieved the remarkable phenomenon of 
being even worse than its actors. The 
playwright, essaying a farce on prohi
bition, contrived an exhibit without a 
single comic line, gesture or situation.

V
M r. W i l l i a m  D evereu x  is an Eng

lish mime a large measure of whose his
trionic career has been devoted to the 
art of portraying butlers. As a portrayer 
of butlers, Mr. William Devereux has 
been very successful: his butlers have 
possessed an extraordinary vraisem- 
blance; they have been, one might say, 
to the life ; they have revealed an un
mistakable understanding of the type 
depicted. This virtuoso o f butlers, tired 
of being butlers, has now written him 
an opus and has displayed himself 
therein. A  butler he no longer is. 
Nay, come true is his ambition. His 
role, self-confected, is one of doubtless 
a thousand day dreams, a thousand mag
nificent hopes, a thousand jealous long

ings. For has not the Devereux, from 
his lowly butler’s position at buffets of 
Cyril Maude country houses on the 
Thames and at hat-racks off Pinero 
drawing-rooms, watched with aching 
heart a thousand resplendent Dukes and 
Lords promenade the foreground? 
Has he not, clad in humble butler’s re
galia, eyed wistfully a so grand pano
rama of brother actors in gleamy silk 
hats, ochre gloves, plum-coloured spats, 
malacca sticks and boutonnières as large 
as artichokes ? And has he not cherished 
deep within his butler bosom a desire, 
too, to drape himself aristocratically up
on the piano and court the lovely Lady 
Violet Ethershaw, and loftily to bid Fir
kins, some butler other than he, to pour 
him a glass of Moselle, to fix the dia
mond and opal buttons in his evening 
shirt, to telephone the French ambassa
dor that he will, unfortunately, be un
able to dine with him that night, to re
mind him that he has an engagement 
with the Duchess next Thursday at five, 
to summon the Rolls-Royce—the one 
with the heliotrope tonneau— and, oh, 
yes, Firkins, we shall be wanting the 
shooting-box in order rather earlier this 
season: the Russian Grand Duke Ivan 
will be running over in September for 
a bit of a pot at the quail . . . ?

But everything comes to him who 
waits. And our Devereux’s opportunity 
at length is his. Thus we observe him, 
the magnifico o f his own play, as Sir 
Robert Chisley, valiant hunter of big 
game, daring climber of mountains, a 
•fellow of vast fortune, one whom the 
ladies adore, his house in Mayfair the 
Mecca of dukes, marchionesses and 
kings. Enters our Devereux grandly, 
tossing Kis surtout with superb nonchal
ance to the menial butler, a cringing 
serf hight William. Our Devereux’s 
lapel bears an enormous gardenia; in 
his hands are clasped elegantly a pair of 
pearl-gray gloves ; his trousers are 
sharpened even as the blade of a razor. 
“ Ah, dear lady,”  says he. And again, 
“ If you impugn this lady’s honour, I 
shall thrash you within an inch of your 
life!” And yet again, after a sortie in 
epigram, “ Ah, dear lady.”  O ur
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Devereux’s opus is called “ Respect for 
Riches.”  Our Devereux’s ambish hath 
been realized. Hail, Devereux! Hail, 
Sir Robert, thy gardenia of artichoke 
contour, thy elegant pearl-gray gloves, 
thy trouser and its enviable crease! A 
bas, Wilhelm the butler!

VI

A n n e  C raw ford  F le x n e r ’s “ A ll 
Souls’ Eve”  aims at J. M. Barrie and 
achieves Lydia Barry. Taking for her 
theme the familiar legend of the spirits 
o f dead young mothers who once a year 
return to look after their babies still on 
earth, the author is guilty of a literality 
so unremitting that her composition is 
deleted of all but the most obvious 
Grand Guignol force. Her play, indeed, 
is a one-act Grand Guignol melodrama 
pieced out with Broadway stencils: in 
general, a medley of “ Peter Grimm,” 
“ The Watcher” and airs of a kind on 
end. The one-act melodrama that is the 
kernel of the exhibit constitutes the 
third scene in the second act. The play 
in its entirety is the usual hocus-pocus 
with baby spotlights, dimmer-boxes and 
gray veiling which passes current in the 
yokel theater for an impressive docu
ment in psychic research.

