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FROM THE BOOK OF FOOLS
By John McClure

I

T H ER E was a Chinaman in Ching- 
Too expounded a doctrine of de
mocracy and led the sansculottes 

in battle array against the mandarins. 
H is commonwealth was established and 
the man in the street was king.

Two months later he was hanged in 
the public square of Ching-Too by 
cobblers and cabinet-makers because he 
spoke ill of the ancestors of one Lung- 
Chang, ex-cobbler and alderman in the 
second precinct.

II

There was a man in Baluchistan, 
sometime afore the Flood, founded a 
Society for the Suppression of Sin.

III

There was a Chinaman in Kiao-Chao

forgot he was dead, and came back.

IV

There was a philosopher in Ispahan, 
ten million years ago, explained love as 
an attraction of atoms, and laughed at 
the poets.

He encountered a pleasant atom with 
blue eyes and hair the colour of storm- 
clouds and a heart like an April day, 
and wrote ridiculous lyrics until he was 
ninety and nine.

V

There was an apothecary in Prague 
experimented for fifty years and con
cocted a new and marvelous drink 
which should cause men to forget all 
the sorrows since the beginning of time.

He drank the first glass himself and 
became divinely drunk and lost the 
formula.

S.S.—May—l



AN ENCHIRIDION FOR CYNICS
By Winthrop Parkhurst 

I

I N  the Spring a young woman’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of how 
she can make some man believe he loves her.

II

It is easy to meet temptations bravely. Saying good-bye to them is 
what hurts.

Before a woman is thirty she looks eagerly  forward to her first great love 
affair. After she is thirty she looks eagerly back to it.

All cynical observations to the contrary, a woman’s affections never vary. 
All that varies is the object of them.

V

Women are serpents. The only antidote for their bite is alcohol,

In a love intrigue man proposes, woman disposes, the devil exposes.

The way of the transgressor is just hard enough to make transgressing 
delightful.

Marriages are made in Heaven. This is not surprising. So was Hell.

III

IV

VI

VII

VIII
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JULIA CONWAY
Complete Novelette

By L. M. Hussey

C h a p t e r  I

A L L  day, repeating the unvaried 
cycle of her other days, she 
stood behind" the counter and 

sold little pieces of cheap embroid
eries. Women came to her counter 
and questioned her; they fingered the 
goods laid out for her to se ll; they 
hesitated; they bought; they went 
away without buying.

At noon she ate her lunch with the 
other girls, all congregated in a dim, 
disordered stock room. Their shrill 
babble vibrated in her ears like the 
inconsequent chatter of magpies. 
They did not notice her abstraction; 
no one troubled her. And she per
formed her duties at the counter with 
a mechanical exactness; there were 
no complaints. Yet her mind was 
withdrawn, her thoughts were her 
own, and since the eariy morning a 
thought had played in her mind again 
and again, like the repeated strokes 
of a bell.

“ I ’m getting old,”  she thought, “ I ’m 
getting old! What am I going to do ?”

At the beginning of that day she’ 
had lived exactly twenty-two years. 
The fact startled her, as if it were por
tentous and tragic. She was deeply 
dissatisfied, deeply concerned. Now 
on her birthday the obscure smoul
der of her discontent flared into the 
urgency of flame. Women crowded 
about her counter and she answered 
them when they questioned her. She 
had stopped too long with these peo
ple, and given too many of her hours 
to these concerns! Across the aisle 
she saw another sales-girl smoothing 
her flamboyant yellow hair with swift

little pats of her straightened fingers. 
A profound revulsion made her hate 
this trivial perspective, the foreshort
ened vista, month after month, of that 
girl patting her bleached yellow hair! 
Her throat and nose were dry with 
the hot, close smells of the store, as 
if she had been inhaling her breath in 
a perpeutal cloud of d u st; her ears 
ached with their response to the un
ceasing trivial clatter, the cacophon
ous drum-beat of footsteps, the shrill 
calls of the sales-girls. the insinuating 
murmur of floorwalkers, the meaning
less overtone of customers, speaking'. 
She waited with a mute passion for 
the closing hour.

At half-past five there was the sud
den clamour of concluding the day’s 

-business. Now, in the hurry of all the 
men and girls to ring out, her own pa
tience lost its fervour. She made 
her preparations to leave with an almost 
contemptuous deliberation. The dress
ing-room was nearly empty when she 
went in to wash her hands, straighten 
her hair, dab powder over her face, set 
her hat at the proper angle. At the 
other end of the room a girl standing 
before the mirror with her shirtwaist 
removed was perfunctorily mending 
the shoulder ribbon of her chemise. 
The garment was badly soiled. She 
hurried out of the place and ap
proached the time-clock. One of 
the night-watchmen, standing near, 
grinned at her. She angrily punched 
her card and passed through the door 
to the street.

A s she emerged a young man, step
ping out from the wall against which 
he had been lounging, stopped in 
front of her, took off his hat, smiled.
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JU LIA  CONWAY

“Hello, Julia,”  he said, “ I thought 
you was never coming-!”

She was not pleased to see him ; 
she did not smile at him.

“ Hello,” she said. “What are you 
doing here?”

“Waiting for you, of course, It’s 
so blame hard to see you these days, 
I thought I ’d stop around and catch 
you on your way from work.”

He returned his hat to his head, 
setting it a little askew. A lock of 
his straw coloured hair was pushed 
down under the brim over his fore
head. She looked with disfavour at 
his big-lipped mouth, his large nose, 
smooth, as if melted a little, his pal
lid blue eyes. She did not want to 
talk to him ; she showed him no cor
diality. It angered her that he had, 
in a sense, caught her in ambush.

“W hat’s the matter with you these 
days, Ju lie?”  he asked.

He had enclosed her unwilling arm 
in his ample hand and they were 
walking slowly along the pavement. 

“ What do you mean ?”
“ You know what I mean! Every- 

time I call you up at the house you 
give me some stall. You tell me you 
have a  date or something. Or else 
you’re sick, or somebody else aint 
well.”

“Jack,”  she said, “ you’d better go 
on alone if you’re going to make your
self as unpleasant as possible. I don’t 
feel like listening to you. I won’t, 
either.”

He inclined his head to her, he 
peered into her face, his voice lost 
its querulousness and was suddenly 
pleading.

“ Honest, Julie,”  he said, “ I don’t 
want to make you mad. You know 
I like to see you laugh! But when 
are you going to let me take you out 
again? Can’t I come and take you 
out tonight?”

She was about to tell him “ no” ; 
a quick contravailing impulse, not im
mediately fathomed, made her say 
the opposite-

“Yes, I ’ll see you tonight,”  she said. 
“ But I’ve got to hurry now. Stop at

the house sometime around eight. I ’ll 
try to be ready.”

She was rid of him at last and, 
standing at the corner waiting for 
her car, she wondered how she had ever 
tolerated the little intimacy she had 
allowed him. A few months before 
she had let him kiss her occasionally. 
She remembered his kisses, they had 
never thrilled her; she was, at the 
most favourable, indifferent to any 
of his fondling. But some hardly ad
mitted urge, some vague necessity, 
some romantic hope, had led her to 
the experiment of his caresses. And 
he was now only another factor in 
her profound discontent.

Well, she knew at any rate why 
she had consented to see him in the 
evening. As she thought of it, a mo
mentary surge of pleasure reddened 
her cheeks, parted her lips a trifle, 
made her eyes more lustrous. To
night she would tell him, with a 
straightforward brutality, even with 
a delight at hurting him, that he 
could never see her again. The in
itial step in her deep purpose of an
other sort of life! Her car stopped 
at the corner, she got on, dropped her 
nickel in the box, and found a seat 
with a smile.

Now she felt a greater content than 
she had known all day. In a way, by 
the chance of this meeting and it's 
eventuation of her quick resolution, 
she had committed herself to a long 
contemplated course of action, a se
ries of renunciations and severances, 
of merciless denials, of unflinching 
rejections that would wash her clean 
of the shoddy way her undesired days 
came and went. She forget to be 
angry with the crowd that pushed 
into the car at every corner; she 
looked about her with an aloof dis
dain, with a stirring sense of fine de
tachment, that armed her, as in a  
palpable and impervious garment, 
against the hurt to her spirit of these 
uncouth, jostling men in the car, the 
close, unpleasant air, the mutter of 
harsh voices, the dirt, the shabbiness. 
She looked about her with her brows
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lifted, the wraith of a smile curving 
her lips.

Across the aisle her eyes recorded 
the face and figure of a man that 
focused her faculties to attention. 
He was dressed well, his manner was 
assured, he was set off from the oth
ers adjacent to him like a single 
stroke of clean coiour on a palette of 
mixed and indeterminate greys. She 
observed his smooth white face, his 
well moulded lips, the straight, quick 
line of his brows,, the dark patches of 
his hair brushed close about his ears 
on either side. Her gaze remained 
upon his face ; it was a moment be
fore, with a sudden embarrassment, 
she realized he was steadfastly look
ing at her. Then she turned her 
head quickly and was afraid to look 
back again.

Glancing obliquely out of the win
dow, she observed that she was near 
her street. She stood u p ; she hoped, 
palpitantly, that he would stand up 
also and follow her out of the car. 
But in the corners of her eyes she 
caught his blurred, immobile figure, 
still seated.

She got out at her corner with a 
swift, deep regret; she stood irreso
lutely in the street wtching the car 
as it withdrew from her, growing 
smaller along the converging rails. 
Finally she turned away with an emo
tion of personal contempt: why had 
she failed in the simple courage to 
smile at him? It was his sort, it was 
this kind of a man, she could find her 
delight in knowing!

She had several blocks to walk be
fore she reached her home. The dis
trict was a medley of the opposed 
races, the black and the white. Dim, 
obscure little streets jutted into the 
main thoroughfares and when you 
looked down when you perceived a 
clamorous aspect of dodging swart 
figures, black faces, great loitering 
negresses of fabulous bulk, negro 
children fighting, in dispute, laugh
ing, howling, being chastised. At the 
next corner, at the next intruding 
little street, the complexion was

changed; white men stood about in 
groups, talking, their women looked 
out from the doors of the little 
houses whilst extremely small chil
dren entangled themselves in their 
skirts, emerging fiere and there like 
fantastic animals from the marsupial 
pouch. Occasionally a flambouyantly 
costumed girl hurried down the side
walk and pushed her way into one 
of the houses. Into all these streets 
there sifted, like an impalpable be
grimed snow, the soot of the factory 
chimneys, and the sun set behind the 
soiled buildings in a blurred red.

Finally she turned into her own 
street, walking slowly, speaking to no 
one. As she drew near her home she 
saw her brother loitering on the 
steps. He edged aside to let her pass 
him. He was sitting without his hat 
or coat, in his shirt sleeves, smoking 
a cigarette.

‘•'Hello,” he said.
“ Hello,” she replied.
She walked up the steps and was 

about to open the vestibule door.
“ Say,” he called, “ can I see you a 

minute after supper?”
She turned and looked at him with 

a manifest contempt.
“Yes, I suppose you can.”
H e wanted to borrow money; she 

knew that. Probably he had quit his 
job again.

C h a p t e r  II

J u l ia  closed the vestibule door be
hind her; a smell of cooking, coming 
out of the kitchen as a pungent efflu
via of pepper, steaming vegetables, 
rigorous onions, coffee on boil, as
sailed her like a presence. The hall 
was dark, a dim hatrack arose direct
ly in front of her, bulging with the 
amorphous shapes of disorderly head
gear, whilst a few feet further on the 
stairs to the second floor jutted up 
abruptly, duskly, like niches cut along 
the slope of a cavernous wall. . There 
was no one in the h a ll; she parted 
the hangings at the parlour door; 
the darkened little room was empty.



6 JU LIA  CONWAY

She took off her hat and hung it neg
ligently on the rack.

Her .depressed mood had returned, 
as if there were something in the air 
of that house, a malign gas, that 
affected her spirits like a narcotic. 
The voice of her sister came out from 
the kitchen, talking to some one, her 
mother, no doubt, in a narrative mo
notony.

She hesitated a moment and then 
walked through the hall, through the 
dining room out to the kitchen damp 
with the vapours of cooking. Her sis
ter was perched on a low, three-cor
nered stool, her mother, with limp, be
draggled hair, was stirring a pot; they 
both turned and looked at her without 
greeting.

“Here,” exclaimed her mother finally. 
“ Set the table, one of you. Haven’t 
I anything to do but slave in this kit
chen while you two look on?”

Making no comment, Julia walked 
over to a closet and slowly began to 
take down the thick dishes, scratched 
on their surfaces, nicked on their edges, 
as if they were the survivors of a bat
tle. Her sister languidly disentangled 
herself from the stool, stretched, 
yawned, sighed, pulled out a drawer 
and rattled the knives and forks. Bur- 
dened with a pile of plates, cups and 
saucers, Julia went into the dining 
room, lit the gas, and placed the uten
sils around the table. She took the 
knives and forks from her sister and 
made their distribution.

“Call Harry, call the old man, one of 
you!”  her mother’s voice commanded.

The two girls moved simultaneously 
out into the hall, Julia’s sister paused 
at the stairs; Julia opened the vestibule 
door to summon her brother.

“Mr. Patterson! Hey, Mr. Patter
son ! Supper!”

The shrill-pitched voice of the girl 
ascended to the upper corridor; a 
thump was heard, the noise of deliber
ate footsteps; the sisters retreated to 
the dining room. A moment later Har
ry, eyeing the food, followed by a dis
orderly old man, their boarder, entered 
the room.

They all sat down at the table and 
reached for the dishes. The old man, 
Patterson, plunged into an irrelevant 
backwoods anecdote; he talked stead
ily, monotonously, between bites; he 
peered at his plate through his rimmed 
spectacles; his white beard flapped on 
his chin with the movements of his 
jaws like a slack sail. The patriarch 
came to the end of his tale; he chuckled 
alone at the denouement:

“And Potter said : ‘I won’t pay you 
nothin’. I ’d rather give my money to 
a learnt man!’ ”

Nobody gave him any attention; his 
cackle of pleasure merged into the me
tallic click of knives and forks, the 
gutteral sound of deglutition, the sib
ilant hiss of sipped coffee. There was 
a period of morose silence; they gave 
themselves up, like devotees, to the urg
ency of taking food. Julia, her eyes 
downcast, was glad of the silence. She 
hurried through her meal with an im
mense desire to get away from the 
table; she ate without any sense of 
savour, from a sheer physical necessity. 
At last her sister began to speak of a 
piece of dress goods she had seen in a 
store, her mother entered into the sub
ject; between these two a harsh, dis- 
putative talk broke out like a sudden 
conflagration.

There was no ceremony of departure 
at that table. When Julia had finished, 
she pushed back her chair and stood 
up. Saying nothing, she left the room. 
Her brother followed her quickly and 
detained her in the hall. It was as she 
supposed: he needed money. She saw 
that he was prepared to be aggressive, 
to be endlessly argumentative; she sur
prised him by yielding at once. She 
gave him the money he wanted with a 
tired acquiescence, with a sense of 
weariness, as a part of her routine, one 
of the regular acts of her undesired 
days.

She went up to her room, the room 
she shared with her sister. She was 
used to its cubic smallness; she ma- 
noeuvered the passage between their 
bureau and their bed, seating herself 
in front of a dingy little dressing table.
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Already it was dusk outside. The one 
side of her face received a pallid light 
from the window, the other was dim, 
in a half-purple shadow. She sat aim
lessly for a moment and her indistinct 
counterfeit looked at her from the glass 
of the mirror.

Presently she struck a match, stood 
up and lit the gas that jutted out from 
the wall on a short, discolored bracket. 
The flame flickered in the draught from 
the window, the yellow light cheapened 
the cheap furnishings of the room. 
Julia looked at a little clock, a cellu
loid imitation of ivory, that loudly 
ticked off the seconds from the bureau. 
Her engagement for the evening was 
in her mind, and she saw that she had 
very little time in which to dress.

She walked over to the closet, opened 
the door, looked in at the close-hung 
dresses falling limply from their hooks. 
She did not remove any. She stood in 
front of the opened door in a curious 
irresolution, conscious of the necessity 
for hurry, but nevertheless without ac
tion. She heard someone coming up 
the stairs. In another second her sis
ter joined her in the room.

“ Are you going out, Julie?”  she 
asked.

“Yes.”
“ Where?”
“ I don’t know. Jack’s coming.”
There was a brief, silent interval.
“ Julie?”
“Well?”
“ Do you like him?”
Julia turned around, looked at her 

sister. The girl was leaning against 
the back of the bed, her arms spread 
out, her head thrown backward, her 
lips parted in an inquiring smile. Her 
face, pallid with the frailty of a forced 
maturing, had an indefinite, an uncer
tain prettiness. In a shadowy way she 
resembled Julia, a meagre duplicate; a 
Julia ill-nourished.

“ Do I like him ? What do you mean, 
Bertha ?”

She did not press the specific nature 
of her query, she modified it, she made 
it general.

“Did you ever go with a fella you

really liked? You know what I mean, 
kid.”

Julia laughed a little, she shrugged 
her shoulders.

“ I met a new fella last night,”  said 
Bertha. “You ought’ve seen him. May
be I ’ll bring him around here some
time.”

Her eyes brightened, she smiled with 
an ardent delight. She tapped her 
spread-out fingers on the rail of the 
bed.

“Where did you meet him?” asked 
Julia.

“Oh, in the park. I saw him and I 
gave him a smile. He spoke to me right 
away. We sat down on a bench; he 
wanted to get fresh but I managed 
him,. I know how to take care of my
self. Afterwards I let him kiss me a 
little. Julie do you like to be kissed 
very much?”

“ You better look out who you let 
kiss you.”

“Oh, don’t worry about me. I felt . 
funny when he kissed me. Kind of like 
I couldn’t breathe easy. Wouldn’t it 
be funny if he’d be the fella I ’d marry? 
You think I ’m too young to marry, 
don’t you? You better look out and 
get some John yourself. Let me tell 
you, I wouldn’t take a chance as long 
as you, Julie!”

Her mother called below; grinning 
with delight, Bertha ran out of the 
room. A swirl of air from her skirts 
agitated the dresses hanging in the open 
closet. Julia looked after her, faintly 
smiling.

She was a naive child; Julia envied 
the effervescent sparkle of her spirits. 
She was young, but no doubt she would 
get married soon—anytime ; six months, 
within a year. She would become mar
ried with a full abandon, with a joy
ousness.

“ She is sure of herself,”  thought Ju 
lia. “And I am so very different.”

Julia began to dress for the evening. 
She let down her hair, it dropped about 
her shoulders exuberantly, in the waves 
that were natural to it. She seated her
self before the mirror, meticulously ar
ranging the coils in the fashion she de
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sired. Her fingers played about her 
hair with a white deftness. Her bare 
arms, yellowed a little in the gas light, 
shifted their gracile contours as she 
moved them. Innumerable, slender 
hairpins disappeared in her hair. Pres
ently it was piled up on her head in a 
manner that lengthened her face a lit
tle, accentuated the slender column of 
her neck, the round smallness of her 
throat, giving her an aspect that was 
gracious and a little fragile. She 
dropped her hands and looked at her 
face in the mirror.

It was a face that had loveliness; her 
eyes gave her that assurance. The 
eyebrows cut two faintly arched lines, 
and the eyes below glinted with com
mingled lights, browns and sudden 
greens, like the scintillant reflections of 
concealed emeralds. The nose was 
straight; bridged rather sharply and 
worked with fineness at the nostrils. 
Her lips were unexpectedly fu ll; they 
had not the ease of smiles, but seemed 
to hesitate at the corners, in an almost 
tense indecision. Her skin’s texture 
had a rare softness, like the petal of 
a white rose. Her face was without 
decisive coloring. Above it her brown 
hair, with its subtly suggested bronze, 
was heaped in sudden plenty. Looking 
at her reflected face, she know a reliev
ing sense of pleasure, even a brief con
tent.

She stood up and drew on a dress 
stamped with pink flowers that made 
her instantly younger, girlish, almost 
blithe. It was cut into a low V at the 
neck; around her throat she fastened a 
string of imitation pearls that rose and 
fell in a faint rhythm with her breath- 
ing.

She was standing at the mirror again, 
straightening her dress, when Bertha 
thrust her head in the door with the 
suddenness of an apparition.

“Your Jack’s here!”
She hurled the words across the room 

in a vibrant whisper, melodramatically, 
like a conspirator.

Julia turned quickly, staring, sur
prised. She had quite forgotten Jack! 
She had forgotten the reason for all

her preparation: the flowered dress, 
the elaborately fixed hair, the string 
of pearls. It seemed impossible now 
that she had asked the fellow to, call. 
She did not want to see him; she did 
not want him near her. Bertha's head- 
remained in the door, a face and neck 
without a body, suggesting a humorous 
Medusa, grinning, snapping her eyes.

As if suddenly weary, enervated by 
the cumulative weight of long travail, 
Julia sank into the little chair before 
the mirror.

“ Bertha,”  she said, “ I don’t want to 
see him. Tell him I can’t see him!” 

The eyes of the head in the door 
rounded and expanded like enlarging 
discs.

‘W h at!”
“ I say, tell him I can’t see him. Send 

him away!"
“ Girl, you’re crazy 1”
“ Send him away! Tell him anything. 

Tell him I ’m sick; that will do. Yes, 
go down and tell him I ’ve got a sick 
headache.”

The incredulous face remained a mo
ment longer, pushed through the partly 
opened door; then it withdrew with a 
lingering stare that seemed to remain 
a moment as an imponderable presence, 
after the eyes that had given it expres
sion were taken away. The door 
closed. She was alone again.

Her hands were dropped in her lap 
like two pallid flowers, her shoulders 
flexed in a drooping curve, her eyes 
looked downward. After a time she 
turned in her chair until she again faced 
the shabby little dressing table. She 
did not look up at the mirror. Her 
glance sought the picture of a woman 
poised slantwise on the table, framed 
in an oval of celluloid-ivory, that 
matched the tireless clock on the bu
reau. It was a quaint portrait, the 
photographic reproduction of an old 
and indifferent painting. Julia took it 
in her hands and looked at it with earn
est scrutiny.

This was the valorous woman that 
had lived in her family more than a 
hundred years before, the grandmother 
of her own grandmother. What an
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old family it w as! How incredibly de
graded, how insensible to its past fine
ness !

As she had a hundred times before, 
Julia studied the curious photograph, 
examined the uplifted face, the eyes 
that looked out bravely, the chin with 
a gracious and courageous curve. She 
tried to see alive the woman of whom 
only a likeness survived, and a mem
ory: only her memory, "surely neither 
her brother or sister recalled it now. 
Often the day returned to her when 
her father had told the story. That 
was years ago ; he was dead and the 
story of his family with him, save for 
her single recollection.

C h a p t e r  III

T h i s  woman, strangely aloof now 
in the little picture, had once done a 
simple, courageous thing. She had 
done it unreasoningly, from the urge 
of a sheer unbending spirit. The King’s 
troops had wen the skirmish in Ger
mantown, Washington had withdrawn, 
and the British officers were being bil- 
leted upon the better families. And 
this woman had refused—foolishly, ir
rationally, magnificently—the order 
upon her house. Somewhere, in the 
obscure and inadequate armies of the 
states, her husband added his arm to 
the forces of the colonies. Perhaps 
his sacrifice and his spirit supplied her 
determination. Her own courage suf
ficed for the act. She stood in the 
door of her home with a smooth-bore 
musket in her hands, a muzzle-loader 
rammed down with slugs, and she de
fied the enemy to enter. There could 
have been nothing wavering in her 
countenance, in her poise, in her de
termined aspect, for no frontal assault 
was attempted. Of course they over
came her finally, they managed an en
trance through the rear of the house 
and disarmed her as by an ambush, but 
that was the fortune of the odds against 
her.

Beatrice Conway! Julia remembered 
her father as he told the story, and she 
recalled the air of melancholy that

seemed to hang like a suspended veil 
over his recital. She believed now that 
he recognized himself as a failure, that 
the history of his people, transmitted 
orally from one generation to another, 
accentuated his knowledge. But surely 
he must have had his brave designs, 
his time purposes, his precious aims, 
when he was young. Then why had 
he married her mother! What allure 
had he found in her?

Below she heard the front door close 
sharply; a loose globe on the gas
bracket vibrated with the shock; she 
put back the picture on the dressing 
table. Jack must have gone out.

She listened a moment with a coun
tenance tense and alert; she felt a con
firmation in the succeeding quiet. Now 
she was done with him; she had made 
the first break, the first severance! All 
her immense urge, her passionate de
sire, to get away from everyone she 
knew, from all the hated concerns that 
seized as by theft her hours and her 
days, filled her senses in an overmas
tering emotion. She stood up swiftly, 
her eyes widened, the luminous white 
of her cheeks splotched with red col
our, as if a flame had touched them. 
In a collected, instant picture she saw all - 
the persons of her present concern, her 
mother, her sister, her brother, the fam
ilies on the street, the men and women 
with whom she worked, the young ob
scure men driven to her by the appeal 
of sex. They were as if before her, 
grouped together, blended one into the 
other, an undesired presence. She 
spoke to them aloud in a passionate 
whisper.

“ I ’m going away from all of you!
I don’t want to see you again! I never 
want to see one of you again!”

She walked to the closet once more 
and taking a hat down from the shelf, 
fastened it to her head with long hat
pins that she thrust into her hair with 
savage swiftness. She turned out the 
gas and left the room, without a de
sign or a definite purpose, with only an 
intolerable wish to leave the house with 
an impulse beyond denial.

She went down the stairs swiftly,
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and as she passed into the vestibule 
Bertha appeared, a sudden material
ization in the dining-room door and 
called something after her. But Julia 
did not wait to hear her; she closed 
the door behind her; she hurried out 
to the street.

The night was warm and every door
step was crowded with coatless men, 
with women inadequately dressed, with 
an occasional girl cheaply immaculate. 
The spawn of . these people, children 
begrimed and hot, ran about in the 
streets in an aimless and unending 
activity. ,

Julia hurried along the sidewalk, she 
hurried to leave behind her the fami
lies on the steps, the children in their 
turmoil, the hot, still air, the com
mingled smells of the houses- that 
passed out from the dusk squares of 
their opened windows. She turned in
to the main street; the stores were 
lighted and their cheap goods, arranged 
to attract by transparent devices, lay 
under electric bulbs like the meaning
less litter of some futile and monstrous 
industry. She passed with her eyes 
straight in front.

As she approached the next corner 
she saw the sidewalk crowded to the 
curb by a small, swaying mob, expand
ing and contracting as one body, like 
a fabulous and grotesque amoeba. She 
came nearer; men were yelling, their 
cries vibrated harshly in the heated a ir ; 
through an occasional opening in the 
crowd she caught a dark glimpse of two 
men fighting. Abruptly she crossed the 
street. Now the crowd was plainer, 
the two figures of the fighters r evealed 
themselves as a white man and a negro. 
Just as she passed, another pair struck 
out at each other on the edge of the 
mob, and instantly they were the nu
cleus of a second press of yelling men. 
From the side streets a trickle of run
ning boys and men contributed to the 
mob.

It occurred to her then, vaguely, as a 
corollary to her discontent,' that seri
ous trouble might arise in this aug-" 
menting crowd: the mixture of black 
and white in this neighborhood was un

stable and sensitive; riots were not un
common. She was glad to reach the 
corner and get on a street car. Her 
destination was still undetermined; she 
rode with the goalless desire of escape.

Nobody in the car interested her. 
Seated next the window, she rested her 
chin in her palm and stared out at the 
street. Her eyes were unobservant and 
the squares streamed slowly behind her 
like an obscure phantasmagoria, a dis
solving view of uncertain streets dimly 
peopled. The neighborhoods merged 
into each other, sometimes suddenly: a 
mean row of buildings was followed by 
a gracious square, houses irretrievably 
smudged and soiled were replaced by 
clean, straight facades and even the 
surrounding air seemed clarified.

Finally she was tired of riding; she 
stood up and left the car. It passed 
and she paused on the corner looking 
about.

Opposite was the park, a breeze blew 
out from the trees and she was glad 
that she had come here. She crossed 
and went in on a gravel walk. Just 
within the entrance, behind a clump of 
shrubby sassafras, a man and woman 
sat close together on a bench, and the 
murmur of their low voices, unheed
ing her, came into her ears as she 
passed them. She felt lonely then and 
melancholy.

She saw an empty bench and seated 
herself. Its back was pushed against 
the trunk of a tree, and she was in the 
shadow of the leaves, a slender quiet 
figure in the dusk. In front of her 
the trees opened up into a slope of 
closely cut grass that had an emerald 
luminousness in the artificial moons of 
tall arc lights. The clamour of the 
streets entered the park as an endless 
sound subdued, like the murmur of a 
near other world. Across the grass- 
slope, near the walk, the shadow of a 
tree was darkly laid like a fantastic, 
sable figure, lying there. Julia looked 
down at the ground, she dug her heel 
into the gravel and she yielded to. the 
longing of inconsecutive and half
apprehended desires.

She looked up at the sound of some
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one approaching. A  man appeared 
around the turn, walking slowly, tap
ping a light cane on the loose stones. 
He saw her and as he drew nearer she 
perceived that he was looking at her. 
She watched his approach with an un- 
deviating gaze. After a second she 
knew that he pleased her, the easy lit
tle swing of his cane, the dim whiteness 
of his face, the poise of his strolling 
figure.

As if shocked into awareness by a 
sudden stimulation, her faculties were 
alert, her sight more penetrating, her 
ears cognizant of new sounds. For an 
instant it seemed to her that she recog
nized the man who drew near, that he 
must be someone she knew. Immedi
ately she thought of the man she had 
seen earlier in the evening in the car 
A second, and it seemed that this one 
was the same. But he was closer now: 
his was another face.

She looked up at him ; their eyes met. 
He paused; he stood still. She knew 
that she wanted to know him. There 
were subtly apparent in his dusk out
lines those indefinite qualities that 
touched her desire. She wondered a 
second at her courage in so steadfastly 
meeting his eyes. She had an inner 
surprise that her lips were smiling.

“ Good evening,” he said.
“ Good evening,” she murmured.
He sat down beside her. She felt by 

the sharpened perceptions of her aug
mented sensitiveness the slight bending 
of the bench under his added weight. 
She turned her face to him. He was 
scrutinizing her with a half smile, his 
eyes lighted with an evident pleasure in 
her features. Her countenance sur
prised him as if, in the first, indistinct 
moment of seeing her, when only the 
invitation of her uplifted face, and not 
the closer knowledge of it, had drawn 
him to the bench, he' had expected fea
tures of another and more common 
quality. She gave him her smile, but 
the lips that expressed it seemed in a 
fascinating way without the habit of 
smiling and even now parted, curved, 
they hinted an inseparable melancholy,

as if this were an imponderable tissue 
of their substance.

His scrutiny of her gave her no em
barrassment; she forgot herself in the 
interest of searching his face. No, he 
was not the man she had seen in the 
car, nor even, in a strict sense, was 
there a resemblance. Nevertheless, she 
thought of the two in conjunction, with 
a quick assurance of their similarity. 
She liked him; she was glad he was sit
ting near her.

She sought to know his face in a 
comprehensive instant, to make it a 
part of her immediate pleasure, as if 
her mind must have a sudden, adequate 
image of him before he could func
tion in her thoughts. In that swift pic
ture she recorded the dark colour of 
his eyes, the contour of his cheek and 
chin, the shape his lips took when they 
spoke to her. She waited for him to 
speak, leaning a trifle toward him, naive . 
in her eagerness.

C h a p t e r  IV

“ W h a t  are you doing here?" he 
asked.

She was about to answer him; he 
interrupted her.

“ It was foolish of me to ask that, 
wasn’t it ?” he said. “ I don’t doubt you 
may have come to the park for the same 
reason I d id ; perhaps you were tired or 
a little out of sorts and wanted to be 
somewhere in the quiet for a while. 
Are you sorry I sat down? Would 
you rather I went on?”

His consideration did not surprise 
her; it was in consonance with her as
sumptive knowledge of him. Never
theless, a warm delight thrilled her in 
the actual bearing out of her assur
ance.

“No,”  she said, “ I want to talk to 
you.”

“I'm glad. I didn’t expect to meet 
anyone here tonight; that is, make any 
acquaintance. I wasn’t thinking of 
anything particularly, just walking 
along the path, and I saw you looking 
at me. You . . . you appealed to 
me. . . . ”
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His last hesitant sentence received 
her smile that now contained the quality 
of tenderness She knew that he would 
have passed her seated on the bench 
and gone on with never a word to her 
if the sudden courage of her lips had 
not drawn him to her. Yet she liked 
his assumption otherwise, the assump
tion of his own volition, the pleasant 
false postulate of his masculine aggres
siveness.

“Do you know,” he went on, “ I don’t 
as a rule like to meet a girl this way. 
You don’t know anything about each 
other; don’t you think it’s hard some
times, to hit. on a common ground for 
conversation ?”

Her eyes dwelt upon his face, and 
more accustomed to the shadows of the 
trees, she began to apprehend their 
colour.

“ But it’s interesting, too, isn’t it?”  
she asked. “ To find out about each 
other! To make discoveries!”

They began to ask questions, but in 
all the answers she was required to 
make she maintained a scruplous re
serve, a fastidious caution. She did not 
want him to know where she lived, how 
she spent her days, or even that she 
worked at all. She was evasive, or 
silent.

He was frank with his own answers; 
she learned many of the details of his 
life. She was pleased to discover that 
he was a business man, for that added 
a solidity to his character which, in the 
practitioner of some more romantic oc
cupation, she would have found lack
ing. Among his confessions he said 
that he lived alone. At once her emo
tion included a maternal pity.

“Who keeps your apartment straight 
for you?” she asked.

‘There’s a woman in the building 
who attends to that.”

“ It must be in a dreadful state!”  
she exclaimed.

“ No—she’s not so bad. I manage to 
get along.”  •

“ Poor man!” she exclaimed. “ I 
know it’s all upside down. You must 
be lonely too!”

Her concluding words aroused an

emotion, a new apprehension. Her 
dusk face was near him, his widened 
eyes were eager in meeting her own. 
For the first time an emptiness, a funda
mental lack, appeared in the aspect of 
his life. His feeling was that of miss
ing something, of knowing the depri
vation of a certain graciousness, a col
our, a rhythm, a perfume, a sweetness, 
that now in this illuminated moment he 
saw was his deep desire.

He put out his hand and his fingers 
touched the arm of the girl near him* 
pressed upon the sheer sleeve of her 
flowered dress and felt the communi
cated warmth of her skin beneath it. 
She remained motionless, the quiet of 
the park was complete, the shadow of 
the trees moved faintly or, the slope of 
the'green grass, like a dusk and fan
tastic pendulum, animated by an unfelt 
wind. Then she withdrew her arm and 
suddenly she stood up.

“I must go,”  she said.
He arose too; he expostulated.
“ Why?” he asked. “What is the 

matter ?”
“ Nothing! I had no idea of staying 

here so long!”
“You must let me see you home, 

then.”
“ No! Not tonight! I can’t ! ”
“ But you’re going to let me see you 

again!”
“Yes, I want you to! Til call you 

on the telephone. Write your number 
on your card—can you see to do that 
here ?”

He removed a cardboard slip from 
his pocket and wrote down the number 
on it; she took it and dropped it into 
her handbag. He secured her hand, 
held it a moment, pressing her smooth 
skin against his palm.

“Will you really call me up ?’*' he 
asked. “ I want to know you better. I 
should feel immensely disappointed if I 
could never see you again.”

“ I ’ll keep my word,” she said.
He watched her as she walked away 

along the path; she knew that he was 
standing looking at her. She hurried, 
her heart pulsing rapidly and she felt 
that she had averted a real catastrophe.
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He must never come to her home; he 
must never see one of her family! All 
her hateful associations were doubly 
now the objects of her utter discontent. 
Whatever charm she could make him 
know in her required a setting that 
would not chill his sense of her 
allure.

For months she had schemed a break 
with everyone and now she must make 
it, within a day, within a week, if ever 
she wished to see him again. And she 
wanted this: to watch his face, to study 
his eyes, to see his slender hands that 
gestured faintly to his thought, and to 
know her content that had been instant 
in the indefinable flavour, in the caress
ing quality, in the evident charm of his 
personality.

She came to the corner, saw her car 
approaching; she got on and found a 
seat mechanically,, seeing no one, think
ing solely of her encounter in the 
park.

C h a p t e r  V

W h e n  she reached her street her 
thoughts were wrenched from their de
sire by a dramatic turmoil, an immense 
excitement, that afterward formed her 
final remembered picture of these peo
ple and these streets among which she 
had lived for so many unwilling years. 
Afterward she recalled in a conglom
erate picture a picture tinctured with 
fear and a profound contempt, the 

shouts, the screams, the mad yells; the 
rush of a body of police with drawn 
clubs; the hoofbeats of the mounted 
police riding into the mob; the loud 
reports of firearms thrust over the hu
man clamour with a sharp, sinister 
penetration; the frantic figures of 
women running along the pavements, 
children hugged in their arms, their 
hair unloosened and straggling over 
their faces; the sight of a negro she 
saw in the gutter, sprawled uncon
scious, with the welt from a heavy 
weapon dark and swelled over his eye. 
The night became in her memory a 
dramatic representation of all her 
other nights there, the just estimate of

them, their brutal osmazome, their ma
lignant flavour.

A policeman stopped her as she 
stepped from the car.

“Where are you going?” he asked.
She looked up at him, astonished, 

speechless.
“ Do you live here?’' he asked.
“Yes . .”
“Where?”
She told him her street.
“ I ’ll take you there,”  he said. “ Go 

in the house and stay in. Don’t come 
out again tonight. We’ve got our or
ders : we’re going to rope these streets 
off and arrest everyone that’s out with
out a reason.”

She did not need to ask the trouble. 
It was apparent to her already, and 
she remembered the fight earlier in 
the evening, that must have been the 
beginning. Another race-riot! Sense
less violence, brute, unreasoning rage!

A platoon of mounted men galloped 
around the corner, with long riot-sticks 
in their hands. Two squares below a 
swaying mob, an indescribable surge 
of yelling men seemed to hold like a 
barrier of insuperable bodies before 
their swift approach.

The policeman held her arm, his 
fingers pressing painfully into her 
flesh.

They stood on the corner watching. 
She drew in her breath, retaining it in 
a second of supreme excitement. For 
a lurid instant she saw in her imagina
tion the horses rearing upon inextric
able struggling bodies,, she witnessed 
the frenzied blows of steel-rimmed 
hoofs upon the faces and forms of 
screaming men. They swayed and 
surged, they bent forward and back
ward like a chain of linked and in
separable figures, like a doomed chain 
sinisterly transfixed. The dust of the 
unclean streets rose behind the horses. 
And then the chain parted, it dissolved 
in the middle before the clattering 
hoofs, it beat back upon the sidewalks, 
it lengthened and spread out, and men 
darted away from it and ran.

A shot was fired from somewhere in 
the crowd and with an appalling sud
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denness one of the uniformed men fell 
out of his saddle,

In another instant the horses were, 
riding up over the curbs and the long 
clubs held in upraised arms, beat down 
in to the mob.

The man holding her arm jerked her 
forward.

“Hurry along now!” he commanded. 
“ I think we can get through.”

He turned her with him at the first 
street.

The houses were dark, the windows 
were shut; white faces, pressed against 
the glass, looked out like ghouls ‘re
strained in prisons of enchantment. 
Half way down the block a man ran, 
ran from nothing, blindly and insanely 
as if pursued by whispering and in
visible devils.

The policeman pulled her along mer
cilessly, saying nothing, and she ran 
at his side to keep up with him. Her 
spirit felt an immense ignominy, an 
overwhelming horror; she hated the 
man who was hurrying her from vio
lence.

They turned again, they reached her 
street. It was like the other,, unpeo
pled, silent. He took her to her door.

“ Hurry in there now,” he said.
She fitted her key into the lock, she 

turned the knob, she entered the vesti
bule and closed the door behind her, 
and her mother and sister rushed out 
of the parlour and fell upon her with an 
hysterical babble.

“Yes, I ’m all right,”  she said. “Let 
me get up to my room. It sickens me! 
I don’t want to hear anything about 
i t !”

She ran up the stairs and shut the 
hall door. She lighted the gas and 
dropped into a chair, her face sup
ported in her hands. Against her 
palms she could feel the excited throb 
in her temples.

All at once she was planning. She 
would go tomorrow; she would go fin
ally and forever! She knew how 
much money she had—five years’ secret 
savings—not quite two hundred and 
fifty dollars. She would never go back 
to the store, never see the yellow-haired

girl patting down her hateful hair, nev
er eat another lunch in the clamorous 
stockroom, never tell a price to an
other fingering woman. Something 
would happen before all the money was 
spent, something would come to her. 
She gave herself over to chance, to 
fortune, to the mercies of her destiny 
with an abandon that stirred her, that 
thrilled her with .a physical tremor, 
like a fanatic delivering himself to the 
will of an inscrutable and voiceless 
God.

She raised her head and looked into 
the mirror. Her face was white,, the 
colour gone out of it utterly; her hair 
was loosened at one side and a strand 
hung suspended against her cheek. 
Her gaze dropped to the table and she 
saw the little framed oval and the eyes 
of Beatrice Conway, remote and calm 
in a hundred years of death, looked 
into her own. They calmed her, they 
quieted her like the touch of a potent 
beloved hand. Suddenly she was as
sured, suddenly her courage was ade
quate to her determination. Her 
cheeks coloured as if a dust of carmine 
had been blown upon them, her eyes 
were wider with their emerald glints. 
She took the portrait in  her hand and 
pressed her lips, the tip of her light 
lips, upon the pictured face. She 
leaned back in her chair, the gas light 
wavered and flickered, the vague pres
ence of lovely dreams seemed all about 
her.

She thought of him again: the man 
who had sat with her in the park. She 
remembered his touch on her arm, the 
touch that had frightened her with the 
thrill of it.

Reaching out hastily, she secured her 
handbag and undid the clasp and 
sought with eager fingers for his card. 
She did not even know his name! Her 
fingers closed over the thin rectangle 
and she held it under the light. She 
read it: Walter Hastings. Her lips 
shaped the two words, they said the 
name aloud, they repeated it like a 
charm, like a precious enchantment, 
like the sesame of delightful treasure.

She went over to the window and
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leaned out. The night had become 
cooler, there were stars in the sky. 
Coming up to her like a malign dis
cordance she heard the sound of yell
ing in a distant street. It passed into 
her ears unheeded. For a long time 
she looked out of the window at the 
dark roofs of the houses and at the 
inaccessible stars.

Finally her eyes grew heavy and she 
turned from the window; she began 
to loosen her skirt. When her sister 
came to bed she was asleep.

C h a p t e r  VI

S h e  awoke with the persistent 
scream of her mother’s voice, calling to 
her from below. She yelled back; the 
calling ceased. Her door opened and 
Bertha came in from the bathroom. 
She was brutally rubbing a towel over 
her face, stamping her feet, shaking 
her head like a poodle. In the morning 
Bertha was always sullen. Her eyes were 
red, the tip of her nose was red, her 
hair hung in lank strings about her 
face. The exuberance of her spirits 
seemed a quality gone forever with the 
departed yesterday. Now she stooped 
in front of the mirror and began comb
ing out her tangled hair.

“ Oh, damn!” she said. “ Damn this 
everlasting getting up in the morning.”

Julia stirred and sat up in her bed. 
The girl at the mirror stared at her a 
second with her morning's animosity.

“ Mom screeched around here a 
couple of hours to wake up this 
morning. You better get up,” she 
snarled.

Julia made her no retort; she 
dressed in silence. Presently she went 
below and ate her breakfast with the 
rest. They were talking about the riot; 
they said the streets were quiet now. 
She did not listen to them, she closed 
her ears to the clatter of their tongues. 
At the customary hour she left the 
house: no one had a suspicion of her 
purpose. Outside, on the pavement, 
she hurried for a few steps, a reflex, 
a long morning habit; suddenly she 
stopped, walked with an exquisite lan-

guour, a deliberate slowness: she was 
never going to work again!

In an occasional broken window, an 
overturned sign, a store door burst 
open, she saw the evidence of the 
night’s violence. The streets were full 
of uniformed men; they stared at her 
as she passed. Already the experience 
was remote; the riot was a reminiscence 
from a chamber of old and useless 
memories. From these circumstances 
she was detached and their vitality no 
longer oppressed her. In a few min
utes she came to the car tracks and 
took the first trolley into town. She 
tolerated the jostling crowd because it 
was no longer her morning necessity to 
be with them.

When the car reached the business 
section she got out. To walk slowly 
when everyone else was hurrying was 
a delight that made itself known in a 
physical pleasure. She strolled, look
ing into the store windows, and the 
crowd swayed past her. Presently she 
bought a newspaper from a corner 
newsboy, and folding it under her arm, 
turned in at the first department store.

She went up in the elevator to the 
women’s room and sat down in one of 
the comfortable large chairs. There was 
no one else in the room save an at
tendant in a white cap. She opened her 
newspaper and turned to the advertis
ing section; she searched the list of 
furnished rooms. Taking a stubby 
pencil out of her purse she made small 
check marks beside the likely ad
dresses.

She finished this task and leaned back 
in her chair, her hands in her lap, her 
head pressed against the padded leather.

Women began to come into the room: 
the morning shoppers. She watched 
them and appraised them; to be one with 
them in their leisure, to be freed of the 
hourly necessity of serving them suf
ficed for her immediate content, stirred 
her and warmed her, like the gratifica
tion of a forbidden emotion.

After a time she got up and left the 
resting room; she walked through the 
store already full of purchasers, acutely 
aware of the salesgirls behind their
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rectangular counters, acutely conscious 
of her happy separation from them. 
Finally she stepped into a telephone 
booth and began to call the numbers she 
had checked in the newspaper.

It was finally necessary to visit two 
or three of the more promising loca
tions. She went to one; the woman in 
charge of the place displeased her; she 
decided against it. She bought her
self a small lunch and visited her sec
ond prospect. The street was in the 
northern section of the city, the houses 
were old and somehow gracious, the 
locality was quiet.

She found an agreeable front room 
communicating with a small bath; it 
gave her a view upon the calm street. 
A pleasant and discreet little woman 
exhibited the apartment to her. There 
was a bed with a tall wooden back, 
carved into wooden arabesques, a big 
chair heaped with cushions near the 
window, a dressing table with a gener
ous mirror at the other side of the 
room, another mirror, full-length and 
pleasing, set into the panels of the 
closet. She asked the price; she re
flected a moment; she agreed to it. A 
sudden reckoning up of her resources 
occupied her mind.

“ If I manage, she thought, “ I ’ll be 
safe for two o-r three months. Some
thing is certain to happen by then!”

“ Can I come in today?” she asked.
“Yes, certainly! Of course!”
She paid a week’s rent in advance, 

she looked out of the window a second 
at the street that pleased her and then 
smiled at the little woman holding the 
money in her hand.

The woman spoke to her a moment, 
obsequious small commonplaces, and 
then left her alone in her room.

Julia stood near the door smiling. She 
experienced a sense of profound se
curity and a deep assurance, as if by 
a miracle of oracular revealment her 
eyes had witnessed the golden certainty 
of her future. The act of securing 
these quarters was momentous in its 
simplicity.

Motionless, near the door, smiling 
like an idol dedicated to inscrutable

joys, Julia thought of-Walter Hastings. 
She envisaged him complete in that em
bodiment consonant with her exulting 
mood. She saw him as in the reveal
ing shadows of night, with his dark 
eyes looking at her face, his voice 
speaking to her with the quiet of a 
thrilling restraint, his hand touching 
her arm in a second of prophetic in
timacy. Now she could see him again ; 
now she was assured of knowing him!

She looked about the room once 
more and then, opening the door, went 
out softly. Downstairs the little wom
an said good-bye to her in her trivial 
and agreeable voice. Out on the street 
Julia’s mind became wholly practical: 
she thought of the arrangements she 
must make within a few hours. There 
would be no one home now; all the 
members of her family were at work. 
If she hurried, she knew she could get 
away without encountering any of 
them. She hurried to the corner and 
took the street car.

When she reached home she went up 
to her room and began to pack her 
things into a small, flat trunk. She had 
already engaged an expressman whose 
ring at the bell was momentarily antici
pated. From the opened closet she 
disentangled her dresses from Bertha’s 
and hurriedly laid them in the trunk. 
She stripped the shoddy dressing table 
of those things strictly hers, her comb 
and brush, a cheap manicuring set, a 
box of face powder, a little flat cake 
of rouge, a small jar of vanishing 
cream. On top of everything she put 
the picture of Beatrice Conway, calm 
as always in her remote and distant 
courage.

Today Julia held the portrait in her 
hands with a new emotion: in a meas
ure she felt worthy of its traditions. 
She seemed to have done some brave, 
fine thing herself, some deed, more of 
the spirit than of physical enactment, 
that brought her closer to the woman 
of the story that renewed, in a fresh 
embodiment, the lustre of her courage.

As she dosed down the lid of the 
trunk she heard the bell ring; it was 
the expressman, She let him in, and
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he carried out the box and drove away 
with it. She sat down at the table 
with a pencil in her hand and pondered 
the necessity of writing a note to her 
mother.

She tapped the pencil on a sheet of 
white paper creating a little scrawl of 
thatched lings. It seemed necessary 
to leave some word. Otherwise 
there might be inquiries, a hue and 
cry.

At last she began to write, but she 
addressed her note to Bertha. She 
told her that she had gone, that she was 
tired of living there, that it was useless 
to make any effort toward her return. 
She made her words terse, and a qual
ity of bitterness was written into them, 
like the shadow of a second and more 
fundamental meaning.

She left the sheet with the pencil 
beside it lying on top of the table. She 
went out of the house without turning 
for a last look behind her.

C h a p t e r  VII

I t  was_late in the afternoon when 
Julia reached her-new quarters. She 
found her trunk already delivered; she 
spent half an hour distributing her 
clothes in the closet behind the tall 
mirror. Then, with a certain timidity, 
she went downstairs to use the tele
phone. She had his card in her hand 
with the number he had written on it. 
She took off the receiver and gave the 
number to the operator.

A girl’s voice answered her. She 
asked for Mr. Hastings.

Presently she heard, him speaking, 
she recognized the character of his 
voice, it did not surprise her that the 
sound seemed that of a profound in
timacy, a colour of tone to which her 
ears had long responded.

She smiled as she spoke to him; she 
leaned closer to the mouthpiece; her 
eyes were expectant.

“ Do you know who this is?”  she 
asked.

“Who is it ?” he questioned.
“ This is Ju lia; have you forgotten 

me so soon ?”
S.S.—May—2

“You kept your promise!" he ex
claimed. “ I'm glad!”

“Did you expect me to call today ?’* 
“ I hoped you would. After you had 

gone last night I sat down on the bench 
and thought how foolish I ’d been to 
let'you go the way you did—I mean, 
without any notion on my part where 
I could reach you. Why wouldn’t you 
let me take you home?”

“Then you really felt you wanted to 
see me again?”

“Certainly! Of course I d id! When 
may I see you? May I see you to
night? Will you take dinner with me? 
Do that, Ju lia; I ’ll meet you anywhere 
you say.”

His voice revealed his eagerness to 
her and stirred her with delight as if 
it were a long desired gift. Nothing 
could be closer to her wishes than his 
proposal. At once she told him she 
would see him.

“Where shall I meet you then?” he 
asked. “Anywhere you say! I can 
call for you in my car, if you like.” 

“ Do that!”  she acquiesced.
And then she gave him her new*, ad

dress and set a time.
They talked a moment more before 

she. returned the receiver on its hook. 
For a few seconds, standing motion

less with the instrument held loosely 
in her hand, she gave over all her fac
ulties of apprehension to the emotions 
of the moment. They were defined 
clearly in no respect; she had, largely, 
a sense of warmth, a tingling in her 
finger tips, a glow over her respond
ing body as if, coming out of a bitter 
cold, she had found the caressing 
flames of an open fire.

Finally she put the telephone back 
on the table. Looking about her for an 
undecided instant, she turned swiftly 
toward the stairs. She ran up the steps 
buoyantly.

Entering her room, she realized that 
there was very little time in which to 
dress. It was growing dusk, and she 
turned the button of the electric light.

For some moments her mind was 
concerned with the clothes she would 
wear; none she possessed seemed ade
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quate to the occasion. She saw the 
physical fact, simple in itself, of going 
out to dinner against a background of 
enticing and scarcely discerned signifi
cances. The coming of this man, her 
dining with him, the food they would 
eat, the words they would say, were, 
she knew, immeasurably greater than 
the bald prospect of their enactment; 
the foreseen events in pure fact were 
engauded before her eyes in a sym* 
bolic representation. This evening she 
was as one stepping across a threshold 
from a room of soiled and trivial things , 
into a chamber of magnificence, com
plex in its accoutrements, intricately 
proportioned, filled with long desired 
objects for the eyes’ immediate seeing. 
Despite what she knew was no more 
than a very ordinary enterprise, the 
prospect of the coming hours garmented 
themselves in the vestments of a gal
lant adventure, an adventure that 
aroused her imagination like the high 
clear call of a trumpet and touched 
her mind to the vibrations of dreams, 
She was happy; she was aboundingly 
expectant.

