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The Mender of Broken Hearts
B y  M . Hubert

" A RE you the mender of broken 
hearts:?”  inquired the girl in 
anguished tones.

The old man, seated, chin in hand, 
his gaze fixed on a vacancy, nodded; 
while one long, bony forefinger twisted 
slowly, endlessly, his snow-white fore
lock.

The girl poured forth a bitter tale of 
the mortal hurt she had received, of 
the villain that had inflicted it.

The old man nodded and stared past 
her.

“ I must wait,”  she murmured to her
self, “ They say he does nothing in a 
hurry.”  And nursing the broken heart 
she waited.

II
“ A re you the mender o f broken

hearts ?” wailed the youth with the wan 
face and the disheveled hair, halting 
his steps.

The old man, seated, chin in hand, 
his gaze fixed on a vacancy, nodded; 
while one long, bony finger twisted 
slowly, endlessly, his snow-white fore
lock.

“ He is,”  volunteered the girl; “ but 
you must wait. No one can hurry 
him.”

Then they fell into a long and earnest 
discussion o f their wounds, and ended 
by making light of them.

“ We shall be back presently,”  said 
the youth as they sauntered off.

The old man— smiling to himself—  
nodded, the bony finger twisting 
slowly, endlessly, his snow-white fore
lock.
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Things I Remember
B y M a jor Owen Hatteras

T HE excellent lunch that the illus
trious Crispi used to serve at Del
monico’s at five o’clock in the 

afternoon. . . . The incomparable 
orange blossom cocktails at Sherry’s, 
and the plates of salted nuts. . . . 
The tavern cocktails at the Beaux Arts, 
each with its dash of absinthe. . . . 
The Franziskaner Mai-Bock at L ü
chow’s. . . Dear old Seig’s noble
Rhine wines at the Kaiserhof. . . . 
The long-tailed clams and Spring onions 
at Rogers’, with Pilsner to wash them 
down. . . . The Pilsner at Appen- 
rodt’s in Paris. . . . The Pilsner at 
the Gambrinus in London. . . . The 
amazingly good American quasi-Pils- 
ner, made by Herr Abner, on the 
Raleigh roof in Washington. . . . The 
Castel del Remy at the Brevoort, cheap 
but perfect. . . . The very dark Kulm- 
bacher at the Pabst place in 125th Street 
in the last days of civilization. . . . 
The burgundy from the Cresta Blanca 
vineyards in California. . . . Michelob 
on warm summer evenings, with the 
crowd singing, “ Throw Out the Life
line!”  . . .  The old-time Florestan

cocktails— 50 per cent. London gin, 
25 per cent. French vermouth and 25 
per cent. Martini-Rossi, with a dash of 
Angostura bitters— drink half, then 
drink a glass of beer, and then drink 
the other half. . . . That Hoboken red 
wine, so strangely smooth and lovely. 
. . . The bad red wine (but capital 
cooking) at the Frenchman’s in Lexing
ton avenue. . . . Del Pezzo’s superb 
Chianti. . . . The ale at Keen’s. . . . 
Obst’s herrings, with Löwenbräu to 
slack them. . . . The astounding cock
tail made by the head waiter at Henri’s. 
. . . Drinking Faust all night in St. 
Louis in 1904. . . . The musty ale at 
Losekam’s in Washington. . . . The 
draft Helles at Kugler’s in Philadel
phia. . . .  A  Pilsner luncheon at the old 
Grand Union, from one to six. . . .  A  
stray bottle of perfect sauterne found 
in Rahway, New Jersey. . . .  A  wild 
night drinking Swedish punch and hot 
water. . . . Two or three hot Scotch 
nights. . . . Twenty or thirty Bass’ ale 
nights. Five or six hundred Pilsner 
nights. . . .

M OST men are failures because they think of getting a girl and then an 
 automobile. Success is attained by getting the automobile first.
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Blossom-T ime
[A Complete Novelette]

B y Stephen Ta Van

C H A PTE R  I

W E stopped at Blind Man’s Cor
ner in Plattery for gas, my 
brother and I, on our way to

ward Franklin-Pierce. I half expected 
to see the Yankee height of Long 
George Ellicott stalk from the tin ga
rage as in other days, but a thinly dis
guised Italian bandit slid out instead, 
and while he operated I walked across 
the street to stretch my legs, leaving 
my brother watching near the car.

It had been a trying journey. The 
company nullified pleasure in the mo
tion of the drive, which otherwise 
would have been agreeable enough on 
that first superheated day of the season. 
M y brother and I had scarcely spoken 
to each other for half a dozen years, 
and might never again have met, save 
for the opportunity of disposing at the 
same time of some formalities in con
nection with an inheritance at the town 
clerk’s office of the infinitesimal village 
from which our father had escaped 
when young.

Beneath the grease-paint of civiliza
tion, education, and the influence of 
cities we were still New Englanders in 
reality, as the Russian is a Tartar un
der his skin, and the Scot a Scot all the 
way through. W e had the Puritans’ 
peculiar harshness, that once set up is 
almost impossible to mellow ; the illogi
cal niggardliness, and an equally illogi
cal capacity, at unexpected times, for 
saying a brindled hound at the price of 
a million. Our father’s father had 
raised large crops of corn and oats

with infinite labor, and then had let 
them rot and be eaten by rats, for no 
other reason than a natural disinclina
tion to give them timely marketing. His 
stubborn blood had come down to us, 
making us capable of any Yankee pecu
liarity.

Thus for a mere detail of time-saving 
we were not only willing but mutually 
determined to endure the experience, 
irritating to males antagonistic from 
boyhood, of spending a day together in 
a roadster.

The outline of Plattery’s street— 
main in both name and significance—  
was familiar. It had changed hardly 
at all in the five years since I had ceased 
to spend odd summers in the district, 
and but slightly in thirty, though the 
village had descended in the latter pe
riod from a small prosperity to semi- 
desuetude.

The signs on two  or three of the little 
store buildings read differently, and 
here and there a house had changed the 
colour of its coat, but the effect in gen
eral was permanent, of adjacence to a 
cemetery. The neat low houses were 
smug in the sunlight like well-kept 
mounds. The few children, hurrying 
and stopping irregularly, squirrel-fash- 
ion, could not rid the atmosphere of the 
hint o f death.

The street would have been merely 
paltry without its trees— those stately 
elms, themselves decaying but still 
¡nobly thought-compelling in sweep and 
line, with which the early New Eng
lander saved his habitat from ugliness, 
as somehow he managed to save his life
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4 BLOSSOM-TIME

from utterly disastrous depths like a 
long-faced acrobat, clad as a tragedian, 
who suddenly, with just the quiver of 
a smile so faint one cannot be sure he 
means it, retrieves the balance of the 
ladder that seemed about to hurl him 
into the pit.

The porch of the small white house 
on the corner facing me was close to 
the street. It was a porch of the kind 
where old folk sit in warm weather 
more or less patiently, waiting to die. 
Wall and floor were bare and charac
terless, like a boat’s or a coffin’s, ready 
for the passing tenant.

A  moribund was sitting there, in the 
hot sun, with a dull-red shawl across 
his pointed knees. I did not recognize 
him at first, but at short range it was 
impossible to mistake the mass of ivory- 
coloured beard, and the gigantic frame 
which, though warped and shrunken, 
advertised to any who had known him 
in his active days the physical remain
der of Jesse Stives.

“ What can the old man be doing 
down here?” I queried, almost shocked. 
“ I f  ever a man arid his environment be
longed together, he was the one and 
Heifer Hill the other. What last blow 
can have befallen him as an anticlimax? 
For following upon that tragedy of his, 
any other would be diminuendo.”

I walked to the edge of the porch,- 
which was so narrow that my face was 
within a few feet of the seated an
cient’s.

“ Don’t you know me, Mr. Stives ?”  I 
asked. “ Don’t you remember Steve, 
the runt who used to come up in the 
autumn to hunt with Paph and Bim?” 

No gleam of recognition lit the vac
uity o f  the ravaged mask.

“ Van's boy, Steve,”  I persisted. 
“ Surely you remember Van.”

It was my father’s misfortune to 
have been labeled in honor of Van Bu
ren, the Fox of Kinderhook, and I 
thought that the clipped name might 
slip into a notch in the weakened brain- 
mechanism. The memories of the very 
old sometimes skipped a generation Or 
two, recalling distance clearly while 
forgetting the interim. This relic might

remember the young manhood o f my 
father, who had died the year before at 
seventy. Van and his brothers were 
well known to him, and addressed him, 
as did half the populace of that time 
Franklin-Pierce and Websterden, as 
Uncle Jesse. Directly, collaterally and 
by marriage, he and his first wife, Aunt 
Emmeline, born a Quickett, were as 
widely related throughout the country
side as a patriarchal couple o f old.

In answer to my second question, he 
brought his weary, almost expression
less eyes into focus upon me with slow 
difficulty. A  thought crept visibly 
through his mind, checked, and tottered 
out.

“ I remember ye,”  he crackled thinly, 
“ Van’s boy, Steve. Smart enough ye 
were, but a rotten egg. It was bad 
blood all the way through. Your daddy 
was the best of the lot, but the city 
cankered him.”

A  vestige of intelligence was in the 
speech, but no curiosity; the mass of 
ivoried beard reposed, the watery gaze 
went out of focus. Even five years 
before, the ancient venom would have 
come with a snap, the voice would have 
been at least the authentic phantom of 
a sonorous roar. It was said that in 
his heyday Uncle Jesse could shout a 
measured mile, and there was evidence 
o f it well into his seventies.

But nothing remained, save irritabil
ity ridiculous in its impotence. The 
man, once a rampart and a battle-axe, 
a warrior of mighty thews and a lover 
of tall women, had outlived himself. 
Not even the dignity of his tragedy was 
left.

It was lamentable, but none the less 
true (I  thought), that tragedy, like 
death, was not of itself dignified. 
Writer and preacher prattled of the 
impressiveness o f sorrow and death, 
but in fact neither possessed dignity, 
aside from that inspired by the char
acter of him who sorrowed or had died. 
The fierce and jealous God whom 
Uncle Jesse worshipped more as man to 
man than as a servant to the Deity— 
grim Jaaveh of the N ey  England ver
sion of the Old Testament—had indeed
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exacted the last savage vengeance by 
sending him to the grave unmanned.

Sharply a thought came to me, not of 
pity for the moribund, who had had 
points o f quality in his time of vigour, 
but o f anger for the shattered happiness 
o f two whom his doomed stubbornness 
had parted in their youth so many years 
before. I forgot his former hospitality 
— which indeed was not wholly disinter
ested— and moved partly by the"yeasty 
anger, and partly by a modern jester’s 
trivial self-importance, tying a tag to 
the completed work o f Destiny, I  
prodded him.

“ The orchards are in bloom this week, 
Uncle Jesse. The blossoms are white 
among the pear-trees, as they were in 
Mary’s time, and when the moon is on 
them there’s a haze that shakes the 
vision. The young men and girls still 
wander on the hillsides, in the moon
light and under the trees. They have 
no fear of shaken vision— they are 
Youth calling to Youth. Beauty walks 
with them through the night, Uncle 
Jesse, and though men may kill Beauty 
as you did once, they cannot overcome 
her immortality. Always she will arise 
again to walk on the hills with Youth, 
when the blossoms of the pear-trees 
shine white beneath the lovers’ moon. 
Always, do you hear? You are done 
for— before many other moons have 
floated by you will be dust to 
stop a bunghole, but beauty and love 
go on.”

Under the drive of the words, active 
memory awoke and the pace o f the 
aged machinery leaped ominously. The 
feeble claws clutched the arms of the 
rocker, the wrecked torso stiffened, a 
faint colour appeared in the waxen 
cheeks above the blanket of the beard, 
and the beard gaped, exposing a purple 
cavity. I was genuinely afraid lest a 
spasm might be imminent.

Fortunately at the instant the door 
behind the patriarch opened with a 
rush and emitted a woman o f fifty, a 
nursing ghoul obviously, in a tight 
black dress and wearing spectacles and a rectangular intaglio pin.

“ What’re you don’ here?” she de

manded. “ Can’t you see you’re disturb
in’ Mr. Stives? Be o ff!”

I retreated ungracefully, to the mild 
entertainment of my brother, who in
quired languidly as we continued on 
our way:

“W ho was the veteran with the beard 
that you were pestering?”

“ Uncle Jesse Stives.”
He thought for five seconds.
“ Not possible. That old fish can’t 

be alive still. He was Methuselah when 
I was a baby.”

“ There he is, all the same, capable of 
malice and of nothing else.”

“ He must be nearly ninety,”  said my 
brother. “ God save us from a fate like 
that! What was it that happened to 
him, anyway? I seem to remember 
hearing about some kind of a tumult in 
his well-bucket, but I forget what it 
was. You were just in time to get all 
that back-to-the-dear-old farm stuff, 
but the ten years between us saved me 
from it. The habit had been broken by 
the time I came along.”

“ W e have to pass near his old place 
on the way up,”  I said. “ I ’ll tell you 
the story then, it may relieve the mo
notony. He was quite an elephant in 
his way, and the woman— G od! a flow
er of passion blooming from an arid 
soil, Irony personified. There’s at least 
one thing you and I agree on, Dickie'— 
that a lovely woman is a wondrous 
manifestation.”

“ I doubt if we agree on the kind of 
woman, or what she manifests,”  he said 
dryly.

“ Have patience.”

C H A P T E R  II

W e  crossed the railroad bridge; 
turned east and then north into High 
Street— a side road glorified by elms; 
passed the gaping windows of the 
long-vacant canning factory, an opti
mist’s blasted dream; and shot out on 
the State highroad.

W e went smoothly up grade at forty 
miles, past the swampy gullies fragrant 
with odours of low woods and ferns, 
and interspersed with occasional rock-
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ridged pastures, that intervened be
tween the shore and the high, country.

New England scenery, stale to the 
dreary denizen, is quick with thrills for 
the returning emigrant. One may hate 
permanently certain traits of the peo
ple, may even scorn the poverty of the 
tillage-land, starved by too much thrift 
through generations; but the landscape 
of the countryside is ever poignant. No 
suavity and little warmth exude, but 
he who was born where stunted spruces 
overlook the misty meadows needs 
neither.

This land nurtured the Puritans. 
Their character was perceptibly influ
enced by it, and after argument, they 
remain in the mind as men, not mol
luscs. Though their ideals were fan
tastic, they at least aimed at ideals, and 
fought for them. The zest for battle 
is in the air and emanates from the soil. 
The grass of the upland, the fruit of 
the vine, are fighters; they must be, or 
starve. And when one comes suddenly 
upon some perfect bit of beauty, a deli
cate gentian in a fence-corner, flashing 
cardinal flowers near a wooden bridge 
— ah, how the sweetness of the sight is 
multiplied! W e are a bitter and un
gracious people, no more easily or often 
pleased than our land is generous; but 
our pleasure, like our pain, is sharp and 
tenacious when it does appear.

Such thoughts, perhaps a little liter
ary, ran through my mind as we 
mounted the macadam steadily. My 
brother did not share them. He drove 
with his mind on the road, which was 
virtually new to him, equally ignorant 
o f and indifferent to the connotations 
of the landmarks.

But when, having come nine miles 
uphill, we topped a rise on which stood 
a blasted white oak, victim and me
morial o f the celebrated thunderstorm 
of Ninety-Three, I gave him warning.

“ Off the starboard bow you see the 
Congregational Church steeple at 
Franklin-Pierce. From the top of it, 
according to the saying, you can see land 
in three counties and the water of Long 
Island Sound. Yonder to port is 
Heifer Hill. Take the next turn to the

left and cross a stone bridge. I ’ll show1 
you where Uncle Jesse lived.”

“ Uncle Jesse?” he said. “ Oh, yes, 
I ’d forgotten. I don’t know that I ’m 
wild about seeing where he lived. How 
about getting on to business?”

“ Oh, be a good wedding-guest for 
once,”  I said. “ It won’t hurt you, and 
I ’d like to see the place myself . Neither 
of us is likely to come here again.”

He grunted, and twisted the wheel. 
The car bounced across the bridge, be
neath which fidgeted the Monohassett, 
a slender stream for such a name.

The Hill Farm was the next. It 
stood not upon an eminence, but 
against the one from which it took its 
title. N o farmstead could have ex
isted through many Franklin-Pierce 
winters on the peak of Heifer Hill. 
Had the position there been tenable, 
Uncle Jesse would have held it, for he 
had the physical giant’s love of height 
and width, and a contempt for short 
men and masked places.

“ Build me my barns high so I can 
see ’em,”  he used to boom. “ I hate 
them squatty sheds.”

Every barn-raising that he held was 
prolific o f size big in the resultant 
frame, mighty in entertainment. His 
buildings dwarfed most others in the 
township, and the hard cider illumina
tions got at their liftings blazed fitfully 
for days and nights thereafter.

But what had become of the tall 
weathered structures ?  The farm as we 
approached seemed strangely shrunken 
and impotent. N'o huge gray splash 
merged with the dappled white and 
green of the hillside. Instead there was 
a gap dotted with a yellowish spot—  
the unpainted wood of a small building 
not yet mellowed.

The homestead itself seemed smaller, 
and when we were close enough for 
details I saw that the ell at the north 
side had been allowed to sink in ruins, 
while the main part of the dwelling 
was in a condition o f neglect made 
more emphatic by a patch here and 
there unskilfully put on.

The season’s first crop o f weeds 
thrust rank tops above the grass in the
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dooryard. Only the orchards in bloom 
softened the appearance of poverty and 
desolation. T o  right and left they 
spread their delicate white and pink, up 
the hillside behind the house, and across 
the road in the meadow toward the 
river.

Most of the old farmers scorned 
fruit, planting unhappy little groups o f 
trees, or a few odd apple shots for cider, 
but Uncle Jesse had practiced its cul
ture in quantity if not skilfully, as a 
part o f his general scheme of magnifi
cence. His taste was coarse as the 
time’s knowledge of varieties was 
slight, but he liked the idea of exuber
ant production. Though he had plenty 
o f tasty apples for the winter evenings, 
and barrels of the deadly juice in the 
cellar, he specialized in pears, and so 
in the neglected files o f trees, twisted, 
half starved, and broken, about to bear 
a fraction of their former yield, the 
white blossoms predominated.

Across the road were pears and plums, 
and directly behind the house the drift 
was solid white. There where the 
Seckels and Bartletts grew, two women 
o f Jesse’s house had met their 
lovers who circled over the hill 
and came down secretly because of 
the old man’s temper, and the lover 
who came in blossom-time had re
mained.

My brother, at a nudge, stopped the 
car before a gate which lolled from one 
hinge in the rotting fence post. A  mon
grel dog came yapping out, and from a 
clump of bush behind the pickets a 
shock-haired child raised suddenly an 
idiot’s face and formless screech.

In response to the clamour a woman 
personifying negation at thirty ap
peared at an open window. The idiot 
ran to her and pawed the low sill with
out gaining her attention.

"Where is Mr. Stives ?’’ I called. 
"Doesn’t he live here now ?”

“ He don’t live here no more, he’s 
down to Plattery.”

“ W ho does live here?”
“ Me and Mr, Hake— my husband.”  
“ How long ago did the barns bum ?” 
“ Two years ago. Say, if you want to

ask so many questions, you better go
somewheres else.”

She vanished, leaving the child to its 
senseless whine.

W e drove on slowly, and near the 
small new barn, which was little more 
than a shed o f slabs, came upon Mr. 
Hake, an old young man, with an ex
pression more patient than that of the 
usual victim of consumption.

He was willing to talk. The build
ings, he said, had gone up in the night. 
Maybe the fire was an accident, maybe 
it was set— he wouldn’t want to guess. 
They were a total loss, the insurance 
had run out. The old man had been 
taken to Plattery soon afterward. He 
was failing fast, and was hard to take 
care o f  in such a lonely spot. Abbie, 
his daughter, came and got him, and 
found a housekeeper to nurse him. She 
couldn’t keep him herself because she 
had no help. Maybe the truth was that 
an old person like that was a trouble in 
the house. The two sons paid the bills, 
he understood.

“ But where was his own money?”  I 
asked. “ He was supposed to be well 
off.”

“ He wasn’t near so well fixed as 
folks thought,”  replied the consump
tive, with a visible brightening. “ When 
Sam and Bim looked him up at the 
bank they found there wasn’t much 
left. They told him pretty quick what 
to do, I guess, and I hired the farm 
reasonable.”

“ What became of the money? Do 
they know?”

“ Oh, the old feller never did do much 
for quite a long time. That shootin’ 
that they called a accident kind of took 
the starch out of him. The farm wasn’t 
what you’d call rightly worked for ten 
years. I guess the money just petered 
out.”

It seemed the right verb to apply to 
the possessor as well as to the thing 
possessed. Uncle Jesse had petered 
lout. A  Samson shorn of strength, he 
lingered on in the twilight, doubtless 
longing many a time, before all his 
manhood went, for a roof heavy 
enough to crush him. His Pilgrim
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Jaaveh had denied him that privilege.
“ That is a horrible thing, to keep on 

existing after one has died,”  I  said, 
echoing my brother’s earlier thought. 
“What is life if poignancy has gone? 
Better fifty years, and so forth, as the 
good Tennyson wrote for our Victo
rian friends.”

“ Drat all poetry,”  said my bitter 
brother.

“Just for that,”  I said, “ I will place 
in a proper form before you Uncle 
Jesse’s story, which has in it much 
poetry and a grim and fitting climax, 
despite the thin latter end which you 
have seen. No man shall sneer at 
poetry to me among these hills, and 
escape unscathed while I am active.”

C H A PTE R  III

Jesse Stives , fourth child of a small 
farmer and a woman so committed to 
work and childbearing that she seemed 
never to have had a youth, was born 
under the shadow of the Pilgrim dog
ma. His father had undergone at 
thirty one o f the volcanic conversions 
common in a society where sectarian 
beliefs were vitally important and 
sharply defined, and the chill o f salva
tion by punishment wrapped the house
hold with the relentlessness of a Janu
ary night.

All o f the children except Jesse died 
at birth or after short and puny strug
gles. There seemed to be against their 
production for the farm’s bleak drudg
ery a protest of Nature, combatted 
strongly by the father, whose desire for 
offspring was of orthodox persistence.

Material for a tragedy existed; one 
imagines that more than once the bony 
hand of the wife moved hypnotically to
ward a cleaver, when Reuel Stives 
leaned over the tin wash basin in the 
sink, with the back of his lean corded 
neck exposed. If her brain was not 
atrophied by exhaustion, she must have 
had ironic thoughts when she heard him 
pray at the full stretch o f his lungs, in
structing and beseeching by turns, in a 
very ecstasy o f torment. Undoubtedly 
her light-gray eyes held at times a con

centration o f the icy, appraising glint, 
accompanied by a curl of thin lips, of 
the New England women looking at 
their men—Aunt Emmeline’s look, a 
generation later, for Jesse; the look, in 
still moments, of many middle-aged 
helpmeets beyond the confines o f New 
England. But she had neither educa
tion nor initiative to make good a revolt; 
and her mother, the crone puffing with 
innocent senile comfort at a clay pipe in 
the hearth comer, could give her no 
other counsel than endurance.

The fourth child survived by strength 
— an atavism, perhaps. He saw subse
quent babies carried out as they ap
peared, but never inspired doubt about 
his own continuance o f life. Later 
gossip, when his feats were bragged of 
through the countryside, endowed him 
with unnatural strength at birth. What
ever his beginning, he soon became, in 
the language o f the country, a more than 
stugged youngster.

For such a boy the life was bearable, 
but Jesse was too vital to remain on the 
farm indefinitely. It was his father’s 
cruelty that actually drove him out. The 
religious mania found customary outlet 
in beatings intended to chasten an un
ruly spirit. The parent suffered like a 
flagellant, going into executive session 
with his Tyrant after every employment 
of the strap, but his self-torture did not 
help the beaten boy.

The only moral feeling inculcated was 
hatred of a God who could countenance 
such a system, and the mental picture 
was akin: a huge old man with a broad 
gray beard, wearing a purple cloak and 
condemning to hell-fire, after much talk 
of mercy, slaves who had no chance to 
escape. Crude instruction administered 
intermittently at the district school was 
in line with this visualization, and the 
interminable sermons and long passion
ately-shouted hymns at the meeting
house were heavy with the strange mor
bid terror o f a solemn people reassuring 
Deity with the right hand and lifting up 
the left to ward off a blow.

 He left home on his seventeenth 
birthday. His mother had died o f the 
ninth delivery, and his father was
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marked for madness. He was already a 
giant, and though undeveloped, with 
every limb and member awkwardly at 
war with the other, was quite capable o f 
holding his own.

Working his way to the shore, and 
along it to New London, he shipped on 
a coastwise trading schooner, more by 
chance than for any reason except hun
ger.

If he had drifted into the West Indian 
trade he might have met and fastened 
upon an opportunity to make money; 
but he shipped next on a New Bedford 
whaler, and spent the best years of his 
youth on the open seas.

When he went to sea he was as nearly 
an atheist as was possible for a New 
Englander upon whom the impression 
o f a personal Deity had been stamped 
almost ineradicably. Education might 
conceivably have developed his denial 
into some form o f milder agnosticism, 
but contact with the elemental ocean 
flung him to Poseidon, who was but 
Jaaveh with a trident instead of the pur
ple cloak.

He hated the sea, fought it, and loved 
it in the true Puritan fashion of em
bracing a pet detestation. Something 
o f the spirit o f its immensity entered his 
soul as the gray billows with their sin
ister white crests swept by day after 
day. He was neither chastened by the 
rhythm nor inspired by the beauty, but 
volume and power were sib to the crude 
love of bigness in him—the bigness re
acted to and craved by his development 
under the work of trimming sails and 
trying out blubber. He answered the 
urge of his spirit, glorying somberly in 
battle with storms and men alike.

Both man and sea accommodated him. 
He stood by the bucko mate of the 
Melissa Wright when one of the blood
iest mutinies in New Bedford history 
occurred; came through to victory a 
mass o f cuts and bruises; and nearly 
killed the mate in port at the end of the 
voyage in a rum-row over a woman.

When he was third mate on the 
Repentance and Hope, a mulatto boat- 
steerer drove a knife between his ribs 
and gave him two months in his bunk,

that would have been eternity in deep- 
sea currents for a seaman o f  common 
build.

A  year later an old bull whale, that 
had been harpooned before, sounded at 
the, stroke of the steel, rose beneath his 
boat, and crushed it and two men like 
china cups. He was rescued from that 
flurry with a broken leg.

The Golden Eagle went aground off 
Provincetown in November of ’sixty- 
three, and Manoel Silveira, a half-bred 
braggart Portuguese o f uncanny skill on 
the water, ran out a shifty sloop from 
behind his island and took Jesse and 
two other three-quarters frozen sur
vivors from the rigging. The exposure 
was too much, temporarily, for even the 
giant’s endurance. For many weeks he 
could scarcely hobble, and when at last 
lie was driven to work, he went on a 
lumber Schooner southward bound.

The Army caught him in Virginia. 
He knew little about the W ar and cared 
less. Bitter convictions anent Abolition 
and States’ Rights, which would have 
been his natural New England portion 
on land, had failed to grip him at sea, 
and none o f his ships had met a South
ern privateer. During his rare periods 
on shore, he had been either crippled by 
injuries or savage and sodden with drink 
and passion for women. Patriotism was 
a name to him, and the negro merely a 
useful hand, in some o f his island 
phases, on a vessel.

Nevertheless when drafted he stood 
up well, in accordance with his nature. 
W ar’s brutality could not shock him 
after a decade on whalers, and military 
carousing was but a continuation of 
shore-leave excess, the natural sweating- 
out of men engaged in savage business. 
His strength came back to him, and he 
fought through the Wilderness with 
Grant’s veterans, up to the slaughter o f 
Cold Harbour, where a rifle bullet 
smashed two o f his fingers and lodged in 
his hip, and he lay on the field through 
the night, screaming in delirium for 
water.

The rigours o f an army hospital 
nearly brought on the end which a 
lucky discovery by searchers had
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averted. He crawled forth at Appo
mattox-time, a hulk like that of a 
beached boat drawn for repairs from 
long half-burial in the sand.

He had no vigour for the sea, and a 
long-delayed nostalgia beckoned him 
toward Franklin-Pierce. He followed it 
instinctively, making the trip slowly by 
easy stages, and testing his weakness in 
advance as an old man taps fumblingly 
with a cane. His bones were putty until 
the scent o f a late spring reached his 
nostrils from the hills, indescribably 
fragrant with the reawakening o f that 
northern country to the sun.

He knew for the first time, then, that 
he was o f New England. He had sel
dom remembered his birthplace without 
bitterness, and never would think of it 
sentimentally; but his fierce mind, a 
little tempered for the time by suffer
ing, admitted pleasure from the harsh 
environment so magically painted by the 
spring— the pastures quick with delicate 
new green, the sky above the fringe of 
larch and spruce so vivid. Perhaps his 
love for fruit trees dated from instinc
tive joy that came to his weak lungs on 
the breath of the sweet ragged orchards; 
for the late season made it blossom-time 
as he crept up the winding road from 
Plattery.

His father was dead, unmourned, and 
there was not even the pretense of a 
home to which he could return. He had 
but one relative on whose good-will he 
could count, a half-brother of his moth
er’s mother, an ancient, Medad Shanks 
by name, dwelling with his aged wife 
at Heifer Hill Farm. Jesse reached 
their well-curb exhausted, and was 
taken in with the flustered scurrying of 
a kind old couple startled by a wild ad
venture.

CH APTER IV

It was not long before he could milk 
two cows and guide an antiquated horse. 
With mockery of his own weakness, he 
ambled about the farm on odd tasks, 
and then put in and cultivated a field of 
late corn. Medad’s only son had gone 
West long before, and disappeared in

the gold-rush; the old man himself was 
feeble; and the fields had grown up to 
weeds. To restore a little o f the land’s 
prosperity was not only profitable to 
the health but business for the mind. 
The ability to rest— to lie in the sun 
and absorb  life— was not in Jesse. The 
work-demon o f northern blood drove 
him to labour.

Returning energy urged him equally 
into trouble. Franklin-Pierce was then 
a thriving community for a  farming 
one, and life was beginning to flow more 
rapidly after the War. The advent of 
a young man of Jesse’s thews could not 
take place unnoticed by the tall san
guine girls of village and farmstead. 
His was a quick eye at pigeon shooting, 
and once on his feet with his wounds 
fairly healed, he could throw any man 
in the two townships at collar-and-elbow 
or catch-as-catch-can. Skill gained 
from his rough experience counted 
heavily, but sheer size was the decid
ing factor.

In the autumn he was his old self, 
with a slight permanent limp, but solid 
and mountainous. When the chain 
slipped from a stone which a yoke of 
oxen was trying to pull from a hole, he 
sprang into the hole and heaved out the 
stone with his hands. Rustic femininity 
could not resist such deeds as that.

He had his way with many, and was 
no more troubled by moral qualms than 
he had been when, as a sailor, he went 
through a port on a drunken spree. But 
there was one girl who laughed at him 
instead of yielding— called him the 
Grizzly Bear— and naturally she was 
the one whom he desired.

She was Emmeline Quickett, a Yan
kee country peony; full-blown, of 
twenty-six. Her lover had been killed 
at Antietam, and though she was of a 
temperament receptive to another, her 
decision had been made about the man
ner o f the wooing. Unconsciously imi
tating a daintier beauty of the period, 
she said that the way to her arms lay 
past the pulpit. From this position she 
could not be drawn, either by cozening 
or by the hug of the bear.

Old Medad Shanks, tottering forward
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shrewdly, became the god from the ma
chine. He offered to bequeath Heifer 
Hill Farm to Jesse, subject only to a 
reversion if his son should return, pro
vided that Jesse and Emmeline, marry
ing, should care for him and his wife 
until their deaths. Thus with a few 
strokes o f the quill he could acquire 
comfort for extreme old age, and be
stow happiness upon two young persons.

The courted damsel, savouring her 
advantage, proved maddeningly coy. By 
turns she allowed herself spasms o f 
melancholy anent the dead soldier, and 
flaunted her bold red-and-black beauty 
before other appreciative eyes. Jesse’s 
prowess was in no danger of softening 
from disuse; she got him into broils' 
with twenty families. At last, how
ever, she gave way to his desire and 
her own, arid married him in a culminat
ing crash of hysteria, suitable to a bride 
won with difficulty.

It was her last effective" explosion; 
the iron and leather o f the man’s tem
perament beat her. She learned to know 
perfectly his mechanism—the effect on 
him o f any specific push; but to the 
principle that controlled the thing she 
could not get a key. Though her guess’ 
that he never forgave her for her early 
resistance was shrewd, it was not the 
whole story. In him, as in every thor
oughly characteristic male descendant o f 
the Puritans, there was lacking the 
eternal youth that keeps sweetness in the 
lover.

Children came fast: six sons and a 
daughter. Medad followed George, and 
Franklin, Medad; and then appeared the 
twins, Epaphroditus and Abimelech, and 
after them Samuel and Abigail. Ben
jamin was the last, with a gap between 
—a son o f Sarah, for his mother was 
beyond the common age of women who 
bear children.

The name o f Medad was a sop to 
continued fortune. The subsequent 
biblical outburst in nomenclature coin

cid ed  with the beginning of Jesse’s fight 
against his father’s dogma, which came 
to settle on his shoulders.

Red-eyed for vengeance, belief in 
the God o f Punishment emerged like

substance from shadow, out of the 
wintry woodland beyond Heifer Hill 
and from memories o f the storm-wrapt 
ocean, into the consciousness of the 
“ warm”  farmer in his prosperous days.

The obsession grew gradually and 
could not break the mind, since Jesse’s 
mind was not geared to madness. It 
was an Old Testament obsession, not 
unlike King David’s. After David 
sinned, he suffered from remorse. In 
like manner Jesse Stives sinned and suf
fered blackly. Marriage, grown thin, 
was no deterrent to the fire that surged 
through him, and success made him 
more arrogant. He broke the jaw, and 
almost the neck, of a hireling oaf who 
hesitated to obey an order; and it was 
notorious that the child of a cousin of 
his wife, supported by him and con
temptuously tolerated by Aunt Emme
line, was his own daughter.

His upheavals o f repentance for such 
deeds may have brought on his wife’s 
scorn, as King David’s prancing earned 
Michal’s. She might have retained 
admiration for his strength if he had 
not weakened intermittently under the 
weight of the black hound o f supersti
tion on his shoulders.

CH APTER V

T h e  establishment had for me a kind 
o f  magnificence in the days when the 
boys were growing up. There was a 
rough rustic glamour— a spirit as of ale 
and the quips of that honest-hearted fel
low Wamba the Jester, in Cedric the 
Saxon’s home in “ Ivanhoe.”  No doubt 
I was somewhat misled by the good
nature with which I was treated as a  
small guest for whom, as I afterward 
learned, board had been liberally paid; 
but there was a percentage o f real gen
erosity in the family’s feeling toward 
children, and the place had much more 
validly the atmosphere of the yeoman- 
noble’s than the farms o f today.

It was virtually self-supporting, in the 
production and conversion o f the essen
tials o f life, on the spot. Not only were 
grain and vegetables grown; animals 
were slaughtered and the quarters
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smoked, and in innumerable minor mat
ters— the making o f candles, and fea
ther beds, and clothing— the household 
activities extended almost medievally.

 The hearth with its crane had given 
way to a stove, but other conveniences 
were few. Civilization had scarcely en
tered the stage of forks; the hireling 
cleaned up his plate in workmanlike 
manner with a steel knife and a nubbin 
of bread, and other daily tricks had the 
same genial frankness.

Ben was the only child younger than 
I. The ages o f the older boys and Ab- 
bie ranged from thirteen to half a dozen 
years beyond mine. They formed a 
raw-boned and active crew, managed 
with accuracy by their grim mother, 
and scrambling for cover when gloom 
sat upon their father’s back.

Aunt Emmeline seemed to have no 
favourite; a coarse-fibred woman of 
harsh lines for whom early illusions 
had departed and the later ones had not 
appeared, she dealt out justice to all 
according to her light. Jesse’s partial
ity, on the other hand, was so marked 
that it had been accepted as final, arous
ing little bitterness and scarcely a com
ment. He was proud of Abbie, with 
the bubble vanity of a man who has be
gotten a handsome daughter, but the lit
tle Ben was above any comparison, a 
different element.

The boy had silver hair, not weak like 
an albino’s, but like the vigorous mane 
o f an extraordinarily hale old man. His 
features were unaccountably Greek, and 
he had well-shaped hands and feet, and 
an athlete’s form and poise. Miracu
lously, Jaaveh’s cloud had passed him 
by. He had his moods, but none of 
them was ugly with New England’s 
morbid melancholy. Fear was not in 
him; least of all, for his father.

It was an amazing thing to see the 
giant’s manner alter when the child with 
shining hair flung himself on him. Ben
nie’s freedom from the ancestral gloom 
seemed to raise it from him also, tempo
rarily. They were more like a young 
grandfather and a grandchild, than like 
father and son.

Prosperity occupied Franklin-Pierce

and Websterden for a generation, then 
moved southward and cityward in the 
natural course. The opportunities of 
business called the sons and daughters 
to the coast; in a single year more than 
a hundred went from Franklin-Pierce.

Among them were the Stives twins, 
Paph and Bin. George had gone earlier, 
and Medad, a wild driver, had been 
thrown and dragged to death by a crazed 
Hambletonian mare. Only Sam, Abi
gail and Ben were left; and Sam did 
not stay long after Aunt Emmeline’s 
death from cancer. It was time, he ar
gued not unreasonably, for him to do 
something for himself. If Robbie was 
to have the farm, there was no advan
tage in his staying.

Prior to his exit, Abigail and her 
father had come to a break. The girl 
was attracted by a red-haired horseman, 
a former crony o f her brother Medad. 
He was a loafer living on his mother’s 
income, and the attraction would have 
been short-lived if Jesse had not burst 
into a rage. He forbade the house ,to 
Merrill Peet, and threatened murder 
when he learned of secret meetings.

The threat came perilously close to 
fulfillment. The two men met on the 
church steps, and in reply to Peet’s sneer 
Jesse felled him with a whip-end, like 
a bullock on a barn floor.

Logically her father’s daughter, Abbie 
only awaited her mother’s death before 
leaving. Peet married her with an eye 
to her inheritance, believing that the old 
man would call her back. Instead, Jesse 
cursed her from the doorstep, and never 
spoke or willingly heard her name again, 
until a greater tragedy had broken him.