Miss Flexner wrote, in “ The Mar
riage Game,” a very agreeable comedy, 
but the present work shows none of the 
quality of that play. It is absurdly 
sentimental; it is dramatically off-key; 
it paints Monet in terms of Sherwin- 
Williams ; it travels a road paved with 
rubber stamps. The best member of the 
presenting company is Mr. Cyril Keight- 
ley. Even were the play a much better 
piece of writing than it is, I fear that 
the imminent death o f the Actors’ 
Equity Association stage child who has 
been cast for one of the leading figures 
in the fable would fail to touch my 
heart as it should.

V II

Zoe A k in s ’ revision and moderniza
tion of the Merivale-Grove play of the 
early ’80’s, “ Forget-Me-Not” (the new 
edition is called “ Foot-Loose” ), is a 
mere strewing of flowers upon an old 
grave. Miss Akins has placed a nastur
tium here and a pansy there but, despite 
the dexterity with which the blooms 
have been distributed, the eye con
stantly penetrates to the ancient bones. 
These bones rattle off a stagey melody 
of a bygone theater day and, for all the 
deception of jazz counterpoint which 
Miss Akins has written into it, the 
melody remains outdated. My intelli
gence bureau informs me that the 
original version of the revised manu
script was full of a flavour that the pro
ducer sedulously deleted, that it con
tained a number of suave stratagems 
that deftly concealed the old corpse: 
but of this I am unable to speak au
thoritatively. Miss Emily Stevens gave 
a better performance in the leading 
role than is her wont, but was still— 
as almost invariably she is— ineffective. 
The Messrs. Norman Trevor and O. 
P. Heggie went through their cus
tomary posturings in the lady’s support.

“ His Chinese W ife,”  by Forrest Hal
sey and Clara Beranger, was movie 
fodder: a Vantine version of “ The 
House Next Door.”  The formula is 
familiar. Take the conventional play 
dealing with the intermarriage of Jew 
and Christian, put a kimono on Sadie 
Rosenbaum, change her name to Wah 
Tsu, insert three or four allusions to 
flower boats, sing-song girls and the 
immigration laws, and offer up the dish 
as a study in the contrasting customs 
and morals of the East and West. Miss 
Madeline Delmar was the Chinese 
Sadie of the occasion with the regula
tion g-b flat, g-b flat, g-b flat manner of 
speech, and Forrest Winant the Occi
dental noble one.



Observations Upon the National 
Letters

By H .  L . Mencken

THE current scene is surely de
pressing enough. What one ob
serves is a literature in three lay

ers, and each inordinately doughy and 
uninspiring— each almost without flavor 
or savor. It is hard to say, with much 
critical plausibility, which layer deserves 
to be called the upper, but for conve
nience’s sake the choice may be fixed up
on that which meets with the approval 
of the reigning Lessings. This is the 
layer of the novels of Howells, Judge 
Grant, Alice Brown and the rest o f the 
dwindling • survivors o f New England 
Kultur, of the brittle, academic poetry 
of Woodberry and the elder Johnson, of 
the teaparty essays of Crothers, Miss 
Repplier and company, and of the 
solemn, highly judicial, coroner’s inquest 
criticism of More, Brownell, Babbitt 
and their imitators. Here we have man
ner, undoubtedly. The thing is cor
rectly and decorously done; it is never 
crude or gross; there is in it the lav
ender perfume of college-town society. 
But when this highly refined and at
tenuated manner is allowed for what 
remains is next to nothing. One never 
remembers a character in the novels 
of these aloof and de-Americanized 
Americans; one never encounters . an 
idea in their essays; one never carries 
away a line out of their poetry. It is 
literature as an academic exercise for 
talented grammarians, almost as a gen
teel recreation for ladies and gentlemen 
of fashion— the exact equivalent, in the 
field of letters, of English Royal Acad
emician painting and German Augen- 
musik.