The bell rang and she hurried to the 
window. A car was waiting outside, 
trembling from the pulsings of its mo
tor, as if it had a beating heart. She 
knew that he was at the door.

Turning from the window, she took 
a step toward her door and stood then 
motionless, slim and erect, poised si
lently like a fair and fabulous statue, 
just touched to life in that instant by 
a necromantic hand. The door of her 
room opened and the little woman of 
the house disclosed herself.

“There’s a gentleman waiting below,” 
she said.

Julia smiled at her with the gracious
ness of a queen.

“Thank you,”  she said. “Will you 
tell him I ’ll be down in a few mo
ments ?”

She was ready to go at that instant, 
and her impulse was to run to him with 
the suddenness and naivete of a child. 
Yet she restrained herself with an in
stinctive feminine artistry sensing the 
truth that she must not reveai her

eagerness. She walked to the dressing 
table and appraised her face in the mir
ror. She was conscious of the new 
colour in her cheeks, the fresh glow in 
her eyes ; she did not mistrust her 
charm; she knew that she was lovely.

Finally she walked to the door and 
passed out into the hall. She descended 
the stairs slowly, paused a second at 
the portieres that screened the parlour, 
and, parting them at last; entered with 
a smile. He was seated near the win
dow. He stood up at once and re
turned her smile with his own.

There was a moment of restraint, of 
hesitation. Then, in the consciousness 
of her allure, seen in the pleasure of his 
eyes, she laughed a little. She put her 
hand into his.

“We don’t know what to say to each 
other, do we?” she asked. “That’s be
cause we don’t really know each other 
—not so much. Isn’t that true? . . . 
I have been thinking about you a great 
deal since—”

“Since last night ?”
“ It was only last night, wasn’t it? 

Why does the time seem longer?”
“ It seems longer to me, too. When I 

came in here tonight I had the double 
sensation of something new and at the 
same time of something old—and pleas
ant. . . . ”

She passed her pleased eyes over his 
slender, tall figure, and rested them 
upon his lips with their almost hesitant, 
diffident smile, She laughed quietly.

“ It’s because you knew me two or 
three thousand years ago, in Rome or 
Greece or Egypt—isn’t that possible? 
What were you like then ?”

He laughed a little and did not seem 
to understand her entirely. He glanced 
toward the door.

“Where shall we go?” he asked. “ I ’ll 
take you any place you say. My car is 
outside.”

“You choose,”  she said.
Together they left the room and she 

took his arm as they descended the steps 
of the house. She bad experienced a 
swift emotion of intimacy with her 
companion that gave her senses the hap
piness of content Perhaps he did not
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pique and stir her as she had imagined 
he would; her feelings were of another 
order: quiet, close, tender. This was 
better. She was, after all, a little tired, 
aware of a certain flexion of her spirits, 
and his nearness soothed her, like com
forting words. They approached the 
car and he helped her into, the seat be
side his own.

They drove away and she began to 
question him.

“Tell me,” she said,' “what did you 
think of me? What did you think of 
me last night ? What sort of a woman 
did you imagine me to be ?”

“The sort of a woman you are,” he 
said.

“What sort of a woman am I? ” 
"You are unusual.”
“Why?”
“You’re different from the women I 

know:”
She laughed.
“You don’t know what to say, do 

you? Really, you don’t know anything 
about me; you have everything to find 
out!”

He turned his face to her a second 
with an eager light in his dark eyes. 
Within herself she smiled with resolve. 
He would never know all about her; she 
would keep always a mystery and an 
aloofness for him; she would preserve, 
like a hidden gem, a strangeness for his 
consciousness, for she knew that to lack 
mystery was to lack allure.

For a moment she was silent, watch
ing his profile as he drove the car.

“Do you _know,” she said at last, 
“there was something that pleased me 
about you last night!”

“Will you tell me?”
“Y e s; I was glad and I liked you bet

ter because . . . because you didn’t try 
to kiss me.”

He looked at her, surprised; she 
thought he coloured a little.

“Why?”
“Because it made you seem more like 

the person I imagined you to be.” 
“ Which is the worse?” he asked. 

“Kissing you, or just wanting to?” 
She touched his arm, she let her fin

gers linger on his sleeve.

“ I ’m glad you wanted to,”  she said.

C h a p t e r  VIII

T h e  contrast of her new life with 
the old came to her most pungently in 
the restaurant. She watched the men 
and women as they walked to their 
tables, observed their attitudes, exam
ined their faces as they talked—these 
were not the sights of her former hours. 
But already the years of the unpleasant 
yesterdays were remote, the substance 
of a bitter dream; she was awakened 
now in this lighted place and one of her 
desires was near her. An orchestra 
played behind a lattice hung with wis
taria and the music made her senses 
languorous, like an old wine. She did 
not want to leave this place; she 
was regretful when they stood up 
to go.

They came out to the street. A blind 
beggar was near the door with a decoy 
of never-sold pencils extended in a 
grimy and rigid hand; his features were 
contracted in a dumb grimace. A young 
woman and a man, walking rapidly, 
passed close to him, ignoring him, like 
a pair from another world. The young 
man bent down close to the face of the 
girl and they talked to each other with 
the eagerness of portentous communi
cation. A taxi stopped at the curb and 
a large woman with a gaudy, painted 
face descended like a goddess from a 
disreputable heaven. Julia, linked arm 
to arm with her companion, drew in a 
breath of ardent, pleasure, conscious for 
the moment of the manifold aspects of 
life and viewing them as a thrilled spec
tator in the stadium of a gorgeous coli
seum. He had turned his face to hers, 
and was speaking to her.

“Where shall I take you now?” he 
asked. “We can go any place you 
fancy.”

“Any place where we can be alone 
and talk to each other,” she replied.

He hesitated a second, puzzled.
“Well—” he began.
She pressed her fingers intimately 

against his arm.
“ Let’s go to your apartment,” she
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said. “ I want to see how you live 
without anyone to take care of you!”

His laugh responded to the mocking 
pathos of her voice.

“That’s better than any other thing 
we could do,” he said. “Maybe you 
can tell me many ways to make my lot 
easier!”

He started the car and they drove 
away side by side. Julia felt that her 
companion was a little surprised; he 
had not expected her suggestion. It 
pleased her to pique him, to make her
self a little unfathomable, to touch their 
intimacy with the quick and the unex
pected that would be like a zest to their 
companionship. With a fine assurance 
she recognized herself as the composer 
of their situations; the potentialities of 
their actions were in her hands like 
plastic clay, awaiting the modeling of 
her deft fingers. And this knowledge 
gave her her personal acquaintance with 
the unexpected; she had not foreseen 
such a role. Her senses stirred with 
the pride of her power.

The man at her side was silent now, 
pondering the girl who was near him. 
His mind groped for a symbolic picture 
of her, a representation that would illu
mine that which was essential in her. 
Yet he captured no single image; he 
found no sure interpretation. He saw 
her dusk in the night, waiting for him 
in the park, her features uncertain, her 
eyes large in the dim light. He per
ceived her parting the curtains in the 
little parlour of her home, coming in 
to him, smiling and slender, with the 
bronze glints of her abundant hair ac
centuated by the unmellowed light. She 
sat near him at the table in the restau
rant, vivacious and zestful. He had the 
picture of her standing close to him on 
the sidewalk, asking him to take her 
where they could talk and be alone with 
each other. He was uncertain of his 
ability consistently to please her: which 
of his qualities had the stronger appeal ? 
How should he present himself to her? 
What was her desire?

They turned a corner and stopped in 
front of his apartment house. He 
stopped the engine, jumped out, and

helped her to descend. They went in
doors, ascended in the elevator cage and 
pausd outside his door whilst he fitted 
his key into the lock. He entered first 
and turned the switch-button on the 
wall. They were in his living room. 
Julia stood near the door, surveying the 
place.

She smelt a reminiscent odour of 
cigars, and at once she conceived the 
picture of him seated near the table in 
the room, the table-lamp lighting his 
face with a warm glow. She smiled at 
the intimacy of her fancy. In her pic
ture he was alone; hereafter she would 
be with him. She crossed to the table 
and lighted the lamp. She found the 
photograph of a pretty woman propped 
up against a small rack of books. She 
took it in her hands and examined it. 
He had crossed to her side and was 
close to her.

“Who is this?” she asked.
“A girl I used to know. . . . ”
“Did you know her well?”
“Oh—pretty well.”
“Did you make love to her? Did 

you kiss her ?”
He smiled; he laughed a little with 

surprise and embarrassment.
“Well—” he began.
“ I suppose you did!” she said.
For a moment she held the photo

graph as before, her head bent, looking 
at it. His eyes caught on the curve of 
her cheek, white with allure. Her 
brown hair lay over her head like in
numerable threads of a miraculous 
spinning. He saw her slim, motionless 
fingers holding the picture.

Then she gripped the edges tightly 
and swiftly tore the cardboard once 
crosswise, once downward. She dropped 
the four pieces from her fingers and 
turning over and over they fell to the 
floor like grotesque squares of forlorn 
snow.

She looked up at him; her cheeks 
were coloured, her eyes, glinting em
erald among their browns, seemed im
mensely larger. A smile that had some
thing more than the quality of a smile 
was shaped on her lips.

“You won’t make love to her any
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more!”  she exclaimed. “You won’t 
give her any more of your kisses! 
There is only one person you can kiss 
now!”

She paused, she met his eyes, she ap
peared to wait for some fulfillment. 
There was invitation in her upturned 
face, in her singularly smiling lips, her 
warm throat, her drooping shoulders. 
And still he was puzzled; he was not 
sure of her desire. He regarded her a 
moment, speechless and motionless. 
Then he put out his hands, touching her 
arms. At once her arms were about 
him, her slender body was pressing 
close to him. He kissed her; her lips 
responded with an eager pressure; her 
hands reached upward and buried them
selves in his dark hair.

For a moment he wondered, he could 
not understand the miracle of her fond
ness for him. Then he accepted the 
fact itself joyfully, ceasing to search 
for its explication. He kissed her 
cheeks and her eyes, the tips of her 
ears; with his fingers he caressed the 
round whiteness of her neck, the curve 
of her shoulders, her soft, small hands. 
He felt that his senses could never tire 
of touching her.

"What do you think of me?” she 
murmured. “ How much can you care 
for me so soon?”

“ More than I ever cared for anyone,”  
he answered.

“ Did you think, when you went out 
for a walk in the park last night, that 
you’d find a little sweetheart?”

“ It was the dearest surprise of my 
life !”

“Are you really so fond of me, dear ? 
Do you really want me?”

Like a Circean magic her words 
evoked a sudden vision. Life as he 
had been living it was inconsequent, 
without significance, a succession of 
trivialities; she was the ferment of new 
experiences. Everything seemed pos
sible with her; he could scarcely con
ceive the measure of her potentialities. 
He wanted her always as she was now; 
close in his arms, near and fragrant, a 
flower to his touch.

“ I don’t want you just for today,” he

said. “ Sweetheart, I want you every 
day. I ’m tired of being alone; you can 
make me happy. I ’ll do everything to 
bring about your own happiness. Will 
you marry me, dear?”

As his sentences entered her listening 
ears she had a swift picture of the re
mote life she had abandoned: her 
mother, her sister, the sordid street, the 
sordid days; how swiftly she had con
quered! How fully she had come to 
her desire! She felt the fine assur
ance of a near and unseen genius, guid
ing her fortunes, shaping the wonder of 
her days. She was unassailable and 
strong. She paused only a moment, a 
moment to think of the past, a moment 
to dream, before she told him yes.

 C h a p t e r  IX

I n those days that followed, they had 
many pleasant, practical things to plan. 
They decided, for the present, to keep 
the little fiat in which he had been liv
ing, but Julia revolutionized its interior. 
There were many things she had always 
wanted; her ideas were voluptuous.

She haunted the stores each day, pur
chasing for their home. She bought 
pictures, lamps, cushions, vases, a big 
piece o f blue silk brocaded with gold 
for the sofa, a blue screen painted with 
figures like a tapestry, an old Kurdestan 
rug with soft reds and yellows. She 
bought with the pleasure of a child, 
with a buoyant naivete, enjoying the 
simple delight of spending money.

Although they were together nearly 
every evening, they advanced very little 
in intimate acquaintance with each 
other; they were too occupied with their 
immediate plans. Julia found her lover 
acquiescent to all her wishes, and it 
pleased her to play this dominant role. 
His word was “yes” to all her desires.

Sometimes, after a day in the stores, 
she came into his office, usually late in 
the afternoon. It delighted her to ob
serve the pride with which he received 
her; she was introduced as his fiancee. 
Occasionally, when she called and he 
was out, she sat at his desk in the in
ner office, toying with his papers, draw
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ing little figures on his correspondence, 
talking, in the interval of waiting for 
him, to his secretary.

This young man was always effusive 
in his pleasure at her visits. He was 
a blond fellow, big, vital, laughing: 
Julia always thought of him as the spec
imen of a healthy animal. Sometimes 
when she came in she found him talking 
very confidentially on the telephone; she 
knew he was the sort to have many 
girls; she could picture quite easily how 
he spent his evenings. His vivacity, his 
ease of speech was a foil to the quiet, 
almost diffident manner of Walter; she 
always found her lover closer to her de
sire after she had talked for a time to 
this assistant. And now she was grow
ing impatient for the day of their mar
riage.

His eagerness was commensurate 
with her own and they determined that 
further waiting was unnecessary. There 
was now the question of their honey
moon trip. For several days Julia pon
dered this, her wishes fluctuant. She 
thought of the seashore, the mountains, 
a tour in their car, a sea trip—but the 
life of the city drew her more strongly 
than any of these things.

“Let us stay right here, dear,” she 
said. “For a whole month you’ll do 
nothing but be with m e; we’ll go to "all 
the restaurants, all the theatres; we’ll 
drive out in the country and have 
picnics together; we’ll have late 
suppers in our own flat, just you 
and m e! ”

He consented with his customary 
pleased yielding, and they determined 
to wait no longer. One autumn twi
light, gold with the departing sun, they 
got in their car and drove to a minister’s 
house, who was prepared to receive 
them. His wife-and daughter, a tow- 
haired young girl with an inclination to 
giggle, were present as witnesses. The 
ceremony was performed in a, cubical 
little parlour. The pair stood near an 
ancient what-not, gaudy with ugliness; 
the divine was in front of them, reading 
the service from a little book with pale 
lavender covers. Julia was relieved 
when it was over.

“What a dreadful place!” she ex
claimed as they emerged.

Her husband pressed her arm close 
to his side. He helped her into the car 
with a sublimated tenderness.

“Now you’re really mine!” he said.
“Y es! Do you want me just as much, 

now that I am yours, dear?”
“No one was ever more dearly want

ed !” he replied.
They drove away together, going 

straight to their flat. It was dusk when 
they entered. Inside the door he took 
her in his arms, he touched her lightly, 
he kissed her gently. She clung to him 
closely; he softly caressed the strands 
of her hair. Then, suddenly, she 
clasped her hands tensely about his 
neck, she pressed his face tight against 
her own.

“ Give me real kisses!” she exclaimed. 
“ I ’m your woman!”

There was a disappointing interval, 
a second, a moment, before he re
sponded.

C h a p t e r  X

Now, when she awakened in the 
morning, she had the pleasant emotion 
of content. She often remembered the 
other mornings, the bleak hour of aris
ing, the dreary prospect of a day in the 
store, the vision of nothing better for 
tomorrow. It was agreeable to revive 
these memories, for the sake of con
trast. Instead of the hurry, the clatter, 
the ill-humour of that other breakfast 
table she sat down now with Walter, 
talked to him quietly, was aware of the 
tenderness in his eyes. Sometimes he 
talked to her about the business he 
planned for the day, and she listened to 
him in silence, only half hearing, 
content, a little indulgent, like a 
mother attending the schemes of her 
child.

Toward him she had quickly acquired 
this feeling of maternity. She found 
him a simple man, whose tenderness 
found a response in her compassion. 
He did not love her with a complex 
fire; his love was a gentle thing, that 
sought to serve her and achieve her
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happiness by granting each one of her 
spoken wishes.

Sometimes, as she sat looking at him, 
she wondered at the divergence of their 
souls and keenly appreciated his child
like faith in her. It was a touching 
faith, because he understood her so lit
tle. He placed in her hands the sim
plicity of his happiness with the inno
cence of a mariner consigning his for
tunes to an unfathomed and uncompre
hending sea. Often she laughed quietly 
as she recollected her first impressions 
of him.

He had come to her then as a mys
tery. She recalled the night in the park 
when he emerged from the dusk of the 
path like a knight of high adventure. 
His slender person, his manner that 
marked him off so distinctly from the 
other men she had known, seemed then 
to presage a thousand potentialities and 
the fulfillment of her vague dreams. 
She smiled at the naivete of her imag
ination. She bad in no way seen him, 
but only one with his externalities, 
whom she had clothed in the investiture 
of her fancy. Sometimes she sighed as 
she remembered.

One after another, her days went by 
quietly. Usually she spent her morn
ings indoors, languorous, inactive. In 
the afternoon she often visited the 
stores; the years of deprivations still 
served to make buying a unique pleas
ure. Occasionally she stopped at Wal
ter’s office and spent a few moments 
with him. That healthy animal, the 
blond secretary, was still on hand.

Julia found that she disliked him. 
She resented his smiling politeness, his 
easy tongue, his suavity, his eagerness 
to talk with her. Of fen she greeted 
him with an aloofness that was almost 
without courtesy. Yet, in pondering 
her dislike, she found herself somewhat 
unreasonable.

One afternoon, emerging from a tea
room, she heard her name exclaimed 
suddenly in a woman’s voice. She 
turned, surprised, and found her sister 
Bertha staring at her.

“ For the love of God!” cried Bertha. 
“Julie!”

Julia, very much embarrassed, was
speechless for a moment.

“Where in the name of heaven have 
you been, Julia ?” went on her sister. 
“You disappeared like a shot. Mom 
was half crazy. I told her she could 
bet it was some man. Lord, kid, I 
never thought you’d do anything like 
that! And you always telling me to be 
careful and all that!”

Julia smiled at Bertha’s suppositions. 
The child could never understand the 
motives of her abrupt departure. Julia 
felt it quite useless to endeavor any ex
planations.

“ Bertha,” she said, “ I’m married 
now . . . ”

Bertha’s eyes gleamed, her face be
came cunning, she smiled with a turn of 
her lips that was half a grimace.

“You’re lucky,” she said. “You al
ways got off easy in everything; I re
member that. What’s the idea of keep
ing under cover then, like a ground
hog?”

Julia vouchsafed no answer to this 
question. Instead she took Bertha’s 
arm and walked her a few steps along 
the pavement.

“ Would you like to come and see my 
flat?” she asked. “ Have you time?” 

“ Sure, I ’ve got time. You don’t ask 
why I’m out this hour in the day, in
stead of at work. Well, I don’t have 
to work.”

Julia realized now that in the com
monplace of her own leisure she had 
quite forgotten her sister’s position, and 
wondered nothing about her presence 
on the street. She turned her face in 
surprised inquiry.

“What do you mean, Bertha?”
“Well, you’re not the only one that 

can get married!”
“ You, Bertha?”
“Absolutely! Just two weeks ago. 

You remember that John I said I met? 
Well—I got him! We’re going to have 
a place of our own in a couple of 
months. Say, there’s nothing like this 
life, is there, kid?”

She squeezed Julia’s arm, she gri
maced, she winked one eye rapidly sev
eral times. Julia was half afraid that
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she would jump up and down as she 
had often done, in her exuberance, 
when they shared the little room to
gether.

Bertha was unchanged. Her abound
ing vitality displayed itself in the nerv
ous quickness of her speech, her ges
tures, her walk. The almost obscene 
sophistication of her soul, mingled with 
a sardonic naivete, was revealed in her 
speech. Julia had the car near and they 
drove away together to visit her apart
ment. She was silent while her sister, 
with a flood of volubility, commented on 
her luck.

The cascade of her observations was 
accentuated when they reached the flat. 
She examined everything, fingered 
everything, asked the prices, whistled, 
exclaimed.

“ Lord, you’re lucky!” she said. “You 
took an awful chance, kid, but I don’t 
blame you; you had luck!"

There could be no question of Ber
tha’s approval, Bertha’s entire convic
tion of her sister’s good fortune. Her 
voluble approbation brought Julia a cu
rious enlightenment, a train of thought 
assayed only vaguely heretofore. These 
things in her home, purchased by the 
generosity of her husband, were, plainly 
enough, Bertha’s estimate of entire suc
cess ; they were the measure of Bertha’s 
aspirations. What she had achieved— 
leisure in which to do nothing and a 
clutter acquired from the stores—was 
the desideratum of which the younger 
girl dreamed. And suddenly she was 
completely aware that having attained 
Bertha’s ideal, by some sardonic mis
carriage of her fortunes, she had failed 
most completely in her own! Gifts in
consequent and trivial had come to her, 
whilst the glittering hours of her fancy, 
her brave imaginings, were most com
pletely denied! She grew silent; when 
her sister said good-bye she was almost 
too abstracted to answer.

C h a p t e r  XI

S h e  sat in her room, motionless, like 
one taking breath after a great exer
tion. Somehow, it puzzled her deeply

in contemplation, life had tricked and 
deceived her, and like a sinister man- 
gonist, caused her to  accept the base 
metal of a counterfeit for gold. She 
thought of Walter and his tepidities— 
why was she here with him, in his 
house, accepting placidly the meager
ness of his gifts? He could not move 
nor stir her, he could not bring the 
quickening of her breath, the colour to 
her cheeks, the light of a fire within 
her eyes. Then, with her brows con
tracted, she profoundly resented his 
blind presumption of her happiness. In 
that instant she viewed him with a deep 
contempt.

It was already dark; her room, faint
ly illumined by the lights from the 
street, seemed in a suspended twilight 
malign and unreal. She heard the maid, 
in the kitchen, moving about in the 
preparation of dinner. The noises of 
the outdoors came in to her in a soft
ened harshness. Presently the door 
from the hall opened; her husband 
came in. He walked past her room, 
looking for her. His step returned; he 
opened her door; she did not turn to 
look at him.

“All alone? Dreaming?” he asked.
His voice was gentle and tender, his 

abominable gentleness, his undesired 
tenderness. She did not answer him.

He quickly approached her chair; he 
bent down and peered into her face.

“D ear!” he exclaimed. “ What is the 
matter ?”

“ I don’t want to talk,”  she said.
She knew that he was staring at her, 

she imagined his widened eyes, the con
sternation of his features.

“Tell me!” he cried. “What is the 
matter, sweetheart? Are you sick? 
What can I do for you?”

“You can let me alone!” she said.
Her mood astonished him. He stood 

near her chair, looking down at her, 
seeing the shadowed outline of her 
head, the dusk mist of her hair, deeply 
troubled, uncertain, hesitant. Finding 
her so, it was as if he had come upon 
a new phenomenon, not in the compass 
of his understanding, to disquiet and 
disturb him. But at last his normal ac
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quiescence prevailed over his hesita
tion ; moving on tiptoes, he softly left 
the room. Julia remained as before, 
motionless and alone.

When she did not appear at dinner 
he made another effort to probe her 
strangeness. She repelled him again, 
with listless words conveying an im
mense decision. With a distracting 
emotion of futility, he retired to the 
living room and spent the evening walk
ing about between the table and the 
chairs like one lost in a labyrinthine 
maze.

Julia did not come out from her 
room. Presently she took off her dress 
and lay down on her bed, her white 
arms stretched out on either side of 
her, her opened eyes looking up at the 
ceiling.

Her mind was inactive, her thoughts 
vague, like those of one in a trance. 
She did not move; her supine body, in
dolent, careless, suggested the supreme 
indifference of death. After a time she 
went to sleep, passing out of the state 
of consciousness almost imperceptibly.

It was late in the morning when she 
awakened. Glancing at the little clock 
on the bureau, she saw the time and ex
perienced a sense of relief: he must 
have gone to work; she would not have 
to talk to him.

She got up and spent a languorous 
hour at her toilet. Her mind felt dull, 
she seemed to lack the power of con
secutive thought. Her body was flexed, 
as if all the muscles were relaxed after 
a supreme activity. The morning passed 
and after lunch she dressed to go out.

She had no goal. For a time she 
drove about in her car, choosing the 
most crowded streets in order that the 
purely physical abstraction of manipu
lating the machine might be most com
plete. Later she stopped in front of a 
moving-picture theater and went in. 
She did not look at the pictures; the 
place served as a stop-gap for a time. 
The afternoon was nearly passed; she 
stood up and left the theater. Coming 
out, abstracted, unobservant, she nearly 
collided with a man.

“Mrs. Hastings!” he exclaimed.

She looked up. It was her husband’s 
blond secretary.

“Hello!” she said. “Where are you 
going?”

“ Nowhere in particular. Mr. Hast
ings left early this afternoon—said he 
was going home. I thought I ’d take a 
stroll before I had dinner.”

Then he had gone home to look for 
her! What a turmoil he must be in by 
this time! At once she resolved not 
to go home; she did not want to see 
him. She smiled at the tall fellow at 
her side.

“Who are you having dinner with?” 
she asked.

“No one at all. I ’m deserted by 
everyone tonight.”

“Then suppose you let me have it 
with you ? I don’t feel like going 
home.”

For an instant he looked at her with 
widened eyes; he regarded her as one 
might a swiftly presented problem. 

Then he laughed and took her arm. 
“Nothing could be better! Do you 

know, I ’ve always been interested in 
you! I ’ve often wondered if—”

“ If what?”
“ If we’d ever go out together. If 

we’d—ever know each other. . .
She lifted her brows; she met his 

eyes, that regarded her with the light 
of a freshly aroused expectation.

“Did you think that was possible?” 
she asked. “What made you think so ?”  

“Well—I imagined— Hastings is a 
good fellow, you know, but—”

“ You imagined he wasn’t exactly the 
man for me?”

“You’ve said it for me!” he laughed. 
“And what makes you think you are ? 

Do you think you are?”
He pressed his fingers against her 

arm. He inclined his head close to her 
face.

“Are you willing to find out?” he
asked.

She shrugged her shoulders; she 
drew him with her toward the curb. 
The innuendos of their conversation 
gave her a certain pleasure. She was 
indifferent to what might happen. 

“Here is my car,” she said. “ I can’t
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leave it here; we might as well make 
use of it. Do you know what I want 
for dinner ?”

They got into the car; he looked at 
her in inquiry.

“ Some sphagetti and some red wine. 
We’ll go to one of those Italian places. 
You can get a private room where we 
can be alone and talk,”

The car pulled away from the curb. 
It was dusk and the arc-lights flared 
into being. The streets were crowded 
with hurrying men and women, going 
to their innumerable homes, their 
homes in which they found all the mani
fold possibilities of life, content and 
love, deception and hate, the voluptu
ousness of expensive possessions, the 
meagerness of poverty. Now, shrilling 
her horn in the traffic, Julia Was vibrant 
with the desire of life, the desire of ex
perience, the wanting of unseen events.

She tilted back her head and a light 
shone in her eyes like a veil of fire.

C h a p t e r  X II

T h e  little room in which they ate 
their dinner was decorated with sev
eral lurid oils representing Italian com
posers; the artist was a brave colour
ist and his subjects had an intense, 
boiled expression. The waiter was 
low-voiced; he came and went with a 
quiet tread, he knocked at the door be
fore he entered; there was a furtive
ness about this place. Julia sat oppo
site her companion, finding a pleasure 
in her escapade.

She liked his vivacity, his exuber
ance, his frank animality. He ate and 
drank with an obvious relish; he talked 
to her about foods and displayed 
a very considerable technical knowl
edge.

“ Tell me,”  she said, “what do you do 
with your time away from the office? 
Do you know many women ?”

“A few!” He looked into her eyes, 
laughing. “ I like women!”

“ I know you do ! And have you any 
special preference ? Do you like women 
like me ?”

He sipped a little of his wine, re

garding her for a moment as if in spec
ulation.

“ I don’t know anyone just like you,”  
he said. “You puzzle me a little.”

“ How? In what way?”
He paused again, still looking at her. 

Then he smiled with his frank sim
plicity.

“Well, then, again, perhaps you 
don’t ! I suppose you saw me and liked 
me and thought you would like to spend 
an evening with me. What’s the use 
of making problems out of things? I 
take everything that comes!”

She was amused at his naif assur
ance, his effervescent conceit. She ex
amined his face, looking at his blue 
eyes, his thick, yellow hair, his full lips. 
She liked him; she wondered how much 
ardour he would display should he make 
love to her, She felt that she wanted 
him to kiss her and speak his easy 
insincerities in her ears. - She stretched 
out her hand and closed her fingers 
over his own.

“ Then if I don’t puzzle you any 
more,” she said, “tell me just why I 
came here with you tonight ?”

He responded to her touch; he 
pressed her fingers with his. Standing 
up, still retaining her hand, he arose 
and came around the table. He drew 
her to her feet, he took her cheeks 
between his palms. With her head 
thrown back she saw for a moment 
his smiling lips; her eyes closed; she 
waited for his kiss. His lips touched 
her own and for a moment they 
were immobile in this silent em
brace.

She drew herself out of his arms; 
she looked at him a second; she 
laughed. It had not thrilled her—it had 
been no more than the caress of a boy. 
He had no emotions to give her; she 
had no response for him. She contin
ued to laugh.

“ I must go !” she said. “Am I not 
foolish ?”

She picked up her wraps from the 
chair, ran around the table, and whilst 
he stood in motionless astonishment she 
hurried from the room. The waiter 
was ascending the stairs as she went
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I HAVE MADE SONGS

down. He turned to look after her in 
wide-eyed surprise.

She came out to the street, climbed 
into her car and started the engine with 
an explosive clatter. She pulled away 
swiftly. Her face was frowning, her 
eyes were set straight in front of her, 
her hands gripped the wheel with a sav
age tightness. Life seemed to her a 
sardonic antagonist that thwarted her 
with a malignant subtlety, a duelist 
whose scoring thrusts were swift and 
unforeseen. She was futile and weak, 
a thistledown in the wind, a cockle-shell 
on the sea, a bubble blown for the sport 
of the indifferent gods. She was angry 
at her impotence; she hated the empti
ness of her searching hands.

Without a specific intent, she drove 
the car home. Outside the apartment 
she stopped, shut off the engine and 
hurried indoors. The elevator took her 
upstairs. She opened the door and en
tered her flat. At. her step, her hus
band came hurrying through the halS 
and when he saw her he stopped and

Though I have made you many a golden song, 
Hymning your loveliness in artful rhyme,

No one of these but does your beauty wrong,
And stands a libel for all listening time.

Dusks, I have said, are clouding through your hair, 
And Earth’s old twilights linger where you are, 

Dreams, I have said, have made your eyes a lair 
For largess brought from some old ruined star.

Yet, all of this is but a faltering art 
Of futile words that strain beyond their reach: 

And still about your image in my heart,
Trembles the cloistered silence closed to speech,— 

A templed shrine, a dim and holy place,
Where no least word profanes your lifted face.

By David Morton

stared, as at an apparition. She knew 
then the emotions he must have experi
enced during her absence—his wonder, 
his astonishment, his despair. She en
vied him these emotions—he had no 
power to stir her own wonder, to arouse 
her own astonishment, to move her to a 
personal despair. On his lips she saw 
words struggling for expression.

She did not wait for his speech, she 
did not wait for his questions. She ran 
toward him laughing, laughing in an 
hysteria of disappointment, of wanting, 
of dreams unfulfilled. She threw her 
arms about him and he staggered back 
with the impetuosity of her embrace; 
between the convulsion of her laughing 
she kissed him. She would make him 
give her something, she would seize 
something from her life with him! She 
would make him unhappy, she would 
bring him disaster and humiliation—yet 
she was not sorry.

As with a flame, she burned with the 
desire of life, even its sting and its 
defeat!



THE MAN W H O  FOOLED THE GODS

By Oscar .  Williams

I N the whole world there was only 
one man who lived his life as the 
gods had conceived it. And the gods 

communed among themselves and said, 
“We should reward him. He is not 

like other men in whose hearts Passion 
rules and Will is huddled in a comer. 
He is not like other men in whose 
hearts some trembling, conscience- 
spurred Resolve creeps forth timidly, 
but flees at the sight of Temptation. 
No, he is not like other men. We should 
reward him.”

And the man was summoned before 
the sapphire thrones. And the head- 
god spoke to the kneeling man and said, 

“For the good that you have done, 
for the upright life that you have led, 
we shall grant you anything that you

may wish. Think! Let all your years 
of righteousness culminate grandly in 
one spoken desire!”

And the man answered and said,
“All my life have I seen other men 

live deep in the joys of sin, but their 
hours fled away, and I thought that this 
was punishment enough for them. But 
often I wondered why my hours, too, 
should go way,—I, who filled them with 
righteousness. All my life have I 
yearned for one hour that will not go 
away, one hour that is not mortal. 
Grant me, therefore, only one such 
hour.”

And the gods granted the man’s wish 
immediately without question. And the 
man is living an eternity of debauchery 
in that one hour that will not go away.

SOUVENIR
By Muna Lee 

I R E M E M B E R  you because on a little hill 
Where the violets grew thicker than the grass, 

And through my memory flames and whistles still 
A flock of red-winged blackbirds we saw pass.

Because of a rain-filled night I remember you,
And a tree we came on suddenly in the fall 

And a vague horizon that broke and foamed in blue 
But I do not remember any words of yours at all.
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MOTHER

By Lawrence R endel

T H EY had lain there long in silence, 
chewing at meditative grass-stems, 
looking out over the self-con

sciously picturesque Swiss landscape.
Two young men, leanly trim in uni

forms, radiant with that recovered lux
ury of cleanliness, of which it seemed 
to them they could never get enough. 
Two every-day fellows, the kind one 
sees in offices, barbers’ chairs or on 
street-cars, who had been suddenly up
rooted from all the accustomed decen
cies and safeties of civiliaztion, dragged 
through the obscene paranoia of war 
and then, by sheer chance, it almost 
seemed, dropped down into the quietude 
of this Swiss internment.

How they had come there is of little 
concern, they themselves accepted it 
without question. Nor did they ques
tion why they should choose to be so 
much together. That was the way of 
all camps; each to his liking, pair by 
pair, side by side, lying for hours in 
mutual silences. To Manning, the el
der of the two, it had lately occurred 
that perhaps those silences were really 
more dangerous to the world than even 
the material destruction of the war. He 
could see them, lying out over a large 
portion of the map of Europe: pair by 
pair, stretched out without speaking, 
their young eyes turning backwards 
with a certain deadly clarity of vision.

It was Carter who spoke first, spread
ing on the turf before him an American 
newspaper, some three weeks old, a t . 
which, in unconscious rejection of all 
the conventional emotions, he had mere
ly glanced and then dropped without 
further notice.

I “The fellows who put up this bunk 
make me sick.”

It was said without rancor, just a flat 
statement of frank fact. Without trou
bling to turn his head, Manning swept 
the end of his eye across the page.

The editorial sheet, bearing the usual 
war cartoon, a sentimental one, this 
time; one of those sure-fire stock-in- 
trades which cartoonists keep tagged 
away on the shelves of their minds 
against the drouth of an idealess day. 
A little woman, pathetically frail and 
black-clad, her face wan beneath a cor
onal of white hair, but her eyes tre
mendously shining as she gazed from a 
window at a very large star on a very 
black-ink night.

She must have been over sixty, at 
least, as women go in these days, but 
on the wall behind her a service flag, 
with one star, hung above the photo
graph of a uniformed youth of appar
ently about nineteen, carefully inscribed 
“ My Son.” Beneath it all ran the leg
end, “The Star that Shines on Him” ; 
and as further aid to the intelligence of 
the reader there hovered, near the ceil
ing of that pictured room, a  wraithlike 
vision of cheerful carnage.

“ Bunk,” Carter remarked again.
“Good policy, though,” Manning 

murmured indifferently. “ It is emo
tions that rule in these days, not rea
son.”

“The dear, old, conventional, Ameri
can mother,” he went on. “The idol 
of the press, the job-saver of the third- 
rate cabaret ‘artist.’ Always about sev
enty, always leaking at the eyes or bend
ing over a wash-tub, always gazing out 
into the night from poverty-stricken 
windows. And yet, with such a hor-
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rible warning kept constantly before the 
people, they wonder and howl at race 
suicide. But then, to suggest that a 
mother could possibly be any other way 
would probably seem sheer anarchy to 
the man in the Tube. All the same, 
my mother—”

Manning’s tone grew amusedly rem
iniscent and a grin tugged at the cor
ners of his mouth.

“ I ’m thirty, but after three o’clock in 
the afternoon my mother would pass 
for thirty-eight at most. While as for 
watching at windows, torn with anxiety 
for her wandering boy . . .  I wish I 
had ten dollars for every hour I have 
spent dozing on smoking-room sofas, 
waiting until she has had enough dan
cing at about four g.m. That type you 
have there doesn’t exist, that’s all.”

There was silence again, lasting long, 
while a chime of bells stole up on the 
breeze from a steeple in the toy village 
down below. Faintly it came, thrill- 
ingly sweet, almost elfin, bringing with 
it a queer little ache that this life about 
them might be really as picture-bookish 
as it looked.

Then Carter spoke, casually picking 
up the thread again as though only an 
instant had elapsed.

“Yes, it does exist. . . .  I knew one, 
once.”

Manning’s silence, though it could 
not be deepened, took on a subtly dif
ferent quality, as if the ears behind it 
had been emptied of the stream of his 
own thoughts, leaving only a void of 
listening. He had expected that Carter 
would speak, some day. The safety- 
valve of twenty-four is that, sooner or 
later, it must talk.

Looking quietly off at a snow peak 
across the valley, avoiding any glance 
at the other, he waited.

II

“ T h e  Brays were the people I knew 
the best of all—that is, next to my own 
family, of course,” Carter hastily 
amended.

“It must have been before I was born 
that they came to that big, old house

on the Ocean front. A great rambling 
barn of a place, half a mile from the 
little beach town and ten miles from 
everywhere else, but rather jolly in its 
way. Sand-dunes and cedars back of 
it, in front nothing but the beach and 
sea, with the highest tides break
ing only twenty feet from its front 
door.

“ It was a bit inconvenient for the old 
man, though; his office was in the city, 
twenty miles inland, and he’d run in and 
out on the cars every day. He was 
of a kind which is dying out now, the 
regular old-school American of the sev
enties, all white hair, black string tie 
and mild courtesy. You could never 
have taken him for anything but what 
he was. He could have stepped straight 
on to the stage of any theater, and the 
moment he entered you would have 
known that he was the faithful old fam
ily lawyer, bringing the will to be stolen. 
And, curiously enough, that was just 
the sort of thing which was always hap
pening to him in his practise. Some
how you knew that, too, the first time 
you looked at him. There are some 
people who just seem put up to bear 
with things in a gentle, puzzled sort of 
way.

“The fact is that ‘dear old Mr. Bray,’ 
as everybody called him, was still try
ing to live in a world which had disap
peared some thirty years before, only 
he hadn’t found that out yet. But it 
was beginning to wear him down, to
gether with that forty miles in the cars 
every day; but Mrs. Bray would not 
hear of moving to the city.

“ She had bought that house on the 
Ocean front especially for the children, 
you see. Her whole life was devoted 
to them, she said, and you couldn’t be 
with her half an hour without seeing it 
was so.

“ ‘A little inconvenient, so far from 
the town and the cars,’ she would apol
ogise to visitors, ‘but it is so good for 
the children. In the city—you under
stand—the—the influences!’

“There were four of those children; 
Fred, Beatrice, Theo and Sydney—he 
was just a kid of my own age, we were
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always together, and that is how I know 
about it all so well.

“The elder ones were a handsome 
lot, though Syd was ordinary enough to 
look at, and their appearance was at 
once their mother’s pride and an added 
anxiety; hence that house, half a mile 
from everywhere, for their protection 
from ‘influences.’ What those might 
have been she never explained, but 
then she didn’t have to, she had a way 
of putting things over without expla
nation.

“ She would mention those ‘influences’ 
at least once a day, and always with 
such a look, so appealing, so brave, and 
with such a quivering tremor of mother 
love that one felt like kissing her feet 
for it—or, if one didn’t, one felt like a 
brute not to.

“At least, you knew she was right. 
There was probably never an instant in 
her whole life that Mrs. Bray hadn’t 
been exactly right. How old she was I 
can’t quite say, but it couldn’t have been 
so very much, for I remember Syd 
when we were both of us hardly out of 
our baby-buggies, but it seems as 
though even then Mrs. Bray was al
ready grey and faded and pathetic—and 
brave.

“She was just a wisp of a woman, al
ways in black, with white lace at her 
throat and wrists, and a little stringless 
bonnet o f lilac flowers when she went 
out. I can see it now, perched on her 
wavy white hair like a little crown, its 
very shabbiness its jewel.

“A handy little woman, too; always 
patching, darning and mending; paint
ing a floor or fixing a lock, keeping the 
big old place in perfect order; but al
ways with time to greet everyone, as 
they came in at the door, with a smile, 
a kiss and a cheery :

“ ‘Back at last, dear. And what has 
my son—or my daughter—been doing 
today ?’

“At least it should have been cheery; 
it sounded so—deliberately so—tremen
dously so—and yet—”

“ It was when Syd was about ten or 
eleven that he first really noticed that 
greeting. Up till then he had merely

taken it as an ordinary phenomena, of 
daily life, like breakfast and evening. 
It was summer and vacation; he had 
been down the beach all the morning 
and had barely got home in time for 
dinner, but his mother met him at the 
door all the same, running from the 
kitchen to open it, flushed from the 
stove, with her smile, her kiss and that 
inevitable:

“ ‘Almost late, dear—but never mind. 
And now, what has my boy been doing 
all the morning ?’

“As an actual fact the kid hadn’t been 
doing anything. It was, perhaps, the 
first time in his life he hadn’t anything 
to say to her, for usually he was full of 
kid stuff, as boys are at that age. He 
must have been dreaming down there 
on the beach—he had just begun to find 
out that he could do such a thing—for 
all at once the morning was gone and 
he had to race to get home.

“He had not thought of it until she 
spoke, then that direct question made 
him feel rather foolish as he realized 
how the hour had slid away. It even 
half scared him with a sense of some in
comprehensible change in himself. All 
he seemed able to do was to stand there, 
get red and blurt out:

“ ‘Why—I haven’t done anything, 
Ma.’

“ I guess that must have been the first 
time that Syd Bray ever saw his moth
er’s eyes; or, perhaps it was the first 
time he had given her such an answer, 
or perhaps, again, it was the first time 
of a number of things, for him. At 
least, he saw them then. They were 
very large and light, really brilliant, but 
with a hint of darkness in them, too, 
as though that light were but a reflection 
and sometimes that which was behind it 
came through. It did so at that moment 
as her hands tightened on his shoulders 
in a gay half-reproach:

“ ‘Oh—but I hoped that my boy 
would always tell his mother everything 
that he did. I shouldn’t like to think 
that one of my sons had done anything 
he couldn’t tell me.’

“ The trouble was that the poor kid 
had nothing to tell, you see; and yet
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he wriggled under her gaze, feeling half 
guilty about it, and half angry at feel
ing so, all of which simply made him 
turn red and sullen.

“  ‘Why Ma—I’ve told you, haven’t 
I ? ’ he mumbled.

“ He had a glimpse of her face as she 
turned away. It had paled, quiveringly 
so, even as that of one who has received 
a  hurt and conceals it for the sake of 
the one who dealt the blow. All through 
dinner Syd looked at his plate, unable to 
meet her eyes, but he could feel them 
upon him, not reproachful, but loving; 
bravely filled with the hope of one who 
fears the worst but determinedly will 
not see it—and who sees it all the more 
for that rejection. It should have made 
him sorry, melted him, but all he could 
feel was that half cold, half hot sense of 
mingled guilt and anger.

“ It all passed off, of course. He for
got it, as boys do, but almost uncon
sciously, from that time, he never came 
home without some story to tell his 
mother. I f  he really had none to tell 
then he would make one up, auto
matically beginning the moment he came 
in sight of the house.

“ It was some time after that before 
Syd discovered that the others were do
ing the very same thing. There was no 
intent of concealment about it ; they had 
no reasons for concealment and but lit
tle opportunity for such. There were 
no ‘influences’ in that little beach town. 
School—Grade or High, according to' 
their ages—tennis, a swim, perhaps an 
ice-cream soda and a moving picture in 
the evening, an occasional picnic, such 
was the round of their lives. They 
went to school and came back; they 
went out and came back; always back 
to that opened door and that smile and 
cheery ‘And what have my chicks been 
doing today ?’

“Except for the same round, so usual 
that the telling of it had become weari
some, the only logical answer was 
‘Nothing.’ But ‘nothing’ was the one 
thing that Mrs. Bray could never ac
cept.

“ They even consulted each other 
about it as, strolling back along the

board walk, the great chimney of the 
house began to loom above the wind
blown cedars of the dunes, Beatrice 
and Theo, sixteen and seventeen, always 
in white, it seems now, with big bows 
in their hair, and arms full of books. 
Fred, long legged, silent footed in ten
nis shoes, peering out from under the 
down-turned rim of his white beach 
hat with a slightly puzzled gaze. 
Mechanically, with the cool acceptance 
of youth of what they knew to be in
evitable, one of them would exclaim:

“ ‘Oh—what are we going to tell 
mother today ?’ ”

III

S i l e n c e  again, a tinkle of cow-bells 
from an upland pasture as Carter 
paused, lying there on his stomach, chin 
propped on hands, looking out across 
the Thai. Serene, unemotional, really 
seeing not that snow peak dominating 
the range, but those inner pictures, the 
tinted flickerings of his mental cinema 
screen, from which he spoke and to 
whose meanings his eyes were piercing 
with such an almost blasting clarity.

“ So it went,” he nodded. “Went on 
for several years more; but, of course, 
it couldn’t last for ever—nothing does.

“ It was when Syd was about fifteen 
that the first break came. It was 
through Fred that it happened—and to 
Fred, as well, poor chap. He was 
twenty-three then, one of those quiet 
chaps of whom one can never be sure 
just what he is up to, or if he is really 
up to anything at all. Kid as I was, I 
couldn’t understand it at the time, but 
one of the things I best remember about 
Fred, and which somehow sort of sized 
him up for me, was a glance I once sur
prised him casting at his mother. Even 
at the time it made me feel queer, it was 
so half affectionate, so half, hard, so 
wholly hungry—and so puzzled.

“Fred always gave one an impression 
that he was a bit puzzled by things. He 
was rather like his father in that; more 
modern, of course, and with more of the 
modern rebellion, but secretly baffled 
by the world in which he found himself.
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It drove him back into his shell when 
what he really needed was drawing out 
of it. A girl could have done that, but 
he was shy of them. That was largely 
owing to Mrs. Bray. She had a way 
of saying, oh, so gaily, but with such a 
bravely concealed little shake in her 
laugh, that, of course, one of these 
days, her boys would marry and quite 
forget their poor little mother. But 
looking from now I can see how, when 
any girls had been about, she would 
contrive to speak of them; so sweetly, 
so understandinl y , but with a sort of 
unquenchable hope—and why hope un
less there is first fear? I can’t explain 
it, it wasn’t what she said, nor even 
how she said it, but let Fred look twice 
at any girl and in a few days there was 
an impression about the house that that 
girl was rather to be avoided—that she 
was, in fact, pretty much of an ‘in
fluence.’

“Fred was in a real-estate, stock-and- 
bond office in the city then. The Mc
Gowan & Strang company, the kind 
of office which owns its own twelve- 
story building and in which everybody 
is either prominent or the son of 
prominence. The Brays, you see, were 
quite ‘folks’ in their way and tremen
dously well thought of. People always 
spoke of them with that peculiar sort 
of admiration which has no intention, 
nor wish, to be in the least like what it 
admires.

“ It was one night that it came—so 
many things seem to come at night. 
Fred arrived home in the middle of the 
week. That alone was surprising for, 
as a rule, it was only week ends that he 
spent at the beach now; so unexpected 
was it that for once he entered without 
Mrs. Bray’s opened door and welcom
ing flutter of hands and kiss. So he 
just walked right into the living room, 
a picture of unbreakable peace with its 
shaded lamp, a glimpse of moonlit 
breakers through the range of ocean 
windows. Syd at his lessons, Beatrice 
doing some fancy work, Theo reading, 
Mr. Bray in his study, the door between 
half open: Mrs. Bray in her black and 
white lace, a wreath of lilac flowers on

her grey hair, her thin hands busy with 
mending. She might have been cut 
from a cameo exactly as she sat 
there.

“ Then the door opened and there was 
Fred, stripping off his gloves, throwing 
his hat on a settee. How little we know 
what enters with people through opened 
doors. He nodded to the girls and Syd, 
kissed his mother quietly as ever, but 
there was that in his atmosphere which 
brought her to her feet. Syd had never 
seen her quite so brave as at just that 
instant. How does that song go— ?
“ ‘E  is for her eyes with lovelight . shin

ing.’
“That was it, exactly; and—

“ ‘T  is for the tears were shed to sa-ave 
me.’

“ Not that she shed them, but you 
knew they were there. Inner tears of 
silent sacrificial heart-blood, dripping 
prayers for her boy—her erring boy; 
you knew that he was that from just 
seeing her. Fred saw it and it was 
then he gave that look I told you of. 
But he said nothing, just passed on into 
his father’s study and shut the door, 
while Mrs. Bray sat bravely down 
again to her mending.

“That was all Syd knew of it that 
evening. He went to bed, in his alcove 
off the big room which was Fred’s. He 
heard the girls come upstairs, quietly, 
instead of chattering as they usually 
did, then a steady murmur of voices 
from downstairs. He knew that some
thing was up, but it is hard to disturb 
a boy of fifteen and he soon slept. 
Much later he was awakened again by 
voices in the same room with him, Mrs. 
Bray and Fred, speaking softly evident
ly so as. not to arouse him, but every 
now and then a tone, though subdued, 
cut through the curtain of the alcove 
into his ears.

“He heard the word ‘money,’ Fred 
seemed to be in some trouble over it. 
His syllables, though indistinct, came 
with a wearily dogged persistence as if 
he were repeating a story already many 
times told.

“Then his mother’s voice, all the more 
poignant for its careful repression:

S.S.—May—3
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“ ‘My boy—if you would but speak.’ 
“ ‘But mother, I have. That is all 

there is to it. I tell you I never even 
saw that money.’

“Fred was losing a little of his self- 
control; Mrs. Bray must have given a 
warning glance at the curtain, for he 
went on:

“  ‘Syd is asleep. I looked in at him. 
Even if he isn’t it makes no difference, 
he’ll have to know some time.’ A little 
pause; then came a significant: ‘He 
might even believe me.’

“Then Mrs. Bray again,
“ ‘My boy, if you would but soften 

your heart to me. Do you think that I 
would not stand by my sons through 
anything ?’

“  ‘No I don’t. You have stood by for 
twenty-three years—every minute of the 
time. The trouble is that you won’t 
stand by through nothing.’

“ ‘But Fred—that money they found 
in your desk ?’

“ ‘I have told you that was my own.’ 
“  ‘Oh, my boy—six hundred dollars ?’ 
“ ‘I f  you must know, I won it on the 

races.’
“ ‘The races.’
“ If I could give you Mrs. Bray’s voice 

as she said that. Had she said ‘on the 
steps of very hell’ it would not have 
meant so much, for that is so abstract, 
while she made of that word ‘races’ an 
actual, present, cankering evil. In it 
you read her whole life, her years of 
desperate prayer and striving to guard 
her children from ‘influences’ ; her 
agonized realization of how futile that 
struggle had been, then the anguished 
bravery of her appeal.

“ ‘My son—my boy—can you not 
trust your own mother?’

‘“ I have trusted you.’ Fred almost 
shouted. ‘The trouble is that you can’t 
trust me. Can’t you understand that 
people do win on the races sometimes? 
But there—what’s the use? You never 
have believed in any of us. We have all 
been forced to lie to you all our lives 
and now you are incapable of even hear
ing the truth.’

“ ‘I am certainly incapable of believ
ing it the truth that one of my sons is

speaking to his mother in this way. I 
will see you in the morning.’

“That was all, for she left at once. 
Hidden though she was by the curtains 
Syd could almost see her going. The 
indomitable courage that kept her erect 
despite her load of sorrow; the love- 
light still bravely shining from her 
stricken eyes; the certainty that there 
would be only prayer instead of sleep 
for her that night—oh, the whole, gen
eral, damnable rightness of the woman.

“ There was a long silence after she 
left; not that of an empty room but a 
full sort of silence which told Syd that 
Fred was standing there without mov
ing. It was rather disquieting and Syd 
had a vague feeling of wanting to get 
up and go to him, but his fear of seem
ing foolish was stronger. After a while 
he heard Fred undressing and the light 
went out. He was glad of that, it was 
the usual, normal proceeding, bringing 
a comforting sense that things were go
ing on in the proper routine.