Drowsing and waking through the 
long country night on my semi-occa
sional visits after the departure, I used 
to hear him, ridden by his hound of re
morse, pace the uneven floor on the 
other side of the partition. He kept at 
it steadily, four paces east and four 
back, for from three to four hours of 
the night’s heart, so that one became 
accustomed to him as to a clock beside 
the ear.

At dawn he called Ben and went out, 
bellowing grimly at the hirelings as he
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passed their quarters over the shed. 
Moving down the boarded path toward 
the barns with slightly limping, brobdig
nagian strides, he stooped a little, so 
that his enormous hands, like kegs, 
swung below mid-thigh. The yeast 
was working in him. He had seen a 
son’s body brought in, and his wife’s 
lingering death-in-life, without emotion 
too deep to be worked off through spir
itual hysteria; but his daughter’s deser
tion drove him to silence. He went to 
church no more. The swing of the 
whip that stunned Merrill Peet had 
come at tide-turn, and his neighbours, 
weary of his violence and sensing with 
hyena-noses the beginning of his weak
ness, shifted from fawning to a general 
snarl which, while it moved the giant to 
bass laughter, made him hate contact 
with them.

Weakened, he was still Samson; and 
he had the land, and his youngest. His 
plan was to show the unfilial elder off
spring the folly of deserting the soil for 
the city, by establishing Bennie impreg
nably on the best farm in the district. 
T o  that end he worked early and late 
with the perverse New England energy, 
pushing the crude corn-and-potatoes al
ternation to squeeze the last bushels that 
the fields could be made to yield under 
it.

The very obstinacy which supported 
him conspired to prevent him from see
ing the ironical future’s most obvious 
trap.

Despite bitter experience he had not 
learned the unwisdom of trying to over
ride the essentials o f character. He was 
blind to Bennie’s inability to see money 
as a goal, and his peculiar love, irre
trievably selfish at the core, carried his 
insight no farther than the boy’s willing
ness, obedience and apparent happiness. 
His youngest son was the one person 
from whom he never looked for oppo
sition.

Thus Bennie grew up as though in the 
calm of a ship’s lee in a storm. Or he 
was a young man walking in a dream 
along a forest-aisle, clad in green, look
ing up at the sky and whistling a plea
sant air. He had no more warning than

his father o f an impending clash. 
Neither a prig nor a fool, he went light
ly without self-consciousness, one of 
the fortunate unfortunates who arrive, 
beloved of the Elder Gods, at the begin
ning or end of a generation, and are sac
rificed between it and the last or next.

He was not discontented; he turned 
instinctively from intimacy with people 
who seemed to him stupid, and loved the 
farm for the beauty of its hills rather 
than for the return from its fields. His 
body was still gaining, while his mind 
took its time in arriving at conclusions 
in the peace of that upland space.

The ugliness of the human element 
around him scarcely touched him. He 
kept through adolescence much of the 
Greek charm of his childhood. A  mon
daine of thirty would have seen him as 
the young Agathocles, turned blond, de
scending from the painting on an 
amphora, and would have longed to pass 
her long predatory fingers through the 
silver hair.

CH APTER VI

T he next blow was struck from the 
past. A  lawyer’s letter, as detached 
from probability as a meteorite, in
formed Jesse that a grandson of old 
Medad Shanks had made known his 
existence and would claim the farm un
der the reversion clause in his grand
father’s will. He was a son of the ad
venturer who had gone West to hunt 
for gold before the War. There would 
be no difficulty the lawyer stated, in es
tablishing his claim.

Jesse was too completely taken by sur
prise to rise to one of his rages. The 
event was preposterous. Orville Shanks, 
he- was sure, had never had a son; or if 
he had, with what foolishness did any
one seek to disturb an inheritance set
tled for nearly thirty years ? He neither 
acknowledged the letters nor troubled 
himself to notify Bennie, who was tak
ing a short-term course at the State agri
cultural college.

Soon, however, he was forced to give 
the matter attention. So fantastic was 
the contention from a common-sense
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viewpoint, and so obscure were some o f 
the technical points involved, that a 
court would scarcely have entertained 
the case seriously if the defendant could 
have contained his wrath at the prelim
inary hearing.

But no wisdom could impress the 
worth o f tact on Jesse. His anger had 
had plenty o f time for kindling, and he 
lit the courtroom with its blaze, to the 
delight o f as many of his enemies as 
had taken the trouble to attend. The 
court threatened him with punishment 
for contempt, and withheld it only in 
consideration o f the circumstances.

The case dragged along maddeningly, 
with the usual delays and abrupt re
versals. Once the plaintiff— obviously 
a tool of lawyers— was all but thrown 
out o f court. Again, the execution o f a 
writ o f dispossession upon Jesse was 
barely averted. All the devices of a 
loose legal system were employed by 
counsel on both sides. The gradually 
bewildering effect on the giant was la
mentable, and Bennie, tightening into 
manhood under the strain, managed to 
keep him within bounds with difficulty.

At last a strange and not unpleasing 
manifestation of sheer desperate force 
brought down the whole fallacious struc
ture. Jesse announced that he would 
shoot the man who took his home from 
him. An absurd yet potent figure o f 
defiance, he sat day and night by the 
window with his gun across his knees. 
When he drove behind the pair of weedy 
stallions, running to harness, which had 
succeeded the Hambletonian trotters in 
his barn, his wagon was an arsenal.

Bennie protested, the denizens 
laughed or raged, and the Law threat
ened, but he won his point. The Shank’s 
heir, genuine or otherwise, gave definite 
decision that he was through with the 
whole affair. He valued his life too 
much to risk it against so stubborn a 
maniac, for the sake of the lawyers’ 
leavings o f the proceeds from a hill 
farm.

The old man seized his victory with 
zest. Too bitter and scornful to talk 
about it, he ran the stallions ragged in 
flaunting advertisement of his freedom.

Because he had been successful, there 
was an element of barbaric grandeur in 
the spectacle o f the great bulk, delivered 
from its enemies, sweeping by behind 
the pounding little horses, its beard 
spread fan-like by the wind of the pas
sage. Once more, and after its time, the 
New England ego, as aggressive as an 
octopus’, had made good its fanatical 
self-assertion. The joy o f winning held 
back temporarily the progress of decay.

Settlement o f bills incurred in defense 
of the suit required several trips to Plat
tery, and his pride savoured them heart
ily. In the shore town he was the day’s 
celebrity, at whom the populace laughed 
behind its hand, but with a half-secret 
admiration. He saw the glances out of 
the tail of his eye, and enjoyed sardonic
ally the tone o f the comment.

One evening the stallions, scrambling 
with slipping hoofs on the wet asphalt 
at Blind Man’s Corner, swung the 
wagon against a telegraph pole and 
broke an axle. The blacksmith had not 
returned from an afternoon drinking- 
trip to Ware, and no one cared to risk 
a vehicle with Jesse on the rutted roads 
o f a rainy November night. He put 
up the horses at the hotel stable, and 
registered his name below those of the 
hardware drummer and the postal in
spector.

The heat o f the stuffy office choked 
him, and he sallied out on rain-swept 
Main Street. Down by the bridge the 
town hall showed an open doorway and 
lighted windows above it. Posters in 
the entrance advertised a theatrical per
formance. Driven by the rain and a 
random impulse, he went in.

He had not seen a play for twenty 
years—had scarcely entered a theater 
since the early burlesque days, when 
perspiring pink Amazons entered by the 
pair, and parting smartly, ambled to the 
front with the historic pseudo-military 
strut. So modest an illusion as that 
produced by the town hall’s oil foot
lights confused him a little, and he stood 
at the rear o f the room through half an 
act, struggling with the new impres
sions.

The company was the casual little
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group of barnstormers, the play a thin 
piece of claptrap hacked from an old 
melodrama to suit the limitations of 
stage and cast. The comedian was also 
the manager and play-tailor; the lead
ing man, once an actor, strove to con
ceal the ravages of fifty hectic years, 
and supported with a success bred by 
practice the accumulated nervous 
strain of a week-old carouse. A  hag 
played The Duchess according to the 
democratic tradition. Of the two 
younger women, one was a blonde of 
immemorial type ; good-humored if 
not harried, genial when fed, well- 
known since ancient Assyria for her 
story of betrayal by the son of a mer
chant prince. Old Jesse’s crude na
tive shrewdness rejected play and 
people flatly for lack o f  genuineness.

The other actress was of a different 
breed, and in the intermission he moved 
down to a vacant chair in front, to watch 
her. He had seen nothing more than a 
tall girl with black hair and dark eyes, 
but her throaty voice and the grace of 
her long motions fascinated him. He 
had the fanatic’s ageless interest, sensu
ous as religious hysteria itself, in a hand
some woman.

The curtain rose a few feet, stopped, 
fell with a thump then, after some hid
den commotion, was conquered and 
raised. Jesse sat staring at the dark
haired girl. Before the second act 
ended, the strength with which he had 
outfought his generation began to mock 
him by giving him a young man’s desire.

He considered the young actress care
fully. Women had always been cattle 
to him, and he could not understand 
exactly the quality of this girl’s appeal.

She looked sick beneath her paint; 
her beauty, seen at closer range, seemed 
dull, as though a film were over it. He 
detested sick women as he did sick cows, 
but the mystery o f sex prevented him 
from dismissing this one. He was in 
fact facing for the first time a charm less 
crude than that o f the field wench or 
the port siren— the arbitrary charm, de
fying analysis, of a woman born to- 
arouse passion insidiously, and often 
without volition, by some soft trivial

mannerism, an apparently unimportant 
contrast or blending o f colours.

The concentration o f his gaze attract
ed the watchful blonde’s attention. Un
der cover of the comedian’s antics she 
spoke to the other, and they both stared. 
Jesse caught the look, and the dark girl’s 
weary contempt, expressed in a smile 
that was merely a twist o f the short 
upper lip.

At the uneven fall of the final curtain, 
he roused himself from a daze, and 
pushed out between the covertly staring 
groups. Tramping back through the 
rain to the hotel, he divided the night 
between twisting on the hair mattress 
to which his great body was unaccus
tomed, and his old trick of pacing the 
floor.

A  little after midnight he heard voices 
and the slamming o f doors, and distin
guished the voodoo-word “doctor,”  sev
eral times repeated, with the usual oily 
emphasis but his room was in the el o f 
the building, the calls subsided quickly, 
and his thoughts banished his curiosity.

In the morning he had the wagon re
paired, and drove in clear biting weather 
over the frozen ruts to Franklin-Pierce. 
He said nothing to Ben about his trip, 
and the young man, brought up among 
the secretive New England moods, 
noticed nothing unusual. But the 
shrivelled crone, once his chattel, who 
kept house for them, suspected his trend 
with a last withered vestige o f intuitive 
jealousy, and cackled hints until he 
rasped a word at her that set her to 
dropping dishes.

He roamed the farm for three days, 
and paced his room for the larger part 
o f their nights, juggling, fanatic-fashion, 
to bring his desire and the will o f his 
God into line. At last the legerdemain 
was accomplished, and on the fourth 
morning he harnessed the little stallions 
and set forth for Plattery without a 
word, his broad flag o f beard spreading 
fantastically in the bitter wind.

There was no hesitation after his arri
val. He hitched the team by the post 
office, and questioned D. Y. Endicott, 
the postmaster, without preamble.

"I  want to know where that gal is, the
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actress, that was here Saturday night.”
Endicott, a feeble contemporary, 

whose thoughts o f women had become 
mere regretful wraiths, stared at him 
agog.

“Don’t stand there gawping at me!” 
the giant said. “ Tell me where she is, 
if you know.”

“ Why, she’s over to the hotel,”  said 
the startled pensioner. “ She took sick 
that same night”— he winked sugges
tively. “ You might have heard ’em 
bring her in if you’d have listened. The 
others had to go on without her. I 
guess she was pretty bad off. I guess 
you could see her now if you went over 
there—if you’re so anxious.”

Jesse left him to sow gossip, and 
stormed the Plattery House.

CH APTER VII

Mrs. Ed. F u r n iv a l , worthy mistress 
of the hostelry, averred after the event 
that by five o ’clock that evening she 
could have been knocked down with a 
feather. Between Old Man Stives’ ad
vent and that time, there had occurred 
an introduction, a courtship, a proposal 
o f marriage, the acceptance thereof, and 
the marriage itself, with the obliging aid 
o f the Reverend Monks, and her own 
and Debbie’s assistance as witnesses.

“ And not so odd at that, neither,”  
Mrs. Furnival was accustomed to con
clude her recital, “ when you come to 
remember that Jesse Stives was always 
loony, and the girl was a actress and 
part Portagee. You can’t tell what them 
spigotties will do, I never could abide 
’em.”

Thus the combination of local and pro
vincial prejudices.

Mary Sileira was a granddaughter of 
that Manoel who had rescued Jesse from 
the stranded whaler Golden Eagle, off 
the Massachusetts coast in ’63.

Grass-orphaned early, she had been 
brought up by her grandfather and his 
second wife, a one-legged woman, on 

 the Mare-and-Foal, where Manoel was 
light-keeper. The island household had 
a coastwise notoriety, due to the im
pressionistic personalities of the couple,

who were continually in trouble through 
causes ranging from the old man’s raw 
boastfulness to the woman’s loss of her 
artificial leg. Amusingly sinister char
acters, who might have stepped out of 
the pages of “ Treasure Island”— Port
land Joe, the ex-undertaker, and Captain 
Minot Hale, unpunished murderer o f 
three Cape Verde Islanders— frequent
ed the place, giving rise to rumours of 
smuggling in the naïve minds o f summer 
visitors on the mainland.

The picturesque tradition brought 
trade in fish and lobsters, and among the 
transients was an occasional blackbird, 
subject to the snare o f Mary’s develop
ing beauty. The old Portuguese and his 
wife capitalized the attraction shame
lessly, but watched its holder like pawn
brokers. No Lothario had real success 
until after Manoel’s mysterious death, 
which missed the note of tragedy be
cause of the victim’s opera-bouffe char
acter.

The one-legged harridan left the 
Mare-and-Foal to_ run a sailors’ board
ing house in New London, and Mary 
yielded to the persuasion of a marine in
surance agent named Felts, who thought 
he saw a chance to exploit her . His gla
mour for her folded like a mist when 
she discovered that he was already mar
ried, and she told him, in one of those 
grim tête-a-tête encounters which are 
like grave-openings, that she was 
through.

“ What will you do, you fool ?”  he 
sneered at her. “ You haven’t any 
money, and it’s a cinch I ’m not giving 
you any.”

“ I ’ll do what you’ve taught me,”  she 
answered. “ Do you think you’re the 
only beast in the world? I can find a 
richer one than you, and I ’ll do with 
him what I ought to have done with, you 
—keep him where he belongs.”

Accomplishment was not so easy. 
Opportunities were limited, her life in 
the full air of the island had given her 
a hatred for disorder and crowding, and 
her character revolted from forced in
timacy. After several unhappy experi
ments, she met and followed Peter 
Querriton, a struggling manager of
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cheap traveling companies, who had at 
least the merit of frankness.

“ Be good to me, and I ’ll teach you 
what I can,”  he told her. “ I’m a lonely 
little guy— my wife hates me, the way 
women get to hate a man for being alive 
at all, and I hate her. I wish I could 
settle down somewhere, and have a 
home, and pigs and chickens and chil
dren, and forget I ever saw a stage; 
but she won’t divorce me, and I couldn’t 
anyway. Acting is all I know, I couldn’t 
keep away from it. Maybe I ’ll have a 
stroke of luck some day. I ’ve got a 
comedy—  Anyway, you may as well 
take a chance with me until something 
better turns up.”

That was the difficulty— they were al
ways waiting f or something to turn up 
Querriton was the- opportunist, sunk in 
a well on a blue morning, up in the 
seventh heaven over a fair house at 
night.

Life with him, inevitably tawdry in 
many of its details, gave neither the 
satisfaction of a definite plan toward 
success nor the thrill of love returned. 
He was, as he had said, a lonely little 
guy, fighting in a spasmodic way a bat
tle always slightly too hard for him. 
He was affectionate, like a good-natured 
mongrel, and had a knack for play- 
carving and slapstick comedy but Fail
ure was his dreary playfellow, reappear
ing with a sheepish grin just when an 
escape seemed to have been made.

The pleasantest association of days 
which grew more and more uncertain 
was with Blondie Harkness, who joined 
the company in order (so she said) to 
forget that she was an actress.

Under the stark unscrupulousness 
which was her practical philosophy, 
Blondie had at core a sense of fair play 
sharpened by a snapping wit. She dis
liked cruelty and weakness, and would 
not betray a friend except to save her
self.

A  genuine friendship of the strange 
shifting female sort developed between 
her and Mary. They made common 
cause against John Lefferts, the drunk
en lead, and old Mrs. Keeney, who 
played dowagers and duennas and be-

wailed the aggressions o f an unjust fate 
in the intervals between cocaine sprees. 
Thinking, and speaking to each other, 
from the cynical viewpoint of females, 
they saw their lives in a way impossible 
for men to understand. They felt, 
without debt, the vague depression of 
events unsoftened by illusion, seized 
temporary pleasure and endured unhap
piness as casually as a cigarette was lit 
or a light turned out.

Blondie laid twenty-five dollars on the 
stained bureau-top in the Plattery House 
bedroom when she was forced to leave 
on the Monday morning following her 
friend’s collapse.

“ It’s all I have, dearie, and I’m not 
holding out much hope for the future. 
My intentions are good, but the flesh is 
weak. I know myself, so what’s the use 
of making fool promises? I only hope 
Pete comes across. Gawd knows he 
ought to, he got you into it. But men 
aren’t much on facing the music. When 
they’ve had their fun they’re through, 
you can’t change 'em. And Pete’s in an 
awful hole with that loan— Dubois, the 
peanut, is hollering for his money. I 
hate to spread gloom, but I wouldn’t 
count too much on him if I were you. 
It’s just hard luck.”

“It’s not his fault,”  said Mary drear
ily, “ it’s mine. I ought to have known 
enough to be careful— me, with the ex
perience I have. The only thing I ’ve 
got to be thankful for is that it hap
pened when it did. I ask you, what 
would I have done with a family? Kiss 
me, Blondie, and take care of yourself. 
Maybe something will turn up, like Pete 
says.”

So it was Blondie to whom she wrote 
after the visit of old Jesse Stives and its 
wild developments. The letter was 
scrawled in pencil on sheets of the hotel 
pad-paper, without much coherence, but 
expressed fairly the writer’s state of 
mind. The details of the marriage were 
set forth baldly, then Mary wrote, as 
she felt:

As near as I can make out, the old man 
has got himself to thank that his God has 
sent him to rescue me from  a sinful life. 
O f course that’s not the real answer, but

S. S.— Feb. 2
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he has the bug that it is. This G od o f his 
is the regular old  style terror. H e ordered 
m y grandfather to pull m y old bride
groom out o f  the drink years ago, and 
now  is the time to pay the bill. D o  you  
get the idea? W ell, I guess I can stand 
it. They say he has a bankroll and has 
fought with all his sons but one, and I 
guess I can manage that one, and I ’ll give 
the old man a square deal as long as it 
lasts, and hope to get out o f  it if I live. 
Y ou  ought to see the old bird, Blondie, he 
is made up for  the K ing o f  the Hills. I 
think he has had the same beard fo r  a 
thousand years. H is place is away up at 
the back o f nowhere, but anyway I  w on ’t 
die from  loneliness, not after fifteen years 
on  that island. So it’s me fo r  the simple 
life fo r  a w hile; don’t forget to  let me 
know  where you  are. Mary.

P.S.— I forgot to say that m y old dar
ling is a sport. H e has horses. He says 
running horses have made records and 
trotters have made records, but there are 
no records o f  horses running in double 
harness to  a wagon making records, and 
he is the pioneer. Can you  beat it?

CH APTER V III
O n  the next Monday the stallions 

drew the fantastically mated pair to 
Franklin-Pierce, and the trip marked the 
beginning of the period in Mary’s life 
which seemed to her, looking back upon 
it after time had dulled its poignancy, 
as if it had been a section from an
other’s.

She was conscious of a sense o f un
reality when they left Plattery behind, 
and mounted past the broken country to 
the bleak gray hills. The clear weather 
had ended; a high wind blew steadily, 
forcing down the horses’ heads, and to 
northward the sky was closing in for 
snow.

She was familiar with the savage 
storms of the Sea, which clutched and 
shook the coast, and let it go, battered; 
but the relentless enmity that seemed to 
rise from the land itself —  the very 
breath of iron winter— she had not 
known. It gripped her like a giant hand, 
of which the old man beside her was the 
thumb and finger.

For the first time she saw him as more 
ominous than ridiculous.  With the de
parture from the town he had returned 
into his own element, acquiring dignity 
as his surroundings fitted him. His

bulk and silence were merciless, like the 
landscape o f barren slopes and bare trees 
swept by the insane wind.

She tried to talk to him, but he had no 
conversation for the time. His mind 
was coiled about the accomplishment of 
his desire, in which the command o f his 
religious obsession was involved. 
Though he could wait, his purpose was 
closed, and there was nothing to be said 
about it. He was as certain of his 
righteousness, and as devoid of pleasant 
small talk, as the Pilgrim pillars whom 
one sees in the mind’s pictures, gravely 
instructing their women in the obser
vance o f duty, from the pulpit-attitude. 
He had stated his dictum, and no doubts 
oppressed him.

Desperate, she commenced to hum an 
air, and at last to sing.

Her singing voice had the throaty 
quality which in her speech had caught 
the old man’s attention in the play. It 
moved him, and roughly breaking in on 
the song, he demanded:

"What’s that you’re singing? It ain’t 
English, is it?”

“ Portuguese,”  she answered. “ My 
mother was straight Portuguese from 
Setubal, but I get the white skin from 
my father’s mother, old Manoel’s first 
wife. She was English.”

She looked at him with the curiosity 
of her sex, and sartg:

“Eu ten’no cinco namoros,
Tres de man’na, dots de tarde;
A  todos dies eu minto,
So a ti fallo a verdade.”

“ What does it mean?” he demanded. 
“  ‘I have five lovers, three for the 

morning, two for afternoon. I lie to all 
of them, and speak truth only to you.’ ”  

Jesse stung the stallions with a savage 
blow.

“ Don’t let me hear no more stuff like 
that. That’s no song for my house,”  

“ I ’ll sing what I please,”  she said, 
furious. “And don’t you strike your 
horses like that. I don’t like it.”

He stopped the wagon by hauling the 
horses back upon their haunches. Pos
session o f  the girl gave him temporarily 
the strength o f his youth.
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“Listen, my gal. No woman (he pro
nounced it woo-man) has ever licked 
me, and none is going to begin now. 
You do as I say. You hear?"

“ I ’ll leave you!”
He pointed with the whip, down the 

inhospitable road toward Plattery.
“ The road’s open. How far will you 

get, the way you are?”
She met his eyes squarely for a mo

ment, in a silence broken only by the 
panting of the horses. She shuddered.

“ Drive on.”
There was no more singing on the 

 way. They drove mile after mile with
out words, rising higher through the 
wind that grew colder, until, benumbed, 
they reached Heifer Hill.

Jesse turned into the barnyard, got 
out, stamped his feet, and lifted his 
wife down. She could scarcely stand.

“ Go into the house and wait for me,” 
he said. “ I ’ll come as soon as I un
hitch. If you want anything, tell the 
woman. You needn’t do no work to 
speak of, long’s you behave yourself.”

She walked unsteadily toward the 
dwelling, past the woodshed piled with 
cut lengths, and a native as sympathetic 
in appearance, who emerged from it. A  
board path led her into the dooryard, 
and to the kitchen door beneath a dry 
grapevine. As she stood there she felt 
crushed between house and looming hill.

The door opened before she could 
knock. A  tall young man, silver-haired, 
stood on the threshold.

“Who— who are you?”  she gasped 
stupidly.

“ Ben Stives. Who on earth are 
you?”

She stared at him, tried to speak, then 
began to laugh, leaning against the door
jamb. At last she managed to articu
late :

“ I ’m your new mother.”  Then, just 
before she pitched forward: “ You look 
human. For God’s sake take care of 
me.”

He caught her in his arms, carried 
her upstairs, and called the crone. When 
Jesse came in she was still in a stupour.

She did not get up for three days. 
The crone took care o f her without ten

derness, and she saw her husband only 
twice, for a moment or two.

By the time she was able to crawl 
downstairs, a dull feeling of inevitabil
ity had enveloped her.

The house was quiet as a morgue, and 
seemed isolated from all the world by 
the snow which, falling steadily, 
wrapped a shroud around it.

She found her way to the kitchen, and 
sat weakly by the stove. The crone was 
peeling onions in the sink-room, with a 
sulphur match held between her tooth
less gums to prevent her eyes from wa
tering. The Seth Thomas clock above 
the mantel-shelf ticked loudly, a half
grown kitten stretched itself in the 
stove’s heat. The kettle-cover made a 
faint rattle as the water boiled.

The door opened and Ben entered. 
He took off his coat and heavy cloth 

cap, shook himself, and walked across 
to her, leaving little pools of water in 
his boot-tracks across the bare floor.

“ I hope you’re feeling better, but I 
wish to God you had died before you 
came,”  he said with the flat Yankee 
abruptness. “ I loved you the moment 
I saw you.”

She stared at him.
“ You have a queer way of showing it. 

You seem to be a queer family, you and 
your father. He said the same.” 

“ Don’t make fun of me. I mean it. 
What did you come for ? I would have 
stopped you if I had known. Can’t you 
get away ?”

“ If you love me so much, why don’t 
you help me ?”

He lifted his hands in a helpless ges
ture.

“ You’re my father’s wife, and-he has 
always been kind to me. What can I 
do? But this is no place for you. It’s 
a crime— you and an old man like that.” 

“ I suppose you’re another one of the 
things he owns,”  she said bitterly, strik
ing at him in her self-scorn.

She did not know that he had opposed 
his father seriously for the first time in 
his life, on the evening o f her arrival, 
standing over her body until the old 
man, astonished by the resistance, yield
ed.
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“ If you were half a man,”  Mary went 
on, “and loved me as you claim to, you’d 
get me out of this. I didn’t know what 
I was doing when I came.”

“ There are things that are right and 
things that are wrong,”  said Ben stead
ily, “and you can’t make a right out of 
two wrongs. You’ve married him, and 
you’ve got to stick to him. But I ’ll do 
what I can for you.”

He could not do much, for Jesse, in 
his own choice phrase, ruled his roost; 
but he made her winter as comfortable 
as possible under the circumstances, in 
that dreary place.

Using his invention to break the 
monotonous strain of the old man’s 
tyranny, he read and played games with 
her through the long evenings, brought 
her small presents, took her to walk or 
skate or drive when the chance offered, 
making a comedian of himself for her 
amusement. Gradually she came to trust 
and depend on him, without realizing 
the nature of her real feeling. She had 
never had attention of that sort, had 
known nothing of any kind of love 
which did not want something from its 
object. They were like children to
gether, she and Ben, untroubled by the 
miserable bickerings of childhood.

She became almost happy, and showed 
it in looks and manner, gaining a colour 
that flushed the smooth white skin with 
the delicacy that makes a man’s breath 
catch, and singing when the slave-driver 
was out of earshot.

Once he came up unexpectedly behind 
her, and when he questioned her she 
said thoughtlessly that she was singing 
for her lover.

“ Some day you may be singing for a 
dead man,”  he told her.

She had been on the verge of for
getting his dangerous quality. Would 
he really be murderous, she wondered. 
She had the female doubt which never 
dies.

She spoke to Ben about it, opening the 
subject a little awkwardly, for they had 
formed the habit of not mentioning the 
old man direct in their conversations.

They stood in a sheltered spot of 
March sunshine behind the carriage-

house, and Mary had in her hand a 
measure from which she had been throw
ing a noon feed to the silly hens. Her 
hair was coiled low on her neck; she 
looked like a young girl.

“ What could he do in a pinch, Ben? 
He’s old and he’s getting shaky.”

“ Never count on it, Mary. You don’t 
know what he’s capable of.”

“ Ah, this everlasting heavy stuff!”  
she said. “ It bores me. The gloom, 
and the preaching— yes, and the wrink
led old fool. I can’t help it if he is your 
father, I ’m sick of him. I’ll get out. I 
think he’s a bluff, with all his talk of 
killing.”

“ Maybe, but you’d better be careful.” 
“ I’ll think you’re a bluff, too, Ben, if 

you talk so much about being careful. 
You act as old as he.”  The Spring was 
in her, her eyes were at work. “ There’s 
no fun in you any more. Has your 
blood got thin too?”

He looked at her with tortured eyes. 
“ You know well enough what’s the 

matter with me.”
“ No I don’t, Ben. How would I 

know what a dumb man thinks?”
“ I’ll show you,”  he muttered, and 

caught her in his arms.
Her reaction to his passion had more 

curiosity and triumph than love in it at 
first, but her youth, denied its fruition, 
arose to meet his. Memories of the 
cripples who had touched her— even the 
current horror of aged flesh— dropped 
away under his lips. By the time the ten
sion of his arms relaxed, the hunting in
stinct of the female was secondary.

She stared curiously at him, searching 
the clear eyes so easy to read, and so 
unlike others which had been close to 
hers. Dropping the wooden measure, 
she lifted her hands and she clasped 
them behind his neck, and her eyes 
closed.

“ There’s something different about 
you. Don’t let me go.”

Perhaps it was the first generous thing 
she had done, consciously, in woman
hood.

As her realization o f love grew, she 
would have surrendered herself to him 
with a frank abandon, if he had been
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willing; but the old man loomed be
tween them. When, in the struggle be
tween passion and the moral tradition, 
respect for tradition was uppermost, 
Ben almost shrank from her. The mor
bid self-deceit of the Stives line had 
broken in him, and he thought for him
self, but he could not escape utterly from 
his inheritance, and whatever his be
lief, love for his father barred his way. 
So long as there was no open declara
tion between him and Mary, the situa
tion could be endured. With passion 
aflame, it was scarcely tenable.

The strain communicated itself 
vaguely to Jesse. Weakening visibly, 
receding fast, after his false return to 
youth, into the half-light of age with its 
delusions and irritable revolts against an 
invincible foe, he seemed not to per
ceive the stark fact that confronted him, 
but to acquire through his natural jeal
ousy a general distrust.

In Mary’s handling of him there was. 
a grewsome twist, akin to the Portu
guese dandling of corpses.

Fearing him a little, and fearing much 
more that if she broke with him com
pletely, Ben would desert her, she re
venged herself in small ways. She did 
not hesitate to sing her songs, or to 
translate them unasked. She tempted 
him to the danger-point, as boys tease 
a bull, or balance on the edge of a 
chasm.

“ O papel em que eu escrevo 
Tiro-o da palmada mao,
A  tintal sae-me dos olhos 
A penna do comgao.

“ The paper I used to write to my 
lover is the palm of my hand, and the 
pen is my heart itself,” she sang mock
ingly, and the old man clenched his bony 
jaws above the rifle that he was oiling.

“ What are you doing with the gun?” 
she asked him. “ You’ll never catch any 
lover of mine to shoot him. You’re not 
quick enough.”

She went to Ben with the rifle story.
“ He gets up in the night and sits by 

the window with the gun across his 
knees, talking to himself and looking out

at the hill. He gives me the creeps.” 
“ He used to do that when the lawsuit 

was on,”  Ben said.
A  revulsion shook him, and he turned 

on her sharply. “ What do you want to 
plague him for ? He hasn’t long to live, 
and in a few years we’ll be free to do as 
we please. W e’re a pair of cowards! 
Why don’t you let him alone?”

“ I hate him for what he’s done, and 
because he keeps me away from you.” 
She drew his face down to hers. “ Come 
to me, Ben. Forget him. What does an 
old man like that matter ? W e’re young, 
you and I, we’re alive. Come to me, I 
love you.”

She caressed his face with the hands 
of desire, and every line of her ex
pressed her yearning.

They had the angers and lassitudes of 
love deferred, the doubts of themselves 
and of each other that madden those 
who wait. Driven by the mysterious im
pulse of a longing that had grown too 
strong to be subdued in that lonely place 
where they thought constantly of it, they 
tortured each other when together, and 
were miserable if apart. Sometimes 
they thought they wished that the old 
man might guess the truth but the son 
shrank from delivering the blow, and 
the wife dared not do it without his con
sent.

At last Ben could endure the strug
gle no longer, and decided to go.

The scene of parting was full of the 
argument and reiteration of such scenes, 
the useless twistings and assaults of 
minds caught in a net. The woman, 
pale and bitter, wrung dry of passion for 
the moment, clung desperately. Ex
planations sagged and fell, recrimina
tions broke from their own weight. In 
a sick void o f the emotions he tore him
self away at last.

He had told his father nothing more 
than that he was going to the city, and 
Jesse had opposed him violently, but 
only on that basis. After the exit, the 
last vestige of kindness went out of the 
old man, and he became as bleak as 
stone. He set his wife to work.

“ If you can’t be a woman, you can 
earn your salt,”  he told her. “ The Lord
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hates them that don’t labour. Get down 
on the floor and scrub for it.”

 He watched her like a jailer, and she 
did the crone’s tasks: cooking, carrying 
water, washing, even splitting wood.

The work made her sullen. She sel
dom spoke, and her eyes began to hold 
a faint reflection of the New England 
look.

In a month, Ben came back for a Sun
day afternoon hour. He was lean and 
fever-bright, and the muscles under his 
eyes twitched when he talked. He 
turned pale when he saw her.

“ Your hands! What have you done 
to them?”

She held up the swollen fingers 
silently, and he whirled on his father; 
but Jesse had turned his back in the 
sink-room. Ben asked with his. eye
brows the question:

“ Does he know ?”
“ He thinks I have a lover, but he 

don’t know who it is,”  she replied in 
her throaty, mocking voice, which she 
did not take the trouble to lower.

Her venom reached the giant.
He turned and came into the 

kitchen and stood looking at them, a 
battered monument to passion uncon
trolled.

“ Get to work!”  he said to Mary. “ Set 
out a meal for the boy. He’ll be hun
gry for food after a month of city vit
tles.”

Ben left just before sundown, while 
the long shadows slanted, and Mary 
walked with him to the gate, and a few 
rods down the road, regardless of Jesse.

The intoxication of the season was in 
the air, the scent of the earth’s mysteri
ous reawakening, so potent when the 
vernal twilight approaches. The coun
try had dressed itself in soft new green 
and the delicately tinged white of the 
fruit blossoms, just breaking into bloom 
in the field and hillside orchards. It 
was as though a bed were prepared for 
Spring, the bride, and care and ugliness 
had been banished for the time— as 
though the. Pilgrim Jaaveh had closed 
his eyes in alien meditation, while the 
wood-creatures of pagan days, released, 
came out to make a holiday to Pan’s

sweet high piping, and the Elder Gods, 
who never die, looked on.

The two walked together a little way 
through the armistice, their moods fus
ing silently, and parted after a caught 
breath and a word or two.

Mary returned slowly to the house 
with a face triumphant, aloof, the eyes 
glimmering like a dryad’s in the waning 
light. If she had met her husband she 
would not have seen him; but he had 
gone to the barns, and for a long time 
she sat alone while darkness gathered, 
holding her happiness like a tangible 
thing.

Jesse was to make his semi-annual 
visit to Ware the next week. It was his 
custom on those momentous occasions 
to drive early to Plattery, take the mid
morning train to the city, spend the day 
in haggling and buying, and return at 
night, arriving but little earlier than 
midnight at Heifer Hill. He clung ten
aciously to schedule, in the manner o f 
an old man fearing to yield an inch lest 
his whole line of resistance to weakness 
break.

He drove off in the cool morning, 
and Mary did two-thirds of the house
work, smiling secretly, and encouraged 
the failing and querulous crone through 
the other third. Later she sent the crea
ture to a neighbour’s, and bathed and 
dressed, choosing clothing that she had 
not worn for a long time in that house, 
and stopping often, idly, between the 
long, sweeping strokes of the brush over 
her dark heavy hair, or standing behind 
the screen of the honeysuckle at the 
window, with a white garment in her 
hands. As she hummed her song, “ O 
papel em que eu escrevo,”  her look had 
the closed wisdom of the chosen woman, 
sure of an appointed time.

At six o’clock she sat down to wait—  
secure and pale and fair, purified by 
sheer intensity of desire.

A  few moments later, Jesse’s footfall 
sounded behind her, and his voice said:

“ Go up to the bedroom!”
She sat deprived of strength by the 

hideous suspicion that struck her with 
the force of a blow.

“ Go u p !” he repeated gratingly. “ Go
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up, or I ’ll kill you where you are!”
“ What are you going to do?”  she 

stammered.
He made no reply, but motioned 

toward the door leading to the stair
way. Supporting herself by clutching 
at the furniture, she managed to 
reach the door, and slowly mount the 
stairs.

He pushed her into the bedroom.
She gripped the foot of the wooden 

bedstead, and twisted around to face 
him. Her mouth became a fantastic 
oval when she saw that he held his rifle 
in his hand.

She flattened her body against the bed, 
and thrust out both hands stiffly, uncon
sciously imitating an attitude she had 
learned on the stage.

“ Don’t kill me! Don’t kill me!”
He paid no attention to her, but locked 

the door and seated himself by the open 
window, through which he could see, 
beyond the screening honeysuckle vine 
that shed a flood of heavy fragrance on 
the suave night air, the hill-side orchard 
o f pear trees, a ghostly sea of greenish 
white in the moonlight.

Mary clung, half-crouched, to the bed. 
The old man thrust the rifle-barrel 
through an opening in the honeysuckle 
screen, and waited, in the moonlit 
silence which was so tense that it had the 
effect of a continued shriek.

“ W ell ,”  said my brother impatiently, 
“ well, get to Hecuba. How does it fin
ish? What’s the end?”

“ You guessed it,”  I said. “ I could 
no more lie about the ending of that 
story than renege on a thirteenth trick. 
It isn’t done.”

My brother groaned.
“ He got him,”  I went on hastily. “ He 

drilled Bennie clean, coming down 
through the orchard with his heart leap
ing ahead of him to the magic window. 
Most likely Ben never knew what hit 
him— and whom the gods love die 
young, you know. Trite but true.”

W e got down from the car in front 
of the town clerk’s house, which was 
also his office.

“ Do you mean that the old devil knew 
who he was shooting?”  my brother 
asked.

“ Ah, there you have me. Actions and 
motives are mixed, except in fiction. But 
whether he did or not, he rounded out 
his destiny logically. All the merciless 
proverbs in the world apply to him. He 
went scot-free so far as the Law was 
concerned, of course. The woman 
wouldn’t testify against him. Even 
she had a sense of fate.”