What ails it, intrinsically, is a dearth

of aesthetic passion. Running through 
it, and characterizing the work of almost 
every man and woman producing it, 
there is an unescapable suggestion of the 
old Puritan suspicion of the fine arts as 
such— of the doctrine that they offer fit 
asylum for good citizens only when 
some ulterior and superior purpose is 
carried into them. This purpose, natu
rally enough, most commonly shows a 
moral tinge. The aim of poetry, it ap
pears, is to fill the mind with lofty 
thoughts— not to give it joy, but to give 
it a grand and somewhat gaudy sense of 
cultural rectitude. The essay is a weap
on against the degenerate tendencies of 
the age. The novel, properly conceived, 
is a means of uplifting the spirit; its aim 
is to inspire, not merely to satisfy the 
low curiosity of man in man. The Puri
tan, of course, is not entirely devoid of 
aesthetic feeling. He has a taste for 
good form ; he responds to style; he is 
even capable of something approaching 
a purely esthetic emotion. But he fears 
this aesthetic emotion as an insinuating 
distraction from his chief business in 
life: the sober consideration of the all- 
important problem of conduct. Art is a 
temptation, a seduction, a Lorelei, and 
the Good Man may safely have traffic 
with it only when it is broken to moral 
uses— in other words, when its inno
cence is pumped out of it, and it is 
purged of gusto. It is precisely this 
gusto that one misses in all the work 
of the New England school, and in all 
the work of the formal schools that de
rive from it. One observes in such a 
fellow as Dr. Henry van Dyke an ex
cellent specimen of the whole clan. He

138
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is, in his way, a genuine artist. He has 
a hand for pretty verses. He wields a 
facile rhetoric. He shows, in indiscreet 
moments, a touch of imagination. But 
all the while he remains a sound Presby
terian, with one eye on the devil. He is 
this Presbyterian first and an artist sec
ond, which is just as comfortable as try
ing to be a Presbyterian first and a 
chorus girl second. To such a man it 
must inevitably appear that a Moliere, 
a Wagner, a Goethe or a Shakespeare 
was more than a little bawdy.

II

T h e  criticism that supports this de
caying caste of literary Brahmins is 
grounded almost entirely upon ethical 
criteria. You will spend a long while 
going through the works of such typi
cal professors as More, Phelps, Boyn
ton, Burton, JPerry, Brownell and Bab
bitt before ever you encounter a purely 
sesthetic judgment upon an ¿esthetic 
question. Phelps’ whole body of “ we 
churchgoers” criticism— the most cath
olic and tolerant, it may be said in pass
ing, that the faculty can show— consists 
chiefly of a plea for correctness, and 
particularly for moral correctness; he 
never gets very far from “the axiom of 
the moral law.” Brownell argues elo- 
quently for standards that would bind 
an imaginative - author as tightly as a 
Sunday-school superintendent is bound 
by the Mann Act. Sherman tries to save 
Shakespeare for . the right-thinking by 
proving that he was an Iowa Methodist 
— a member of his local Chamber of 
Commerce, a contemner of Reds, an ad
vocate of democracy and the League of 
Nations, a patriotic dollar-a-year man 
during the Armada scare. Elmer More 
devotes himself, year in and year out, to 
denouncing the Romantic movement, 
i. e., the effort to emancipate the artist 
from formulas and categories, and so 
make him free to dance with arms and 
legs. And Babbitt, to make an end, 
gives over his days and his nights to de
ploring Rousseau’s anarchistic abroga
tion of “ the veto power” over the imag
ination, leading to such “ wrongness”  in

both art and life that it threatens “ to 
wreck civilization.” In brief, the alarms 
of school-masters. Not many of them 
deal specifically with the literature that 
is in being. It is too near to be quite 
nice. To More or Babbitt only death 
can atone for the primary offense of the 
artist. But what they preach neverthe
less has its echoes contemporaneously, 
and those echoes, in the main, are woe
fully falsetto. I often wonder what sort 
of picture of These States is conjured 
up by foreigners who read, say, 
Crothers, Van Dyke, Babbitt, Perry, the 
later Winston Churchill, and the old 
maids of the Freudian suppression 
school. How can such a foreigner, mov
ing in those damp, asthmatic mists, 
imagine such phenomena as Roosevelt, 
Billy Sunday, Nicholas Murray Butler, 
Bryan, the Becker case, the I. W . W., 
Newport, Palm Beach, the University' 
o f Chicago, Chicago itself1—the whole 
gross, glittering, excessively dynamic, 
infinitely grotesque, incredibly stupen
dous drama of American life?