“ Then the curtains were pulled aside 
and he saw Fred standing by his bed 
looking down at him.

“ ‘Awake ?’ he asked; and as Syd 
grunted he went on. ‘I guess you heard, 
then ?’

“He sat down and Syd saw he was 
in his bathing suit, a meagre affair of 
red and yellow stripes, his shoulders 
and limbs a sort of marble white in the 
wispy moonlight falling through the 
window.

“ ‘You going swimming this time of 
night?’ Syd asked and Fred nodded 
gloomily.

“ ‘I feel like I need something after 
—God, you’d think a fellow’s own 
mother would believe—but, hell, what’s 
the use of grouching about it? It’s al
ways been that way. But you listen to 
me, kid, when your turn comes you get 
out of this, any way you can.’

“ Syd squirmed under the bedclothes 
in a boy’s uneasy self-consciousness at 
anything serious. Through the win
dow he could see the ocean, deceivingly 
calm on the surface but with a heavy 
ground swell that sent the breakers roll
ing almost up to the boardwalk, making
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the whole house quiver with their cease
less force.

“As Fred rose to go, Syd grabbed at 
his arm.

“  ‘Say, look out for- rip tides, the 
beach was full of them this afternoon.’ 

“ ‘I was swimming on this beach be
fore you could walk.’

‘"’That was true, and Fred’s daring in 
the surf was almost a legend in the 
town. He was at the curtain now and 
Syd, on an impulse, sat up and growled: 

“ ‘See here, Fred—I believe what you 
told mother, anyhow.’

“ He was half sorry he had said it 
the next instant, for the result was so 
strange, yet he was as strangely glad, 
too. Fred’s arm was about his neck, 
cheek pressed to cheek. Only a mo
ment, an awkward, fumbling sort of 
moment at that, but in it Syd had a 
sense of nearness such as he had never 
before experienced. His father’s hand, 
his mother’s kiss had never brought 
such a feeling of an inner union of 
complete understanding, which needed 
no words.

“ Fred was gone. His cheek still hot 
Syd listened to the creak of the stairs 
under bare feet, felt the rush of salt air 
below up through the house at the open
ing of the front door.

“ He never saw Fred again. Days 
later something was drawn from the 
surf and buried in his name, because 
of some clinging shreds of red and yel
low. But Syd’s last memory of his was 
that warm arm about his neck; his con
stant wonder, just what might have 
happened out that stretch of deserted 
beach, white and indigo under the moon, 
always with something unexpected 
about it in spite of its life-long famili
arity. Had that really been a cry which 
had caught his ears, coming faintly 
through the roll of the surf, bringing 
him up half awake and half out of bed? 
He listened long, but the only sound 
was the hoarse night croak of a wan
dering pelican, and, reassured, sleep 
had claimed him again.

“Or had there really been no cry, and 
no intention of one? In spite of the 
wondering shivers which accompanied

it, that thought rather haunted him, for 
it brought with it a certain avidness of 
curiosity.

“ It all soon rolled off him, though, 
as things do at that age. Mrs. Bray 
was wonderful in the days which fol
lowed ; they might almost have been spe
cially designed as a chance for her to 
show her mettle, like that of some finely 
tempered blade which can bend and 
quiver, but never quite breaks. Hints 
of scandal began to leak out concerning 
Fred, rumors of suicide, whispers that 
the Bray sons were not all that they 
should be to be worthy of such a won
derful little mother.

“ But Fred had told the plain truth 
that night. Even before that battered 
thing was given up by the surf, the son 
of the firm, young McGowan, had come, 
contrite and appalled, to say that the 
payment had been traced to another. 
In that hour Mrs. Bray was even more 
wonderful than before; her forgiveness, 
her submission, her constant faith and 
restored certainty in her lost son were 
almost superhuman. Young McGowan 
seemed to find them so, at least—with a 
side glance at Beatrice, who was just 
twenty then and had blossomed into a  
beauty.

“Within' a year the two were mar
ried."

IV

W i t h  a nod which seemed to relegate 
the affair to inevitability, Carter paused 
once more, selecting a juicy grass stem 
to thrust between his teeth, then turning 
his gaze to that distant glacier.

He looked serene as the sky overhead, 
but under the steady flow of his sen
tences Manning had felt things wither
ing in himself. Unsuspected shreds of 
sentiment, lingering webs of conven
tional emotional reactions to conven
tional motional symbols, shrivelling and 
falling as leaves on a morning of flaw
less frost.

“Beatrice’s part of it all is soon told,” 
Carter went on. “She died at the birth 
of her first child. Died in her mother’s 
arms.
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“ McGowan had tried to keep Mrs. 
Bray away; I think he was beginning to 
suspect things by then; but what hus
band could forbid his wife’s mother at 
such an hour?

“That was Mrs. Bray’s own expres
sion. She had promised Beatrice that 
she would ‘go with her through her 
hour’ ; and she began that ‘hour’ weeks 
before, never allowing Beatrice out o£ 
her sight: She was always sitting by,
her face shining with such courage, such 
hope, that one could almost see, by con
trast, that shadow of death which she 
was so bravely fighting away from her 
child.

“ The doctor actually ordered her 
away, but it couldn’t be done. She met 
him with such dignity, such a waving 
aside of the implied insult to herself, 
such a smile of tolerance for masculine 
non-comprehension of a daughter’s nat
ural feelings at such a time. So she 
sat on, keeping up Beatrice’s spirits, 
but in spite of it all, as ‘her hour’ ap
proached Beatrice went to pieces.

“ She shrieked, they whispered after
wards, throwing herself about, cling
ing to her mother, crying out that she 
couldn’t face it, screaming to the doctor 
to stop it somehow—anyhow.

“That leaked out, too, and people 
talked again about the Bray children 
and how terrible it must be for that 
marvelous little mother. Such a terri
ble end after all her unsparing efforts.

“ So that was the end of that.
“ Theo’s turn came next. She was 

nineteen then, not as pretty as Beatrice, 
but by way of being a  genius on the 
violin. Somebody heard her play and 
offered a year in Paris, and Mrs. Bray 
consented. You could see what it cost 
her to do so, but she was so bright, so 
tender and self-sacrificing over it, with 
never a tear, only joy that Theo should 
have her opportunity; but as she bent 
over that eternal mending her hands 
shook so that she could hardly draw the 
needle. Never would she let her own 
feelings stand in the way of any of her 
children. Not that she said it, but then 
she did not have to say it—she was it.

“All through the hectic weeks of

Theo’s preparations she sat by,, shin
ing again with that luminous spirit' 
while Theo chattered excitedly of her 
plans. Mrs. Bray never entered into 
those plans, merely sat, whitening a lit
tle but smiling through it all with a 
smile such as a mother might give as 
one of her daughters thrust a blade into 
her heart.

“Even so it was not until the very last 
evening, with her trunks all packed, 
that Theo was finally worn down. Her 
fire of potential genius wasn’t quite 
enough to stand that perpetual picture 
of a forsaken mother bravely bearing 
her loneliness. Enthusiasm, rebellion 
and longing alike collapsed against that 
example of shining fortitude. There 
was a scene in which Theo blew up, 
finally, and forever, all her fire going 
off in screams and hysteria, dying down 
to a slobbering mess of reconciliation.

“ She never went to Paris, of course. 
In a week she looked five years older; 
in a year she was a settled spinster, 
her mother’s inseparable companion, 
her violin a mass of dust in an upstairs 
closet, her only reward the patting on 
the head sort of way in which people 
spoke of her.

“ ‘Poor Theo, she might have 
amounted to something with her music, 
but she gave it. all up to stay with that 
wonderful little mother of hers.’ -

“It is queer about people, isn’t it? If 
you do, or if you don’t, they don’t like it 
either way.

“ So that was the end of her.”
“And Syd ?” Manning asked, as Car

ter’s silence took on a disquieting air of 
finality. “Don’t you know what be
came of him?”

“Oh—Syd?" Carter’s tone was half 
questioning, as of one recollecting some
thing half forgotten. “ Sure I know 
about him. Didn’t I tell you he was the 
one I knew best of all?

“ It was about five years ago that 
Syd’s turn came—that turn which poor 
Fred had foreseen on that last night 
of his. Syd was eighteen then, just fin
ishing High School. He had a chum, 
Mark, a wild sort pf boy, nothing 
mean though, only too much vitality, but
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it kept him in constant hot water and 
gave him a hard name in the town.

“ One day Mark ‘borrowed’ a neigh
bor’s automobile and he and Syd went 
off for a harum-scarum, cross-country 
sort of ride. It ended in a wreck, and 
the neighbor, it seemed, had not been 
consulted about that borrowing and had 
the motor-cops out after them. Both 
boys were taken at once to the local 
Juvenile Court; the sensation of the 
town that day, for they were perhaps 
the most important young ruffians ever 
brought before that bar. It looked 
cloudy for Mark, with his reputation 
against him, but Syd, in one of those 
impulses that boys sometimes have, tried 
to take the blame on himself.

“They tangled his story all up in 
three minutes, once they began to ques
tion him, of course. But the judge was 
a semi-human sort and he called the 
boys into his room for a private talk. 
His decision was that if Mark could 
make another boy like him well enough 
to try and take his blame, then he was 
too good for the Reform School, and 
should be put upon probation. As for 
Syd, the judge lectured him on the 
crime of perjury and its possible conse
quences, then sent him off, with a clap 
on the shoulder, in a ‘don’t do it again, 
but I kind of like you for having done 
it’ fashion.

“ Mark’s mother was in court and she 
took them home and fed them. Such a 
feed. She was a big, vital, high col
ored woman, the image of what Mark 
himself would be in twenty years. To 
Syd’s astonishment she treated it all as 
a huge joke, but a joke of which they 
themselves were the funniest feature. 
Under the twinkle in her eyes and her 
openly sly digs, they writhed far worse 
than in the court itself, for they could 
feel no antagonism to her. They 
stuffed, writhed, reddened and laughed 
all at the same moment, the laughter 
taking all the sting from her thrusts, 
while still leaving a clean, open sort of 
a-shamedness at having acted so like a 
couple of silly kids.

“All the way home Syd thought of 
her, especially of one last instant alone

which she had contrived with him. 
Laughter still, but coming through tears, 
a choking, scrambling hug, a kiss, a 
murmured—‘To try and do that for 
Mark—you dear, foolish, blessed boy.’

“ He knew that all the town was 
aware of his arrest; he could guess 
what awaited him if he passed through 
it. The condemnation of the respecta
ble ; the leering acceptance of the semi
disreputable, gathered on then; special 
corner before the pool room, as though, 
in passing through that court, he had 
received a, sort of reverse accolade 
which made him one of them. But he 
no longer cared, that scrambling, messy 
hug had wiped all that away and he 
went boldly down the street with high 
head; not cocky, but quiet; not 
ashamed, but sorry.

“ It was at the Bank corner that he 
saw his mother coming down the street. 
She had not been in court, the thing 
had been rushed through so quickly 
that there had been no time for her to 
get there. Otherwise she would have 
been there, be sure of that; if was, per
haps, the one thing lacking in her life, 
to sit bravely by and support a son 
publicly accused of crime.

“ She was doing so now, in the best 
way she could; not hiding in her home, 
but courageously walking the town, her 
little shopping bag on her arm. Syd 
could imagine her at the meat market, 
her face shining, composed, without a 
tremor, as she asked for ‘Some chops, 
please, and I want them especially nice 
—tonight.’ And all around her, in the 
eyes of the customers and in the man
ner of the man who served her, a glow 
of admiration for this brave little 
mother who hid her riven heart and 
planned only the feast for the prodigal.

’ “ For some reason that he could never 
explain Syd drew into a doorway and 
let her pass without seeing him. He 
never quite knew why he did that, un
less it was a sudden sort of—of bore
dom with what he knew he must in
evitably go through.

“ He stood there in the shadow of that 
doorway, watching her p ass; probably 
the first time he had ever seen his
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mother when she was unconscious of 
his presence. Then he stumbled back 
to the stairs which led up to some dubi
ous offices above. He will always re
member those stairs, barren, dusty, with 
worn rubber treads; stairs of a certain 
ghastly, down at heels publicity, reft of 
all reserves, open to the tread of any 
feet. Luckily none came up or down in 
the half hour that Syd spent there. He 
had it out alone in the gathering gloom 
of the dusk.

“ Not that he really saw it all then. 
It took years, and the shock of the war 
—the shock of its silences more than of 
its guns—to show him what he had 
seen. All he knew was that he came 
out of that doorway a different fellow, 
and with one only sentence ringing in 
his ears. Poor Fred’s last words to 
him on that night:

“ ‘Remember this, kid, when your 
turn comes you get out—any way you 
can.’

“He got out, then and there. He 
seemed to know that it was the only mo
ment in which he would be able to; 
that, if he went back to that house on 
the ocean front, he would go just the 
same as Fred and Beatrice and Theo. 
Differently, of course, as each of them 
had gone in their own way, but just as 
surely. That dingy doorway to the 
street could lead two ways; back to all 
that, or on to another world, and he 
walked down the stairs and out of it to 
the onward path.

“He never went home that night, nor 
ever afterwards, just walked right out 
through that doorway into another life. 
He met vicissitudes, of course, knew

something of want and hunger and 
loneliness, but all that was as nothing 
to the sense of freedom which was 
upon him; a feeling as of an escape 
from some net drawing ever closer.

“What was it he had seen ? He 
hardly knows even now. Pride—that 
was his first impression as he watched 
his mother go by. An adamantine, 
cameo-like determination to be ‘right/ 
at no matter what cost. A passion to 
be within a narrow circle, in which 
everything was set in order, with all the 
great rest of life kept rigidly at bay. 
And behind her a sort of invisible 
darkness, not to be seen though it could 
be vaguely felt. That same darkness 
which he had once surprised underlying 
that mother light in her eyes.

“ A peopled darkness, as though all 
the little frailties and humanities which 
she so rigorously rejected for herself, 
hung hungry in her wake, magnified a 
thousand-fold by her horror of them, 
waiting to leap and satisfy themselves 
on any who came sufficiently under her 
atmosphere.

“So—that was the end of . that.”

V

S i l e n c e  again until the western sun 
cast shadows of peaks across the pas
ture, and around them the gentians 
shivered and folded their petals against 
the chill which would creep down from 
the high snows to meet the night steal
ing upwards from the Thai.

Then Manning rose, tapping the ashes 
from his pipe.

“ Time to get back to camp—Syd.”

M AN is surrounded by three types of women. Those who are trying to 
marry him, those who are trying to keep those who are trying to marry 

him from marrying him, and those who ignore him. He marries one of 
the latter.



THE ETERNAL MASCULINE
By Leonora Speyer

P A U L STU R G IS looked long and 
plaintively at the little pile of 
manuscript which drifted over 

his nice old Sheraton writing-table.
There lay the unfinished story on 

which he had been more or less spas
modically working all the week—his 
best story, too, he considered—and 
visions of its appearance in one of the 
more pretentious and self-conscious 
magazines, beyond whose Alpine 
heights his panting ambitions sought 
not to climb,- gleamed like a fair land
scape before him.

Paul was a lawyer by profession, one 
of the many quietly successful ones. 
The little circle of devoted women- 
friends, enclosing him like a setting 
around some rare and greatly prized 
gem, knew nothing of him as a lawyer— 
for although Paul was always gaily 
loquacious, the .“ setting” suspected that 
it did not know much about anything 
that concerned him really—but Sybil 
told Anne “that a man- had told Jack 
that he had heard Paul passionately 
pleading the cause of a New Jersey 
plumber one day in the courts, while, 
he, the man, was waiting for his case to 
come on, and that it was ‘some perform
ance.’ ”

They knew, too, that Paul wrote for 
the magazines. Occasionally they came 
across a short story of his, in which 
they sometimes recognized themselves, 
more or less fantastically garbed, or 
some little elaborated incident in Paul’s 
life—-and not very well told, to their 
surprise, for he was an unusually good 
raconteur and they wondered what hap
pened when he began to write.

Anne brought home a sonnet one day, 
which she had found—and surrepti

tiously taken possession of—among the 
inevitable pile of back-numbers on the 
inevitable table of her dentist’s waiting- 
room. It was a good sonnet, too,—“as 
good as gold,” Anne said—and the 
“setting” decided that they liked it very 
much, and told Paul so. _

But on the -whole they did not think 
much of his writing, and as Paul 
himself seemed to prefer not talk
ing about it, the subject was easily 
avoided.

He hated criticism of any kind. It 
hurt him horribly, made him coldly 
angry, and in that little group of joy
ously, mercilessly critical young minds, 
he passed unmolested.

For they had all learned, at one time 
or another, what “hurting”’ Paul meant 
—and how he had been missed as they 
ate of the bitter fruit of that tree of 
knowledge and sat alone under its dark 
branches.

For on these occasions Paul simply 
disappeared—and it was very difficult 
to find him again. Anything was better 
than these vanishings, the setting de
cided, and so they adapted themselves 
as well as they could to his debonair 
self-absorption, his ruthless lack of con
sideration, his “ will-o’-the-wispness,” as 
Anne called it. Paul was “pure pagan,”  
Anne explained—the setting always 
came to her when in “ Paul-troubles,”— 
again Anne’s way of putting it-—she 
interpreted him the best, they said.

And they suffered him gladly! They 
did all the inviting, the telephoning, the 
ordering of theater-tickets, of supper- 
tables and taxis. Anne interpreted that 
it wasn’t that Paul was stingy, he sim
ply didn’t want the bother, and he was 
too busy to be worried with the details;

39
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it was enough that he came. And they 
all agreed that no party was in the least 
what they called worth while, if Paul 
were not there to make it gloriously, 
supremely worth while.

Once Sybil “ struck,” as she an
nounced to her husband hotly. Paul 
had chucked her at the last minute, 
once too often, she would not stand for 
it, she was not going to ask him to the 
house again, she was not going to Anne 
to have him explained, she was through, 
etc., etc.—

“ Don’t quarrel with Paul; we’ll both 
miss him so,” Jack had called to her 
from the hall, on his way to the office. 
But she had quarreled with him—and 
Paul had disappeared as usual. It took 
months to get him back! Always glad 
to see her when they met, gaily, buoy
antly glad, but always just leaving town 
“on a case” or oppressed with some 
work that “had to be finished” at home, 
and a typist coming to help him at 
eight o’clock.

“ I ’m sorry, Sybil, but I can’t manage 
it”—and he never could. And perhaps 
she would meet him that same evening 
at the theater with Anne; that madden
ing Anne who had warned her, or with 
Periwinkle or Madeleine, or worst of 
all v/ith Mrs. “Gussie” Mainwaring, 
whom Sybil loathed. And Paul would 
beam and be so glad to see her, make 
no excuses and Sybil, no reproach— 
she wanted him back too much, and as 
for Jack, he was positively sulking for 
him!

And one day he returned. She had 
found his new felt hat, whose untimely 
loss he had loudly lamented all winter, 
upon her return to the cottage in the 
country the following spring. And she 
had expressed it to him with a neatly- 
written label tied securely to its im
maculate ribbon. It eventually reached 
him, battered but recognizable, and he 
wore it, label and all, when he walked 
in upon them one lovely Sunday morn
ing, remarking that it was hot as Hades 
in town. Sybil was so glad to see him 
that she nearly wept, and Jack fell upon 
his neck and then made three of his 
wickedest cocktails, which they drank

to the strains of “Ridi, Pagliacci” on. the 
gramaphone.

Once Anne rang him up at his office 
to tell him he simply must take her to 
the Russian ballet, as arranged weeks 
before; Anne had procured the tickets 
—such good ones, too—after great diffi
culties, and now Paul announced some 
work at home that simply had to be 
finished!

Anne suspected another short story; 
the last time she had seen him he had 
told her of an extraordinary scene he 
had just witnessed in the subway, be
tween two infuriated men and a sobbing 
woman, evidently the wife of neither, 
but “something dearer,” as Paul de
scribed her. He had remarked what a 
good story it would make and Anne had 
replied, apropos of nothing at all, 
“Don't forget we’re going to Schehera
zade on Thursday S” And they had both 
roared with laughter.

But Anne didn’t laugh as she tele
phoned him about it. And Paul had 
suddenly interrupted her to say, “Lis
ten! There’s a band in the street! 
I ’m going to hang the telephone out of 
the window for you to hear!”

There was a pause and then Anne ' 
heard the faint, rhythmic strains of a 
Sousa march. And after a while Paul’s 
voice, excitedly, “Did you get it? We 
ought to be dancing this minute! Isn’t 
lite hell, Anne! Don’t be cross with 
me, my dear!”

And Anne wasn’t. She thought of 
Sybil’s bitter experience and of her own 
sage advice to her at the time, and so 
she turned with a very real little pain 
in her heart, to the next-best companion 
with whom to share the exotic joys of 
“Scheherazade.”

“ I know I ’m silly to mind,” she whis
pered to herself as she looked up the 
telephone numbers of the next-bests, 
“but there it is—I do mind!”

And added as she wrote down the 
numbers,

“God help the woman that falls in 
love with Paul Sturgis!”
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A nd  now he sat looking at the 
scattered sheets on his writing- 
table,

“ I could have finished it tonight,” he 
said suddenly in a loud, firm voice. 
Paul gathered up the manuscript almost 
tenderly and put it in the drawer of the 
table. He looked at the clock, and his 
heart gave a queer little leap. Why 
had he asked Periwinkle to tea? He 
hardly knew. Sometimes he wondered 
if he were falling in love with her. “ In 
love with a girl-—? God forbid!” and 
he touched wood hastily.

At any rate, Periwinkle was coming 
to tea. Her name was Pervenche, be
cause of a French grandmother, but 
Paul, not liking his French accent, 
called her Periwinkle "for short,” and 
called her that, by the way, the first 
time they met; Anne said once that no
body minded what Paul did the first 
time and if they minded afterwards it 
was too late.

The setting had demurred a little over 
Periwinkle. Paul had told Anne she 
must ask her to dinner.

“But I hardly know her,” Anne had 
weakly objected.

“That doesn’t matter,”  declared Paul, 
“ I ’ve told her about you. She’ll love 
you, Anne. And she’s a peach! Thurs
day and Monday suit her best. Whom 
shall we ask?”

Poor Anne! She was just convalesc
ing from an acute attack of what she 
called “ bookitis,” which meant going 
seriously into the question of the trades
men’s books, prior to drastic reform, 
and she had resolved not to have a din
ner-party for a month at least. But 
what could she do ?

And the party was certainly a huge 
success. Periwinkle proved a great ad
dition to the setting, even Madeleine ad
mitted that, as she said good night to 
Anne.

“What’s Paul doing with a girl, any
way ?” she had disapproved on the tele
phone when asked to the dinner. 
“We’re all married!”

“ Paul says she isn’t a bit like a girl,”

II Anne answered happily. “He says she’s 
as young and innocent as we are.”

So Madeleine came. And Paul got 
her to ask them all down to her house 
on Long Island over Sunday.

He wondered if Periwinkle would 
mind there being no tea. She never 
seemed to care much about it herself, 
although her hands fluttered about her 
mother’s tea table like two expert, ad
ministering, be jeweled white birds, 
every Wednesday from four to six.

He hoped she would not miss her 
tea, but nothing would have induced him 
to buy a tea-set and kettle, and all the 
rest of the paraphernalia! He hated 
food or the suggestion of food, in his 
rooms; he did not even breakfast there 
and certainly never entertained friends, 
preferring his club, a good restaurant, 
or better still, their own houses. This 
he admitted with an engaging frankness 
when pressed by the setting for an in
vitation.

“What do you want to come to my 
squalid little flat for? It’s much nicer 
here!”

His flat wasn’t squalid at all and he 
knew it; he had taken immense pains 
and spent a good deal of money over it, 
and the result was thoroughly satisfac
tory; but that is how he warded off all 
possible parties in his rooms.

Not one of Paul’s women-friends 
had ever seen them, but rumors of old 
prints, Queen Anne furniture and a 
lacquer cabinet filled with Waterford 
glass reached them from various re
liable sources. It was exasperating.

And then he asked Periwinkle to tea ; 
and she accepted joyfully.

“ Oh, Paul, what fun! Of course I ’ll 
come! Whom shall we ask? It’s my 
party, remember; they’re all to under
stand that!”

“ No one’s to be asked,” he answered. 
“ It’s our party, just yours and mine.”

“Oh,” she said, and turned a lovely 
pink which Paul adored. Then she 
laughed.

“How disgustingly selfish of u s ! 
When we both know how that beloved 
Anne and Sybil and Madeleine—to say 
nothing of Mrs. Gussie—-are dying to
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come! No, no, we must certainly have 
them,. Paul, especially Anne.”

“ I don’t want them,” he replied se
renely. “ I love them but I don’t want 
them, Periwinkle. I only want you. 
Will you come?”

“ I—I’ll think about it,” she answered. 
"Tuesday’s a good day,” he con

tinued affably, “there’s nothing in the 
courts for me on Tuesday.”

“ If  there were, you’d chuck me, I 
suppose,” she said. And he answered 
simply, “ I ’d have to, my dear.”

“Or a new story coming,” she went 
on. “ I actually believe you’d put me 
off—provided I said I ’d come, which I 
haven’t, nota bene—for a new story!” 

"There is one coming, nota bene; 
what’s more, I ’m harassed about it, I 
ought not to be thinking about anything 
else. I ’m stuck in the big love-scene, 
Periwinkle! And I don’t care a damn! 
All I care about is your coming to tea 
on Tuesday.”

“ Mother’d be so shocked, Paul. Do 
let’s have Anne!”

“ Next time, perhaps,” he answered 
quite firmly. “This time, no! Will 
you come, Winkle?”

“Yes, Paul,” said Periwinkle meekly. 
There was a funny little chirp in her 
voice as she spoke, she wondered if he 
had noticed it.

III

S h e  came in quickly, a little shyly 
and stood in the middle of the room 
looking about. Paul suddenly remem
bered he had meant to get some flowers. 
Her first words broke the thin skim of 
atmospheric ice with true Periwinkle 
dash.

“Well, of all the p igs! ‘ What a sweet 
place!”

She looked at Paul severely.
“Anne shall know of this!” she an

nounced.
She moved towards the Waterford 

glass, aloof and sparkling on its 
shelves.

“And you never wanted us—never 
missed u s !”

“ I know now how I ’ve missed you,”

he answered, “ it’s wonderful having 
you here.”

He pushed a big chair towards the 
fire.

“ Sit down, you darling Winkle.” 
“ Paul, you are the most artistically 

selfish human being I ever dreamed o f ! 
I ’m going to take off my hat so that I 
can lean back and tell you what I really 
think of you.”

“ Isn’t it a new hat?” he asked with 
reverent interest.

“New?”  she echoed. “ Why, Paul, I 
saw that bird of Paradise hatch out of 
its little French hat-box one hour ago! 
It’s just arrived from Paris! I bought 
it on my way here! It gave me a great 
courage, Paul, which Heaven knows I 
needed when that Sinister elevator-girl 
asked me which floor.”

They both contemplated the hat sol
emnly.

“ Bon jour!” said Paul, and placed it 
respectfully on a fat black satin cushion 
trimmed with purple chenille and a large 
bunch of turquoise-blue pears^

“ How well my cushion looks, doesn’t 
it ?” remarked Periwinkle. “Are the 
pears very uncomfortable?”

“They haven’t complained about any
thing,” said Paul and drew up a little 
stool close to her chair.

He sat down and laid his head upon 
her knees simply and naturally. She 
let him, of course. One always let Paul 
do these things. Anne had been 
dropped from the visiting lists of three 
old friends of her father’s because Paul 
had put his head on her shoulder at a 
dinner-party. But Anne didn’t mind 
in the least.

“They don’t know Paul,” was her 
only comment,” and their dinners were 
a pain anyway.”

“ Do you think Mr. Sturgis will ever 
marry ?” she had been asked meaningly, 
after this particular dinner, by one of 
the shocked ladies who had seen Paul’s 
head, and Paul always claimed that her 
answer was what caused her name to be 
erased from the three lists, much more 
than what he had done to her shoulder 1 
“ If one of our husbands dies, he may,” 
Anne said calmly.
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Paul’s head felt very nice on Peri
winkle’s knees. His hair was turning 
gray at the temples, she noticed. How 
thick it was, how good it smelled. Peri
winkle had a curious desire to stroke 
it. She began to talk lightly of his old 
prints and the green and white Wedg
wood plates running about the room on 
a little shelf.

“ If mother divorces me for coming 
here today, I think I ’ll marry you for 
the sake of those darling old plates,” 
she reflected.

“ I wish you would; and I ’ll give you 
the plates for a wedding present. Will 
you marry me, Winkle?”

“ No, Paul,” said Periwinkle.
“How unkind,” he sighed in relieved 

tones and put his head on her knees 
again,

“And as I see no signs of tea,” she 
continued, “ I ’m going to ask for a ciga
rette to deaden the pangs of hunger.” 

Paul rose with evident reluctance.
“ I was so comfortable!” he grumbled, 

“ I wish you wouldn’t be so restless!” 
He gave her a cigarette and lit one 

for himself.
“ How’s the big love-scene?” she 

asked and blew an expert little ring 
towards him. '“There’s a wedding-ring 
for i t !”

Paul groaned.
“They’re still floundering about!” he 

said. “ Such a good situation, too! I 
don’t know what’s the matter with those 
two people—I simply can’t make them 
kiss! They just stand there staring at 
each other like two fools!”

“Must they kiss?” she asked with in
terest.

“Of course they must!” he cried, 
looking at her with reproachful eyes.

“But they won’t! They go on making 
page after page of ridiculous conversa
tion; I ’m sick of them both!”

She looked at him.
“ Perhaps it isn’t their fault,”  she said 

gently, “poor things!”
Paul thought deeply for quite half a 

minute.
“ You mean it’s mine,”  he an

swered. “ Perhaps you’re right. I—-I 
have a horror of the melodramatic

and lovers are always so melodra
matic !”

“And if they are not—they ‘stick I' ” 
remarked Periwinkle. “ You’ve read 
too much Henry James, my friend.”

Paul, crossed over to the writing table. 
He opened the drawer and took out his 
manuscript with great deliberation.

“ I think I ’ll read it to you, Winkle. 
It’s a thing I never do—I hate doing! 
I don’t like criticism—it depresses me! 
And I certainly never court it. But 
I ’m going to read you the whole darned 
story—as far as I ’ve gotten. Be as 
patient—and as kind—as you can!”

There was a glint of two big steel 
buckles as she crossed her feet com
fortably on the stool.

“Read on, Macduff!” she said gaily. 
“ I ’m so happy, dear Macduff! Oh, 
Paul, I ’m. having a divine time, and I 
love being read to!”

IV

I t was an involved little story and 
Periwinkle found it difficult to concen
trate upon the plot that seemed to drift 
like smoke about the characters. Her 
ear kept wandering to Paul’s voice, 
which took on curious tones and under
tones as he read; she liked his intent 
gray eyes, the whimsical lift of his upper 
lip, the slim brown hands. Her mind 
darted in and out of the flow of words 
like an uneasy humming-bird.

Paul read steadily on. Oh, it wasn’t 
good, it wasn’t any good, the story! 
Periwinkle was filled with a kind of 
panic as she listened. He had told her 
quite frankly that he didn’t like criti
cism—and she knew what happened 

- when Paul didn’t like anything—she 
was sure, too, that he would see 
through any forced praise—that dear, 
dear, over-sensitive Paul! And she be
gan to realize just how dear he was to 
her.

What should she do? What should 
she say to him?

“ Mother would pronounce this a di
vine judgment on me for having come,” 
she thought. And now Paul was read
ing the “big love-scene.”
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It flashed across her suddenly that 
she could write this story herself—and 
much better—she saw so plainly what 
was wrong, just how she would have 
built up that toppling structure into 
swift, sure words!

“And that’s all," said Paul, and put 
the manuscript back into the drawer of 
the writing-table.

Periwinkle noticed that there was a 
clock somewhere very near; she had 
never heard a clock breathe in such a 
strident, noisy, insistent way, she won
dered how Paul could stand it— 
And the next minute she was in his- 
arms.

She was in his arms and strangely, 
wonderfully glad to be there; they 
closed around her like two great gates, 
shutting out the world of little things 
that she never wanted to play with any 
more.

And through the divine unreality of 
what she knew was a truth still more 
divine, she listened to a voice against 
her cheek, Paul’s voice that she had al
ways loved so, telling her of his love for 
her, in abrupt, tender absurd little 
words that made her even more utterly 
his.

“ Oh, Winkle, darling—we love each 
other! And we didn’t know it! We’ve 
fooled about all this time! And we love 
each other! Don’t we?”

“Yes, Paul, we love each other.”
“ Put your arms around me, dear. 

We adore each other—and we didn’ t 
know it! Say we adore each other, 
Winkle!”

“Yes, Paul—we adore each other.”
And at last they grew braver and 

looked into each other’s faces, and there 
they found the light that led them grop
ing, blinded by its brightness, to each 
other’s lips.

Then, as swiftly as she was lifted to 
the stars, was Periwinkle dashed to 
earth again.

“The big scene!” said Paul, “ I've got 
it, Winkle! I know how to write it 
now! Those blessed lovers—I
know just what was wrong with 
them ! ”

S h e  had forgotten all about the 
story. The foolish, badly-written little 
story! But Paul had not! And he was 
going to write about this miracle—their 
miracle that they had found together— 
he was going to publish it in a maga
zine, for anyone to read! Visions of 
news-stands at the Grand Central Sta
tion, at the Ritz-Carlton, at Lexington 
Avenue and Forty-second Street, rows 
and rows of magazines all telling of 
their love, of hers and Paul’s great love, 
rose like a hideous mirage in the stretch
ing desert in which she stood, a mourn
ful traveler, alone. He still held her 
close.

“ How wonderful everything is going 
to be!” he was saying, and she thought, 
'T ’m dead, broken into little pieces—- 
and he doesn’t even know it.”

“ You see, you darling Winkle, I ’ve 
always loafed through life, everything 
was a joke. But now—I love you— 
kiss me, kiss me— And then we’ll 
ring up Anne and ask her to the wed
ding !”

What happened after that was always 
unclear, she could never visualize it in 
her thoughts. She remembered laugh
ing a high-pitched, ghastly little laugh 
that seemed to do something to his face, 
she remembered pushing him away, 
both hands against his breast, on which 
she lay no longer; somebody said—was 
it she—it must have been, obviously, but 
what had happened to her voice ? “ Our 
honeymoon will make a lovely storm, 

- won’t it? Any magazine would publish 
it, I should think!” Again that horrid 
cackling laugh. “No, Paul! You’ve 
got the ‘big scene’—for one silly little 
story—they know how to kiss now, 
those blessed lovers!’ That’s enough, 
I guess—”

She never knew how she found her 
way to the street—she had a curious 
recollection of throwing her Paradise- 
bird hat out of the taxi window and 
thinking that he would probably have 
put that into a story, too—

He had called to her as she slipped 
through the door, “ I f  you leave me like

V
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this, I swear I ’ll never forgive you!” 
And she had answered, “That’s a 

good line for a parting scene!”

VI

T h e  setting saw little of Paul during 
the next weeks. And then he telephoned 
to Anne that he was coming to tea, and 
arrived with a book of somebody’s new 
poems which he read very beautifully 
and made brilliant fun of, after a formi
dable “ stinger,” Anne-mixed, four large 
slices of chocolate-cake and countless 
cigarettes.

He played with the baby, inquiring 
anxiously why it didn’t walk yet, and 
was Anne sure it wasn’t paralyzed, 
which worried her a little for hours 
afterwards—passionate mother that she 
was—although she knew it was non
sense ; and he insisted upon taking a 
goldfish out of the Japanese garden, in 
order to prove that the fluff on top of 
the baby’s head was exactly the same 
shade of pink-gold, winning his point 
triumphantly, although at the expense 
of Anne’s best goldfish.

He also made a bet with Sybil, who 
had been hastily summoned by tele
phone, to the effect that she would never 
get her cook back from her sister, to 
whom .she was lent for a dinner-party, 
the bet consisting of Sybil’s platinum 
and diamond wedding-ring against his 
dyeing his hair any color she chose.

“ Paul was great today,” said Anne 
after he had gone, “but I don’t think 
he’s looking well. And he’s drinking 
too many cocktails — although I love 
him to have them here if he must have 
them at all! What a pity Periwinkle 
is in Atlantic City! Did I tell you I 
got a handsome post-card of the board
walk from her the other day?”

“ I wonder if Paul is in love with 
anybody?” remarked Sybil thought
fully. “ He looked just like that when 
he was running about with Annabel 
Azore two winters ago—you remember 
Annabel, and her wonderful trained 
seals, don’t you, Anne?”

“Of course I do ; that’s the only story 
of Paul’s I ever really liked.”

“ I wonder if Annabel did ?” Sybil 
rose as she spoke and picked up her 
muff and gloves. “ I do think he ought 
to buy you a new goldfish. The Japa
nese garden looks like Asbury Park 
without it!”

“ But he won’t,”  sighed Anne rue
fully, “ and it cost me five dollars! What 
color do you intend dyeing his hair? 
Do let me dye.it for you, Sybil! You 
know what a success I made of the 
baby’s winter coat, and I ’ve got heaps 
of green left over.”

VII

A n d  then it came!
“You have sent us a very unusual 

story,” wrote the sub-editor of the Best 
Monthly, “ and one that gives us much 
pleasure in publishing. We are inclu
ding it in our April number. Trusting 
that you will give us an early opportu
nity,” etc., etc.

Paul read the sub-editor’s letter three 
times. It was an immense comfort to 
him. A very unusual story!

“ It ought to be!” he thought to him
self grimly.

Periwinkle — Periwinkle! He had 
laid his face across the pages of the 
“big scene” as he re-wrote it—he wasn’t 
sure, but he believed he had wept a little 
—it was so like her!

He had lost her; she would never 
come back, he knew; and his face wore 
the aloof look the setting dreaded so, 
as he reflected that he did not want her 
back. “You silly little story!” Well, 
he had the sub-editor’s letter to apply 
to the smart of that, and he was grate
ful to her in a way, for it was thanks 
to those ever-remembered words, and 
to what had come before—remembered, 
too—that he had had the. energy to re
write the whole story, a thing he had 
never troubled to do in all his life, and 
which had certainly improved it enor
mously.

Still, he did not want her back! She 
had hurt him too much. He had been 
intensely relieved to hear that she had 
left town and he had not seen her since 
that miserable day. Something of her
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lingered for weeks about the room. It 
was not her perfume—he did not know 
what it was—but it drove him to the 
club-bar too often. He thanked God, 
he reflected whimsically, that he had not 
bought a tea-set to remind him of her 
all his life !

“We wouldn’t have been happy to
gether,” he kept saying to himself, until 
it became a kind of parrot-cry squawk
ing at him comfortingly, when the pain 
for her throbbed through his cold re
sentment. “ Girls aren’t human, any
way.”

He used to lie awake in the dark re
peating over and over to himself, “We 
wouldn’t have been happy together!”

He wondered if she would see the 
story. Oh, hell-—he didn’t care!

V III

T h e  April number of the Best 
Monthly arrived the last days of March. 
It had a wonderful cover, all daffodils, 
and a girl in a blue sweater standing 
among them, daffodil-colored hair fly
ing in a vividly depicted spring breeze.

Paul’s heart beat more quickly as his 
fingers stumbled over the crisp pages. 
There it was, “The Big Scene”—yes, 
he had called it that. He read his name 
with the unfailing accompanying thrill, 
he read the story straight through, al
most solemnly, an anxious eye on the 
outlook for possible typographical er
rors.

When he had finished he' smiled, a 
little wanly. It was an " unusual story,” 
the editor of the Best was right. God, 
how sweet Periwinkle was in print!

And suddenly a great longing for her 
surged through him. He remembered 
how she had clung, all the warmth of 
her body glowed against him again, 
thawing the frozen misery that had 
chilled his heart all those long weeks. 
He seemed to hear her voice, the breath
less, happy little voice: “Yes, Paul, we 
adore each other!”

He got up from his chair, something 
capitulated unconditionally within him; 
he would go" to her, kneel to her, im
plore her to be as she had been when

she said, “Yes, Paul,- we adore each 
other!”

What if she refused to see him, what 
if she were not at home?

He decided that he would telephone. 
He hated being told that people were 
not at home; it irritated him; he felt 
snubbed as he turned away from their 
closing doors. He couldn’t bear Peri
winkle not being at home! He must be 
sure, too, that she would be glad to see 
him.

He felt a little dizzy as he waited 
at the telephone. ‘ I ’m telephoning 
Fate,” he thought. “ I ’m telephoning 
the gods. I ’m telephoning Periwinkle!” 
What a good poem that would make, 
free-verse of course!

Yes, she was at home. Could he 
speak to her—never mind about the 
name; a friend wanted to speak to her.

There was a pause, he heard some
body talking a long way off, somebody 
whistling, beating a carpet—no, that 
was his own ridiculous heart—

“ Hello! Who is it? This is Miss 
Middleton, yes—”

And then a strange thing happened. 
The four walls of his cosy room seemed 
to topple apart, the earth swung clear 
of him, and Paul hung in mid-air, 
clutching the telephone as one would 
cling to a swaying, creaking branch over 
an abyss. And something seemed to call 
from the depths, “ Hang up the receiver, 
you fool! Or jum p!”

“ Hello—hello—this is 2624— ” It 
was Periwinkle’s voice-—and the little 
chirp was in it—but Paul hung up the 
receiver.

In one flashing moment of complete 
self-revelation he realized that he didn’t 
want to speak to her, didn’t dare to 
speak to her. He was afraid of her 
and all that it would mean if he spoke! 
He was afraid for his comfortable, self- 
centered life, his happy-go-lucky, per
fectly irresponsible life in the little flat 
that he had made exactly what he want
ed it to be. He didn’t want to give it 
up, to give anything up—not even for 
the bliss of Periwinkle—he didn’t want 
to change, to share—he didn’t want to 
marry!
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“Your silly little story!” And her 
face as she said it ! He put his hand up 
to his forehead; it felt wet and he felt 
faint and sick. With an effort he got 
up and crossed over to the writ- 
ing-table, pulled a brandy-flask out 
of a drawer, put it to his lips, 
drained it.

“ Good God!” he said aloud. A great 
loneliness came over him all of a sud
den and with the loneliness a great long
ing for Anne.

He would go to her, put his head onto 
her knee, smoke a thousand cigarettes, 
drink a thousand stingers! Perhaps he 
would read her “The Big Scene.” He 
realized perfectly that Anne didn’t 
think much of his stories, but she’d have 
to like “The Big Scene.” It was the 
bes,t thing he had done and Anne would 
be the first to see that—dear, clever 
Anne! He would buy her the biggest 
bunch of daffodils he could carry and

lay them, together with the daffodil- 
covered Best, in her lap, without a word.

“ She’ll probably drop dead,” he 
thought as he reached for his coat. 
“ I've never done such a thing to Anne, 
but it’s a nice little gesture. Besides, I 
owe her something for the goldfish. I 
believe Anne was fond of that goldfish 
—and I ’m fond of Anne,”

As he opened the outer door of his 
flat the telephone fang, long and insist
ently. Without looking round, he 
passed out and closed the door behind 
him.

“We wouldn’t have been happy to
gether,” he announced to anyone who 
chose to hear as he ran down the long 
flights of stairs to the street. He 
wouldn’t ring for the elevator, the new 
girl got on his nerves; she would talk to 
him. He wished George, the pleasant 
colored boy who stole things, hadn’t 
been sent away.

TH E INTOLERABLE SOLICITUDE
By Peter Macklin

 H E R  tedious adherence to method killed him. She wrecked his life with 
her methodical attention to detail, her insistence that nothing should 

ever be out of place. Even in death he could not escape her. She put moth 
balls in his coffin,

T H E R E  are two kinds of girls: pretty girls and those who stand in crowded 
street cars.

T WO men after a woman, tragedy; two women after a man, melodrama.



COVENTRY

By John Hamilton

I  W ONDERED why she had been 
sent to Coventry.

She did not drink sparkling wines 
that brightened her eyes or flushed her 
cheeks or made her giggle.

She did not blow faint circles of ciga- 
ette smoke through her soft carmine 
lips.

She did not swear like the foreman

of a printing office when her maid 
pricked her with a pin.

She did not narrow her amethyst 
eyes when she looked at men.

She did not tell shadowy stories that 
left one breathless.

She did not pawn her pearls and 
sapphires to pay bridge losses.

But all her friends did.

BETRAYAL
By Louis Untermeyer

IT  was cold that night by the lake,
Something, I knew, was wrong 

Though I whistled and tried to make 
The ends of a broken song.

Our footsteps crunched like a bite 
On leaves where the frost was strewn 

There was something false in the light 
Of that tarnished disk of a moon.

Like a rusty shield it hung 
Over a freezing abyss,

Cold as my heart when you clung 
And wounded me there with a kiss.

Then it grew light. I saw ships 
Huddling with frozen spars,

Your tell-tale eyes and your lips.
And a sky that was stabbed with stars.;

48



rEPEt it io n  g En Er a le
By H. L. Mencken and George Jean Nathan

§1

A r i s t o t e l i a n  obsequies. — i
take the following from the Bos
ton Herald of May 1, 1882:

A  beautiful floral.book stood at the left 
o f the pulpit, being spread out on a stand. 
. . . Its last page was composed o f white 
carnations, white daisies and light-colored 
immortelles. On the leaf was displayed, in 
neat letters of purple immortelles, the word 
“ Finis.”  This device was about two feet 
square, and its border was composed o f d if
ferent colored tea-roses. The other portion 
o f the book was composed o f dark and light- 
colored flowers. . . The front o f the 
large pulpit was covered with a m ass of 
white pine boughs laid on loosely. In the 
center of this m ass o f boughs appeared a 
large harp composed of yellow jonquils. 
. . . Above this harp was a handsome 
bouquet of dark pansies. On each side ap
peared large clusters of calla lilies.

Well, what have we here? The 
funeral of a Grand Exalted Pishposh 
of the Odd Fellows, of an East Side 
Tammany leader, of an aged and much- 
respected brothel-keeper ? Nay. What 
we have here is the funeral of Ralph 
Waldo Emerson. It was thus that New 
England lavished the loveliest fruits of 
the Puritan aesthetic upon the bier of 
her greatest son. It was thus that Puri
tan kultur mourned a philosopher.

§2

The Uses of Adversity.—Adversity, 
after all, is not without its good for
tune. With the advent of prohibition 
there will no longer be imported by 
Americans from Switzerland—and 
there will thus disappear from the 
United States forever—the musical 
beer mug.

S .S.—May—4

§3

Rosemaries.—A man, looking back 
over the bridge of the years, always 
sentimentalizes his first love affair. A 
woman always gives hers the laugh.

§4

The Romantic.—There is a variety 
of man whose eye inevitably exagger
ates, whose ear inevitably hears .more 
than the band plays, whose imagination 
inevitably doubles and triples the news 
brought in by his five senses. He is 
the enthusiast, the believer, the roman
tic. He is the sort of fellow who, if he 
were a bacteriologist, would report the 
streptococcus pyogenes to be as large as 
a Newfoundland dog, as intelligent as 
Socrates, as beautiful as Mont Blanc, 
and as respectable as a Yale professor.

§5

The Eternal Skeptic.—No man ever 
quite believes in any other man. One 
may believe in an idea absolutely, but 
not in a man. In the highest confidence 
there is always a flavour of doubt—a 
feeling, half instinctive and half logical, 
that, after all, the scoundrel may have 
something up his sleeve. This doubt, it 
must be obvious, is always more than 
justified, for no man is worthy of un
limited reliance—his treason, at best, 
only waits for sufficient temptation. 
The trouble with the world is not that 
men are too suspicious, but that they 
are too confiding—that they still trust 
themselves too far to other men, even 
after bitter experience. Women, I be
lieve, are measurably less sentimental,
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in this as in other things. No married 
woman ever trusts her husband abso
lutely, nor does she ever act as if she 
did trust him. Her utmost confidence 
is as wary as a pickpocket’s confidence 
that the policeman on the beat will stay 
bought.

§6

The Bald-Headed Man.—The man 
with a bald head, however eminent his 
position, always feels slightly ill at ease 
in the presence of a man whose dome is 
still well thatched. He feels, however 
much he may try not to, just a trifle 
handicapped and inferior. In the pres
ence of a pretty woman, he feels him
self called upon to exercise twice the 
pains of the fellow with hair. The man 
whose head looks like a freshly laid 
egg is, in society, ever either Malvolio 
or Yorick.

§7

Femina.— Woman is most lovable 
when there has just occurred in her 
life something that saddens her. No 
man has ever loved a woman passion
ately at that moment in her life when 
she was happiest.

§8

Strange Enthusiasms.—Who has not 
marvelled, among artists, at the curious 
fascination of the absolutely unlike? 
Think of the violent enthusiasm' of the 
Socialist platitudinizer, Robert Blatch- 
ford, for Henry James. Of that of 
Brahms for Johann Strauss. Of that 
of Richard Strauss for Mozart. Of 
that of Mark Twain for William Dean 
Howells. To his dying day Mark 
viewed the achievement of Howells 
with frank envy; he stood almost in 
awe of it. And, thus venerating How
ells, he regarded his own “ Huckleberry 
Finn” with a half-ashamed disdain, and 
once spoke of his “Joan of Arc” as a 
pot-boiler! . . . Eheu, man is ever
tortured by vain hopes, impossible de
sires. In the midst of the most colossal

attainment his ego dwells wistfully upon 
the unattainable.

§9

The Great Illusion.—Hope may be 
defined as an illogical belief in the oc
currence of the improbable. Or, 
psychoanalytically, as a wish neurose. 
There is thus a flavor of the pathologi
cal in it; it transcends the normal in
tellectual process and passes into the 
murky domain of faith. A man habitu
ally hopeful is one who has lost (or 
never had) the capacity for clear and 
orderly thought. An optimist is not 
thus a mere a s s : he is sick. Worse, he 
is incurable, for disappointment, being 
an objective phenomenon, cannot affect 
his subjective obliquity. His faith in 
the improbable takes on the passionate 
virulence of a pious devotion. What 
he says, in substance, is this: “Let us
trust in God, who has always fooled us 
in the past.”

§10

AEsthetic Dancing.—The numerous 
schools and cults of aesthetic dancing, 
interior and al fresco, are doubtless 
grounded less on the honest desire to 
make a beautiful art of the dance than 
on the Freudian desire of unwanted 
vestals to play indirectly, yet satisfac
torily, with the masculine passions. A 
bevy of women running half naked 
around Central Park are not nearly so 
intent upon enthroning Terpsichore in 
her niche in the temple of the beaux 
arts as upon watching the effect on the 
park policeman out of the corners of 
their eyes. The unloved woman with 
legs gnarled and knotted like a rus
tic bench, galloping across the grass 
plots in a sheet and a diaper, thus takes 
out her sinister revenge. No women 
half-way admired by men, desired by 
men, and loved by men, go in for un
dressing in public, whatever the artistic 
purport of their intentions,-save possibly 
upon the stage. The moment a woman 
runs around Pelham in the daylight 
clad only in a bed sheet, under the
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dubious impression that she is Psyche 
in the Arcadian Wood, that moment is 
it certain that she has reached the con
clusion that her charms are unavailing 
against the fortress that is man. The 
schools and cults of aesthetic dancing 
are filled with left-overs, wall-flowers. 
These schools and cults are to art what 
a Japanese punk stick is to an old maid’s 
tea-room.

§11

Add Webster.—Criticism is the art of 
appraising that which isn’t in terms of 
what it should be, and that which 
should be in terms of what it isn’t.

§12

On Duty.—The loosest and most im
becile thinking in ethics revolves 
around the matter of duty. Practically 
all writers on morals agree that the in
dividual owes certain unescapable 
duties to the race, for example, the 
duty of engaging in productive labor, 
and that of marrying and begetting off
spring. And in support of this position 
it is almost always argued that, if all 
men neglected such duties, the race 
would perish. This logic is hollow 
enough to be worthy of the college pro
fessors who write such books. It con
fuses the inclination, the willingness, 
the regimentation of the average man 
with the duty of all men—two very dif
ferent things. The average man is will
ing to accept docilely the government 
he is born under, to obey its laws, to 
support its theory—but is this the duty 
of all men? The affirmative answer 
comes, not from those who render the 
highest and most intelligent services to 
human progress, but precisely from 
those who stand most opposed to hu
man progress.

There are, in point of fact, no duties 
per se. There is no such thing as duty- 
in-itself. The race is helped along, not 
by conformity, but by aberration. The 
very concept of duty is thus a function 
of inferiority; it belongs naturally only 
to timorous and incompetent men. Even 
on such levels it remains largely a self

delusion, a soothing apparition. When 
a man succumbs to duty he merely suc
cumbs to the habit and inclination of 
other men. Their interests pull against 
his own interests. Some of us can re
sist a pretty strong pull—the pull, per
haps, of thousands. But it is only the 
miraculous man who can withstand the 
pull of a whole nation.