“ Or fear.”
“ As you like.”

C H A P T E R  I X

(Finis)

L O V E  is deaf. It can’t tell the difference between the W edding March 
 and the Miséréré.

M A R R IA G E  is man’s pathetic effort to perpetuate his name. Divorce 
is woman’s.



The Opportunist
B y J. D . Martin

T W O  drowned sailors swept toward the bottom of the sea. One of them 
looked backward and upward at the light which marked the surface of 

the ocean and the world he had so lately left. The other sailor began to look 
around him for pearls.

Incarnation
By William Drayham

S W EET, there were two I loved, 
Before God smiled and you came;  

And one was a shrine o f light 
And one was a house of flame.

One had rapture to give 
And one the pity of rest;

One had a passioned heart 
And one had peace at her breast.

A t the blameless feet of one,
Sad for my sins I knelt;

In the other’s wild embrace 
Was a Heaven seen and felt,

God is kinder today: .
Gone are those lovers two;

But the, holy lilies and fire 
Are met and mingled in you.
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The Bubble of Bliss
B y Amanda Benjamin H all

I T was the hour for the arrival of the 
evening stage. He stood with a long 
line o f people at the edge of the 

veranda, and he was the tallest picket 
in the fence. In his case Nature had 
set up an ambitious scaffolding and had 
then run short of materials to make a 
comfortable edifice. He was so thin that 
his clothes had given up trying to fit 
and fallen into corrugations, like an 
elephant’s hide. And as though it were 
not enough to be built like a meridian 
he had let his appearance go to the 
dogs by permitting a mustache that 
aped the walrus’s. He had accepted 
its downward proclivities as unques
tioningly as he accepted his chronic in
digestion. Everything about him ran 
north and south save his sense of hu
mour, which was hell-west and crooked. 
His name was Dawson, but he used 
to say he wished it were Flannigan; 
thought names with double consonants 
bully. He was distinguished in 
his ugliness and knew it, but he 
also knew that his smile was an 
alleviation.

Endowed with a fortune which his 
stomach would not permit him to en
joy, he roamed the world in hopeful 
yet hopeless peregrinations, like Alice 
in Wonderland, inclined to question the 
good o f it all, why nothing made sense, 
and all the little crooked paths of ad
venture invariably led back into the 
same house.

Each year he came to this lonely re
sort in New Hampshire, the only Mecca 
on a long road running between Twin 
Mountains and Maine; each year he 
said with a stern set to his mental jaw 
that he would not return. The hotel’s 
patrons were perennials, consistently 
upper-class, and his attitude toward

them was profane. Yet something held 
him. Ridiculously enough, he said it 
was the food, but as his was a pre
scribed diet it was more probably the 
scenery which nourished him. Three 
mountains rise over an intervening val
ley and are custodians of a silence in
timate, mysterious, prolonged. Daw
son had been known to take an acci
dental companion aside in the flush of 
morning or in the austerity of twilight 
and speak about these mountains in a 
quite confidential, excited way, as 
though he had proprietary right in 
them.

Here the hours of the day offering 
obvious pursuits; precisely at six in the 
evening one was invited to watch for 
the stage. Dawson’s pride gave him 
its contempt because he had sagged into 
senseless imitation of what the others 
did. It was as though he shared the 
general expectancy. For what? Let
ters? He seldom wrote and rarely re
ceived any.

Propinquity was the one condition of 
the personal element that amounted to 
shucks with him. A  letter seemed as 
devoid of blood as a snow-drift. He 
liked friendships to happen; he con
sidered it a hoodoo to plan and connive 
for them.

Besides, this watching for the stage 
o f life to deposit its freight, this watch
ing for the kettle to boil, for the jack 
to pop out of the box, provoked Provi
dence to do its worst. Yet illogically 
he watched, his face as expressionless 
as the faces of those that masked pas
sionate anticipation. The only differ
ence was that he did not care— not 
a bit. He had grown cynical from 
playing the role o f Sentimental Tommy 
with romance forever eluding him.

25
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At length the stage arrived. It came 
rollickingly, kicking up the dust behind 
it, dimming the enthusiastic geraniums 
before the inn. There were mail bags 
and packages, two passengers, a man 
and a woman, both products of depress
ing civilization, yet the woman more 
than usually provocative. As she 
brushed by him on the step he had 
a faint but pleasant tingling. She was 
old enough to know something; she 
looked too wise to know too much. Her 
figure was plump and jolly. She wore 
a small, amorous fur coiled about her 
neck.

When Dawson went in to dinner he 
consulted the directory and read two 
dissimilar names. He had taken it for 
granted that they were husband and 
wife. Their indifference had made him 
think that. Indifference may be the 
manifestation o f either intimacy or 
strangeness.

She was a Mrs. Henry V. Sayre; the 
man’s name was Humphrey Mailing. 
They would be put at his table, new
comers always were and remained 
there till his lack o f appetite had dis
heartened them away, just as cold 
weather scares the birds. Dawson sel
dom regretted them. It was long since 
even the appetite of his interest had 
been quickened. He went to his room 
and donned abject evening clothes be
fore invading the dining room to repair 
waste tissue.

There he was accustomed to sit in 
lugubrious isolation, weighing his food 
on tiny silver scales and coping grimly 
with the inhibitions nature had laid 
upon him. Soon, true to hunch, the 
male newcomer materialized to share 
his ostracism. This, according to the

 wet ink on the register, would be 
Humphrey Mailing, a big man, big 
enough to wear that name without 
stretching it.

“ Good evening,”  conceded Dawson, 
like a walrus that is tamed:

“ Good evening,” returned Mailing, 
with the surprised intonation of one 
who finds himself magnetic to a crank. 
In truth, clear across the dining room 
he had remarked that formidable figure,

the dour man behind his pharmaceu
tical array of silver.

Mailing was fortunate, an attractive 
forty, graceful rather than robust, yet 
compared to Dawson, immensely fit in 
every way. His hair was prematurely 
gray, his face sensitive and aware with 
channels about the eyes that laughter 
had made in time of freshet. Both men 
spoke gravely and tentatively, each 
warmed by the other’s reserve. 
Mailing had no pockets fu ll of 
chat to be turned inside out to 
a casual acquaintance, and Dawson 
knew the value of conserving per
sonality.

And along toward the end of the 
meal Mrs. Sayre was given third seat 
at table. It was the last seat in the 
dining room, and as though he divined 
some impropriety in the arrangement, 
the punctilious old manager himself ac
companied her and introduced the two 
men. They stood as though on springs 
and subsided mechanically after she 
had taken her place.

Mrs. Sayre smiled upon them with a 
faint hint of drollery and ordered with
out the slightest self-consciousness. She 
was wholesome. She had charm which 
she carried carelessly on the highroad 
to forty, not as some women carry their 
attractions, like a basket of eggs. There 
seemed no danger that anything about 
her would crack or spill. Her com
plexion was good and made just a lit
tle bit better with rouge. Her hair 
looked vigorous and well-brushed and 
was combed back boyishly; and the 
decolleté gown of scarlet, cooled with 
silver, lighted a jolly hearth-fire in the 
poor invalid’s brain.

The first words he spoke to her 
formed his apologia; her answer was 
characteristic.

“ I hope that you won’t mind my 
bird-cage diet,” he said, soberly, “ nor 
my warehouse habit of weighing every
thing I eat,”  and she returned with a 
twinkle from her deep-set, curly eyes.

“ On the contrary, if we weigh our 
words why should we not weigh our 
food ?”

For a full moment he maintained
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that elaborate melancholy, then sudden
ly he smiled and she thought,

“ For heaven’s sake, the man is at
tractive. What a pity that he looks 
and feels like that!”

But soon she saw that in some para
doxical way his pessimism and dis
ability were assets.

“ It has been my experience,”  he 
now told her, “ that words which are 
weighed lose their savour and the same 
things hold good with food. Fortu
nately, I don’t have to count the calo
ries in my conversation.”

“ No,”  she observed slowly, “ I imag
ine not.”

At her right the man Mailing might 
have been seen to expand and betray 
evidence o f sympathy as though some 
spring in him had been touched.

“ I once knew a man,”  he put in 
quietly, “ who said that his mind worked 
in opposite channels. He was apt to 
think of food as aesthetic or romantic, 
while love seemed to him greasy or 
sickish or overdone.”

“ Oh, the soul is a poor thing,”  took 
up Dawson with conviction. “ It’s the 
slave of its servant, the stomach. The 
cook is forever discharging the mis
tress.”

“ And I daresay,”  sighed Mrs. Sayre, 
“ that our best or our worst impulses 
are directly attributable to the last 
meal.”  . And she raised her soup spoon 
with a facile hand.

II
T h a t  was the beginning of the tri

umvirate, for Mailing and Mrs. Sayre 
refused to be dislodged from what they 
called The Island of St. Helena. They 
became clannish as befitted exiles, and 
vain o f being birds of a feather.

With the glad gusto o f discovery 
they had come to recognize that Daw
son was perhaps the one worth-while 
and unconventional soul in the hotel. 
Emerson said, “ We pray to be con
ventional. But the wary Heaven takes 
care you shall not be if there is any
thing good in you.”

The three formed a perfect consoli

dation; they could discuss God and the 
universe and still hold their personal 
mysteries intact. Mailing was obvious
ly sensible to Mrs. Sayre’s attraction ; 
Dawson liked that it should be so. It 
enabled him to experience jealousy, a 
delectable poignancy which proved that 
he was alive. There were entire meals 
when he forgot his stomach without 
reaping the whirlwind o f its retalia
tion.

She was an adorable woman; Mail
ing was a delightful friend and a stimu
lating rival. Their seances, like serial 
fiction, always broke off at a provoca
tive point to be continued in the next. 
They talked o f religion with the pat
ronage of precocious children; they fed 
upon such subjects as doctors, soul- 
cures, mineral waters, foreign resorts, 
books, plays and people. They were 
discriminating in their praise, playful 
and prolonged in their damnations. 
And in their enjoyment they did not 
heed the gossip which presently sprang 
up about them like witch-grass in a 
garden.

Their pleasure was not understood; 
therefore, it was suspected. A  myth 
became current that Mrs. Sayre was a 
divorcée. Bye and bye it grew bold, 
embellishing itself. It said now that 
she had buried one husband and di
vorced two, and it expressed itself as 
on guard for that poor Mr. Dawson. 
But “poor Mr. Dawson”  would not 
have minded if the lady had counted 
five husbands in her “ strong toils o f 
grace.” All he asked was to adore her 
for a little and to forget that he was 
a battered wreck gone to pieces in shoal 
water with his cargo of bismuth. He 
made a point o f never speculating about 
her past or present state, accepting her 
as the bully friend she was, sprung 
into his life full-panoplied like Minerva 
out of Zeus.

It could not be said that Mrs. Sayre 
showed favouritism. If she walked 
with Mailing in the afternoon, she 
sauntered with Dawson after dinner, a 
tender, merry and indulgent companion 
to that whimsical fellow. She charmed 
with the delicate allure o f her personal
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ity, her clothes that smelled like field 
flowers in summer, a perfume that was 
hardly a perfume at all but seemed to 
emanate from her rosy self. She took 
his arm with simplicity and he thrilled 
more than as though she attached 
coquettry to the act. Her eyes were 
her chief charm and forever laughing. 
They were small and sloe-black in 
colour, tucked in with cunning cor
ners, and the lashes were incredibly 
curly.

Once when Dawson had been cata
loging his afflictions she said mischiev
ously :

“ How almost insufferable you must 
think me with my cheero doctrine, Mr. 
Dawson! I ’ve always longed to be a 
sober woman, a wronged or a tragic 
woman, to have a story about myself 
that would allow me to attitudinize, 
but somehow I never could, just as 
I ’ve never been able to believe in mar
riage as a continuation of romance or 
in heaven, except as a fairy tale.”

The three had climbed a mountain 
that morning, and now Mrs. Sayre and 
Dawson basked on the summit while 
Mailing prowled for greater points of 
vantage. She wore a jaunty cloth 
skirt, revealing neat ankles and well- 
cut Oxfords, and she adorned a boulder 
in frank fatigue, hands in her pockets, 
her hat on her knee and her hair at 
the edge of her forehead breaking into 
curl.

“ I ’m glad that you’re cheerful,”  
Dawson assured her, giving an enthusi
astic tug to his disreputable mustache. 
“ I believe in it— for women. Lord, 
don’t I just! Keeps their hair from 
turning gray and their complexions in
tact. But God knows a cheerful man 
is an abomination. I hold with Mark 
Twain that if a man has reached mid
dle age and isn’t a pessimist he hasn’t 
seen enough o f the world. Of course,” 
he added, conscientiously, “ there may 
be exceptions. I fancy Mailing is one 
o f them, awfully optimistic chap al
most all the time, and he could charm 
a bird off a bush.”

Then, as though the tribute had been 
dragged from him by some inexorable

demand of justice, and having paid his 
debt of praise, he could indulge in 
fault-finding:

“ There’s just one thing I don’t like 
about Mailing,”  he fumed boyishly, and 
frowned fiercely the while.

“And that is— ?” she prompted with 
a mischievous gleam.

“And that is,”  Dawson began again, 
then blurted desperately, “ it’s some
thing in his attitude toward you, as 
though you had known one another in 
a previous existence— a rather smug, 
uncanny thing that rides me to death.” 

She laughed once, and the sound was 
like a single drop o f water falling in 
a cool place.

“For instance?”
Dawson beat among the dead leaves 

with a searching stick.
“ For instance,” he said irritably, 

“ just now when he asked you if you 
minded the climb— if you didn’t think 
you had better sit.”

She lifted her shoulders in light 
ridicule.

“ What could be more natural?” 
Dawson glowered.
“ One would have inferred that you 

had a heart-weakness that old Mailing 
had been nursing along for years.”

She gave him her merry eyes, placat
ingly.

“ But it’s true. I have a heart- 
weakness, and no doubt I ’ve mentioned 
it to him.”

Dawson was demoralized by her 
smile and conceded his own.

“ But you’ve never mentioned it to 
me,” he sulked frankly. “ Jolly unfair, 
I call it. I’ve often wondered why I 
miss out so damnably in everything 
life has to offer, in matters of health 
or heart or home. Bliss has always 
been a bubble that broke when it was 
the rosiest and showered me with soapy 
nothings.”

“ But we may as well be reconciled 
to Fate,”  she pointed out, sensibly. 
“ It’s always a conservation o f energy.” 

"Bah!” came from him in deep dis
gust. “ Only hypocrites even pretend 
to be. I knew a woman who was killed 
by a folding-bed closing in on her. At
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the funeral the minister intoned, ‘God 
has seen fit to come among us and take 
our sister to Himself’ and ‘God’ this 
and ‘God’ that, but the family sued the 
folding-bed company just the same.”  

She smiled at his whimsicality.
“ But the man who suffers most is 

the man who enjoys most,” she tried 
him with another platitude, then leaned 
back to enjoy his anger.

“ Humbug,”  said Dawson, laconically. 
“ Real suffering is elastic; it never 
leaves- an inch for joy to step in. My 
envy is for the man who has lived his 
life to the full in pleasure. Look at 
mine— empty, as a bug’s ear.”

His tone had deepened from the 
merely ironical to such intense per
sonal bitterness as startled them both, 
and his look plunged sheer into the 
lake below, as though to these depths 
he would consign his outworn self. 
Mrs. Sayre was touched in a sudden 
helpless way, taken off guard, woman
ized. Somehow her hand went over his 
and she gave it a little squeeze.

“ But you’re very attractive, Leland 
dear,”  she yearned to him, tenderly, 
and she had resurrected his Christian 
name. - “ Why, you’re the most human 
thing on earth and the most lovable.” 

And the amazing part of it was her 
mellow gaze did not falter; it held in 
his generously. It thrilled him by its 
temerity, its honesty, its candid sweet
ness. Perhaps she had meant only- to 
be comradely, but Dawson found her 
divine. In that rare moment all the 
rags and tatters of his life  flowed into 
velvet, into gold and silver. The cir
cumstance of her charm, her pity— the 
very setting of the scene— all were 
quite perfect in his imagination. And 
he told himself solemnly that if he 
died this moment he would, after all, 
have come off top-hole.

“ Thanks.”  he whispered, huskily; 
“ thanks,”  and was still dazed by the 
brightness o f her eye and lip, her dark 
hair patterned with sunlight, the flower- 
texture of her hand. “ No one ever 
did such a thing before.”

She laughed a trifle nervously, tears 
in her eyes.

“ Oh, I ’m a hundred women,”  she 
flung out, rather wildly. “ I could be 
something different to as many peo
ple. I— ”

Suddenly he was obsessed by longing 
to know if she were bound or free.

“ I suppose you’d like to know— ” 
she began, then broke off, and disen
gaged her hand.

She was self-conscious at last only 
because she was finding him ridiculous
ly attractive, this shabby, ill, ironical 
wreck. She, too, stared into the valley 
where a ripe, red barn sunned in the 
open like an apple.

“ Yes, yes,”  he pressed after her. 
“ It’s hell not to know— ”

She laughed again and bit her lip.
“ Oh, I ’m free enough. I ’ll never 

admit otherwise.”
“ Free?”  he echoed incredulously.
Her face was flushed and vital.
“ I tie my own knots,”  she stam

mered enigmatically, and suddenly 
sprang to her feet. Mailing was 
sauntering along the path toward them.

III

A ll  day after that Dawson lived in 
a state o f suppressed excitement, ex
periencing for once “ the wild and 
guilty joy”  of being a damn fool.

He was middle-aged, of course, he 
hadn't kept himself very spruce, he 
had his devilish infirmity; but on the 
other hand he was rich as Midas, no 
one considered him dull, and he sus
pected that in the role of devoted hus
band was where he would shine. As 
a small tad he had been his mother’s 
favourite, so concerned for frailer 
things that he had spent hours remov
ing caterpillars from the sidewalks; in 
his blue checked pinafore he had ex
ercised stern vigilance in the kitchen 
and screamed when a fowl was put 
into the oven. Oh, he would certainly 
know how to cherish this woman with 
the laughing eyes! What if bliss were 
no bubble to burst in the face of his 
wistfulness? What if it were tangible 
and lasting?

That evening he linked arms with
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Mailing on the veranda after dinner 
and something of his subtle excitement 
must have communicated itself? Mrs. 
Sayre was playing bridge, and as they 
promenaded back and forth they could 
periodically glimpse her through the 
window. She wore a gown o f white 
sequins.

“ A  capital woman!” ruminated Daw
son aloud. “ White’s really the only 
colour fine enough for her!”

Mailing turned upon him a look of 
cordial amusement.

“  ‘She had three lilies in her hand, 
and the stars in her hair were seven,’ ”  
he quoted innocently. “ Yes, she is—  
unusual.”

Dawson inhaled the evening air with 
elaborate carelessness.

“ One doesn’t like to pry, hut it would 
be a satisfaction to know something 
about her.”

“ Now you’re becoming conven
tional,” the other chided. “ As if it 
could matter.”

Dawson squirmed within his coat.
“ Do you mean that you’re not the 

least interested in Henry V. Sayre?” 
he inquired incredulously.

“ No,”  declared Mailing; “ only in 
Mrs. Henry V. Sayre.” In the dark
ness laughter had spilled from his eyes 
and were filling the channels about 
them.

They braced against the wind at the 
corner.

“ It seems,” said Dawson, comically, 
“that it ought to matter to at least one 
o f us.”

“ Oh, Dawson, dear chap,” cried 
Mailing. “ You remind me o f the two 
lisping brothers, Pondison and Denni
son and their paragon of a house
keeper. ‘One of uth,’ said Dennison, 
‘ought to marry her’ ; and Pondison re
plied, ‘You marry her, Dennithun.’ 
How should we decide such a thing 
when we’re both head over heels ? No. 
It would be too painful.”

“ I don’t mind telling you,”  Dawson 
confided airily, “ that I ’m tremendously 
hard hit, old man,”  and later remem
bered the look of understanding and 
regret that grew in Mailing’s eyes.

But no word came from him, for it was 
precisely at this juncture that the inter
ruption occurred. They saw it through 
the window; they saw the confusion of 
card tables and the jumble of colours 
as the women arose and pressed about 
a certain chair.

“ Someone seems to have fainted,” 
observed Dawson unintelligently as 
they flattened their noses against the 
pane, and Mailing exclaimed:

“ It’s Nina!”
Even at that crucial moment the in

stinctive use of her name stung Daw
son like a whip; he followed, cold as 
though wrapped in a sea-fog of No
vember. Through the deserted office 
and into the cardroom hurried the two 
men, with Mailing in the lead. Mail
ing, panic-stricken, yet authoritative, 
made his way to Mrs. Sayre’s side.

“ Allow me, please,”  he elbowed the 
inefficient. “ I ’m used to such attacks. 
The first thing is to get her upstairs,” 
and before the astonished eyes of 
everyone he lifted her bodily and, with 
difficulty, for she was no light weight, 
bore her aloft, with several excited 
matrons comprising his suite.

One of them opened the bed for 
Mrs. Sayre, one raised the window, 
but it was Mailing himself who prowled 
boldly among her belongings for the 
spirits o f ammonia or whatever restora
tive it was he used. He worked over 
Mrs. Sayre in the way of a natural pro
tector, using the name, “ Nina,” many 
times.

And then, as she was slow to revive, 
he turned on them, feverishly, un
graciously :

“ Leave us, please! I must loosen 
her clothing,” suddenly sensitive to the 
situation when the eyes of one blazed 
scandalization.

Nevertheless, public opinion be 
hanged where a serious issue was in
volved. The first-aid unit withdrew 
then precipitately; it shrunk like a re
ceding tide. These ladies followed the 
moon of their leader down the stairs 
and into the office, relishing their out- 
rage, dizzy with intoxication o f malice. 
The office immediately became a tower



THE BUBBLE OF BLISS 31

o f babel, composed o f the inn’s entire 
personnel, save for one— Leland Daw
son.

Dawson had followed the object of 
his dreams, instinctively, wistfully, had 
stood in the corridor outside the room 
until the ladies emerged and it was 
closed in his face. Then, white, 
stricken, nearly too ill to move, he had 
dragged himself to his room. It was 
suddenly the most distasteful of rooms, 
meaningless, unillumined. He col
lapsed on the edge o f his bed lankily.

Four doors away Nina lay with her 
eyes open, and in them, as in twin mir
rors Mailing saw a sudden telepathic 
intelligence. She knew what had passed, 
she appreciated the finest shadings of 
the situation. She was really a most 
astounding woman. She laughed, but 
two large tears formed on her curly 
lashes:

“ Oh, Humphrey, what a mess! 
What’s the next move, my dear, what
ever shall we say now? I mind most 
for poor darling Dawson.”

Mailing held her hand in the stereo
typed way o f the fussy, domestic hus
band.

“ It will be bad for Dawson,”  he ad
mitted ruefully; “ but I find I mind 
most about the tabby-cats. You should 
have seen them, Nina, Pharisees every
one. How about it, dear, are you 
really fit again?”

But she did not heed.
“ Go tell him,”  she pleaded with al

most a desperate urgency, and Mailing 
went.

He found the door o f his friend’s 
room open and Dawson within, sitting 
on the bed with his shoulders hunched 
in a cold, rheumatic fashion.

As Mailing entered, he glanced up 
with a dull eye, but made no effort 
at greeting. Mailing took silence for 
consent, and seated himself alongside. 
He felt very affectionate toward Daw
son, a bit regretful, too.

“ Old man,”  he said, “ I don’t need 
to tell you that Nina is my wife. There 
never was a Henry V. Sayre.”

Dawson said nothing and Mailing 
went on warmly:

“ In the beginning we were just like 
other people, but we had too much 
money and no children, so soon we 
were losing one another and losing our 
own identities. Wherever we went we 
were lumped and left alone. Being a 
‘ couple’ isn’t being two separate enti
ties; it’s being a sort o f Siamese twin. 
That’s the dickens with marriage. 
There is no freedom for individual ad
venture. Nina isn’t just a w ife; she’s 
a friend and she was sensible enough 
to see this. W e hit on the plan of 
spending our holidays in the same place, 
yet as strangers. Dawson, you've no 
idea what a difference it’s made in 
our lives. It’s kept the bloom on them. 
W e have this delicious secret between 
us; we feel like sweethearts; we feel 
clandestine. There’s an element o f 
guilt in it that lends zest.”  He was 
silent a moment, rueful. “ Never until 
to-night has a situation come up to 
unmask us. Now I suppose We’ll have 
to let the cat out o f the bag to appease 
Dame Grundy.”

He put his hand on Dawson’s shoul
der, for Dawson was breathing hard.

“ What about the danger,”  he splut
tered weakly, “ the danger o f  losing 
your wife to another man ?”

He was remembering that sweet mo
ment on the mountain, when she had 
told him of her complex nature, when 
she had led him a little way along the 
old road to Paradise. In  that 
gipsy mood her husband’s love had 
been jeopardized and nothing 
would ever convince Dawson other
wise.

“ Oh,” he heard Mailing’s voice as 
through a mist, “ it isn’t half so dan
gerous as the other way!”

Dawson turned slow eyes upon him, 
faintly contemptuous, wholly belliger
ent. They were the cat and the ca
nary, he thought, and Mailing had 
made a mouthful o f him. His ire rose.

“A  probable tale,”  he bawled, sorely, 
“ very ingenious, very modern, but I 
don’t believe a damned word of it!” 

Mailing smote his knee.
“ Good!” he cried. “ I hoped you 

wouldn’t.”



The Winner
B y Cameron Kelley

I T  fell on a day, while the high gods 
snored on Mount Olympus, that three 
fair women who were traveling to

gether fell into a slough. When they 
had made their way to the edge as best 
they might, there accosted them Fate, 
who had stood afar, beholding them.

“ What now will ye do?”  she said. 
“ For behold, ye are covered with mire, 
and all who see will know what hath 
happened ye. Were it not better to re
turn to the slough?”

“W ho will know,”  they said, “when 
we have washed off the mire ?”

“ Mock me not,”  said Fate darkly. 
“ When ye meet your lover, will ye tell 
him, or no?”

They pondered.
Then said the youngest woman (who 

was the most beautiful of all the 
daughters of Eve), “ I will tell him; 
and if he love me at all, he will love me 
the better for my truthfulness.”

The second of the three fair women, 
who was clever, more than all women, 
said, “ I shall not tell him. He will 
love me the better for keeping his ideal 
unshattered.”

But the oldest of the three women, 
who was wise, smiled in the face of 
Fate and said nothing. And having 
rid themselves of all trace of their dis
aster, the three women went their way, 
and Fate followed on their trail like 
unto a bloodhound.

And the great gods sat up and took 
notice.

And lo, it came to pass that when the

lover of the youngest woman had 
wearied of her beauty a little that he 
saith unto her, “ Why hadst thou not 
lied to me? But the one little lie, and 
I could have found my ideal in thee and 
have loved thee forever. But how I 
must seek further.”  And he took his 
way.

“ You lose,”  said Fate to the woman.
And likewise the lover of the second 

woman, for all her cleverness, after a 
time saith unto her, “ Why hast thou 
dealt falsely with me? For behold it 
hath been told me that thou also wert in 
the slough. Hadst thou spoken me 
truthfully I could have forgiven thee, 
and loved thee the better. But now, 
farewell.”  And he left her forever.

“ I win,”  said Fate.
But the third fair woman, in her 

great wisdom, saith unto her lover, 
“ Ask me nothing. My name is Mys
tery. Whence I come ye know not, 
and whither I go ye shall not know. 
Love me now, for the summer is fleet
ing, and who knoweth what the harvest 
time shall bring?”

And lo, before he had time to weary 
of her, or ever the summer was ended 
or the harvest begun, she fled away in 
the twilight, in the evening, in the 
blackness and darkness of night, and 
found her a new lover, and laughed at 
Fate.

Fate said nothing. Fate is a poor 
loser.

And the high gods lay back and 
laughed.

32



He Sailed for France
B y M atthew A . Taylor

I T was twilight in New York’s Central 
Park. The autumn air was keen and 
invigourating, and it was the sort of 

day on which children laugh merrily in 
their chase of the flying leaves, and men 
walk with swinging strides, and girls’ 
cheeks are crimsoned with the flush of 
health. But the walks were almost de
serted, and the leaves rustled plaintively. 
T h e  very rumble of the passing car
riages sounded mournful, and dull. War 
changes the aspect o f the most common
place, and W ar had descended upon 
America.

Sitting very near each other on a 
bench, and talking earnestly, were a boy 
and a girl, both in their early twenties.

“ I ’ve just got to go, Mary. Just got 
to !”

The girl looked up and tried to smile, 
but she said nothing. She loved him, 
and some time that night he was sailing 
for France. 

Men’s souls were stripped bare in 
those trying days. To the little girl 
with saddened eyes had been revealed 
the innermost depths o f her lover’s char
acter. She knew the motive that was 
sending him overseas, and because she 
loved him so, she was smiling her good
bye. They had been cast from the same 
mould. Their characters were one with 
their hearts.

The President had called for volun
teers and already more than seventy-five 
thousand had responded. From Maine 
and Illinois they came, and from Penn
sylvania and New York—all answering 
the call from the Nation’s chief execu
tive.

The boy’s arm circled her shoulders.
“ I couldn’t have stayed here— in New

York,”  he whispered. “You know 
what they would say. Everyone has en
listed.”  His voice was very low and it 
trembled. “ And you wouldn’t want me 
to go— to go down there— ”

She seized his arm tighter. “ No, no, 
Jim! I couldn’t let you— you mustn’t! 
Not down there— ”

They understood each other, these 
two.

“ You won’t forget to write, Mary?” 
he said, after a silence.

“ Jim! Of course I’ll write. Twice 
every week until— until you can come 
back. But you will take care of your
self when you’re over there, won’t you ! 
It will be pretty hard, you know, and 
you don’t speak French so very well.” 

“ It’s for me to do the worrying, 
Mary,”  he laughed back, only it was a 
queer, forced laugh, “ You’ll be all alone 
when I ’m gone, and New York can be 
lonesome enough for a girl who has no 
one to— to love her.”

A  martial rumble of drums reached 
their ears, and Mary clutched at his coat 
and buried her head, with a fierce, re
sentful little cry.

“ It’s only the infantry. They drill in 
the Park,”  he explained, “ M ary! Please! 
. . . You promised to be brave!”

When she raised her head again she 
was smiling.

“ Just my last cry, Jimsy,”  she said, 
“ I ’m all right now. You promised to 
take me to dinner tonight, and I ’m not 
going to let you forget.”

Late that night, leaning over the rail 
o f the black, shapeless mass that glided 
down into the Upper Bay, he watched 
the lights of Castle Garden until the 
mist and the film before his eyes ob-

S. S.— Feb. 3 33



34 HE SAILED FOR FRANCE

scured them, and in a little room in a 
Manhattan rooming-house, Mary buried 
her head in the pillow and cried.

The days, the weeks, the months, 
slipped past, each with its added misery 
and sorrow. But the end came at last.

Mary was sitting in her room, writing 
a letter. Peace had returned to America,

and with peace would return— Jim. She 
addressed the letter to a small Paris 
hotel.

“ We've won, Jim,”  she wrote, “ We’ve 
saved ourselves for  each other! The war 
is over. General Lee has surrendered at 
Appomattox Court House! Book pas
sage on the next vessel home. . . . "

Oriole’s Nest
'  '

B y Jeannette Marks

N IG H T  in an oriole’s hanging nest 
 Is rocking a basket world to sleep.

The wind blows soft 
And the wind blows far,
Star, creep, star!

 
Pack me in tight in my basket world,
Tread me and turn me with feet of your love!
O, Mother Bird, fledge me with feather and rest!
O, Mother Bird, brood me with flame of your breast! 
Down in the marshes the little fish gleam,
Down in the marshes the little fish stir 
Rushes in sleep,
Rushes that keep
W rinkling the light o f a drowsy star.

Here in my basket world hung on the wind 
Over me rustles an ebony bough,
Over me hovers a silvery beak;
And clear and soft 
And near and far
Lustre of loving eyes rocked in this nest,
Eyes that are gentle,
Eyes that are meek.
O, Mother Bird, fledge me with feather and rest!
O, Mother Bird, brood me with flame of your breast !



Répétition Générale
B y George Jean Nathan and H . L . Mencken

§ 1

M e d i c o  - t h e o l o g i c a l
SPECULATION.— Two hours 
this beautiful Sunday morning 

reading Ruhräh and Mayer’s “ Poliomye
litis,”  with its numerous and intriguing 
illustrations. One shows a boy of five 
or six with both of his legs tied into 
knots. Another shows a very pretty 
little girl of five with one side of her 
face paralyzed, and her tongue hanging 
out crookedly and humorously. A  third 
shows a boy of the same age with his 
legs bound horribly in steel and leather 
braces. . . . What amazes me is that 
the Lord God Jehovah should employ 
such clumsy and elaborate machinery to 
torture little children. The business 
really shows an astonishing inefficiency. 
Wouldn’t it be simpler, cheaper, cleaner 
and decenter to knock them out hu
manely with meteors from Heaven, or 
to shove them slyly under motor-trucks, 
or to drop them down sewers, or to 
have them born in Kansas?

§ 2

Essay on M odesty— The Russian 
Tsar was a despot; he had to be wiped 
out. The Russian Bolsheviki in power 
today are a menace to the world. The 
German Kaiser and the Germans under 
him were military mad; they were a 
menace to the world; and they had to 
be wiped out. The Turks are a cruel 
and sinister people; they have to be got 
rid of. The French lead immoral 
lives. The English are tricky. The 
Japs are wily; they must be watched. 
The Spanish are a lazy and worthless 
lot: look at their King: what a weak

face he has! The Italians are always 
ready to sell their services to the high
est bidder. The Argentinians are insin
cere : they are ungrateful to the United 
States for past favours. The rest of 
the South American countries are like 
silly children; if the United States 
doesn’t look after them they will go to 
the dogs. The Irish are a wild lot, and 
half crazy. Austria hasn’t a mind of 
her ow n; she is the pawn of Germany. 
In short, we are the only just, decent, 
upright, kindly, sensible and moral peo
ple alive in the world today.

§ 3

Feminine Cynicism.— My old doc
trine that women are very much less 
sentimental and dunderheaded than men 
was given excellent support by the late 
plebiscite. All the sentimentality was 
on the side of Woodrow, and yet fully 
three-fourths o f the newly-enfranchised 
women of the Republic seem to have 
voted against him. He is a poor psy
chologist, and made an inept and laugh
able effort to fetch them by tear-squeez
ing. Hence all his lyrical nonsense 
about breaking the heart of the world. 
Very few women believe in broken 
hearts. The cause is not far to seek. 
Practically every woman above the in
tellectual level of a cockroach has a 
broken heart. That is to say, she has 
been colossally disappointed, either by 
failing to nab some pretty fellow that 
her heart was set on, or, worse, by ac
tually nabbing him, and then discov
ering him to be a bounder, or an imbe
cile, or both. Thus walking the world 
with broken hearts, women know that 
the injury is not serious. When he
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pulled out the V ox angelica stop and 
began sobbing and snuffling and blow
ing his nose like a tin-pot evangelist, 
poor Woodrow simply drove all the gals 
into the arms of Gamaliel, the Marion 
stonehead. Gamaliel seems to be quite 
devoid of sentimentality. He is almost 
feminine in his harsh realism.

§ 4

On Log-Rolling.— I often speculate 
on the nature of gratification that some 
men get out of log-rolling in their be
half. A  dozen men form a corps for 
the purpose of mutual back-slapping. 
One o f them produces a cheap piece of 
work, whereupon the other eleven 
promptly leap out of their hiding-places 
in the bushes and proceed frantically to 
shoot off cologne guns and to illuminate 
the district for blocks ’round with red 
fire. How does the recipient of this hon
our actually regard it? Say he appre
ciates that his work is cheap work; say 
that, a year later, he turns out another 
piece of work that he knows is not 
cheap work, but very good work, and the 
same eleven nanny-goats then again leap 
out of the same bushes and shoot off 
the same cologne and the same red fire ? 
Is it possible that he isn’t completely 
disgusted, particularly when he recalls 
that it is his duty in return to crouch 
in the bushes and hold himself in readi
ness to hop out and tear off his under
shirt in behalf o f any one of his eleven 
fratres who seriously elects to make an 
ass of himself ?

§ 5

Detroit Versus Sophocles.— The De
troit News, hanswurstish gazette, in
quires of Dreiser’s drama, “ The Hand 
of the Potter” : “ Is anyone going to
admit Dreiser’s right to his choice of 
material? His play is a study of one 
of the most revolting types of degen
eracy that society has to meet. Is such 
a subject material for art?” Well, why 
not ask Aristophanes or Sophocles ? Or, 
if they happen to be out with their best 
girls or shooting pool, read them?

Merry Moment.— Let us devote a mo
ment in the heat of the day to guffaw
ing at the idiots who fully believed, a 
year or two ago, that the Hon. A. Mitch
ell Palmer would fling himself headlong 
upon the profiteers, and put a stop to 
their reprehensible stealing, and fill the 
jails with their carcasses. How many 
has he actually jugged? If you know 
of any, let me have their names. And 
be sure to find out if they are really 
first-class profiteers, or simply little fel
lows who foolishly endeavoured to sneak 
a modest share of the loot.

§ 7
On Business.— It is, after all, a sound 

instinct which puts business below the 
professions, and burdens the business 
man with a social inferiority that he can 
never quite shake off, even in Amer
ica. The business man, in fact, acqui
esces in this assumption of his inferior
ity, even when he protests against it. 
He is the only man who is forever apol
ogizing for his occupation. He is the 
only one who always seeks to make it 
appear, when he attains the object of 
his labours, i.e., the making of a great 
deal o f money, that it was not the object 
of his labours.

§ 8

The Flapper.— Most engaging of all 
degrees of woman is the flapper. Mixed 
in her is the too-strong brandy that is 
adult woman and the too-weak soda 
that is child. She is the highball of 
femininity: the perfectly palatable blend.

§ 9
Free Opinion.— One of the curses of 

the United States is the fact that most 
o f its public opinion is formed by men 
who are not free to express their hon
est opinions, even assuming them to be 
intelligent: Congressmen, editorial writ
ers, college professors, and so on. This 
is a prime defect in American economic

§ 6
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theory. O f what value is the opinion, 
say upon Socialism or the federal re
serve system, of an economist whose 
job depends upon the good-will of a 
board of trustees made up of bankers 
and manufacturers? O f what value is 
any opinion of an editorial writer 
whose boss is a speculator on the stock 
exchange? When I hear a man argu
ing for this or that, I always inquire 
into his private circumstances. If I find 
that he stands perfectly free, on being 
so inclined tomorrow, to express an ex
actly contrary view, then I am glad to 
listen to him. But if I find that the ex
pression of a contrary view would bring 
down upon him some swift and harsh 
penalty, then I am always too busy to 
give ear to him.