As I have said, it is not often that the 
ordentlichen Professoren deign to notice 
contemporary writers, even of their own 
austere kidney. In all the Shelburne 
Essays there is none on Howells, or on 
Churchill, or on Mrs. Wharton; More 
seems to think of American literature as 
expiring with Longfellow and Donald 
G. Mitchell. He has himself hinted 
that in the department of criticism of 
criticism there enters into the matter 
something beyond mere aloof ignorance. 
“ I soon learned (as editor of the pre- 
Bolshevik Nation),”  he says, “ that it 
was virtually impossible to get fair con
sideration for a book written by a 
scholar not connected with a university 
from a reviewer so connected.”  This 
class consciousness, however, should not 
apply to artists, who are admittedly in
ferior to professors, and it surely does 
not show itself in such men as Phelps 
and Spingarn, who seem to be very 
eager to prove that they are not profes
sorial. Yet Phelps, in the course of a 
long work on the novel, pointedly omit
ted all mention of such men as Dreiser, 
and Spingarn, as Van Wyck Brooks has
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said, “ appears to be less inclined even 
than the critics with whom he is theo
retically at war to play an active, public 
part in the secular conflict of darkness 
and light.” When one comes to the 
Privat-Dozenten there is less remote
ness, but what takes the place of it is 
almost as saddening. To Sherman and 
Percy Boynton the one aim of criticism 
seems to be the enforcement of correct
ness— in Emerson’s phrase, the uphold
ing of “ some great decorum, some fetish 
of a government, some ephemeral trade, 
or war, or man”— e. g., Puritanism, 
democracy, monogamy, the League of 
Nations, the Wilsonian piffle. Even 
among the critics who escape the worst 
of this school-mastering frenzy there is 
some touch of the heavy “ culture” of the 
provincial schoolma’m. For example, 
consider Clayton Hamilton, M. A., vice- 
president of the National Institute of 
Arts and Letters. Here are the tests he 
proposes for dramatic critics, s., for 
gentlemen chiefly employed in reviewing 
such characteristic American composi
tions as the Ziegfeld Follies, “ Up in Ma
bel’s Room,” “ Ben-Hur” and “ The 
Witching Hour” :

1. H ave you ever stood bareheaded in the 
nave of A m iens?

2. H ave you ever climbed to  the Acropolis 
by m oonlight?

3. H ave you ever walked w ith whispers 
into the hushed presence of the F rafi M a
donna of Bellini?

What could more brilliantly evoke an 
image of the eternal Miss Birch, blue 
veil flying and Baedeker in hand, plod
ding along faithfully through the inter
minable corridors and catacombs of the 
Louvre, the while bands are playing 
across the river, and young bucks in 
three-gallon hats are sparking the gals, 
and the Jews and harlots uphold the tra
ditions of French hig leef at Long- 
champs, and American deacons are 
frisked and debauched up on martyrs’ 
hill ? The banality of it is really too ex
quisite to be borne; the lack o f humor 
is almost that of a Fifth avenue divine. 
One seldom finds in the pronunciamen- 
tos of these dogged professors, indeed, 
any trace of either Attic or Gallic salt.

When they essay to be jocose, the result 
is usually simply an elephantine whimsi
cality, by the chautauqua out of the A t
lantic Monthly. Their satire is mere ill- 
nature. One finds it difficult to believe 
that they have ever read Lewes, or Haz- 
litt, or, above all, Saintsbury. I often 
wonder, in fact, how Saintsbury would 
fare, an unknown man, at the hands of, 
say, Brownell or More. What of his 
iconoclastic gaiety, his boyish weakness 
for tweaking noses and pulling whiskers, 
his obscene delight in slang? . . .