§13

On Charm.—A thing is charming in 
the degree that it is not true. The 
truth, nine times in ten, is ugly: but a 
lie, nine times in ten, is beautiful—or, 
at least, the flower of a beautiful ges
ture. The charming woman is not the 
woman who tells the truth beautifully, 
yet unconvincingly, but the one who 
tells a lie prettily and impressively. The 
charming man is the man who believes 
that she is lying when she is telling the 
truth and that she is telling the truth 
when she is lying.

What in all the world could be at 
once more charming, and less true, than 
“Der Rosenkavalier,” or the Paris of 
Murger, or the landscapes of Corot, or 
the memory of one’s first sweetheart?

§14

A Nether Classic.—Considered as a 
piece of writing, probably the worst 
book in the world, at least among those 
of decent repute, is William H. Pres
cott’s “History of the Conquest of 
Peru.” Here was a stupendous story, and 
moreover it was virgin: no one else-, 
not even a Spaniard, had ever told it. 
Well, how did Prescott manage the 
telling? Simply by reducing the whole 
thing to the commonplace level of a mo
ral tale in a second-rate newspaper. It 
would be almost impossible to imagine 
worse writing. From cover to cover 
there is not a single original phrase. 
Everywhere he uses the ancient rubber 
stamps of the school-rnaster turned ar
tist—the old, old similes, the automatic 
adjectives, the stale and fly-blown 
verbs, the idioms of a dolt’s armamen
tarium. Moving through page after
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page of such flaccid commonplace, one 
falls in the end into a sort of stupid 
trance—the sheer badness of the thing 
acts as a narcotic. . . .  In his pref
ace Prescott makes acknowledgments to 
one Charles Folsom, librarian of the 
Boston Athenaeum, “whose minute ac
quaintance with the grammatical struc
ture and the true idiom of our English 
tongue has enabled me to correct many 
inaccuracies.” One wonders about 
those inaccuracies. They were, per
haps, the gipsy phrases that might have 
made a great work of “The Conquest 
of Peru.” Their “ correction,” it may 
be, converted it into the dullest, the 
prosiest, the soggiest, the most depress
ing history in history.

§15

On the Critical Digestion.—The com
mon accusation against the dramatic 
critic by the present day theatrical man
ager when the critic writes adversely 
of the manager’s production is that the 
critic suffers sorely from indigestion. 
Just where the connection lies I can’t 
exactly say, but the fact remains that 
Daniel Frohman’s famous old Lyceum 
Stock Company, which no critic of that 
day dispraised, was backed by the man 
who owned Carter’s Little Liver Pills.

§16

Prohibition.—A doctrine based upon 
the theory that what I  drink ruins your 
kidneys.

§17

Pro Patria.—Despite the sneers of 
the European for the American, one 
will never find him belonging, as the 
European belongs, to a race of waiters. 
The tables in the hotels and restaurants 
and cafes of the world are servilely 
waited on by Englishmen, Irishmen, 
Frenchmen and Germans, with the 
Greeks and Armenians for bus boys, 
but one is at pains to find an American 
wearing an apron, with a napkin upon 
his arm, bending to serve fodder. The

American may be, as the European 
jeers, a mere tradesman—but you will 
never find him like the Englishman, a 
butler; or like the Italian, a bootblack; 
or like the Frenchman, a head-gargon 
with his palm out.

The American is never a headwaiter. 
But nothing flatters him half so much 
as a headwaiter’s speaking to him and 
addressing him by name—after he has 
bribed the headwaiter to the condescen
sion with a five-dollar bill.

§18

The Cerebral Mime.—Of all actors, 
the most offensive to the higher cerebral 
centers is the one who pretends to in
tellectuality. His alleged intelligence, 
of course, is always purely imaginary: 
no man of genuinely superior intelli
gence has ever been an actor. Even 
supposing a young man of appreciable 
mental powers to be lured upon the 
stage, as philosophers are occasionally 
lured into bordellos, his mind would be 
inevitably and almost immediately de
stroyed by the gaudy nonsense issuing 

.from his mouth every night. This 
gaudy nonsense enters into the very 
fibre of the actor. He becomes a gro
tesque boiling down of all the prepos
terous characters he has to impersonate. 
Their stigmata are seen in his manner, 
in his reaction to stimuli, in his point 
of view. He becomes a walking arti
ficiality, a strutting dummy, a thematic 
catalogue of imbecilities.

There are, of course, plays that are 
not wholly nonsense, and now and then 
one encounters an actor who aspires to 
appear in them. This aspiration almost 
always overtakes the so-called actor- 
manager—that is to say, the actor who 
has got rich and is thus ambitious to 
appear as a gentleman. Such aspirants 
commonly tackle Shakespeare, and if 
not Shakespeare, then Shaw, or Haupt
mann, or Rostand, or some other ap
parently intellectual dramatist. But 
this is seldom more than a passing mad
ness. The actor-manager may do that 
sort of thing once in a while, but in the 
main he sticks to his pishposh. Con
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sider, for example, the late Henry 
Irving. He posed as an intellectual and 
was forever gabbling about his high 
services to the stage, and yet he ap
peared constantly in such puerile things 
as “The Bells,”  beside which the aver
age-newspaper editorial or college yell 
was literature. So with the late Mans
field. His pretension, deftly circulated 
by press-agents, was that he was a man 
of brilliant and polished mind. Never
theless, he spent two-thirds of his life 
in the theater playing such abominable 
garbage as “A Parisian Romance” and 
“Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.”

It is commonly urged in defense of 
certain actors that they are forced to 
appear in such balderdash by the public 
demand for it—that appearing in it 
painfully violates their secret pruderies. 
This defense is unsound and dishonest. 
An actor never disdains anything that 
gets him applause and money; he is al
most completely devoid of that aesthetic 
conscience which is the chief mark of 
the genuine artist. If there were a 
large public willing to pay handsomely 
to hear him recite limericks, or to blow 
a cornet, or to strip off his underwear 
and dance a polonaise stark naked, he 
would do it without hesitation—and 
then convince himself that such buffoon
ing constituted a difficult and elevated 
art, fully comparable to Wagner’s or 
Dante’s. In brief, the one essential, in 
his sight, is the chance to shine, the fat 
part, the applause. Whoever heard of 
an actor declining a fat part on the 
ground that it invaded his intellectual 
integrity ? The thing is simply unimag
inable.

§19

The Blue-Nose.—All the histories of 
American  literature, with perhaps one 
exception, devote a good deal of space 
to the lofty idealism of the snuffling 
pre-Methodists who settled New Eng
land. Reading such books, one some
how gets -the notion that these bilious 
theologians were, in some strange way, 
noble fellows, and that, in particular, 
they cherished the f ruits of the intellect, 
and so laid the foundations of whatever

culture now exists in the United States. 
But what is the actual fact ? The actual 
fact is that the fruits of the intellect 
were held in about as much esteem, in 
Puritan New England, as the- fruits of 
the vines of Burgundy now get at a 
banquet of Presbyterians. The Puri
tans not only tried their darndest to 
shut out every vestige of sound infor
mation, of clean reasoning, of ordinary 
intellectual sel-f-respect and integrity; 
they absolutely succeeded in shutting 
these things-out. The gigantic play of 
ideas that went on in Europe during the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries had 
no effect upon them whatsoever; it was 
not until foreign influences, slowly per
colating into the country on the heels of 
commerce, gave a start to Transcendent
alism that New England could show so 
much as a single third-rate college, a 
single readable journal or a single gen--, 
uinely educated man. And even Trans
cendentalism was moony, hollow and 
sterile. Its highest product was a pue
rile confusion of European ideas, as in 
Emerson and Thoreau. It produced no 
art that is alive today—only poor 
school-boys, abominably forced to the 
business by idiot pedagogues, read its 
masterpieces. And it produced no civi
lization, but only a tawdry pseudo
civilization—a codfish civilization.
Even in politics it has always been 
stupid and imitative. What! Even in 
politics? Then what of abolition? 
Answer: abolition was no more a New 
England invention than the affected 
broad a  was a New England invention: 
both were borrowed from the English 
middle classes toward the end of the 
eighteenth century. And business ? 
Here we let down the last bar: it re
quires a racking stretch of the imagina
tion to put a talent for business among 
the evidences of culture. But even so, 
New England fails again. Can you 
think of a conspicuous captain of in
dustry who was born there? Finally, 
there is war. Of the twenty-seven gen
eral officers who stood at the head ot 
the Army List at the close of the Civil 
War exactly three were New England
ers.
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Pensee.—Every woman, when she 
marries, fondly believes that she has 
married but one man: her lover-hus- 
band. It is only after a few years, 
upon looking one day wistfully out of 
the window, that she suddenly realizes 
that she committed bigamy.

§ 2)1

Art and Sex .—One of the favourite 
notions of the Puritan mullahs who spe
cialize in moral pornography is that the 
sex instinct, if suitably repressed, may 
be “ sublimated” into the higher sorts 
of idealism, and especially into aesthetic 
idealism. This notion is to be found in 
all their books, pamphlets and tracts; 
upon it they ground the theory that the 
enforcement of chastity by a huge force 
of spies, stool pigeons and police would 
convert the republic into a nation of in
comparable uplifters, forward-lookers 
and artists. All this, of course, is sim
ply pious flapdoodle. If the notion were 
actually sound, then all the great artists 
of the world would come from the 
ranks of the hermetically repressed, i.e., 
from the ranks of Puritan old maids, 
male and female. But the truth is, as 
everyone knows, that the great artists of 
the world are never Puritans, and sel
dom even ordinarily respectable. No 
virtuous man—that is, virtuous in the 
Y. M. C. A. sense—has ever painted a 
picture worth looking at, or written a 
symphony worth hearing, or a book 
worth reading, and it is highly improb
able that the thing has ever been done 
by a virtuous woman. The actual effect 
of repression, lamentable though it may 
be, is to destroy idealism altogether. 
The Puritan, for all his pretensions, is 
the worst of materialists. Passed 
through his sordid and unimaginative 
mind, even the stupendous romance of 
sex is reduced to a disgusting transac
tion in physiology. As artist he is thus 
hopeless; as well expect an auctioneer 
to qualify for the Sistine Chapel choir. 
All he ever achieves, taking pen or 
brush in hand, is a feeble burlesque of

§20 his betters, all of whom, by his hog’s 
theology, are doomed to hell.

§22

The Incomparable Buzzsaw .—The 
chief (and perhaps the only genuine) 
charm of women is seldom mentioned 
by poets, romancers, vice-crusaders, 
fashionable clergymen and the other 
professors of the sex. I refer to the 
charm that lies in the dangers they pre
sent. The allurement that they hold 
out to men is precisely the allurement 
that Cape Hatteras holds out to sailors 
—they are enormously dangerous and 
hence enormously fascinating. To the 
average man, doomed to some banal 
and sordid drudgery all his life long, 
they offer the only grand hazard that 
he ever encounters. Take them away, 
and his_ existence would be as flat and 
secure as that of a milch-cow. Even to 
the unusual man, the adventurous man, 
the imaginative and romantic man, they 
offer the adventure of adventures. 
Civilization tends to dilute and cheapen 
all other hazards. War itself, once an 
enterprise stupendously thrilling, has 
been reduced to mere caution and cal
culation ; already, indeed, it employs as 
many press-agents, letter-openers, card- 
index experts and chautauqua orators 
as soldiers. On some not distant tomor
row its salient personality may be Pot
ash, and if not Potash, then Perlmut- 
ter. But the duel of sex continues to be 
fought in the Berserker manner. Who
so approaches women still faces the im
memorial dangers. Civilization has not 
made them a bit more safe than they 
were in Solomon’s time; they are still 
inordinately barbarous and menacing, 
and hence inordinately provocative, and 
hence inordinately charming and ro
mantic.

§23

Codicil to a Last Will and Testament. 
—When I die, as die someday I must, 
I pray to God that it shall be on a warm, 
lazy late afternoon in the early Spring
time of the year, and that my best
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friend among men shall sit himself 
down quietly and alone in Sherry’s and 
order two of our old cocktails, and that 
my best friend among women shall be 
waiting, as always, near her telephone

and that when, the minutes passing, it 
fails to ring, she may at last for one 
small fleeting moment doubt that 
I am up to some deviltry with another 
girl.

TH E GOOD CITIZEN
By Vincent Starrett

W H A T  shall we say of Avondale,
But lately of our planet?—

Save that he carried on a tale 
When someone else began it;

Save that he voted nearly right 
On every proposition;

Save that he stayed at home at night, 
And held a fair position ;

Save that his fervor was derived 
From other people’s thinking;

Save that his seven children thrived;
And none inclined to drinking; 

Save that he~played a steady hand 
At bridge, and bowled not badly; 

Save that he loved his native land, 
His wife and children, madly;

Save—’Tis a simple, poignant tale;
A most affecting story :

But, O, from such as Avondale, 
Deliverance, Saints in G lory!

W OM EN have no head for figures. That is why you can’t make them 
” understand that they are ten years older than they were ten years ago.

A FT E R  all, what is beauty ? Soon or late all women grow homely. And even 
the homeliest may then say that she was once beautiful.



SALVATION

By June Gibson

T was at a revival meeting.
A lank, cadaverous, frock-coated 
ecclesiastic of the Methodist rite 

was saving souls from hell.
In strident, sforzando tones he lurid

ly pictured the eternal torments.
He cajoled, he cackled, he tempted, 

he coaxed.
With deluding description he spoke 

of halos and wings and milk and honey.
He fell on his spare knees and 

snuffled.
Next to me sat a greasy-skinned

woman of thin soles and soiled blouse, 
with rye-scented breath.

During his pleading her face 
twitched spasmodically, her nostrils di
lated, and her lips moved convulsively, 
and she beat her hands against her 
breast nervously and swayed back 
and forth on the uncomfortable 
bench.

“ I think one Sister is saved,” simp
ered the holy man. “ Let us pray. . . .”

“ My God,” confided the woman to 
me, “I almost sneezed!”

DUET
By R obert Merkle

“ I AM a peddler of dreams and song:
I do nothing my life long 

But dabble in dreams and light fancy.
Am I a stranger in your countrie?”

“Your dreams are futile: your songs are vain. 
We grant ye nothing but our disdain.
No Wiltshire moon-rakers, lad, be w e !
You are a stranger in our countrie:”

L E T  us respect our enemies. However much they may wish us ill, they at 
least never deceive us.

56



SPRING

By G. Ranger Wormser

H E was all in; horribly tired. Not 
that being tired was anything pe
culiarly new to him. He found 

he was tired most of the time. He 
could not get away from the draining, 
obtruding insinuation of the stupor.

In the early morning when he first 
awoke he was conscious of an over
whelming fatigue, of a lethargic dul- 
ness, of a deadening weighted sense of 
druggedness. When he went to bed at 
night he was worn _put; completely, 
sickeningly exhausted. During the day 
he forgot about the thing in the monot
onous habitual concentration on his 
work. Still, if there were a sudden 
need arising unexpectedly for an unac
customed exertion, he knew quite irre
vocably before he attempted it that he 
was too utterly done up even to try. 
He hated shirking. But he could not 
combat the strained, prostrating lassi
tude which kept on catching at him. Of 
late he; had wondered; speculating in 
contemptuous listlessness as to the 
other men in the office. He did not 
altogether understand how they could 
fail to realize what was breaking him, 
shattering him, smothering him. He 
was terribly, ashamedly afraid of their 
discovery.

He did not particularly care for these 
men who worked with him day in and 
day out the year around. He had no 
actual interest in any one of them. His 
attitude toward them all was unvarying
ly of phlegmatic unconcern. He felt 
they existed. He spoke to them when 
he had to. He knew nothing of them. 
He did not want to know anything 
about them. They were shadows to

I him, shadows which had always been 
outside of him, shadows whose reality 
ended for him in their bodily sub
stance. The power of an individual 
mind, of a live consciousness was ob
literated, smeared ruthlessly from his 
possible recognition in that hypnotic, 
vicarious fatigue.

He had a vague unvisualized idea of 
the distribution of the office furniture. 
He had practically the same concep
tion of the men. There was a desk di
rectly in front of his desk. Tirard sat 
at that desk. At the f urther end of the 
long room were the three great win
dows. Parsons had his own corner 
under those windows. When he looked 
out of the uncurtained panes of glass at 
the flat blue sky, at the ridges of the red, 
gray-cindered roofs of the tall buildings 
huddling unevenly on one another with 
their black tin funnelled chimneys and 
their rounded rising water tanks, he 
had got a fleeting impression of Par
sons. His eyes rested on Parsons when 
they come back from the cliff-like sheer
ness of the edifices below him and be
yond him; from the thin etched out
lines of the bridges swinging taut and 
sharp on the horizon; from the mon
strous haze-softened gas towers and 
the wreathing volumes of the spread
ing smoke. For a long time now he had 
thought dimly, undefinitely that Par
sons had seemed very tired. He had 
thought it with a latent cunning.

He supposed rather indifferently that 
the work itself was tediously wearing. 
He had never done any work other than 
this same office routine. He had spent 
his whole life stolidly perfecting him- 
sel f in the systematized, careful sched
ules of his employment. He had al-
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ways known he was best fitted for that 
sort of business. He would have lacked 
the energetic initiative for anything 
else. He knew it in a stupid, uncaring 
way. He had got so that he could not 
conceive a vitalized impulse. It hurt 
the dense stagnation of him to try to 
conceive it. It made him ill to imagine 
an active, rousing impetus. The stilled, 
dumbed mind of him balked at the 
thought of a spontaneous, voluntary de
cision.

If  he had ever had an ambition to be 
more successful than he was, if he had 
held a positive appreciation of achieve
ment before he had become steeped in 
the pressing heaviness of the exhaustion, 
he had long ago denied it. He prided 
himself primarily on his clearheaded
ness. He had realized years before that 
it took a big man to fill a big position, 
He had never for a moment thought of 
himself as a big man.

His head ached fearfully. He had 
been wanting for quite a while to go to 
an oculist. He had not found the op
portunity. Sundays were the only days 
he had to himself. He would not give 
up his Sundays. He liked to lie in bed 
Sundays. He liked to doze all day in a 
light, undreaming unconsciousness. He 
encouraged the inert stupefaction the 
paralyzing insensibility, the dulled, sus
pended sense of not having to feel how 
tired he was.

Walking along the side street, he tried 
to think back over his day at the office. 
He was not capable of the effort of 
thought. The formative faculty essen
tial to establish a relative concreteness 
had decayed completely. No one 
thought of his could stand by itself. 
Without ever attaining a quality of dis
tinctness it dwindled off into grotesque
ly unintelligible confusion. His brain 
was perplexedly crowded with incom
prehensible vagueness. His process of 
thinking was peculiarly unassembled. 
He groped perpetually in innumerable 
blinded directions; without tangible rea
soning, without the power to subcon
sciously plant a thought to develop its 
own culmination.

There was never anything to stimu

late his mind. His mind was flaccidly 
numb, unresponding in its ponderous 
stupor, blunted in its enervating qui
escence. He could not think. There 
was nothing sufficiently impressed on 
the laxed surface of his brain; nothing 
to which he could hang his thoughts. 
That day had been the same as count
less other days. Had he wanted to re
member he could not have managed it. 
There was nothing to stick out from the 
blank, unmeaning rotation. Nothing 
which could escape the enveloping 
saturation of the stiffling weariness.

II

H e went down the steps of the area
way which led him into the Italian 
restaurant where he took his dinner 
every night.

Luigi met him in the narrow, badly- 
lighted hall. Luigi met him each even
ing at exactly the same spot.

Through the open doorway he could 
see the closely packed room with the 
small, jammed-in tables. He had an 
unregistered apprehension of a large 
mass of heads. The glow from the 
scant electric bulbs trickled down on to 
numberless faces. There was the rush
ing clatter of hurriedly handled china. 
A. hum of conversation droned undis- 
tinguishably, unabating in its protracted 
drumming. An opaque cloud of tobacco 
smoke coiled itself spirally upward, to 
hang motionlessly, against the low ceil
ing.

He had told himself several times 
that he must find some other place to 
dine. He did not like the throngs of 
people. He did not like the incessant 
noise, the thick smell of food which 
nauseated him, the impatient skurrying 
which never stopped. He kept on com
ing. It was quite involuntary. He had 
not the necessary resolution to look 
about for another place.

“ Meester Shannan, I am sorry!” 
Luigi took his hat and coat from him. 
“ If you will not mind, Meester Shan
nan, I can give you your table as 
usual.—But with two others there al
ready.—Mio Dio!—That fool of a Gio
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vanni!—He did not think it was your 
table.—I am desolate, Meester Shan- 
nan!—The restaurant it is full.—You 
will not mind for tonight, Meester 
Shannan ?”

He was conscious of a sudden irri
tation. He felt Luigi knew quite well 
that he did mind. He could not under
stand why Luigi should take it upon 
himself to suppose he would not mind 
having others at his table. He resented 
that. He was thoroughly offended at 
Luigi for taking advantage of his tired
ness.

“It doesn’t matter” ; he heard his own 
voice saying it stupidly. “ I ’ll stay.”

He watched Luigi drape his hat and 
coat among the many hats and coats 
festooning the rack.

He had known right along he would 
stay. He rather thought Luigi knew 
he would stay. He could not help sus
pecting every one of knowing his se
cret. He would not have been at all 
astonished to learn that Luigi banked 
cannily on the fact of his being too 
fagged out to go to another place 
to eat.

He followed Luigi through the crook
ing way between the chairs and tables. 

When Luigi stopped he stopped.
He heard a woman’s voice:
“ Now, really, Johnnie, you don’t 

have to tell me!—With half an eye-—” 
He sank wearily into the chair which 

Luigi pulled out for him. His shoul- 
ders sagged. His legs sprawled nerve
lessly under the table. His hands lay 
palms upwards on his knees. His chin 
went down to his chest.

The woman’s voice was broken off 
abruptly.

Luigi filled his glass with water.
He sat looking at the glass. Very 

slowly, very gradually he reached for 
it. He swallowed a lot of the water 
gratefully. His throat was burning. 
The room was hot; stuffy. Out in the 
street he had felt confusedly that it 
was growing warm.

“Didn’t know” ; the man spoke gruffly. 
“Didn’t know you couldn’t have a table 
to yourself.”

“Hush, Johnnie!—He’ll hear you!”

“I should worry!—He looks dopey, 
anyway!”

“Hush, Johnnie!”
He was too worn out to care. What 

people thought of him was of little im
portance. He was not surprised that 
the man had seen his irking exhaustion. 
He never thought he could hide it.

He pulled a newspaper from his 
pocket. He began to read. He stifled 
a yawn with the back of his hand. A 
sharp oain stabbed itself through his 
eyeballs. The print jumbled together 
in thin, hairy, black-spotted lines. He 
closed his eyes for a second. He 
opened them. He looked up. He saw 
the man and the girl sitting opposite 
him.

His glance wavered apathetically 
over the girl’s face. She was young. 
He had seen hundreds of the same type 
of woman in the streets and the cars 
and the subway. He did not try to 
make out what she looked like. He 
had never known any women well. He 
had never wanted to know any women. 
She was smilling at the man. The 
whiteness of her teeth showed between 
the red edges of her lips. He lowered 
his eyes. He had scant concern for any 
one.

He became aware of the waiter 
standing at his side.

“You can bring me the regular din
ner,” he said.

He made an elaborate pretense of 
reading his newspaper. He carefully 
avoided glancing at the man and the 
woman opposite. They did not interest 
him. No one ever interested him. To 
become interested in any one meant the 
making of a definite exertion; doing 
away with that sapping tiredness. He 
could not do that. He was too entirely 
suffocated by the throttling, strangling 
weariness that gripped him potently.

The waiter brought his loaded tray.
He ate slowly; mechanically.
Now and again he caught a fragment 

of the conversation of those two people' 
across the table.

“ Johnnie, dear—”
“ I wouldn’t have asked her, Honey- 

girl.—I wouldn’t ever want to run
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around with her.—I’ll take you every 
time.—All you’ve got to do is say the 
word, Hon—”

“D’ye mean it, Johnnie?”
He tried not to hear. He chewed 

hard at his food. He could not under
stand how people could talk and eat at 
the same time. He pushed his plate 
back. He motioned to the waiter.

“I ’m silly about you, Honey.—You 
know that; don’t you?”

“ I like to hear you say it, Johnnie.— 
You can guess the way I feel.”

“The way I do ?”
“Well—”
Their words kept on going around 

and around him. The sound of their 
words beat on his eardrums. Their 
talk was to him a part of the loud noise 
of the restaurant, a part which vibrated 
a bit nearer to him than the rest of the 
racket.

“It’s good to be alive, Honey!” 
“Good, Johnnie?— It’s glorious!— 

That’s what it is !”- 
He was not hungry.
While the waiter changed his plate 

he stared straight before him.
The man’s hand was lying close on 

the girl’s fingers.
He looked away;_his gaze going con

sciously about the room.
“ Meester Shannan, is everything all 

right?”
His eyes turned to meet Luigi’s. 
" I ’ll have my check,” he said wearily. 
“ But, Meester Shannan!—Your

cheese—”
He protested feebly:
“ I don’t want it, Luigi.”
“You shall have it, Meester Shan

nan !—You must have it, Meester Shan
nan!—Santa M aria!—I will not listen 
for one little moment that you do 
not take your cheese, Meester Shan
nan !”  

He let Luigi put the cheese in front 
of him. He toyed at it with his fork. 
His brows drew themselves together in 
a faint wrinkling frown. The fork was 
heavy.

“ Is it not good, Meester Shannan?” 
He ate some of it indifferently. He 

ate it because Luigi stood there watch

ing. It was easier to eat than to find 
an excuse for not eating. He saw 
Luigi go off to another table smiling 
broadly.

The waiter brought him his check. 
He paid it. He sat stolidly waiting for 
his change. When it came he auto
matically counted it, tipping the waiter 
the usual amount and pocketing the 
rest.

In the hall he took his hat and coat 
from the rack.

III

O ut  in the street he wandered aim
lessly up town. It was growing dark. 
The asphalt stretched grayly under the 
brilliant, high-swung corner lamps. 
Through the curtained windows of the 
houses spotted the yellow glowing 
lights; gleaming, evened patches squar
ing themselves regularly on the gloom 
darkened walls. The thick vacancy of 
the deserted shops ranged on either 
side of the avenue. And now and 
again a glittering display burst unhid
den on the shrouding evening; its splen
dor splashing vividly into the neutral 
dimness.

He always went about purposelessly 
before going to his room. He thought 
the air did him good. He thought be- 
wilderedly that his room was crammed 
with the tiredness which stayed on him. 
He liked to imagine in that unreasoning 
ineffectual manner of his that the wide
ness of the night held more space for 
him and for the burden of his weari
ness.

It was a part of his regulated pro
gram to walk around for an hour after 
his dinner. He never got very far. 
And he never reached home later than 
ten o’clock. His fatigue, dogging his 
footsteps, drove him finally forcibly 
into the compressing confines of his 
four walls, compelling him inexorably 
to the small, unescapable room. He 
never got back without the shackling 
sense of defeat; the imprisoned feeling 
of the weariness coming together and 
harrying him; of it plaguing him tor- 
turingly as it contracted on him from
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the walls and the ceiling with all its re
lentless power.

He turned in at the entrance of the 
park.

There was a still, brooding hush 
blocking itself hugely between the earth 
and the sky. A languid immobility 
had fastened on to the profound layers 
of shadows. An unexpected warmth 
emanated drowsily out of the deep blue 
gloom. An intangible softness slurred 
itself, spreading smoothly on the quieted 
atmosphere.

His footsteps slackened unconscious
ly. He unbuttoned his coat. His shoes 
were suddenly heavy.

He found an unoccupied bench well 
away from the light.

He sank down on it.
Quite hazedly he began to wonder if 

the thing were actually getting worse. 
He had not thought of it as growing. 
The idea of it growing, of it becoming 
even more virulent was ghastly, stag
gering, There was no denying that to
night he was terribly, horridly tired.

He sat on the bench motionless. 
There was a strained fixity to his atti
tude, a rigidness that was wooden.

Overhead the slanting reach of the 
dark skies. All about him the bluish 
shadows massed in stillness. A languid
ness was tangled in the air. The night 
was full, trembling with a yearning in
tensity, a lurking wistfulness. It welled 
over him.

For no reason at all he felt his eyes 
blinded by a hot rush of tears. He tried 
to think what would happen when he 
became too tired. He was afraid of be
ing too tired. I f  he became too tired 
he would not be able to go on with his 
work. There was nothing in his life 
but his work. There had never been 
anything else in his life. He had not 
thought the lack of anything else mat
tered. He wondered if death could be 
pulled on him by that terrible weari
ness. He wondered if death would 
mean rest. He could not create the 
thought of rest. Rest to him was 
nothingness. Life to him was nothing
ness. The only live thing which he 
could recognize was the oppressive

fatigue which had seared itself into
him.

All through the night that throbbing, 
attacking sense of a desperate want!

A woman had come and had sat 
down on his bench. He became grad
ually conscious that he was no longer 
by himself. He realized that a woman 
was sitting at the further end of the 
bench. He did not look at her. He had 
wished to be alone.

For a second he thought of getting 
up and walking off. He uncrossed his 
legs. His feet felt as if they were 
weighted. He did not move.

A faint, sweet tang of perfume came 
to him.

His nostrils dilated. His eyes, star
ing straight before him, went darting 
fearfully into the darkness on all sides 
of him. His gaze strove frenziedly to 
penetrate the thick, loose blackness. 
There was panic in his rapid glances; 
an extraordinary panic had flashed it
self on to the unquickened mind of 
him.

The scent crept across his face. He 
sniffed at it. His eyes, straining at the 
filmy obscurity, were seeking the source 
Of that which he had sensed. The in
tangible longing, the pulsing breathless
ness, the inexplicable restlessness. The 
anxious keen hankering that kept on 
coming stealthily, surreptitiously at him!

He glanced at the woman out of the 
corners of his eyes.

She sat there an undefined figure, 
blurred over by the grayness of the 
shadows.

He cleared his throat.
He crouched himself tightly at his 

end of the bench.
He realized then that he had almost 

spoken.
He had never spoken to a woman 

without an introduction. He never ex
pected to speak to a woman without 
being properly introduced. It was not 
the sort of thing he did. It was not the 
sort of thing he ever meant to do.

His eyes went involuntarily to that 
quiet form. The mysterious, gloom- 
soaked body of her. He peered intent
ly, trying to bring together the outlines
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that had been" softly obliterated by the 
smudging darkness. His eyes sought 
the invisible, shadow-smirched spot of 
her face. He wanted to see her face. 
He wanted that quite frantically.

A quick excitement flared to him. A 
rising, stirring wroughtness seethed in 
him.

It was idiotic to think of speaking to 
her. But he could not get the thought 
out of his head. It raced on sensuous
ly ; uncontrolled and clamorous. It 
would not do any harm. Just to say a 
word to her. Anything would really do. 
He could not understand what he was 
thinking of.

It was warm. He pulled his eyes 
away from the woman. He made him
self look about him.

A  clump of trees traced the spread of 
their branches on the low sky. The 
faint smell of the earth rose up mistily 
from the ground. The darkness, the 
expectant hush, the enveloping, seduc
tive yearning.

A tumultuous nostalgia shook him. 
A  wave of desire crept cut of the night; 
worming itself distractingly, deliriously 
into his brain. His stupefied senses pal
pitated; reeling crazedly into alertness. 
He found that he was trembling.

His gaze crept back wistfully to the 
silent movement of the woman's two 
hands. He could see the ungloved 
white patches of them closing palely on 
to each other. He did not .know until 
he felt the painted surface of the bench 
planks under his fingers that his hands 
had gone fumbling toward her.

He slumped rigidly against the back 
of the bench. His fists clinched them
selves in his pockets.

Far off in the sky he could see flar
ing electric lights. The stream of them 
shot scintillating, quivering luridly into 
the high black smoothed horizon.

He could not realize what was hap
pening to him. He felt the blood pour
ing over his cheeks, stinging up into his 
forehead. His heartbeats were ham
mering loudly, thumpingly in his tem
ples. The deafening noise of them 
filled his ears. His lips were dry, burn
ing. He closed his eyes in a sudden

fainting dizziness. Against the back
ground of their lids he saw the gray 
mass of that quiet, shadow-blurred fig
ure. He felt his hands growing hot.

He wondered if she were tired. He 
wondered if she would understand what 
it meant to be tired. He wondered if 
she knew that he was there. If she 
could know that strange, compelling 
longing which had come so stunningly 
to him.

The night was throbbing with that in
comprehensible need. The soft insist
ent impulse of it swept to him and over 
him and came on again. The poignant, 
thrilling beat of it rising and descending 
from the mat of the thickened shadows. 
The famished craving that vibrated 
furiously in the blackness.

He stared at her. He wanted to see 
her face. He was desperately eager for 
the sight of it.

He saw her get to her feet.
He ro se  f ro m  th e Dench, sw a y in g  for 

a  m o m en t,  s tra ig h te n in g  h im se lf  ten se ly .
He watched her moving off down the 

ghostly line of the asphalt walk.
He followed her at a short distance.
Once she paused. He stopped, 

thinking that she knew he was there 
after her. Thinking that she might 
perhaps turn her head. Thinking that 
he would catch a glimpse of her face. 
She did not seem conscious of him. 
And then she went on and his foot
steps echoed the tapping of hers.

At the entrance of the park she 
turned downtown.

He followed her.
The fear of missing her came on 

him cruelly. His breathing was harsh, 
hurting him. Sweat stood out on his 
brow, trickling down into his wide, 
fixed eyes.

The stream of the lights after the 
dusk of the park bewildered him.

He thought she had gone when, cross
ing a street, a taxi came tearing between 
them. He hurried to come upon her 
heels a moment later.

He never took his gaze from the 
thin, moving form of her.

People passed him on all sides. He 
did not see them. Voices came to him,
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disembodied. He hardly heard. Words 
floated at his eardrums, disconnected, 
drifting on by him.

He wanted to see her face.
A man jostled him.
“What time— ?”
“Eleven—”
He stood stock still.
“Eleven—”
He had had no idea that it was so 

late. He could not conceive how he 
had so forgotten the hour. He felt 
suddenly tired, nauseatingly wearied. 
His whole body ached with the fatigue.

He remained there motionless.
His eyes, going hungrily before him, 

followed after that thin, mysterious 
moving figure.

He saw then that she had stopped. 
He saw her turn quickly, glancing be
hind her, He felt her unseen eyes. He 
thought that through the vague night he 
glimpsed the white oval of her face.

He watched her walk on. He 
watched the form of her dwindling 
away from him. He stood there seeing 
her go bodily, completely into the ab
sorbing dimness that shut together after 
her.

He went back to his room.
He lay awake in his bed all that 

night, tossing, wondering. He could 
not understand. He knew he would 
never understand. He was too utterly 
tired to vhink. The weariness drenched 
thickly on to him, smothering him.

He was wide awake when morning

came. He was conscious of. the over
whelming fatigue, of the dulness of the 
deadening, weighted sense of drugged- 
ness.

IV

At his usual time he was in the 
office.

Sitting at his desk he looked out of 
the three great windows at the further 
end of the room, at the flat blue sky, 
at the ridges of the red, gray cindered 
roofs of the tall buildings huddling un
evenly on one another, with their black, 
tin-funnelled chimneys and their 
rounded rising water-tanks. His eyes 
rested on Parsons when they came 
back from the cliff-like sheerness of the 
edifices below and beyond him; from 
the thin etched outlines of the bridges 
swinging taut and sharp on the horizon; 
from the monstrous, haze-softened gas- 
towers and the wreathing volumes of 
the spreading smoke.

Staring at Parsons, the pallid white 
oval of a face came hauntingly before 
him and was gone.

He could not see Parsons distinctly.
His eyes went Stupidly, vaguely to 

Parsons’ desk.
Parsons had filled a glass with wa

ter. Parsons had placed the glass in 
front of him.

In the glass were six long brown 
twigs that were winged on their slender 
stems with a faint sprouting greenness.

J E A LO U SY  is merely a woman’s  dislike that some other woman should 
have the pleasure of maKing the man she loves miserable.

T H E  extent of a wife’s affections depends on the number of her husband’s 
eligible friends.



HAWAIIAN MELODY
By Carl Glick

F ROM far off came the drumming 
of the surf, and above was the 
music of the midnight stars. Un

der the palm trees, indistinct and faint 
in the moon’s glow he stood, singing. 
The melancholy strains of his ukelele 
beat a faint harmony with the tide.

Jeanette stole from the house—hesi
tant and timid. She paused by the bal
ustrade of the garden. The singer 
came closer. . . .

She took the rose from her hair and 
threw it down to him. He grew 
bolder.

The poetry of romance and the long
ing for undefined mystery tempted 
Jeanette. . . .

“ Who are you?” she whispered.

His reply was a love song. She still 
could not see him . . . but his music 
stirred in her forgotten memories.

Spellbound . . . entrapped by the 
beauty of his passion and the night, she 
said . . . “ It seems as if we have met 
before. . . . Perhaps it was in ancient 
Egypt. I a Princess and you my sol
dier lover. . . .  Or maybe from Troy 
you carried me back to Greece. . . . 
Or on a gondola in Venice we floated 
with the stars. . . .  I know we have 
loved before.” Her voice grew low 
and dreamy.

The music stopped abruptly. “Yes 
. . . Y o u  know me. But I ain’t never 
been in Egypt, or Troy, or Venice, 
miss. I ’m the cook.”

FINALITY

By May Greenwood

I BID  you go, flinging the door of dreams 
Wide to the night, where one low plant gleams. 

Night’s passion calls you, calls you to return.
My heart’s door sways ajar, her tapers burn 
T o light you, stranger from her loveliness.
What stars they might have been you cannot guess, 
But I shall mourn you, and through all my years. 
Yet am I brave to live my life, to.hold 
That memory close, to robe me with its gold 
And drain the chalice of its future tears,
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THE SHOW-DOWN

By Martha Van Doren

SH E had said all the proper things 
and she had said them well. Not 
as well, he suspected, as she would 

later imagine herself having said them. 
Later she would incorporate into her 
portion of the conversation all manner 
of beautiful sentiments, beautifully ex
pressed, and she would go over and 
over the scene pretending to herself 
to have said them all. She was always 
going over things: the more disagree
able they were the more she went over 
them. He had an idea that she would 
want to say good-bye to him many 
times, rising on each successive occa
sion to greater heights of emotion and 
finer finish of effect. Well, he would 
forestall that: once this was nicely over 
he would go away, as far away as pos
sible, and stay until time for the final 
legal arrangements. Letters he thought 
he could endure.

She would be out of the room for a 
few minutes: she would want, she had 
said, that much time in which to pre
pare herself for their final parting. She 
wished it to be dignified, in keeping 
with their eight years of companionship. 
Then she had left the room with gently 
bent head and a tender mournfulness 
of dragging skirt and floating kimono 
sleeve which reminded him of the dig
nified restraint of a funeral procession 
on a Greek vase.

He hoped she wouldn’t consider it 
necessary to kiss him. He felt that he 
couldn’t quite stand one of her kisses. 
They had a certain ritualistic quality 
which he couldn’t quite incorporate into 
his present state of mind. The ritu
alistic element wasn’t less definite be
cause it was mental — or, she would 
probably have said, spiritual. They

S .S .— May— 5

were always the same, the kisses: they 
hadn’t varied in eight years. Always 
they were tender, always virginal, al
ways consecrated. And they were al
ways moist. He didn’t know why they 
were moist. He had observed careful
ly: he could see no cause for it. Pos
sibly sogginess was the physical corol
lary of spiritual consecration. They 
weren’t the kind of kisses one could re
ciprocate or even participate in: they 
were offered meekly and must be ac
cepted reverently. He tried, tentative
ly, to compare them to Joyce’s full
lipped passionate caresses and turned a 
little ill, as he had expected that he 
would.

Having determined to be very chiv
alrous, to follow all her cues, meet her 
at every point,, he felt a sudden reaction 
which manifested itself in growing ir
ritation with her. He commenced to 
resent the eight years of what he men
tally termed their mutual endurance, 
and which she had referred to as a 
wonderful experience in perfect com
panionship. He tried to think of all 
her good qualities and all the disagree
able and irritating ones were thrust 
naked to the surface.

The breakfast table with the dried 
fruit and coarse wafers always put 
near her plate made him a little furious. 
Her unique dietary necessities had been 
thrust at him for eight years. One of 
the most amusing things about her had 
been the strange paradox of her pose 
of spirituality accompanied by this ab
sorption in her physical needs: the 
careful selection of her foods and the 
periodical medicaments:—-always fully 
discussed.

He wondered why she hadn't ordered
65
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the breakfast things taken away: he 
could look unmoved on the grounds in 
the bottom of his own cup of black cof
fee but the gathering scum of amber 
cream on her half-empty cup disgusted 
him. With her genius for arrange
ment she should have realized that 
slices of toast with congealing butter on 
the surface and soiled plates and 
egg cups were not appropriate ac
companiments to such a scene as 
thi6.

Almost and, quite unreasonably it 
seemed that she should have managed 
a different setting entirely for the whole 
thing; that she should not have received 
and opened the letter just at this time. 
In so supremely well-ordered an exist
ence as hers it was ridiculous that such 
a crisis should have arrived—at the 
breakfast table.

That she had been so beautifully pre
pared for it was no source of surprise. 
He was convinced that she was equally 
ready for any conceivable occurrence. 
Undoubtedly she had a neat and ap
propriate little speech all nicely re
hearsed for use in the event of his 
own death. She not only rehearsed 
but she undoubtedly revised such 
speeches.

He reminded himself sharply that 
such thoughts were petty and unworthy 
of himself or her. He tried to force 
himself to think admiringly of her: he 
knew that she would expect him to 
think of her admiringly. After all, she 
had risen to this circumstance as well 
as any one could possibly expect. There 
would be no scandal; he knew that. The 
self-absorption that passes for good- 
breeding she had in a superlative de
gree ; she would be too much interested 
in her own pose to trouble herself to 
be disagreeable to Joyce. She might 
even be kind to her in indirect ways. 
She would be if it seemed to her a be
coming part to play. She would play 
her part perfectly and, with a little 
thrill of appreciation he realized that 
she would play it out, uncomplainingly, 
to one spectator: herself. There was a 
tremendous dignity in such exalted 
egotism.

He knew, he had always known, that 
he could have had his liberty at any time 
to find out. She was that kind of wom
an: she conceived herself to have unal
terable convictions regarding the sanc
tity of the home and a single standard 
of conduct, and he knew quite well that 
she had always longed for an opportu
nity to immolate herself. He knew her 
so well: he was convinced that, except 
for certain restraints that he had delib
erately imposed on himself out of intel
lectual delicacy, he could read her every 
thought. Sometimes, for his own 
amusement, he had allowed himself to 
go farther into her mind than other 
times, and he knew that in many ways 
she would welcome this opportunity for 
martyrdom: that she would have wel
comed it any time these eight years.

He had known it and he had been 
decent. Not even for Joyce’s happiness 
and his own, which would be a natural 
consequence of Joyce’s, had he relaxed 
his vigilance of deception. His con
science commended him on this score 
and did not condemn him in the matter 
of the necessity for deception. He had 
not harmed her; she had come to him 
chaste, so far as any reality was con
cerned she would leave him as she had 
come; her soul or what she conceived 
to be her soul was militantly sexless. 
He had never touched it.

She opened the door and stood 
framed in the opening for an instant 
just long enough for him to see that she 
was pale and self-possessed. He knew 
that she wanted him to see that she was 
pale and self-possessed. Then she came 
in and closed the door behind her. 
There was an expression of exaltation 
on her well-cut, good-looking face; her 
delicate nose, her thin, mobile lips, her 
rather dull blue eyes.

Suddenly a sense of her unusualness 
came to him. Was it not just possible 
that, on the whole, she was of an im
mense superiority? Possibly he had 
been diabolically' gifted with percep
tions that picked out just those par
ticular flaws that marred her particular
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perfection. He had the feeling of one 
who has leaned too hard against a 
grated window which has seemed to re
strict and scarify his outlook so that it 
gives way when he suddenly discovers 
that it was his only protection from 
precipitation into endless and night
mare space.

Possibly after all she had been the 
best woman for him; maybe it was bet
ter that his somewhat temperamental 
nature, with its slightly abnormal sensi
bility to other people’s mental attitudes, 
should be linked with this particularly 
simple because wholly artificial person
ality. It was the artificiality of a high 
degree of adaptation to civilized condi
tions. How would he re-order his life 
without her formal steadying influence ? ' 
He had a momentary sense of panic, 
then the daring and gallantry and ro
mance of it seized him; a wild exhilara
tion of danger, of mad flight without 
compass or signal; with nothing but a 
more or less steady port; Joyce’s Sips. 
Then she spoke.

“ Harry.”
“Yes.”  He answered g ravely; he 

would play up to her but he hoped that 
she would make this part of it short.

“We have been very happy together.” 
“You have been a wonderful wife 

to me, Edna,”  he replied non
committally.

“You—you will miss me—our com
panionship. I mean.”

“Yes, yes.” He buried his face in 
his hands with strangely confused emo
tions. He was conscious of a desire 
to rise to certain expectations which he 
knew she was entertaining; he was 
conscious of an innate element of trag
edy in the situation, which imposed in 
spite of himself rules of its own and, 
quite overwhelmingly, he was conscious 
of an hysterical inclination to laugh. 
He was laughing; he could feel his 
shoulders shaking.

“ Harry!”
“ Yes.” He was choking.
“ I have thought of everything; of our 

life together, of the great wrong you 
have done me, of your repentance—” 

He gave a little strangled ejaculation. 
“—and—and, Harry, I have decided 

to forgive you.”
With a cry of relief he snatched her 

to him:
“ Oh! Edna, Edna, dear, thank God!” 

he sobbed.

TH E TERROR
By Dennison Varr

H E  walked into the shooting gallery, picked up an automatic pistol, snuffed 
out eight lighted candles in quick succession, played a double octave on 

the bell targets, pulverized a dollar and sixty-nine cents worth of clay pipes, 
and then meekly allowed the attendant to overcharge him.

F A ITH  is at the heart of happiness. How much every man's happiness 
depends upon his faith that the luck of his friends won’t la s t !



THE SAILOR

By Henry Anderson

H A V E a love in every port.

I am a sailor.
When I was a child I heard some

one say : “A sailor has a love in every 
port.”

I wished many beautiful women to 
love me.

I craved the love of a dainty maid 
from Burma.

I longed for a slim maiden of Galli
poli to smile at me.

I desire the broad smile of an Ethio
pian woman.

I yearned for the touch of a fair- 
skinned lady of Helsingland.

My blood tingled for the caress of 
a vivacious Parisienne.

I wished many beautiful women to 
love me, so I became a sailor.

One day I married a thin haired, 
big hipped woman from Schenectady 
named Nellie.

*  *  *

I have a love in every port. . . .
Nellie follows me.

SHADOW-BOUND
By Hazel Hall

Y OU whom the shadows beckoned 
Long—so long ago 

That the litanies you taught me 
Now tremblingly and low 

Fade on the lips that loved them 
Long—O long ago

Why have you stirred the silence 
That flowered from my pain ?

Just now your anxious footstep 
Sounded above the rain;

Just now your eyes, beseeching, 
Shadowed my window-pane!
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The Tailor’s Daughter Who Enslaved Three Dukes 
By Thornton Hall

T H E sixteenth of April, 1768, was 
a red-letter day in the annals of 
London’s Theatre Royal, for it 

was crowded from pit to gallery with 
the world of rank and fashion, gath
ered to witness the first performance 
of Piccini’s opera, “ La Schiava,” fresh 
from its triumphs on the Continent, 
where it had created a furore of en
thusiasm and delight unrivalled in the 
memory of the oldest playgoer.

But two years earlier, Foote’s “ little 
playhouse” had blossomed into the 
dignity of the King’s Own Theatre, 
thanks to the good offices of his friend 
and patron, the Duke of York; and to
night, in its new splendour of stately 
columns, gilded cornices and sumptu
ous furnishing, its kaleidoscope of col
our illuminated by the flashing of jew
els, it was calculated to make the shades 
of Fielding and Cibber gasp with amaze
ment, if they could have revisited the 
transfigured scene of their own modest 
activities.

But it was not to the stage that the 
eyes of the most brilliant crowd ever 
seen in a London theatre were drawn; 
it was to one of the boxes, in which a 
handsome young nobleman was chatting 
gaily to a beautiful woman, “with the 
face of a Madonna and large, soulful 
eyes,” both as indifferent to the battery 
of critical glances as if they were alone 
in the lady’s own boudoir. The noble
man, with the strong clear-cut, good- 
looking face, was none other than the 
Duke of Grafton, Prime Minister of 
England and great-grandson of the 
“ Merrie Monarch” phis fair companion

was known to most Londoners as Nancy 
Parsons, a lady whom Horace Walpole 
dubbed a “ Circe well known by many a 
buck and blood.”

It was common knowledge, that for 
some time the pleasure-loving Premier 
and the tailor’s beautiful daughter had 
been on terms of intimacy; but hither
to a decent veil had been drawn over 
their peccadilloes. That the veil should 
be withdrawn, and that England’s chief 
statesman should thus flaunt his amour 
in the face of his own world and in the 
very eyes of the Queen, was nothing less 
than an outrage.

Queen Charlotte, after a glance of 
startled recognition and cold disap
proval, kept her eyes steadily turned 
from the audacious couple; in a neigh
boring box the Duke’s wife held her 
head disdainfully; his sister, my Lady 
Harrington, chatted and laughed with 
her companions with an occasional 
amused glance at her brother; while 
throughout the theatre lips curled in 
contempt or broadened in smiles, and 
there was an unbroken ripple of whis
pers and subdued laughter.

The sentiment of all who witnessed 
this extraordinary scene was well ex
pressed by “Junius” when he wrote 
later:

'The Prime Minister of Great Brit
ain, in a rural retirement and in the 
arms of beauty, has lost all memory 
of his Sovereign, his country and him
self. Did not the Duke of Grafton fre
quently lead his mistress into public and 
even place her at the head of his table, 
as if he had pulled down an ancient
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temple of Venus, and could bury all de
cency and shame under its ruins? It 
is not that he kept a mistress at home, 
but that he constantly attended her 
abroad. It is not the private indulgence, 
but the public insult of which I com
plain. The name of Miss Parsons 
would hardly have been known if the 
First Lord of the Treasury had not led 
her in triumph through the Opera 
House, even in the presence of the 
Queen. When we see a man act in this 
manner we may admit the shameless 
depravity of his heart; but what are we 
to think of his understanding?”

And yet there were many who made 
plausible excuses for the Prime Min
ister. Twelve years earlier, as a boy 
of twenty, he had married Lord Rav- 
ensworth’s only daughter, a lady of 
great ambition and social gifts, who 
promised to make a Duchess worthy of 
him. It was not long, however, before 
there came a “ rift within the lute” ; 
for the Duchess proved that she had no 
taste in common with her husband. She 
cared nothing for the Turf, the hunting, 
and politics which filled the Duke’s life. 
One passion absorbed her, that of 
gambling; and her days and nights were 
spent at the card-table, where she lost 
heavily and consistently.

Often, it is said, “ when he came home 
from the House of Lords he found a 
great many servants in the hall, and on 
enquiry learnt from the porter that her 
Grace had a card-party upstairs. On 
which occasions he would call roughly 
for his valet de chambre, and take 
candles and go into his library; or he 
would quit the house in a passion.”

Again and again he was called on to 
pay her gaming debts, which during 
a  single night often mounted to thou
sands of guineas, until he vowed that 
he could not and would not pay them 
any more. To all his pleadings and 
protests she turned a deaf ear and a 
smiling, defiant face. Remonstrance 
gave place to anger, and fierce quarrels 
became of daily occurrence; for her 
Grace had a temper as inflammable as 
his own.

It was at this stage, when life with

his Duchess had become almost impos
sible, that the Duke first met the “ador- 

-able Nancy” and succumbed to her Ma- 
donna-like beauty, her sweetness and 
gentleness, recognizing in her the one 
woman who could make him happy. 
The pathos of her story, too, made a 
strong appeal to a man of his tender 
heart.

When little more than a child, Nancy 
—“the daughter of a master-tailor in 
Bond Street, who, though not rich, lived 
comfortably”—had been wooed and 
wedded by a Mr. Haughton, a mer
chant, who had carried his girl-bride off 
to the West Indies, where his business 
was. Here he had treated her so cruel
ly that she had, in despair, run away 
from him, and made her way back to 
England, which she reached penniless. 
“ With poverty knocking at the door, 
she soon fell into evil ways; and finding 
that her face was her fortune, she 
passed from one patron to another until 
finally the Duke of Grafton came to her 
rescue."

Such was the pathetic story that 
touched the Duke’s heart,  as Nancy’s 
beauty and charm inflamed it. He had 
found a refuge from his gambling, hot- 
tempered wife in the sweet, soothing 
company of his Madonna.