§ 10

On Eminence in The States.— Con
sider the most famous and most vener
ated personages in the United States of 
the moment. Who are they, these he
roes? Its foremost painter, sculptor, 
novelist, dramatist, essayist, critic, ar
chitect, historian, poet, musician, com
poser? Another guess, Roderigo! 
They are a baseball player who is pro
ficient in batting a ball over a fence; a 
theatrical producer who illuminates his 
plays tastily with prettily coloured 
lamps; a writer whose novels, selling 
close to the million mark, treat of little 
orphan girls and mortgages on the 
farm ; a sculptor whose chef d’œuvre is 
the Kewpie; a young man who writes 
jazz music for the girl shows and caba
rets; a matinée idol with a slender waist 
and two-inch eyelashes; and an ex-coal 
miner who has won a prize-fight with a 
second-rate ex-street car conductor.

§ 11

The Popular Ideal.— Despite all the 
fine theorizing against it, the Kitchener 
type of man must always remain a far 
more representative symbol of human 
greatness than the Beethoven type. The 
reason is not far to seek. The Kitchener 
type symbolizes the satisfaction of as

pirations that are in practically all men, 
high and low ; the Beethoven type sym
bolizes aspirations that are in relatively 
few men. A  Kitchener represents real
ized power— and all men crave power 
and the things that go with it. Every 
man, however humble his lot, sees him
self in his secret dreams in situations 
o f power; he thinks of himself constant
ly as dominating some other man or 
woman; to the last he never accepts the 
fact of his own impotence. The Kitch
ener type thus represents his ideal. He 
would enjoy being a Kitchener vastly 
more than he would enjoy being a Bee
thoven. It is thus a waste of words to 
argue with him that Kitchener repre
sents false values, dangerous values, 
anti-social values. Every man, in his 
heart, longs to be false, i.e., to be some
thing that he isn’t. Every man longs 
to be considered dangerous. Every man 
is intrinsically anti-social.

§ 12

Sir Gilbert and the Film-Flam.— 
Gilbert Parker, who has also fallen for 
the movie money, thus in part seeks to 
defend his seduction in a recent article 
in Vanity Fair:

Even the exhibits o f modem American 
films in the British Isles did great good, for 
American achievements, energy, dress, man
ners and customs became familiar to the 
mind o f the British spectators, and that was 
an excellent and highly desirable accomplish
ment. T w o days spent in a country are 
worth fifty books about it, to the least 
observant mind, and in the same way, 
a film is worth fifty books to the same 
mind.

In other words, a man, however stu
pid, can learn as much about the United 
States by looking at a single moving 
picture as by reading the half-hundred 
works of its greatest historians, novel
ists, essayists, political writers, financial 
statisticians and journalists. When shall 
we have surcease from such supreme 
bosh? When will these writers who 
accept good big fat wads o f money for 
confecting movies— a perfectly sensible 
thing to do— have enough honesty, com
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mon sense and humour to admit quite 
frankly that it was simply the good big 
fat wad that they wanted, went after, 
and— doggone it—got?

§ 13

Ancient Wisdom.— It was a fine and 
delicate sagacity which led the early 
Fathers to make Easter the first Sun
day after the paschal full moon, in the 
very height and glory of Spring. How 
much more difficult it would have been 
to arouse joy and belief in the Resur
rection if the day had been set amid the 
falling leaves and cold rains of the 
Autumn!

§ 14

The Journalistic Humourists.— In the 
department of humour, at least, Ameri
can journalism is far ahead of the Eu
ropean. I do not refer to periodical 
journalism—the distinctive weekly pub
lications of Europe and America— but 
to the daily newspapers. You will be 
at pains to discover in either the British 
or Continental dailies caricature legends 
as witty as W . E. Hill’s, drawings as 
reminiscentially searching as Webster’s, 
ideas as wistful as Briggs’, commentary 
as vulgarly amusing as Bugs Baer’s, bur
lesques as timely and lively as H. I. 
Phillips’, verse as soundly jocund as 
F. P. Adams’, reportorial didoes as gay 
as those o f Frank O ’Malley, strips as 
comical as Goldberg’s . . . These men 
are all o f New York. And there are 
doubtless many other such amusing fel
lows working on the journals of other 
American cities. I am tolerably famil
iar with the European press; in this 
department it is abjectly inferior to our 
own. Do I overlook another depart
ment— dramatic criticism? I do not. 
In this department, too, the American 
is a superior clown. There is nothing 
in Europe, not even in the Tiergarten 
of Berlin or the Cirque d’Hiver in 
Paris, to equal him.

§ 15
The Haut Ton.— Specimen names of

Americans of the first fashion from a 
late issue of Town Topics:

Mr. Stuart Auer
Mr. Hermann Fleitmann
Lieut. Com. Hiester Hoogewerff
Mrs. Max Kotany
Col. Kutz
Mr. Tom McPheeters 
Mr. Franklin Studebaker Riley 
Miss Doris Schmiedell 
Mrs. Hermann Steinwender 
Mrs. Madeleine Whitehead Rockwell Weis

bach.

§ 16

De Senectute.— It is the custom of 
the critic o f heavily mature years, in 
commenting on the views and attitudes 
o f the younger critic, ironically to al
lude to the latter’s youth, and conde
scendingly to observe that this youth is 
responsible for the “ impuritan”  ideas 
that in later years the critic will doubt
less ponder and recant. The ancient, so 
writing, writes truer than he knows. 
But the truth has a boomerang up its 
sleeve. When I get to be an old whis
ker I, too, shall undoubtedly do my 
share of such condescension toward the 
young critics, but I wonder if my writ
ing such stuff will fool me? I wonder 
if I shall retain enough of my humour 
secretly to realize that what I thus write 
will only be by subtle way of apologiz
ing to myself for getting old, and losing 
all my erstwhile passion and fire and 
courage and enterprise, without which 
criticism is an empty art, and life an 
art more empty still. I pray that I 
shan’t try, at the expense of thus gaily 
hoaxing myself, to hoax the readers of 
my sixty-year-old critical writings into 
believing that I am still alive and 
kicking.

§ 17

Letters at the Antipodes.— A  study of 
current Australian fiction, which comes 
to me constantly in manuscript, reveals 
the same colonial blight that lies upon 
American letters, but in a very much ex
aggerated form. In the United States 
there is at least a persistent effort—
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opposed by many powerful forces, but 
nevertheless unbroken— to establish a 
genuinely national art and a genuinely 
national point of view, but in Australia 
nothing of the sort yet shows itself. The 
aesthetic passion of the land is simply 
the aesthetic passion of a somewhat 
shabby London suburb. Even the mate
rials of the native fiction show the strong 
influence of colonialism. What appar
ently interests an Australian writer 
most is what he probably thinks of a 
visiting Englishman as being interested 
in— on the one hand, the banal melo
drama of the bush, and on the other 
hand the imitative social comedy of the 
larger towns: Pinero by amateurs.

In neither direction is anything of 
true force and distinction produced. 
The bush melodrama, in the main, is 
childish— the ancient story of the con
flict between the crude, rude husband 
and the relatively civilized wife. And 
the social comedy, dealing perforce with 
a civilization that is imitative and bogus, 
is always unconvincing. What one finds 
in it is chiefly novelette psychology— the 
reactions of Henry James marionettes 
in antipodal Pittsburghs and Kansas 
Citys. In brief, the Australian aris
tocracy is still too new to provide mate
rials for a comedy o f manners. In its 
present stage of development it needs a 
George Ade, not a Pinero. One cannot 
take seriously, or even with tolerant hu
mour, the social attitudes o f knights’ la
dies whose fathers were ardent Meth
odists and whose grandfathers were 
probably convicts. Such persons are not 
yet ripe for the delicate vivisections of a 
James, an E. F. Benson or a Howells; 
what they cry aloud for is the rough 
slapstick and bladder work of a Bill 
Nye, a Mark Twain or, above all, an 
Ade. Ade is a great satirist simply 
because he understands America thor
oughly. The grotesque posturings of 
its so-called upper classes do not deceive 
him, or even amuse him. He finds his 
materials among the far more honest 
and significant strivings of the Middle 
Western peasant-plutocrats— the only 
Americans who think and feel and act 
as  Americans. A  society novel about

New York, or Chicago, or Sydney so
ciety is simply a novel about ninth-rate 
London society, with stockbrokers’ 
wives disguised as peeresses and com
mercial Jews masquerading as High 
Church Episcopalians. But an Ade 
fable is about genuine Americans, un
heard of elsewhere in the world.

It amazes me that the Australian writ
ers so steadily neglect a field that would 
yield them far richer crops than any 
they now reap from the backyards of 
Maida Vale. I allude to the field of 
Australian politics. Democracy down 
there has apparently attained to even 
greater heights of farcical obscenity 
than it has reached in the United States. 
The place swarms with demagogues of 
the most extravagant sorts, and they 
are gravely followed by a proletariat 
that is yet overwhelmingly British, and 
hence quite lacking in imagination and 
humour. Here in America, the strug
gle against all sound human distinctions 
is romanticized by the immigrant popu
lations, who often have both. Thus it 
produces, not only such braying asses as 
William Jennings Bryan, but also such 
charming Utopians as Debs (a French
man), such picturesque intellectual brig
ands as Emma Goldman, and such poets 
as Giovannetti and Sandburg. In Aus
tralia there is nothing of the sort. 
The social conflict remains crudely ma
terialistic— a sordid battle for jobs and 
loot. On the one hand there is the 
small minority of civilized men, chiefly 
recent immigrants from England and 
Scotland, and on the other hand there 
is the vast herd of human hyenas, con
scious of their power and eager to test 
and prove it. Imagine a Harding or a 
Cox crossed with a Gompers, and you 
have a very fair picture o f the average 
Australian statesman of the Hughes 
type. The fellow, in brief, is a mere 
political blatherskite, without the slight
est relieving touch of rakish charm. 
And his followers are merely swine.

Here is rich material for the sardonic 
novelist, and, what is more, material 
not easily accessible anywhere else in 
the world. The history of an Austra
lian politician would make a novel fully
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as engrossing as Dreiser’s history of 
Cowperwood or Thomas Mann’s saga 
of the Buddenbrooks. Imagine the pica
resque qualities o f it—the beginnings in 
some God-forsaken backwoods, the 
flight to the city, the days of a sordid 
labour, the rise as a labour leader, the 
entry into politics, the growth of skill 
as a nose-puller, the struggle for office, 
the final wealth and knighthood. The 
woman o f such a man would be equally 
interesting. Moreover, both would be 
thoroughly Australian, and not merely 
second-rate English. Both would mir
ror the peculiar conditions of life in a 
far-flung and naïve country, old enough 
to be a bit complex and yet too young 
to have reached social equilibrium. 
Here would be a job that only an Aus
tralian could perform. It would open 
the way for a genuinely Australian lit
erature. And yet no Australian has ever 

 seriously tackled it.

§ 18

On One’s Minor Ambitions.— Each of 
us wishes that he could do something 
that he cannot do. Often, of course, 
this ambition is cast in some important 
direction: one wishes that one could 
write a fine novel, say, or paint a fine 
picture, or carve a fine statue, or achieve 
a lovely gal. But much more often the 
ambition is cast in a grotesquely small 
direction. My own momentary ambi
tion, for example, is to be able to clog 
with my left foot as well as I can with 
my right.

§ 19

On Second-Rate Emotions.— Other 
ways may fail, but one can always ac
curately tell a second-rate man by the 
quality of his emotions. The laughter 
and the tears o f a second-rate man are 
divining rods that no university train
ing, social experience, worldly culture, 
or tailor, can hide.

§ 20

War Debts.— From any newspaper 
article: “ The American people came

out o f the war burdened with a war 
debt of $30,000,000,000. It will take 
them two generations to pay for the 
gigantic wastage of a year and a half,” 
etc., etc. As usual, bosh. The net wast
age of the war, on the American side, 
was not thirty billions, nor the half 
or quarter of thirty billions, nor do the 
American people, as a people, owe any 
such amount. All that one may say 
accurately is that the American people 
in general owe a minority o f the Ameri
can people thirty billions, and that a 
very small part of the sum, perhaps 
three or four billions, represents values 
actually destroyed in the war. The 
rest represents profit. Those who were 
in a favourable position to do so simply 
made that much profit out o f the rank 
and file o f their fellow citizens. Worse, 
the sum represents only a small part of 
the profit that they made, for they lent 
cheap dollars and will be paid back in 
dear dollars. Take, for example, my 
own case. I have bought war bonds 
for as little as 83. At the time I bought 
them the dollar was so much depre
ciated by inflation that a hundred-dollar 
bond would buy but thirty or forty 
bushels o f wheat. But when I am paid 
back my money— not $83, but $100—a 
hundred-dollar bond will probably 
buy between 100 and 120 bushels of 
wheat.

The notion that wars are unprofitable 
will not down, but it remains a delu
sion none the less. They actually are 
unprofitable, of course, to the man who 
is taken from a good job and put into 
a trench at $30 a month, but this man 
is always in a minority. They are also 
unprofitable to the millions who live 
upon fixed incomes— officials, pension
ers, rentiers, bookkeepers, clerks, etc. 
But they are usually extremely profit
able, at least transiently, to labour, and 
ten times more profitable to capital. The 
Civil War founded fully two-thirds of 
the great American fortunes of to-day, 
and the late war founded perhaps nine- 
tenths of the great fortunes o f to
morrow.

Capital, in fact, always gets a double 
whack at the loot. First it demands
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an usurious pound of flesh for its direct 
services, and then it calmly grabs the 
share of everybody else. Labour, dur
ing a war, is always in good spirits. 
W ages are very high, and it seems to be 
prospering. But the extra wages that 
it gets are really no more than a bait 
fed to it by capital. A  few days after 
they are paid out, they are taken back 
in the form of increased prices, and 
eventually the working man is pumped 
dry of every bit of his apparent profit, 
and it all flows into the pocket of capi
tal. During the late war hundreds of 
thousands of working folk, assuming 
that their high wages were real, sub
scribed for bonds, but the rising cost of 
living eventually forced them to let 
them go. Hence the fall in the price. 
Hence the double profit o f the capi
talists, of whom I have the honour to 
be one.

Month by month the number of 
bondholders shrinks, and the average 
holding enlarges. The poor folk who 
saw themselves turned into capitalists 
by the act o f subscribing have now 
lost their bonds and are poor again. 
The relatively well-to-do folk, having 
been able to hang on, now not only own 
all the bonds they originally subscribed 
for, but also all the bonds their poorer 
fellow-citizens subscribed for, and they 
got the latter, as I have shown, under 
such conditions that they will be paid 
back three, four or maybe even five or 
six dollars for every dollar that they 
paid out. Thus the war debt in actual 
values is not thirty billions but some
thing between a hundred billions and 
two hundred billions. But it is not 
owed by the American people to any 
external creditor, as a man, say, owes 
a tailor bill. It is simply owed by the 
American people in general to a rela
tively few Americans in particular. The 
repayment o f it, and o f the interest 
on it, will have the sole effect o f taking 
away; the earnings and savings o f the 
former and handing them over to the 
latter. If the whole transaction were 
completed at one stroke tomorrow, mil
lions o f Americans would be reduced 
to beggary and a few thousand Ameri

cans would be lifted to unheard-of 
wealth.

Nevertheless, it is always looked 
upon as immoral to suggest any plan 
for getting rid o f this huge, and chiefly 
imaginary debt—that is, any plan short 
of paying it in full. It is invariably 
spoken of by the capitalist newspapers 
as if it were a debt of honour. It is 
nothing of the sort. It simply repre
sents the extra profit made by capital 
out o f  the fact that there was a war 
—the profit above that which would 
have been made if there had been 
peace. That this is true is shown by 
the fact that, all the while the war loans 
were being taken up, either by the di
rect subscriptions of capital, or, at sec
ond hand, by the imaginary extra wages 
temporarily lent to labour, capital was 
still fully able to finance all its custo
mary enterprises, and even to spare 
billions to lend abroad. What was left 
over went into the war loans. If noth
ing had been left over the war loans 
would have failed.

I therefore formally propose that the 
whole farce be brought to an end by 
the simple device o f repudiating all the 
war debts. Such a scheme would not 
confiscate any man’s honestly earned 
money; it would merely shake out all 
the immoral war profits o f capital. I 
defy any millionaire to step up and 
offer proof that he owns today, or has 
ever owned, an amount o f war bonds 
exceeding his extra profits during the 
war. No such millionaire exists. But 
the small holders who have hung on 
at great sacrifice would be robbed ? 
Nonsense! Very few o f them have 
hung on. As for those who have, it 
would be an easy matter to except from 
the repudiation the bonds of any man 
who owns less than $1,000 worth, and 
can prove that he bought them when 
they were first issued and paid 100 for 
them. It would be easy, too, to ex
cept widows, orphans, clergymen and 
incompetents generally. These excep
tions would make very little difference. 
The.net debt, if not wholly wiped out, 
would still be reduced 80 or 90 per cent. 
The losers would all be well able to
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stand their loss. As a matter of fact, 
they would lose little, if anything, for 
so gigantic a deflation would make the 
dollar double in value, and so the ma
jority would actually gain, i.e., by the 
enormous increase in the value of their 
remaining property, most of which has 
some tangible existence and is not a 
mere creature of patriotic bookkeep
ing.

I need not add, I hope, that I am not 
a Bolshevik. Nor am I a Marxian So
cialist. Nor am I even a Liberal. On 
the contrary, I am a conscientious re
actionary in politics, and believe in capi
talism. More, I ’d stand to lose by the 
transaction, for I own more than $1,000 
worth of war bonds and I am neither 
a widow, an orphan nor a clergyman. 
Still more, my proposal is purely selfish:

I believe that its execution would tend 
to make capital more secure. The late 
war, remember, is not the last that we 
are going to have. Another one al
ready looms up and it will have suc
cessors. Well, if these successive wars 
are financed as the last one was 
financed— that is, in such manner that 
part o f the people are enabled to make 
gigantic and wholly unearned fortunes 
while another part are doing the fight
ing and paying the bills— then soon 
or late the multitude of worms will be
gin to turn, and then, good-bye, John! 
I want to postpone that day until I am 
safe in hell. I want to prevent capital 
from making such an unmitigated hog 
of itself that even a people so docile as 
the Americans will rise up and de
stroy it.

Sun M agic
By Thomas M oult

W H E R E  cradling leaves their green unfold, 
The sun-king weaves a web of gold.

The sweet air swims with the bright shine 
W hen his hand skims the bramble-twine 
And the maiden-flush of flowering thorn,
And the silver bush so long forlorn 
O f sleeping bud, and the windy flowers 
Sprung in the sod since April showers.
His fingers speed o ’er brake and hollow, 
W hich way they lead, the fresh winds follow. 
And every branch, set swinging, herds 
An avalanche of golden birds!

W O M A N  is rarely so pious that she will not leave her contemplations of 
heaven to fall into a man’s arms.



Tarquin of Cheapside
B y F . Scott Fitzgerald

I

R u n n i n g  footsteps— light, soft- 
soled shoes made of curious leath
ery cloth brought from Ceylon 

setting the pace; thick flowing boots, 
two pairs, dark blue and gilt, reflecting 
the moonlight in blunt gleams and 
splotches, following a stone’s throw be
hind.

Soft Shoes flashes through a patch o f 
moonlight, then darts into a blind laby
rinth o f alleys and becomes only an 
intermittent scuffle ahead somewhere in 
the enfolding darkness. In go Flowing 
Boots with short swords lurching and 
long plumes awry, finding a breath to 
curse God and the black lanes of Lon
don.

Soft Shoes leaps a shadowy gate and 
crackles through a hedgerow. Flow
ing Boots leap the gate and crackles 
through the hedgerow--and there, 
startlingly, is the watch ahead— two 
murderous pikemen of ferocious cast 
o f mouth acquired in Holland and the 
Spanish marches.

But there is no cry for help. The 
pursued does not fall panting at the feet 
of the watch, clutching a purse; neither 
do the pursuers raise a hue and cry. 
Soft Shoes goes by in a rush of air. 
The watch curse and hesitate, glance 
after the fugitive and then spread their 
pikes grimly across the road and wait 
for Flowing Boots. Darkness, like a  
great hand, cuts off the even flow of the 
moon.

The hand moves off the moon whose 
pale caress finds again the eaves and 
lintels, and the watch, wounded and 
tumbled in the dust. Up the street one

of Flowery Boots leaves a black trail 
o f spots until he binds himself clumsily 
as he runs, with fine lace caught from 
his throat.

It was no affair for the watch: Satan 
was out tonight and Satan seemed to 
be he who appeared dimly in front, heel 
over gate, knee over fence. Moreover 
the adversary was obviously traveling 
near home or at least in that section of 
London consecrated to his coarser 
whims, for the street narrowed like a 
road in a picture and the houses bent 
over further and further, cooping in 
natural ambushes suitable for murder 
and its histrionic sister, sudden death.

Down long and sinuous lanes twisted 
the hunted and the harriers, always in 
and out of the moon in a perpetual 
queen’s move over a checker-board of 
glints and patches. Ahead, the. quarry, 
minus his leather jerkin now and run
ning half blinded by drips of sweat, had 
taken to scanning his ground desperate
ly on both sides. As a result he sud
denly slowed down, and retracing his 
steps a bit scooted up an alley so dark 
that it seemed that here sun and moon 
had been in eclipse since the last glacier 
slipped roaring over the earth. Two 
hundred yards down he stopped short 
and crammed himself into a niche in the 
wall where he huddled and panted silent
ly, a grotesque god without bulk or out
line in the gloom.

Flowing Boots, two pairs, drew near, 
came up, went by, halted twenty yards 
beyond him and spoke in breathless 
whispers:

“ I was attune to that scuffle; it 
stopped.”

“ Within twenty paces.”
43
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"H e’s hid.”
“ Stay together now and we’ll cut him 

up. This way.”
The voice faded into a low crunch of 

a boot, nor did Soft Shoes wait to hear 
more— he sprang in three leaps across 
the alley, where he bounded up, flapped 
for a moment on the top of the wall like 
a huge bird, and disappeared, gulped 
down by the hungry night at a mouthful.

II
“He read at wine, he read in bed 

He read aloud, had he the breath,
His every thought was with the dead 

And so he read himself to death."’

A ny visitor to the old James the 
First graveyard near Peat’s Hill may 
spell out this bit of doggerel, undoubt
edly one of the worst recorded of an 
Elizabethan, on the tomb of Wessel 
Caxter.

This death of his, says the antiquary, 
occurred when he was thirty-seven, but 
as this story is concerned with the night 
o f a certain chase through darkness, we 
find him still alive, still reading. His 
eyes were somewhat dim, his stomach 
somewhat obvious—he was a misbuilt 
man and a lazy one. But an era is an 
era and in the reign o f Elizabeth, by the 
grace o f Luther, Queen of England, no 
man could help but catch the spirit of 
excitement. Every loft in Cheapside 
published its Magnum Folium (or 
magazine) of the new blank verse; the 
Cheapside Players would produce any
thing on sight as long as it “got away 
from those reactionary miracle plays,”  
and the English Bible had run through 
seven printings in as many months.

So Wessel Caxter, who in his youth 
had gone to sea, was now an inveterate 
reader of all on which he could lay his 
hands—he read friends’ manuscripts; 
he dined poets; he loitered about the 
shops where the Magna Folia were 
printed, and he listened tolerantly while 
the young playwrights wrangled and 
bickered among themselves and behind 
each other’s backs made bitter and ma
licious charges of plagiarism or any
thing else they could think of.

Tonight he had a book, a piece of 
work which, tho inordinately versed, 
contained, he thought, some rather ex
cellent political satire. The Faery 
Queene by Edmund Spencer lay before 
him under the tremulous candle-light. 
He had finished a canto; he was begin
ning another :

The Legend o f Britomartis or of 
Chastity.

It falls me here to write o f Chastity. 
The fayrest vertue, far above the rest. . .

A  sudden rush of feet on the stairs, 
a rusty swing open of the thin door, 
and a man thrust himself into the room, 
a man without a jerkin, panting and 
sobbing and on the verge of collapse.

“ Wessel,”  he choked out, “ stick me 
away somewhere, for the love of Our 
Lady !”

Caxter rose, carefully closing his 
book, and bolted the door in some con
cern.

“ I’m pursued,” cried out Soft Shoes. 
“ I vow there’s two short-witted blades 
trying to make me into mince meat and 
near succeeding. They saw me jump 
the back wall !”

“ It would need,”  said Wessel, look
ing at him curiously, “ several battalions 
armed with arabesques and two or three 
Armadas to keep you reasonably secure 
from the revenges of the world.”

Soft Shoes smiled with satisfaction. 
His sobbing gasps were giving way to 
quick precise breathing; his hunted air 
had faded to a faintly perturbed irony.

“ I feel little surprise,”  continued 
Wessel.

“ They were two such apes.”
“ Making a total of three.”
“ Only two unless you stick me away. 

Man, man, come alive ; they’ll be on the 
stairs in a spark’s age.”

Wessel took a dismantled pike-staff 
from the corner and raising it to the 
high ceiling dislodged a rough trap
door opening into a garret above.
 “ There’s no ladder.”

He moved a bench under the trap 
upon which Soft Shoes mounted, 
crouched, hesitated, crouched again and
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then leaped amazingly upward. He 
taught at the edge of the aperture and 
swung back and forth for a moment, 
shifting his hold; finally doubled up and 
disappeared into the darkness above. 
There was a scurry like a migration of 
rats as the trap door was replaced; then 
silence.

Wessel returned to his reading table, 
opened to the Legend of Britomartis or 
of Chastity—and waited. Almost a 
minute later there was a scramble on the 
stairs and an intolerable hammering at 
the door. Wessel sighed and, picking 
up his candle, rose.

“ Who’s there?”
“ Open the door!”
“ W ho’s there?”
A  mighty blow shook the frail wood 

and splintered it around the edge. 
Wessel opened it a bare three inches and 
held the candle high. His was to play 
the timorous, the super-respectable citi
zen, disgracefully disturbed.

“ One small hour of the night for 
rest. One small hour. Is that too much 
to ask from every brawler and— ” 

“ Quiet, gossip. Have you seen a per
spiring fellow?”  

The shadows o f the two gallants fell 
in immense wavering outlines over the 
narrow stairs; by the light Wessel scru
tinized them closely. Gentlemen, they 
were, hastily but richly dressed— one o f 
them wounded severely in the hand, 
both radiating a sort of furious horror. 
Waving aside Wessel’s ready miscom
prehension, they pushed by him into the 
room and with their swords went 
through the business o f poking care
fully into all suspected hiding places in 
the rooms, further extending their 
search to Wessel’s bed-chamber.

“ Is he hid here ?”  demanded the 
wounded man fiercely.

“ Is who here?”
“ Any man but you.”
“ Only two others that I know of.” 
For a second Wessel feared that he 

had spoken too much, for the gallants 
made as tho to run him through.

“ I heard a man on the stairs,”  he said 
hastily, “ full five minutes ago, it was. 
He most certainly failed to come up.”

He went on to explain his absorption 
in the Faery Queene but, for the mo
ment at least, his visitors were anaes
thetic to culture.

“ What’s been done?” inquired Wes
sel.

“ Violence!”  said the man with the 
wounded hand. Wessel noticed that his 
eyes were quite wild. “ My own sister. 
Oh, Christ in heaven, give us this man!”

Wessel winced.
“ Who is the man ?”
“ God’s word! We know not even 

that. What’s that trap up there ?’L he 
added suddenly.

“ It’s nailed down. It’s not been used 
for years.” He thought of the pole in 
the corner and quailed inwardly, but 
the utter despair of the two men dulled 
their astuteness.

“ It would take a ladder for anyone 
not a tumbler,”  said the wounded man 
listlessly.

His companion broke into hysterical 
laughter.

“A  tumbler. Oh, a tumbler. Oh— ”
Wessel stared at them in wonder.
“ That, by chance, does appeal to my 

most ironic humor,”  cried the man, “ that 
no one— oh, no one— could get up there 
but a tumbler.”

The gallant with the wounded hand 
snapped his fingers impatiently.

“ We must go next door—and then 
on— ”

Helplessly they went as two walking 
under a dark and storm-swept sky.

Wessel closed and bolted the door 
and stood a moment by it, frowning in 
pity.

A  low breath “ H a!” made him look 
up. Soft Shoes had already raised the 
trap and was looking down into the 
loom, his rather elfish face squeezed 
into a grimace, half of distaste, half of 
sardonic amusement.

“ They take off their heads with their 
helmets,”  he remarked in a whisper, 
“ but as for you and me, Wessel, we are 
two cunning men.”

“Now you be cursed,”  cried Wessel 
vehemently. “ I knew you for a dog 
ever, but when I hear even the half of 
a tale like this I know you for such a
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dirty cur that I am minded to crack 
your skull.”

Soft Shoes stared at him, blinking. 
“ At all events,”  he replied finally, “ I 

find dignity impossible in this position.”  
With this he let his body through the 

trap, hung for an instant and dropped 
the seven feet to the floor.

“ There was a rat considered my ear 
with the air o f a gourmet,”  he contin
ued, dusting his hands on his breeches. 
“ I told him in the rat’s peculiar idiom 
that I was deadly poison so he took him
self off.”

“ Let’s hear of this night’s business!” 
insisted Wessel angrily.

Soft Shoes touched his thumb to his 
nose and wiggled the fingers derisively 
at Wessel.

“ Street gamin!”  muttered Wessel. 
“ Have you any paper?”  demanded 

Soft Shoes irrelevantly, and then rude
ly added, “ or can you write?”

“ Why should I give you paper?” 
“ You wanted to hear o f the night’s 

business. So you shall and you give me 
pen, ink, a sheaf of paper and a room 
to myself.”

Wessel hesitated.
“ Get out!” he said finally.
“ As you will. Yet you have missed a 

most intriguing story.”
Wessel wavered, gave in. Soft Shoes 

went into the adjoining room with the 
begrudged writing materials and care
fully closed the door. Wessel grunted 
and returned to the Faery Queene; so 
silence came once more upon the house.

III

T hree  o ’clock went into four. The 
room paled, the dark outside was shot 
through with damp and chill, and Wes
sel, cupping his head in his hands bent 
low over his table, tracing through the 
pattern of knights and fairies and the 
harrowing distresses of many girls. 
There were dragons chortling along the 
narrow street outside; when the sleepy 
armourer’s boy began his work at half 
past five the heavy clink and chank of 
plate and linked mail swelled to the 
echo of a marching cavalcade.

A  fog shut down at the first flare of 
dawn and the room was grayish yellow 
at six when Wessel tiptoed to his cup
board bed-chamber and pulled open the 
door. His guest turned on him a face 
pale as parchment in which two dis
traught eyes burned like great red let
ters. He had drawn a chair close to Wes
sel’s prie-dieu which he was using as 
a desk; and on it was an amazing stack 
o f closely written pages. With a long 
sigh Wessel withdrew and returned to 
his syren, calling himself fool for not 
claiming his bed here at dawn.

The clump of boots outside, the 
croaking of old beldames from attic to 
attic, the dull murmur of morning, un
nerved him, and half dozing he slumped 
in his chair, his brain, overladen with 
sound and colour, working intolerably 
over the imagery that stacked it. In 
this restless dream of his he was one 
of a thousand groaning bodies crushed 
near the sun, a helpless bridge for the 
strong-eyed Apollo. The dream tore 
at him, scraped along his mind like a 
ragged knife. When, a hot hand touched 
his shoulder, he awoke with what was 
nearly a scream to find the fog thick 
in the room and his guest, a gray ghost 
of misty stuff, beside him with a pile 
o f paper in his hand.

“ It should be a most intriguing tale, 
I believe, though it requires some go
ing over. May I ask you to lock it away, 
and in God’s name let me sleep ?”

He waited for no answer, but thrust 
the pile at Wessel and literally poured 
¡himself like stuff from a suddenly in
verted bottle upon a couch in the corner; 
slept, with his breathing regular but his 
brow wrinkled in a curious and some
what uncanny manner.

Wessel yawned sleepily and, glanc
ing at the scrawled, uncertain first page, 
he began reading aloud very softly:

The Rape o f Lucrece

“From the besieged Ardea all in  post, 
Borne by the trustless wings o f false 

desire,
Lust-breathing Tarquin leaves the 

Roman host—”



Vespers
B y  Solita Solano

F LO RA sat up and stared through 
the window. No trace of gray 
lightened the sky and the morning 

star, cold and white, still burned in the 
east. Disappointed, she lay down again 
and presently remembered the letter un
der her pillow. She drew it forth and 
kissed the envelope with the intensity 
o f passion that only childhood knows. 
She pressed it between her little breasts 
and then lay with tensed muscles, wait
ing for the bell to summon the convent 
to prayer.

Surely today, said the letter. Not 
next week or perhaps next month as it 
had been through the past year of 
broken promises, but today. Flora tried 
not to think of the bitterness of those 
hours spent waiting for the visit that 
never came. Today, she felt, would 
obliterate those memories of despair. 
Today!  Little shivers of excitement ran 
over her thin body and she longed for 
the bell to ring and break the chill of the 
silence about her.

The morning must be lived through 
somehow— two masses and prayers in 
the study hall. As soon as the midday 
meal should have ended she would ask 
permission to wait in the roadway that 
led up the hill from the gates. Perhaps 
Madeleine would be—willing to stand 
there with her and Anna, too, since it 
was forbidden that two girls converse 
apart. By two o ’clock she would see 
the motor coming over the gray ribbon 
that was the road from the outside 
world, looking like a black beetle whose 
speed was out of all proportion to the 
teachings of entomology.

The automobile would rush through

the gates and up the hill to her. A  mo
ment o f suspense and she would cry, 
“ Mother!” The beautiful woman in the 
car would hold out her arms in a rush 
o f perfumed tenderness.

“ My little Flora,”  she would murmur, 
“ Really, you’re not so ugly as you were 
two years ago. W e may make some
thing of you yet. Have you been a 
good girl ? Ah, that pleases me. They 
write you have done well in your 
studies, too. Perhaps you would like 
to come home for a visit this summer.”

Flora drew her breath in sharply as 
her imagination leaped anew to this 
dream, cherished for three years 
through lonely summer days spent read
ing or sewing under the trees among 
grave nuns or lying alone in the grass, 
her eyes following the clouds across 
the sky. Yet why should she doubt the 
ultimate fulfillment o f her dream? 
Other girls as ugly and brown as she 
were swept home at every excuse. There 
was Monica, disfigured by thick, jutting 
eyebrows. And Anna, whose forehead 
was as round as a knob. And little Grace 
with a bent back. But on visiting days 
their mothers rushed at them across the 
convent parlours with little cries of love 
and said tender, absurd things, unmind
ful of the nuns who watched these dem
onstrations with faint disapproval.

Flora had often hidden behind the 
heavy doors on these Sunday afternoons 
to see the mothers arrive and to breathe 
in the scarcely perceptible aroma of the 
outside world which they carried in their 
garments. Then when her loneliness 
could no longer bear the contemplation 
of maternal caresses, she would steal 
away. Later she would refuse to ac
cept any share in the boxes o f sweet-
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meats that were left behind to lessen 
the grief o f parting.

“ I don’t care for any,”  she would 
say. “ That is why my mother doesn’t 
send me boxes, too. She knows that 
since I was a child I have not cared for 
sweets.”

Perhaps today there would be a box 
for her— a rather large box, o f course, 
since her mother was in arrears. To 
uphold the tradition that she did not care 
for such things, she would have to dis
tribute the box among the frankly 
greedy girls of her classroom. The 
magnificence of this gesture so pleased 
Flora that she was able to suppress her 
longing for the box.

“ Divide it among you,” she planned 
to say. “ I have never liked sweets—  
even as a child.”

Flora sighed and clasped the letter 
closer.

“ Mother!”  she whispered.
The rising bell rang, insolently insis

tent. It was a quarter to six. The dor
mitory mistress, her face milk-white 
against the black of her habit, lighted 
four lamps. A  stir began to spread 
among the cubicles, a rustling of sheets 
and voices murmuring the first prayer of 
the day as nuns proffered holy water at 
each cubicle. Flora dipped cold fingers 
into the bowl thrust toward her and 
blessed herself before she shiveringly 
drew off her cotton night-gown.

Six minutes were allotted for wash
ing, combing and dressing.

Flora, always tardy, was later today 
than ever. Her hands trembled and an 
irritability o f the nerves seized her. 
Hurry as she would, the tangles would 
not be jerked from her hair and there 
was a buttonhole in her unfamiliar Sun
day uniform to which she could offer 
nothing. She heard others leaving their 
cubicles. In a panic she ran into the 
corridor, belt and veil in her hands.

Nuns were hurrying the girls with 
fluttering gestures and clickings of the 
tongue, speech being forbidden after 
the saying of the first blessing. The old
er girls took their places at the head of 
the lin es  and waited for the signal to 
march. Flora, nearly twelve, stumbled

to the middle of the left line. Looking 
over the heads o f the smaller girls, she 
thought of those other Sundays when 
her mother had come to see her— once 
when she had been next to the last girl 
and once when she had been fourth from 
the end. She began to adjust the 
white veil which replaced the week-day 
veil of black and again felt an intense 
secret joy.

“ Tch, tch, tch!”
Flora, startled, looked up. A  nun 

was motioning her to put on her belt. 
As Flora pinned it in place the last 
stragglers joined the lines, the older 
girls bored, resentful or stupid with 
sleep. Yawning, they leaned against each 
other for support and warmth. Only 
the younger children looked bright-eyed 
and eager— with that look of anticipa
tion with which all young animals hail 
the new day.

The nun’s glances traveled anxiously 
up and down the lines. Now she nodded, 
as nervous as a bird, and snapped a small 
object of wood, so much like a castanet 
that she would surely have put it aside 
had she been told of the resemblance. 
At this signal the lines moved. Led and 
flanked by nuns, the girls marched 
through dark corridors and down flights 
of sombre, shadowed stairs. Pale faces 
looked down on them from the walls—  
the Mother of Sorrows, the Blessed 
Apostles, some Martyred Saints.

Approaching the chapel doors, they 
halted under a figure of the Christ. His 
heart, for which the convent was named, 
bleeding and wound about with thorns. 
The nuns came together with nods and 
private signals. Two o f them pushed 
open the heavy doors with hands too 
habituated to their task to remember the 
shuddering reverence with which they 
had first performed this rite. The girls 
bowed their heads and entered the scent
ed dimness with soft, slow steps. They 
made their genuflection in unison.