111

So much for the top layer of the na
tional letters. The bottom layer is given 
over to the literature of Greenwich Vil
lage, and by Greenwich Village, of 
course, I mean the whole of the ad
vanced wing, whatever the scene of its 
solemn declarations of independence and 
forlorn hopes. Miss Amy Lowell is her
self a fully-equipped and autonomous 
Greenwich Village, domiciled in Boston 
amid the crumbling gravestones of the 
New England intelligentsia, but often in 
waspish flight through the hinterland. 
Vachel Lindsay, with his pilgrim’s staff, 
is another. There is a third in Chicago, 
with Poetry: a Magazine of Verse as its 
Exhibit A ;  it is, in fact, the senior of 
the Village forninst Washington Square. 
Others you will find in far-flung factory 
towns, wherever there is a Little Thea
tre, and a couple of local Synges and 
Chekovs to supply its stage. St. Louis, 
before Zoe Akins took flight, had the 
busiest of all these Greenwiches, and the 
most interesting. "A

What lies under the whole movement 
is the natural revolt o f youth against the 
pedagogical Prussianism of the pro
fessors that I have described. The op
pression is extreme, and so the rebellion 
is extreme. Imagine a sentimental 
young man of the provinces, awaking 
one morning to the somewhat startling 
discovery that he is full of the divine 
afflatus, and nominated by the hierarchy 
of hell to enrich the literature of his 
fatherland. He seeks counsel and aid. 
He finds, on consulting the official trea
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tises on that literature, that its greatest 
poet was Longfellow. He is warned, 
reading More and Babbitt, that the 
literatus who lets feeling get into his 
compositions is a psychic fornicator, 
and under German influences. He has 
formal notice from the Creel press 
bureau that Puritanism is the lawful 
philosophy of the country, and that any 
dissent from it is treason. He gets the 
news, plowing through the New York 
Times Book Review, the Nation (so far 
to the left in its politics, but hugging the 
right so desperately in letters!), the 
Bookman, the Atlantic and the rest, that 
the salient artists of the living genera
tion are such masters as Robert Under
wood Johnson, Owen Wister, James 
Lane Allen, George E. Woodberry, 
Hamlin Garland, William Roscoe 
Thayer and Augustus Thomas, with 
polite bows to Margaret Deland, Mary 
Johnston and Ellen Glasgow. It slowly 
dawns upon him that Robert W . Cham
bers is an academician and Theodore 
Dreiser isn’t, that Brian Hooker is and 
George Sterling isn’t, that Henry Syd- 
nor Harrison is and James Branch Ca
bell isn’t, that “ Chimmie Fadden” 
Townsend is and Sherwood Anderson 
isn’t.

Well, is it any wonder that such a 
young fellow, after one or two sniffs of 
that prep-school fog, Swings so vastly 
backward that one finds him presently 
in corduroy trousers and a velvet jacket, 
hammering furiously upon a pine table 
in a Macdougal street cellar, his mind 
full of malicious animal magnetism 
against even so amiable an ancient as 
Woodberry, and his discourse full of in
sane hair-splittings about vers libre, fu
turism, spectrism, vorticism, Expres- 
sionismus, heliogabalisme? The thing, 
in truth, is in the course of nature. The 
Spaniards who were outraged by the 
reign of Torquemada did not become 
members of the Church of England; 
they became atheists. The American 
colonists, in revolt against a bad king, 
did not set up a good king; they set up 
a democracy, and so gave every honest 
man a chance to become a rogue on his 
own account. Thus the young literatus,

emerging from the vacuum of Ohio or 
Arkansas. An early success, of course, 
tends to halt and moderate him. He 
finds that, after all, there is still a place 
for him, a sort of asylum for such as 
he, not over-populated or very warmly- 
heated, but nevertheless quite real. But 
if his sledding at the start is hard, if 
the corrective birch finds him while he 
is still tender, then he goes, as Andrew 
Jackson would say, the whole hog, and 
another voice is added to the raucous 
bellowing of the literary Reds.