It was in the summer of 1764 that the 
Duke’s liaison first became known to 
the world through a misadventure 
which caused much amusement in the 
clubs and drawing-rooms of London. 
He had invited Nancy to be his guest 
for a few days at his beautiful country 
seat, Wakefield Lodge; and, anxious to 
make as impressive an appearance as 
possible, the tailor’s daughter made the 
journey in an elegant new post-chaise, 
with the Haughton arms blazing on the 
panels in all the glory of new paint. As 
ill-luck would have it, however, the 
paint was not dry by the day fixed for 
her journey; but Nancy, smiling at the 
warnings of the coach-builder, set out 
light-heartedly on her long drive to 
Northamptonshire.

Halting for the night at the Bull, in 
Dunstable, the tired, hungry lady hur
ried indoors for supper, while the
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ostlers set to work to clean her chaise 
in the darkness, with a thoroughness 
which proved disastrous; for when 
Nancy emerged radiant the next morn
ing to continue her journey she saw to 
her horror that the beautiful coats of 
arms had disappeared and that the 
painted splendours of her carriage had 
equally vanished in many-hued smudges 
and zebra-like stripes. It was thus a 
tearful and pathetically miserable 
Nancy who alighted at her host’s door, 
to the ill-concealed amusement of the 
Duke and his satellites; and it was not 
until her tears had been kissed away 
and she had been sufficiently comforted 
in the Duke’s arms that smiles came to 
chase her miseries away.

The Duke’s one desire, now that he 
had found the consolation he yearned 
for, was to escape from the matrimo
nial fetters which he found so galling. 
This proved no very difficult matter; 
for the Duchess, further incensed by 
his infidelity, vowed that she hated him; 
and, so far from wishing to hold him 
to his marriage vows, would be glad to 
be rid of him. Terms of separation 
were satisfactorily arranged; the Duch
ess departed with an allowance of 
£3,000 a year and the custody of her 
two younger children; and the Duke 
had all the solace he desired in the 
amiable Miss Parsons.

II

D u r in g  the next few years Nancy 
was ideally happy with her exalted 
lover. He was her shadow and her 
slave everywhere. She was to be seen 
leaning proudly on his arm at Rane- 
lagh and Vauxhall, or chatting gaily to 
him as he drove his coach to Ascot and 
Newmarket. At his town houses in 
Grosvenor Square and Bond Street she 
presided at his table and entertained his 
friends with a dignity and charm any 
Duchess might have envied; for, in 
spite of her obscure birth, Miss Nancy 
(or Mrs. Haughton, as she still styled 
herself) was a woman of refinement 
and culture, with a clever tongue and a- 
rare gift of conversation. She was, too,

strange as it may seem, very religious; 
and so sensitive that she shrank from 
coarseness as from a blow.  Whenever 
the Duke gave vent to a lusty oath she 
would at once reprove him, and reduce 
him to penitence by a mild word or a 
gentle look.

A lady so gentle, so sweet, and so 
charming could scarcely fail to disarm 
opposition; and it was not long before 
many of the men and women who had 
looked on her with shocked and disap
proving eyes were counted among her 
admirers. So speedy was her conquest 
that, when she appeared in the Duke’s 
company at a fancy-dress ball at the 
King’s Theatre, but four months after 
her first sensational appearance there, 
“men of all ranks vied with each other 
in paying court to her. All the evening 
she was surrounded by a mob of flat
terers. It was allowed that she was 
queen of the ball; and there can be no 
doubt that at this moment she was one 
of the most powerful ladies in the 
land.”

It was inevitable, however, that a 
woman thus favoured by a man as ex
alted as the Prime Minister of Eng
land should have enemies. The dis
carded Duchess naturally hated her; 
Lord Temple refused to see any good 
in her, and is suspected of inspiring 
some of the malicious pamphlets circu
lated at the time—such as the “ Female 
Jockey Club,” which dragged into the 
light all that was discreditable—and 
much that was not true—in her past. 
And “Junius” directed some of his 
most venomous shafts against her and 
her noble admirer.

Reams of scurrilous rhymes were 
published for the delectation of Court 
gossips and tavern-loungers. Thus, in 
Almon’s “ Political Register,”  in June, 
1768, we find half-a-dozen spiteful stan
zas, the first of which runs thus (the 
rest are now unprintable):

“ Can Apollo resist, or a poet refuse,
When Harry and Nance solicit the 

Muse?
A statesman who makes the whole na

tion his care,
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And a nymph who is almost as chaste 
as she’s fair.”

There were others who did not 
scruple to declare that Nancy was wax
ing rich from bribes received in ex
change for pensions or fat posts under 
the Government; and no politician re
ceived advancement without the whis
per going round that Miss Parsons’ 
bank balance was the larger for it. She 
was openly accused of procuring lucra
tive posts for her relatives and her for
mer admirers, and of diverting large 
sums from the Exchequer into her own 
purse, to feed her extravagance. There 
Was in fact no tale too wildly improba
ble, too monstrous, to tell at the expense 
of the woman who had caught Eng
land’s Prime Minister in the toils of her 
seductions.

Such scandalmongering, however, 
was powerless to disturb either the 
Duke or his favourite. Even the dis
paraging references to her age only pro
voked an amused smile. That her in
fluence over the Prime Minister was 
exercised for his good is beyond doubt. 
Her sound counsel smoothed many of 
the difficulties which began to make his 
position perilous and burdensome; she 
weaned him from his passion for the 
Turf to a closer attention to affairs of 
State; and when at last he was obliged 
to surrender his office, in response to 
the popular clamour for his resigna
tion, her consolation made his sense of 
failure and defeat less bitter.

When the Duke’s marriage was dis
solved by Act of Parliament in March, 
1769, there were many who confidently 
predicted that Nancy would soon 
succeed to the strawberry-leafed 
coronet.

“Nancy is the happiest of her sex,” 
wrote one of her champions at this 
time, “ attached to the most amiable 
man of the age, whose rank and influ
ence raise her, in point of power, be
yond many Queens of the Earth. Ca
ressed by the highest, courted and adu
lated by all, her merit and shining abil
ities receive that applause that is justly 
due to them.”

A few days after this enthusiastic 
notice appeared, the World read with 
amazement that the Prime Minister and 
his friend had parted. The news 
seemed incredible—but it was true. 
Whatever had been the reason—mo
tives of policy, his growing bias to re
ligion, or the fact that he had met a 
lady whom he wished to make his wife 
—the Duke had finally severed himself 
from his “adorable Nancy.” Her day 
of splendour and power was over; and 
her only compensation was a small an
nuity, and an offer of her ex-admirer’s 
friendship—purely platonic—which she 
rejected with scorn.

Less than three months later the 
Duke was standing at the altar, for the 
second time, with a daughter of the 
Dean of Worcester for bride; three 
days earlier his discarded Duchess was 
wearing a second wedding-ring, for 
Lord Upper Ossory, who was now free 
to exchange the role of lover for that 
of husband.

I I I

I t w as a sorely wounded, almost 
broken-hearted N ancy who, abandoned 
by the man she had really loved, once 
more faced the world, seeking solace 
and distraction in a feverish pursuit o f 
pleasure.

A woman so charming could, how
ever, never lack homage; and before 
many weeks had passed gossip was 
linking her name with those of some of 
the first gallants of the town. Now it 
was my Lord March, one of the fa
mous figures of the day, who had long 
besieged her in vain and whose perti
nacity was at last rewarded. Now it 
was Sir George Savile, a Nottingham 
baronet, a man of learning and a re
puted misogynist, who was drawn to 
Nancy’s eyes as a moth is lured by a 
candle-flame; and, when she wearied of 
the baronet’s gentle and diffident woo
ing, she soon found a successor in that 
rollicking, hard-drinking Lothario, Tom 
Panton, brother of the Duchess of An- 
caster and hero of more adventures 
than any other buck in town, who found
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her “too much of a saint” to please 
him long. Thus one admirer succeeded 
another in Nancy’s favour, until her 
fickle heart found a more abiding ref
uge in the second of the Dukes who 
played such a dominant part in her 
life—

Nancy’s new ducal lover was his 
Grace of Dorset, a young man of twen
ty-five, dark-eyed, handsome, athletic, 
famous for his prowess on the cricket- 
field, “ where his raven locks and milk- 
white vest had begun to allure a crowd 
of feminine spectators to the new pas
time.”

The Duke, who, youthful as he wasr 
was by no means ignorant of the arts 
of conquest, succumbed at the first sight 
of Nancy’s Madonna face, much to the 
surprise of his friends; if not to that of 
Frederick Barlow, who wrote: “ This 
nobleman, who possesses very distin
guished virtues, is nevertheless not en
tirely exempt from those frailties to 
which human flesh is heir. However, 
his conduct, even in his foibles, admits 
of almost an entire palliation; for be
ing a bachelor, it is but natural to sup
pose that a young peer of his Grace’s 
warmth of affection must find some 
solace in the arms of beauty; especially 
when it takes such a seductive form as 
that of Miss P- - - - ns.”

This second conquest of a Duke once 
more set the tongues of scandal and 
malice wagging. “All the cheap sneers 
which ‘Junius’ had employed so savage
ly were repeated over again, and it was 
prophesied that she would need the help 
of crutches before her return to Eng
land.” Lady Mary Coke declared, “The 
woman must be forty at least, if she is 
a day, old enough to be the Duke’s 
mother.”

But Nancy and her admirer could af
ford to laugh at such vapourings of 
jealousy as reached them on the Con
tinent.

“ We are so ideally happy,”  she wrote 
to a friend, “that the whole world can 
wag its spiteful and envious tongue at 
u s ; and we shall only smile at it. The 
Duke idolizes me and I—well, I almost 
worship him.”

For three years the Duke remained 
loyal to her, roaming with her over Eu
rope, and showing such devotion that 
more than once it was reported that he 
had made her his wife. And she was 
equally devoted to him; for,' although 
high-placed suitors were at her feet in 
every capital, she would listen to no 
words of love from any but her “ dear 
Duke.”

On one occasion while in Rome, it is 
said, “ a plot was hatched by a Venetian 
noble, who had failed to persuade 
Nancy to listen to his avowals of love, 
to carry her off from a masked ball; 
and she was only rescued by her pro
tector in the nick of time, when her ab
ductors were forcing her into a car
riage.”

It is perhaps small wonder that be
fore long it Was rumoured in London 
that the Duke had actually placed a 
wedding-ring on the finger of the tai
lor’s daughter—a report which caused 
Lady Mary  Coke to exclaim scorn
fully :

“He deserves no pity, but for his 
family I really grieve.”

After the return of the romantic pair 
to London, Nancy was installed as 
chatelaine of the Duke’s establishment, 
and entertained his friends with the 
grace and dignity she always exhibited. 
But once more she was fated to learn 
the inconstancy of man. She saw her
self gradually supplanted by another 
charmer, more beautiful even than her
self;—a tall, elegant woman known as 
Mrs. Armistead, who was said to be 
the daughter of a Methodist shoe
maker; and in June, 1773, Lady 
Mary Coke was gleefully writing 
to a friend, “The Duke of Dor
set has certainly parted with his 
Nancy.”

It was at least some satisfaction to 
her that her recreant Duke did not long 
remain true to her supplanter; for it 
was not long before he replaced her by 
the young and beautiful Countess of 
Derby, a sweetheart of his boyhood, 
whose husband dramatically found com
pensation in the discarded Mrs. Armi
stead.
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T h u s  abandoned by her second Duke, 
Nancy was once again reduced to the 
ranks, but it was not long before Lon
doners were reading in the Morning 
Post the startling announcement:

“ It is said Lord Viscount M d
was married on Monday last to Mrs.
H---- n, the late very celebrated Nancy
P ---- s.”

Nor was the news any less true than 
sensational, for the tailor’s daughter 
had actually been led at last to the altar 
by Charles, second Viscount Maynard, 
a noble of twenty-five, almost young 
enough to be her son, and whose only 
accomplishment was, it is said, that 
“he could draw a horse quite cleverly.” 
But youthful as the Viscount was, he 
had a record of conquest which many 
a middle-aged roue could scarcely ri
val. As a cynic remarked at the time, 
“ A youth who has corrupted so much 
innocence will be very properly em
ployed in leading Nancy Parsons back 
to the paths of virtue.”

Here, indeed, was a delicious morsel 
of news for those who had no love f.or 
the new Viscountess; and from Horace 
Walpole to Lady Mary Coke, they made 
the most of the folly Of the young lord 
who had given his name to a woman 
older than his mother. The explanation 
of this strangely assorted union was 
perhaps best given in a couplet written 
at the time:

“ ’ Tis not her charms, ’tis her ingenious 
mind,

That did a Grafton and a Dorset 
bind”

Nancy was much too wise a woman 
to make her home at Easton Lodge, her 
husband’s stately Essex seat. She pre
ferred to return to the Continent, where 
at least she could escape the voice of 
envy and malice. Thus, in the sum
mer of 1775 we find her repeating her 
ducal honeymoon with the empty- 
headed but devoted Viscount whom she 
was able to call “husband.” But al
though she now wore a wedding-ring 
and was a British Peeress, she found

IV little welcome awaiting her across the 
Channel.

At Naples, the King point-blank re
fused, in spite of her husband’s plead
ings, to receive her at his Court; and 
Sir William Hamilton, English Ambas
sador there, wrote to his nephew, 
Charles Greyille, “ Nobody visits her.” 
A few large-minded and sympathetic 
friends she was able to draw to her; but 
when one of them, Lord Tylney, invited 
her to a ball at his house she was left to 
sit in solitude in a comer of the -room, 
the focus of cold and disdainful glances, 
to which she presented a smiling, un
perturbed face.

When she attended the Royal wild- 
boar hunt at Astoni, we learn, while all 
the rest of the company formed a merry 
group around the gracious Queen, the 
ostracised Nancy sat apart with her 
husband and a few kind friends; and, 
though shunned by everybody else, 
“appeared wholly unconcerned by the 
contemptuous looks that were cast upon 
her.”

On her return to Naples in the fol
lowing year, however, her experiences 
were happier. Lord Maynard, by a very 
simple exercise of medical skill, had 
been able to restore to health the King’s 
son, reduced to the point of death by 
fever; and Ferdinand’s gratitude was 
so great, thanks to the efficacy of 
“James’s Powders,”  that he took the 
lord and his lady almost literally to his 
arms. The Queen invited Nancy to pay 
her a long visit, and showed her such 
affection and attention that soon the 
nobility were almost tumbling over each 
other in' their rivalry to shower invita
tions on her and her husband. But in 
her success, as in her failure, Nancy 
exhibited the same quiet dignity, accept
ing homage as indifferently as she had 
received slights,

When at last Lord and Lady May
nard returned to London she found the 
doors of the fashionable world still 
closed against her.

“ Naturally, her sister-Peeresses could 
not forget,” to quote Walpole, "that 
she had been the Duke of Grafton’s 
Mrs. Haughton, the Duke of Dorset’s
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Mrs. Haughton, Everybody’s Mrs. 
Haughton.”

Before many months had passed her 
ladyship furnished more food for gos
sip. She had bewitched a third Duke— 
this time His Grace of Bedford, a boy 
of eighteen, who was her shadow every
where. In vain Nancy protested that 
the relation was purely platonic; that 
the Duke was to her a son (a very 
proper relationship, considering that 
she was thirty years his senior)—a boy 
whose shyness and helplessness ap
pealed strongly to her.

“The Duke is so shy,”  she told ari ac
quaintance, “ that he appears unhappy 
in Society. He is so reserved that he 
used to get into a corner. There is no 
doubt that but for me he would have 
fallen into low company, who would 
have taught him to game and drink, and 
would have kept him among themselves. 
Now he is at his ease, and his behaviour 
is suitable to his rank.”

In spite of the laughter of Society 
and the ridicule of the newspapers, the 
friendship, which was probably quite 
innocent, lasted for some years. The 
young Duke was Lady Maynard’s con
stant companion at home and on her 
Continental tours; and no doubt, 'as 
Lord Maynard’s fortune had come to 
a low ebb, the Duke’s money was help
ful.

“It is a convenience to us,” she con
fessed, “ for we are enabled to appear 
more suitable to our situation than we 
could otherwise do.”

V

In 1779 Nancy’s sun began at last 
to set. The Duke was lured from her 
by the seductions of a clever and 
charming lady, Madame de Buffon, ex

mistress of the Due d’Orleans. Her 
husband grew weary of her faded 
beauty and transferred his affections to 
Madame Derville, a figurante of the 
French Opera; and, thus doubly de
serted, Nancy left England to spend the 
remainder of her days in a Paris sub
urb. Here she devoted herself, like so 
many other penitent, Magdalenes, to 
piety and good works, ministering to 
the poor and the sick, and reaping a 
harvest of gratitude and devotion from 
the simple peasantry who were her 
neighbours.

The end came “ at long last” in the 
winter of 1814, when she had passed 
her eightieth year. Catholics and Prot
estants alike mingled their prayers and 
tears over her bier.

“ The Bishop of the Diocese,” we are 
told, “ had ordered that all due honor 
should be rendered to the piety and 
good works of the deceased. The fu
neral sermon was preached by the Prot
estant president, in the pulpit of a 
Catholic church, to a numerous Catho
lic auditory, the Catholic clergy attend
ing the service. The corpse was laid in 
the tomb with mingled rites—the lighted 
tapers and the Catholic dirge, the pray
ers of the Genevan Church, and the 
tears of the mourning peasantry.”

Thus after life’s “ fretful fever,” its 
triumphs and its tears, was Nancy Par
sons laid to her rest. She had sinned; 
she had suffered and repented. And 
who shall say that the tears of the poor 
which moistened her grave were not 
efficacious to wash away the sins of the 
Magdalene with the face of a Madonna ?

The seventh article in this scries, en
titled “A Belle of the Regency,”  will 
appear in the next number of T h e  
S m a r t  S e t .



THE OSTRACIZED VIRTUE

By M. A. Brooks

A  M IN IST E R ’S daughter ran away 
with a man whom her father dis
liked.

When it became known, her father 
raged in a high fury. His patient wife, 
in tears, begged for forgiveness for 
their daughter.

“Remember,”  she said, “the text of 
your last Sunday’s sermon, ‘Faith, 
Hope, and Charity, and the greatest of 
these is Charity!’ ”

The minister thought for a moment, 
then lifted his head slowly with a noble 
smile softening his harsh features.

“You are right, mother,” he faltered. 
“ The Magdalene was forgiven. Even 
so shall I forgive our Myrtle.” And 
in great joy the mother hastened from 
the room.

“Myrtle,” began the minister impres
sively, as she returned with the girl,

you have sinned, but you are forgiven. 
You may return to my house on condi
tion that you never see that man again. 
I shall cut down your allowance as a 
matter of precaution, but with all the 
charity of my soul, my child, I forgive 
you.”

Having uttered these magnanimous 
words, he was about to clasp his 
daughter to his heart, but she drew 
back.

“ But, papa,”  she said with dignity, “ I 
have not sinned. I am married. In 
justice you must admit—”

“Justice,”  shrieked her father, wav
ing his arms and growing purple, “what 
have I to do with justice? If you are 
married to that man, leave this room, 
leave this house, never let me see your 
face again! Justice, indeed!” And he 
swore several times.

TH E SINGER.
By Margaret Leroy

I  M ADE songs yesterday—
Today I cannot sing.

There is not in all the world more gray; 
And crushed and dumb a thing.

Yet these dull and slow folk know 
That I am not as they—

However pale and quiet I go,
I made songs yesterday!
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THE QUEEN’S CHARIOT

By Mifflin Crane

I

I N her Latin-American country she 
was the subject of controversy and 
condemnation. Before she was six

teen, in the convent school, she dis
graced herself by reading the books of 
Zola, of Voltaire, of Theophile Gautier. 
When liberated from this prison-house 
her infractious spirit seemed to blossom 
like a malign flower. She would not 
conform to the conventions of a wom
an’s conduct. This was very unfortu
nate for her family, and for one of her 
position.

Especially, it hurt the aspirations of 
her father, who, from his position as 
Minister of War, was intriguing for the 
Presidency. She should have been his 
formidable ally; with a carmine flower 
in her midnight hair, with a jet fan to 
cover and uncover the allure of her 
smile, with a moment of suggestion in 
the glance of her unfathomable eyes, 
she could have won this man and that 
man to the paternal interest. But she 
quickly rejected the social life he 
planned for her. She would not dance, 
she would not sit in the box at the 
opera, she would not remain through 
the long dinners that began early in 
the evening and were not over until 
after midnight. People quickly ceased 
to include her in their invitations, part
ly through the discourtesy of her per
sistent refusals, partly because she was 
already scandalously breaking the rigid
ity of all their conventions. _

She was seen walking with men on 
the streets, men of the Bohemia—the 
writers, the artists, the suspected revo
lutionists. Worse, she attended the 
government University, the only woman

student in its history. Those in au
thority attempted to stop her studies, 
buf they could find no law with which 
to thwart her; no lawmaker had ever 
dreamed this contingency. Even the 
students were outraged and rebelled 
against her presence, but they did not 
fathom the measure of her strength, of 
her will, of her determination; she ig
nored their jeers and once she fright
ened a small mob of them by porhting 
at them, held in an unwavering little 
hand, a small, gleaming revolver that 
she drew out from the concealment of 
her dress. She was unconquerable, as 
secure as an Olympian...

Yet there was no serenity in her 
spirit, for the restrictions of her envi
ronment, however much she defied 
them, ceaselessly irritated her, like the 
descending drop of maddening water 
in a chamber of antique torture. Some
times, walking out alone in the early 
morning, she would draw in a deep 
breath of the early air—and feel then a 
tightness in her throat, in her chest, as 
if the muscles of respiration were re
strained in some constricting garment. 
Here the air was not free, she could 
not breathe it with abandon. She was 
forever engaged in a trivial battling, an 
opposing whose triumphs were meagre 
and unworthy her concern.

She wrested from the denials of her 
environment the right to know men 
freely, but they were never the men o£ 
her dreams; there was in them an in
sufficiency and a wanting that kept he? 
heart unthrilled and unyielding and 
kisses the strangers of her lips. It 
almost seemed to her at last that no 
reality could show itself in the fine 
measure of her fancies; the real came
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to her in shoddy clothing, whilst the 
garments of her dreams were engauded 
with colour and gold.

“My dreams,” she said, speaking one 
day to a poet of her country, “are my 
best experiences. You tell me of this 
thrill and that thrill, and write about 
many pleasant things—but they are poor 
when I meet them; do you understand ? 
My fancies are better than the most 
pleasant facts!”

Impelled by her dissatisfactions, she 
had long considered going to some place 
where the conditions of life would be 
more generous to her. Sometimes she 
thought of Paris, at other times of New 
York, and the freedom of both places 
delighted her imagination. She did 
not know, on the day she confessed the 
limitations of her realities to the poet 
Lameda how close she was drawing to 
her desire.

Her good fortune came about through 
the disgrace of Lameda himself. He 
was a decadent poet, a South American 
Baudelaire, with a pathological mind 
and morbid impulses. Moreover, he 
was no friend of the government. 
When the police discovered him in a 
certain obscene dereliction they joy
fully put him away in a prison of a me
dieval character, fed him very scantily, 
did their utmost to degrade his spirit, 
that was like a fabric of subtle and 
numerous threads, whilst the govern
ment parade his disgrace like a palpa
ble trophy. O f course, they accom
plished their purpose; they broke his 
pride and destroyed his health, and it 
was much too late when he was re
moved to the prison hospital and given 
the attention of a physician.

She heard that he was dying, and the 
news shocked her and stirred her with 
the utmost compassion. With a fine 
impulsiveness, she hurried to the infir
mary, and at first the authorities were 
desirous of excluding her, but her con
nections made them fear an absolute 
refusal.

In company with a Charity Sister, 
white-robed and speechless, they finally 
let her see the dying poet. She found 
him gaunt, a pathetic ruin, a pallid, un

resting face, set with two burning eyes 
against a white pillow.' She was the 
first of all his former friends to come 
to him.

For a moment he stared at her in 
tragic surprise. She dropped to the bed
side and took one of his nerveless hands 
in her own; she pressed his fingers 
tightly. Her touch dissolved all his re
straint and he began to weep, sound
lessly, in a last despair, in an acknowl
edgment of utter defeat that no bar
baric cruelty had forced him to own; 
her pity was the instant solvent of his 
shell of concealment.

His tears brought her own and they 
dropped from her eyes and like a chrism 
touched his hands. The Charity Sister 
stooped and drew her away. Two in
ternes stood near and gaped.

The news of this episode was carried 
to her father’s ears; he waited until the 
next day and then, after finishing his 
afternoon siesta, be sent one of the 
servants to call her to his study. She 
understood the summons, she guessed 
his purpose, and she went to him defi
antly.

He was standing in front of a long, 
littered table when she entered the 
room. His smooth, yellow forehead 
glistened dully, his great, jetty mous
tache hung ponderously from his upper 
lips, concealing his mouth. His sleepy 
eyes glowed ominously beneath their 
drooping lids, like the premonitory and 
sinister glow within a dead crater.

For a moment they looked at each 
other without speaking.

“ Pereira,”  he said, “ perhaps you have 
some motive that I am unable to under
stand”—-he spoke with a soft and in
tense sarcasm, “As I see it now, your 
purpose is simply to discredit and ruin 
me. The man was an enemy of the gov
ernment, a dangerous fellow, an impu
dent cuckold that we were able, very 
fortunately, to put out of the way of all 
mischief. Moreover, he deserved his 
punishment.”

" Ay!"
She hissed the exlamation at him bit

terly, a sardonic, monosyllabic prod to 
the memory of his own sins. His eyes
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opened a little, the lids dropped back 
again, he continued:

“ It may be impossible for you to un
derstand, Senorita, but my position to
ward all such people must be unequivo
cal. Know this: I feel no sympathy
for them, but even if I did, it would be 
impossible for me to show it. Suspi
cion is almost the primary theme of our 
politics. By very trivial acts I could 
quickly lose the confidence of certain 
men who are quite necessary to me 
now.”

His quiet manner vanished, like a 
light suddenly eclipsed. His eyes 
opened, he glared at her, he leaned for
ward and grimaced ferociously.

“What do you mean by it, Senorita ?” 
he demanded. “What impudence! 
What folly! What disregard of your 
duty! My daughter visits the man for 
whose punishment I am responsible, a 
man whose name is unmentionable! 
What is to be supposed about m e; what 
sort of an individual will this make me 
appear? What do you mean?”

She met his glare with her black 
brows lifted, her dark faca contemptu
ous. She did not move; her hands 
were held in front of her, clasped tight
ly together.

“Yes, then I am undutiful,”  she said. 
“ I ’m anything you want to call me, 
Senor; that is now understood between 
us. What it pleases me to do doesn’t 
please you; I am one person and you 
are another. I understand: I am a dis
grace to you. Well, then, let me go 
away; send me away!”

“ I ’d be very pleased never to see you 
again,”  he replied, his voice once more 
quiet.

“That is an agreement, then,”  she in
stantly returned. “ I shall go to New 
York. You make me very happy, 
Senor!”

They stood opposite each other, like 
a pair of diabolically courteous and eter
nal enemies. She experienced a thrill 
of immense gladness, like the emotions 
of one released from an intolerable con
finement. She could be free at last; 
she had brought it about by her own 
act. A  medley of possibilities, sensed

only in glittering glimpses, passed be
fore her eyes like a sudden lantern slide 
run swiftly across a screen. Her emo
tions sparkled like the scintillations of a 
rocket of a thousand swift fires. Now 
she was liberated!

II

S h e  came to New York as one into 
a city of enchantment and wonder. Her 
meagre acquaintance with the language 
made its intoning about her the agent of 
an immense suggestiveness, accentuated 
her aloofness, gave her the sense of an 
antique wanderer come into a strange, 
unvisited land, barbaric and colourful, 
fresh with allure. She loved the streets, 
and now she was free to wander 
through them with all the unrestraint of 
a spirit without body. To her, this had 
the freshness of a new life. The com
edy of crowds enticed her with an ap
peal as to the spectacle of a gargan
tuan theater.

Finally, when the physical appear
ance of the city became less new to her, 
she found herself more largely inter
ested in the girls on the thoroughfares 
and the men who were their compan
ions. She made a thousand conjectures 
as to their relations. She wondered if 
these fair-skinned girls, with their 
transparent eyes and hair that was sel
dom darker than brown, had any deep 
potentiality of emotion; that seemed 
doubtful to her. The men did not en
tice her; she could not vision them in 
the role of fine companions or ardent 
lovers.

Nevertheless, the fact that they were 
men, their simple masculinity, gave her 
the desire to be with them; she became 
lonesome; she wanted companion
ship.

She had a little apartment in the stu
dio quarter in West Sixty-seventh 
Street and to a certain extent she had 
visitors there. In the city there were 
usually a few travelers from her coun
try, and those of any position who knew 
of her presence came to see her. She 
was perfunctorily hospitable, but none 
of these people interested her; chiefly
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she enjoyed their visits for the sake of 
speaking her own language again.

One day she received a copy of a lit
tle local magazine, a miscellaneous and 
characterless journal, published in 
Spanish. It would be pleasant, she 
thought immediately, to write some
thing for this. She memorized the ad
dress of the office and decided to call 
on the editor. She took with her the 
manuscript of four or five essays that 

 she called “ Souls of Women”—authen
tic confessions made to her by her mar
ried friends. She was certain the pa
per would be glad to use them. With 
the manuscript in her hand she waited 
one morning in a dirty little outer office 
whilsta dark-eyed boy took in her card 
through a swinging door.

After a very short interval he re
turned and told her to go in. She 
passed through the door and discovered 
another little room, somewhat smaller 
and dirtier than the first. A large man 
was seated at a disordered desk; he did 
not rise at her entrance. His hair was 
the jet to which she was accustomed, 
his eyes were dark like her own and the 
lids were heavy, reminding her of her 
father, the droop of satiety and disillu
sion. His cheeks were fat from an im
mense amount of eating and drinking. 
After a moment he stood up, smiling, 
and she gave him her hand.

“ Is this Senor Palaez ?” she asked.
He assented; he expressed his great 

satisfaction that she had come in to see 
him; his voice proceeded from deep in 
his throat with an effortless ease of 
speech. She regretted now that she 
had come and she resented his manner 
of immediate intimacy. Still, she 
showed him her manuscripts and he 
fingered them smiling, turning back 
over the pages again and again. He 
meanwhile asked her questions about 
herself and she answered him briefly.

“Yes, Senorita,”  he said. “ I ’m sure 
we can use theSe. Y e s ; I ’m very glad 
to get them. This is a fortunate day. 
You write very well. Tell me why you 
wrote these? Who taught you to 
write?”

He queried her with the palpable pur

pose of prolonging the interview. The 
conversation irked her, and seemed 
without end. Finally she stood up reso
lutely, determined to go. He arose also 
and stood at her side. He talked into 
her face, insinuatingly close. In her 
anger at his abominable nearness the 
dusky skin of her cheeks deepened in 
colour.

“Well, thank you, Senor," she said. 
“ Good-bye. . . . ”

He captured her hand and pressed it 
close in his large palm. She drew back 
her arm in a swift resentment, but his 
clutch retained her little hand_ like the 
tentacle of an octopus.

" Senor!”  she exclaimed.
His smile persisted, fixed and abom

inable. With a swift movement of his 
large arm he circled her shoulders. He 
drew her against him and like the efflu
vium from a poison she smelt the odour 
of stale tobacco in his clothes.

For an instant her surprise kept her 
limp, and then each muscle of her small 
body seemed to contract as from the 
stimulus of an immense urgency, a pro
found danger. With an impetuous 
violence she thrust him away from her. 
He tripped back against the chair in 
which she had been seated, it toppled to 
the side, he clutched the air vainly, like 
a wildly animated and dropsical sack 
he tumbled into a complexity of chair- 
rungs: they snapped with sharp little 
reports and a piece of wood flew up into 
the air and struck the ceiling.

In the moment of his disaster, she 
ran through the door and slammed it 
furiously behind her. She hurried 
down the steps of the building, tucking 
up the loosed, dusky strands of her dis
ordered hair.

In the street her shoulders flexed and 
drooped and her cheeks were coloured 
carmine with an inner sense of shame. 
Suddenly the glamour of her freedom 
was gone and with it her expectations 
and her dreams. For months she had 
been away from her home and all these 
days had gone by in trivial hours, with 
never the flame of any fine emotion. 
She had escaped from one prison to 
pass through the portals of another, an
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empty prison, peopled with a host of 
phantoms, not of her flesh and blood, 
not of her heart and desire. She was 
alone in an unreality.

Now she remembered that her manu
scripts were lying on the desk of the 
abominable editor. She would never go 
back for them. She recalled her last 
glimpse of him, sprawled in a chaos of 
splintered wood, like a grotesque 
tumble-bug immeshed in an extravagant 
web. She began to laugh in hysterical 
gasps. Men and women, passing in the 
street, turned to look after her.

III
B u t  whatever might have been this 

editor’s opinion of her, he was not de
terred from using her material, and two 
or three months later she was surprised 
to find it in print in the magazine. She 
had passed these months in a lethargic 
ennui, sleeping as much as possible, 
reading very little, interested in noth
ing. She had pondered many times the 
advisability of returning home—but 
there was no advantage in that manoeu- 
ver; life anywhere seemed emptied of 
possibilities, nor was there any place 
where events, shaping themselves to her 
desire, would light a flame within her 
and give her with intensity the desider
ate consciousness of transcendent living.

Then, after her essays had been in 
print a week or a little more, a letter 
came to her, forwarded from the office 
of the magazine; it was written in Span
ish and she vaguely remembered the 
name of the writer, a young revolution
ary and refugee from her country. She 
read his letter more than once, surprised 
that he should have written to her, in
terested, wondering, endeavoring to 
conceive his appearance. He said :

“Your stories transport the emotions 
of real life to the printed page; for me 
to find them was a great discovery. Are 
you living in New York? I remember 
your name very well. In our country 
you knew most of my friends and fre
quently you were mentioned by them. 
Curiously enough, I do not believe we 
ever met. I have the greatest wish to
S. S.—May—6

meet you now and if you will tell me 
where you live, and send me your per
mission, I will come at once to see 
you. . . . Cesar Vegas.”

Bit by bit she recalled more of him, 
from the remembered talk of her 
friends. It was true: she had never 
met him. He belonged to a  very radi
cal revolutionary group. While she 
knew most of these men, it was not 
their doctrines that attracted her; she 
was drawn solely to their freedom, their 
unconventionality, their insurgent spirit. 
She remembered now that Vegas, with 
two or three others, had been forced to 
escape from the country overnight.

Of course she determined to see him. 
She wrote to him, granting his request 
and setting a day for his appearance. 
Again she was interested, her thoughts 
vivacious, her fancies aroused. She 
wondered if she would please him; she 
sat in front of her mirror smoothing 
out her hair that passed through the 
comb like the black ripples of an inky 
stream, looking into her eyes, shaping 
her lips into the curves of smiles, of 
pouts, of scorn, of pleasure—wondering 
if a man would find her lovely. Once 
she paused and laughed at the vivacity 
of her spirits, realizing then her iso
lation and her loneliness during the 
months that had just gone by.

On the evening set for his coming she 
put on a dress of thick plush that would 
be soft to a tender touch. She heaped 
up her hair in the Spanish fashion with 
a great jet knot at the back of her head 
and she stuck a red flower, a crimson 
symbol of her charm, at one side. She 
waited for him seated at her piano, 
languorously fingering chords, playing 
snatches of native dances, recalling, for 
some reason, the days when she was a 
little girl, and the sunlight, glittering 
like a golden garment on the tropical 
fields of her country home, used to take 
her breath with its magic suggestive
ness. . . . She heard the bell of the 
apartment ring, and she went to the 
door to open it.

He was standing in the corridor and 
she stepped aside to let him come in. 
For a moment they remained motion
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less, appraising each other earnestly. 
Then he spoke to her, shaping his sen
tences through an illuminating smile.

“ Isn’t it strange,”  he said, “that we 
should meet here! I can remember 
your name for a long time—isn’t it cu
rious that we never came together at 
home? I ’m delighted to see you; I ’m 
delighted you let me come.”

She took his hat and coat, turning 
to lay them over a chair, and deeply 
pleased, meanwhile, in her first impres
sion of him. His manner, the atmos
phere he created, was vastly different 
from that of the members of the revo
lutionary group she had known; phys
ically he was different. The others had 
been, for the most part, robustous fel
lows, with far less suavity in their 
speech. For one of her country he 
was unusually pale, and his pallor was 
made more manifest by the contrasting 
black of his glistening hair. His nose 
was modeled straight and slender, flex
ible at the nostrils, that dilated faintly 
as he spoke. When he had given her 
his hand she had noticed the long slim
ness of his fingers.

His manner gave no impression of 
weakness, yet contradictorily, from his 
pallid face, from the glow of his dark 
eyes, from the sensitive nostrils and 
finely fashioned lips she was conscious 
of a sense of frailty that stirred her 
strength and her abundant vitality with 
the tenderness of protection. In the 
ardent swiftness of her emotions she 
was already deeply pleased with him, 
aware of a contenting intimacy.

They seated themselves and she be
gan to question him.

“Tell me, about yourself, Senor,”  she 
said. “Why are you here? What did 
you do ?” «■

He laughed frankly.
“ I was the least serious of all our 

group,”  he said. “ It’s very ironical 
that I should be a fugitive and not some 
of the others. I was an insurrecto for 
the excitement. They accused me of 
Manuel Ayala’s death, which was a very 
inaccurate supposition. But the gov
ernment must fix on somebody—isn’t 
that so ? It was my bad fortune!”

She smiled at him warmly, showing, 
like suddenly revealed jewels, her nacre 
teeth between her crimson lips.

“ Oh!” she exclaimed, “ I ’m very glad 
you weren’t serious! I knew so many 
of the revolutionaries, and, do you 
know, I have to tell you that when I 
didn’t suspect their sincerity I found 
them great fools. What I had in sym
pathy with them was that they were 
living life—do you understand? They 
took a hazard, they braved an excite
ment, they were not content with 
safety!”

An animation possessed her features 
as if f rom the warmth of a lighted flame 
within her. Her hands moved in gra- 
cile, swift gesticulation. Her eyes, 
looking straight at his own, seemed to 
see beyond him, seemed to witness, as 
if he were a medium of revealing trans
parency, a glamour behind him: the 
colour of ardent life and the passions 
of living, the loves, the hates, the hopes, 
the tragedies.

Swiftly she questioned him, causing 
him to reveal all the facts of his life, 
his aspirations and his expectations, his 
beliefs and his more intimate wantings. 
She found a full sympathy for him: he 
had courage and the flame of adventure.

Then she began to talk of herself. 
Sentence by sentence, luminously ex
posed in her swift and eager speech, he 
came to the acquaintance of her insur
gent spirit, her defiances, her vehement 
love of life. To her emotions he felt 
a keen response; she touched his spirit 
like deft fingers playing upon an instru
ment subtle and difficult. Finally she 
told him of her adventure with the poet 
Lameda—he had known Lameda—and 
the scene with her father. She was 
leaning close to him, and as she spoke 
of the dead man her eyes were tender 
with sympathy. With a simple move
ment he took her hands and pressed her 
fingers against his own.

“Ah, you are brave!” he whispered. 
“You are courageous!”

His touch tingled in her fingers, his 
words caressed her ears. She ceased 
speaking: leaning toward him, she met 
his eyes; he still retained her hands.
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An expectancy, like a presence, like a 
spirit, hung over these two.

Then, moving nearer, his arms circled 
her slender shoulders. She let her head 
fall back to receive his kiss that came to 
her lips with a sudden intensity. In that 
moment she could not breathe, and even 
her heart, although she heard the beat
ing of it in her breast, seemed paradox
ically stilled. For her, his kiss sus
pended her life, drew it out of her, 
stopped all the living processes, made 
her lifeless with emotion. Their lips 
separated and she drew in a breath, 
with the conviction that in another sec
ond of that suffocation she would have 
died. She tried to smile at him, but 
her lips would not take the contour of a 
smile.

“Bienamado!”  she murmured. “ How 
suddenly you have come to me! You 
are the lover I have looked for all my 
life! I shall bring you everything of 
love. You are a harmonium o f  many 
notes; other women have played some 
of them, the little grisettes you have 
known, but I shall touch them all! I 
will make you happy; I will make you 
suffer—you don’t believe that I will 
make you suffer? Yes, you will: I 
think, in the life, everything is at a bal
ance, everything is compensated. But, 
bienamado, we do not have to think of 
that. Tell me if you love me; tell me 
what I mean to you.”

Her quick fire did not surprise him, 
for he was of her own temperament. 
He could respond to her words fully, 
and, like her touch, find them lovely in 
his ears.

IV

W h e n  he left that night he promised 
to return the next evening, and all the 
following day she recalled the memory 
of his face, of his touch, of his encir
cling arms. Waiting for him, she 
dreamed fantastic dreams of him, as if 
she had taken a drug into her veins. 
From the simple theme of her affection, 
she constructed elaborate variations, 
like the modulations of a symphony.

Once she imagined him, in some more

gracious country, giving a dinner to a 
group of distinguished men, artists of 
all kinds. When the banquet was fin
ished he stood up and told his guests 
that he had lately acquired a little Abys
sinian slave whom he would be glad 
now to show them. The company left 
the table and went into another cham
ber, a large room, curiously illuminated 
with a glow of dull ruby. There were 
no furnishings in this room and the 
guests stood about at one end. Near 
the other extremity were long curtains 
of a deep crimson plush and in front 
of the curtains was found, spread out 
on the floor, a huge black bear’s skin. 
On either side of the skin, held upright 
in some obscure manner, were two im
mense fans made from the tail-feathers 
of peacocks.

The guests fastened their eyes upon 
the crimson curtains, and presently 
these parted and the little Abyssinian 
slave entered. She was nude, save for 
a gold collar about her neck, two gold 
bands around her wrists and similar 
golden bands circling her ankles; the 
collar at her throat was connected by 
slender aurine chains to the bands about 
her wrists. She was brown and smooth, 
with the immature contours of a child. 
She entered with her eyes downcast, 
embarrassed and afraid, and approached 
the bear’s skin, upon which she reclined 
at last. Then the two fans of peacocks’ 
tails, heretofore upright on either side 
of her,- descended slowly, until they en
gulfed her whole small body, hiding her 
from the watching eyes of the guests. 
The ruby lights commenced to dim and 
the company slowly left the room in 
silence. And Pereira dreamed that the 
little Abyssinian slave was herself.

In the evening she sat waiting for 
him, expectant any moment of his ring 
that again and again, hearing it in her 
imagination, she conceived as the sum
mons to high adventure. She heard 
the moments passing in the ticks of a 
small clock and she was jealous of each 
one of them that went, to make the 
hours without his presence. Then sud
denly she realized that it was late, that 
he had not come, that he was not com
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ing. The night passed for her in tor
turing speculations.

The next morning a  letter arrived, 
signed with a strange name, an address 
at the top of the sheet. It said :

“ Senor Vegas has contracted a sud
den sickness. He asks me to write to 
you and make this explanation and also 
to ask you to be kind enough to come 
and see him.”

She was immediately possessed of 
terrifying presentiments; she imagined 
him in grave danger, dying, perhaps al
ready dead. She hurried to the tele
phone, and in an agitation that almost 
deprived her of her use of English, 
she called a taxicab. An immense pe
riod of time, she believed, passed be
fore it arrived, and seated within it, the 
passage through the streets was cruelly 
slow.

They stopped at the address given in 
the letter; she handed the taxi-driver 
a  bill and without waiting, hurried up 
the steps of the house, A coloured 
maid answered her ring.

“How is Mr. Vegas?” she asked— 
and then she found that her throat hurt 
her in speaking. “ I want to see him!”

She was taken upstairs and shown 
the door of a room in the corridor. She 
opened it and entered. He was lying 
on a large bed, with his eyes closed.

She ran to the bed and touched her 
hands to his cheeks; his eyes opened 
and he looked into her face.

“ Querida mia!”  she exclaimed.
He smiled at her slightly, drew out 

his hand from the bed-covers and 
touched her arm, closed his eyes again. 
She saw now that her fears had a foun
dation: he was very ill.

Later she talked to the doctor when 
he came and he told her that Vegas had 
contracted pneumonia.

“What is the danger?” she asked. 
“ We do not have this sickness in our 
country.”

The physician, an abrupt, thick
bodied man, shrugged his shoulders 
clumsily.

“ We’ll do the best possible,” he said. 
“This is a very dangerous disease for 
anybody; you might as well know that

it’s especially dangerous for anyone who 
has always lived in a tropical climate. 
If we can bring about his recovery, 
he must go back to his own country. 
This morning I ’ll call in a nurse for 
him.”

Her cheeks reddened angrily.
“ N o !” she exclaimed. “Do you 

imagine anyone will nurse him but my
self ?”

She took a room in the house, the 
room next to his own, and tended him 
day and night with an extravagant 
faithfulness. She seemed never to 
sleep, nor, sustained by the power of 
her devotion, to require sleep. She 
sat by his side during the hours of his 
delirium; he spoke incoherently of 
other women he had known; she hated 
his fevered memories of them. The 
crisis came. All one night she remained 
at the bed, watching his pulse, listen
ing to his heart, waiting in a suspension 
of all her dreams, of her most precious 
hopes, for the outcome. . . In the
morning his fever had gone down and 
his breathing was easier.

Now her fears passed; she was as
sured and confident. She remembered 
the words of the doctor: “ If we can 
bring about his recovery, he must go 
back to his own country.”

That was now, she knew, an immense 
necessity. No compromise of another 
tropical place seemed possible to her, 
any variation appealed to her mind as 
a gamble with his life. She knew well 
enough his position; under existing cir
cumstances he could not return; he was 
a fugitive, under an absurd and unjust 
sentence. But this fact did not appall 
her.

Doubtless it had been her own father 
who had made his flight necessary; her 
father could secure his pardon. She 
began to compose a letter to her father 
and she told him of her lover, of her 
love and her desire.

“Perhaps I have not been to you what 
I should have been?” she said. “For
give me now! Life has granted me at 
last my dearest aspirations and I can
not bring you any more trouble; I will 
try to help you all I can. Let us come
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back home; I will never let you regret 
your dear kindness.”

The letter was mailed and now she 
spent the days, happy and assured, with 
her convalescent lover.

She found him all she had believed, 
all she had hoped, all she had known in 
the sure perceptions of her intuition. 
They talked endlessly, planning their 
life together, the people they would 
know, the places they would visit, the 
scenes they would witness. It would 
be, they knew, a noble companionship, a 
thrilling intimacy.

Then one day, as she had been cer
tain in her fine confidence it would, a 
reply came from her father, the Minis
ter of War in the Presidential cabinet.

“You are pardoned everything, 
Pereira,” he said. “You can both come 
home.”

V

As soon as she believed him strong 
enough to make the trip they embarked 
in a slim white steamer for the south. 
The trip down took several days longer 
than the one from their country to the 
States, for now they were retarded by 
the Gulf current. Yet the time did not 
pass slowly for them; they had their 
visions. Neither knew a doubt, both 
were assured; the abounding sea 
through which they moved with a steel 
throb and pulsation brought them no 
sense of inscrutable destiny, no shadow 
of fear; the sun shone on the sea and 
it was never too vast for the compass 
of their dreams.

The ship laid by in the harbour at 
Havana for one day and they went 
ashore, walking through the streets arm 
in arm. They laughed at the curious 
Cuban songs of the street-boys; each 
moment was the little minister of their 
content. The voyage was resumed, and 
now they knew that in a little while 
they would be home.

They entered the roadstead before the 
coast city of their country early one 
morning. An official launch came put; 
presently they were taken off with a 
small group who were disembarking

there, and carried in the launch to the 
quay.

Pereira, in her returning, was filled 
with the memories of her departure, of 
her impatience with these people and 
this land, of her vague, undefined de
sires that she believed would have their 
fulfillment in another country; of the 
gradual failure of her hopes—and now, 
of their splendid recrudescence. They 
touched the wooden sides of the wharf 
and a uniformed official helped them 
out of the launch. A group of soldiers 
were standing at the landing place and 
as Vegas and Pereira set foot on the 
wooden planks they came forward.

“ Senor Cesar Vegas?” asked the one 
in command.

“Yes,” answered Vegas.
“ I regret,” he said, “ that you are un

der arrest for the assassination of Man
uel Ayala.”

The soldiers surrounded him and he 
was pulled hurriedly down the quay.

The woman remained on the spot, 
spelled with astonishment. The event 
had deprived her, in those seconds, of 
her resolution and her perceptions. 
Finally, the conviction of some absurd 
mistake, some bizarre official error, en
tered her mind. She looked about her 
on the wharf. Two or three men were 
lounging near, grinning at her. She 
saw no one whom she knew.

Now she was aware of the necessity 
of going to her father at once. She 
hurried into the street and secured a 
cab; she gave the driver the street - 
number of her home. They proceeded 
with abominable leisure, whilst she sat 
in the cab with contracted brows, a ris
ing anger in her spirits. She wondered 
who had been responsible for this in
dignity; she determined on the punish
ment of the offender.

At home she found no one but the 
servants; her little maid, whom she had 
left behind, kissed her, fondled her, 
but Pereira was insensible to any wel
come.

“Where is my father?” she asked.
They told her that he had gone to the 

Presidential palace.
She ordered one of the servants to
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drive her there. Here she was recog
nized and admitted with the greatest 
courtesy. She demanded her father; 
there was a wait of more than half an 
hour and word was then sent to her 
that it was impossible for him to see her 
at that time. She perceived nothing for 
her to do save to return home.

She spent the day in her room, send
ing her maid out every few minutes to 
find whether or not her father had 
come in. He did not return all day, 
Her anger grew with every hour and 
with it, admixed like a sinister shadow, 
the beginning of a clutching fear that 
closed about her heart like a suffocating 
hand. The night passed in sleepless 
agitation.

In the morning she dressed very 
early and went out into the streets. She 
was determined now to see her lover 
wherever he might be, to find him and 
secure his release without the passing 
of another torturing hour. She discov
ered the buildings along the streets dec
orated with flags and there was a stir 
of expectant people. Now she remem
bered that this was a national holiday, 
celebrating the birth of Bolivar, the 
liberator. In the Calle de Riviera a 
crowd was collecting, waiting for a 
parade which would include the Presi
dent, his cabinet and the soldiery. She 
hurried along this thoroughfare, oblivi
ous to the crowds, as if their individ
uals were phantoms, without substance; 
she was concentrated on visiting the 
state prison, where she now imagined 
Vegas might be confined.

She approached the gates of the 
prison, passed through, and the com
mandant, in his elaborate office, recog
nized her. He gave her a bow of great 
consideration.

“ I have come to see Senor Vegas,” 
she said. “Has he been brought here? 
Let me see him at once!”

“ Senorita,” he said, “you have my 
utmost regrets. That is impossible!”

“ I must see him at once!” she re
iterated. “Don’t talk to me of impossi
bilities !”

“But Senorita,” he insisted, “a 
thousand pardons; your request is be

yond my power to grant. The Senor 
cannot be seen.”

“ What do you mean ?” she demanded.
“ It is very unfortunate,”  he an

swered. “ You are too late, Senorita. 
The Senor Vegas was executed some
thing over an hour ago. .

VI

S h e  went home and her senses were 
numb, as if a narcotic drug had stilled 
her sensations, depriving her of all 
emotion, all pain, all hope, all desire. 
Her brows were contracted, her face 
was colorless, her movements were pre
cise as if under the impulse of a single 
dominating purpose, a purpose clear and 
direct, a purpose almost sublime in its 
simplicity. She went to her room and 
searched in the drawers of her bureau 
that had been untouched since her de
parture many months before. She 
found the object of her search and re
turned to the streets.

Along the Calle de Riviera the crowd 
had increased largely and Pereira sta
tioned herself at a point near the kerb, 
waiting for the presidential party. A 
platoon of cavalry approached and 
passed on sleek horses; the crowd 
cheered, A band went by with a blare 
of brass. Another cavalry platoon drew 
near and behind it, mounted on white 
horses, were the president and his min
isters. Now she saw her father, erect, 
cold, cynical, sardonic. She saw him 
riding toward her on his white horse, 
the slave of his ambition, the destroy
ing master of her dreams, making the 
sacrifice of her most precious aims to 
serve the purpose of his aspirations. 
Her head was tilted back in an emotion 
of flaming pride; she saw herself as 
the Egyptian queen, whose courage was 
adequate to her tragedy, whose chariot 
was never to be drawn in the triumph 
of a conqueror.

Now he was opposite her; from her 
dress she drew out the revolver she 
had secured from the drawer at home, 
and holding it straight in her white, 
slender hands, she fired it at the erect 
man on the white horse. The horse
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reared up; the man, as if clutched by 
some invisible hands, seemed suspended 
for a magic instant in the a ir ; the spell 
passed and be tumbled to the street.