In her pew Flora knelt and looked 
across at Madeleine. She felt the ne
cessity of sharing this happiness that 
burned her like a fever. Madeleine, her 
face like a lily, was absorbed in devo
tions, delicate hands holding her rosary
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against a tight little chest. Under 
Flora’s persistent gaze her eyes opened.

“ M y mother is coming today.”
Flora formed the words noiselessly 

and saw Madeleine’s eyes grow round 
at this temerity.

Her lips compressed themselves to 
show disapproval but before she closed 
her eyes Flora caught an almost imper
ceptible smile that flickered at the cor
ners of her mouth. It was as if she 
were amused even in her piety that her 
friend could think she had forgotten.

Flora gave herself up to prayer but 
presently her mind occupied itself with 
the memory of her mother’s face. She 
recalled each feature, her heart swelling 
with love and pride. Th e eyes with 
their purple shadows; the opalescent 
tones of the complexion which could 
not be distinguished a few paces dis
tant; the delicacy of the nose, and the 
mouth as scarlet as a poppy. No one in 
the world was so beautiful as her 
mother. Even the Blessed Virgin whose 
statue loomed from her own special 
altar at Florals right could not be so 
beautiful.

Fearing this thought sinful, the child 
began a Credo, looking curiously at the 
statue as if she were seeing it with new 
eyes. How gentle was the V irgin ! How 
maternal! Yet beside the glowing 
beauty of her mother the dispassionate 
face of the mother of the son of God 
was cold and uninspiring.

The mass came to an end. The girls 
filed out and into the refectory for 
breakfast. It was half an hour later in 
the recreation period that Flora had her 
first opportunity to speak to Madeleine, 
the ban of silence being lifted for fif
teen minutes.

“I thought you might tell me some
thing,” began Flora quickly, fearing a 
third girl would be sent to them to up
hold the rules.

 “What ?” asked Madeleine rather in
differently.

She began to eat an apple she had 
brought from the table. Despite her 
affection for Flora she could not resist 
enjoying her superiority in having a 
mother who came every Sunday.

“ Well,”  hesitated Flora. "Have I—  
have I changed any since the year be
fore last? Am I different?”

She paused and only her anxiety 
forced the next words from her. 

“ Have I grown—prettier?”
She lifted a dark, weazened face from 

which the hair was brushed uncompro
misingly.

“ Um, I don’t know,”  replied Made
leine, hesitating, as she consulted her 
little white conscience. “ Maybe you are 
— perhaps. But, anyway, your mother 
knows you can’t help being not pretty.” 

Flora looked down. She did not wish 
Madeleine to see her tears.

“ My mother is very particular about 
children being pretty,”  she said, wink
ing rapidly. “ My sister, Mary, is pretty. 
She has long curls. My hair won’t curl, 
even with water. My mother takes 
Mary every place and one day last sum
mer when Mary had her hair pinned up 
someone asked if she and my mother 
were sisters.”

Flora saw with satisfaction that she 
had astonished her more experienced 
friend. Madeleine’s interest was in
stantly captured by the picture of a 
mother who looked more like a sister. 
She consented to watch with Flora on 
the path after dinner and was asking if 
Mary was coming, too, when the nuns 
fluttered down among the children to 
renew silence. It was time for veils 
and high mass.

II
J u s t  before t w o  o’clock, Flora, 

trembling, dragged Madeleine to the 
roadway. Anna followed. Fixing their 
eyes on the turn o f the road, the chil
dren stood until they began to shiver in 
the raw air. Madeleine buttoned the fur 
collar of her coat and looked critically 
at Flora.

“ I hope your mother remembers to 
bring you a new coat,”  she said. “ That 
old one doesn’t fit you any more. Look 
where the sleeves are. No wonder your 
hands are red.”

Flora winced and glanced at Anna to 
see if she had overheard.

S. S.— Feb. 4
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“ My mother can't help it if I grow too 
fast,”  she replied. “And anyhow, I like 
this coat.”

“ Well, let’s run down the hill and 
back. I ’m cold,”  said Madeleine. “ Oh, 
there comes something!”

The girls watched an automobile ap
proach the gates and labour up the long 
hill. Flora could scarcely breathe. She 
closed her eyes.

Then she heard Madeleine cry, 
“ Mamma!”  and opened them again in 
time to see the greeting.

The tall woman stepped down from 
the motor and, arm in arm, the two 
walked toward the visitors’ entrance.

By half-past three fifty automobiles 
had come, bearing mothers, fathers, 
brothers and sisters. Anna, pierced by 
the wind, had gone indoors. Flora, her 
eyes strained and reddened by tears, still 
watched the road.

“ Mother, mother, you must come!”
She repeated this over and over.
A  nun called her from the basement 

door. Flora turned her head but did 
not speak.

“ Come in and get ready for vespers. 
If your mother were coming she would 
be here.”

Flora obeyed and made her way to the 
study hall, hanging her head as she 
passed the girls of her class. She began 
to pin on her veil for the service, think
ing that she did not care now. She 
could never care again. Everything was 
finished for her.

“ Go to the parlours at once, child. 
Your mother— ”

Before her stood Madame de Pier- 
pont, assistant to the Mother Superior.

Flora heard her as one hears in a 
dream.

“ My mother— ” she began and felt 
the blood drain slowly out of her face.

“ Mother!”  she gasped.
All at once her limbs felt galvanized 

with new life. She turned and ran from 
the room.

Her mother was seated at a window 
in the large parlour. The child, awk
ward from nervousness and pale from 
fatigue and fright, stole across the room 
and stood beside her mother in silence,

breathing in the well-remembered per
fume.

“Ah, Flora!”
Her mother pecked at her cheek and 

looked at her attentively,
“ Oh, you haven’t changed much, have

you ?”
Flora had put out her arms but now 

she understood that no embrace was de
sired. She put them down again.

“ She isn’t pleased with m e!”  she 
thought.

Her heart beat slowly but with pain
ful emphasis.

“ You don’t seem very healthy,”  com
mented her mother, “ You’re , pale and 
thin. My, what looking feet! Now 
your sister, Mary, would not put on 
shoes like that.”

Flora heard words but did not under
stand. She gazed into the beautiful, dis
contented face and tried to speak, twist
ing about on her toe.

“ They are all I have,”  she muttered.
“ What is that ? Speak up! Oh, I’m 

completely discouraged about you !”  
cried her mother.

She put a package into Flora’s hands.
“ I hope you’ll like it,”  she said.
The b o x ! But what a small box I 

Flora opened it quickly, tearing the 
paper from it. It was a book— “ Lives 
o f the Saints.”  The nuns had read it 
aloud last year to the sewing class.

Madame de Pierpont came into the 
room. She bore an invitation from the 
Mother Superior to attend Vespers. 
Flora might sit with her mother, she 
said, and graciously, led the way to the 
chapel.

Flora walked along by her mother’s 
side, holding the book, and in chapel sat 
as close to her mother as she dared, 
staring at the soft, white hands. How 
wonderful it would be to touch those 
curving fingers and shining nails! She 
wondered if she dared—

“ That veil seems to go with you,”  her 
mother whispered. “ Have you ever 
thought of becoming a nun, Flora? I 
think it would be an excellent thing for 
you if you could make up your mind to 
it. You are absolutely unfitted for 
society— so different from Mary. Ah,
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you should have seen Mary at her birth
day party last week! She looked so 
lovely in her pink chiffon dress that I 
could scarcely keep my eyes off her. 
Now if you had improved as I hoped—” 

The voices of the nuns, raised in song, 
swelled on a high note and Flora could 
not hear what followed. The words 
“ party”  and “ pink dress” ' excited her. 
She could see Mary’s yellow curls danc
ing on billows of pink. She listened 
feverishly, inclining her head un
til it almost touched her mother’s 
shoulder.

“—  and I would have taken you back 
with me. But I can see it would be use
less. I don’t understand where you get 
your plainness and gaucherie. From 
your father’s side, I guess. He had an 
Aunt Emma like that. A  bright enough 
woman, to be sure, but with no regard 
for the usages of society or a proper 
dressmaker.”

Flora stared dumbly at her mother. 
The lights were running together. So 
she was not to be taken home this sum
mer either! Another year of loneliness—  

“ I shall speak to the Mother Superior 
about you. I hope she thinks you have 
a vocation. Only a little while and you 
could be a postulant! Think of that, 
Flora!”

The music died away. Her mother 
stirred and arose.

“ Well, good-bye, Flora.”
She hesitated, then bent and kissed 

the child’s cheek.
A t this contact Flora awoke.
A  tremour shook her. With a cry 

she threw her arms about her mother 
and clung convulsively.

“ Take me with you! I don’t want 
to stay here! I want to go home and be 
like Mary!” Her words, coming from 
between clenched teeth, were indistin
guishable.

“ Let me go, you’ll pull down my hair,” 
said her mother peevishly. “ And for 
heaven’s sake, Flora, do learn to speak 
distinctly. You run your words to
gether so that it is impossible to under
stand you. Ah, here is my guide. Will 
you be so kind as to take me to the 
Mother Superior? I want to see her

about my little girl. Flora sems to think 
she has a vocation— ”

The nun and the woman of the world 
walked away, their heads bent toward 
each other.

Flora stood where her mother had left 
her, without power to speak or move. 
It couldn’ t be her mother’s farewell to 
her. Surely she would turn and call to 
her to walk back through the corridors 
by her side. She had scarcely said a 
word to her about home or Mary. She 
wanted to hear about the party—

She waited, eyes on the door. The 
sound o f steps and voices died away.

Flora felt sick— physically sick—and 
very cold. She began to shiver.

“ I want to die, I want to die,”  she 
thought. “ What does one do to die ?” 

Before her were gray years of rou
tine. She would never see her mother 
or Mary in her pink dress. She would 
never go to a party or have boxes 
brought to her at the convent. There 
would be only shabby clothes until it 
was time for the black habit.

Unseeingly she watched the nuns at 
the altars as they lighted candles for the 
Benediction service. She told herself 
fiercely that she had no vocation. Her 
mind and heart were turning ever out
ward and away from the drab, calm life 
of the convent to the world her mother 
inhabited—mysterious world where
were splendid colours, flowers and per
fumes. Her mother’s perfume still lin
gered about her like an aura.

It was the perfume that crystallized 
her emotions. She was taken unaware, 
overcome by a feeling of suffocation that 
would only be relieved by the sobs that 
suddenly tore at her throat. So that no 
one would hear she lay down in the 
pew and placed her mouth on her arm, 
biting the flesh through the sleeve.

“ God, please, I don’t want to be left 
here,”  she prayed. “ I want to go home. 
Please, God, send my mother back 
for me. Blessed Virgin, intercede 
for me— ”

At this unconscious inclination toward 
the Virgin, Flora remembered how that 
morning she had regarded the statue’s 
symbolic maternity, and presently the
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desire to look again at the gentle face 
and cradling arms grew within her. She 
arose and stumbled forward to the altar. 
Kneeling here, she looked up passionate
ly at the pale countenance, seeing there 
love and peace. Not the hot beauty of 
her mother that gave a sense of restless
ness, but a feeling of comfort. With all 
her strength Flora wrenched her 
thoughts from her mother and turned 
them to the Virgin, and her heaven. 
With the last of the urge for physical 
contact upon her, she held up her arms. 
The face above was serene and under
standing.

Slowly Flora’s arms fell. She wanted 
to pray.

“A ve Maria, gratiae plena, Dominus 
tecum,”  she began.

Her hot tears fell on her hands as she 
clasped them.

The Mother' Superior and two nuns 
entered the chapel door. They tiptoed 
down the aisle and made their genuflect 
tion.

“Although young, she seems to have 
the true vocation,”  whispered Madame 
de Pierpont.

The shrewder Mother Superior, see
ing Flora’s tears, did not reply.

T he Funeral of Humour
By J. D . M cM aster

H U M OUR, they said, was dead. The greatest humourist, the only hu
mourist, the critics maintained, had passed away. He had joked Life 

by dying. The funeral was in progress: sadly, with infinite tenderness, the 
pall-bearers lifted the great man’s coffin from the hearse, and reverently they 
bore if toward the church step.

It was on the first step that the leading pall-bearer tripped, knocking off 
his top hat which rolled to the gutter while the crowd shook with laughter.

A G IR L may be carried away by the ecstasy of her first kiss, but after that 
she never forgets to wonder if the rouge has been rubbed off her lips.

T H E  most precious thing a woman has is her reputation. She can always 
barter it for something of worth.



The Thousand and Second, and 
Third Nights

B y George Sinberg

S CHEHEREZADE in the twelfth 
reincarnation, having used up all 
the folk-lore of Europe and Asia, 

betook herself to America. It was her 
purpose to acquaint herself with new 
romances for the nightly entertainment 
of her sovereign.

Once in America, however, she was 
persuaded to tour the vaudeville theaters 
of the country as Zyhrra, famous Orien
tal songster and snake-charmer. Being 
utterly devoid of any talent either as a 
singer or snake-charmer, she speedily 
found herself earning huge sums. With 
part o f her earnings she purchased a 
yacht on which she sailed home. The 
rest she carried as cargo.

On welcoming her, the Sultan re
marked :

“ My treasure, you have undoubtedly 
saved the dynasty, for we can now pay 
in coin better than their own those who 
would drive us from the face of the 
earth. But what of the folk-lore of 
America?”

And Scheherezade replied:
“ Know, oh, Sultan, that the folk-lore 

of America is even now in the process 
o f creation. The scriveners are exceed
ingly diligent in the business. Weekly 
there appear thick scrolls in which are 
printed tales o f the lives of the people 
o f America. I have learned the lan
guage and have committed several of 
these tales to memory.”

 “ Speak, fairest jewel of my crown,”  
said the Sultan tenderly. 

And Scheherezade related:

I

TH E TALE OF THE EARN EST 
YOUNG W ASH -BOILER M AKER

S w a n s o n  was a Swede. On emi
grating to New York, he took up as his 
life-work the manufacturing of pants. 
He soon learned, however, that he could 
not compete with the ancient race, givers 
of law and religion in the Old World, 
who expressed their ideals in the New 
World through ferocious industry in 
garment manufacturing.

Swanson went West. He dedicated 
himself to the manufacturing of wash- 
boilers by the unpatented hand-process 
then in vogue. He took his business 
very seriously. He prospered. When a 
war came to put new life into the de
mand for wash-boilers as it did for 
everything else, Swanson profiteered. 
He became a millionaire. He sent his 
son East to college.

Ole was even more serious about 
wash-boilers than his father. It was 
his dream to have every chemise and 
union-suit in the land boiled in a Swan
son. Also, he had visions of manufac
turing wash-boilers by machinery rather 
than by hand. He neglected his studies, 
his appearance, and even the beautiful 
women of the University town to con
struct such a machine.

He finally succeeded in inventing an 
electrical machine that would turn out 
wash-boilers one hundred and eight 
times faster than they could be produced 
by hand and in addition leave a by-pro-
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duct o f tooth-picks and side-combs. The 
machine had only one flaw. It wouldn’t 
work.

Ole laboured night and day to discover 
the reason for this. The faculty of the 
University aided him as one man. They 
wanted the glory of the invention for 
their University; besides it might attract 
endowments and that meant higher sal
aries all around. Experts were called in 
from distant cities to help. But the 
combined knowledge o f all was in vain. 
At the end o f a month of investigation 
they knew no more than before where 
the trouble lay.

At this time a great misfortune befell 
the business o f Swanson.

The governor o f the state in which 
Swanson lived was the son of a washer
woman. During the election-campaign, 
he had never tired of impressing upon 
the voters that he was of humble origin. 
He became so weary of repeating the 
story o f his early life that after election 
he desired only to remove at once from 
the face of the earth all reminders o f his 
origin. Accordingly, he had a law 
passed prohibiting the use of wash-boil
ers.

This law ruined Swanson’s business. 
He summoned Ole home from college. 
Packing up his useless machine, Ole 
obeyed.

A  new life began for Ole. His father 
became a village bum. Ole worked as 
a farm-hand by day and brought his 
father home from underground saloons 
by night.

He was leading the old gentleman 
home one evening when he saw a power
ful limousine suddenly stop at a point 
on the road a few yards ahead. As Ole 
reached the car, a beautiful young wom
an sitting inside beckoned to him. Ole 
sprang to her side.

“ I am in great danger,”  she informed 
him, “ Can I trust you?”

“ Sure!” answered Ole.
He never forgot that night o f adven

ture through the streets o f a great West
ern metropolis. Though he did not see 
the girl for years after he had rescued 
her from the counterfeiters, the white- 
slavers and the prohibition-agents that

night, Ole knew he loved her. She was 
the only woman he had ever kissed. He 
longed to see her again as he had never 
longed for anything before.

His grief brought him knowledge. His 
sorrow opened his eyes to many beauti
ful truths of life he had never realized 
hitherto. In addition, he realized why 
his machine wouldn’t work.

Rushing into the backyard, he hastily 
erected the machine. Then, allowing his 
love to guide his mind and hand, he did 
what he had neglected to do because he 
had not been in love at the time he had 
tried out the machine at college. He did 
what all the brain-power of professors 
and experts, uninspired by the divine 
passion, had been unable to suggest.

He turned on the power!
It was another great victory for love. 

The machine worked. By nightfall a 
hundred new wash-boilers had been 
born.

As it was still illegal to use wash- 
boilers, Ole soon became a millionaire 
by selling them. He eventually married 
the daughter o f the governor of that 
state. She turned out to be the girl 
through loss and love of whom Ole had 
been led to suffer and discover the secret 
of the wash-boiler machine.

“ Thus,”  ended Scheherezade naively, 
“ we are taught the power o f love. Love 
accomplishes every miracle.”

“ Is that sort of tale common among 
the Americans?”  inquired the Sultan 
crossly.

“ Yea, my lord, it is o f the most popu
lar type, containing as it does a mixture 
of business-romance and love-story.”

“ Let your next tale be o f a different 
type,”  ordered the Sultan.

And the next night Scheherezade 
told:

II

TH E T A LE  O F  TH E  CONSCIEN
TIOU S M USICIAN

I n the great city o f New York there 
lived a great American artist on the 
piano, Washa Blindski by name. His 
recitals were attended by thousands o f 
music-worshippers. His playing was
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even compared with that of Piddulski 
than whom there had never been a great
er in the history of music.

But Washa was dissatisfied. He alone 
knew that though his art was proficient 
in technique, it lacked soul. He prac
tised day and night to acquire this qual
ity, but in vain.

One day he decided that it was city 
life that was preventing him from add
ing the final spiritual touch to his per
formances. Accordingly, he journeyed 
to a distant lonely valley between two 
ranges o f high mountains. He had a 
piano wheeled into a clearing in the 
woods on the side of a mountain. There 
in the quiet of nature, far from man
kind, he hoped to find his soul.

At the end o f a month his technique 
had been still further perfected; yet he 
still lacked what he had laboured to ac
quire.

One day while Washa was making 
trees and rocks resound to his finger- 
exercises, a huge brown bear, disturbed 
by some o f the more modern chords, 
came out of its cave and gave chase. 
Washa quickly climbed a tree. From its 
topmost branches he watched with hor
ror the bear’s steady progress towards 
him. Looking wildly in all directions, 
Washa spied, not ten feet away, the slop
ing log roof of a low, wooden house. 
As the bear ripped off the right leg of 
his trousers, Washa leaped from the 
tree. His aim was good. He landed 
upon the roof, went through it quite 
easily and fell at the feet of the most 
beautiful woman he had ever seen who 
was reclining gracefully upon a bear- 
rug in front of a fire.

In the moment her gray-violet eyes 
held his, Washa knew he had discovered 
the one woman o f his life.

He held her in his arms. Then, in 
the midst of the rapturous embrace, he 
suddenly remembered his duty to the 
music-going public. Tearing himself 
from her arms, he rushed to the piano 
standing in one corner. He played for 
hours. As he played, he wept floods 
o f grateful tears. He had found the 
spirit that would make immortal records 
on the phonograph.

Late at night he raised his head, 
weary but triumphant. He looked about 
eagerly. The woman had disappeared. 
Then he heard the door closing, softly.

Washa laid his head upon the key
board. His face went white. He real
ized that the one woman of his life had 
gone out of his life forever . . .

He returned to New York in despair. 
He felt that something more precious 
than life itself had left him, viz., love. 
Knowing he would never be able to 
achieve his desire to be the greatest 
piano-player in the world, he declared 
he would never give another recital.

But in the midst o f his own troubles, 
he had thought for others. He learned 
that because o f his inactivity his man
ager’s wife, children, and mistress were 
wanting for bread. His heart went out 
to them. He permitted his farewell re
cital to be announced for their benefit.

At the recital Washa interpreted his 
first selection with his usual lack of 
spirit, merely playing the notes as ac
curately as his boredom allowed. Hard
ly noticing the thunderous applause 
from the four thousand music-lovers 
present, he proceeded to his second 
number. As he began, the lights went 
out. As this was in accordance with the 
note printed in the program warning the 
audience that the master required total 
darkness for the rendition o f his second 
selection, the hall was filled with whis
pers, conjectures, exclamations, gasps.

From the first note Washa felt him
self suddenly inspired. Some spirit out
side himself guided his fingers, informed 
his intelligence. In a flash he realized 
that the one woman must be in the audi
ence.

He looked up. He sobbed with grati
tude. There she was in the very last 
row o f the top balcony.

For the rest o f the recital he played 
like one possessed. The audience be
came hysterical with joy. Gloves were 
split, hats hurled in the air, jewels and 
bills flung at Washa. Critics earned in
ternational reputations because o f the 
adjectives they used to describe that 
memorable performance. Old ladies by 
the score were carried off to the hospital
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after the fourth number, victims of 
Washa’s beauty of tone. After the con
cert, flappers threw themselves into the 
arms of lovers in memory of Washa’s 
perfect phrasing.

But no one knew that Washa had 
been pouring out his heart to the little 
woman in the last row of the top bal
cony. Nor was anyone privileged to 
witness the little drama that took place 
in his apartment after the recital.

Washa found the woman waiting for 
him.

“Is it you?” they inquired simultane
ously.

“It’s m e!” each declared at the same 
time.

Their lips met.
“And thus,” ended Scheherezade, 

who was, after all, a simple maiden, “we 
are taught the power of human love. 
Love accomplishes every miracle.”

“ Summon the Imperial Executioner! ” 
roared the Sultan, “and let her be be
headed.”

And it was done.

Nocturne
B y M a y S. Greenwood

W H I T E  water-lilies for your fee t!
The moon’s a crescent thread of g o ld ;

A  whiter wave where white waves meet, 
Your face with star-drift aureoled.

Strange flowers gathered in the south, 
Blue-veined ivory and rose,

Your beauty’s wealth; your petaled mouth 
Bids splendid passion wake and close

About you, as the mighty dawn 
By one great star is held in thrall.

Pan lives! The music of the faun 
Still wakes to Beauty’s secret call.

A  gipsy wind sings in the gloom,
And passes like a lover’s sigh.

V ermilion pomegranate-bloom,
W ho finds immortal lips must d ie !

Enfold me in your loveliness!
The night is velvet mist and dream s

Old gods awake to her caress;
Narcissus shadowed in the stream

Still mirrors Life, but this white flame,
This paramour o f mystery,

Shall give some silver star our name 
W hen they rewin Eternity,



Without Surrender
B y C. Y. Belknap

A FTER the car had stopped, War
ren snapped off the lights and 
leaned back in the seat, drawing 

slowly upon his cigar. The warm, soft, 
pungent smoke filled his mouth until he 
blew it forth in a slender stream which 
drifted back across his face as the faint 
breeze floated up from the river. He 
bent his head to watch the glowing 
end of the cigar. Slowly its bright 
crimson dulled behind the masking ash. 
There remained only a soft glow which 
little by little shrank back into darkness. 
The tobacco grew cold between his 
fingers. Abruptly he tossed it into the 
night and stepped out of the car.

Above him the hill lifted against the 
stars. Upon the rounded summit, half 
concealed by the black masses o f the 
trees, the house bulked heavily, dark 
except for one golden rectangle of an 
open door, toward which he climbed 
slowly, almost reluctantly. Once or 
twice he paused to breathe the scent o f 
the invisible roses behind the low hedge 
which hemmed in the path. Then he 
lifted his eyes to the lighted doorway 
and went on.

He found the button beside the door 
and pressed it. A  bell rang distantly. 
From inside there came an answering 
voice.

“ Is that you, Warren?”
Warren answered readily:
“ Yes. Am I late?”
The girl laughed.
“ No. Not this time. Can you wait 

a minute?”
Warren waited quietly, turning to 

look down into the shadowed valley. 
The girl’s voice came put to him again: 

“Warren, come on in, will you? I ’m 
caught.”

Opening the outer door of screen, he 
stepped into the hall. He dropped his 
hat upon a table and turned into the 
parlor.

Dorothy was standing in the center 
of the room, laughing.

“ Come help me, Warren. I can’t get 
away.”

As he stooped to free her dress from 
a broken reed in the chair, she twisted 
about to look down at him. Warren 
finished the task and glanced up. For 
a moment they were motionless, the girl 
standing still, with her dark eyes steady 
upon him, until Warren looked away 
awkwardly. He rose stiffly, avoiding 
her eyes, ill at ease. When Dorothy 
spoke the words cut the momentary 
silence abruptly.

“ I ’m glad you came. Everybody’s 
gone. Even the servants are out to
night. I was beginning to be lonesome 
already, before you called up.”

She led the way to the other side of 
the room. Warren followed silently, 
dropping into a deep chair and sinking 
back into its cushions, so that to see 
the girl he had to narrow his eyes and 
glance down from under lowered lids. 
Dorothy leaned forward in her chair, 
with her hand cupped under her chin. 
Her face had changed swiftly ; she was 
smiling again, eagerly and brightly.

“ I didn’t hear you coming,”  she said. 
“ You surprised me when you rang.”  

Warren nodded, echoing her smile. 
“ Yes. I walked up the hill. Left the 

car below, in the drive.”
She dismissed the subject quickly. 
“ I ’m glad you did. Let’s not go any

where tonight.”
Her voice left the words hanging, as 

if questioning. Warren answered.
57
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“ All right. What’s the matter? 
Tired?”

“ No, not tired. Just comfortable. 
W e’ve played around so much in these 
last few weeks. It seems good just to 
sit down and talk.”  Dorothy looked 
up, glancing around the room. “ Do we 
need more light? I like it this way; 
don’t you?”

Warren nodded again, as if recog
nizing that words were unnecessary. 
The room was dim. They sat just 
within the circle of soft light from the 
shaded piano lamp.

“ W hat have you been doing?” he 
asked, perfunctorily.

“ Nothing.”  Dorothy laughed, her 
voice trilling contentedly. “Loafing and 
reading. Nearly went to town, with 
Mother and Jessie, to see that new play 
of Barrymore’s. Have you seen it?” 

“ No, not yet. They say it’s good. 
W hy didn’t you go?”

“ Didn’t want to.”  She smiled, leav
ing her answer indefinite and sugges
tive.

But Warren was silent, turning his 
eyes away. The girl sank back in her 
chair. Her foot moved restlessly, the 
toe of her slipper gleaming softly. A  
pleasant silence fell between them. 
Finally she spoke.

“ Have you read this ?”  she asked. “ I 
was reading it when you rang.”  She 
picked up a book from the floor and 
passed it to him. As Warren took the 
book their fingers brushed lightly. He 
dropped back quickly into his chair.

He looked at the cover.
“ Oh,”  he said. “ Bojer? How do you 

like it?”
Dorothy was thoughtful.
“ I don’t know,”  she said. “ I ’m not 

sure. It’s either trash or a master
piece.”  

She rose quickly and passed to the 
piano.

“ Don’t get up, Warren. Stay where 
you are. I want you to hear this.” 

Warren sat quietly, looking steadily 
at the wall, as she played. When she 
had ended she swung around on the 
bench, her face glowing like a summer 
flower.

“ It’s lovely, isn’t it?”  she asked. “ I 
got it yesterday.”

Warren caught up his gaze, almost 
jerking it away from the wall.

“ Oh . . . yes . . . yes. What 
is it?”

Dorothy did not answer. For a mo
ment she sat looking at him, as if puz
zled. Then she rose and came swiftly 
to his side.

“Warren,”  she said, “ what’s wrong?”
She stood beside his chair, looking 

down at him. Warren did not glance 
up.

“ Nothing, nothing,”  he said, eva
sively. “ W hy?”

Dorothy hesitated. Her body seemed 
to sway forward slightly, almost im
perceptibly, as though impelled by some 
unknown force, external and beyond 
her control. She raised her hand and 
placed it gently upon the back of the 
chair, near his head. Warren did not 
move. She spoke indecisively.

“ Warren— ”
Still he did not lift his eyes to her. 

When he answered, a vague overtone 
gave to his one word the quality of an 
illusive apprehension.

“Yes?”
She drew her hand slowly away, her 

fingers trailing softly over the padded 
fabric, until her arm fell by her side.

“ Oh . . . nothing.”
Raising her head, Dorothy slipped 

swiftly past him and seated herself 
again, leaning back with her shoulders 
relaxed against the cushions. Upon the 
soft obscurity o f the room seemed to 
press the weight of an undefinable fa
tigue, half sensed, half imagined. They 
thrust it back with an effort almost 
visible, lifting their faces with smiles 
o f assumed bravery.

“ I ’m sorry,” said Warren; “ I ’m dull 
to-night. Moody, perhaps.”

The girl’s mouth softened.
“Warren,”  she said, “ we are . . . ”  

She hesitated again. “W e are good 
enough friends to be . . . well, to be 
frank, aren’t we?”

He smiled.
“ Yes; we should be, after all these 

weeks.”
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She bent toward" him impulsively. 
“ Do you know,”  she said, “ I ’ve 

wanted to tell you . . .  it’s strange I 
can’t seem to find the right words . . . 
I ’ve wanted to tell you how much I ’ve 
enjoyed it.”

Warren glanced past her, toward the 
dim wall.

“ I ’m glad you have,”  he said. “ We 
have had a good time, haven’t we, going 
places together? It isn’t of tea . . . ” 
He paused. “ It isn’t often you find 
anyone with whom you can . . . ”

He broke off awkwardly.
“You know what I mean,”  he said, 

suddenly, appealingly.
The girl looked down.
“ Yes,”  she said, indistinctly. “ Yes, I 

know. That is why I ’ve been troubled, 
the last few days.”

She lifted her eyes to him.  
“ Warren,”  she said, with a swift 

change in tone, “ there is something 
wrong with you. You seem suddenly 
different . . . almost remote.”

Her eyes fell again.
Warren moved uncomfortably, shift

ing his weight. His fingers plucked at 
the arm of his chair. Suddenly he rose 
and walked rapidly to a window at the 
other! end o f the room. There, for a 
little time, he stood, with his back to
ward the girl.

“ Haven’t you,”  he said, turning about, 
“ haven’t you ever felt it . . . the 
sense of futility? O f being baffled?”  
The words ran eagerly from his lips. 
“ Things you’ve wanted to do somehow 
drop away and disappear. But that 
isn’t it,”  he said abruptly; “ it’s the 
other things, the things you haven’t 
meant to do. You find all at once 
that you’ve done things, created 
things, without intention. . . . And 
then you can’t see any way to go 
back.”

Dorothy answered with a puzzled 
note in her voice.

“ I . . .  I don’t quite understand.” 
He crossed the room again and sat 

down, looking at her, for the first time, 
directly and without evasion.

“ I mean,”  he said, “ just that.”  He 
spoke slowly and with steady emphasis.

“ I ’ve created something I never meant 
to create.”

“ Perhaps,”  she said, looking at the 
floor, “perhaps it has not been your 
fault.”  She put her hand to her throat. 
“ Things do just . . . just happen, 
sometimes.”

Warren tapped slowly on the arm of 
his chair.

“ No,” he said uneasily, “ it doesn’t 
help to think that. The responsibility 
remains, just the same . . . And I ’m 
sorry.”

His voice sank wearily.
“But that doesn’t help, either,”  he 

said.
The girl lifted her head. Her eyes 

were bright and soft.
“ Don’t,”  she said tremulously, her 

voice catching; “ don’t.”
She struggled with her words.
“ You mustn’t blame yourself,”  she 

added. “ No matter . . .  no matter 
what happens. Or has happened.”

She laughed unsteadily.
“ Perhaps,”  she said, “ perhaps, after 

all, you’re wrong.”
He answered gravely, without look

ing up.
“ I hope so.”
“And even,”  she asked, “ even if you 

are right, are you . . . are you sure 
o f yourself ?”

“ Yes,”  said Warren slowly, “ yes. 
Too sure. I wish I were not. Then I 
should not have . . . But I am sure.”  

He bent his head.
“ That’s why,”  he said, “ that’s why 

I ’ve been . . . ”  He paused.
“ What?”  she asked.
He lifted his face and spoke de

liberately and clearly.
“ Packing.”
The girl shrank back into her chair 

as she repeated the word.
“ Packing ?”  she said.
Her face was suddenly very white, 

a pale blur in the shadows.
It was as if the one word had filled 

the room, echoing again and again from 
corner to corner, and then leaving be
hind i t, as it floated away, a sense of 
unalterable finality, before which the 
man and the girl remained appalled.
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Even the dim light seemed to grow 
fainter, and the scent of the roses, glid
ing in from the hillside, became a thing 
of unbearable poignancy.

Slowly, moving with tremulous diffi
culty, Dorothy rose and crossed the 
room, her feet soundless upon the car
pet. At the piano she stopped, bend
ing over the music and noiselessly flut
tering the leaves with her fingers. 
Moment by moment the silence grew 
more intolerable. At last, without turn
ing, she spoke.

“ When are you going?”
Her voice was dull and toneless. 
“ To-night,”  said Warren, heavily. 
“ You waste no time,” she said, with 

a faint intonation of bitterness.
Warren gestured with his hands, 

spreading them out upon the air.
“Why should I?”  he asked “What 

gain can there be in waiting?” 
Dorothy did not reply.
Warren waited.
Suddenly she ceased fingering the 

music and her hand fell abruptly and 
heavily upon the keys of the piano. 
Into the silence a sharp discord crashed 
harshly. She turned about and spoke, 
leaning back against the piano.

“ Tragedy,”  she said slowly. “ Having 
something come, and then go . . . 
out of your life. And then going on, 
and on, and on.”  Her voice lifted with 
the sharpness o f rebellion. “ What’s life 
for, anyway?”

Warren rose and stood facing her 
across the room. Upon them descended 
the realization o f the complete inade
quacy of words.

“ It’s no use,”  he said, “ is it?”
She looked at him with a sudden 

scorn.
“ No,”  she said, “ I suppose not.” 
And then, falling back into her for

mer dull tone, she went on,
“ Running away. You can do that?” 

Her lips twisted.
“ What is it?”  she asked. “ Cow

ardice ?”
He faced her question steadily. 
“ Yes,”  he answered, “ partly, at any 

rate.”
Her face changed.

“ Oh,”  she cried, “ don’t!  Don’t blame 
yourself!”

Across her eyes seemed to pass 
a troubling shadow of comprehen
sion.

“ I hope,”  she said, weighing the 
words carefully, “ I hope you don’t think 
it’s mercy. That would be hard to 
bear.”

She turned away for a moment. 
Then, as she stood there, silent, thought
ful, her body seemed swiftly to be
come straight and her shoulders stif
fened. When she turned back to him. 
her head was erect. A  smile drew 
faintly at her lips.

“After all,”  she said, as if gently 
mocking herself, “ after all, there is still 
. . . pride.”

Again silence set a bar between them. 
They stood without movement, avoid
ing each other’s eyes.

Finally Warren spoke.
“ I. . . I . . . I must go now,”  he 

said unevenly. “ My train . . . ”  The 
words trailed faintly away.

They passed out into the brighter 
light in the hall. Her shoulder brushed 
very lightly against his arm. For a 
moment he paused, hesitating. The girl 
stood rigid.

Then he walked slowly on and found 
his hat.

At the door they stopped. Dorothy 
held out her hand. Soft and warm, it 
lay still under the pressure of his fin
gers. She lifted her head and smiled, 
calmly and steadily, yet with eyes that 
veiled themselves.

“ So,”  she said, and her voice was 
low and gentle; “ so it’s good-bye, is  it, 
Warren ?”

Between them drifted the odor of the 
roses, passing across their faces. War
ren looked at the girl, hesitating before 
he spoke, as if conscious of the finality 
of his words.

“ Yes,”  he said, slowly and evenly, 
“ it’s good-bye.”

He released her hand and turned 
away. Without once looking back he 
walked swiftly down the path, with 
steady strides which carried him into 
the darkness.
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At the foot of the hill he paused and 
looked back.

Dorothy was still standing in the 
door, calm and erect, dark against the 
golden light behind her as she looked 
out into the night. For a time she did

not change her posture. Then, sud
denly, she turned and passed out of 
sight. There remained only the golden 
rectangle of the door.

Then that, too, vanished, and there 
was only darkness.

A  Song
B y Alice W ade Mulhern

M Y  love sought to forget me 
In music and in wine.

M y love can ne’er forget me, 
For he has once been mine.

M y love sought to forget me 
In soothing others’ sighs.

M y love can ne’er forget me,
For he has kissed my eyes.

M y love can ne’er forget me,
(H e strives with mighty w ill). 

M y love can ne’er forget me,--- 
Because I love him still.

T H E R E  is a world o f difference between marrying a girl you do not love 
and one you do. In the first case you tire of her quickly. In the second, 

slightly less quickly.

T HERE is one woman appointed to disappoint every man.

W O M E N  are merely antidotes to each other.



Mary’s Attractions
B y Samuel H e llman

M A R Y ’S attractions were quarrel
ing.

“ Her popularity,”  said the 
ankles, “ is due to our shapeliness. It 
is our slim gracefulness and symmetry 
that bring men to her feet.”

“ How do you get that way ?”  retorted 
the eyes. “ We will admit that some 
years ago you were a real drawing card 
but affairs have moved upward since 
then. It is the flashing glints, liquid 
depths, changing hues and mean
ing smiles in us that make her 
desirable.”

“ You amuse us,”  sneered the lips. 
“ Note our admirable lines, our moist 
sensuousness, our irresistible lure. See, 
too, how our mistress cares for us. A l
most hourly we are freshened up and

our tints are never allowed to fade.”  
“ Bah!”  snapped, the back. “After all 

of you had failed her, Mary was com
pelled to uncover me to make men 
come and admire. It is the white, 
creamy expanse o f  me, my velvety soft
ness and pure loveliness that really 
make her alluring.”