I confess that the spectacle gives me 
some joy, despite the fact that the actual 
output of the Village is seldom worth 
noticing. What commonly engulfs and 
spoils the Villagers is their concern with 
mere technique. Among them, it goes 
without saying, are a great many frauds 
-—poets whose yearning to write is un
accompanied by anything properly de- 
scribable as capacity, dramatists whose 
dramas are simply Schnitzler and well- 
water, workers in prose fiction who 
gravitate swiftly and inevitably to the 
machine-made merchandise of the cheap 
magazines— in brief, American equiva
lents o f  the bogus painters of the Boul’ 
Mich’. These pretenders, having no 
ideas, naturally try to make the most of 
forms. Half the wars in the Village are 
oyer form ; content is taken for granted, 
or forgotten altogether. The extreme 
leftists, in fact, descend to a meaning
less gibberish, both in prose and in 
verse; it is their last defiance to intellec- 
tualism. This childish concentration 
upon externals unfortunately tends to 
debauch the small minority that is of 
more or less genuine parts; the good are 
pulled in by the bad. As a result, the 
Village produces nothing that justifies 
all the noise it makes. I have yet to 
hear of a first-rate book coming out of 
it, or a short story of arresting quality, 
or even a poem of any solid distinction. 
As one of the editors of a magazine 
which specializes in the work of new 
authors I am in an exceptional position 
to report. Probably nine-tenths of the 
stuff written in the dark dens and alleys 
south of the arch comes to my desk 
soon or late, and I go through all of it
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faithfully. It is, in the overwhelming 
main, jejune and imitative. The prose 
is quite without distinction, either in 
matter or in manner. The verse seldom 
gets beyond a hollow audaciousness, not 
unlike that of cubist painting. It is not 
often, indeed, that any individuality is 
in it; all of the Villagers seem to write 
alike. “ Unless one is an expert in some 
detective method,” said a recent writer 
in Poetry, “ one is at a loss to assign 
correctly the ownership of much free 
verse— that is, if one plays fairly and 
refuses to look at the signature until 
one has ventured a guess. It is difficult, 
for instance, to know whether Miss 
Lowell is writing Mr. Bynner’s verse, 
or whether he is writing hers.” More
over, this monotony keeps to a very low- 
level. There is no poet in the move
ment who has produced anything even 
remotely approaching the fine lyrics of 
Miss Reese and Miss Teasdale and John 
McClure, and for all its war upon the 
cliché it can show nothing to equal the 
cliché- free beauty of Robert Loveman’s 
“ Rain Song.” In the drama the Village 
has gone further. In Eugene O ’Neill, 
Rita Wellman and Zoe Akins it offers 
dramatists who are obviously many cuts 
above the well-professored mechani
cians who pour out of Prof. Dr. Baker’s 
Ibsenfabrik at Cambridge. But here 
we must probably give the credit, not to 
any influence residing within the move
ment itself, but to mere acts of God. 
Such pieces as O ’Neill’s one-acters, 
Miss Wellman’s “ The Gentile W ife” 
and Miss Akins’ extraordinary “ Papa” 
lie quite outside the Village scheme of 
things. There is no sign of revolt in 
them. They are simply first-rate work, 
done miraculously in a third-rate land.

But if the rebellion is thus sterile of 
direct results, and, in more than one as
pect, fraudulent and ridiculous, it is at 
all events an evidence of something not 
to be disregarded, and that, something 
is the gradual formulation o f a chal
lenge to the accepted canons in literature 
and to the accepted canon lawyers. The 
first hoots come from a tatterdemalion 
horde of rogues and vagabonds without 
the gates, but soon or late, let us hope,

they will be echoed in more decorous 
quarters, and with much greater effect. 
The Village, in brief, is an earnest that 
somewhere or other new seeds are ger
minating— that, in the phrase of a great 
American leader in internal medicine, 
there is yet hope. Between the young 
tutor who launches into letters with imi
tations of his seminary chief’s imita
tions of Agnes Repplier’s imitations of 
Charles Lamb, and the young peasant 
who tries to get his honest exultations 
into free verse there can be no hesitant 
choice: the peasant . is, by long odds, 
the sounder artist, and, what is more, 
the sounder American artist. Even the 
shy and somewhat stagy carnality that 
characterizes the Village has its high 
symbolism and its profound uses. It 
proves that, despite repressions un
matched in civilization in modern times, 
there is still a sturdy animality in Amer
ican youth, and hence good health. The 
poet hugging his Sonia in a Washington 
Square beanery, and so giving notice to 
all his world that he is a devil o f a fel
low, is at least a better man than the 
emasculated stripling in a Y. M. C. A. 
gospel-mill, pumped dry of all his 
natural appetites and the vacuum filled 
with double-entry book-keeping, busi
ness economics and auto-eroticism. In 
so foul a nest of imprisoned and fer
menting sex as the United States, plain 
adultery becomes a mark of relative 
decency . . .