About her the crowd drew back in 
panic fear; she heard the din of shout
ing and the screams of women. She 
saw a dozen soldiers dismount from 
their horses and run toward her.

Then, in an instant of time, she had 
the vision of her hopes, and life was 
before her eyes in its enchantment and 
its promise. There it was, beckoning 
and appealing, the glamorous life of 
her dreams. The instant passed, and 
before the running men could reach her, 
she turned the faintly smoking weapon 
on herself.

STARS
By Jeannette Marks

I

W H EN  joys were vivid I did sit 
Within a golden field,

And there I pulled the whitest stars 
Green earth can yield.

II

For Bethlehem those stars were named, 
The Lord Christ sat with m e;

And I was little and I leaned 
Upon His knee.

III

Now I am old and joys are gone,
Christ in this room I find,

Who brings from distant Bethlehem 
Stars for His blind.

I T  is so much easier for a woman to tell about the trouble her husband causes 
her than to reveal the reasons that induce her to continue living with him.

W OMEN do not care for timid, sentimental men. Fishing is no fun unless 
the trout is game.

SU C C E S SF U L  marriage merely means a difficult divorce.



FURTHER JOHNSONIANA
By Edna A . Collamore

R A C E : a contest in speed.
Racy: over-eager in the speed contest.

Reverie: dreaminess.
Reverend: one who induces dreaminess.

Rid : to destroy with violence.
Ridicule: to destroy without violence.

Litter: scattered rubbish.
Literature: collected rubbish.

Su rge : a swell, a great roll.
Surgeon: a medical swell, skilled in removing great rolls.

F in : part of a fish.
Affinity: a fishy relationship.

B o th : the two.
Bother: the third.

F lu e : a passage for hot air.
Fluency: the passage of hot air.

S H E  winked at me. I stood amazed for a moment, ignorant as I was of 
the wiles and ways of womenkind. I did not know just what procedure to 

follow. It took me some time to decide to approach her. Alas, I was too la te ! 
She had, meanwhile, winked at one of the initiated.

TH E PROCRASTINATOR
By T . F . Mitchell
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THE DARING OF RICHARD DOLBY

By William Francis Barnard

I
W HAT an interminable luncheon 

it had been, with its reminiscent 
soup, a roast (probably mutton), 

the salad lacking that edge which only a 
good vinegar could give, and the dessert 
a dole made of doubts. And as for 
companionship. . . . What flaccid fo
gies Mr. and Mrs. Balcome were!

The two had sat there at table like 
figures carved in dough, alternately dig
ging out of their graves the debris of 
their early married life and putting its 
petty fragments together piece by piece. 
They only varied this by asking him 
how his health was, what had become of 
Arthur, his forgotten chum, and if he 
were going to Florida to avoid the win
ter cold. All the while they urged the 
food upon him as if it were a solemn 
duty, like reading prayers in the morn
ing, or telling John twice a day to shake 
down the furnace.

He shivered as he thought of the 
gravy, cold and of the consistency of 
paste. It had typified for him the whole 
of that life there, running thick and ob
stinate, as if weary of its own pouring.

“All that comes of growing old,” he 
said, confiding in himself for a moment.

He threw his shoes into a corner in 
true irritated abandonment, hung his 
coat upon a chair back, and, toeing his 
way into his slippers, dived into a smok
ing jacket. Then he lighted a cigar, 
and sat down heavily before the grate, 
smoking with short, hungry inhala
tions.

“Yes, we do grow old.”
He writhed up suddenly, sitting very 

straight. That “ we,”  where had it 
pushed in from? He had not inten
tionally uttered it. In truth, for the

past ten years, since wrinkles had 
crowded into their places at the comers 
of his eyes, and posted themselves dis
passionately where they could just mock 
the smile of youth, on one subject he 
had been marble. Since his thirty-fifth 
birthday he had absolutely refrained 
from all conversation upon age, grey 
hair, and that vague disquiet which 
comes to all men when, after forty- 
seven, they see Autumn giving up its 
leaves and hear the doleful wind that 
says “November.”

What had drawn out of him that 
“We" ? Had he not been in more ardu
ous health this summer than for many 
years past? Did he not sleep better 
now ? Was he not taking longer walks 
every forenoon? Could he not . . , 
everything?

He, "Old” !
Preposterous!
It had all resulted from that' dismal 

luncheon which he had eaten with those 
superannuated memories in clothes. He 
might have anticipated some banality 
after two hours ' in such an atmos
phere.

He jerked his cigar from his mouth, 
looked at it critically, placed it between 
his jaws again, rolled it, and gripped it 
firmly. Then he said “No, sir,” several 
times, settling down farther into his 
seat with each eruption. “ Old” was no 
fit brand to mark him with.

Could he not recall that great tri
umph of adolescence, accomplished in 
his thirty-fifth year, when he had topped 
in the pole vault every competing man 
who had been in his class, the class of 
’89? And had he not lifted most on 
that day, though they had come to
gether, thirty of them, from all the
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States, or nearly all, and gone through 
their dizzy paces under the old elms? 
He remembered eagerly that he had 
stretched all their mouths by winning 
the two-hundred-yard dash in a tumul
tuous rally, putting three lengths be
tween himself and his nearest panting 
competitor.

It was a poor joke to call him old.
And he chewed with warm glows and 

throbs of returning complacency upon 
the remarks of his friends that day. 
“Dolby, you are not an hour older than 
you were when we matriculated. You 
must have led a twenty-two-carat life.” 
This and other tributes they had prof
fered, willingly or grudgingly, accord
ing to temperament and honesty, ac
knowledging his impeccable freshness, 
his untarnished vitality. He hummed 
to himself, happy, smoothing out the 
cloth of his trousers just above the 
knees with flattering palms.

He moved into the very thick of re
turning expansiveness as he rose and 
surveyed himself in the long mirror 
which made the door of his wardrobe. 
He saw a man of, say, thirty-two, just 
grey enough to look strong; erect, clear
eyed, firm-fleshed, with even a trace of 
galloping blood in the not-too-plump 
cheeks. He turned sideways to dare 
fate in a critical appraisal of that slight, 
very slight, adipose detritus which 
caused his waistcoat to wrinkle just 
perceptibly at the second button from 
the bottom.

He beat his chest emphatically with 
his right hand as he turned about; and 
laying aside his half-smoked cigar and 
luxuriously lighting another one, he be
gan to puff anew, filling the room with 
the clouds of his importance.

“ I could walk, or jump, or climb, or 
run, or box, or wrestle with many a 
good one now,” he muttered through 
tight teeth.

“Yes, and I could marry, if I want
ed to.”

The thought held him, prompted him.
That was i t : marry! Yes.
Marriage would settle it.
He could marry!
A pause.

He would marry: he had been long 
weighing that matter in his mind.

Marriage. . . .  A final victory!
He decided.
To telephone to Kate then and there, 

while the project burned! It was (he 
looked at his watch) only five o’clock. 
That would give her three hours to 
dress. He would ask her to the the
ater to see some heart-shaking play; 
and then, after he had sat in state be
side her during the whole evening, he 
would take her to Paradise Innt and 
there . . .  at supper . . .  he would 
call for the truth, the happy truth. He 
would say grandly, “Kate, will you 
many me?”

Kate would answer yes, astonished 
and delighted at his carrying things 
with such compelling verve; admiring 
his strength, his confidence, his vital 
youth.

And he would marry her soon, very 
soon; at once; in a month.

He mused, lingerly tenderly upon his 
first great love struggle with this Kate 
Adams, a girl of the approved New 
England type; fair, a little distant, 
resolute, calm. She, it was said, always 
had an answer for every question asked 
her; one that hung on her lip waiting 
that sure clash of events which should 
shake it to its fall.

But he had mastered there, too, he 
felt sure. It had all evolved when he 
tried to kiss her the first time, after a 
discreet six months of calculated de
votion. The cab was nearing Kate’s 
home; it had but two blocks to go. She 
had said as he reached for her left 
cheek, trying to persuade her keen lips 
in the direction of his own, “ Isn’t it 
rather late for your springtime ?”

Feeling truly then that delays are 
damnable, he had clasped those slender 
and writhing hands, and bending her 
head back, while her fluttering breath
ing intoxicated him, he had kissed her 
emphatically upon both mouth and eyes; 
kissed her again and again. And as 
she struggled and begged him to release 
her after a tumultuously successful 
raid upon her mouth, she had whispered 
wickedly, “Aren’t you tired ?”
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From that time a sort of ringless en
gagement, punctuated by half-hearted 
quarrels, had existed between them; 
and they saw each other at least once a 
week.

And all that had happened only four 
years before this hour; this hour in 
which suddenly, full of the juices of 
youth, looking the sun in the face, he 
had determined to put his effervescence 
to the proof, and marry her.

“Old, indeed!” He would shake up 
those broken Balcomes. And their 
house, where his father before him had 
been a guest, should never know Kate 
or him after the wedding! There was 
something stale-biscuity about the place 
and all its belongings!

He rose and turned to the telephone 
with a light step, securing, as was the 
prerogative of a preferred suitor of 
nearly five years’ standing, postpone
ment of sundry engagements, a needed 
somnolence, and other feminine duties 
and superfluities; and Kate Adams 
gave her word to be dressed and down
stairs at precisely 7.45 that even
ing to accompany her destiny to the 
opera.

He thereupon telephoned to a broker 
whom he knew, and got, after some 
unkind exchanges, two good seats for 
the opera, paying twenty dollars. But 
what were twenty dollars to a presence 
like his, just ripening to the great ca
reer !

Bethinking himself, he turned again 
to the telephone, and ordered flowers.

He would demonstrate* He would 
be the blinding light, taking first place 
once for all.

“ Old.” The baboons!
He whirled around to dress, volubly 

approving his evening clothes as he laid 
them out on the bed. Then he looked 
at his store of white bows.

II

Two hours later, that is, to be pre
cise, at six -o’clock, Mr. Richard Dolby, 
bachelor, with love in his eyes, not hav
ing to pinch a single pinch to live, 
emerged from his house. He sauntered

across the park toward his club, where 
he meant to settle down to confessional 
with a solemn sandwich or two and a 
bottle of ale, and prepare those fine 
fateful words which should close the 
slight furrow between him and the 
woman of his picking.

The westering sun, painting rose and 
gold the waters of the lake, arrested 
him for a moment, and he sat down 
on a bench to linger and absorb the 
poetry of the scene, a very Tacoma 
on the plains of passionate devo
tion.

In a moment, out of a crowd of chil
dren sailing boats on those perilous 
seas, destruction approached him in the 
shape of a miss of five or six years. 
She hesitated a moment, a tiny boat in 
one hand, her doll in another, and then 
bent on free hands for voyaging, she 
pleaded:

“ Hold my doll, Grandpa.”
The shock, as of lightning, struck 

him with unerring force, as she re
peated :

“ Hold my doll, Grandpa!”
He felt his heartbeat drag as though 

loaded with chains.
He would have risen and fled wildly, 

but with the confidence of immaturity 
the tot placed her doll at once in his 
clenched gloved hands, which opened, 
he knew not why, to receive the appall
ing burden.

“Grandpa’s holding my doll; and 
I ’m going to sail my boat to China!” 
the child screamed with triumphant 
shrilling, jumping up and down.

In a moment he was surrounded by 
children, who exclaimed in turn, as the 
tiny girl proudly eyed him and pointed 
to his nursing hands:

“Is he your grandpa?”
“ He’s a nice grandpa.”
“ His hair is white.”
“Be my grandpa?”
“ I have a grandpa, too.”
In emulation they crowded about him, 

commenting upon his looks, his proba
ble age, his possible wealth, till one com
pleted the debacle by climbing up be
side him and snuggling down between 
his arm and his body, having separated
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the one from the other deftly to make 
herself a snug nest, and saying in prat
tling speech:

“ Now he’s my grandpa, too.”

III

A t r o u b l e d  and floundering figure, 
immaculately clothed, dragged across 
the park, aiming at its club. It had al
most ruthlessly brushed aside several 
tiny torturers as it rose hastily, and 
without a word fled.

“ Good night, Grandpa,” from the lit

tle girl whose doll had fallen from his 
dead hands, elicited no reply, as with 
set teeth and earthward face he turned 
away.

That night Miss Kate Adams, with 
admirable indirection and self-dispar
agement, gave Mr. Richard Dolby his 
answer. They were sitting at a little 
round table in the Paradise Inn. Mr. 
Dolby had been oracular. His courage 
stood in a half-emptied bottle before 
him.

Miss Adams’ words were:
“ I am too old to marry, my friend.”

FROM A HIGH W IN D O W
By Jean Allen

I  W O U LD  be free
A s fine white smoke 

That buffeted by quick winds 
Blows and swirls about 
The tops of tall thin buildings:
As smoke that juts 
In clean white puffs 
From ferry boats and tugs 
That ply along the river 
Beneath my window.

I would be free, only 
As clean bright smoke 
That blows and circles 
With the wind’s desire.
So would I be 
Free from you 
Till you should feel 
The need and want of me,
And catch me suddenly 
To your heart.

E X P E R IE N C E  teaches a man two things: first, that there are certain 
things he ought to avoid, and second, that there is not much chance of 

his avoiding them.



ONE BY ONE
A MORALITY PLAY, MORE OR LESS

By Harlan Thompson

P ersons in  t h e  P lay

J ack

B il l

M a m e

B ess

T h e  M orality P art 
P rudence 
I n tu itio n

S E LE C T  some unpretentious flat building, say one of three or four stones, of 
the kind with a Pullman car name in front and an arrangement of latticed 
steps and scaffolding at the back, which permits the third floor refrigerators 

to drip upon the second floor washings. Having picked the nearest specimen, 
begin by tearing off the galvanised gingerbread coping across the front of the 
roof. Work down the wall, tossing the bricks into the street, until the entire top 
floor is exposed. Now we have our scene.

In the center of the cross section, of course, will be the hall, bare except for 
'the banisters around the stairs. Doors from it on either side lead into the two 
front rooms on that floor. These rooms are identical, not only zvith each other, 
but zvith the corresponding rooms in any o f the other buildings we might have 
chosen to decorate. That is one and perhaps the only beauty of the setting; you 
have it so convenient, no matter where you happen to live.

As mentioned, the rooms are identical, if  we are willing to overlook a few less 
than trifling details. For instance, the square, black mantel clock zvith streaky 
white marble columns in one room is indicating that it is seven minutes to eight 
o’clock. Its counterpart is pointing to eight exactly and striking seven with much 
grinding of wheels between strikes, but zvhat can you expect from square, black 
mantel clocks zvith streaky white marble columns?

Then, too, there is the matter of the pictures. They are all alike except the 
ones over the mantels. The room to the left is as it should; be. There' is the 
picture of the tivo horses, one snow white, one jet black, with'the large, kindly, 
protuberant eyes and the marvelously long, utterly straight necks and the cute 
little fork of lightning sticking out of the chunk of scalloped clouds in the upper 
right-hand corner. It is different in the other room. The picture there is of 
three horses, zvkose heads and nostrils takd up all the room, and the frame is 
round and gilt and bumpy instead of rectangular and gilt and bumpy.

The furniture, though, betrays no further straying from the established order.
Copyright, 1919, by Harlan Thompson. All rights secured.
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It might have been bought at the same clearance sale, if  we can judge by the 
accumulated scratches on the table legs and the color of the pantasote.

The two girls, on their respective golden oak davenports, fit perfectly into the 
stereoscopic effect. Each wears a tiny lace apron and is filing away at her finger
nails. From time to time they glance up in unison at their particular clocks.

Up the stairs come: two men—young men, they turn out to be as they stop in 
the hall. They are the sort of young men who wear brown derby hats' and go to 
see the girls who are filing their finger-nails on the other sideJ of the doors.

F irst  Y oung M an  
What do you say we go to the movies after a while?

S econd Y oung M an  
Might do that.

F irst  Y oung  M an  
The girls’ll want to go all right. What time do you say?

S econd Y oung  M an  
I don’t know. ’You call me up if you want to go.

F ir st  Y oung  M an  
(Lowering his voice.) Listen, Bill. I ain’t very strong for this staying home 

all evening. The conversation always gets too darn serious.

S econd Y oung  M an  
How’s that?

F irst- Y oung  M a n  
W ell, you know Marne’s a mighty nice girl and all that, but it seems we always 

get to talking about love . . . and" m arriage . . . and things, and . . . well, 
things get too serious when you stay home all evening.

S econd Y oung  M an  
That’s because you let ’em get that way. You ain’t got the right system, 

Jack. You ought to know girls are going to pull that marriage stuff if they can 
get away with it, but you got to kid ’em along and not let ’em get serious.

F ir st  Y oung  M an  
Pretty hard to do that sometimes, Bill.

S econd Y oung  M an  
Sure it is. But that’s the game.

F ir st  Y oung  M an  
I guess I don’t understand it.

S econd Y oung M an  
Nothing hard about it. All you got to do is beat ’em to it. Every girl you 

kiss would make you think she expected you to marry her, if she could. That’s 
their game. You got to have a system that’ll beat their game, that’s all. See?

F irst  Y oung  M an  
I ’m afraid I don’t, Bill. What time you got?
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S econd Y oung M an  
Eight fifteen.

( They turn and press opposite push buttons. Two bells ring. Two girls rise 
quickly, take off their aprons, wrap the nail files and other things in them and 
stuff them in the drawers of the center tables. They look in the mirrors in the 
mantels.. Each pats her hair and comes to the door.)

F irst  Y oung M an  
I ’ll call you up about the movies.

S econd Y oung M an  
All right.

F irst  Y oung W oman  and  S econd Y oung W oman  
( Opening the doors.) Hello!

F i r s t  Y o u n g  M an  a n d  Secon d  Y o u n g  M an  
Hello.

F irst  Y oung W oman 
( Calling across the hall.) Hello, Bill,

S econd Y oung W oman  
( Calling across the hall,) Hello, Jack.

F irst  Y oung M a n  and S econd Y oung M an 
Hello.

( They enter. Their hats are taken by the girls.)

B i l l

How are you, Bess ?

B e s s

I ’m fine. How are you?

B i l l

Pine and dandy.

B e s s

You’re late. I thought maybe you 
wouldn’t come.

B i l l

What do you mean I wouldn’t come ? 
{He takes her by the hand.)

B i l l

(Still with the hand.) You don’t 
think I ’m breaking any dates with the 
prettiest girl in town, do you, kid?

J a c k

How are you, Mame?

M a m e  
I ’m fine. How are you?

J a c k  
Fine and dandy.

M a m e

You’re late. I thought maybe \.you 
wouldn’t come.

J a c k

You did?
M a m e

Yes, it’s a quarter after eight.
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B il l

(Retaining the hand, which has be
gun to struggle.) I was just telling 
Jack that a kiss from your lips would 
make me happy for life.

B ess

(Pulling away from him and retreat
ing in partly assumed~confusion to the 
davenport.) Bill, how can you say 
such things?

B il l
Why shouldn’t I say it if it’s true ?

B ess

But I ’ve only known you such a little 
while.

B iLL
That’s not my fault, it’s my misfor

tune. . . . (He smiles proudly at this, 
as he has had to wait several visits for 
the cue.)

B ess

You’re such a silly boy. . . .  (A  
pause while she looks about for some
thing to make conversation.) . . . Oh, 
I forgot, you haven’t seen the snapshots 
we took that Sunday at the lake, have 
you?

B il l

( Uninterested.) Oh, you got them, 
did you?

B ess

Yes, and they’re the funniest looking 
things. . . . (She goes and gets them, 
and begins showing them to B i l l .)

J a ck

Did I keep you waiting long?

M a m e

Quite a while. But it’s all right. 
Wait a minute, Jack, won’t you. (She 
goes through the portieres into the next 
room.) I ’ll be right back.

J a c k

Sure. . . . (He starts to wander 
about the room.)

[ J a c k  has rambled over 'to the clock, 
which he looks at, then compares with 
his watch. He is setting the clock



back seven minutes as M am e re
turns.]

M am e

Now what are you doing?
J ack

( Turning.) I knew this thing was 
too fast.

M am e

(Coyly.) You’re sure you aren’t 
turning it back tocTf ar ?

J ack
No. Why?

M am e

I believe you did. Let me see your 
watch.

J ack

(Holding it out to her.) See? 

M a m e

( Taking hold of the watch and fum
bling with the case.) And what’s in 
the back of it ?

J a ck

(Staunchly.) Nothing.
M a m e

Honest ?
J ack

Honest. I know—you think there’s 
somebody’s picture in there, don’t you ? 
Well, there isn’t.

M am e

Let me see.
J ack

I can’t get it open, but there isn’t. I 
haven’t got any girl.

M am e

Not a single one? . . . (She pouts 
up into his eyes.)

J ack

Well, not any . . . except you. 
M am e

Why, Jack!
J ack

(Looking about as if  locating the 
nearest exit and then trying to be mat-
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ter-of-fact.) Got any new records, 
Mame ?

M am e

No, we’re going to get some next 
week. Want to hear some of the 
others ?

J ack

I don’t mind.
[M am e  goes to the machine.]

B il l

Let me see that other one.
B ess

Which one?

B il l

The one you’re hiding behind you.; 
Let me see it.

B ess

No, you mustn’t see this one.

B il l
Let me see it.

B ess

No, I promised the girls I wouldn’t 
show it to anybody.

B il l
Let’s see.

B ess

(A s he reaches toward her.) No, 
now, Bill, you mustn’t. . . . ( There, 
is a short struggle and B iLl  holds her 
in his arms.) . . . Let me go now. 
Bill, let me go.

B il l

Let me see it.
[T o  release herself she gives up the pic

ture, retiring with some blushes to 
the phonograph. B il l  looks at the 
picture and laughs loudly.)

B ess

It’s downright mean of you.
B il l

Some picture! Who’s the one up on 
the raft?

B ess

That’s me. What do you want me 
to play?
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B iLL
You know the one I like.

[.He still looks at the picture, smiling. 
B ess  winds the machine and puts on 
a record, which turns out to be “Just 
a Little Love, a Little Kiss.”  She 
comes back to B i l l .]

B il l

( Switching on the pink silk shaded 
lights in the floor lamp beside him and 
;Hicking off the others with the wall 
switch.) That’s better. They hurt my 
eyes.

[M a m e , having looked through the rec
ords, selects one, which grates a while 
and then develops into “Just a Little 
Love, a Little Kiss.”  She goes over 
and sits by J a c k .]

M am e

( Going through the same procedure 
on her side.) How is that, Jack? Papa 
says we’re wasting too much electricity.

( Under the spell of the music the two couples sit silently, B ess  and J ack? 
toward the end of the davenports, B il l  and M am e  toward the same ends, though 
nearer the centers. As neither their silences nor their words would be worth 
wasting fathers’ electricity for, the lights fade away and Time speeds through• 
the darkness. First one of the mantel clocks is heard striking ten, then the other 
striking eight. There is no change when the floor lamps resume, except that the 
clocks agree on half-past nine and that M a m e  and B il l  have progressed nearer 
their goals. Any listeners have escaped a lot of silly, boresome talk.)

M am e

( Leaning toward J a c k . )  A n d  w h at 
p r o o f  h av e  I got, Ja c k , th a t  y o u  d o  
re a lly  . . . rea lly  love  m e ?  H o w  do 
y o u  k n o w  th a t  y o u  re a lly  fe e l th e  th in g s 
y o u  sa y  ?

J a ck

Why, Mame, you don't think I ’d tell 
you a lie about anything, do you ?

M am e

No, I don’t mean that, Jack. But 
you know that sometimes men tell a 
girl things just for a joke and she be
lieves them . . . (Bowing her head.) 
. . . and sometimes it breaks her heart 
when she finds out it was just a joke. 
So you see . . .

J ack

You don’t think I’m that kind of a 
fellow, do you, Mame? You wouldn’t 
feel that way about it, would you, if I 
was to tell you that I . . .

[A tall, hooded figure in heavy, gray 
robes has slowly appeared between 
the portieres from the obscurity of
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the room behind. It stands half re
vealed in the half darkness away 
from the lamp. J a ck 's catching sight 
of it is the reason for his abrupt 
halt.]

T h e  F igure 
(In a hollow voice.) Stop it, I tell 

you. Think of what you were just go
ing to say. You’re always doing some
thing like that if I don’t tell you 
about it.

J a ck
But . , .

T h e  F igure 
Why are you so quick to forget Pru

dence? How often have I told you not 
to do things without considering the re
sults ?

J ack

I was . . .
T h e  F igure 

You were just about to make the 
damnedest fool of yourself possible. 
You don’t want to marry this girl. 
What in the name of common sense 
are you thinking about when you start 
to tell her that you do? . . . ( T h e  
F igure fades into the darkness.)

J a ck
I . . .

M a m e  
What is it, Jack?

J ack

I . . .  I was going to say that I had 
never told you anything that I didn’t 
mean and that I thought you trusted 
me more than you seem to.
[As he puts his head in his hands to 

regain his composure, another robed 
figure rises from behind the daven
port and leans over M a m e 's shoul
der.]

T h e  S econd F igure  
(In an audible whisper.) You’re los

ing him, I tell you. Let Intuition guide 
you. He was very near to saying it, 
and you let the chance slip by. . . . 
(M am e  makes a despairing movement
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with her shoulders.) . . . You can still 
get him. You haven’t used the best 
weapon of all. Come close to him. Let 
him feel the yielding softness of your 
body. Make him kiss you. Let him 
know the warm pressure of your lips. 
Then he will forget Prudence altogeth
er. He will forget everything for a 
time except your body and he will say 
what you want him to say. . . .. ( T h e  
F igure vanishes as it came.)

Mam e  
What’s the matter Jack?

J ack
Nothing.

M am e

But you’re acting so funny.

J a ck

Nothing’s the matter,

M a m e

(Coming close to him.) I believe 
there is, Jack. You’re not like yourself.

J a c k

What have you noticed?
M a m e

Then there is something the matter. 
. . . ( Impulsively she puts her arm 
about his shoulder.) . . . Jack, is it 
something I ’ve done? I f  it is, tell me, 
please, Jack. . . .  I wouldn’t have done 
it for anything if I had known. . . . 
Can’t you see I didn’t mean to do any
thing that would hurt you? . . . (She 
is looking up into his face, as soulfully 
as she can do it, which is soulfully 
enough for the purpose, and her fingers 
are beginning to play in his back hair.)
. . . Jack, you will tell me.
[ J a c k ’s newly composed nerves grow 

restive after a few moments of this. 
It is not long before his resistance 
snaps. He takes her quickly in his 
arms and kisses her.]

M am e

(When the first one is over.) Why, 
Jack!
[H e kisses Her again. She nestles
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B il l

(Who has been patiently waiting for 
B ess  to get over doing her own inter
pretation of Mac Marsh in distress.) 
Still angry ?

B ess
Yes, I am.

B il l

What about?

B ess

You know what about.
B il l

What harm’s a little kiss?

B ess

Lots of harm.

B il l
What?

B ess

I'll have .you understand I ’m not in 
the habit of being treated that way.

B il l

(Not to be impressed.) Well, don’t 
you like it as sort of a change ?

B ess

I bet Jack never acts that way with 
Mame. He’s got too much respect for 
her. You won’t have any respect for 
me now.

B il l
How’s that?

B ess

Boys never have any respect for girls 
that let them kiss them.

B il l

How do you know that?

B ess

Everybody says it. Isn’t it so? 

B il l
Yes, it is.

B ess  
Well, then. . . .

against him contentedly. She nestles 
rather well, if  J ack  were only aware 
of it, for one of her alleged inexperi
ence.']
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B il l

Of course, boys don’t have any re
spect for girls that let themselves be 
kissed. I know I haven't. The girl 
I ’ve got respect for is the girl that does 
some of the kissing herself. . . . Now 
a girl like that I could think a whole 
lot of and I ’d be willing to . . .
[The figure in gray appears in the door

way.]
T h e  F igure

Beware!
B il l

( Taking his arm from around B e s s .) 
What’s the idea?

T h e  F igure

Beware!
B il l

Are you Mr. Higgins ?

T h e  F igure

I am Prudence. I . . .

B il l

That’s different. I thought you might 
be the old man. Prudence, you say? 
That’s a girl’s name.

T h e  F igure

But a man’s protection. I am your 
guardian. I have come to warn you 
against yourself.

B ess

Why did you stop talking ? I wanted 
to hear the rest.

B il l
( To T h e  F ig u re .) Just a minute, 

will you? . . . (Replacing his arm.) 
. . .  I didn’t get that, Bess.

B ess

You started to say something and 
then stopped.

B il l

That’s right, I did. I was going to 
tell you that . . .

T h e  F igure

Beware!
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B il l

Where do you get this beware stuff?
. . . (To B e s s .) . . . Let me think.
. . . (To T h e  F ig u re .) . . . Now 
hurry up while she’s quiet.

T h e  F igure

Beware of what you are about to say. 
Prudence warns you to be careful of 
your tongue.

B il l

I see, you thought I was going to 
take the fatal plunge, eh? Not a 
chance. I'm on to this game. I ’m 
much obliged, but you don’t . . .

B ess

You haven't told me yet.

B il l

(Hurrying on.) You don’t need to 
stick around on my account. . . . (He 
draws B ess  over upon his shoulder. 
She stays put.) . . . Look! Perfect 
control. But listen, if you're looking 
for something to do, go over in the next 
flat and see a guy named Jack Dunwell. 
He might need you. . . . ( T h e  F igure 
vanishes. B il l  turns to B e s s .) . . . 
I was saying, kid, that I could think a 
whole lot of a girl that’s a good sport 
and I could sure show her a mighty 
good time.

B ess

(Sitting up.) . . . Oh!

B il l

(To break the pause.) Do you mind 
if  I smoke?

B ess
No.

[ A s he lights a cigarette T h e  S econd
F igure rises behind B e s s .]

T h e  S econd F igure

( Whispering as before.) Better 
take what you can get. You can’t land 
this one with any injured innocence 
bait. He’s too wise. He’ll take you 
around a lot, if you work it right. You 
like to kiss him, don’t you ? Go ahead, 
then. Remember, he’s a long way from 
being the first one.
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[T h e  F ig u r e  goes. B i l l  offers B ess  
a puff from his cigarette. Not having 
heard the latest bit of advice, his ban
tering smile changes to bewilderment 
when she keeps it and smokes away 
calmly. He lights another, trying to 
figure it out.]

[In a few moments the bell rings.] 

B ess

Who do you suppose that is?

B il l

Probably Jack.

B ess
( Answering the ’phone.) Hello.

B ess
Yes.

M am e

I never imagined you were like this, 
Jack.

J ack

Neither did I.

M am e

You were always so reserved and 
even a little bit timid, I thought. It 
must be love that makes you so master
ful.
[At the word “love”  J a c k ’s eyes begin 

to search the room. They find the 
figure in gray again at the door. It 
is fainter than before, however, and 
when it moves its lips no sound can 
be heard. At last it manages to raise 
one arm and point feebly to the tele
phone before collapsing into nothing
ness.]

J a c k

By George, I forgot to call up Bill 
like I promised. He wanted us all to 
go to the movies tonight. . . . What’s . 
that n u m b er. . . . ( Goes to the tele
phone.) Four-three-four-four, ain’t it?
. . . South 4344 . . . Yes.

J a c k

Hear their bell over there?

B ess

Yes, where did you think he’d be?

J a c k

Hello, is that you, Bess? 

J ack

This is Jack. Is Bill there?
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B e ss
Oh, Bill. Jack  „ . „ (To  J a c k .)  

. . .  Just a minute.

B il l

I thought so. „ . . (In  the ’phone.) 
. . . Hello.

B il l

Who said I  wanted to go? You’re 
the one that talked about it.

B il l

Listen. I’m not crazy about going and 
neither is Bess. . . . (To her.) . . . 
You don’t care anything about it, do 
you?

B e ss

No, I guess not.

B il l

What’s the matter with you, Jack? 
You talk like a nut.

B il l

Say, you poor simp, don’t you know 
it’s pretty near ten o’clock? The sec
ond show’s about over now.

B il l

You’re a nut. I tell you I ’m not go
ing to no movies. . . .

J a ck

Let me talk to him, will you?

J a c k
Still want to go to the movies, Bill?

J a c k

We’re willing to go if you folks want 
to. What’s on tonight?

J a c k

Oh, it is. . . . And it’s a good bill, 
you think?

J a c k

(Desperately.) How long before 
you’ll be ready then? . . . About ten 
minutes? . . .  All right, we’ll be with 
you.

J a ck

(More desperately.) But listen, Bill. 
. . . You know—well, you know, how 
it is . . . and everything. You know, 
don’t you, Bill ? Don’t you remember, 
Bill, what I . . . what I said when you 
asked me to go with you tonight?
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[He hangs up the receiver and rejoins 
B e s s .]

J ack

All right, we’ll be ready then. . . . 
Hello . . . Hello! . . . (He jiggles 
the hook.) . . . Hello, I thought we 
were cut off. . . . It’s what? . . . 
Too late? . . . Well, I thought so, too, 
but if you folks wanted to go. . . . 
All right then. . . . Good-bye. . . . 
(He comes slowly back to the daven
port, as if drawn there by a resistless 
force.)

M a m e  
They’re not going then ?

J ack

No, it turned out mighty lucky, after 
all. At first, I thought we’d have to 
go, because I had promised Bill. . . . 
But they changed their mind when Bill 
saw the time and decided it was too 
late for the second show. So we . . . 
can just stay here by ourselves. . . . 
Pretty lucky, wasn’t it? (He kisses 
M a m e .)

[ t h e  pla y  is  ended]

TH E PASSING OF JERRY
By Patience Trask

 N O longer will I tingle at your touch, Jerry.
No more will I thrill when you tell me my cheek is the delicate 

pink of cherry bud.
Soon the gifts you lavish upon me will leave me cold and phlegmatic, 

Jerry.
No longer will I weep with pain when a beautiful woman crosses your 

path.
I will not hasten across the Persian rugs when I hear you approach. . . . 
We are to be married today, Jerry.



THE WEB OF DREAMS
By Charles Glendon

 S H E  calls me Pierrot.
I call her Pierrette.

Sometimes I bring her a rose.
I enter the house on tiptoe.
She is hiding from me.
“ Has Harlequin been here, and carried my Pierrette away?” I exclaim in a 

loud voice.
Then she comes from behind the cupboard . . . smiles . . . and gives me a 

kiss.
It is a little game we play with each other.
And that is why she calls me Pierrott, and I call her Pierrette.

It is our romance.

She is sixty, and I am sixty-four.

LYRIC
By Leslie Nelson Jennings

( ^ N  what strange tree of heaven hung 
The drifting blossoms of the moon, 

Leaning, where winds forget to come, 
Above what dark lagoon ?

And what pale lover of the skies,
Wrapped in a cloak of mist and fire, 

Tossed to the night with trembling hands 
This token of desire?

There is a fragrance on the earth;
And Beauty, like a woman’s face, 

Haunts us with tenderness and dreams 
In many a shadowed place.
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A  MAN OF FORETHOUGHT
By Kenneth Burke

C A R TER  admitted it to himself: his 
hand was trembling. For after 
all, there was no reason why he 

shouldn’t admit it; and there was no 
reason why his hand shouldn’t tremble. 
He was to decide a woman’s destiny to
day, and the woman was atrociously 
good-looking.

As he stood with his eyes fastened 
on the dull little penny that lay in his 
quivering palm, Carter mused poetically 
on the idea that a mere penny would 
decide his fate. Any number of people 
had thrown caution to the various winds 
when tempted by an obese wallet; he 
even remembered having read a touch
ing tale of a girl’s having gone astray 
for a pair of shoes; but here he was, the 
prince of all lost souls, following the 
dictates of a penny.

Perhaps he had better make it the 
best out of three tosses. After all, one 
lone final toss was too sudden, too bru
tal almost. • It was like having the elec
tric light switched on when one had 
been dozing in the dark. It was like 
trying to step up one more step than 
there was, and getting oneself disturb
ingly jolted. The little penny, as it lay 
head upright before him, shouted its 
commands at him, and he resented it. 
By heavens, he would make it the best 
out of three tosses!

Still, that was unfair, both to him
self and the penny. He had sworn on 
the Blue Book that it would be one toss, 
and only one. Very well, he would 
compromise.

He opened the second drawer of his 
desk and took out a pack of cards. If 
an ace turned up within the first eleven 
cards he would take three tosses instead 
of one.

He shuffled the cards nervously; in 
his excitement he dropped a couple. 
They fell face up on the floor, and he 
saw that one was an ace. He had a 
sneaking temptation to put it on the top 
of the deck and begin dealing, but one 
last spark of manhood held out, and he 
shuffled the ace out of knowledge into 
the pack. Then he began dealing.

The fifth card was an ace. He 
breathed easier. Now he was entitled 
to two more tosses of the coin.

He took a glance at himself in the 
mirror and decided that the pallor 
caused by this excitement made him 
very handsome. He gave his hair an 
unnecessary stroke or two. Then he 
steeled himself for the second toss.

“As before, heads—yes, tails—no; 
get ready, get set, one, two, three, go !”

The penny sailed high into the air, 
clinked against the ceiling, fell promptly 
and rolled under the piano. Carter 
strained himself to get it out without 
bagging his trousers. Good—it was 
tails.

He had earned an intermission. He 
poured himself a generous drink of his 
favorite cognac. He paused a bit. 
Then, made more courageous by the 
alcohol, he picked up the coin and threw 
it on his little mahogany gueridon with 
a magnificent carelessness.

Done!
“ In God we trust . . . Liberty . . . 

1916 . . and the serene profile of 
Abraham Lincoln with his eyes seeking 
the decanter of cognac.

John Carter cursed pianissimo. But 
his fate was decided—absolutely. Des
tiny had spoken; and poor dear Clarisse 
must pay the penalty. For it is the 
woman who pays; it is not the tempting
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man but the tempted woman who must 
suffer. Carter was decidedly comfort
ed by repeating to himself this beautiful 
commonplace.

But he must act immediately. He 
knew only too well his deucedly cau
tious nature. He rushed to the ’phone 
and told the operator in the corridor 
of the apartment hotel to call a taxi. 
Then he added a few feverish touches 
to his toilet.

He reflected with a certain relief that 
this half-affair between himself and 
Clarisse was to be settled at last. It 
had hung on for years now, ever since 
long before her marriage. Of course, 
it was a miserable thing to do to Dick. 
But he had had too much consideration 
for Dick already. Beginning with the 
days he had pulled Dick through his 
Latin at prep school, and ending with 
his noble stupidity of coming all the 
way from Italy to be best man at their 
wedding, Carter’s life had been one long 
list of self-sacrifices for Dick.

Bosom friend or no bosom friend, 
Carter had at last decided to obey the 
commands of the tossed penny. He 
was desperately in love with Clarisse, 
so much so that he had taken all his 
other women off the mantelpiece. And 
such an absorbing love, that might some 
day spoil his appetite, deserved expres
sion.

The ’phone rang. Carter swung 
around with a frightened jerk, and 
overturned a pile of music. He 
snatched the receiver.

“Taxi? Yes, be right down. What? 
No? Oh, pshaw! Tell him I ’m not at 
home.” He slapped down the receiver 
and began picking up the music. He 
was shaking all over.,

“Damn it, I ’m too nervous,” he mut
tered. “ I ’ll force myself to be quiet. 
I ’ll play something, something of my 
own, something very gentle. But I 
have nothing very gentle. I don’t turn 
out things like that. Let’s see, there 
is a soft little thing of Debussy’s. But 
all the little girls play that now after 
they’re through with the ‘Dance of the 
Witches’ and ‘Snowy Dewdrops.’ 
Grade 3A. The devil. There, is a love

ly little minuet in one of Beeffioven’s 
sonatas. The old masters, something 
with good solid harmonies . . . that’s 
what I want. Perhaps a good-humored 
bit of Haydn. Perhaps. . . . ”

The ’phone rang. It was the taxi. 
He rushed out of the room. What 
luck, what divinely auspicious luck. . . . 
he just caught the elevator. Evidently 
everything was going to go well. He 
tumbled hastily into the cab and almost 
whispered the address to the driver. 
The man looked at him sharply, as 
though he understood. The insolence! 
Carter felt himself getting angry. What 
was the ass waiting for?

“Hurry. I am in a dreadful hurry. 
I will make it worth your while.”

“East or West?” the driver asked.
Oh, so that was the trouble ? In his 

precipitancy he had merely neglected to 
say which side of Fifth Avenue. How 
ridiculous of him to get angry when it 
was all his fault.

“East,” and the taxi was off.
As he was jolted about in the ca

pricious taxi, he tried to form some defi
nite plan of action. For decidedly he 
was a man of forethought. It wouldn’t 
do to stumble in abruptly, drop on his 
knees, and blubber out “ I love you.” 
Yet, on the other hand, this very sud
denness might be effective; women are 
often highly susceptible to that sort of 
technique. Still, if he began immedi
ately with these sudden tactics, it might 
lead to something embarrassing. He 
had better delay until he had made sure 
no one was there besides Clarisse. It 
would be just as well, after a myste
rious silence, after five minutes of 
vague and absent-minded conversation, 
to be then transformed into a passion
ate whirlwind.

But about this “ I love you.” Here 
was a problem which always kept turn
ing up, and for which he had never 
found a solution. Does a phrase, when 
applied to these ultimate issues, gain by 
being so hopelessly banal, or does it 
lose? Women aren’t so particular 
about the brand-newness of a sentence 
as men are. They are more taken with 
the impetus of it, and an “ I love you,”
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said quiveringly enough, was probably 
the best one could do. They like to 
think one is speaking the eternal sen
tence; it lends a certain cosmic air to 
their love. Just as the little birdies and 
grasshoppers have chirped the same 
love-chirp for centuries and centuries, 
so this poor man, prostrate before them 
under the heavy burden of this ulti
mate issue, must make the same noise 
as his ancestors, the same meager suc
cession of syllables must trill from his 
love-thick tongue.

II

T h e  taxi, getting suddenly clear o f 
all traffic impediments, took a short 
spurt, and the realization that he was 
nearing Clarisse so swiftly stirred up 
a little panic in Carter. When he had 
calmed down a bit, he resolved to be 
less practical in his meditations; he 
grew ashamed of their cold-blooded
ness. He huddled himself into an 
amorphous jostled mass, , and let his 
mind wander back to the more idyllic 
phases of their attachment.

The various attitudes he had gone 
through had purified him, he decided. 
For the first few months after their 
marriage he had refused loyally even to 
lift his eyes to her; he had tried to get 
her out of his thoughts. What a noble 
time that had been!

First, in the vain effort to forget her, 
he had written, and published at his 
own expense, a book of essays on his 
travels in Italy, but only to spoil it all 
by the pregnant dedication, “To C.”

Then he had become more desperate, 
and more noble, and sought distraction 
among the vulgar beauties of the stage. 
He was nearly succeeding when his 
funds threatened to give out, and he 
was thrown more inexorably than ever 
into the clutches of his dolorous love 
for Clarisse.

Then Dick had got it into his good- 
natured stupid old head that Clarisse 
and Carter should see more of each 
other. Carter told him outright that 
Clarisse troubled him—intrigued him, 
as the Cafe de la Paix would put it—

but the man had simply laughed, and 
felt a  little flattered. Carter thought 
him a charming ass, but he said no more 
about it.

Then came the day when Carter saw 
her with a headache, a neat little white 
cloth tied about her temples. He had 
tightened his jaw with the sudden 
realization of how inevitable she was 
to him. He was proud of the feelings 
he had had towards her then, for there 
had been a note of decided Christian 
cleanness. He had simply wanted to 
kiss her on the forehead, to advise her, 
to smoke big cigars and tell her things. 
It was a period of uprightness, during 
which he had maintained the most loyal 
of attitudes towards her and Dick. 
And most important, it was an excuse 
for everything that might follow.

But alas, it had only been a period 
of transition. Slight touches of her 
skirt as she whisked by him, her smile, 
the way she said “no,” the night she 
hurt her ankle and leaned against him— 
these things had contrived to change 
him. He wished he could have re
mained the big brother he had once felt 
himself to be. But things had turned 
otherwise, until now . . .  he noticed 
with a shock that the taxi had turned 
into her street.

Another three minutes! Why did he 
breathe so ? There was no danger. 
Dick was sure to be away, and even if 
he were at home there, were excuses 
enough. Another two minutes!

The vividness of the prospective 
scene renewed his zeal. He saw him
self drop down before her, and take 
her hands, and kiss them . . . kiss 
them. For once in his life he would be 
wild, incautious. Perhaps it wouid 
stir him into a different sort of life, a 
careless, vicious existence with a maxi
mum of dash, far from his neat apart
ment with its cut glass, its quiet rugs 
and mahogany. Perhaps he could write 
a novel about it. Perhaps . . .  an
other minute!

He saw himself there on his knees, 
pleading. It was a delightful morsel to 
dwell upon. But had she been pre
pared to love him? Had she gone
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through a period of resolute indiffer
ence, then brave sisterhood, then meta
morphosed gently into a woman ripe for 
the love of him ? Perhaps she would feel 
a monstrous disgust at his advances, 
and turn away from him with scorn, as 
from something evil and filthy. Or 
perhaps she would be wounded, deeply 
wounded, at the insult he offered her, 
and would run away from him, fright
ened and whimpering. She was a good 
girl, and faithful to her husband. He 
had no right to expect such unworthy 
things of her. . . .

There was the house now, the one 
with the colonial portico. What he had 
been thinking of was impossible. . She 
was not the sort of woman who yields 
to other men. The calm, smooth life 
she led permitted of nothing irregular, 
nothing out of the way. . . .  The taxi 
stopped.

“Drive through Central Park.”
“Yes, sir.” The driver’s voice was 

puzzling, as though he took a  personal 
interest in all these numerous scandals 
which he drove people up to and away' 
from. The taxi leapt ahead.

Crushed! Eternally a man of fore
thought! Carter was thoroughly sick 
of himself, as if he were a disagreeable 
food in his own stomach. He would 
get drunk. Drunk, faugh! What right 
did he have to get drunk ? Drink is for 
those whose lives are of sharp edges 
and deafening crashes. The souls that 
are impelled to drink climb -craggy 
mountains and topple into abysses that 
are dizzy, very dizzy. For Carter there 
was nothing; he was ever a man of 
careful, deliberate, painstaking fore
thought. He had had the forethought 
to see that Clarisse was unattainable; 
he must pay the penalty with his end
less mediocrity of action. . . .

Two days afterwards Dick came 
rushing into Carter’s rooro, savagely 
drunk.

“ She's gone!” he screamed. “The 
harlot! She deserted me; she’s run off 
with a movie actor!”

Carter promptly left his room, bought 
a revolver and some cartridges, loaded 
the revolver, put it to his head and, be
ing a man of forethought, didn’t shoot 
himself.

TH E VISIONARY

By Carter Holliday

I  W AS cold,
Snow was falling and the air was harsh.

I longed for the soft, warm arms of a beautiful woman.
I thought how pleasing the touch of a powdery cheek would be.
I wanted lips on mine.
"H ow  warm and soothing they would feel,”  I murmured.
“ Yes,” replied my wife, “ I will give them to you.” . . .
But my horror as I became aware that I had spoken aloud was checked 

by the realization that she was referring to my woolen underwear.



THE MINOTAUR
By Richmond Brooks Barrett

M EN  seldom write their autobiog
raphies until, like Chesterfield, 
they are dead but have not yet 

seen fit to announce the melancholy 
fact; perhaps it would be nearer the 
truth to say t iat published memoirs are 
a sort of polite notice of decease. The 
spectacular, or dignified career comes 
to an end; the story of it, destined for 
a limited and expensive edition, begins. 
Celebrities shut the book of life in sad 
resignation and strive to call up a thrill 
or two out of- the past by scribbling. 
That, at least, is the attitude with which 
the world accepts “Recollections.”

But when John Sedley’s publishers 
announced that they were about to 
bring forth a volume by him entitled 
“ Confessions: an Autobiography,”  peo
ple gasped. How could a man meet 
the problems of a vivid present, look 
to a future that boded much and, be
sides, take the time to retire into the 
labyrinth of his memory and, for the 
benefit of the public, brush away 
enough cobwebs to present a readable 
account of his past? Nobody for a 
moment believed that Sedley had 
ceased living; he was still a young man, 
not yet forty, in fact, and still a peril to 
be reckoned with by all women who 
were fashionable, beautiful and impres
sionable—that is, still a peril to those 
women who had not yet succumbed to 
his fascination. Even the ladies who 
had given way and had shared unfor
gettable moments with him ( “affaires” 
with Sedley had always been made up 
of moments, violent but fleeting, like 
fashionable diseases) were made anx
ious by the publishers’ announcement; 
for might he not be too frank, in  the 
account of his most charming lapses?

S .S — May—8

Might he not throw caution to the 
winds ?

One thing could not be denied—that 
the eccentric business was going to suc
ceed financially. Nobody considered 
exorbitant the price of the first uniform 
edition of Sedley’s novels, published 
some months before the “Confessions” 
were due on the book-stands. The 
“ set” sold in miraculous fashion; and 
people were already prophesying the 
whirlwind of gold the autobiography 
would reap. Meanwhile Sedley had 
sailed for America for a short stay. He 
had assured his friends that he would 
return in time to get his pen out of his 
pocket and autograph the first copy 
without causing its owner any grum
bling at his dilatoriness.

In New York, Sedley spent much of 
his time with Ernest Peyton and his 
wife. Peyton stood for the best in lit
erary tradition in the States. Although 
he never read books (he would, how
ever, read “ Confessions,” ) he was a 
collector of priceless first editions. 
Mrs. Peyton’s position was not an easy 
one. It was her duty to see that her 
husband’s hobby should not bore her 
guests. Even so succulent a prey as 
Sedley she managed to free after one 
lengthy session with Mr. Peyton,

Mrs. Peyton won Sedley’s admira
tion after five minutes’ acquaintance. 
She had remarked to him, “ I hear you 
are a beast straight out of a story-book, 
with fifty maidens a year your steady 
diet”

“That implies unwilling sacrifice. 
Call me a Pied Piper and I shall like it 
better,” he had replied. “The Hame- 
lin children had a wonderful time, you 
know; they never regretted it.”
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She laughed, “Are you piping me a 
tune already?”

From that moment they had been 
friends.

At the end of a fortnight Sedley and 
Mrs. Peyton had progressed to that 
stage of cordial good-fellowship that is 
yet not quite unequivocal. He had 
singled her out for brief snatches of 
talk at dances; he had sat behind her 
chair during two acts of “Tristan” ; he 
had been one of a small dinner- 
company at her house.

From the beginning he had felt that 
New York would loom large in the sec
ond volume of “ Confessions.” At the 
opera, while Brangaene sent forth her 
warning, he was formulating phrases 
about this charming American, phrases 
that would look well in print—“not 
beautiful, capricious in the play of fea
ture,” “ something of the nymph in her, 
but not more akin to dells, after all, 
than she of Fragonard’s ‘Swing’ ; the 
sylvan quality a contribution of her 
dressmaker,” “warmly seductive but 
cool.as from a stroll barefoot in the 
dew,”  and so on. Too exuberant by 
half, of course! But his famous de
scriptions of women always were like 
that at first; it was his practice to jot 
down such fancies in the dawning time 
of passion and to set about revising and 
tempering in the interval when, ardour 
spent, he was waiting for a new 
clarion-call to his senses. He had once 
dashed off in the heat, “Ah, Actseon? 
Most blissful of men! Willingly would 
I accept thy lot, could I but once be 
present at the unveiling of my Diana.” 
In “Confession/’ readers would find, 
not that effusion, but this nonchalant 
statement; “ Lady Diana’s beauty was 
compelling, but not to be examined 
closely; alas! the kneecaps protruded 
and the feet bore witness to the daily 
struggle with slippers too small!”

At Mrs. Peyton’s dinner, Sedley had 
found opportunity to plead for a few 
moments alone with her.

“Of course, that will be nice,”  she 
had answered casually. “ Come to see 
me tomorrow afternoon at five. No
body will disturb us.”

He v/as punctual. When he entered 
the drawing-room his hostess flashed 
him a gay smile; he artfully clouded his 
answering glance, giving it a quality he 
would have dubbed “ smouldering.” 
She ignored this challenge.

“ I have wanted, ever since I met 
you, to give you a serious talking-to,” 
she began.

“ Call it a scolding and be done with 
it,” he responded.

“ Very well—if you wish. You are 
quick at getting the point of what one 
says; it’s about your ‘Confessions’ I 
want to talk.”

“Ah, my ‘Confessions,’ ” he vaguely 
sighed. “People are going to be bored 
with them before ever they see the 
light.”

“You mean by that, don’t you, that I  
am going to bore you with them? You 
see, I ’m your equal in getting the point 
of what others say.”

They laughed.
“But this isn’t going to be the usual 

scolding,”  she went on. “ I shan’t sim
per at you, to show you I don’t mean a 
word of it. I do mean it, every word.” 
She was in earnest; that much he could 
glimpse.

“No,” he shook his head, “ I shan’t be 
bored.”