“ You’re all dead ones,”  interjected 
the knees. “ For years our charms have 
been hidden, but since you have all 
failed to make good, Mary is compelled 
to draw on us. Even now the curtain 
is lifting and in a short time you will 
count for nothing in men’s eyes. I 
shall be the star attraction.”

The head nodded but said nothing. 
It had long since ceased to regard itself 
as necessary to Mary.

T o M y Lover
B y Miriam Teichner

I T  is not so much because I love you 
That I lie in your arms.

It is rather because I find it good 
T o  shut out the vast cold Future 
In the little cozy circle of Now 
Made by your arms and your kisses.
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The Hen That Would Not Lay 
An Egg
B y R . E . Kent

I

S H E flew up and landed with prac
tised surety on the top board of the 
swing gate. She gave a little shiver 

of relief when she saw that no one had 
the temerity to follow her. She had 
taken this perch for its solitude and she 
was determined to have it. She decided 
that she would peck the first bird that 
tried to invade her territory.

The fact of the matter was that, 
though she swung back and forth in 
studied ease, she was inwardly dis
turbed, even a bit nauseated. She was 
weary of the promiscuity and the banal
ity and the stupidity that she saw about 
her. She hated the smug self-satisfaction 
of the hens who openly admitted that 
they lived to lay eggs. To lay eggs! She 
was sure that she didn’t live to lay eggs. 
Whatever else she might be made to do 
by the nature of things, she would never 
lay an egg. That she had resolved that 
very morning.

She wheeled about on her perch and 
regarded the barnyard sadly. There 
they were, her addle-pated sisters, 
scratching in the litter with the conse
crated abandon of religious fanatics—  
waiting for the moment when they 
should be called to lay an egg. She 
plucked a feather from her bosom and 
examined it critically. She was not 
troubled that they were to lay eggs. 
After all, an egg could be rather attrac
tive. What did trouble her was the 
abjectness, the solemn conviction with 
which they laid them. Such abjectness, 
such conviction savoured of fetichism,

if not o f ancestor worship, than of 
progeny worship. It was not only un
reasoning in its intensity, it was unholy 
in its implications.

The longer she stayed on her perch 
the stronger became her belief that she 
was called to save her sex. Yet she 
shrank from the responsibility of such 
an undertaking. She dreaded the pub
licity of it, the mis judgments, the mis
statements that would be made about 
her, the calumnies that would be heaped 
upon her. And then, who knew if she 
would succeed in the end ? Had she the 
poise, the personality to carry a popular 
reform to a triumphant end ? Could she 
lead the younger generation? Was she 
the “ winning kind” ? 

She hesitated only a moment. Her 
sisters settled her doubts. They had be
gun to sing their morning song. They 
sang it from the barn, the orchard, the 
coop. A  voice here and a voice there 
took up the refrain. It rose and fell 
with the monotonous regularity of the 
saying o f responses in church: “ Come 
see the egg I ’ve laid, come see the egg 
I ’ve laid, come see the egg I ’ve laid.”  To 
her it sounded like some sacrosanct 
pagan ritual.

I I
For a week she carried on her cam

paign. She gained adherents and she 
lost them. She pleaded, she cajoled, she 
confided, she promised. In the end she 
prevented the laying of three eggs. But 
that was the least o f her troubles. For 
a day she had known that she was go
ing to lay an egg !.
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There had been nothing hypocritical 
about her movement. It was simply 
part of the ghastly machinery of fate 
that she was going to have to lay an egg. 
It was all an united effort of the ulti
mate forces to ruin her good intentions 
and to cast over her endeavours the cold 
light of suspicion. She must seek out 
some quiet spot and have it over there. 
No one should know. She could eat 
the egg. She would save her honour 
that way.

She tottered to the far corner of the 
orchard and laid it there, laid it with the 
fierce joy of a martyr. It would be her 
first and her last egg. It would be the 
sign and seal of her ministry. In the 
hour of doubt and trial it would fill her 
with new courage— her one indecent 
egg.

She hopped from the nest and walked 
uncertainly a few steps away. She 
dared not look at it yet. She must gath
er her strength and her resolve for the 
work ahead of her. She shook herself 
angrily. She jumped up and down ner
vously. She opened and shut her wings. 
She turned in her tracks and began to 
bear down on the nest . . .

She never knew what it was that 
happened to her in those next moments. 
Something caught at her heart. For a 
moment she stopped breathing. Tears 
welled from her eyes and fell to the 
ground. She felt a sudden weakness 
in the legs. She dropped to the ground

before it. It was so round, so white, so 
pretty, so unmistakably hers! There 
was something mysterious, something 
awe-inspiring in her relation to it. Real
ization came to her in one burning mo
ment. She could not eat her egg. She 
would be eating herself. She opened 
her beak; she sang: “ Come, see the egg 
I ’ve laid, come, see the egg I ’ve laid.”

III

A ll  that day she came back at recur
rent intervals to view her handiwork. 
When night came she was vaguely re
lieved to find that it was gone. That 
obviated explanations.

A  suspicion rose in her mind that per
haps she hadn’t laid an egg at all. But 
no— she remembered its perfect sym
metry, its white purity.

She became maudlinly sentimental. 
She resolved to lay another just like it 
the next day— and another the next-— 
and the next.

IV

W h e n  she was quite old and gray 
she hatched a brood o f fifteen chickens. 
She enjoyed them thoroughly. She 
loved their vagaries. She liked their 
downy softness. And she smiled wisely 
at the little one who offered the mid
night confidence that it was never going 
to lay an egg.

T H E  aim of a lawsuit is to make both parties wish that they had relied on 
anonymous letters, gun-men and poison.

T HE wisest woman is the one who knows when it is safe to be foolish.



The Grand Passion
By Paul H ervey Fox

I

M Y friend, Etheridge, is an amateur 
of music, and can afford that 
happy vocation. He played for 

me the other afternoon in his handsome, 
dignified rooms overlooking the Park. 
His fingers, traveling idly to his whim, 
struck the first cold, pure notes of Mac- 
Dowell’s To A Wild Rose.

There are, o f course, many sorts of 
suggestions which carry us back in 
memory to an old time, to an unforgot
ten hour. One hint of perfume, and the 
middle-aged man, half nodding in his 
theater-chair, starts, and stares across 
the years, seeing again some face of 
beauty and, for a moment, seeing him
self again young, reckless, laughing, and 
ardent. Perhaps you are superior to this 
weakness? For my part I may as well 
admit that it is a sentimentality I cannot 
resist.

The first time I heard To a Wild Rose 
came up before me as Etheridge played. 
I saw the village of Streamlands; the 
square house on the hill; the grave and 
reflective face of Mr. Griffith; Will 
Elliot’s dark head, dark eyes, and gentle 
manner; Mrs. Griffith infinitely peaceful 
beside the window; and at the piano, 
Theodora Griffith playing in the dimness 
of that hushed and fragrant room.

How it all comes back! The voices, 
the faint sound o f laughter, the warm 
sunlight beating upon the elms, the in
stants stamped by memory into the final
ity of a picture!

It was my Fashionable Aunt who was 
responsible for my entry into that life. 
She had adopted me for the summer, 
and in Streamlands— why on earth she 
was there, I can’t imagine— deserted me

suddenly for an invitation where boys 
o f twelve were not appreciated. Some
how she induced Mrs. Griffith to take 
charge of me until she returned; and I 
was perfectly content.

The Griffith home had the peculiar 
quality of atmosphere. Everything in 
the household was decorous, was gra
cious, as if hallowed by a tradition of 
many years. Here and there in some 
quiet town one finds a family like that.
I see vividly, like a dark road illumined 
by sudden lightning, that evening in the 
ancient, friendly house when I first had 
an inkling of Theodora Griffith’s secret.

Because the night was cool, Annie,-- 
the elderly maid, had laid a fire in the 
dining room. W e used no other light. 
Mr. Griffith said grace in his sonorous, 
solemn voice while I peeped at him 
through my fingers.

Will Elliot was our guest that eve
ning. He was in love with Theodora, I 
knew, and she had refused him. That 
seemed to me the correct thing to do. 
Will Elliot would never be a pirate. I 
did not consider him attractive. He was, 
however, an extremely kind and likeable 
fellow. He had a thin, sensitive face, 
and very large brown eyes. There was 
a Latin strain in him, I imagine. But 
you would never have guessed it from 
his subdued manner, his homely, prosy 
viewpoint.

After dinner we went into the living 
room. Mr. Griffith produced his pipe 
and pouch and filled the former with im
mense care. Theodora came over and 
sat down near me. Outside a comrade 
of mine whistled for me through the 
open windows. With the cool effrontery 
of youth I paid no attention to him what
soever. Mr. Griffith was going to read.

S. S.— Feb. S 65
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Three times a week he read to us in 
the rich, deliberate voice that was fascin
ating to hear. How Ulysses on his wan
derings, Sir John Falstaff in his cups, 
and a score o f other fine fellows, lived 
and gestured for me in those memorable 
evenings!

This time he read from something, 
Jane Eyre, I think, though I ’m not quite 
sure, and presently he came to a passage 
on the pangs o f unrequited love. At 
this point Theodora rose and went out 
of the room with a queer swiftness.

For the first time I was aware that 
she was troubled by some unmentioned 
sorrow. I stared. Mrs. Griffith did not 
move, but her husband carefully shut 
the volume, and moving around the old 
room, with its innumerable books and 
the brown prints on the walls, turned on, 
one by one, the rest of the lights.

Will Elliot with his thin, firm hands 
pressed tightly to his knees, leaned for
ward silently. There was a dumb an
guish on his face that was dreadful to 
see. In that instant. I knew, somehow, 
what it is to feel, to respond, to under
stand, and yet to be inarticulate.

Boys of twelve have, at any rate, their 
privileges. I got up with an air of un
concern, and strolled out to the back 
porch, where Theodora was standing, 
staring out across the fields. I remem
ber the magic night, the thousand blend
ed sounds that rose delicately from the 
fields, the cool wind that very softly 
rustled the tops o f the old elms. And I 
remember her standing there, a girl with 
slim and beautiful hands, and soft dark 
hair above the pale face, full of sadness 
and reticence.

“ Miss Theodora,”  I said bluntly, 
“ what’s the matter?”

She never even moved at my voice, 
which must have been unexpected 
enough. But after a little while she put 
her hand upon my shoulder, resting it 
very lightly there, though still she did 
not answer. We went into the house 
together.

The discovery of that secret played 
havoc with my sleep in the next few 
days. I began to dream of stolen wills, 
hidden murders, and all sorts of gro

tesque fictions. When I  did discover the 
actual shape of Theodora Griffith’s trag
edy, I was taken back. And yet I think 
I  guessed it almost the very first moment 
that I  saw Tristam Vibart.

II

I  h a d  strolled up the glen with a bow 
and arrow all by myself, and thence 
made my way to a pocket of grass walled 
in by foliage and an abrupt hill. This 
was, I  knew, a favoured place to Theo
dora ; and I half hoped to find her there. 
The sun was warm in that close solitude, 
I was sleepy from too much swimming; 
so presently I  wriggled through the un
derbrush into the shadows, and, curling 
up, let the ants wander over me at will.

I  awoke so gradually that I  was not 
aware that I  had slept; until, peering 
through the thicket in which I  lay, I  saw 
Theodora. I  was about to cry out to 
her, when something in her attitude ar
rested the sound in my throat.

She was standing up, scarcely breath
ing, and staring down the hill with an 
odd intensity. I  stared, too. I  saw a 
man climbing towards her, and in that 
first glimpse I  hit upon the truth.

I watched, scared and curious. He 
came striding towards her, a big, tall 
fellow with a great throat, very dark and 
calm and smiling. I  thought a tremor, 
went through her; I  know she put out 
her hands quickly, conveying somehow 
the suggestion of a fluttered bird. Then 
the man very deliberately drew her into 
his arms, and his laughter, full of a sar
donic tenderness, came in a ripple to my 
ears.

Her head was thrown back; her eyes 
were shut; and the lines of her mouth 
had an aspect of physical pain. She sub
mitted to him like something that has 
been beaten and owns no will. I  heard 
her voice come in a whisper;

“ Tristam! You’re back? You’re 
really back ? I— I tried not to think o f 
you. Oh, if I were only dead!”  - , -

I didn’t wait after that. I sneaked 
through the bushes with the caution of a 
cat. I was confused, embarrassed, angry. 
I decided, with the seriousness of boys,
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to kill this man. At seven o’clock that 
evening I was his devoted slave.

When I met him formally in the Grif
fith home later that day, my awkward
ness was no doubt regarded as diffi
dence. I went into a corner, and sat 
down, full of hate, to study him pri
vately. And the hoy who sat there, lis
tening, found that his chivalrous hate 
weakened into a puny thing, and that 
his admiration grew and grew.

Tristam Vibart was a devil of a fel
low. He was a magnificent talker. Not 
even Mr. Vibart could match those ring
ing tones. And the cheerful swagger, 
the gusto of it, the liveliness! I have 
heard nothing better since.

When we went into dinner, he was 
very dignified with Mr. Griffith, and 
very courteous with Mrs. Griffith. He 
would listen with ever so attentive an 
air when she chose to speak. For the 
most part he sat there with his head 
high and proud, conscious of the civili
ties of breeding, and equally conscious 
that his presence conferred honour. It 
was impossible to resent his assurance, 
his veiled arrogance. They belonged to 
him as fierceness belongs to the lion.

Then he began to talk. He drew 
everyone into that golden conversation. 
With a twinkle of his eye he actually 
fetched a chuckle out of Mr. Griffith; 
and he did not even neglect me. He 
tossed about the names of the great who 
were his familiars with never a sug
gestion of boasting. Trivial moods 
crossed his face; he frowned, laughed, 
looked sad, or ironic; there was no tell
ing into what his adroit mind would 
swing next. Even his silences were 
packed with significance. He had been 
everywhere, done everything, knew 
everyone. And he could tell a story per
fectly.

When Will Elliot dropped in in the 
course o f the evening, Tristam Vibart 
treated him with the same indifferent 
kindliness. No doubt he couldn’t hate 
anyone; he had for most men the affec
tionate contempt they feel for their dogs. 
And all this time Theodora never so 
much as looked at him. With eyes down
cast she pondered unspoken things with

a queer radiant look upon her face. But 
once I saw her lip tremble. Vibart had 
flung out some sentences in his impetu
ous way in the course of jocular argu
ment with her father.

“ I don’t think so, I frankly don’t. I 
say there’s no such thing as a great love 
story that ends happily. The grand pas
sion is tragic, and goes badly for one or 
other or both. There’s Romeo and 
Juliet. And Abelard and Heloïse, and 
Pyramus and Thisbe, and Leander and 
the Hellespont— but that’s a river, now 
I think of it! However, I could name 
dozens, and so could you, sir. And not 
one ends with its affairs smooth and neat 
and proper. And it’s not only so in 
stories!”

He tossed his head, his eyes were 
bright, and he rolled on, relishing his 
own periods.

“ A  grand passion is all despair and 
terror, and confoundedly difficult to sus
tain with things running peacefully. 
Life breaks it to pieces with the dull, 
daily round or, worse, twists it into a 
bitter burlesque. Complete it and you 
kill it. Dante was wise; he avoided 
Beatrice. He couldn’t have written those 
sonnets to his w ife! The thing feeds on 
frustration. And most of us pretend 
that we desire it, when in our heart of 
 hearts we like something far less troub
ling. Or so I think!”

It was then that Theodora had be
trayed herself.

A  grand passion! The words came to 
me charged with lucidity. When, after
wards, I picked up a hint here and there, 
and reconstructed the whole story, I saw 
with a still deeper comprehension.

III
T ristam  V ibart, acting upon one of 

those whims which he never denied, had 
turned up in Streamlands over a year 
before. He had rapped at the Griffith 
door to ask for some minor piece of in
formation. Theodora had appeared, 
and he had held her in talk. Next, with 
that curious gift for making himself at 
ease by putting other people at theirs, he 
was in the house and had consented to 
stay for luncheon. I can’t imagine any-
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one except Tristam Vibart doing that.
For a week he lingered on in Stream

lands, superbly conscious of the sensa
tion he was to Theodora. One night he 
kissed her, stroked her hair, flattered her 
ever so skilfully. On the following morn
ing he left.

His going left a gap, jerked her 
abruptly back to the commonplace. She 
did not miss him, she missed something 
less tangible, something as vague as a 
spirit— a hope. Then she knew that she 
loved him. It wasn’t to her a mild and 
somewhat odd flirtation. She had a 
direct, and innocent sincerity. Every 
nerve in her throbbed desperately for 
this man alone.

Yet the thing that she did seems al
most incredible for a sensible girl. She 
must have supposed that the ache in her 
heart was far too clamorous not to pos
sess an echo. So she wrote to him an 
extraordinary letter, telling him that she 
loved him and cared to live only for 
him.

He should have written her frankly, 
of course. But Tristam Vibart accept
ed the confession as an amusing tribute, 
and never even answered her at all. Then 
all at once he turned up in Streamlands 
again, as charming, as assured, as un
stable as ever.

It dawned upon Theodora with the 
slowness of a new idea that he didn’t 
want to marry her, that he hadn’t any 
intention of doing so. Under the whip 
of that new knowledge she lost control. 
Humiliating herself, she literally begged. 
Tristam, that cool egotist, found it im
mensely flattering, and kissed her good- 
by with great tenderness.

He was of good family, he had at 
least some money, he could scribble bad 
verse, and paint a mediocre picture. 
With these acquirements as wedges, 
driven by his amazing magnetism, he 
managed to open whatever doors he 
chose. He knew really well almost 
every celebrity. He was in the wings at 
the more important first night, in this 
favoured opera box, at that famous 
function, at the correct luncheon, the 
right ball. He had an unerring instinct 
which never permitted him to cultivate

anyone but the “best people” —the peo
ple who had arrived, or would certainly 
do so, in arts, in finance, in sports, in 
the wide, fashionable world. With the 
exception of Theodora.

For even Tristam Vibart’s protective 
vanity was not proof against those irri
tations and disillusionments which are 
the price that the highly civilized pay for 
a complex existence. He had the need 
of someone quite simple and unjaded 
before whom he could parade his bril
liance, and with whose fresh reverence 
he could soothe away an insistent spirit 
o f depression.

Three or four days with Theodora 
was a tonic for him after a month or two 
in his glittering world. He went back 
with his vanity refreshed, his vexations 
gone. She, poor girl, sought to do that 
for which she had no natural bent: she 
tried to win the man by a hundred little 
devices and subtleties.

They were mockingly apparent; Tris
tam only laughed. The thing began to 
tell on her, began to break her pride, and 
it seemed to her that a great love was 
only a great misery. But she spoke to 
no one at this time, made no confidants, 
for all that her face spoke for her.

Things had reached this pass when I 
first came to the Griffith home. My 
meeting with Tristam Vibart was per
haps the occasion of his fifth appearance 
in Streamlands. I secretly hoped he 
would stay in the village hotel for the 
rest of the summer; he had given me a 
glimpse o f all sorts o f plans which only 
he could have conceived and carried out. 
W e were to construct a dam in the creek, 
build a Punch and Judy theater, climb a 
mountain, and put Hercules to shame 
with our wonders.

But it happened quite otherwise. The 
next morning Tristam Vibart had 
strolled leisurely up the village street 
and had his hand actually on our gate 
when a big motor car, a rarity in those 
days, clattered up the road. It stopped 
with a screech of brakes. A  man said:

“ Why, Trist, what in the world are 
you doing here? This is luck!”

There were two ladies in the rear 
seat, very fashionably dressed, with the
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long veils and goggles that were worn 
then. One of them said something in a 
light, cool voice at which Tristam Vi
bart laughed. I hovered unobtrusively 
near, taking in the performance out of 
the tail of my eye.

The other woman leaned forward and 
spoke with little swift gestures. I saw 
the hero’s head go up in the proud, 
scornful way he had.

“ You think I won’t?” he said. “ You 
really think I won’t?”

And with that he gave a great spring, 
like a boy, into the body o f the car, cried 
something to the chauffeur, and was sit
ting serene and self-possessed as the car 
plunged down the street with a tremen
dous rattle. He went out of my sight 
like some incredible figure o f romance.

I stepped dejectedly inside. Theo
dora was standing with her back to the 
window, alone in the quiet room. But I 
knew that she had seen, too. She looked 
at me with a bewildered and sorrowful 
air. I suppose the fancy that I didn’t 
and couldn’t understand was responsible 
for her frankness. Indeed, her cry 
seemed directed almost to herself. 

“ What shall I do ? What can I do ?” 
It was then that I gave the best piece 

of advice that I have ever offered. I 
gave it by mistake.

“ Miss Theodora, don’t ever see him 
or speak to him again— ” I cried and was 
going on to add, “until he promises to 
stay here for a long, long time,”  when 
something, a  ludicrous contraction of 
throat muscles perhaps, checked me in 
the middle as I have indicated.

She looked at me with wide, hurt eyes, 
as if perceiving me for the first time, and 
I couldn’t pump up the courage to con
clude. She said in a whisper, gazing 
at me without a smile:

“You’re right. I will. I should have 
long ago.”

Then she turned and left me.

IV
A n d  n o w  I  r e m e m b e r  a n  o d d  s e q u e n c e  

o f  e v e n t s ,  t h e  m o t i v e s  a n d  c a u s e s  o f  
w h i c h  w e r e  o b s c u r e  t o  m e  a t  t h e  t im e .  
T h e  m o r n i n g  a f t e r  I  h a d  o f f e r e d  m y  u n 
i n t e n t i o n a l  a d v i c e ,  t h e  s a m e  b i g  m o t o r

car clattered into Streamlands, picked up 
Tristam Vibart’s bags at the hotel, and 
stopped before the Griffith’s door. The 
chauffeur presented a note scrawled in 
a bold, spattery sort of hand.

Theodora gave it back to him un
opened and included with it one of her 
own. He touched his cap impassively 
and stepped back to his car.

The day after that there was a spe
cial delivery letter in the Griffith mail 
box. Theodora turned it over and over 
in her hands with a pitiful reluctance. 
Suddenly, as a man going into action 
drowns restraining thought with a heady 
impulse, she thrust it into a larger enve
lope, scratched an address down with in
decent haste, and shot it gingerly into 
the mail box, as if it might at any mo
ment burn her fingers. I don’t know 
how long this familiar farce went on, 
but it seemed interminable, and even in
cluded a couple of unread telegrams, the 
sender of which she could not doubt.

Then one day Tristam Vibart came 
driving into Streamlands in the big car 
all by himself. He pulled at the Grif
fith bell. Annie, the elderly maid, had 
her instructions. She also had a hard 
heart. In a matter o f fact voice she 
informed the visitor that Miss Theodora 
had told her never to admit him again.

Vibart, perplexed and enraged under 
his show o f amusement, hung on des
perately, attempting to wheedle her. For 
once he failed. Annie effectually put the 
devil behind her by shutting the door in 
his face. He went down the steps slow
ly, frowning very hard.

It was about five o’clock of a mellow 
afternoon, nearly two weeks later, that 
he appeared again. He came galloping 
into the village on a dusty horse, like a 
character in a romance. There was 
nothing too dramatic for Tristam Vi
bart. He pushed open the unlocked 
door, strode by me with a fierce, blind 
look, and so into a room at the back 
which Theodora often used. I waited in 
hideous indecision. What should I do? 
Certainly I fully expected to hear agon
ized screams the very next moment.

My worry was relieved by the arrival 
of gentle Will Elliot. I ushered him
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into the house, talking loudly as I did 
so. W e were confronted in the door
way of the living room by two figures, 
Tristam Vibart scowling darkly, and 
Theodora Griffith, very white and 
frightened. With a little effort she spoke, 
holding out her hand to Elliot. I caught 
the words that were faltered in a low, 
soft voice.

“ Will, I ’m to marry Mr. Vibart.”
The magnificent young man had been 

conquered! And I, who in a way was 
responsible for bringing it about, won
dered why. I was glad, for I knew that 
Theodora would never be unhappy 
again. And—I might as well confess 
it— I was even more pleased because 
I knew Tristam was to be with us for 
a long time now. I wanted to build that 
dam.

W e actually did start to build it some 
two or three days later. Tristam Vi
bart stood in the brook, throwing the 
rocks about violently, and chanting some 
rollicking ballad in sheer high spirits. 
Theodora, on the bank, watched him as 
if she feared he would suddenly vanish 
before her eyes. I heard her say faint
ly on the walk homewards:

“Tristam, I think you’re the sort of 
man a woman dreams about.”

He merely laughed in his jolly way, 
and replied with something inconsequen
tial.

And now for a while I saw Tristam 
Vibart very little. He and Theodora 
were perpetually together, and I gath
ered, after a blunt hint or so, that my 
presence did not add strikingly to their 
pleasure. What happened in that inter
val therefore I had no knowledge, but 
I was aware that Theodora was filled 
with some strange, happy humility be
yond my comprehension.

The time came when Vibart had to go 
back to town; but he was to return to us 
before the end of the week. I waved 
him good-by as the afternoon train 
creaked painfully from the Streamlands 
station. He lifted his hat with a fine, 
careless gesture to Theodora and my
self, and showed his charming, gay 
smile. And that was the last glimpse I 
had o f Tristam Vibart.

He had disappeared again in his in
finitely selfish, infinitely callous way? 
Not exactly. The fact is that Theodora 
did not come down to dinner that eve
ning. She complained of a headache, 
and locked herself in her room. It was 
terribly quiet up there. Once I knocked 
at her door, but there was no sound, 
and I decided that she was sleeping, and 
crept away. It was in the neighbour
hood of nine o ’clock that I heard her 
voice calling me.

I bounded up the stairs and found her 
standing there! I couldn’t see her, I 
could barely make out her figure in the 
dimness, and yet I sensed a spirit of 
intense excitement. She put a note into 
my hand, and asked me to take it to 
Will Elliot. She spoke very carefully 
and slowly like a person released from 
pain.

I found Will Elliot sitting alone on the 
bench he had in his garden. He struck 
a match, shielded it, and read the note 
with an impassive face, like a man read
ing a newspaper. Then he made a queer 
noise in his throat, hesitated ridiculously 
over a choice of caps, and began to walk 
towards the Griffith house. He did not 
speak. I had hard work to keep up 
with him.

Theodora was in the little room that 
abutted upon the rear porch. I saw Will 
Elliot, the unpolished, the uncultivated, 
go up to her with a movement that sug
gested the stage fright of some hopeless 
amateur. He looked at her hands 
lying upon her lap, took them in his, 
trembling a little, and stood there, 
with his head bowed forward, in a 
profound and motionless silence. I  
turned away.

For a moment I see them again, ere 
they fade imperceptibly into their back
ground of sky and wooded hills and 
simple, ordered lives. And thinking of 
them now, recalling once more that girl 
whose privilege it had been to suffer a 
grand passion, and of that simple and 
inarticulate fellow who loved her in his 
loneliness and despair, I seem to under
stand.

Perhaps Tristam Vibart was right. 
Perhaps a grand passion feeds on frus
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tration, and, when it is rid of tragedy, 
becomes only prosy. But what was it 
that he did, what was it that he said, 
which drove Theodora into the arms of 
Will Elliot? Was it his stupendous 
vitality which in the end wearied and 
harassed her? Was it the man’s vast 
egotism, hidden ever so thinly under a 
colourful mask?

I do not know, of course; and specu
lations are profitless. Yet at least I can
not help wondering i f  Tristam Vibart is 
greatly changed. It is difficult to imag
ine him grown stout and respectable. It 
may be that he lives far away, still the 
perfect lover in some girl’s eyes, with 
all of the charm and the impossibility 
of a dream.

Duet
(Old Style)

By John M cClure

L IFE is but a silly game:
Love is full of woe.”

“ Shut your silly mouth for shame!—- 
H ow do ye know?”

“ A  greybeard with a Grecian name 
Told us long ago.”

"Said ‘Life was but a silly game’ ?
W ho could he have been ?” 

“ Philosopher of wide acclaim, 
Merriest of m en!”

"A  greybeard with a Grecian name—  
Aristippus then?”

“ Aristippus was a youth :
He it could not be.”

“ W ho-a-devil then, forsooth,
If it was not he?”

“ Old Democritus, in truth,
Told it trippingly.”

“ Old Democritus indeed 
When his nose was red,

Drinking claret, thus decreed 
Quite as we have said:

Life is but a silly screed 
Better left unread!”



The Home Maker
B y  M .  H .  G o e s e n

H E studied chemistry ; I, sur
gery,” the eminent surgeon re
lated. “A  couple of plodding, 

ambitious young men we were. W e 
shared the same inexpensive rooms, the 
scant funds, and the boundless hopes. 
We also shared the same little ray of 
sunshine. 

“ She was a naïve little creature, the 
landlady’s daughter. Such a domestic 
little body ! Always doing some service 
for the big, clumsy lodgers. She plied 
her needle on our buttons, her iron on 
our wash-ties; and after her shyness 
had vanished, she turned our drab 
rooms into cozy quarters.

“ A  coolness sprang up between

Henry and me, as our rivalry grew. His 
position with a laboratory was assured ; 
my own studies were far from complet
ed. Small wonder I lost ground stead
ily. The blow fell. I could imagine 
their true, domestic happiness, and pur
sued by that picture I fled.

“ Of course, we all recover. In the 
rush of time and work I lost track of 
them, had almost forgotten them till 
the other day. Among a crowd of pa
tients that sought my aid, I noticed a 
careworn man whose face s eemed 
familiar. The voice—yes, it was 
Henry.

“ The man had a bad case of house
maid’s knee.”

Vae Victis
B y Babette Deutsch

T H E  floor is petalled with sunlight 
And flowers shaken 

From heavy stems.
The windy air is bright.
This is the month of roses.
But I am taken
Into a room too small to hold the night;
Into a darkness where blown boughs are m oving: 
One with your restless arms 
And your broken word.
Now is the sun a candle, storm-swept in your loving. 
Now my heart is still as a thunder-threatened bird.

72



Our Kind
[A  Comedy in One Act]

By Louise Saunders
\

S CENE: “ Wave Crest.”  A  cottage rented by Cr o m w e l l  P etrie , America's 
most distinguished actor, who is “resting after cm arduous season,”  etc., at 
Palm Beach. Although only a hotel cottage, it has quite an air o f gaiety and 

comfort. There are deep lounges, artistically cushioned, and wide windows 
tastefully curtained.

There are photographs on the mantelpiece and on the table . There are also 
books— Meredith, Kenneth Graham, Du Maurier, Stevenson, Wells, for  no one 
appreciates a certain type o f good book better than does Cr o m w e l l  P etrie . He 
luxuriates in it, lives it and dies a little death when it is finished. The attendants 
have been made clearly to understand that C r o m w ell  P etrie ' s books must follow  
him everywhere, that they must, as he travels from place to place, faithfully tag 
at his heels.

D iscovered :—W hen the curtain rises, Cr o m w e l l  P etrie ’s valet, M addox, 
is discovered lying on the lounge, smoking a cigarette, he is also reading a 
newspaper.

M addox is not at all of “ the old faithful retainer”  type, but a tall Englishman, 
dark and clean shaven. H e is not always a “man.”  Sometimes he is given small 
parts in C r o m w el l  P etrie ’s Company, but he prefers being a man, an attitude 
which C r o m w e l l  Petrie  can’t understand at all.

Cr o m w e l l  P etrie comes in through the wide doors at the back that give a 
glimpse of a spacious and airy hall. H e is in flannels. H e looks, particularly well 
in flannels. There is an air of breeding about him, also there is something 
else indescribable. H e has been feted, he has been biographed, he has been 
honoured by kings, and better still, by queens. It has left its mark on him!

M addox

(Jumping up and extinguishing his 
cigarette.) You’ve caught me, sir!

C. P.
So I see. However, you needn’t 

think that I am elated about it. Fre
quent repetition has dulled all element 
of sport that the situation might have 
held. It is like catching a tame puppy.

M addox

I ’m sorry, sir.

C. P.
(Severely.) Maddox, you must not

smoke my cigarettes, particularly in the 
drawing room. Do you understand ?

M addox

You shouldn’t leave such good ones 
around, sir.

C. P.
I gave you equally good ones for your 

own use to keep you from smoking mine.

M addox

(Taking Cromwell Petrie’s hat and 
stick.) Thank you, Mr. Petrie. (Hope
fully. ) Perhaps, if you should give me 
some superior ones for my own use—
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C. P.
You’re damned impertinent, Maddox, 

and I warn you I don’t feel in the mood 
for it. Did any one call ?

M addox

Only some young women, sir.
C. P.

Young women! What did they want?
M addox

The usual thing, sir. They walked 
up and down several times, looking at 
the house and laughing. They seemed 
to be encouraging one another. Finally 
one of them came up the path and rang 
the bell. She asked for a collar button, 
sir.

C. P.
A  collar button! 

M addox

Yes, sir. A  collar button, a scarf or 
something of that sort, she said, sir, that 
had belonged to you. It was quite the 
usual thing.

C. P.
You gave her a collar button, I hope.

M addox

I gave her one of mine, sir.
C. P.

( Thoughtfully.) Mmm,— and that
did just as well ?

M addox

(Nodding.) Just as well, sir, since she 
didn’t know.

C. P.
(Somewhat relieved.) Ah, she didn’t 

know.
M addox

No, sir.
C. P.

And yet, after all, it is rather strange 
that pretty young girls should ask you 
for these little— er—articles from my 
wardrobe. Should value the collar but
tons of a man with gray hair, who is 
"getting on,”  a man who has, in fact, 
been “ on”  for several years— value 
them above those of a good looking

young chap like you. Don’t you think so?
M addox

(W ith marked sincerity.) I do, sir. 
I think it perfectly amazing, sir.

C. P.
Oh, you do, do you ?

M addox

(Putting down Cromwell Petrie’s hat 
and stick and coming forward.) It’s 
perverted nature, sir. That’s what it is, 
and civilization is responsible for it.

C. P.
Civilization? Explain yourself, my 

dear Maddox.
M addox

Yes, sir. (H e clears his throat.) 
Think of the birds, sir.

C. P.
I’m thinking of them.

M addox

Think of the young birds of the air 
sir, as I said before, and the young ani
mals—

C. P.
Of the forest.

M addox

Yes, sir, and the young—

C. P.
(Impatiently.) Bees of the apiary, 

fish of the streams. Well, after we have 
pondered on these juvenile quadrupeds 
and reptiles, what then ?

M addox

I was about to say that it’s youth with 
them, sir, and nothing more, whereas, in 
the case of the human race, it is fame 
attracts the young, or if not fame, riches, 
sir.

C. P.
Really, Maddox, how can this deeply 

philosophic nature of yours refuse the 
small parts that I offer you in my plays ? 
I should think that it would jump at 
them, if natures— er— can jump.

M addox

I prefer being your man, Mr. Petrie.
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You see I’ve always been a man ever 
since I was a boy, sir; not to speak of my 
uncle and cousins. It doesn’t seem 
natural to be anything else.

C. P.
That’s very interesting. I suppose no 

matter how gaily we dressed him, in the 
garb o f Roman citizen, Venetian cour
tier, or what not, one’s man would still 
remain a man for a’ that. Perhaps that’s 
what Burns was driving at. Do you 
think so, Maddox?

M addox

I ’m very fond of Burns, sir.
C. P.

Are you really, Maddox? I can’t 
stand him myself. All marked over 
with little stars so that you have to get 
the sense of the thing in the footnotes. 
Here’s a poem for you, Maddox, that is 
shrouded deep in purple, regal purple. 
(H e takes a book out o f his pocket and 
reads as only the great Cromwell Petrie 
can read.)

“ I have a rendezvous with death 
At some disputed barricade 
When Spring comes back with rustling 

shade
And apple blossoms fill the air.
I have a rendezvous with death 
When Spring brings back blue days—

(H e seqs a letter on the table back of 
the lounge.) Why didn’t you tell me 
there was a letter from Mrs. Petrie? 
You scoundrel, Maddox—

M addox

You seemed a bit downhearted when 
you came in, sir. I didn’t want to men
tion anything— unpleasant.

C. P.
(C r o m w e l l  P etrie tears open the 

letter. He reads it, frowning, and 
clenches it in his hand.)

M addox

(Opening the drawer o f the table.) 
Here is your cheque book, sir, and pen 
and ink.

C. P.
(Smiling in spite of himself.) You are 

rather amusing, Maddox.
M addox

Thank you, sir.
C. P.

Mrs. Petrie’s letters and my cheque 
book seem to be strangely connected in 
your mind. However, I won’t write her 
immediately. She wants me to subscribe 
to the league for the preservation of 
something. I can’t quite make it out. 
It looks like rolling stones, but, of 
course, it couldn’t be rolling stones. The 
preservation of rolling stones— no, it 
doesn’t sound right. I shall have to think 
it over. (Cromwell Petrie has a talent 
for making queer little animals out of 
paper. He starts now to shape a dog, 
rather like a dachshund, out o f Mrs. 
Petrie’s letter. M addox takes up the hat 
and stick again.) (Fiercely.) Why can’t 
she leave me alone? Why, Maddox, 
why? (H e glares at M addox .) j

M addox

Are you making an observation, Mr. 
Petrie, or are you asking for my opin
ion?

C. P.
Your opinion? Of course, I don’t 

want your opinion.
M addox

No, sir. (H e starts to go.)

C. P.
Still, I shan’t mind, if you care to— .

M addox

(Returning.) Yes, sir. I think that 
the reason Mrs. Petrie won’t let you 
alone is because you let her alone so 
much, sir, and the reason you let her 
alone is because she takes you seriously, 
sir.

C. P.
Takes me seriously?

M addox

You say things so beautifully, Mr. 
Petrie, so nobly, sir, that she thinks
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you mean them, if you will excuse me 
for saying so.

C. P.
Nonsense, Maddox. That’s enough. 

(C r o m w e l l  P etrie  busies himself again 
with the dachshund’s tail. M addox leans 
against the table.) You have things to 
do, I suppose?

M addox

You don’t need me now, sir?
C. P.

I didn’t need you before. ( M addox 
takes up the hat and stick again.)

M addox

( Looking out o f the window.) Here 
is another of them, Mr. Petrie.

C. P.
Another o f what?

M addox

Young women, sir.

C. P. 
Confound them, those people! They 

have no mental modesty. Have you a 
collar button handy ?

M addox

No, sir, you see mine is pinned.
C. P.

You should keep a bowl full of them 
on the table. Tell her that Pm not at 
home.