IV

B u t the theme is letters, not wicked
ness. The upper and lower layers have 
been surveyed. There remains the mid
dle layer, the thickest and perhaps the 
most significant of the three. By the 
middle layer I mean the literature that 
fills the magazines and burdens the. 
bookcounters in the department-stores 
— the literature adorned by such artists 
as Richard Harding Davis, Rex Beach, 
Emerson Hough, O. Henry, James 
Whitcomb Riley, Augustus Thomas, 
Robert W . Chambers, Cyrus Town
send Brady, and Mary Roberts Rine
hart— in brief, the literature that pays
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like a bucket-shop or a soap-factory, and 
is thus thoroughly American.

At the bottom this literature touches 
such depths o f banality that it would 
be difficult to match it in any other 
country. The “ inspirational”  and patri
otic essays of Dr. Frank Crane, Orison 
Swett Marden, Porter Emerson 
Browne, Gerald Stanley Lee, E. S. Mar
tin, Ella Wheeler W ilcox and the Rev. 
Dr. Newell Dwight Hillis, the novels 
o f Harold Bell Wright, Eleanor H. Por
ter and Gene Stratton-Porter, and the 
mechanical sentimentalities in prose and 
verse that fill the cheap fiction maga
zines—this stuff has a native quality 
that is as unmistakable as that of 
Mother’s Day, Billy-Sundayism or the 
Junior Order o f United American Me
chanics. It is the natural outpouring 
of a naive and yet half barbarous peo
ple, full o f delight in a few childish and 
inaccurate ideas. But it would be a 
grave error to assume that the whole 
of the literature of the middle layer is 
of the same infantile quality. On the 
contrary, a great deal of it— for ex
ample, the work o f Mrs. Rinehart, and 
that of Corra Harris, Gouverneur Mor
ris, Harold MacGrath and the late O. 
Henry— shows an unmistakably tech
nical excellence, and even a certain civi
lized sophistication in point o f view. 
Moreover, this literature is constantly 
graduating adept professors into some
thing finer, as witness Booth Tarking- 
ton, George Ade, Ring W . Lardner and 
Montague Glass. S. L. Clemens came 
out of it forty years ago. Nevertheless, 
its general tendency is distinctly in the 
other direction. It seduces by the power 
o f money, and by the power of great ac
claim no less. One constantly observes 
the collapse and surrender o f writers 
who started ¿mt with aims far above 
that of the magazine nabob. I could 
draw up a long, long list of such vic
tims : Henry Milner Rideout, Owen 
Johnson, Chester Baily Fernald, Hamlin 
Garland, Will Levington Comfort, Ste
phen French Whitman, and so on. They 
had their forerunner, in the last genera
tion, in Bret Harte. It is, indeed, a 
characteristic American phenomenon

for a young writer to score a success 
with novel and meritorious work, and 
then to yield himself to the best-seller 
fever, and so disappear down the 
sewers. Even the man who struggles 
to emerge again is commonly hauled 
back. For example, Louis Joseph 
Vance, Rupert Hughes, George Bron- 
son-Howard and, to go back a few 
years, David Graham Phillips and El
bert Hubbard— all men flustered by high 
aspiration, and yet all pulled down by 
the temptations below. Even Frank 
Norris showed signs of yielding. The 
pull is genuinely powerful. Above lies 
not only isolation, but also a dogged and 
malignant sort of opposition. Below, 
as Morris has frankly admitted, there 
is the place at Aiken, the motor-car, 
babies, money in the bank, and the dig
nity o f an important man.