“ Before I pitch into you,” she pro
ceeded, “I shall tell you something for 
your comfort—I like you, you know.”

He leaned forward, expectant. “What 
is it—this comfort?”

“Why, I ’ve already told you,” she re
turned, “that I like you. That’s it.”

“ Oh, I see.” He showed his chagrin. 
“ I hoped for a more powerful anaes
thetic.”

She adopted the admonitory tone, to 
let him know she had done with her 
preamble and was giving him his les
son.

“ Naturally you think a good deal of 
your reputation, as an author and a 
gentleman. Well, when you look at the 
matter clear-headedly, doesn’t it strike 
you that to give up the idea of printing 
these memoirs would help your career? 
They will be a sensation, I grant; but 
you’ll find in another year you will be
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out of date. People will realize they 
have made a fad of you; and what fad 
ever lasted out a twelvemonth? Don’t 
make yourself the fshion of the day; 
you sign your own death-warrant when 
you put yourself in a class with the 
latest cravats. This book will go off 
like a rocket; there will be a big fuss. 
And then—you will find yourself quite 
in the dark. Your ‘Confessions’ will 
be a burnt stick. You will be done 
for.”

She paused,
“There, now! Haven’t I given voice 

to your own foreboding ? Isn’t it true 
that everyone dotes on gentlemen with 
vague, wicked pasts; and isn’t it equal
ly true that there's a certain etiquette 
making these gentlemen keep the past 
vague? I learned so, in my convent 
days.”

He nodded his head at her and 
pursed his lips, almost as if he were 
treating himself to an inaudible whistle.

“My respect for you is immense, 
after that,” he told her. “ I shan’t at
tempt to argue; you are dead right. 
Need I add that I shan’t pay the slight
est attention to your advice ?”

He had not taken his eyes off her for 
several moments. There was a long si
lence while their gaze held.

He was the first to speak. “ Don’t 
you know that we writers do good 
work until we are thirty-five and then 
admit we are beaten? What we want 
is adulation, even if it’s only for a lit
tle while. We all cheapen ourselves in 
those critical years between thirty-five 
and forty. We can’t stand reaching 
middle-age with our heads still un
turned. It is tragic to see clearly at 
forty; one doesn’t when one’s head is 
turned.”

“Very pretty,” she commented, “but 
it doesn’t apply to you. You have had 
your adulation before this; you 
would continue to have it if you 
worked out your destiny fairly, legiti
mately.”

“Fairly, legitimately,” he mocked. 
“ I ’m afraid you haven’t read my nov
els. I ’ve always pandered, more or 
less, but I haven’t pandered enough to

give me the big Hair I crave. Now I 
mean to have my hour.”

“ I give you up then,” she said. “ I 
see you are beyond recall.”

She got up and moved about vaguely 
for a time, before adopting the inevi
table graceful pose in front of the 
mantel. He followed her and stood be
side her, one elbow on the shelf.

“ Since you refuse to listen to my 
warnings,” she announced, “tell me a 
little about the dreadful book. Do you 
keep nothing back?”

“Nothing,”
"What do you call the ladies? Do 

you invent fetching, symbolic titles for 
them ?”

"No, I call them by their own first 
names. I leave last names out of ac
count.”

“That is thoughtful.” She mused a 
bit. "But surely some of the poor 
creatures have had unique names. 
Would it be fair to print them unal
tered ?”

“ I don’t know; I ’ve done so, how
ever. The first chapter immortalizes 
the loveliest lady of them all, one Hya
cinth.”

“Hyacinth!” she exclaimed. “ It’s a 
silly, saccharine name.”

“ It’s quite the sweetest name,” he 
protested.

“Hyacinth,” she repeated. She 
shook her head. “All sweet-scented 
things are insipid.”

Before she quite realized what was 
happening he had caught her to him 
and kissed her. Flushed and tremu
lous, she drew away.
, “Tell me your name and forgive me,” 

he pleaded as she moved towards the 
door.

On the threshold she turned.
“Mary Ann,” she said and smiled 

with him. Pointedly she avoided an
swering the other half of his request; 
but it was evident that forgiveness was 
in the air.

II

I t  was but natural, after the first in
timate talk, that Sedley should come 
often of an afternoon to see the de
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lightful Mary Ann Peyton. One thing 
alone marred his serenity: she kept him 
smouldering, as it were; one flash of 
real ardour from him led every time to 
a gentle but firm dismissal. He did 
not quite give up hope, but he began to 
suffer from an altogether novel if 
vague sense of discouragement. To 
gentle caresses and light hand-clasps 
she would submit; she was like a cat 
that invites stroking but flashes out of 
reach when one tries to take it upon 
one’s lap.

One day she announced with a smile, 
“ I don’t propose to wait until your 
book comes out. I must have a peep 
right off.”

He shook his head. “ I don’t approve 
of dress-rehearsals.”

“Very well.” She was incisive.
“ Then I shan’t be at home the next 
time you call.”

“ I don’t believe you; you wouldn’t 
take such a mean revenge. That would 
be petty, when you know I am acting 
on principle.”

“You!” She held up her hands in 
deprecation. “ You admit you prosti
tute your m use; and then you talk of 
principle. That won’t do.”

“ I assure you I am in earnest,” he 
pursued. “ I haven’t ever shown my 
wares myself.”

“ I am obdurate.” She gave him a 
glance of challenge.

He wavered. “ Come, then,—a com
promise !”

“Well, tell me your plan. I can’t 
promise you yet how I shall take it.” 

“1 shall show you one chapter—no 
more.” There was decision in his tone.

“ One chapter!” She thought it over 
for a moment. “All right,” she said 
at last. “But it must be the best chap
ter of all. I count on you as a man of 
honour not to fool me.”

“ That is easy to pick,” he said. “The 
first outdistances ,all the others. It 
sings of Dame Hyacinth, lovely lady 
of sweet-scented name. I shall bring it 
along with me tomorrow.”

“Thank you.” She let her eyes droop 
from his. “ She was the first?”

He nodded. “She was all my young

dreams bursting into flower—quite like 
Prince Arthur and the Faerie Queene.” 

“ Poor Hyacinth. You know, I ’m get
ting fond of the name, after all. Where 
is she now? What is she now? Of 
course, she is the mother of a large 
family, with sons at Oxford or Cam
bridge. For all that, she is a tragic 
figure. First loves always are. It’s 
too bad girls like that don’t pine away 
and die exquisitely at eighteen. Senti
mental novelists have a sense of val
ues ; isn’t it so ?”

“You must wait and read what was 
the end of my Hyacinth,” he responded, 
with a sigh.

“Unfortunately, I am sophisticated. 
If I find her wilting on my hands to
morrow, I shall feel that you have let 
dreams intrude on the facts. Memoirs 
shouldn’t do that.”

“Every word of the story is true,” 
he persisted. “ In this case dreams and 
fact were of a piece, deliciously 
blended.”

She, too, sighed. “There is no ro
mance in m e! ‘Deliciously blended’ 
sounded to me at once like the tobacco 
in a new brand of cigarettes.”

“I f  you read my chapter in that 
spirit, I shall never forgive you,” he 
let her  know. “ It is a bit of high ro
mance, medieval in its spirit; it is also 
the record of genuine feeling.”

“Don’t be alarmed,” she replied. “I 
shan’t be vulgar. I even feel that I 
shall succumb to the spell.” She 
leaned slightly forward. “You will 
read it to me, please.”

“The spell!” he said softly. "La  
Belle Dame sans merci hath me in 
thrall.” He cupped her chin with one 
hand and kissed her. This time there 
was- no resistance for a perceptible 
space. She turned away at last with 
the words, “Tomorrow! Sweet, silly 
Hyacinth.”

III

H e  began his reading at a moment 
perfectly attuned to the note of revery 
he put into his voice. It was late in 
the afternoon; the steady usurping of
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daylight by dusk was almost visible. 
It was as if one could watch the subtle 
mingling, as if one were looking on at a 
sort of cosmic experiment of pouring 
one drop of a strong chemical substance 
into a vast vessel filled with clear liquid. 
The light of the late winter day had 
this quality of a thin, scintillant fluid 
that in an instant becomes clouded. 
Sedley, near a window, focused the pale 
radiance on the page before him; Mrs. 
Peyton, a few feet from him, was in 
shadow.

“ I like the custom our grandmothers 
had of keeping all that was precious 
locked away, of unwrapping the sil
ver paper from their treasures on a 
great occasion and displaying them with 
reverence to the chosen, while the 
odour of lavender permeated the air; 
such times were in a sense ritualistic, 
with the odour from the altar of a pu
rity and sanctity unknown to heathen 
deities. Cytherea of the Roses knew 
it not; lavender is the essence of mai
denhood, austere and Puritan-like. I 
trust that my readers, opening this book 
at the first chapter, will find their senses 
charmed as by the fragrance from the 
wardrobe containing the wedding-dress 
of some sedate ancestor. For my Hya
cinth has for me to-day the value of a 
priceless possession which I unwrap 
from its silver-paper for the chosen. 
Let those who scorn sentiment begin 
their reading at the second chapter; 
they are not the chosen.”

Sedley looked up from his reading. 
Mrs. Peyton, with eyes half-closed in 
the twilight, did not notice his action. 
Well content, he returned to his page 
and went on to the end without at
tempting again to draw her attention 
away from the table.

“ Late one summer day, I lounged 
under an ilex tree at Florae. My gaze 
was not on the villas around me nor 
on the winding road before me; nor 
was it on the middle distance. It soared 
without a drop over the steep precipice 
where I was perched, soared past the 
hoary olive trees and fields below and

came to rest, like a gull, on the distant 
sea. Imagine, if you can, lapis-lazuli 
translucent and lit with a sunbeam’s 
sheen and you will have in mind some
thing of the beauty of the far-away 
sea. It was almost evening; day was 
getting weary; the wings were closing 
over the feathery breast. It was the 
hour for memory to assert her sway; 
but then I did not know it, for I was 
twenty-one.

“ I was annoyed to hear a trap ap
proaching. Why are we always an
noyed by the sound of an oncoming 
happiness? At the end of an hour I 
had christened the horse Pegasus! 
Fifty feet away, the vehicle stopped; a 
girl stepped out and sauntered lazily 
towards me. I got all this out of the 
tail of my eye, for I still strove to 
ignore everything but the view. Before 
I knew it, however, my gaze had be
gun to dip back, with a certain limp
ness, from the water where it had come 
to rest; it alighted on the top of a 
eucalyptus tree, half-swooped and half
scampered up the rocks and scurried 
along the road until it stopped, for all 
the world like a lame robin, at the feet 
of the girl, now very near. Ankles 
slender as a young birch! But what an 
ass I was, to let them interfere with my 
high flight of musing and my beauti
ful similes.

“I got to my feet, as she came to a 
full stop just outside the shelter of my 
ilex bower.

“ ‘I beg your pardon,’ I exclaimed. 
T ’m afraid I ’ve blundered on your post 
for the evening watch.’

“ ‘Not at all,' she assured me. ‘I ’ve 
never been here before. It is beautiful. 
It was stupid of me not to discover it 
till now.’

“Her glance over her shoulder was 
but a cursory one; it disappointed me. 
Could it be she was satisfied with one 
look at the glories around her? Be
sides, I could not examine her with 
sufficient care if she did not let her 
imagination wander beyond our casual 
conversation. It would-be rude to take 
in all her points unless her attention 
were distracted; but a las! her mind was



118 THE MINOTAUR

not for the landscape. She wanted to 
chat.

“ I gave up my higher purpose. It 
was not discouraging after all. I found 
I could be voluble and still swiftly-ap
praising. She was charming. Very 
tall and thin, she was saved from lank
ness by the fluent plasticity of her 
limbs. It was patent that she would 
boast well-oiled sockets! Thank God, 
the frame was small; she was not the 
raw-boned type that must in after 
years ‘fill out’ to be presentable. Her 
head was small and set with exquisite 
precision on her long neck. And that 
neck was beyond measure lovely, full 
and with a delicate swell towards the 
center, like a perfect column. She was 
a sketch, daring, incomplete; in the 
poise of her maturity, one would miss 
the broad strokes, would sigh m pres
ence of subtle modulations and wish 
again for the cruder promise.

“ I learned that she was lonely, that 
her parents were in London and had 
left her behind with her old governess, 
Miss Willoughby. Of course, she 
would be delighted to see me at any 
time.

“That was all. I think we both felt, 
when we liad done our chattering, that 
somehow we were on a dream-thresh
old, We two in Florae, with only an 
old governess between u s ! There was 
a peculiar skip, a dizzy swing to my 
heart when I helped her into her trap 
and said good-night.

“Just a week later, we sat under the 
same ilex tree and talked in delicious, 
low-thrilling tones of our love for each 
other. I have never known anything 
like her response when she felt a kiss 
imminent. She would sway slightly, 
the free curve of her neck accentuated, 
and would await the descent of my lips 
upon hers; the effect was compelling, 
and the motion, I ’m sure, like that of 
Narcissus’s image yearning up to the 
surface of the pool. The surprising 
thing was that she acted in all sim
plicity. She was artless, ardent, un
afraid.”

So the narrative went. It by no

means lived up to the promise of the 
first page. Even the day-spring of 
love in Hyacinth and John Sedley was 
a far cry from lavender and grand
mothers’ wedding-gowns. The author 
had failed; from the vantage-ground of 
thirty-five, he was looking back 011 a 
pure idyll. He was unable to escape 
from his cynicism, powerless to get him
self under the skin of his young prime. 
The atmosphere was all of delightful, 
unscruplous intrigue. The peculiar 
thing about it was that readers of “ Con
fessions” would understand Hyacinth, 
in spite of Sedley, and would know he 
was being unfair to her.

No one could deny, however, the 
entertaining audacity of the story; it 
was of a frankness to make publication 
out of the question for anyone but a 
man of extraordinary fame. Occasion
ally there would be a clear note of sin
cerity, but not often. The savour was 
of “Mademoiselle de Maupin” for the 
most part. It was matter for con
jecture whether the stress at the start 
on simiplicity and innocence were fine 
irony or whether Sedley had actually 
hoodwinked himself into believing what 
he said.

The end was abrupt, conventional. 
Hyacinth’s parents had returned, “ a 
rich suitor in tow.” In mournful resig
nation, the lovers had watched the party 
from London, jouncing up the steep 
hill towards them. Then they had 
parted.

“Marriage had been out of the ques
tion from the beginning,” the chapter 
wound up, “ My prospects were like a 
cloud-rack, rich in pictorial suggestive
ness, but vapory and ever-shifting. 
Throughout our month of fulfilment 
the future had meant nothing to us. We 
had shrugged it away. At the moment 
of our first kiss, we had known what 
the end would be. I suspect, though, 
that my pride was hurt at the denoue
ment ; I had been planning an exit more 
graceful! One does wish the credit of 
taking the decisive step oneself.

“Hyacinth remains for me the sweet, 
evocative creature of old. My Para
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dise would be a green wood, full of 
lisping rills and numerous, solitudes, 
with, just beyond my reach, Hyacinth 
fleeing away, not to be rid of me, but 
to arrive before me. at the deepest grotto 
of all, there to make my reception a per
fect one.

“ I returned to Florae some years 
later. Tidings of her I did not expect. 
I learned that she was dead. It was 
with a heavy heart I returned to Plessy. 
During tea with Lady Virginia (of 
whom, more anon) Hyacinth at eight
een filled my thoughts.”

IV

“T h a t  is charming,”  came Mrs. Pey
ton’s voice from the deepening gloom, 
“ She had married the suitor, I sup
pose ?”

“Yes, poor child; but she was a true 
heroine after all. She could not breathe 
on the earth, once she had tasted the 
wine of the heights. She must have 
panted her life away.” .

As he spoke he weighed his words 
and decided to jot them down directly 
he got home. They merited publica
tion.

“And you really feel that you meant 
so much to her. May not chagrin have 
killed her? She must have felt the 
slight, must have known you had only 
played with her.”

“ No, no,” he said, “you do not un
derstand.”

“True,” she admitted. “ I don’t 
Wish to offend you; but wasn’t her taste 
of this wine just a .sip, not enough to 
hurt ?”

“Aren’t you forgetting,”  he reminded 
her, “ that in a month’s time she ex
perienced everything, to put, baldly?” 

“Do you call one kiss, under a gov
erness’s very nose, everything?”

“What can you mean,—one kiss?” 
He was stupefied.

“How silly of m e!” she exclaimed 
“ I did forget the story; I was thinking 
of—something quite different.”

“ What can you mean?” he repeated. 
“ What were you thinking of?”

“Of the truth behind the affected

tale—Confess! You saw her twice; 
you kissed her once and frightened her 
away. Am I right?”

Indignation and a baffling sense of 
insecurity before her left him power
less to meet the question.

“Your readers will suspect you’ve 
lied to them; there’s a false ring to it 
all. I should have doubted at once, if 
I hadn’t known.”

Still he gazed and was speechless.
“A man does not forget a sweetheart 

or a mistress—even after ten years,” 
she said. “The proof of your story’s 
falsity is that you have not, do not yet, 
recognize m e” That brought him to 
his feet.

“You—-you are my Hyacinth t”  There 
was 'furious protest in his tone. Piti
lessly she had called him out of the 
world of beauty, had driven him back 
to dreary reality.

Mrs. Peyton got up and switched on 
the lights. The situation should have 
struck him as comic; but it bewildered 
him, angered him too much for that.

“Good sense has altered my looks,” 
she said, “besides thirty pounds’ gain 
in weight and a more competent maid.”

She took in with composure his air 
of fiery petulance.

“ I shan’t be stern, because you’ve 
given me a jolly time this afternoon,” 
she went on. “And you do look 
ashamed of yourself. You recall now, 
don’t you, that we saw each other just 
twice ? To think our one and only kiss, 
under Miss Willoughby’s very nose, too 
should be the foundation of that scan
dalous chapter! I like your descrip
tion of me as a girl ; but I wasn’t so 
charming. I was too thin; I was the 
type that must fill out to pass muster. 
Don’t you remember ? I sprawled over 
more space in those days than I should 
have.”

It was true. Fiction and sophisti-  
cated romanticism had so wrought upon 
Sedley that he had for years been 
thrusting aside the true details of his 
idyll. He had shut his eyes to fact 
and had constructed a tale of young 
love as experience and worldliness had 
taught him such a thing should be.
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For a decade he had been turning it 
over in his mind. He had come to be
lieve the fabric of exquisite lies; he 
had grown to know intensely his Hya
cinth of well-oiled sockets, to live with 
her scenes out of his imagination.

Until the moment when Mrs. Peyton 
destroyed the whole dream, he had be
lieved the story and had loved his un
conscionable ingenue. It was indeed an
noying to be brought up short like this. 
For the moment, he suffered bitter dis
illusionment; then his sense of the ri
diculous began to struggle up to the 
surface. The real Hyacinth had been 
rather a dauby sketch, after all; yes, 
she had been awkward and absurdly 
shy. She was so vague in his mind 
that he gave up trying to bring her 
back out of the misty past. His lady of 
dreams had been so captivating! It 
was small wonder Mrs. Peyton had 
failed to set his memory working. He 
had never been really awake to his love
ly heroine until he had forgotten the 
silly girl of Florae. He would have to 
give weeks to the most careful exami
nation of Mrs. Peyton before he should 
have a clear picture of the school-miss 
he had kissed but once.

She gave way to uncontrollable 
laughter; in a moment he had himself 
sufficiently in hand to join in without 
too jaring a note.

“ I have been so curious to hear what 
you’d written of me,” she announced 
at last. “ I felt I must get at your Hya
cinth hymn before it was printed. 
Well, I managed it; I ’ve even, with 
that in view, let you kiss me; but I

never suspected the thing would be like 
■that.” She waved a hand at his manu
script.

“You must go now,” she went on. 
“ I shan’t be at home to you any more. 
That much I owe my pride. But do 
come and talk to me in public—at 
dances and so on. It will do you good 
to drop your mask once in a while.”

There was no trace of embarrass
ment in her rambling sentences. It was 
evident that she was enjoying her 
“ coup.”

“ By the way,” she turned on the 
threshold. “You have my permission 
to print the chapter. My name is Mary 
Ann; Hyacinth was one of my non
sensical fads at eighteen. My husband, 
too, knows nothing of Florae; he isn’t 
‘the rich suitor in tow.’ ’’

When he was alone Sedley remarked, 
“ I ’ll be damned!” Then he smiled. 
Ever since Mrs. Peyton had switched 
on, the lights, he had been mutely com
paring the woman with his young girl. 
Mary Ann had suffered by juxtaposi
tion with the Hyacinth of “ Confes
sions.”  That in itself was revenge 
enough. He preferred young romance 
and excessive slenderness. And he had 
another month of New York and its 
women before him.

It is but fair to Sedley to add this, 
that Lady Virginia and the rest of the 
damsels celebrated in “Confessions” 
could pick no flaws in the accounts he 
had given of them. Beginning with 
chapter the second, the scandalous 
chronicles were all without a fillip of 
fiction.

T H E  average woman know's all there is to be known about her husband 
before she has been married three months. The average man may cele

brate his golden wedding without understanding his wife better than the day 
he married her.



TEMPO DE PANTALOON

By Ben Hecht

I

T H E  conspiracy against Alfred 
Reymblinger assumed its most 
malevolent aspects toward the close 

of his twenty-fourth year. He per
ceived then that to entertain any longer 
theories concerning the natural mani
festations of chance or mischance was 
to expose himself to the ridicule and 
mockery of his higher instincts; Sit
ting alone in his room three flights 
above Mr. Protopopolis’ abominable 
cafe, this curious and malignant con
spiracy, of which it was now evident 
he was the victim, struck at the hard
iest fibers of his ego and caused him to 
turn pale, to quiver, and to frown upon 
the city’s night.

Well enough to prate of hope and 
perseverance so long as a man’s des
tiny lay within his own hands. But 
the time was passed when one might, 
without compromising one’s reason, 
nourish illusions.

For three years had he, Alfred Reym
blinger, toiled faithfully in the creation 
of a work desired neither by Man nor 
his world. Three nights each week of 
these three years had he sat in his room 
above Mr. Protopopolis’ abominable 
cafe, transmitting to paper the graces 
and curious disturbances of his soul. 
Daily had he sent forth the strange and 
delicate rhythms, the vibrating, tenu
ous stanzas conceived on these nights, 
to be rewarded only with the monoto
nous proof of the stupidity which sat 
enthroned in the editorial sanctums of 
the nation.

There were moments during this em
battled period when Reymblinger had 
sensed the truth, when into his brain

had drifted the staggering explanation 
of his oblivion. A conspiracy launched 
and fostered by his enemies, an organ
ized traffic to humiliate and ostracize 
him! He had thrust the notion aside. 
He had, with an ironical eye cocked 
upon what he deemed, the careless 
though inevitable justice of the gods, 
persevered and continued with a grim 
and ominous insistence to pen those 
stanzas which, in the notebook contain
ing the strange chroniclings of his days, 
he observed to be ‘‘the neglected 
v/reaths of my immortality.”

With similar fortitude this Reym
blinger announced in his notebook dur
ing this time that “beauty is the eternal 
exile, moving through the world like 
some mysterious stranger who holds 
converse with the gods and who waits, 
drolly patient, for some tired business 
man to honor her with the offer of a 
seat.”

On the whole he had, during this 
beautified flight of time, placed no faith 
in the idea of a conspiracy. The intri
cate despairs he had suffered then, the 
subtle doublings and angers, had been 
but the fugitive moods of creating 
genius.

But tonight in his room there was 
nothing fugitive or subtle about his 
state of mind. With an eye no longer 
enslaved by illusion, with a spirit no 
longer the handmaid of hallucination, 
he confronted life in its coarse and in
controvertible logic.

He faced the fact of the conspiracy.
It was three weeks this night since 

his book of poems called “Dust” had 
appeared in the public market-places, 
and not a single volume had been sold, 
or a single word written in recognition
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of its presence in the world. Reym
blinger had, during the first week, been 
inclined to regard this curious discrim
ination in the light of a coincidence. 
With what it coincided he could not 
say. It was, undoubtedly, one of those 
slight phenomena which appear now 
and then to disturb the natural predi
lections of destiny.

During the second week of sustained 
indifference, however, he had applied 
himself more zealously to determining 
the cause. The fanatical silence on the 
part of the literary mouthpieces of the 
public, combined with the almost gro
tesque immunity suffered by the vol
ume at the hands of the public itself, 
aroused forebodings.

Thumbing the gazette spread out on 
the stationery counters, Reymblinger 
stared bewilderedly at column upon 
column of literary chatter concerned 
with past and contemporary publica
tions. Each new periodical be pounced 
upon with the still urgent promptings 
of hope. This hope, however, curled 
up upon itself, consumed its own head 
 and expired in a knot. It was as if 
“ Dust” did not exist, as if its exquisite 
particles were one with the interstellar 
atoms, one with the component parts of 
chaos. The absence of his name and 
his work from the chroniclings of all 
other names and ail other works as
sumed for him a sinister significance. 
He passed through the period of 
amazed and snorting comparisons. He 
entered a state of resignation. In this 
state he rehearsed the various aspects 
of the business.

That there was a conspiracy was no 
longer to be doubted by a brain which 
clung to the pretensions of reason or 
logic. He had squandered the $20 ad
vance royalties received from the local 
and ambitious pamphleteer who had, 
in an unguarded moment, brought forth 
“Dust,” upon a clipping bureau. Five 
frenzied letters despatched by Reym- 
blinger to this bureau demanding ac
tion had finally brought the convincing 
response that,-despite the untiring ac
tivities of its accomplished staff, the 
clipping bureau had, to date, been un

able to locate any mention in the coun
try’s public prints of Mr. Reymbliriger’s 
name or of his work.

The communication cleared the fog 
of illusion which had clouded the oper
ations of his brain. His resignation, 
for several days the ample reservoir of 
his rages and despairs, began to ebb 
from him.

The telephone poles, like huge music 
notes, thrust themselves out of the 
darkness of the alley below, and 
stretched away before his eyes on a 
level with his window. There were 
no trees in the backyards, dimly out
lined. Their contents lay in the mer
ciful oblivion of night. A dog, privy 
to the possibilities lurking in the rear 
of Mr. Protopopolis’ abominable cafe, 
howled his yearning in the gloom.

Alfred Reymblinger rehearsed the 
facts. During his three years of labor 
his work had seen the light of magazine 
print four times. The Embalmers’ Na
tional Review had purchased, for a tri
fling sum, his strange hymn to Death. 
The Presbyterian Organists’ Monthly 
had likewise invested weakly in his 
“ Mazurka to God.” And twice had 
Poetry—A Magazine of Verse flaunted 
his name on its title page.

Nevertheless during this period of 
unrequited effort, Reymblinger had 
toiled with a sardonic optimism which 
battened upon hunger and grew sturdy 
upon defeat. Exercising himself brief
ly in the scullery of Mr. Protopopolis’ 
abominable cafe, he had insured for 
himself two meals a day and a bed.

And, all the while, he had bided the 
time when his volume “ Dust” should 
appear. He had visioned himself 
looming abruptly out of his oblivion, a 
figure by Rodin and Debussy, a torch 
of letters by Scriabine and Zunatoffsky. 
And, during this period, he had also 
achieved a certain content through 
viewing with a contemptuous eye the 
literary stars which shot across the 
heavens of his day. Whimsically he 
had marveled over the unflagging stu
pidity which inspired the productions of 
his contemporaries and insured their 
spontaneous success.
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Nevertheless, he had frequented the 
cliques of the city wherein were to be 
found many of these contemporaries, 
together with the sputtering and un
crowned aristocracy of letters—crea
tures clothing a multitude of inanities 
in a breech cloth of genius.

Upon these harlequins who capered 
desperately before each other in the ab
sence of a more discriminating audience 
Reymblinger had lavished his most con
centrated contempt. Concerning their 
work he had no illusions. Inured to 
their windy forums, none the less, by a 
hunger for whatever audience could be 
found, a hunger which his most aloof 
exaltations seemed mysteriously to de
mand, he had devoted himself enthu
siastically to grim and malicious utter
ance, he had progressed from studio to 
studio, hurling himself into furious de
bates and proving to his somewhat 
bored satisfaction the inherent vapidity 
of whosoever assailed his work.

There were some of these envious 
creatures now in the conspiracy. Mit- 
lover, perhaps, or Trumkin—asses both 
of them, obsessed with the amazing no
tion that they could write. But they 
were not all. It was wider spread than 
that. It had ramifications. It reached 
into the crevices of life. It worked, 
like some Rosicrucian poison, from 
mouth to mouth, undermining the in
tegrity of hitherto honest men, striking 
at the noblest as well as the basest, in 
its conscienceless course. Explaining 
it carefully to himself, Reymblinger li
kened it to an inverted or intro-hyste- 
ria, a psychopathic inertia, disseminated 
by the adroit efforts of his enemies, and 
paralyzing the ethics of the nation.

Outside his room, beyond the caver
nous alley, moved the five-and-ten-cent 
night life of the part of the city in which 
he lived. His eyes rested for moments 
upon the drab excitement in the street 
—the hoarsely eloquent vender, gestic
ulating under a naphtha light, the syn
copated press of men and women at the 
corners. He became gradually con
scious of external event. On the floor 
above sounded the anxious thumpings 
of a family of clog dancers out of em

ployment for the past two months. 
Reymblinger cursed the automatic 
piano which the ambitious Mr. Protop- 
opolis had installed in his abominable 
cafe. The strains of the thing, filter
ing dolorously through the night, had 
once been to him an obbligato out of 
Avalon. To the lonely, tin reverbera
tions of “Poet and Peasant” he had 
written some of his most tenuous and 
exquisite lines. “The Livery Stable 
Blues” had assisted him in the produc
tion of not less than four masterpieces 
celebrating the opalescent moonlight on 
a Chinese lake.

But now the diabolical instrument 
had become a ray of hope and inspira
tion to the family of indomitable clog 
dancers overhead. To its hiccoughing 
tempos they arranged their nightly 
practise. By its tireless allegros they 
guided their pernicious thumpings. The 
floor rattled. The walls quivered. 
The chandelier, extending its single 
dusty light, jumped and creaked. 
Reymblinger groaned.. The conspiracy- 
balked at nothing. Reasoning clearly, 
he perceived that the family of clog 
dancers, which he had once believed a 
purely accidental and extraneous afflic
tion, was no more, no less, than another 
tentacle.

It was at this moment in Alfred 
Reymblinger’s life, born between a 
curse and a sigh, that the inspiration 
which was to change his entire exist
ence arrived.

Silently, ominously, Reymblinger 
moved to his table.

Sharpening a pencil, he sat himself 
down and wrote.

II

T h e  fam ily o f clog dancers had long 
retired to a well-earned rest, the auto
matic piano below had likewise long 
removed its melody from  the night, 
when Reymblinger finished his writing. 
H e sat with a  peculiar gleam in his eye, 
his wide, pale lips twisted into a deli
cate snarl.

He had written a review of his book 
of poems, “ D ust” He had attacked it.
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Patiently, with a great and furious un
coiling of phrases, he had pointed out 
the puerile absurdities of the thing. 
Mockingly, venomously, he had set 
forth the preposterous buncombe which 
it, with the rest of the modern vers 
librests, was inflicting upon a too tol
erant public in the name of art.

With a scintillation uncanny even 
for him used to the epigrammatic con
densations of thought, he had pounced 
upon the author of “Dust,”  hailtng him 
as “an egomaniac parading vainglo- 
riously in his diapers,” dismembering 
him, tearing asunder the inanities which 
comprised his poems and holding each 
of them up to the devastating light of 
reason. Irony and satire sparkled in 
the pages of the review. Shrewd and 
pregnant comment filled its sentences.

The conceit of creation urged him on. 
Assuming without apparent effort this 
curious attitude towards a production 
which he deemed of transcendent mer
its, he labored with a sincerity and con
sistency to be found only in the effort 
of the truly noble intellect. As he 
wrote he derived a furious impetus by 
summoning to his mind the diabolic 
machinations which had achieved the 
conspiracy against him. He was wri
ting to annihilate the deliberate and 
combined work of his enemies. Thus, 
as he hurled himself upon Alfred 
Reymblinger, it was the thick-hided 
throat of another which yielded under 
his fingers, from which he would force 
a cry of recognition.

Reymblinger signed a name under the 
title of his latest work. The name he 
signed, after fantastic meditations, was 
Rene D’Or. Having signed this name, 
having folded the ten pages of his re
view, determining to typewrite them 
on the morrow, Reymblinger retreated 
to his bed. Through his brain whirled 
thoughts. He spoke aloud to the dark, 
dingy room.

'T il show them,”  he said. “ Maybe 
they think they can keep up this pusil
lanimous conspiracy. I ’ll start some
thing !”

He closed his eyes and to his mind 
came visions o f  critics, aroused from

their psychopathic lethargy, leaping to 
his defense, hurling at the mythical 
Rene D’Or tirades and jeremiads. He 
visioned further, a battle royal. He 
chuckled. The notion of attacking him
self while the nation’s hired mouth
pieces rallied heroically to his defense 
brought a guffaw from his pale lips.

A sudden misgiving came to him. 
Viewed personally, the article he had 
written assumed a strangely convincing 
tone. What if it did convince? He 
smiled abruptly at the thought. It 
would, if printed, merely direct atten
tion to his book. And, attention once 
directed, ah ! The world, driven to spir
itual dyspepsia by the blithering effu
sions of those who called themselves 
poets, would embrace him. A figure 
by Rodin and Debussy! A torch- 
bearer by Scriabine and Zunatoffsky!

“ I should have written something 
praising it,”  he murmured sleepily. But 
experience was not without its wisdom, 
even for Alfred Reymblinger.

“They'd never print it,”  he concluded 
and fell asleep.

III

T h e  appearance of the article Alfred 
Reymblinger had written under the 
name of Rene D ’Or in the columns of 
the Wednesday literary section of the 
Chicago Daily News created a mild stir 
among the readers of that enterprising 
gazette. Those of them aware of the 
existence of Reymblinger read with un
concealed . corroboration the tidings 
flashed upon the world. Never had 
they dreamed to encounter so poignant
ly phrased an insight into the produc
tions of this Reymblinger. Its "piquant 
phraseology likewise riveted the atten
tion of a more general class of readers. 
Its epigrams were quoted during the 
day, and for days succeeding, as adroit 
epitomizations of the popular emotion 
against the vers librests.

When, on the following Friday, it 
was repeated by another and more vio
lently couched effusion in the columns 
of the Friday Literary Supplement of 
the Evening Post, the attention of a
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scattered literary public in the city be
came, for the time, delightedly focused. 
The appearance in the Dial, that week, 
of a third feuilleton concerning itself 
with the bizarre and astounding vapid
ity of a volume of poems called “Dust” 
and its parent, Alfred Reymblinger, 
carried the business outside the precinct 
limits of Chicago.

Furious attacks, fashioned as before, 
in the fascinating diction peculiar to 
this new and vigorous critic, Rene D ’Or, 
attracted still more general observation 
in the New Republic, The Nation, 
Reedy’s Mirror, the Little Review, the 
Touchstone, and Poetry—A Magazine 
of Verse.

Wherever read, these merciless as
saults were enthusiastically hailed, were' 
pronounced the shrewdest, most pene
trating and inspired criticism of the 
year. There was about them a con
vincing grace, a passionate and yet droll 
excitement. Their text, although con
fined now and then to whimsically vi
cious thrusts at the now absurd crea
ture, Alfred Reymblinger, blossomed 
chiefly into bewitching paradoxes con
cerning life, concerning poetry, con
cerning beauty, concerning, in brief, the 
absurdities of those clownish followers 
of art who painted sighs upon their 
lips, who shrieked and whimpered, stut
tered and snarled, gurgled and blath
ered forth the modern mockeries of art.

The name of Rene D ’Or began to be 
quoted in periodicals addicted to the 
zodiac measurement of the native gen
ius, His sallies began to illumine the 
after-dinner conversations of the idle 
and appreciative rich.

“ Rene d’Or,” chanted the staff critic 
of one of the more pretentious literary 
monthlies, “ has become the founder of 
a new school of American criticism. 
His work, in addition to a sparkling 
and poetic style reminiscent, though not 
dangerously so, of Baudelaire and 

- Wilde, is still- fraught with a restraint 
and balance, whose absence renders the 
contemporary fulminations of our ju
venile hobby-horse artists puerile in
deed. His masterly expositions of the 
jejune egomania current among the

word mongers of the New Poetry 
movement, his keen, ironical searchings 
into the souls of these petty scribblers, 
show him to be a man of profound 
judgment as well as cunning verbal 
ability. His selection of one of the 
lesser of the modern minor poets, Al
fred Reymblinger, as a critical example, 
while perhaps unfair to the more aspir
ing of the cult, can readily be forgiven 
because of the opportunities it affords 
his wit and salient perceptions.”

Thus the ball once started, rolled on. 
In his room above Mr. Protopopolis’ 
thrice abominable cafe, Alfred Reym
blinger toiled with a bewildered light in 
his eyes. A strange confusion stamped 
his gestures. His pallor had increased. 
He wore the air of a man lost in the 
impenetrable chaos of a deranged mind. 
And yet he toiled on, almost mechan
ically, almost lifelessly. From his pen
cil rolled phrases which somehow put 
themselves together into whimsies and 
sallies. Requests for contributions 
from the Atlantic Monthly and gazettes 
of a similar stripe lay stacked before 
him. Letters from readers, forwarded 
to him by the magazines in which Rene 
D’Or’s work had appeared, were strewn 
about.

It was night, past the hour of the 
clog dancers and the automatic piano. 
It was Spring. Alfred Reymblinger 
stretched his cramped fingers and laid 
down his pencil. He picked up a heap 
of clippings and detached magazine 
pages forwarded to him by his bureau. 
Nearly all of them, were signed by the 
all too familiar name, Rene D’Or.

As he sat thus, contemplating with 
blurred eyes the pages before him, a 
chilly fear crept through Reymblinger’s 
heart. Something had gone askew! 
There had been no defense of Alfred 
Reymblinger. No Quixote had rallied 
to the praise of “Dust.” Where was 
the figure of Rodin and Debussy? 
Where the torch by Scriabine and 
Zunatoffsky ?

Something had collided with the 
workings of destiny. “Dust,” the be
loved of his heart, the object of his 
brain’s infatuation, stood condemned in
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the eyes of the world as the stupid va- 
porings of an uninteresting charlatan. 
He had done that. He had brilliantly 
convinced the present and its posterity 
of the fact. In his last Rene D ’Or ar
ticle the editor had taken the liberty of 
striking out even four pungent para
graphs devoted to further devastations 
of Alfred Reymblinger.

“ Never mind this fool,” the editor 
had jocosely written back to him. “He’s 
done for. You’ve said the first and 
last word about him. Try somebody 
else.”

Try somebody else! By the seven 
thousand Gods of stupidity, what had 
he done ? Reymblinger clutched his 
brow as the memory of this letter re
turned to shock and nauseate. He, 
Reymblinger, had killed Reymblinger 
for all time.

IV

As he sat, now empty-handed at his 
desk, he wept. Alfred Reymblinger 
was to him a poet of divine dimensions. 
“Dust” was to him a volume containing 
the most exquisite verbal harmonies 
and color images of the age. Drying 
his eyes, he contemplated with a 
stunned incredulity the unbelievable.

There had been a conspiracy, an al
most psychic entente designed to crush 
and ostracize him from the position to 
which he was entitled. But the fanati
cal silence which had greeted the ap
pearance of his book of poems was, 
after all, preferable to this. With a 
keener and more poignant shudder than 
ever before, Reymblinger realized that 
he had destroyed himself, that he had 
given the massive inertia which was his 
original enemy a soul and a tongue and 
a brain from which there was no ap
peal. In a storm of laughter and de
rision aroused by his too clever attacks, 
Alfred Reymblinger, the poet, had died 
an ignominious and unmourned death, 
and Rene D’Or, the critic, had risen 
like some treacherous Phcenix from his 
remains.

For six hours Reymblinger wrestled 
with the problem. Strange plans un

folded themselves in his brain. With 
disgusted gestures he tore up the let
ters from magazine editors demanding 
further work of Rene D’Or. He 
cursed them. He lavished involved 
and passionate imprecations upon him
self. Toward morning he fell asleep. 
When he awoke the plans of the night 
had crystallized into one process of ac
tion.

Alfred Reymblinger moved out of 
his quarters into a new room in a new 
section of the city. He would start 
over. If he had killed Alfred Reym
blinger he would likewise annihilate 
Rene D ’Or. In his new quarters the 
real Reymblinger fell to work. He 
labored feverishly copying and editing 
several hundred of his poems which 
had not been included in “Dust.”  On 
the whole they were superior to the 
contents of that volume. As he worked 
upon them the glow of his old-time ad
ulation came to him, the sense of 
his supreme values overwhelmed his 
bruised spirit.

He would publish this second vol
ume and then, as Rene D’Or, he would 
come forth celebrating the amazing 
change in the work of Alfred Reym
blinger, chanting the astonishing, the 
unbelievable revelation of genius which 
this much-berated poet now offered the 
world in his maturer work.

He, Rene D’Or, would recant, would 
humble himself before him, Alfred 
Reymblinger. He, Rene D ’Or, had a 
following, readers and critics who hung 
upon his slightest pronouncements. He 
would bring them, awed and reverent, 
to the feet of Alfred Reymblinger. 
They would follow his, Rene D ’Or’s 
lead, and chime in with valorous incan
tations. His, Alfred Reymblinger’s, 
worth, his surpassing talents, would 
receive, by this cunning ruse, their true 
valuation.

Desperately, Reymblinger worked 
upon his copy. He thought of recall
ing five Rene D ’Or articles scheduled 
for publication the following two 
months in as many periodicals. In 
these articles, although devoted to 
broad poetical principles, Rene D’Or
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had found opportunity to slip in some 
of his inimitable thrusts at the now 
hapless and ridiculous poet, Alfred 
Reymblinger. During the entire activ
ity a strange psychology had urged him 
on, the sadistic intensity of one who 
flays the thing he loves. The transi
tion from the unbridled admiration 
which he held towards his work, to the 
venomous contempt which flashed in 
the critiques of Rene D ’Or, had been 
a curiously simple one. He had, in a 
manner, merely transferred his self 
passion from one set of phrases to an
other. Behind the inditing of the Rene 
D ’Or assaults burned the same egoistic 
preoccupation which was the body of 
his more normal conceit.

But that was of the past. No need 
of recalling the outstanding articles. 
The evil had been wrought. There was 
but one way to undo it. He completed 
his editing of his second volume and 
wrote on its title page the word 
“Flames.” That was its name. He 
sent it forth to the pamphleteer who 
had originally published him.,

The manuscript returned within four 
days, unread, and accompanied by a 
caustic letter. The pamphleteer in 
question took occasion to heap the bit
terness of long harrowed emotions upon 
the head of the man with whom his 
name had been coupled in ridicule. En
closed in the letter was a clipping from 
the New Republic. The clipping was 
signed Rene D’Or.

This new situation somewhat stag- 
gered Reymblinger. A new fear took 
up timorous residence in his heart. But 
girding himself to the task, he made 
seven copies of his manuscript and sent 
them to as many publishers simulta
neously.

Waiting for their return, he kept 
aloof from his fellow men. Certain of 
his more intimate acquaintances calling 
at his old address, sought him in vain. 
To the few people in his vicinity whom 
he found it necessary to meet he pre
sented the name of Rene D ’Or.

Three weeks witnessed the final 
proof of the havoc wrought by Rene 
D ’Or, of the grotesque success that un

flagging idiot had achieved. Alfred 
Reymblinger had with much joy, much 
hope, much enthusiasm, hurled a boom
erang at himself. The seven manu
scripts came back. Three of them were 
accompanied by coarse and ribald com
ment. The remaining received the 
more humiliating rebuke, of a stereo
typed rejection.

Of this period in Reymblinger’s life it 
is well to speak hurriedly. It contained 
the ingredients which can no more be 
distinguished from tragedy than they 
can be exiled from humor. “Flames” 
traveled far and wide, returning with 
the monotonous regularity which mod
ern mail systems insure. Although he 
had not written as Rene D ’Or for more 
than a month, his work under that name 
was still appearing in belated publica
tion, and it was with emotions more 
vastly complicated than any he had here
tofore experienced that he read one 
morning a letter from a New York 
publishing house. The letter contained 
a request by the publisher to collect the 
various Rene D ’Or critiques in more 
permanent form, to bring them out in 
the enduring guise of a book entitled 
“D ’Oresques.”

Gleaming-eyed and hollow-cheeked, 
Reymblinger reviewed swiftly the con
tents of his various attacks, recalled 
with a feeling of nausea the choleric 
lashings he had administered to “Dust,” 
to Reymblinger, and the adroit manner 
in which lie had proved this worthy a 
mountebank and identified him with the 
obnoxious attitudinizers of the modem 
schools of poetry.

Overcome by the weight of his con
fusion, Reymblinger wrote a reply, for
bidding the publication of such a volume 
and venting his despair in cryptic and 
melodramatic phrases.

The seven manuscripts returned for 
the fourth time. Two publishers pointed 
out with ironical consideration that they 
did not care to be responsible for his 
further humiliation and referred him 
to the opinions of one Rene D’Or.

The burlesque which fate had as
sumed for Reymblinger undermined 
his last and tottering support. Feebly
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he sought other and unknown houses of 
publication. Into the offices of cata
logue printers and pamphlet typesetters 
his manuscripts found their way, ac
companied by whimpering supplica
tions.

V

It was summer. Alfred Reymblinger 
walked the amiable streets of the dis
trict in which he lived. People, occu
pied with gentle and expanding 
thoughts, passed him. He had not 
eaten since morning. It was now 
night. He laughed abruptly. There 
was money in his pocket. But there 
was in him no desire for food. More 
important matters attracted his thought. 
He had become clear. His brain no 
longer circled in the fantasies of para
dox. He saw himself as a creature 
who, goaded on by inane conceits, had 
killed the thing he loved.

“ Some men do it with a word,” mur
mured Reymblinger. “ I did it with 
fifty thousand words at a. cent each.”

He saw himself as a Judas who had 
led himself to the Cross for thirty shek
els. He laughed. Alfred Reymblinger 
was a poet. Young and curious-mind
ed, he was a man devoted, despite his 
vanity and the pinnacles of his stupidity, 
to the creation of poetry.

“Flames” lay, soiled with many mail
ings, in his room. Thither Alfred 
Reymblinger walked. There he sat 
down after carefully closing the door. 
He had achieved a decision, simple, di
rect, and embracing.

He removed from his pocket a little 
blue box. It contained white tablets. 
Moving about with the manner of a 
man intent upon a long-rehearsed work, 
he placed the tablets in a glass of water, 
and, by the light of the moon, watched 
them dissolve and shed a spiral of bub
bles through the liquid; his mind was 
singularly clear. Because of his faith 
in the poetry he had written, Alfred 
Reymblinger had decided to end his 
life and give his genius an opportunity.

Once dead, Alfred Reymblinger 
would come into his own. He produced 
from his pocket a sheet of paper on

which was writing. He had written it 
a week ago. It was a brief statement.
It informed the world that he, whose 
body would be found in this room, was 
none other than Alfred Reymblinger, 
who, in order to attract attention to . 
himself, had assumed the name and 
manner of Rene D’Or. There would 
be a sensation. The world would mar
vel at the genius of a man who had 
been able to do what he had done.

Alfred Reymblinger laid the sheet of 
paper carefully on a table before him, 
and raising the glass of water in which 
the white tablets had now become quiet 
and invisible, he looked out of the win
dow at the night. A smile came across 
his lips. He shut his eyes and drank.

A little wind rising from the street, 
capered into the silent room and waft
ed, with many whimsical twistings and 
turnings, the piece of paper which lay 
on the table in front of the drooping 
figure of Alfred Reymblinger. The 
piece of paper teetered for a moment 
on the window sill, and then went sail
ing gently out upon the night.

VI

On the front pages of the several 
newspapers of Chicago, and of the 
many newspapers interested in such 
matters throughout the country, ap
peared the next morning the following 
distressful item:

Rene D’Or, the noted literary critic, 
was found dead in his rooms late last 
night. Overwork is believed to have 
resulted in his demise. Mr. D’Or was 
an orphan and unmarried and leaves no 
known relatives. He became famous a 
year ago through a series of brilliant 
literary articles attacking the new 
schools of poetry. His wit and irony, 
which he exhausted upon the heads of 
the struggling practitioners of these 
schools, earned him a swift reputation. 
He was considered one of the most 
promising of the younger men of let
ters in the country. A volume of his 
collected work under the title of 
“D’Oresques” will be posthumously 
published.



LE FORÇAT
By Edmond Labaye

U N sac sur l’épaule, il errait sur la 
route, en quête d’un mauvais coup 
à faire. Depuis qu’il s’était 

échappé du bagne, Pierre Matra n’avait 
pas mangé tous les jours à sa faim et, 
cette nuit-là, précisément, son estomac 
criait famine, n’ayant point reçu de 
nourriture depuis une quinzaine 
d’heures.

La lune blafarde, immobile derrière 
les nuages, masquée par eux à de rap
ides intervalles, éclairait le chemin par 
à-coups, tandis que les grands, arbres 
qui le bordaient, gémissaient sous la 
poussée du vent qui agitait bruyamment 
lèurs feuilles et faisait craquer leurs 
branches.

Pas très loin, à deux cents mètres en
viron, se détachaient dans la pénombre, 
les tours d’un château. Pierre Matra 
se dirigea de ce côté et fut bientôt ar
rêté par l’enceinte qui les entourait. Il 
n’avait point encore de but bien défini ; 
cependant, il escalada le mur et se 
trouva dans le parc.

Tout de suite, il rencontra une 
pelouse dont l’herbe fine, douce au 
toucher, et comme élastique, semblait le 
convier à se reposer. Il s’assit donc et 
éprouva du plaisir à étendre ses jambes 
lasses, puis il se prit à réfléchir à ses 
malheurs présents et passés, se remé
mora ce qu’il avait souffert à Cayenne 
et pourquoi il avait été déporté là-bas.

Et d’abord, il se revit dans son chez 
lui de jadis, heureux, vivant paisible 
avec Maria, sa femme et son gentil 
bébé. Certes, il fallait travailler ferme 
tout le jour pour gagner le pain quoti
dien. Mais peu lui importait, n’était-il 
point largement payé de ses fatigues 
par le bonheur que lui réservait son 
intérieur au retour? Mais, hélas! tout

S.S.—May—9

cela croula d’un seul coup, tel un châ
teau de cartes. Un jour il s’enivra. 
Qu’arriva-t-il après? Il ne s’en était 
jamais souvenu au juste. Ce dont il 
se rappelait parfaitement, c’est qu’un 
matin, se réveillant au poste de police, il 
fut conduit devant un magistrat et ap
prit qu’il avait tué un homme, à la sui
te d’une discussion après boire.

Ce fut a lors de longs jours en prison, 
dont la monotonie était interrompue 
seulement de temps en temps par les 
interrogatoires du juge d’instruction. 
Ce fut la terrible défense de voir sa 
femme et son enfant. Ce fut aussi la 
cour d’assises, sa condamnation à vingt 
ans de travaux forcés, enfin l’horrible 
départ pour le bagne, dans une cage, 
enchaîné comme une bête fauve, sur un 
bateau qui tanguait, en promiscuité de 
scélérats comme lui, sans doute, pour
tant coupables de crimes plus odieux 
que le sien, ayant agi en pleine connais
sance de cause.

Puis, arrivé au bagne, il avait fallu 
s’accoutumer aux manières des indi
vidus avec qui il était destiné à vivre. 
Mais, à force de hurler avec les loups, 
il était devenu loup lui-même. Les 
mauvais instincts de ses compagnons 
d’infortune l’avaient gagné. De bon, il 
était devenu mauvais ; d’honnête, il 
était devenu indélicat, le vol lui parais
sait maintenant une actions normale ; il 
sentait même qu’un nouveau crime ne 
lui répugnerait point, car, depuis long
temps, il s’était absout du premier. Il 
avait reconquis chèrement, au prix de 
mille souffrances, sa liberté;—banni, il 
n’avait point de scrupules à avoir. 
D’ailleurs, quel secours pouvait-il espe- 
rer de ceux qui n’étaient pas de sa con
dition? l’humanité ne se divise-t-elle

129



130 L E  FORÇAT

point en deux camps: les légaux et les 
illégaux ?

Il était maintenant classé dans les 
illégaux ; cependant, il voulait vivre, 
ayant une idée fixe : revoir, une fois 
seulement, sa femme et son enfant. Re
but de la société, il ne pouvait songer à 
solliciter du travail, en se montrant au 
grand jour il risquait de faire décou
vrir son identité, et de perdre, par ce 
fait, à nouveau, sa liberté. Pour par
venir à son but, il lui fallait de l’argent :

Or donc, il volerait, il tuerait encore 
s’il le fallait.