M addox

Yes, sir. ( M addox can be heard in 
the hall.) Mr. Petrie is not at home, 
Madam. ( Then there is a sudden, very 
marked change in M addox ’s voice. He 
becomes quite, even eagerly, respectful.) 
Oh, Miss Prentiss, I beg your pardon! 
For a moment I didn’t recognize you. 
The light behind you was so strong. Mr. 
Petrie is in the drawing room, Madam.

C. P.
(Rising.) Who the dickens!

M addox

(At the door—very impressively.) 
Miss Prentiss to see you, sir.

C. P.
Miss Prentiss ? (He glowers at M ad 

d o x .)
E sth er  P rentiss

( Outside.) I ’m afraid that you don’t 
know me, Mr, Petrie. May I come in 
just the same? (She appears at the door, 
lovely, in every sense o f that radiant 
word, a creature of soft curves and per
fume and color, like, to use an old 
simile, but it is the best one, a flower, a 
single flower, frail petaled, and, I  think, 
pink. Her hat is pink, anyway, and so 
are her cheeks and her sweater— or per
haps the cheeks are not. It is only a deli
cate something she has put on them that 
is pink. She does it very artistically at 
all events, if  it is that.)

M addox

( On fire with desire to put M r. P etrie  
in his place.) Miss Esther Prentiss, sir.

C. P.
How do you do, Miss Esther Pren

tiss? (He clearly doesn’ t know her. 
Then it dawns on him.) Oh, oh, my 
dear fellow artist. O f course I know 
you ! Have you just arrived at Palm 
Beach?

E sther

Just about arrived. This is the first 
sightseeing I have done.

M addox

(Proudly.) There were two pictures 
of Miss Prentiss in the Times Supple
ment last Sunday, Mr. Petrie, and only 
one of you, sir.

C. P.
Indeed! That shows the sound, good 

judgment of our press.

E sther

No, not of our press, Mr. Petrie, only 
of the Times. You see, there were two 
of you in the Evening Post supplement 
and only one of me. You appeal to the 
conservatives.

C. P.
Yes, the older one gets the more one
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appeals to the conservatives, I ’ve noticed. 
That will do, Maddox.

( Exit M addox .)

E sther

Who is that nice boy ?
C. P.

That is my man, by profession, an 
actor on the side. I’m afraid that his 
histrionic experiences have rather taken 
the edge off his good manners. He was 
perfect when I brought him over. Try 
this chair, Miss Prentiss. It’s the only 
comfortable one in the cottage.

E sther

Thank you. Looking after M ad 
d o x .) He is, I suppose, what one might 
call a personable young man, extremely 
personable. Perhaps he is the youngest 
son of a great house, who has disgraced 
himself in some way. He looks so, don’t 
you think so?

C. P.
He looks very much as if he might 

have disgraced himself. He tells me the 
truth, that’s why I keep him, I suppose; 
Flattery is such a bore.

E sth er

Do you think so ? I like flattery and 
attention. Don’t you enjoy walking 
through a crowd, sailing into a dead sea 
of silence and leaving a trail of whisper 
and comment as a steamer leaves a trail 
of foam ? O h ! flattery is soothing. But 
I never believe it, never, never.

C. P.
You, fortunately, can believe it if you 

want to.
E sther

That was very nice of you. I think 
that it was nice of you. Was it ?

C. P.
It was intended to be.

E sther

(Dubiously.) Thank you. ( There is 
a pause, then she turns to him.) I ’ve 
come to talk to you about something very 
important.

C. P.
Really? And I ’m glad to be able to 

tell you how much I enjoyed your work 
in your play last year— er— what was it 
called— er—

E sther

“ Everlasting Emma.”  She was ever
lasting. I thought I should never shake 
her off. Even now I ’m living in dread 
that some one will revive the poor thing.

C. P.
Do you know, you’v e  changed very 

much since I saw you then.
E sther

Oh, that’s because I ’m just beginning 
to feel pretty. It takes years of pretti
ness to feel pretty when one has been a 
plain child and, unless one feels pretty, 
to oneself there is no use in being it—  
it doesn’t take, somehow. May I have a 
cigarette ?

C. P.
I beg your pardon.

E sther

(Determinedly.) As I said before, I 
came here to ask you something, some
thing of great importance— ( She hesi
tates.) Can you guess why I smoke 
cigarettes when I hate them ? That isn’t 
the question of great importance, of 
course.

C. P.
Because you do it so prettily.

E sther

No, because I want to be known as a 
devilish person.

C. P.
Do you think that smoking cigarettes 

will give you that reputation ?
E sther

It will help. Of course, it takes much 
longer to be thought devilish when one 
doesn’t inhale.

C. P.
Why don’t you inhale?

E sther

(In a whisper, looking around.) It 
chokes me.
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C. P.
I ’m sorry to be discouraging, but I ’m 

afraid one has to be born devilish to 
manage it successfully.

E sth er

Oh, don’t say that! The critics are 
always writing about my naïveté, my 
ingenuousness, my unsophistication, I 
don’t like it at all. As a matter of fact—  
(She sits on the sofa and tucks her feet 
up under her) —as a matter of fact, I 
long to be a vampire or something like 
that.

C. P.
There is nothing like that.

E sth er

Don’t you like vampires ?
C  P.

I ’ve never seen one— with charm, and 
a vampire without charm is like a lion 
without claws or teeth.

E sther

(Delighted.) An epigram! Do you 
know, I ’m having a beautiful time with 
you. In a minute— (She takes a long 
breath) — in a minute I shall tell you 
what I came for.

C. P.
So am I. Don’t hurry about it.

E sther

What I came for is so appalling, so—  
cataclysmic, if there is such a word, that 
I shrink from taking the plunge. I have 
trembled on the brink of asking you sev
eral times, then, I ran away.

C. P.
I am beginning to be interested.

E sther

(Looking about.) These are not 
rooms, are they?

C. P.
It’s one room. Rather a nice one, 

don’t you think so?—view o f the sea 
and all that.

E sther

No, I mean “ rooms,”  you know, the

kind they have in plays. Whenever one 
Teads, scene-so-and-so’s rooms, on the 
program, one can feel sure that there is 
going to be a screen or a side door 
through which the heroine hurriedly con
ceals herself when her brother, dishev
eled, menacing and suspicious, makes his 
entrance. I ’m really much too com
fortable to think of hurriedly concealing 
myself.

C. P.
(Reassuringly.) This is a house.

E sth er

Oh; yes, that makes it perfectly all 
right, it’s being a house, doesn’t it ? Be
sides—  (Happily.) I haven’t any broth
er.

C. P.
Then the whole thing is perfectly re

spectable.
E sther

I might as well tell you now. It sticks 
in my throat. I had no idea that it would 
be so hard.

C. P.
My dear child, I should be only too 

happy to do anything for you in my 
power—

E sther

Don’t be paternal, Mr. Petrie. It 
makes it harder. Oh, how can I say it! 
If I only could be sure— that you were 
one of our kind. I ’m almost sure, but—

C. P.
(W ith intense bitterness.) Let’s hope 

that I ’m not any particular kind, Miss 
Prentiss. I ’ve always considered myself 
rather unique, and it’s a jolly good thing 
for Maddox’s “ human race” that I am 
unique. A  round peg, wobbling about 
in this square hole of a world, trying to 
pretend that he fits it, like the others.

E sther

(Solemnly.) That’s just the way I 
feel about it, Mr. Petrie. Isn’t it won
derful ! I didn’t know any one else—  
(Earnestly.) Do you know, I’m go
ing to tell you something that I couldn’t 
say to my dearest friend if I had one. 
I have always thought that the gods in
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tended people like you and me to be sort 
of— smelters.

C. P.
Smelters! Do you really prefer them 

to pegs, my dear Miss Prentiss? They 
sound fairly disagreeable.

E sther

( Very effectively.) When I was a lit
tle girl my father owned a mine. I re
member the way the men used to pour 
the ore into the smelters, just as they 
found it— the rock and the dirt and the 
gold and the dross, everything together. 
The smelter would shake it about and in 
some way that I don’t understand would 
reject all that was useless and bad and 
leave the pure gold, the shining gold, 
alone. Through us, don’t you see, sweep 
the loves, the hates, the envies, sym
pathies, the hypocrisies of other men and 
women. W e smelt the gold out of it 
all.

C. P.
They kill our souls to fashion beauti

ful vessels out of them. That’s better 
than yours, Miss Prentiss. Beautiful 
vessels from which they drink ecstasy 
and tears.

E sther

Yes, that is better than mine. (Dream
ily.) Beautiful vessels from which they 
drink ecstasy and tears! It’s wonder
ful! ( There is a pause. Then E sther  
bursts into sudden laughter, followed by 
Cr o m w el l  P etrie .) That was utterly 
absurd of us, wasn’t it ?

C. P.
Yes, rather.

E sth er

An outsider, hearing us express those 
soulful thoughts might well have imag
ined that we were most misunderstood, 
unhappy beings, whereas, as a matter of 
fact, we are extremely fortunate and 
perfectly content. Your technique is 
perfect, Mr. Petrie, and isn’t it a relief 
not to have been taken seriously ?

C. P.
( Startled but amused.) By Jove, it 

is ! That’s a strange thing.

E sther :
What?

C. P.
Maddox was saying the same thing 

to me only a short while ago.
E sther

Was he really? How discerning of 
him! He must be a jewel.

C. P.
(Doubtfully.) I never thought of him 

as a jewel.
E sth er

( Springing up.) Now, Mr. Petrie, I 
will put my proposition before you be
cause I feel quite sure, after what you 
said about beautiful vessels and all that 
rot— excuse me but it was silly, you 
admitted it—that you are what I call one 
of “our kind” and that you will under
stand perfectly. I felt almost sure this 
morning on the beach when I saw you 
take a piece of tinfoil out of your ciga
rette box and admire it.

C. P.
It is beautiful stuff, tinfoil.

E sther

(Enthusiastically.) Isn’t it! Then 
you covered a penny with it, smoothing 
it down very carefully with your thumb 
so that the pattern would show through. 
You took as much care in the business of 
turning a copper cent into a silver one as 
the other kind would take in mending a 
motor car. It was that that gave me the 
courage to come here.

C. P.
Really, Miss Prentiss, how extraor

dinary ! W hat is the plan ?
E sther

Sit down and I ’ll put it before you. 
(He sits on the lounge.) (She perches 
on the arm of the lounge facing him.) 
You see, people, real people I mean, not 
our kind, make love to me.

C. P.
O f course.

Est h e r

And I like it rather, because it means
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so much to them. That’s the devil of 
it. If I didn’t like it it wouldn’t matter.

C. P.
No, I don’t suppose it could really 

bother one unless one liked it.
E sth er

Exactly— these serious young men 
with nice eyes— Ah, how I dread them! 
Or rather how I dread myself, for they 
give me the cue to say such beautiful 
romantic things and some day— ( tragic
ally) some day, I shall find that I have 
gone too far and that I am married to 
one of them! Caged, bound, imprisoned 
for life! Oh, I must prevent that, I 
must.

C. P.
Would it necessarily mean— ?

E sther

O f course it would. You know per
fectly well that the only thing we care 
about, deep down in our hearts, the only 
thing is our work. W e may play at 
making love and marrying and all that, 
but it doesn’t really matter to us. Just 
now I ’ve made a big success and I want 
to go on with it— naturally. I feel as a 
bird might who had just been allowed to 
use his wings. There are big unchar
tered realms to be discovered and I am 
capable of spoiling it all for myself, 
knocking the whole thing down by say
ing to some one those things that I can 
say so well, and— and a girl who really 
meant them probably couldn’t say at all! 
There’s irony for you ! The kind of 
girl who really means them generally 
can’t say them at all.

C. P.
What things, for instance?

E sther

Well, like this— (She does it so ten
derly that it catches at your throat to 
listen to her.) My career! What’s that 
to me now ? I give it gladly as an offer
ing to thank God for the blessedness that 
you have brought to me. Oh, my dear, 
how I love you, how I love you— All my 
hopes, my ambitions seem cold and life
less to me compared to the perfect sweet

ness of giving them up for you. Take 
me, not a great actress any more, only a 
woman whose mind, whose heart, whose 
soul, is yours to do with as you will— I 
ask nothing else of the world than this 
— you, now and always, and perhaps 
some day, a little baby who bears your 
name. Heaven could hold no more! 
That sort of thing— I wish I could find 
my handkerchief. Will you lend me 
yours ? Thank you. ( E sth er  P rentiss 
is crying. The tears are rolling down 
her cheeks.) Don’t you see how that 
sort of thing would spoil the whole damn 
thing—  (Smiling.) The damn thing be
ing my career ?

C. P.
I do, decidedly. Is there any one in 

particular—  ?
E sther

No indeed, no one at all, although 
there are lots of them about to whom 
it would sound perfectly appropriate, 
you know, should I say it.

C. P.
It’s rather a pity not to. After all, 

most women seem to feel that marriage 
is the only true state of grace. And it 
would make him, whoever he happened 
to be, very happy. That’s something. 
Isn’t it ?

E sther

Nonsense, Mr. Petrie, you know per
fectly well I could never make any one 
happy—any more than you could. Many 
women have a strong talent for marriage 
just as one might possess a talent for 
anything else. O f course they think 
marriage the best thing for all women. 
(Proudly.) I know enough not to put 
a halo around my inclinations, the way 
they do. I remember ( with studied 
effectiveness) it was in Venice, when I 
was quite a little girl, that I first decided 
to be an actress. I bought a series of pic
ture post cards of Duse in “ Citta Morta” 
— I don’t know the story, except that she 
is blind in it, and the post cards showed 
her groping her way, fearfully through 
the bushes. She stumbles on the body 
of her sister. Even in those cheap pic
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tures I could see the terrible chill dread 
of some near horror in her face. It was 
wonderful! I used to practice it in my 
bedroom at the hotel. I did it very well, 
too, and I was happy—happier than I 
had ever been in my life before. I had 
found myself, you see. I don’t choose to 
lose myself again. Here is your hand
kerchief. Such a nice fine one! I cried 
four tears in it.

C. P.
I shall value it for that above all other 

handkerchiefs.
E sther

(Suddenly.) Mr. Petrie, I came to ask 
you— I wondered whether you would be 
willing.

C. P.
Willing? Willing to do what?

E sther

To save me from them, the serious 
young men. I wondered whether you 
would—  ( Site hesitates and plunges in) 
would marry me, Mr. Petrie. ( There is 
a sensation, M r . P etrie starts to speak.) 
(Hurriedly.) No, wait a minute, don’t 
say anything yet.

C. P.
But I—

E sther

No, no, don’t say a word, wait, please 
— of course you think me frightfully 
presuming and I am, I suppose, but it 
would really be a great advantage to 
both of us, the kind of marriage I mean. 
You could say all sorts of clever, beau
tiful things that revealed the heights and 
depths of your nature and I would be 
appreciative, but I never would expect 
them to mean anything, and you would 
save me from jumping into one of the 
pitfalls that yawn all about me. Don’t 
you think it would be delightful and we 
would both be free you know, quite 
free—  (C r o m w e l l  P etrie looks at 
E sther  Prentiss  reflectively.) (H e  
locks away, then back at her again.)

C. P.
How do you know that it would save

you from the pitfalls? “ The eternal 
triangle” is an amusing situation, you 
know. You might think it interesting to 
develop it in a new way, just as an artis
tic experiment.

E sther

Oh, no, I ’m not at all afraid of that 
because I have a conscience,— Oh, as 
big as that— and it was made in New 
England. O f course. I might conceiv
ably say to one of them— “ I love you, 
dear, but we must never see each other 
again. I wouldn’t hurt dear Cromwell 
Petrie for the world,”  or something of 
that sort. You wouldn’t object to that, 
would you?

C. P.
Not particularly, except that it sounds 

as if you ought to have said "dear old 
Cromwell Petrie.”

E sther
Will you ?

C. P.
My dear Miss Prentiss, I can think 

of no arrangement more inspired, more 
absolutely perfect than the one you sug
gest. But I ’m afraid that it is only one 
of those sad, unhappy “ might have 
beens.” There are drawbacks—  There 
is one particular drawback. (H e takes 
M rs. P etrie ’s letter folded in the shape 
o f a dachshund and balances it on his 
palm.)

E sther

(Enthusiastically.) Oh, never mind. 
If you are willing. Throw the draw
back overboard.

C. P.
That wouldn’t be very gallant, would 

it, to throw her overboard. Poor draw
back. She wouldn’t understand, she 
would be quite bewildered. (H e looks 
ruefully at the dachshund.)

E sther
She?

C. P.
I did it, the very thing you are dread

ing, a good many years ago. I let myself 
in for it and I couldn’t get out. The
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victim of my own temperament, or say 
rather, the victim of my own love of the 
appropriate phrase.

E sther

Do you mean to say that you are mar
ried ?

C. P.
Yes. To a most estimable drawback. 

A  Daughter of the Revolution, a Colo
nial Dame, a President of this and that, 
who dislikes me intensely.

E sther

( Sinking down on the sofa.) But you 
— you are so well known! How strange 
that I never—

C. P.
( Slightly hurt.) Haven’t you seen the 

pictures in the papers? “ Cromwell 
Petrie’s house from the tennis court,”  
“ Cromwell Petrie’s tennis court from 
the house,”  and so on— she’s always in 
them,

E sther

Oh, I ’m in despair! (Effectively.) 
Margaret Gautier’s terrible cry, “ Je ve 
veux pas mourir”— you know that cry—  
means for me “ I don’t want to marry,” 
but I shall have to, just as “ Camille” 
had to die. The fates are against me. 
They spoil everything.

C. P.
I ’m sorry.

E sther

( Indignantly.) How did you get— 
roped in?

C. P.
She was a widow with a small child, 

Betty. One time we were sitting by a 
lake somewhere in the moonlight— ridi
culous time for a child to be up— and 
Betty said to me before her Mother, 
“ Why does Mother love you so much, 
Mr. Petrie?”

E sth er

And what did you say?
C. P.

I lifted her on my knee, stroked her 
curls and said, “ Don’t you remember, 
Betty dearest, the reason why the 
lamb loved Mary so ?”  Don’t you know

“ Why does the lamb love Mary so?” 
The children all did cry 

“ ’Cause Mary loves the lamb you 
know,”

The teacher did reply.
O f course, that clinched it. It was irre
trievable !

E sther

(Laughing in spite of herself.) How 
— delicious!

C. P.
They were . manufactured curls, I 

found out afterward, too!
E sther

That does cheapen the whole thing 
awfully, doesn’t it? (She rises.) Well, 
I ’ve proposed to you and been, refused! 
Mercy (in horror), whatever would my 
mother say to that— if I had a mother!

C. P.
Don’t let’s trouble to puzzle it out.

E sther

Good-bye, Mr. Petrie, I shall leave 
Palm Beach, run away from them—per
haps to a farm, somewhere— I want to 
think of nothing but my work. Lose 
myself in it, immerse myself in it like a 
—a— what immerses itself?

C. P.
(Thinking hard.) A  duck?

E sth er

Oh no, deeper than that—a fish. Im
merse myself in it like a fish, will do, 
though it is far from perfect, Miller says 
that I may play Juliet, next winter.

C. P.
I shall come to admire.

M addox

(Appearing.) Did you ring, Mr. 
Petrie ?

C. P.
No. Find Miss Prentiss a chair.

E sther

I should prefer to walk, really.
M addox

There is one here, Miss Prentiss. I
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engaged him a few  minutes ago, think
ing that you might need him. (M addox 
goes out.)

E sther

He has such nice manners, that boy. 
I’m sure that there is a mystery about 
him. You will find out some day that 
he has a brother— an elder brother, who 
will die and then Maddox will inherit 
the title. You’ll see.

C. P.
Let me see you to your chair,

E sther

Oh, no, thanks, don’t trouble. ( She 
goes toward the door, then returns.) Mr. 
Petrie, here is a gardenia to help you re
member me. (She takes it from her 
belt.) Will you keep it— always!

C. P.
Forever— (he puts it to his lips) and 

when I look at it, I shall think—
“ O f all sad words, of tongue or pen 

The saddest are these— ”
E sther

(Reflectively.) It might have ben. 
Yes, that’s true, (she laughs and takes 
his arm), but then if we use a more cul
tured pronunciation—
Happy is he whose eyes were keen 
Enough to avoid what might have been, 
it seems just as wise. Nothing sounds 
as true, Mr. Petrie, as a falsehood, 
beautifully expressed.

M addox

(A t the door.) There is a gentleman 
waiting for Miss Prentiss. (Impres
sively.) Captain Sir Arthur Poole- 
Carey, sir.

E sther

Captain Sir Arthur Poole-Carey. A  
pitfall! There is a pitfall waiting out 
there! (She runs to M r. P etrie as if 
for  protection.) Save me!

C. P.
Send him away.

E sth er  
Oh yes, that’s it— tell him to go away, 

Maddox.

M addox

Yes, Miss Prentiss—
E sther

No, wait a minute. (Pleadingly.) Oh, 
he is so nice, Mr. Petrie, so tall and slen
der and serious and he has such a dear 
little tiny moustache right there! He 
calls me “ la Belle Dame Sans Merci”— 
La Belle Dame Sans Merci, who has 
found a soul. Isn’t it sweet of him to 
think I am like that— I’m not a bit like 
that really. (She starts to go.) I ’ll walk 
home with him.

C. P.
(Warningly.) Remember Juliet!

E sther

(She stops.) Oh, yes—Juliet. Bother 
Juliet! Don’t look so solemn, you dear 
old thing. I ’m “ La Belle Dame Sans 
Merci” today. Just today.
“ And then he closed her wild, wild eyes 

With kisses four!”
(She laughs and is off.)

(C r o m w e l l  P etrie  balances a paper 
cutter on one finger, thoughtfully.)

C. P.
( Calling.) Maddox—

M addox

(A t the door.) Yes, Mr. Petrie?
C. P.

Have you any brothers?
M addox

Yes, Mr. Petrie, one, sir.
C. P.

Younger than you, I suppose—
M addox

No, sir, older, fortunately for me,
C. P.

Why “ fortunately for you?”
M addox

Because he inherited, sir—

C. P.
Inherited! By Jove! She’s right!
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M addox

Yes, sir. He inherited my father’s 
plumbing business, sir. I shouldn’t have 
made a good plumber. I’m too subtle, 
sir.

C. P.
A  subtle plumber—  Good heavens! 

Practical people, Maddox, they are the 
ones who count. The kind of people who 
make steel rails, the kind of people who 
know what to do when one has over

turned a cup of tea! (H e dashes the
gardenia in the scrap basket.)

M addox
True, sir.

C. P.
( Furiously.) True, how do you know 

that it is true! Nothing sounds as true 
as a falsehood, beautifully expressed. 
(H e smiles slowly.) Huh, rather good, 
that! I must make use of it.

[C u r t a in ]

Mood
By Helen Underwood H oyt

S O F T L Y  the night sings under the still trees;
 A  friend has sent me words of dust and fire,

W hose road goes into shadow places. These 
Few pages patterned with ink are all desire,

All that one wishes, all that no one knows—
Youth puzzled with life; youth crying out, youth dumb. 

I read, I hear the sounds where the wind goes—
I think of how like winds moods go and come 

And twist our souls to swaying, mad delight,
Or leave them trembling, lonely, heavy with night.

M A N Y  a man is afraid to be attentive to his wife in public. People will 
think that he is trying to win her back from some other man.

A  W ISE husband is one who neither dines with girls from the “ Follies”  nor 
breakfasts with his wife.

IT  is easy to know and do right. When in doubt, simply do whatever you 
least want to do.



Two Chairs
By Griffis Marsden

J OHN TEM PLE had not yet read 
his program. Paula was fanning 
herself with it. She fluttered it 

lazily, and held it against her lips as a 
screen for her occasional remarks and 
her not infrequent yawns.

Tonight, as always at a concert, she 
yawned a great deal more than she 
talked. She had given one fleeting 
glance toward the program before she 
preempted it as a fan.

“ Oh, Lord!”  she had drawled hope
lessly, “ it’s another long one.”

John, glancing down at her smooth 
shoulder and bored pink face, won
dered why he had bought tickets. 
Probably from habit. But, he reflected, 
there had always been a decent streak 
in him that yearned toward music, and 
he hated going alone. It made him 
feel self-conscious and too acutely 
aware of his neighbours. O f course, 
Paula obviously appeared to better ad
vantage at a comedy or a dance; but 
when all was said she did fairly well 
even here. She sat beside him without 
fidgeting, her tightly gloved hands lying 
quietly in her lap, and endured the 
evening passively. She always slipped 
on her hat before the last note had died 
away, but if John wanted to wait for 
the encore she assented with no more 
ill-natured protest than another yawn. 
Paula seemed completely married at a 
concert. People guessed that she had 
been John’s wife for at least five years.

John leaned back in his seat and en
joyed the pleasant, familiar feeling 
that always crept over him in such a 
place. There was probably not one crea
ture in the theater that he knew save 
Paula, there beside him. At home—he 
still thought of the other city as home 
— he would have been bowing con

stantly to Rae’s friends or his own; 
and afterwards he could not have hoped 
to get through the foyer in less than 
fifteen or twenty minutes. Every one 
stopped them and talked. Some were 
merely eager to share enthusiasm, but 
there was always a larger number in 
haste to get Rae’s verdict before ven
turing their own.

John glanced down at the smooth 
head beside him and smiled indulgently. 
No one would trouble to ask Paula’s 
opinion about Cortot’s technique, or the 
timber of Galli-Curci’s voice.

Here, it was only the familiar feel
ing of evening dress and pleasant ex
pectancy, the lights and faint scents, 
the rustle of women’s gowns and the 
surging hum of voices that made John 
feel at home. He folded his arms and 
sighed. He had gone to so many con
certs that once he had thought he could 
never endure another. But here he 
was, still at it.

Madame Clamari came on the stage 
and swept a half dozen complacent 
bows toward the roar of applause. Even 
Paula joined for a few brief seconds 
before she glanced quickly at her gloves 
and dropped her hands to her lap. John 
knew that she would not lift them again 
in the course of the evening unless it 
was to pat her hair. She never did.

He had speculated fruitlessly as to 
her reason for clapping at first. Per
haps, in her soul, if she had one down 
under all that georgette, there was a 
yearning, eager hope of finding the real 
artiste at last, a hope that was always 
doomed to disappointment. John smiled 
at the notion ; it amused him hugely. 
As a matter of fact, Paula greeted each 
performer with apparently spontaneous 
applause merely to convince those

85
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seated near her that she had heard the 
creature before. It was perfectly 
simple.

Madame Clamari gazed insolently 
over her audience until the rustling and 
the fluttering and the murmuring 
ceased, and then nodded brightly to the 
slim young man at the piano.

Paula leaned against John’s shoulder 
and spoke under cover of the opening 
chords.

“ Will you get on to her gown!”  she 
drawled. “ She’s going to burst clear 
out of the thing at the top.”

John bent his head politely and gave 
a slight, dutiful laugh. It was his in
variable custom.

Even when Madame Clamari began 
he did not reach for the program. She 
sang “ In Questa Tomba,”  and he 
thought it badly suited to her voice. 
John could sing after a fashion him
self. Rae had even written a song for 
him once, a tender, whimsical little 
love song that he had been persuaded 
to sing at one of their “ evenings.”  He 
could still remember the pride and em
barrassment that he felt as he stood in 
the curve of the piano and looked 
across the rack at Rae, playing his ac
companiment and watching him with a 
faint smile. He could remember, too, 
the way the blood surged to his face 
when the delighted guests crowded 
around them later.

John had vaguely missed their piano 
in the last two years. Paula had asked 
for a phonograph; and besides, he 
didn’t play himself. Rather a pity, too. 
Rae had tried to teach him once. That 
had been in the first year of their mar
riage, but at times he fancied he could 
still feel the touch of her hands against 
his, trying to curve his stubborn fingers.

“ It’s no use,”  he had been in the 
habit o f saying, moving over on the 
seat; “you play it.”  And Rae had 
usually played it, with a half smile, and 
his arm around her waist.

She had suggested the divorce with 
that same half smile.

“ It makes no difference to me, of 
course, but I should think you’d rather,”  
she had said.

John was not sure that he’d rather; 
but Rae had obviously expected it and 
ultimately done it, with a great deal 
of calm grace. 

Madame Clamari began another 
song, an unfamiliar song, and John 
cautiously pulled the program from be
tween Paula’s unprotesting fingers. She 
was right; it was a long one. His eye 
traveled swiftly down through the in
evitable arias, the Italian folk songs 
and modern French ballads. There 
were so many o f the latter that he had 
to turn a page to find the last group. 
In English, as he had suspected.

John read the titles through with 
mild interest. “ Songs From an Empty 
House,”  they were called, and there 
were four of them. “ The firelight 
flickers against the shades,”  he read, 
and “ a dull earth and a leaden sky.” 
“ Lonely days, empty days,”  they went 
on ; and lastly, “ When I light my candle 
and go upstairs.”

“Awfully brooding,”  he remarked to 
himself, and looked for the author. 
Rae Craig Tully, the name was printed 
across the page; and something in or 
near John’s heart turned over.

With her second group, Madame Cla
mari emerged from the original chill 
o f her manner, and allowed her glorious 
voice to thrill through the auditorium.

“ They’re only songs— just songs,” 
John kept mumbling to himself. “ And 
Rae has written songs before. Rae was 
always writing songs.”

The theater broke into a feverish 
applause, and John looked about him 
vaguely.

“ They’re just songs,”  he said again. 
“ Lord, it’s hot!” complained Paula. 

“ Where’s that program?”
“ I ’ve dropped it,”  he said with diffi

culty, and crushed it to a ball in the 
palm of his hand.

“ Lungi dal caro bene,”  sang Madame 
Clamari; and with the refrain John re
peated to himself, “ Rae was always 
writing songs.”

And one who was always writing 
songs would in time come to write songs 
o f empty days and even of empty 
houses, would she not?— of firelight
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against the blinds, and flickering can
dles. O f leaden skies— Rae was always 
writing songs.

And Madame Clamari sang modem 
French ballads to two ears that were 
deaf.

“ Les donneurs de s é r é n a d e s she 
caroled, with a sidewise glance across 
the footlights.

"They will just be ordinary songs. 
The names won’t mean what they seem 

 to mean,”  John told himself, while the 
audience whispered in delight that De
bussy had certainly done one charming 
thing when he wrote “ Mandoline.”

Madame Clamari finished her French 
songs and her little French encore, and 
retired. Paula sighed, and yawned, 
and tapped her open mouth with her 
white gloved fingers. John wiped the 
palms of his hands and moistened his 
lips in terror.

“ They’ll just be ordinary songs,”  he 
said.

But with the first notes, John knew 
they were not just ordinary songs. 
Something had happened to Rae. The 
ghost o f her old peculiar manner was 
there, but the graceful amusement o f 
her early songs was quite gone, and in 
its place was something that seemed 
to tear John’s heart out and lay it there 
beside her own, fluttering across the 
keys and through the golden cadences 
of Madame Clamari’s voice.

Madame Clamari was just a fat 
singer, an over-fed artiste with an ex
quisite voice, singing four heartbroken 
songs to a hushed audience. But John 
Temple saw and heard Rae, calling only 
to him across the footlights. Calling to 
him of firelight that flickered against 
the shades and across the sewing in her 
lap, touching his hands, his book, her 
slippers stretched to the blaze. Rae, 
who had sung before o f moonlight, or 
starlight, or flaming, multi-coloured car
nival light. John closed his hands care
fully on the arms of his chair. He was 
in a theater, with Paula beside him and 
a curious world all around.

Then, when he believed that his 
head was clear once more, he heard 
Rae singing again— through the lips of

a fat artiste and the fingers of a pale 
young man— singing of a sky that was 
leaden and an earth that was dull be
cause he was not there. Rae, who at 
the last had given him a half smile and 
a limp hand in farewell!

And while he felt that, though the 
skies fell, he must rise up and answer 
her, she sang again o f lonely, empty 
days, with a tortured cry underneath 
the words. And his heart froze with 
fear at what he must have done to her 
— little, aloof, self-sufficient Rae!

When finally she sang of lighting her 
candle and going upstairs— just a little 
song, four lines of wistful tenderness 
— John closed his eyes and groaned 
aloud.

With amazing promptness Paula put 
on her hat.

“ Say, are you sick?”  she inquired, 
and nudged John sharply with an el
bow. Instantly reassured by a mut
tered dissent, she extracted a powder 
puff from some secret recess and 
passed it thoroughly and slowly across, 
her face, her eyes traveling calmly over 
the auditorium.

The audience was hysterical in its 
insistence that Madame Clamari sing 
again. She reappeared many times and 
bowed, and received more flowers with 
a little cry o f surprise, and dragged the 
pale youth out with her to bow again, 
and threw a coquettish kiss back over 
her shoulder, and finally, after an in
terminable suspense, came back to the 
piano, the pale youth bearing music in 
her wake, and the theater growing 
thunderous with applause. And John 
wished to God that the people between 
him and the aisle would get up and 
let him out.

“ I will seeng for you,”  said Madame 
Clamari, smiling and patting her lips 
with her handkerchief, “ another of 
these leetle ‘songs from an empty house’ 
that you seem to like so much. Heart
break songs, I call them. Eet call eetself, 
thees one, ‘I in My Chair and You in 
Y ours/ and I think eet ees very lofely.”

And when John heard it he knew 
that his heart was really breaking quite 
in two. It was the gayest, yet withal
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the saddest little song of all, for it 
crowded into two tiny verses all the 
happiness, and intimacy, and joy of 
what might have been.

They got out slowly, wedged midway 
in the jabbering crowd.

Paula sighed contentedly when they 
reached the pavement;

“ It certainly was hot in there,”  she 
said, and slipped her hand through 
John’s arm. She sauntered slowly be
side him, humming a fox-trot under 
her breath and swaying slightly to it 
as she walked.

“ It’s a peach of a night,”  she said, 
her spirits rising obviously with each 
step in the cold air. “ Let’s go over to 
Chariton’s. I ’m crazy to dance after 
sitting still so long.”

“ Not to-night,”  John said curtly, and 
she acquiesced with a shrug.

He put her in their motor car and 
sat huddled in his corner without speak
ing. There was no use trying to think 
or feel until he had got Paula safely 
home.

“ Believe me, you’re the gay boy to
night,”  she said, but without apparent 
resentment.

He left her at the elevator.
“ I ’m not coming up just yet,”  he said. 

“ Rotten headache. Suppose I ’d better 
stay out in the air.”

“ Surely; that’s all right,”  she said, 
and stifled a recurrent yawn before she 
turned to joke with the elevator boy.

II

F og was dripping steadily from the 
trees in the park when John found a 
bench. He had discovered that after 
all he must sit down to think. His 
mind was merely a dull blur of misery 
while he walked.

Rae in her chair and he in his, with 
the lamp between them and the fire 
sputtering on the hearth! And he had 
shrugged his shoulders at the fire, and 
turned out the light, and gone to dawdle 
away his evenings over a café table, 
listening to Paula Barney drawl nasal 
stupidities above the cheap whine of 
the music. Turned out the light so

often that it finally stayed out; ne
glected the fire until it died down to 
nothing; listened to the nasal drawl and 
the cheap whine until Rae’s clear, 
amused voice only jangled against his 
nerves and he would cry out:

“ God, why couldn’t I have married 
a woman that understood m e!”

Not that he had pretended, even then, 
that Paula Barney did. But with Paula 
there were certain compensations.

Now, huddled on his park bench like 
any forlorn tramp, John shuddered at 
the memory of the morning that had 
ended things for them. It was a Sun
day morning-after, and he was snarling 
over his solitary breakfast when Rae 
came into the dining room. She sat 
down casually on the arm of her chair 
and regarded him speculatively across 
the table. He could see her small head 
now, with the black braids wound 
tightly around it.

“You’re not looking very fit, John,” 
she had said. “ This business of trying 
to live with me and— court Miss Barney 
at the same time is a bit too much, is it 
not? Why bother to keep it up?— the 
living with me, I mean.”

He remembered the incredulous anger 
with which he had stared at her. That 
his wife should view so calmly this 
great deflection in his life, the thing 
that had made him storm up and down 
in his office and lie awake at night for 
weeks! Rae had never mentioned Paula 
Barney before. That she should do it 
now without even the flutter of an eye
lash !

“ It would be much less expensive, 
you know,” she went on, “ if you should 
arrange things definitely now. I have 
quite enough from Uncle Craig’s prop
erty; you wouldn’t need to give my af
fairs a second thought. And surely 
everything could be made much pleas
anter for Miss Barney. I should think 
her position would be most uncomfor
table with things as they are.”

John had risen to his feet and slung 
his grapefruit to the floor in fury.

“ That is the way you feel about it, 
is it?” he had shouted at her across the 
table. “ Then it’s no wonder I ’m half
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crazy to get out of this house and find 
some one that has some heart in her.”

He had stopped with the vague hope 
that she would break out in swift sur
prise, and with her deft hands reshape 
the situation for them both. But after 
a quiet moment she had merely dropped 
her eyes to her cuffs, small white or
gandy cuffs that ruffled against the cool 
blue of her gown.

He went on, with a bitter, angry dis
appointment. “ And let me tell you now 
that if you had any warmth or human 
feeling about you, or had ever been 
willing to come down off that amused, 
aloof pedestal o f yours, this thing would 
never have happened.”

Rae had regarded him with wide, 
candid eyes.

“ Why, John, you speak as if it were 
a calamity,”  she said.

“ Calamity!”  he roared. “ Good God, 
what do you call it? I suppose next 
you’ll be telling me that the arrange
ment will be ‘very much pleasanter for „ 
you!”

Rae was looking at the overturned 
grapefruit on the floor, and he had al
ways remembered the odd expression 
that flickered across her face at his 
words.

“ No, I shan’t tell you that, John,”  
she said.

“ More damned subtlety,” he had 
thought to himself.

But the picture of the limp, yellow 
rind and the sugary juice spattered 
against the wall had always remained 
the most obnoxious spot in his memory.

In less than an hour he had gone to 
Rae’s sitting room to apologize. She 
had lifted her head and dropped her 
hands from the piano long enough to 
say pleasantly:

“ Why, that is quite all right, John.
I shouldn’t have bothered you until you 
were through breakfast, anyway.”

His temper had very nearly flamed 
afresh. If only she would forget her
self and stop treating him as if he were 
the least intimate and most esteemed of 
all her acquaintances!