O f late it is the movies that have 
held out the most seductive lures: the 
rewards they offer are even greater than 
those offered by the commercial book 
publishers and the train-boy magazines. 
The point of view of an author respon
sive to such rewards was recently set 
forth very naively in the Authors’ 
League Bulletin. This author under
took, in a short article, to refute the fal
lacies of an 'Unknown who ventured to 
protest against the movies on the ground 
that they called only for bald plots, elc- 
mentary and generally absurd, and that 
all the rest of a sound writer’s equip
ment—»“the artistry of his style, the fe
licity of his apt expression, his subtlety 
and thoroughness of observation and 
comprehension and sympathy, the illu
minating quality of his analysis o f mo
tive and character, even the fundamental 
skillful development o f  the bare plot”—  
was disdained by the Selznicks, Gold
fishes, Zukors and other such entrepre
neurs, and by the overwhelming major
ity of their customers. I quote from 
the reply:

T here are  some conspicuous w ord m er
chants who deal in the English language, but 
the general public doesn’t  clam or fo r their 
w ares. They w rite fo r the “thinking class.” 
The elite, the discrim inating. As a rule, they 
scorn the crass commercialism of the m aga
zines and movies and such catch-penny de
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vices. H ow ever, literary  masterpieces live 
because they have been and will be read, not 
by the few, but by the many. T hat was true 
in the tim e of H om er, and even today the 
first move made by an editor when he re
ceives a m anuscript, o r a  gentle reader when 
he buys a book, o r a T. B. M. w hen he sinks 
into an orchestra chair is to look around for 
John H enry  Plot. I f  M r. P lo t is too long 
delayed in arriv ing  o r doesn’t  come at all, 
the editor u su a lly ' sends regrets, the reader 
yawns and the tired  business m an falls 
asleep. I t ’s a sad state of affairs and aw ful 
tough on art, but it can’t  be helped.

Observe the lofty scorn of mere liter
ature— the superior irony at the expense 
of everything beyond the mere bumping 
of boobs. Note the sound judgment as 
to the function and fate of literary mas
terpieces, e. g., “ Endymion,” “ The Can
terbury Tales,”  “ Faust,”  “ Lord Jim.” 
Give your eye to the chaste diction— 
“ John Henry Plot,” “ T. B. M.,” “ awful 
tough,” and so on. No doubt you will 
at once assume that this curious coun
terblast to literature was written by 
some former bartender now engaged in 
composing scenarios for Pearl White 
and Theda Bara. But it was not. It 
was written and signed by the president 
of the Authors’ League of America.

Here we have, unconsciously re
vealed, the secret of the depressing bad
ness o f  what may be called the staple 
fiction of the country—the sort of stuff 
that is written by the Richard Harding 
Davises, Rex Beaches, Houghs, Cham
berses, McCutcheons and their like, 
male and female. The worst of it is not 
that it is addressed primarily to show- 
drummers and shopgirls; the worst of 
it is that it is written by authors who 
are, to all intellectual intents and pur
poses, shoe-drummers and shopgirls. 
American literature, even on its higher 
levels, seldom comes out of the small 
and lonesome upper classes of the peo
ple. An American author with tradi

tions behind him and an environment 
about him comparable to those, say, of 
George Moore, or Hugh Walpole, is and 
always has been rélatively rare. On 
this side of the water the arts, like poli
tics and religion, are chiefly in the keep
ing of persons of obscure origin, defec
tive education and elemental tastes. 
Even some of the most violent uphold
ers of the New England superstition are 
aliens to the actual New England heri
tage; one discovers, searching “ Who’s 
Who in America,” that they are recent 
fugitives from the six-day sock and sal- 
eratus Kultur o f the cow and hog 
States. The artistic merchandise pro
duced by liberated yokels of that sort is 
bound to show its intellectual newness, 
which is to say, its deficiency in civilized 
culture and sophistication. It is, on the 
plane of letters, precisely what evangel
ical Christianity is on the plane o f re
ligion, to wit, the product of ill-in
formed, emotional and more or less 
pushing and oafish folk. Life, to such 
hinds, is not a mystery; it is something 
absurdly simple, to be described with 
surety and in a few words. If they set 
up as critics their criticism is all a mat
ter of facile labelling, chiefly ethical: 
find the pigeon-hole, and the rest is easy. 
If they presume to discuss the great 
problems of human society, they are 
equally ready with their answers: draw 
up and pass a harsh enough statute, and 
the corruptible will straightway put on 
incorruption. And if, fanned by the 
soft breath of beauty, they go into prac
tise as creative artists, as poets, as dram
atists, as novelists, then one learns 
from them that we inhabit a country 
that is the model and despair of other 
states, that its culture is coextensive 
with human culture and enlightenment, 
and that every failure to find happiness 
under that culture is the result of sin.
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