Pierre Matra se leva, bien décidé à 
agir. Lentement, presque en rampant, 
se dissimulant le plus possible, marchant 
sur l’herbe afin d’étoufïer ses pas, il dis
parut dans l’ombre des feuillages. 
Après avoir escaladé un mur, forcé 
plusieurs serrures, brisé un carreau (et 
tout cela, avec tant d’adresse et si peu 
de bruit, que l’alarme n’avait point été 
donnée, soit par les chiens, soit par la 
domesticité. Pierre, nu-pieds, un cou
telas entre les dents, suivait, à tâtons, un 
couloir obscur du château. Son plan 
était arrêté; il allait s’introduire dans 
les appartements, s’emparerait de tout ' 
ce qui aurait une réelle valeur, puis 
s’enfuirait ; s’il était surpris, tant pis 
pour ce qui se présenterait devant lui.

Le couloir tournant à angle droit, 
Pierre Matra se trouva soudain dans

une partie faiblement éclairée, la lu
mière venait d’une pièce dont la porte 
était entre-baîllée. Avec des précau
tions infinies, afin de ne point faire de 
bruit, il arriva devant cette chambre et, 
doucement, poussa l’huis. Il fut alors 
sur le point de laisser échapper un cri 
de stupeur; qui heureusement s’arrêta 
dans sa gorge.

Tout au fond de la pièce, sa femme 
était couchée dans un lit de fer, simple, 
et, presque à côté d’elle, dans un grand 
berceau, dormait un bébé de trois ou 
quatre ans, son fils, son cher enfant!

Sur les chaises de paille, qui meublai
ent la chambre, des vêtements étaient 
placés. Un bonnet et un tablier blancs, 
posés sur une table, indiquaient claire
ment les fonctions que Maria devait 
occuper au château.

Le premier moment de stupeur passé, 
il examina curiesement le local et vit, 
accrochée au mur, dans un modeste 
petit cadre, une photographie. Douce
ment, il s’approcha et reconnut son por
trait.

Alors, deux grosses larmes roulèrent 
sur ses joues, longuement il regarda sa 
femme et son enfant, leur envoya un 
baiser de la main, et disparut.

Le lendemain, à quelques kilomètres 
du château, on repêcha un cadavre dans 
la rivière : "V ~r":

C’était celui de Pierre Matra.

M A RRIED  woman derives much of her pleasure from making her hus- 
band realize what a sacrifice she made in marrying him.

MAN always wants to be first in a woman’s life, but a woman prefers 
to be last in a man’s. It’s certainly safer.

S O M E women only know what they want when they realize they can’t 
get it.



THE FIFTH HORSEMAN OF THE 
APOCALYPSE
By George Jean Nathan

O F  the numerous and fecund fal
lacies concerned with criticism, 

doubtless the most unremittingly 
enceinte is that which holds it a vastly 
more easy business to blame than to 
praise. “Any fool can find fault” has 
been the cornerstone of protestant re
taliation to so-called destructive criti
cism for something over two centuries. 
Upon it have been reared the most sar
donic animadversions of the Balzacs, 
Landors, Coleridges, Shelleys, Addi
sons, Lambs, Drydens and Disraelis, 
the very acuteness and hence longevity 
of whose destructive criticism of de
structive criticism might possibly sug
gest to the more waggish logician that 
the exceptionally gifted disparagers in 
point—by proving both what they set 
out to prove and, automatically, the re
verse—swung the punitive cowhide so 
far around their heads that it nipped 
their own ears.

That any fool can find fault is, of 
course, perfectly true. But that any 
fool can find fault accurately, soundly 
and searchingly is a horse of another 
colour. So to find fault calls upon and 
commands a decidedly uncommon tal
ent. And so, above this, to find fault 
with such a fault finder calls upon and 
commands—as the history of destruct
ive criticism emphatically proves—a 
downright genius. Any picturesque 
but empty dodo like the late Nat Good
win can toss off a four-pound five- 
dollar book finding fault with every
thing from the criticism of Dr. John
son to Edna Goodrich’s mother, but it 
takes the talent of a William Archer to 
find searching fault even with a single

one of Brunetiere’s dramatic theories, 
and the genius of a Bernard Shaw to 
find sound fault with what seemed to 
be the searching fault which William 
Archer found.

The extraordinarily capric quality of 
the mass of journalistic criticism in 
America is due, not as is generally 
maintained, to the desire of its writers 
to please by indiscriminate praise, but 
to the utter incapacity on the part of 
these writers to dispraise. In the the
atrical criticism that appears in the na
tive morning newspapers, the omnipres
ent note of eulogy is attributable less 
to the commentator’s wish to eulogize 
than to the recognized fact that, given 
less than an hour in which to confect 
an estimate of a play, gush is immense
ly more' simple of negotiation than dia
tribe. Every critical writer knows well 
the truth of this. When he is lazy, he 
writes praise; only when his mind is 
alert and eager does he feel himself 
capable of fault finding. The art of 
the careful, honest and demolishing 
coup de grace is an art calling, firstly, 
for an exhaustive knowledge of the 
subject under the microscope, secondly, 
for an original and sharply inventive 
analytical turn of mind, and thirdly, 
for a wit and power over words that 
shall make them whiz through the 
printed page. The art of the equally 
careful and honest hip-hooray, even at 
its highest, on the other hand calls 
upon at least the first two of these at
tributes in considerably less degree.

That the art of penetrating fault find
ing—or “ destructive criticism,” as the 
jay misnomer has it—is a grant denied
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the considerable majority of our jour
nalistic luminaries may be clearly dis
cerned not only in the lavish bravos and 
vivas already mentioned as constituting 
the bulk of the daily reviews, but—bet
ter still—in the retrospective and more 
carefully pondered weekly review of 
reviews published in the Sunday edi
tions. In these latter reviews one regu
larly observes a brave effort at quali
fication of the morning-after doxologies 
and joss-burnings, a sincere and up
right attempt to expose holes. But 
what the sum? Generally little more 
than a faint barking of amiable dachs
hunds suddenly disguised as ferocious 
bloodhounds—with Eliza already twen
ty miles away. The notion that this 
daily journalistic criticism is dishonest 
—a theory cherished by most play
wrights who compose dramas in which 
the heroine, when the detective’s back 
is turned, cleverly substitutes a rail
road time-table for the warrant for her 
lover’s arrest, and by most actors whose 
eyes have been alleged by the critic for 
the Mercure de Hoboken to be not 
quite so dreamy as Chauncey Olcott’s, 
or Louis Mann’s—this notion is absurd. 
The American journalistic criticism, 
whether morning or evening, is, save 
in a few notorious instances, not dis
honest; it is, save in a few equally no
torious instances, merely disqualified. 
It is disqualified because it honestly 
essays, when the occasion honestly pre
sents itself, to write razor-keen de
structive criticism and finds itself, be
cause of the supreme difficulty of the 
job and its own dialectical shortcom
ings, sorely confounded. Its toe, eager, 
well-aimed and valiant, is poised trem
bling abaft the breeches, yet condemned 
by inhibitory tendons to lift gingerly 
and rest content merely to flick a bit of 
lint off the coat-tail.

Consider, for example, such a paper 
as the present New York Globe. The 
perspirations of this gazette to compose 
incisive destructive criticism when the 
occasion demands are typical of the 
perspirations of at least three-quarters 
of our American newspapers. And the 
result of these perspirations is destruct

ive criticism that may be described as 
being approximately as destructive as 
the eruption of a Kiralfy card-board 
volcano. Even simple fault finding, 
fault finding that more or less accu
rately finds the fault, evades such jour
nalistic enterprise. In concrete instance 
whereof, take some such review as this, 
culled from the columns of the journal 
named:

“  ‘A  Sleepless Night’ is a  farce comedy o f 
the fam iliar Long Island bedroom type, but 
it achieves something farce it is not sup
posed to achieve. Jack  Larric and Gustav 
Blum, who are responsible for the night of 
insomnia, have managed to write much that 
is satirical into their farce comedy, and that 
is inimical to the piece. Folks that go to 
see farces don’t want to g igg le ; they want 
to laugh out loud, and blush." Etc., etc. ,

Here, indubitably, was a perfectly 
honest attempt to write honest de
structive criticism that was honestly 
merited. Yet observe the result. The 
exhibit in point failed to provoke laugh
ter and, since laughter is the chief end 
necessarily sought by such an exhibit, 
failed of effect. The Globe commen
tator appreciated this typically and ac
curately enough, yet when he tried to 
get at the reason for the failure—when 
he essayed even the simple business of 
getting whatever thoughts he had about 
the case onto paper—he became as one 
utterly bewildered and began meta
phorically to chase himself ’round in 
circles. Thus, while in -his very first 
sentence he says the piece is a farce 
comedy, he finds fault with the farce 
comedy because the farce comedy 
achieves something that farce is not 
supposed to achieve. Which, obvious
ly, is not far removed from criticizing 
“A Wife Without a Smile” because 
it achieves something that “ Charley’s 
Aunt” is not supposed to achieve. 
Granting even that the Globe Olympio- 
dorus had not here become somewhat 
twisted, what is the “ something” which 
one observes him astutely figuring out 
as being inimical and alien to farce? 
One observes him astutely figuring that 
satire is inimical and alien to farce, 
thus sagaciously proving to the doubt
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less vastly embarrassed Shaw that his 
“Andrades” is a gloomy arid ill-advised 
hybrid, and that such Continental sa
tirical farces as “The Fat Csesar,” 
“ Donatello” and the like are mournful 
affairs.

The fault finding which the gentle
man now and eventually negotiates, to 
wit, that the particular farce with which 
he is concerned was not laughable be
cause while satire may make “ folks” 
giggle, it can not make these “ folks” 
laugh or blush, shows even more clear
ly the blind and vain critical groping 
for the play’s actual fault. That satire 
cannot make persons laugh aloud (as, 
for example, in the demonstrated case, 
among a hundred or more others, of de 
Caillavet’s and de Fler’s “The King” ) 
or blush (as, for example, in the may
hap demonstrated case, among a hun
dred or more others, of the unexpur
gated satirical farce on the French petty 
bureaucrat, “ La Presidente” ) is by 
way of being what is known to news
papers as a “beat”—and may so be 
proudly regarded by the Globe Zim
babwe.

Is it any wonder, therefore, that ap
preciating the difficulty of achieving 
anything approaching destructive criti
cism, or even remotely sound fault find
ing, the majority of newspapers very 
frankly heave a sigh, throw up the 
sponge and cover their confusion by the 
simple expedient of shooting off very 
easily contrived volleys of Pollyanna 
oil? To be fair to the Globe Vesuvius, 
one must at least praise him for his 
effort to do the right thing, for his 
hard sweating to get at the faults of 
the play he was engaged to appraise, for 
his attempt, however ill-fated, to brew 
an appropriately destructive criticism. 
But for one Globe Dred Scott who suc
ceeds even in getting so far with de
structive criticism as this Globe Dred 
Scott has more or less brilliantly suc
ceeded, one finds a multitude of Eve
ning Telegram cupids who correctly ap
preciate the labyrinthine embarrass
ments of the job and genially pass 
them up with such facile constructive 
slow music as

"M r. Glendinning’s attempts to extricate 
himself from his sad predicament, into which 
he fell guiltlessly, thus seeming to bear out 
the contention that it is only the innocant 
who get caught, were screamingly funny, as 
explanations usually are to unfeeling audi
tors. It could not be otherwise. Any youth 
put under the necessity o f clearing up the 
mystery and doubt aroused by the discovery 
of one pink-pajamaed beauty^Tmder the bed
clothes in his apartment, would be funny 
just because of the foolishness o f the idea 
that it could be done. But tw o ! Oh, yes, 
the other one wasn’t in pajam as. No, she 
sort of wrapped herself in a flowered kimono 
and looked self-conscious. A s one o f the 
other characters delivered the line, ‘two w as. 
much too much’.”

“A  Sleepless Night” was written by Jack  
Larric and Gustav Blum. The dialogue is 
clever and- there are times when it ap
proaches the brilliant. There is a rapid-fire 
effect to it that helps in holding interest and 
bridges the gaps where the action lags a 
little. It also possesses the virtue of not 
appearing to have been written merely for 
the effect of being smart. The spoken 
words are all germane to the story. The 
play is ideally cast. The various actors did 
their roles to perfection. The production 
was staged under the capable direction of 
Oscar Eagle.

These assiduously sweet fellows who 
look invariably upon the theater as a 
June bride looks at a lily-bud are, how
ever, comparatively not always so droll 
as they would seem. After all, the spe
cies of reviewing which they espouse is 
not a whit less trumpery than that prac
tised by the equally assiduous journal
istic Eumenides who would seem to 
look not infrequently upon the theater 
(save when it concerns itself with the 
works of Percy Mackaye and other rep
resentatives of the eighteenth century) 
as a ravenous bus boy looks upon the 
free lunch. The mock destructive 
criticism of this latter school is fully 
as jocund as the mock constructive 
criticism of the former. As an example, 
take on this particular occasion a single 
slice from the critical opus in the Eve
ning- Post anent the same farce, “A 
Sleepless Night.” After a very fierce 
and savage preliminary charge upon the 
absurdly trivial little dingus with tanks, 
ten-ton pile drivers, iron shillelahs, 
large-bore cannon., dum-dum spears,
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howitzers and assafcetida bombs, this 
mortal pot-shot:

“ The story which it endeavours to tell 
is too silly and preposterous to come 
within even the elastic limits of farce.”

This, the Post Garcilasso Vega’s care
fully calculated climacteric fetch and 
death wallop. But the story, alas, 
happens to be fundamentally much the 
same story as that of Mr. William 
Hurlbut’s comedy, “ Saturday to Mon
day,” which, upon its presentation by 
Winthrop Ames a season ago, was— 
unless I am very greatly in error— 
highly praised as interesting and rea
sonable by this same forgetful commen
tator.

But to argue in defense and expla
nation of destructive criticism as a high 
form of art that its absence from the 
columns of our newspapers is often 
chiefly predicated on want of leisure 
wherein carefully to weigh, ponder and 
reflect, and wherein to interpret the 
findings pointedly and with skill and 
cunning, is plainly as droll as arguing 
that genius is merely a capacity for 
taking infinite time. The question is 
not one of lacking leisure, but one of 
lacking expertness. Turning from the 
newspapers to the American periodicals 
and books of dramatic criticism—all 
granted time and to spare for studious 
reflection—one encounters, with very, 
few exceptions, a. similar disability in 
the art of sound fault-finding. Appar
ently appreciating, as the newspaper 
commentators appreciate, that sharp 
destructive criticism is a rooster too 
difficult of winging, our critics of the 
drama for the more leisurely brochures 
take no chances, but sedulously devote 
themselves to an attempted concealment 
of their shortcomings in enthusiastic 
articles on such impressive and safe 
yoke -magnets as community theaters, 
Maeterlinck, the esprit of Yvette Guil- 
bert, and the value of repertory com
panies. That these enthusiasms are 
often grounded infinitely less upon 
calm observation and sound deduction 
than upon an unacquaintance with the 
topic in hand so great that it makes 
fault finding—so so-called destructive

criticism—out of the question, is fairly 
obvious to anyone who casts an eye at 
these bland uplift professors and their 
essays. Take, for example, my friend 
Clayton Hamilton, Romeo perfecto to 
Vogue. And take, for example, his re
cent amorous critique of Henri Lave- 
dan, a few illuminating passages from 
which I herewith make bold to 
quote:

“Throughout the last three decades, Henri 
Lavedan, of the French Academy, has been 
recognized as one of the foremost represen
tatives of contemporary French dramatic 
authorship; and, though his work is inti
mately national, he has enjoyed a quite un
usual success in the commercial theater of 
this country. The first of his plays to be 
presented in America was ‘Catherine,’ which 
was produced by Annie Russell in 1898. 
Otis Skinner produced ‘The Duel’ in 1906, 
and ‘Sire ’ in 1911. In 1918, Mrs. Fiske pre
sented ‘Service’ ; and the latest item on the 
list, ‘The Marquis de Priola,’ has recently 
been added by Leo Ditrichstein.,- Of these 
five plays, three have run for not less than 
an entire season in this country, and the 
others have been played for many weeks. 
What is the reason for this remarkable suc
cess of M. Lavedan with a theater-going 
public that rejects so many European dra
matists of even larger reputation on the 
ground that they are ‘foreign,’ and there- 
fore not immediately comprehensible?

“The reason is that Henri Lavedan is to 
be admired mainly as a painter of portraits.
. . . . The American public is, no doubt,
unconsciously attracted by the fact that M. 
Lavedan is more sincerely and emphatically 
moral in his work than any other o f his 
French contemporaries, with the single ex
ception of Eugene Brieux. . . . His
method is similar to that of one o f the most 
honourable authors of our recent English 
dram a; and it would not be at all beside 
the mark to describe M. Lavedan as the 
French,equivalent of Henry Arthur Jones.” 
Etc., etc.

What have we here, gentlemen ? We 
have—if you will forgive me the in
suavity—slobbergobble. For what we 
read is something that should rightly 
have been destructive criticism but that 
has been instead shrewdly palmed off 
on the layman as “ constructive” by a 
critic slick enough to understand that 
there is nothing like extravagant praise 
to cover up and hide inaccuracies. E x
amining the Hamilton composition even 
casually, one finds it a mass of gushing
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inexactness progressing with a gay 
jazzy crescendo to a sweet-sour whack 
on the cowbell.

By no first-rate critic in or out of 
France has Lavedan ever been recog
nized as of the company of Rostand, de 
Curel, Hervieu, Donnay, Lemaitre—or 
even de Caillavet and de Flers. He 
belongs rather, as every first-rate critic 
without exception has agreed, to the 
second group containing such names as 
Bernstein and Bataille. (We will omit 
Brieux and Porto-Riche—and even 
Capus—for whatever one’s personal re
gard for their eminence, their positions 
have been open to debate—and let us 
be fair to the Vogue philosopher.) 
Thus, to say that Lavedan is one of 
the foremost representatives of con
temporary French dramatic authorship 
is relatively as exact as to say that 
Ludwig Fulda (though a very talented 
man) is one of the foremost repre
sentatives of contemporary German 
dramatic authorship. Furthermore, 
Lavedan’s plays, contrary to M. Hamil
ton, have—with a single exception— 
not only not “enjoyed a quite unusual 
success in the commercial theater of 
this country” but—as M. Hamilton 
may learn if he will engage the records 
of the late Charles Frohman—have lost 
a fine pot of money. And the single 
exception, “Catherine,” will be found 
from the same easily accessible records 
to have achieved a comparative success 
less on its own merits than by virtue 
of the excellent showmanship and sen
timental hokum slyly practised in the 
casting of the play—a hokum whose 
adroit press-agenting will be unfolded 
to our Vogue sunbeam by any theatri
cal manager of the day. But the relia
bility of our impulsive critic is even 
more simply to be plumbed in his record 
that “The Marquis de Priola” “has 
been played for many weeks.” “The 
Marquis de Priola”—as I write this— 
has long since been withdrawn from the 
Liberty Theater after a plainly forced 
run; and, whatever the prosperity of 
its future, the fact remains that when 
Hamilton wrote his piece it had been 
playing exactly two weeks.

Let us go on. We now find our 
Vogue nightingale contending that this 
quite unusual commercial success (sic) 
of Lavedan is due (1) to his ability as 
a painter of portraits, and (2) to his 
moral accent. Yet “Catherine,” Lave
dan’s one American money-maker, will 
be admitted even by our Vogue Polly- 
anna to contain one of his very weak
est portraits, not only not in any de
gree to be compared with the portraits 
painted by him in the instances of “Le 
Prince d’Aurec” and “Le Nouveau 
Jeu,” but—more—not to be compared 
even with those exhibited by him in his 
commercial failures, “Le Duel” and 
“Sire”—and possibly “ Servir.” Again, 
to argue that “the American public is 
no doubt unconsciously attracted (and 
here, again, sic) by the fact that M. 
Lavedan is more sincerely and em
phatically moral in his work than any 
other of his French contemporaries, 
with the single exception of Eugene 
Brieux” is (1) evidently to have con
trived to read an esoteric lewdness into 
such a contemporary as Rostand, for in
stance, and (2) to believe that the 
American public was no doubt uncon
sciously attracted to so many enormous
ly lucrative French plays of “The Girl 
from Rector’s” order because of their 
sincere and emphatic Sunday School 
aspect. . . . The whimsey of the
Henry Arthur Jones comparison, after 
the preliminary ecstatic cornet solo and 
cheek-kissing, I need scarcely expand 
upon.

*  *  *
I have stated that gush is ever im

mensely more simple of negotiation 
than diatribe; that every critical writer 
knows well the truth of this; that when 
such a writer is lazy he writes praise; 
and that only when his mind is alert 
and eager does he feel himself capable 
of fault finding. Observe the self- 
proved truth whereof. The day is a 
soft and warm day and in me is a 
drowsy touch of the Spring fever. I 
am unwontedly lazy and what do I do ? 
I do what every critic does in a similar 
situation. I shrink from the arduous 
and perplexing task of finding fault and
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resort to the simple and easy business 
of writing praise. Instead of writing 
destructive criticism of destructive 
criticism, I indulge in the ductile subter
fuge of writing praise of destructive 
criticism!

II

No sooner did my recent article lav
ishly extolling the virtues of Mr. Ar
thur Hopkins appear on the newsstands 
than did the object of my admiration 
with a sardonic promptness make a bee
line for the Republic Theater and pro
duce one of the worst plays I have seen 
in years. And not only one of the worst 
plays, but one of the weakest exhibi
tions of casting, direction and staging. 
Named “The Fortune Teller” and writ
ten by Leighton Graves Osmun, a genius 
of the movies, the play is so bad that it 
automatically provides its own destruc
tive criticism. A callow assimilation of 
the most banal elements of such wind
mills as “East Lynne,” “ Madame X ,” 
“ That Sort” and “The Rogue’s Com
edy,” the exhibit reveals an utter lack 
of literary skill, dramatic skill or even 
mere theatrical skill—and not the faint
est trace of character assaying, philos
ophy, humour or commentary on life. 
A “mother love” whiffle solo of the 
whinnying species common to the mob 
theater at its soapiest, the writing of 
destructive criticism of the affair were 
as gratuitous as the writing of destruc
tive criticism of scapulodynia. And 
not only as gratuitous, but as difficult. 
As in all such cases, constructive criti
cism is very much more simple of exe
cution. To indicate what may be done 
with a “mother love” theme by a writer 
who has observed mothers instead of 
stock companies—by even a novice with 
an eye that yet sees other philosophies 
than those obtaining in Los Angeles 
and Fort Lee—I may constructively 
point to a story by a Mr. Lawrence 
Rendel in the present number of this 
magazine.

Mr. Hopkins’ casting of the Osmun 
masterpiece disclosed the irreclaimable 
vaudeville diva, Miss Marjorie Ram-

beau, in the leading role. Miss Ram- 
beau’s notion of playing an emotional 
role would seem to consist in drawing 
her lips into a hard straight line, gaz
ing out into the auditorium until her 
eye lights upon Mr. Archie Selwyn, 
staring fixedly at that gentleman as if 
he owed her money, and then—after a 
loud gulp and sniffle—reading whatever 
speech she happens to have as if it 
were a telegram announcing the death 
of her mother. Mr. Hopkins’ staging 
of the play was contrived with seedy 
scenery and his erstwhile sharp edito
rial eye failed to grasp the numerous ab
surd anti-climaxes with which the ama
teurish playwright had burdened his 
manuscript. All in all, a signal dis
credit to the record of a first-rate pro
ducer.

III

T h e  career of the actor-manager in 
the English-speaking theater has be
come so largely a matter of stencil that 
it may, almost without exception, be 
safely predicted in terms of three 
stages. The first stage finds the actor- 
manager—at fifty still vastly intrigued 
by his own beauty—given to present
ing himself in sentimental drawing
room comedies wherein, by virtue of 
an elegant morning coat and a gift for 
polite repartee, he succeeds in winning 
the affections of the lovely ingenue 
from the juvenile. The second stage 
finds him—nearing sixty and now re
luctantly intrigued somewhat less by 
his manly beauty than by his cosmic 
eminence—given to presenting himself 
in biographical plays wherein, by vir
tue of an illustrious historical name, 
a gray wig, a red plush suit, and alter
nately witty and heroic sentiments 
culled from the mouth of the drama
tized deceased, he succeeds in winning 
for himself at second-hand all the plau
dits withheld from the poor dead genius 
in his life-time. And the third stage 
finds him—beyond sixty and fat, and 
hence perforce brought to abjure his 
mirror and think of himself primarily 
as an actor—given, with but minor ex
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cursions for old times' sake, to 
Shakespeare.

That the second stage has been duly 
reached in the actor-manager career of 
Mr. Henry Miller is presently to be 
witnessed in his presentation of himself 
in the role of “Moliere” in the bio
graphical play of that name from the 
hand of Mr. Phillip Moeller. This- 
Mr. Moeller has done his job with a 
measure of the same skill exhibited by 
him in his biographical comedy on 
George Sand; and if the new play 
carries with it the indubitable sugges
tion of much pencil-head munching, la
borious annotations on the margins of 
reference books and like evidences of 
hard strain as opposed to easy inspira
tion, it is yet—as a piece of theatrical 
writing—considerably superior to the 
mass of hack Broadway stuff one is 
called upon annually to engage.

The biographical play is probably of 
all plays the easiest to write well, since 
the playwright’s philosophy and wit, 
attack and resolution, characters and 
characterizations, lay already full
blown before him and require but the 
not difficult manipulation of theatrical 
wires to set them to dancing. Such 
dramatic composition, however, always 
impresses persons profoundly. Yet it 
is a more simple thing, I venture, 
to write a play like “ Moliere” (for all 
that it approaches to the first-rate in its 
field) than to write a tenth-rate play 
like “Turn to the Right.”

The acting of the Moeller play is, 
save in one or two instances, of the 
droll accent customarily encountered in 
these biographical opera. In this par

ticular case, the Moliere of Mr. Miller 
is much less the father of French 
comedy than an amalgam of the Comte 
de Candale and Daddy Longlegs. As 
King Louis XIV , Mr. Holbrook Blinn 
suggests only a stockbroker dressed up 
for a fancy dress ball. Miss Blanche 
Bates is, as Montespan, effective; but 
Miss Estelle Winwood again comports 
herself as a wet tennis ball in the part 
of Armande. The minor roles are han
dled with relatively greater dexterity.

IV

S haw ’s miniature vaudeville, “Au
gustus Does His Bit,” briefly produced 
by Mr. Williams as a curtain raiser to 
John Taintor Foote’s comedy, “Toby’s 
Bow,” contains in its one twenty-five 
minute act twenty-five times the meas
ure of humour contained in Mr. Foote’s 
three forty-five minute acts. I f  this hu
mour is not always up to the Shaw 
mark, it is at least always many notches 
higher than the mark of the majority of 
writers whose labours the local stage 
is in the habit of uncovering. British 
pomp and complacency, Shaw’s fa
vourite topic, is here again the seat to 
which the satiric paddle is applied: in 
this instance, British pomp and com
placency in khaki. And for all the 
fact that the paddle in good truth oc
casionally slips, the whacks when it 
reaches home are yet of a sufficiently 
robust jocosity to make amends. Any 
playwright who can uncork three loud 
laughs from me in less than half an 
hour has, as I see it, amply done his 
duty by me.



PROF. VEBLEN AND THE COW
By H . L  Mencken

I
T EN  or twelve years ago, being en

gaged in a fatuous public discus
sion with what was then known as 

an intellectual Socialist (he has since, 
observing the proof of the pudding in 
Russia, renounced the red flag, taken 
down the wood-cut of Karl Marx from 
his wall, put up lithographs of Jose
phus Daniels, Elihu Root and Abraham 
Lincoln, and bought War Savings 
Stamps), I Was constantly beguiled and 
assaulted by his long quotations from a 
certain Prof. Dr. Thorstein Veblen, 
then quite unknown to me. My an
tagonist seemed to attach a great deal of 
importance to these quotations and 
urged me to read them well, but the 
more I read them the less I could make 
out of them, and so, growing impatient, 
I denounced this Prof. Veblen as a 
hawker of pishposh, refused to waste 
any more time on his snarling polysylla
bles, and applied myself to the other 
Socialist witnesses in the case, seeking 
to set fire to their shirts. That old de
bate, which took place by mail (for the 
Socialist lived like a moving-picture ac
tor on his country estate, and I was a 
wage-slave attached to a city news
paper), Was afterward embalmed in a 
dull book, and the book is now as com
pletely forgotten as Baxter’s “ Saint’s 
Rest” or the Constitution of the United 
States. I myself have not looked into 
it for six or eight years, and all I re
member of my opponent’s argument 
(beyond ths fact that he not only failed 
to convert Ine to the embryonic Bolshe
vism of the time, but even shook my 
native faith in democracy) is his curi
ous respect for the aforesaid Prof. Dr. 
Thorstein Veblen, and his delight in the 
learned gentleman’s long, tortuous and 
138

(to me, at least) flapdoodlish phrases.
There was, indeed, a time when I for

got even this—when my mind was 
purged of the professor’s very name. 
This was, say, from 1909 or there
about to the middle of 1917. During 
that time, having lost interest in Social
ism, even as an amateur psychiatrist, I 
ceased to read its literature, and thus 
lost track of all its Great Thinkers. The 
periodicals that I then gave an eye to, 
setting aside newspapers, were chiefly 
the familiar American imitations Of the 
English weeklies of opinion, and in 
these the dominant Great Thinker was, 
first, the late Prof. Dr. William James, 
and, after his decease, Prof. Dr. John 
Dewey. The reign of James, as the illu
minated will recall, was long and glori
ous. For three or four years running he 
was mentioned in every one of those 
warmed-over Spectators and Saturday 
Reviews at least once a week, and often 
a dozen times. Among the less sombre 
gazettes of the republic, to be sure, 
there were other heroes: Maeterlinck, 
Rabindranath Tagore, Judge Ben B. 
Lindsey, Arnold Bennett, the late Ma
jor-General Roosevelt, Tom Lawson 
and so on. Still further down the liter
ary-and intellectual scale there were yet 
others: Hall Caine, Eugene Brieux and 
Leonard Merrick among them, with pa- 
per-bag cookery and the twilight sleep 
to dispute their popularity. But on.the 
majestic level of the Nation, among the 
white and lavender peaks of professo
rial ratiocination, there was scarcely a 
serious rival to James. Now and then, 
perhaps, Jane Addams had a month of 
vogue, and during one winter there was 
a rage for Bergson, and for a short 
space German spies tried to set up Euc- 
ken (now damned with Wagner, Nietz-
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sche and Ludendorff), but taking one 
day with another James held his own 
against the field. His ideas, immediate
ly they were stated, became the ideas of 
every pedagogue from Harvard to Le- 
land Stanford, and the pedagogues, la
boring furiously at space rates, rammed 
them into the skulls of the lesser intelli
gentsia. To have called James an ass, 
during the year 1909, would have been 
as fatal as to have written a sentence 
like this one without so many haves. 
He died a year or so later, but his ghost 
went marching on: it took three or four 
years to interpret and pigeon-hole his 
philosophical remains and to take down 
and redact his messages (via Sir Oliver 
Lodge, Little Brighteyes, Wah-Wah the 
Indian Chief, and other gifted psy
chics) from the spirit world. But then, 
gradually, he achieved the whole irre
vocable act of death, and there was a 
vacancy. To it Prof. Dr. Dewey was 
elected by the acclamation of all right- 
thinking and forward-looking men. He 
was an expert in pedagogics, metaphys
ics, psychology, ethics, logic, politics, 
pedagogical metaphysics, metaphysical 
psychology, psychological ethics, ethi
cal logic, logical politics and political 
pedagogics. He was Artium Magister, 
Philosophies Doctor and twice Legum 
Doctor. He had written a book called 
“ How to Think.” He was a professor. 
Ergo, he was the ideal candidate, and 
so he was nominated, elected and in
augurated, and for three years, more or 
less, he enjoyed a peaceful reign in the 
groves of sapience, and the intelligent
sia venerated him as they had once ven
erated James.

I myself enjoyed the discourses of 
this Prof. Dewey and was in hopes that 
he would last. Bom so recently as 1859 
and a man of sober habits, he seemed 
likely to peg along until 1935 or 1940, 
a gentle and charming geyser of correct 
thought. But it was not, alas, to be. 
Under cover of pragmatism, that ser
pent’s metaphysic, there was unrest be
neath the surface. -Young college pro
fessors who seemed as harmless as so 
many convicts in the death-house were 
secretly flirting with new and red-hot

ideas. Whole regiments and brigades 
of them yielded in stealthy privacy to 
rebellious and often incomprehensible 
yearnings. Now and then, as if to re
veal what was brewing, a hell fire blazed 
and a Prof. Dr. Scott Nearing went 
sky-hooting through its smoke. One 
heard whispers of strange heresies— 
economic, sociological, even political. 
Gossip had it that pedagogy was hatch
ing vipers, nay, was already brought to 
bed. But not much of this got into the 
jitney Saturday Reviews and grape- 
juice Athenceums—a hint or two, may
be, but no more. In the main they kept 
to their old resolute demands for a pure 
civil-service, the budget system in Con
gress, the abolition of hazing at the 
Naval Academy, an honest primary and 
justice to the Filipinos, with the over
throw of Prussian militarism added 
after August, 1914. And Dr. Dewey, 
on his remote Socratic Alp, pursued the 
calm reinforcement of the philosophical 
principles underlying these and all 
other lofty causes. . . .

Then, of a sudden, Siss! Boom! Ah! 
Then, overnight, the rising of the in
tellectual Bolsheviki, the headlong as
sault upon all the old axioms of peda
gogical speculation, the nihilistic de
thronement of Prof. Dewey—and rah, 
rah, rah for Prof. Dr. Thorstein Veb- 
len! Veblen? Could it be— ? Aye, it 
w as! My old acquaintance! The Doc
tor obscurus of my half-forgotten bout 
with the intellectual Socialist! The 
Great Thinker redivivus! Here, in
deed, he was again, and in a few months 
—almost it seemed a few days—he was 
all over the Nation, the Dial, the New 
Republic and the rest of them, and his 
books and pamphlets began to pour 
from the presses, and the newspapers 
reported his every wink and whisper, 
and everybody who was anybody began 
gabbling about him. The spectacle, I do 
not hesitate to say, somewhat distressed 
me. On the one hand, I was sorry to 
see so learned and interesting a man as 
Dr. Dewey sent back to Columbia, there 
to lecture in imperfect Yiddish to 
classes of Grand Street Platos. And on 
the other hand, I shrunk supinely from
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the appalling job, newly rearing itself 
before me, of re-reading the whole 
canon of the singularly laborious and 
muggy, the incomparably tangled and 
unintelligible works of Prof. Dr. 
Thorstein Veblen.

II

W e l l , I have got through it never
theless, and’, after all, with rather less 
damage than I looked for. There are, 
first and last, six volumes on the emi
nent master’s shelf, and I have read the 
whole half dozen. I rehearse their ti
tles: “The Theory of the Leisure 
Class,” “The Theory of Business En
terprise,” “The Instinct of Workman
ship,” “ Imperial Germany and the In
dustrial Revolution,” “The Nature of 
Peace and th'e Terms of Its Perpetua
tion” and “ The Higher Learning in 
America” (all Huebsch). But I do not 
recommend the complete course; a part 
will suffice for you, if you are naturally 
bright. Read the first book and the last, 
and you will pick up enough of Prof. 
Veblen’s theory to outfit you acceptably. 
Read the first alone, and you will have 
a fairly good general acquaintance with 
his ideas. For those ideas, save in de
tail, are quite simple, and what is more, 
often very familiar. The only thing that 
is genuinely new about them is the as- 
toundingly grandiose and rococo man
ner of their statement—the almost un
believable tediousness and flatulence of 
the learned schoolmaster’s prose. Tun
nel under those great mounds and stal
agmites of words, dig down into that 
vast kitchen-midden of discordant and 
irritating polysyllables, blow up that 
hard, thick shell of professorial bom
bast, and what you will find is chiefly a 
mass of platitudes—the self-evident 
made thunderous, the obvious in terms 
of the stupendous. Marx said a great 
deal of it, and what Marx overlooked 
has been said over and over again by 
his heirs and assigns. But Marx, at 
this business, labored under a handi
cap: he wrote in German, a language 
he actually understood. Prof. Veblen 
suffers no such disadvantage. Though

born, I believe, in These States, and 
resident here all his life, he achieves the 
effect, perhaps without employing the 
means, of thinking in some foreign 
language—say Latin, Sumerian or Old 
Church Slavic—and then painfully 
clawing his thoughts into English. The 
result is a style that affects the higher 
cerebral centers like a constant roll of 
subway expresses. The second result 
is a sort of bewildered numbness of the 
senses, as before some fabulous and 
unearthly marvel. And the third re
sult, if I make no mistake, is the present 
celebrity of the professor as a Great 
Thinker. In brief, he states his hollow 
nothings in such high, astounding terms 
that they must inevitably arrest and 
blister the right-thinking mind. He 
makes them mysterious. He makes 
them shocking. He makes them por
tentous. And so he makes them stick 
and burn.

No doubt you think that I exagger
ate—perhaps even that I lie. If so, 
then consider this specimen—the first 
paragraph of Chapter X III of "The 
Theory of the Leisure Class” :

In an increasing proportion as time goes 
on, the anthropomorphic cult, with its code 
of devout observances, suffers a  progressive 
disintegration through the stress of eco
nomic exigencies and the decay of the system 
of status. A s this disintegration proceeds, 
there come to be associated and blended with 
the devout attitude certain other motives 
and impulses that are not always of an an
thropomorphic origin, nor traceable to the 
habit o f personal subservience. Not all of 
these subsidiary impulses that blend with 
the bait o f devoutness in the later devotion
al life are altogether congruous with the 
devout attitude or with the anthropomorphic 
apprehension o f sequence of phenomena. 
Their origin being not the same, their action 
upon the scheme o f devout life is also not 
in the same direction. In many ways they 
traverse t ie  underlying norm of subservi
ence or vicarious life to which the code of 
devout observances and the ecclesiastical 
and sacerdotal institutions are to be traced 
as their substantial basis. Through the pres- 
epce o f these alien motives the social and 
industrial regime o f status gradually disin
tegrates, and the canon of personal subser
vience loses the support derived from an 
unbroken tradition. Extraneous habits and 
proclivities encroach upon tha field o f , ac
tion occupied by this canon, and it presently
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comes about that the ecclesiastical and sac
erdotal structures are partially converted to 
other uses, in some measure alien to the 
purposes of the scheme o f devout life as it 
stood in the days of the most vigorous and 
characteristic development o f the priesthood.

Well, what have we here ? What do 
all these harsh, cacophonous sentences 
mean? Simply that, in the course of 
time, the worship of God is corrupted 
by extraneous enterprises, and that the 
church, ceasing to be merely a temple, 
becomes the headquarters of these en
terprises. In brief, that men try to serve 
God by serving other men. This bald 
platitude, which must be obvious to any 
child who has ever been to a church 
bazar or a parish house, is here tor
tured, worried and run through rollers 
until it is spread out to 241 words, of 
which fully 200 are unnecessary. The 
next paragraph is even worse. In it 
the gifted pundit undertakes to explain 
in his peculiar dialect “that non-rever- 
ent sense of aesthetic congruity with the 
environment which is left as a residue 
of the latter-day act of worship after 
elimination of its anthropomorphic con
tent.” Just what does he mean by this 
“non-reverent sense of aesthetic con
gruity” ? I have studied the whole 
paragraph for three days, halting only 
for meals and sleep, and I have come to 
certain conclusions. I may be wrong, 
but nevertheless it is the best that I 
can do. What I conclude is this: he is 
trying to say that many people go to 
church, not because they are afraid of 
the devil, but because they enjoy the 
music, and like to look at the stained 
glass, the potted lilies and the rev. pas
tor. To get this profound and highly 
original observation upon paper, he 
wastes, not merely 241, but more than 
300 words! To say what could be said 
on a postage stamp he takes more than 
a page in his book!

And so in the other five volumes. In 
“The Higher Learning in America,” 
the last to be published, the writing 
reaches its worst. It is as if the prac
tise of it were a relentless and incurable 
disease, a sort of progressive intellec
tual diabetes. Words are piled upon

words until all sense that there must be 
a meaning in them is lost. One wan
ders in a maze of nouns, verbs, adjec
tives, adverbs, prepositions, conjunc
tions, pronouns and participles, most of 

 them swollen and nearly all of them 
unable to walk. It is almost impossible 
to imagine worse English, within the 
limits of correct grammar. It is clumsy, 
affected, obscure, bombastic, windy, 
empty. It is without grace or distinc
tion and it is often almost without ele
mental sense. And yet this highfalutin 
rumble-bumble, with its roots half in 
platitude and half in nonsense, has been 
gravely accepted, for a year or two 
past, as revelation, and the author of it 
has been put into the front rank of na
tional prophets. Nothing could more 
horribly reveal the essential childish
ness of all intellectual speculation in the 
United States. Nothing could offer a 
more depressing proof of the extent to 
which the game of ideas has been di
vested of all interest and vitality, and 
reduced to the estate of a formal com
bat with bladders between platitudiniz- 
ing pedagogues.

III
I h a v e  said that most of Prof. Veb- 

len’s notions are not only flabby, but 
also stale. This is true. Reading him, 
one never gets the thrill that goes with 
sharp and original thinking, dexterous
ly put into words. His fundamental 
ideas, stripping them of their gaudy in
vestiture, are always seen to be feeble 
and obvious. The concepts underlying 
“The Theory of the Leisure Class”  are 
simply Socialism-and-water, and the 
concepts underlying “The Higher 
Learning in America” are so elemental 
that even the editorial writers of news
papers have often voiced them. But 
now and then, starting from this stock 
balderdash, the talented professor at
tempts flights of a more original char
acter—and straightway comes tumbling 
down into absurdity. What the poor 
reader then has to struggle with is not 
only intolerably bad writing, but also 
loose, cocksure and preposterous think
ing. In brief, what he then has to
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struggle with is stuff so bad that it is 
almost impossible to imagine it much 
worse.

Now for an example or two. The 
first is from Chapter IV  of “The 
Theory of the Leisure Class.” The spe
cific problem before the professor has 
to do with the social convention which 
frowns upon the consumption of alco
hol by women, at least to the extent to 
which men may consume it. Well, then, 
what is his explanation of this conven
tion? In brief, here is his process of 
reasoning:

1. The leisure class, which is  the preda
tory class of feudal times, reserves all luxu
ries for itself, and disapproves their use by 
members o f the lower classes, for this use 
takes away' their charm; by taking away their 
exclusive possession.

2. Women are chattels in the possession 
o f the leisure class, and hence subject to 
the rules made for inferiors. “The patriar
chal tradition . . . says that the woman, 
being a chattel, should consume only what 
is necessary to her sustenance, except so far 
a s her further consumption contributes to 
the comfort or the good repute o f her m as
ter.”

3. The consumption o f  alcohol contrib
utes nothing to the com fort or good repute 
o f the woman’s master, but “detracts sensi
bly from  the com fort or pleasure” o f her 
master. Ergo, she is forbidden to drink.

This, I believe, is a  fair specimen of 
the professor’s reasoning. Observe it 
well, for it is typical. That is to say, 
it starts off with a gratuitous and highly 
dubious assumption, proceeds to an 
equally dubious deduction, and then 
ends with a platitude which begs the 
whole question. What sound reason is 
there for believing that exclusive pos
session is the hall-mark of luxury? 
There is none that I can see. It may 
be true of a few luxuries, but it is cer
tainly not true of the most familiar 
ones. Do I enjoy a decent bath because 
I know that John Smith cannot afford 
one—or because I delight in being 
clean? Do I admire Beethoven’s Fifth 
Symphony because it is incomprehensi
ble to bootblacks and Methodists—or 
because I genuinely love music ? Do I 
prefer terrapin a la Maryland to fried 
liver because plowhands must put up

with the liver—or because the terrapin 
is intrinsically a more charming dose? 
Do I prefer kissing a pretty girl to kiss
ing a charwoman because even a janitor 
may kiss a charwoman—or because, the 
pretty girl looks better, smells better 
and kisses better? Now and then, to 
be sure, the idea of exclusive possession 
enters into the concept of luxury. I 
may, if I am an idiot, esteem a book 
because it is a unique first edition. I 
may, if I am fond, esteem a woman be
cause she smiles on no one else. But 
even here, save in a very small minority 
of cases, other attractions plainly enter 
into the matter. It pleases me to have 
a unique first edition, but I wouldn’t 
care anything for a unique first edition 
of Charles Garvice or Old Cap Collier: 
the author must have my respect, the 
book must be intrinsically valuable, 
there must be much more to it than its 
mere uniqueness. And if, being fond, 
I glory in the exclusive smiles of a
certain Miss ------ or Mrs.  , then
surely my satisfaction depends chiefly 
upon the lady herself, and not upon my 
mere monopoly. Would I -delight in 
the fidelity of the charwoman? Would 
it give me any joy to learn that, through 
a sense of duty to me, she had ceased 
to kiss the janitor?

Confronted by such considerations it 
seems to me that Dr. Veblen is on wob
bly ground when he sets up his twin 
theories of conspicuous consumption 
and conspicuous waste, and that he re
duces them to utter absurdity by his 
long and tedious suport of them. Nor 
is he a bit more persuasive when he 
deals with the specific position of wom
en. That they are, in a limited sense, 
chattels is too obvious to need state
ment. A rich man adorns his wife with 
expensive clothes and jewels for the 
same reason, among others, that he 
adorns his own head with a plug-hat: 
to notify everybody that he can afford 
it—in brief, to excite the envy of So
cialists. But he also does it, let us 
hope, for another and far better and 
more powerful reason, to wit, that he 
loves her, and so wants to make her 
happy. This reason may not appeal to
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Socialist philosophers. In Russia, I am 
told, the Bolsheviki have actually repu
diated it as insane. But, nevertheless 
it still appeals very forcibly to the ma
jority of normal men in civilized coun
tries, and I am convinced that it is a 
hundred times as potent as any other 
reason. The American husband dresses 
his wife like a circus horse, not prima- 
rarily because he wants to display his 
wealth, but because he is a sentimental 
fellow and ever ready to yield to her 
desires. If any conception of her as a 
chattel were really in him, even uncon
sciously, he would be less her slave. 
As it is, her vicarious practise of con
spicuous waste commonly reaches such 
a development that her master himself 
is forced into renunciations—which 
brings Dr. Veblen’s theory to the verge 
Of self-destruction.

His final conclusion is as unsound as 
his premisses. All it comes to is a plain 
begging of the question. Why does a 
man forbid his wife to drink all the 
alcohol that she can hold? Because it 
“detracts sensibly from his comfort or 
pleasure.”  In other words, it detracts 
from his comfort and pleasure because 
it detracts from his comfort and pleas
ure. Nothing could be feebler. Mean
while, the real answer is so plain that 
even a college professor should know 
it, A man forbids his wife to drink too 
much because, deep in his secret ar
chives, he has records of the behavior 
of other women who drank too much, 
and he is eager to safeguard his wife’s 
self-respect and his own dignity against 
what he knows to be certain invasion. 
In brief, it is a commonplace of obser
vation, familiar to all males beyond the 
age of twenty-one, that once a woman 
is drunk the rest is a mere matter of 
time and place: the girl is already there. 
A husband, viewing this prospect, per
haps shrinks from having his chattel 
damaged. But let us be soft enough to 
think that he may also shrink from see
ing humiliation, ridicule and bitter re
gret inflicted upon one who is under his 
protection, and one whose dignity and 
happiness are precious to him, and one 
whom he regards with deep and (I

surely hope) lasting affection. A man’s 
grandfather is surely not his chattel, 
even by the terms of the Veblen theory, 
and yet I am sure that no sane man 
would let the old gentleman go beyond 
a discreet cocktail or two if a bout of 
genuine lushing were certain to be fol
lowed by the complete destruction of 
his dignity, his chastity and (if a Pres
byterian) his immortal soul.

IV

O n e  more example of the estimable 
professor’s logic. On page 135 of “The 
Theory of the Leisure Class” he turns 
his garish and buzzing searchlight upon 
a double problem. First, why do we 
have lawns around our country houses ? 
Secondly, why don’t we employ cows 
to keep them clipped, instead of im
porting sweating Italians, Croatians, 
Alabamans ? The first is answered 
by an appeal to ethnology: we delight 
in lawns because we are the descend
ants of “a pastoral people inhabiting a 
region with a humid climate.” True 
enough, there is in a well-kept lawri “an 
element of sensuous beauty,” but that 
is secondary: the main thing is that 
our dolicho-blond ancestors had flocks, 
and thus took a keen professional inter
est in grass. (The Marx motif! The 
economic interpretation of history in E  
flat.) But why don’t we keep flocks? 
Why do we renounce cows and hire 
Jugo-Slavs? Because “ to the average 
popular apprehension a herd of cattle 
so pointedly suggests thrift and useful
ness that their presence . . . would be 
intolerably cheap.” With the highest 
respect, Pish! Plowing through a bad 
book from end to end, I can find noth
ing sillier than this. Here, indeed, the 
whole “theory Of conspicuous waste” is 
exposed for precisely what it is: one 
percent, platitude and ninety-nine per
cent. bosh. Has the genial professor, 
pondering his great problems, ever 
taken a walk in the country? And has 
he, in the course of that walk, ever 
crossed a pasture inhabited by a cow 
(Bos taurus) ? And has he, making 
that crossing, ever passed astern of the
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cow herself? And has he, thus pass
ing astern, ever stepped carelessly, 
and—

But this is not a medical journal, and 
so I had better haul up. The cow, to 
me, symbolizes the whole speculation 
of this laborious and humorless peda
gogue. From end to end of his books 
you will find the same tedious torturing 
of plain facts, the same relentless piling 
up of thin and preposterous theory, the 
same flatulent bombast, the same intel
lectual strabismus. And always with 
an air of vast importance, always in 
vexed and formidable sentences, always 
in the longest words possible, always in 
the worst English that even a professor 
ever wrote. One visualizes him with 
his head thrown back, searching for 
cryptic answers in the firmament—and 
not seeing the overt and disconcerting 
cow—not watching his step. One sees 
him as the pundit par excellence, infi
nitely earnest and diligent, infinitely 
honest and patient, but also infinitely 
hollow and exasperating.

V

B ut the learned man himself is less 
interesting as a phenomenon than the 
lavish hospitality with which his mud
dled and highly dubious ideas have been 
received. They are greeted with the 
utmost gravity, arid almost as if they 
were the revelations of an inspired 
sage. And so they contribute their mite 
to the intellectual befuddlement of the 
country. That befuddlement is con
stantly marked by foreign observers. 
There is, in America, no alert and 
thorough thinking out of the fundamen
tal problems of our society; there is 
only, as one Englishman has said, a 
noisy battle over superficialities, a con
flict of crazes. Every year sees another 
intellectual Munyon arise, with another 
sure cure for all the sorrows of the 
country. Sometimes this Great Think
er is imported—once he was Pastor 
Wagner, once he was Bergson, once he 
was Eucken, once he was a lady, by 
name Ellen Key— ; but more often he 
is of native growth. I do not rank Dr.

Veblen among the worst of these 
prophets, save as a stylist; I am ac
tually convinced that he belongs among 
the best. But that best is surely bad 
enough, comparing it to the best of 
other lands. Our trouble, in brief, is 
that we have so  fa r  failed to produce 
an intellectual aristocracy, and that we 
thus lack any machinery for testing 
ideas critically and in the light of a 
settled and well-tried philosophy. The 
general notion of democracy will not 
suffice; it is too loose, too vague and 
academic, and its terms change too 
often. The mob is credulous and in
flammatory; the reigning'plutocracy is 
ignorant to the verge of imbecility; in 
the middle ground there is nothing save 
an indistinct herd of professors, often 
quite as ignorant as the plutocracy and 
always in great fear of it.

Dr. Veblen describes this faction of 
scholastic intelligentsia very accurately 
in “The Higher Learning in America,” 
albeit the thing has been done before 
and in vastly clearer* English. It is re
sponsible for what passes as the well- 
informed opinion of the country—for 
the sort of opinion one encounters in 
the aforesaid imitations of the English 
weeklies—for what later on leaks down, 
much diluted, into the few newspapers 
that are not frankly idiotic. But it is, 
in the main, timorous and futile, for it 
comes from a class of men of no defi
nite and inassailable position, and hence 
a class that is but seldom recruited 
from men of courage and originality.. 
Dr. Veblen exposes the characters of this 
class in the book I have mentioned: its 
supreme flower is the American college 
president, a professional sycophant and 
platitudinarian, engaged endlessly, not 
in the pursuit and dissemination of 
knowledge, but in the courting of rich 
donkeys and the entertainment of mobs. 
The book itself is proof of what this 
sycophancy at the top comes to in the 
end: it professes to expose abuses, and 
yet it discreetly refrains from describ
ing them specifically, with names and 
dates. If so much prudence shows it
self in a professor admittedly of su- 

[More, perhaps, anon]
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