And yet even at the time he had re
membered a very different Rae. An

intense creature she had been once, full 
of odd changes of mood, and quick, ar
dent confidences. He had lived in a 
sort of awed and rosy pride that this 
fervor was all for him. But after mar
riage Rae had quieted and chilled, 
strangely and very steadily. Chilled un
til he almost forgot that she had ever 
been anything but a piece of graceful 
ice. Quieted until he had striven fur
tively for anything, even to make her 
angry.

Well, thank heaven, there was noth
ing baffling nor finely pointed about 
Paula Barney. She was just as obvious 
as her pink finger-nails and her mar
celed hair. Until to-night, John’s ac
quittal of himself had been without 
flaw.

Now, with his arms thrown across 
the back of the bench and his face 
buried against his sleeve, he shivered 
with grief and shame. Now, when it 
was too late, and he had flung Rae’s 
heart aside as ruthlessly as the grape
fruit rind, he had heard her calling to 
him, across two years and three thou
sand miles; calling through the keys of 
a piano and the tones of a fat woman’s 
voice; calling so yearningly that every 
lonely, wistful note of the five songs 
seemed still to beat against his ears.

He had sold his birthright, and the 
mess of pottage had grown nauseous in 
an hour.

The fog was still dripping when he 
got up with- sudden resolution. Per
haps, after all, it was not too late. Per
haps it was never really too late. Come 
what might, he would not let it be. He 
had married Paula, but he had also mar
ried Rae; and the bond, at the first 
effort, had proved easy to break.

Paula sat blinking in the bright light 
of the sitting room while he told her. 
John stood beside the table, the damp 
collar of his overcoat still turned up 
against his neck. Paula’s taste in fur
niture ran to ornamentation, and he 
felt unwilling to trust his shaking length 
to any of the chairs the room afforded.

She heard him through, her chin sag
ging slowly with amazement. Later, 
she looked around the room furtively,
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in search of words to express the con
sternation and helpless anger flickering 
behind her usually placid eyes.

“ Well,”  she stuttered at last, “ you 
certainly have got your nerve. You cer
tainly must think you’re the one orig
inal charmer. As for me, all I ’ve got 
to say— ”

Even to Paula herself the inadequacy 
o f her words became apparent. She 
rose and pulled her dressing gown closer 
about her. At the door she turned and 
spoke again.

“ And if your little saint wants you 
as bad as all that,”  she said, her rather 
full lower lip twisted sidewise over the 
words, "why believe me she can have 
you. Believe me, you’re not such a 
prize.”

III

John Temple went in by the break in 
the hedge. He had no particular wish 
for stealth, but the formal entrance on 
the avenue had always wasted a hun
dred steps or more. Besides, the break 
in the hedge was on the side of the 
house where Rae’s light shone out 
against the trees. He remembered, too, 
that he had always liked the crisp smell 
o f the cypress.

He examined the quiet house, more 
familiar now than on the day he had 
left it. Now, the two years in New 
York with Paula and the phonograph 
seemed merely a bad, swift dream.

The same lights were burning that 
had always burned when John came 
home at night; a dim one in the front 
hall, a vague flicker somewhere back 
in the servants’ quarters, a warm glow 
from Rae’s sitting room upstairs. John 
listened for the piano, and smiled with 
unconscious satisfaction when he failed 
to hear it. A  Rae sitting by the fire 
seemed somehow more accessible. And 
the key to the front door had never 
left his key ring. He could go up 
quietly and familiarly as of old.

For a second, as he hesitated outside 
Rae’s door, the thought did flash across 
his mind that he was doing a wild, an 
unprecedented thing. But a flooding

sense of inevitability reassured him. 
The door was shut, and he Tapped 
lightly with his knuckles.

“ Come.”  Rae’s voice, clear and 
slightly startled, reached him after a 
moment through the panels.

She sat in her broad wicker chair 
beside the fire, her Chinese slippers 
stretched out comfortably on the rug.

“John!”  she cried, and held out both 
her hands.

As he took them and stood looking 
down at her, John’s confidence receded 
in a wave. A  spontaneously cordial 
Rae was not what he had expected. But 
he found himself trying to tell her 
everything at once, in awkward, jum
bled phrases— not gracefully nor elo
quently, as he had planned during the 
long trip West.

“ And you say that Madame Clamari 
sang a group of my songs? Why, how 
flattering!”  Rae spoke evenly when 
he paused. “ Did they take well?”  I 

 should be so interested to know.”
John stepped back, horrified. He 

strove to unburden his heart, and suc
ceeded only in interesting her in the 
success o f her songs. He turned away 
blindly, his disappointment acute.

“ Sit down, John.”  There was a 
gentler note in Rae’s voice. “ Pull up 
your chair and tell me about it.”

He dragged the huge thing forward 
automatically, his mind a blur o f con
flicting thoughts. Rae’s five songs had 
cut into his consciousness with the 
sharp clearness o f a revelation. In a 
flash every stupidity, every gross mis
take of his had been disclosed. A  thou
sand baffling words o f Rae’s were sud
denly explained. Her reserve had ap
peared as a sort o f shining armor, a 
shield against the crass brutality of his 
neglect. Now, face to face with Rae 
again, she was as aloof, as baffling, as 
inaccessible as ever. He dropped down 
hopelessly among the worn leather 
cushions.

Then the very familiarity o f the 
chair, the well-remembered comfort of 
its broad back, made him sit forward 
with an incredulous start. This chair 
had occupied no inconsiderable place in
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their story. They had been married 
only a month when Rae had dragged 
him into her sitting room one evening 
and shown it to him.

“ There, Mr. Husband,”  she had cried 
gayly, “ see what I have done for you! 
You were so enamored of this hideous 
thing in the shop the other day that I 
secured it secretly at— oh, infinite cost 
—and see, I have installed it right here 
beside my table to coax you into stay
ing home with me of nights. There! 
you can never pretend now that I do 
not love you when I am willing to put 
this impossible chair in the middle of 
my lovely, lovely room!”

And, in fact, it had looked incon
gruous beside Rae’s wicker and chintz. 
Two years later he had stumbled over 
this same chair in the library down 
stairs, and that evening he had first 
taken Paula Barney out to dinner.

Now, Rae had voluntarily restored 
it to its old place, had kept it there, 
honored, through the years of his ab
sence. In a moment he was on his 
knees beside her chair, his arms gripped 
tightly around her and his forehead 
pressed against her sleeve.

“ Rae,”  he whispered, “ I ’ve been so 
blind! I thought you didn’t care, that 
nothing mattered to you except your 
piano and the concerts you went to. 
Oh, I ’ve been such a fool! Until I 
heard your songs that night I never 
guessed that you could miss me, or 
dream about our evenings here together 
by the fire. If you had ever once let 
me see! Don’t you know that nothing 
could have dragged me away if I had 
known? You wrote a song— ‘I in My 
Chair and You in Yours,’ you called it, 
and you have kept my chair here be
side yours all the time. And I never 
knew; I never guessed.”

He stopped and looked up because 
Rae had grown so suddenly quiet in his 
arms. She was looking steadily at the 
fire, and at sight of her face John re
leased her and drew back.

“ Yes, John,” she said calmly, “ I have 
kept that chair here for over a year and 
a half now. It jars no more rudely in 
my room than you did in my life. I

couldn’t help the latter misfortune; I 
have learned to make use of the former.
. . . You are uncomfortable there, 
John. Won’t you sit in your old chair 
while I explain— or do you care to have 
an explanation?”

She waited until he rose stiffly and 
sat again in his chair by the hearth. 
She was' still watching the fire, and he 
saw how little she had changed, how 
unbelievably the same she was—the 
same fine, slight hands, the same erect 
head and quiet lips.

“ The reef that wrecked our little 
bark, John,”  she smiled at the worn- 
out words, “ was not the fact that I 
failed to keep your love, but rather 
that you failed to keep mine. I stopped 
first. Didn’t you know that? It has 
been a very long time since I loved 
you, John. I have never blamed you 
with your ‘desertion,’ for I always knew 
you went only because I really didn’t 
care any longer about keeping you. For
give me, but you didn’t seem quite 
worth keeping.”

She was looking at him speculatively 
now.

“ As to the songs— I sent them East 
without even a trial hearing here, be
cause I was afraid that my friends might 
misunderstand; but I never dreamed 
that you could be deceived. You see, I 
have had so much time to think; and 
as I have sat here, night after night 
alone, it has been so easy to realize just 
how I should have felt if I had missed 
you. Sometimes, John, I felt that really 
missing you would be the greatest lux
ury that life could offer. And all these 
imaginings made such really lovely 
songs— so much better than any I had 
ever written before. I am not surprised 
that Clamari Used them on her pro
gram.”

John stared at her unbelievingly, and 
she smiled.

“Are you shocked? Why John, 
surely you don’t condemn an artist to 
portray only his own heart throbs! 
That would be horrible. Didn’t you 
know before that those are the things 
we don’t sing about? ‘I  in My Chair 
and You in Yours.’ I believe you spoke
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of that song specially. It is charming, 
and I wrote it so happily! But that was 
because I knew the width of the con
tinent was between them, those 
chairs.”

She was staring again at the fire, and 
another smile curved the corners of her 
mouth.

“ You are wondering, I suppose, why 
I have kept that old relic of yours up 
here. Penelope had her spinning, but 
the sight of your chair has been all that 
I needed to keep me from matrimony. 
I brought it out o f the library and put 
it back up here as a symbol and a warn
ing. And I shall keep it until I am 
quite ugly and middle-aged and safe.

He was standing, and she rose also.
Every detail of the room was clear 

to John, though he looked only at her. 
Her work-basket was still lying in the 
window seat, her music scattered across 
the rack. The squat lamp on the table 
had the same silken shade, her gown 
was o f the coral tint that she had al
ways loved.

Suddenly he grasped her wrists 
roughly. The thought flashed through

his mind that perhaps Rae was one of 
those women who bend only when 
swept off their feet, who thrill se
cretly to mastery.

“ You know that I love you,”  he said 
savagely, “ that I have always loved you. 
You know that I shall never love any
one else. I have been a blind fool, and 
you are punishing me now. You know 
that you have spoiled Paula Barney for 
me, that since seeing you once more I 
can never look at her again. I love you, 
yet you have robbed me of everything,”  
and he shook her.

She looked at him so quietly that his 
hands dropped again to his sides,

“ I ’m sorry,”  she said.
At the outer door he turned again, 

for Rae had followed him to the head 
of the stairs, and a formless hope still 
zig-zagged through his misery. One 
hand rested on the newel post, and she 
was regarding him again with a slight 
half smile.

“ You in your chair and I in mine, 
John,”  she said pleasantly. “ I do hope 
you are happy in yours. As for mine—  
ah, you don’t know how comfortable I 
am in it !”

Pseudonym
B y M uriel Safford

" W H O  blows this fierce horn of sun?
 W ho croons the stars?

They name the musician G od ;
I k n ow !
It is an assumed name—
T oo small for Him who owns the Universe.



Conversations
IV. On Politics

Set down by M ajor Owen Hatteras 

Scene: The steps o f St. Patrick’s Cathedral. 

Time: 2.30 A.M.

M e n c k e n

You should take more interest in poli
tics. It would—

N a t h a n

I stopped here to rest, not to be in
sulted.

M e n c k e n

I mean it seriously.
N a t h a n

As always. Seriousness is your worst 
vice. You are the sort of man who 
would be serious at his own wedding, 
even at his own hanging.

M e n c k e n

Oh, by no means. I—

N a t h a n

Well, then, think what you ask. You 
ask me to take a serious interest in the 
doings of a crowd of low thieves and 
mountebanks down at Washington—a 
parcel of men almost wholly devoid of 
truth, decency or honour. It is precisely 
as if you asked me to take a serious in
terest in the doings of a union of piano- 
movers over in Long Island City. I 
decline to pollute my mind with such 
obscenities.

M e n c k e n

As usual, you fail to fathom my doc
trine. What boggles you is the word 
“ serious,”  inserted by yourself. I by

no means ask you to take politics seri
ously. On the contrary, I commend poli
tics to you as perhaps the most indelicate 
and amusing show now on view in Chris
tendom— certainly a damned sight more 
naughty and rib-sticking than any of the 
lascivious shows you see along Broad
way. I went all the way to San Fran
cisco to see the late Democratic National 
Convention— eight solid days on the 
train, a truly horrible journey. Yet I 
was well repaid, I assure you— quite as 
well as the Methodist deacons who used 
to walk eighteen miles to see a decayed 
Midway girl do the hoochie-coochie in 
the altogether. The taste for the inde
cent is universal in man. What is more, 
it is one o f the few tastes that never 
wears out: all it ever does is to change 
its terms. When I was young, I liked 
leg-shows, but that was long, long ago. 
Today I am anaesthetic to them. I hon
estly get no joy out of them. I ’d just as 
lief go to an Ibsen play or the Lake 
Mohonk Conference. But politics still 
fetches me. It is incredibly gross, Rabe
laisian, vulgar, lewd, shocking and re
volting. It reminds me, in its general 
outlines, of the rough clinics in morbid 
anatomy that used to be pulled off in 
water-front bordellos in the days before 
Josephus converted every sailor into a 
Freudian case. It makes me laugh like 
the devil. More, it stimulates my patriot
ism. I thank God that I am an Ameri
can, and thus admitted to such barbaric 
saturnalias. In a genuinely civilized
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country politics would be prohibited by 
law, and all politicians would be treated 
like pickpockets or street-walkers. But 
here they are honoured and prosperous, 
and so they perform, and I enjoy the pe
culiar buffoonery that is to my taste.

N a t h a n

I give you full privilege to go on en
joying it. But spare this old gray head! 
I can see nothing enjoyable in riding on 
the steam cars for eight days to took at 
a thousand idiots who believe that the 
way to pick out the best man for Presi
dent of the United States is to rip off 
their undershirts, tote around banners 
labelled “ O You Kid,”  sing “ Ach, Du 
Lieber Augustin,’ ’ squirt tobacco juice on 
the chairs, and periodically yell “ Three 
cheers for Kansas!”  Compared with such 
a spectacle, the leg-show that you decry 
is a masterpiece of diversion. I would 
rather look at a pretty leg once than at 
Henry Cabot Lodge twice— any day. 
And I’d rather listen to a chorus girl 
warbling “ Kiss Me On the Ear, Gus, 
My Mouth Is Full o f Gum” than to a 
suffragette reciting the virtues of Gen
eral Wood. No, my boy, you have your 
values mixed. You have told me in the 
past that you get more pleasure sleeping 
out of doors in a flannel nightgown, and 
freezing your knees, than snoozing in a 
comfortable warm bedroom, and that 
you get more pleasure talking Futurism 
to a forty year old baggage than chirping 
to a twenty year old peppermint. Now  
you tell me that you get more pleasure 
looking at William Jennings Bryan than 
at Ann Pennington. Next, I suppose 
you will inform me that you’d rather kiss 
Dreiser than Mary Garden.

M e n c k e n

Never! Kiss Dreiser? It’s all I can 
do to look at Dreiser! However, you 
evade the issue. W e are not discussing 
anatomy, but politics. You miss a lot.

N a t h a n

I miss a lot of imbecile statements 
mouthed by a lot of jackasses in behalf 
o f a candidate who is generally a lot 
more of a blockhead than they. I miss

reading a lot of tripe about a lot of 
fourth-rate micks busying themselves 
with the noble enterprise of getting a 
third-rate job for a second-rate mick. 
I miss seeing democracy behind the 
scenes in its dressing-room, clad only in 
its chemise. I have no taste for such 
vulgarity. I prefer a good dog fight.

M e n c k e n

You prefer a dog fight simply because 
you’ve never seen such a spectacle as 
that in San Francisco. Have you, for 
example, ever seen a United States 
Senator, pickled to the ears, making an 
indignant speech on the League of Na
tions to three traveling salesmen in the 
lobby of the St. Francis, the aforesaid 
traveling gents being named, respec
tively, Winckhauser, Eiersalat and 
Schnitzberger? You have not. Have 
you, for example, ever seen a candidate 
for-the Presidency, boiled to the eye
brows, try to make an impression on the 
newspaper correspondents, grab the edge 
of a table to steady himself and, missing 
it, land plum on his Sitzfleisch? You 
have not. I repeat, you miss a lot.

N a t h a n

But you are not describing politics; 
you are describing Robie’s Crackerjack 
Burlesquers. I prefer to get such a 
show at first hand, not a cheap imitation. 
Why travel eight days on the choo-choo, 
at a cost of several hundred dollars, to 
see something that you can see done 
much better at the Olympic Theater in 
Fourteenth Street for seventy-five cents ?

M e n c k e n

Great God, but you are obtuse! You 
seem to be quite unaware of the nature 
o f the comic. Its essence is the sharp 
contrast between dignity and ignominy—  
the sudden transition from self-satisfac
tion and importance to disaster and dis
comfiture. In other words, it depends 
upon leading its victim into a situation 
wherein all his habitual pretenses are 
brought to naught. On the stage the 
thing has to be managed by pretending 
that the comic actor is really someone of 
consequence—a boozy king, a rascally
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grand vizier, the owner of Kraus
meyer’s flats, a rich push-cart kike, a 
gaudy coon, a member of Parliament, 
or something of the sort. Thus one 
laughs when he kicks the hat with the 
brick under it, or is caught by his wife 
kissing a chorus girl, or is beaten at 
epigrams by the child actor. But all the 
while, one’s pleasure is pumped-up and 
unsatisfactory, for one knows that the 
fellow is really only a mummer, and 
hence a brother to the ox. In politics 
the clowns are real. One sees the slap
stick bounce upon the pantaloons, not of 
poor rogues and vagabonds, but of 
United States Senators, Governors of 
great states, Ambassadors, and even 
Presidents.

N a t h a n

Nevertheless, they are also brothers 
to the ox, just as much as the zanies in 
the Robie show. If, in the pursuit of 
ribald humour, I have to imagine for the 
time being that some burlesque ham is 
the Count de Roquefort, owner of the 
Trouville Casino, you in turn have to 
imagine that some quondam shyster 
lawyer from Mead’s Pond or Saukville 
is a purple toga’d Marc Antony with a 
soupçon of Roman in his soul. The 
clowns of politics, in good truth, are less 
real than the clowns of the stage. Which, 
for example, is the more convincing: 
William H. Crane’s United States Sen
ator or Hoke Smith’s? You exude the 
platitude that the essence of humour is 
the sharp contrast between dignity and 
importance on the one hand and disas
ter and ignominy on the other. Well, 
old skeezicks, where is the dignity and 
importance o f your politician? No
where but in your own mind, exactly as 
in the case o f the stage actor. In order 
to pave the way for a good loud belly- 
laugh, I pretend to myself that Russ 
Whytal, say, is a millionaire steel mag
nate and a close confidant of the King 
of England, while you pretend to your
self that a United States Ambassador to 
a great European capital is a sagacious 
statesman and diplomat, and not— as he 
more often actually is— merely an 
American who can wear a silk hat with

out looking like a French hack driver, 
who can stand on a polished hard-wood 
floor without slipping, and who has 
learned how to say “ This soup is deli
cious”  in two foreign languages. The 
platform at your San Francisco conven
tion is just as much a stage as the plat
form in my Olympic Theater in Four
teenth Street. . . .  Do you seriously main
tain that the Governor of, say, Arkansas 
or Iowa is not necessarily an ass ?

M e n c k e n

I maintain nothing of the sort. So 
far as I know, 95 per cent of all poli
ticians are idiots. The very desire for 
public office is an evidence o f imbecility. 
It is like aspiring to be the supreme 
exalted archon of the Knights of 
Pythias, or the grand marshal of the 
firemen’s parade, or a social favourite in 
Altoona, Pa., or the editor of the lead
ing daily in the Texas Panhandle. Such 
ambitions are inconceivable to a man of 
sound taste and genuine self-respect.

N a t h a n

Well, then, if 95 per cent of them are 
idiots, where is the fun in watching them 
swell themselves up and explode? In 
Matteawan perhaps 95 per cent of the 
incarcerated idiots also imagine them
selves Senators, Governors, and Am
bassadors. If you get amusement out 
of that sort of thing, why not go out 
there?— it takes only an hour on the 
train.

M e n c k e n

One moment. What I desire to point 
out to you is that this intrinsic inferiority 
of the politician is not reflected in his 
public position— that under a democracy 
he is accepted quite gravely as the sapi
ent and important man that he pretends 
to be, and that he usually deceives him
self into believing quite honestly that he 
is. In other words, his position differs 
materially from that of the actor, who is 
regarded with loathing by everyone, in
cluding especially all other actors. This 
is not true of politicians. They are 
viewed with the highest respect by the 
mob, by themselves and by other poli
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ticians. The mob regards a Governor 
of Tennessee, say, as a far more impor
tant man than Cabell, or Borglum, or 
even Brahms. In the yet higher ranks 
of politicians it sees something almost 
superhuman. Two or three years ago, 
for example, it was seriously argued by 
his pediculæ that Woodrow was half
divine— a sort of latter day Messiah in 
spats, with an eye for an ankle, and two 
gold teeth. Moreover, Woodrow be
lieved it himself. His whole politics 
began to take on a tone of revelation. 
He issued his balderdash with the air of 
Moses on Sinai, nay, o f Jaaveh on Sinai. 
It was obvious that he held himself to 
be a cut above such second-raters as 
Mark, Matthew, Luke, and Deuter
onomy. And then—

N a t h a n

And then a couple of stage-hands 
closed him in “ one"  But, for all that, 
I can’t see that your argument has any
thing to do with the case. The circum
stance that a politician is gravely accept
ed by three or four hundred thousand 
nanny-goats as the sage that he pretends 
to be, and that he deceives himself in the 
same direction, surely doesn’t make him 
any better material for a cultivated 
man’s risibilities than a mere stage 
anticker. There were just as many saps 
who believed that Richard Mansfield 
was a Great Intellectual and Great Mas
ter as there were saps who believed that 
Woodrow was a Gladstone and Bis
marck. The mob may, as you say, re
gard a Governor of Tennessee as a more 
important man than Cabell, or Borg
lum, or even Brahms, but the same mob 
in turn regards Charlie Chaplin as 
a more important man than a Governor 
of Tennessee—and I ’m not certain that, 
here at least, the mob isn’t partly right. 
Carrying out your argument to its 
logical conclusion, Elihu Root, whom 
several hundred thousand Americans 
soberly consider a Sophocles, is by that 
fact, and that fact solely, a droller dill 
pickle than Raymond Hitchcock, whom 
the same number of Americans openly 
consider a clown. When I seek humour, 
I put on my hat and take a short cut.

You go to all the trouble of filling up a 
three-gallon demijohn, laying in a two 
weeks’ supply of shaving cream and 
tooth powder, packing a trunk, booking 
a long railroad passage, and then spend
ing eight days looking out of the win
dow at Firestone Tire signs.

M e n c k e n

You say that a couple of stage-hands 
closed in on Woodrow. You don’t go 
far enough. A  whole herd of come
dians came out, and beat him to a jelly 
with long strings of Deerfield sausages. 
With a loud sob he fell out of Heaven 
backwards, landing on his cofferdam. 
The heart of the world was broken—  
and the coccyx of Woodrow. The thing 
had humour, massive and incomparable 
humour. This, in brief, is what I al
ways find in politics. I snicker when I 
observe the politician swelling up and 
rolling his eye: I know that the seltzer- 
siphon is being loaded behind the scenes. 
And I yell with delight when its appal
ling stream fetches him in the kishgish. 
Such is my taste in the droll.

N a t h a n

( Settling himself in his overcoat and 
learning back against the main door of the 
Cathedral.) A  vulgar show, but I grant 
it a certain rough jocosity. However, 
you have to wait too long for your 
laugh. It is often years between the 
time a politician begins to swell up and 
the time the gas is let out of him. In 
Woodrow’s case it took ten years.

M e n c k e n

You underestimate the powers of the 
human mind— for example, its power of 
prevision. The fun starts immediately 
the idiot begins to swell. At that very 
instant the trained imagination is al
ready capable of picturing his ultimate 
downfall, and so the show is on. I got 
a great deal of joy out of Woodrow 
at the time he was horning into Olym
pus. I could shut my eyes and see the 
hail of liver-puddings flying through the 
air. He was marked for his disaster as 
plainly as a man with ten per cent of
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sugar is marked for death. I have 
trained myself to savour such situations.

N a t h a n

I am too old to be trained in any such 
art. It would be difficult to train me to 
do what even sea-lions and elephants do 
— for instance, stand on my head or 
catch a rubber-ball in a crab-net. For
tunately, my capacity for enjoying hu
mour in the theater is congenital. I was 
born with a taste for it. In my third 
year, when I was taken to see the Beef 
Trust Burlesquers for the first time, I 
yelled so loudly that the family doctor 
put me to bed and dosed me with aloes. 
When I was four years old I witnessed 
Johnnie Ray in “ A  Hot Old Time,” 
and Robert Mantell in “ King Lear.”  
Each brought me down with spasms; 
they had to stop my mirth with hyp
notics. For this talent I claim no credit. 
I merely mention it as proof that it 
would be silly for me to waste years 
trying to acquire a talent for laughing 
at politicians. The thing would be just 
as insane as for Beethoven to give up 
music, and devote ten or twenty years to 
learning how to paint on china . . . But 
the hour is late. Is there a taxicab in 
sight?

M e n c k e n

A  moment and I am done. What I 
further maintain is that the humour of 
politics belongs to a distinctly higher 
category than the humour of the bur
lesque show, not only because the come
dians are real men and more eminent 
than actors, but also because the spec
tators take a hand in the performance. 
One gets an even more exalted joy out 
o f the seltzer-siphoning o f these specta
tors than one gets out o f the slap-stick
ing of the principals. Consider, for ex
ample, the fate o f the millions who hon
estly believed in Woodrow in the days 
o f  his annunciation. Think o f their 
touching faith in his gaudy pishposh—  
their faith that he would liberate them 
from capitalist oppression, and put an 
end to war, and make them all secure 
and happy, and turn all o f the Beati
tudes into’ amendments to the Constitu
tion, with a hard-boiled Volstead Act

behind every one of them! Think of 
that dog-like confidence, that colossal 
credulity, and then that herculean sell! 
It was almost Greek. It gave a new dig
nity to democracy. It lifted the thing 
to classical heights. Euripides never 
imagined anything more stupendous.

N a t h a n

Perhaps not. But Euripides knew 
how to get his ideas over without tor
turing his audience. In order to enjoy 
the show you describe, you had to sub
mit to innumerable intolerable inconve
niences. You had to read the New York 
Times every day for two or three years. 
You had to wade through Woodrow’s 
proclamations to the boobery. You had 
to flay your reason with the Congres
sional Record. And in the end you had 
to go to Chicago and half sweat to 
death, and then go to San Francisco and 
let George Sterling poison you with 
wood alcohol. All the while, I was 
quietly roosting here in New York, de
voting myself to literature, tasty booze, 
and the chatter o f amusing wenches. 
T o this day I don’t know just what it 
was that Woodrow promised to do for 
the poor jakes, or why they fell on him 
with bladders. To this day I haven’t 
the slightest notion what the League of 
Nations is about. T o  me it sounds like 
the title of a movie staged by D. W. 
Griffith. When I hear it mentioned by 
some song-writer or boot-legger in the 
lobby o f a theater, there comes up in 
my mind a picture of two thousand su
pers in ropewhiskers and faded kimonos 
galloping across a Los Angeles dump 
made up to resemble the field of Philippi. 
What in hell do I care if there is a 
League of Nations or no League of 
Nations? I am not a movie director.

M e n c k e n

Yet I see you looking through the 
newspapers every day.

N a t h a n

(Yawning.) But surely not the politi
cal parts. I haven’t read a newspaper 
editorial since the year of the Nan Pat
terson case. I read the head-lines on the 
murders, inform myself as to the lats. S.— Feb. 7
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est developments in boot-legging, take, a 
glance at the scandals, and then work 
up to a good loud laugh with the dra
matic criticisms. All political news I 
skip, as I skip all ecclesiastical news, 
marriage notices, society doings, base
ball reports and Lost Vigour ads.

M e n c k e n  
There’s a taxi in the distance! I can 

see its lights!

N a t h a n

That’s not a taxi; that’s the Hotel 
Gotham.

M e n c k e n

Well, then, let’s walk.

N a t h a n

Come on. But let’s light up first. 
Give me one of those six cent Pittsburgh 
pickles.

M e n c k e n

( Handing him one.) No wonder I 
am a poor man.

( They light up, stretch, and move 
down the Avenue. )

Reincarnation
B y Helen Frazee-Bower

W H EN  from some super-realm, remote and rare,
Upon familiar things the eye shall gaze—
Old scenes, old faces, old accustomed ways, 

Through contact long held dear— this earth shall wear 
A  glory born of longing and the air

Convey great wonder, as through memory’s haze, 
Hand locked in hand and side by side, the days, 

The dear remembered days, shall forward fare.

Oh, then I think nor star nor sky can hold
That which is me from that which now I lov e ! 

Breathless! through heaven’s gate, defiant, bold,
I shall flee backward, barter all above 

For one last taste of earth. . . .  If you should find 
A  wind that trembles youward, oh be k ind!

A  WOMAN’S former aspirations are her present regrets.



Stronger Than the Mighty
By Virginia Terhune Van de Water

I

I F my wife ever cried during the first 
year o f our married life, I did not 
know it. Later, she acquired the habit 

of facile weeping. Yet she was so gentle 
that I felt I ought not to betray signs 
of the exasperation caused by her tears.

While we were engaged, and for a 
year after our marriage, Molly was an 
ideal companion,— fond o f pleasure, in 
love with life and with me.

During the months before our baby 
came she maintained her calm placidity. 
I  used to compliment her on this. I 
remembered that before the birth of my 
sister’s child the prospective mother had 
been exacting and fretful. Molly was 
not. She said she was too happy to be 
cross. I am sure she spoke the truth.

I never saw her depressed until a few 
days prior to her return from the hos
pital in which our child was born. Then 
she confessed to me with quivering lips 
that she was “ homesick and dreadfully 
blue.”

“ I want to get back home,”  she quav
ered. “ Can’t it be arranged? I never 
knew such a deadly dull place as this is.”

Her room was sunny and she had a 
nurse who was the soul of cheer. Yet 
Molly’s pleading eyes and unsteady 
tones moved me to swift compassion.

‘ ‘I f it can be arranged you shall come 
home, darling,”  I promised.

I sought the physician who had her 
case in charge. He listened to me pa
tiently.

“ I would prefer that Mrs. Armstrong 
stayed here longer,”  he admitted. “ Yet 
as she is so eager to leave, she may go, 
—always provided you take her in a 
private ambulance and have a trained

nurse for the first month she is at 
home.”

All this meant more expense than I 
had reckoned on, yet I decided to in
dulge poor little Molly in her wish. She 
seemed so pathetic and appealing in her 
homesickness.

She was very happy at being back in 
our pretty apartment, and talked deli
cious nonsense to her baby about the 
good times ahead of us three.

“ She is like a lovely child,”  the nurse 
told me. “ I never saw a gentler crea
ture.”

People always loved Molly. Her nurse 
was no exception.

Perhaps the patient left the hospital 
too soon, for she had been with me for 
less than a week when she had a relapse, 
and for several days we were very anx
ious about her. She was on the high
road to recovery when the baby was 
seized with convulsions and died.

It was all so sudden that the young 
mother,— now able to sit up in an easy 
chair in her room,— was absolutely un
prepared for the blow. To me fell the 
agony of breaking the news to her.

Then it was that I saw in her eyes a 
look that I shall never forget. I think 
that look has been stamped upon my 
brain.

The doctor, waiting in our little living 
room, had warned me not to keep Molly 
in suspense by telling her the sad news 
by degrees.

“ What they call preparation for had 
tidings is sheer cruelty,”  he declared. 
“ If one must break news,— break it 
quickly. The shock itself sometimes acts 
as a kind of anodyne, numbing the 
realization of the awfulness of what has 
happened.”

99
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Molly glanced up smilingly as I en
tered her room.

“Oh, John,” she said, “ I was just 
wishing you would come in. I have been 
looking at this catalogue of infants’ 
wear. There is a picture of a cap that 
I want to get for baby just as soon 
as— ”

She stopped, still with the smile on 
her lips.

“ What’s the matter?” she asked. “You  
look so funny.”

Then I told her.
The smile was wiped from her face 

as a picture is wiped from a slate by 
passing a wet sponge over it. But what 
I saw most of all was the expression in 
her eyes. It was of horrified incredulity, 
the look of a child who, on holding its 
lips up for a kiss, receives a brutal blow.

“Darling! Darling!” I exclaimed, 
gathering her into my arms. “Don’t 
look like that! Don’t !”

She did not cry out,— only sat there 
staring at me with that gaze that almost 
broke my heart. She had been so happy, 
so trustful and secure only a moment 
before,— and my words had wrought 
this change.

W e have never had another child. 
Molly has never wanted one.

“It would only mean more suffering 
and a chance for more unhappiness,” 
she has said several times. “And un
happiness is what I cannot endure.”

It was because she could not endure 
unhappiness that she wanted to resume 
her normal life soon. She could not 
bear to think of what had happened, she 
told me tearfully. Would I therefore 
see that every trace of our child’s be
longings was put out of the way im
mediately ?

“What shall I do with them, darling ?” 
I asked.

“I do not care,” she said simply. “Just 
do something with them quickly. I want 
to forget,— if I can.”

The nurse told me of a poor mother 
who needed clothes for her young baby, 
and I sent all of our child’s belongings 
to her.

So well were Molly’s requests carried 
out that in a week’s time nobody would

have known that a baby had ever come 
to our home. The mother herself never 
spoke of him.

“ Mrs. Armstrong is an ideal patient,”  
the doctor remarked. “ I have never 
seen anyone who tried so hard to obey 
orders.”

I repeated this praise to my wife, 
and she smiled and patted my hand.

“I do as I am told so that I may soon 
be up and around,”  she said. “ It bores 
me to sit here in my room day after day. 
I have been thinking, Jack, that it will 
be pleasant to have some dinners and 
things like that as soon as I am strong 
enough. And you and I must go out 
as much as we can. Young people make 
a big mistake when they don’t go about 
and have good times. I don’t mean to 
settle down into a staid matron before 
it is absolutely necessary.”

“I don’t want you to settle down,” I  
assured her.

When I said it, I thought I meant
it.

I had a sinking of heart as I remem
bered the bills that illness and death had 
brought us. These must be paid. But 
I did not want to worry my poor little 
wife by speaking of them.

Thus it came about that I took on 
extra work out of hours. M y office 
work is strenuous while it lasts,— but I 
can often get away by four in the after
noon, and have two hours before dinner 
in which to do outside writing.

Molly smiled when I told her that I 
had arranged to do some extra work 
that would temporarily increase our in
come.

“That’s nice,” she nodded approv
ingly. “ If  we entertain and go out 
much, it will mean additional expense.”

“It certainly will,” I agreed.
“This new work seems providential, 

dear, doesn’t it?” she commented joy
fully. “ That is what I so often say. 
If one will just not worry, things will 
come her way.”

I hesitated to cast even a shadow of 
a cloud over her content. Yet I must 
not let her believe that the extra money 
could imply extra expenditures.

“Yes, it is providential, darling,” I
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agreed. “A s you know, we had heavy 
expenses last summer, and I want to 
pay those bills.”

She raised her hand as if warding off 
a blow.

“ Don’t talk of that, dear, please!” she 
murmured. “ Let me forget about it. I 
know your expenses were much heavier 
than you expected,— but it does no good 
to remember that now. Just pay the 
bills as soon as possible,— then we can 
breathe freely and enjoy what’s left.”

How gentle and childlike she was, I 
mused. And I determined to do just 
what she said,— pay off the bills, and 
say no more to her about it. She was 
not fit to cope with the hard facts of life.

Because I did not want to worry her, 
I spoke very carefully, and, as I hoped, 
tactfully, when she went out on her first 
shopping tour for new clothes that 
Autumn.

“ Buy what you really need, Molly,” 
I advised. “But do not plunge too heav
ily just yet. In a few months, I hope 
to be able to let you get more pretty 
things.”

“ Thank you, dear,” laying her face 
against the hand with which I had patted 
her cheek. “You are so reasonable that 
I know you understand that I need a 
good many clothes. You see I have 
bought no new ones since I was married. 
M y trousseau has lasted well, hasn’t it ?”

“ Yes, dear, it has,” I replied, although 
I really knew very little about it. “But 
we will have to replenish gradually.”

“I will only get what I really have to 
have,” she promised.

I was somewhat appalled when the 
bill arrived. I had not not expected them 
to be so large. It was, as Molly would 
have said, providential that an order for 
another bit of writing had come to me 
that very day. This made it possible for 
me to look at the matter more philo
sophically than I would otherwise have 
done. I had paid doctor and undertaker, 
— so why should I complain ?

I had hoped to put aside a little some
thing in the bank. But I would do this 
later.

It was the first of the month before 
Molly asked me any questions as to my

opinion of her purchases. Then a sheaf 
of bills in the morning mail reminded 
her of the subject.

“You don’t think I was extravagant, 
Jack, do you?” she inquired, looking at 
me across the breakfast-table.

I hesitated for a minute before an
swering her.

“Well, darling,” I said slowly, “ I sup
pose you had to have the clothes,— and, 
such being the case, why discuss the 
matter ?”

“But,” she insisted, “what did I buy 
that I could have done without ?”

“Dear child, I don’t know,” I replied. 
“Only,— well,— it struck me that that 
new coat was pretty expensive— don’t 
you think ?”

“But,” she protested, “it was as cheap 
as I could get,— one trimmed with fur 
like that, I mean. And I thought you 
would want me to have something, really 
pretty.”

Her voice broke and I saw the tears in 
her eyes. She had been so satisfied with 
her purchase that my heart smote me.

“O f course I want you to have a 
really pretty coat,” I assured her. “Don’t 
think about it again, please. I am sure 
when I see you in it, with that dark fur 
up around your throat, J will be so 
much charmed with you that I shall 
want you always to wear it.”

She smiled through her tears.
“ I am glad you understand,” she said. 

“Even if that coat was a bit of an ex
travagance, the other things were not.”

M y dread of making her unhappy was 
too great to allow me to dispute her 
statement.

II

T h a t  was a strenuous winter for me. 
M olly had many friends and they must 
have found her a delightful companion, 
for they accepted all her invitations and 
returned her hospitality by inviting us 
to affairs o f all kinds.

After our first large dinner-party I 
wounded my wife’s feelings, although I 
had no intention of doing so.

“Wasn’t the evening a great success, 
John?” she exclaimed when our last 
guest had taken his departure.



102 STRONGER THAN THE MIGHTY

“ Indeed it was, darling,” I  replied. 
“And you made a charming hostess. The 
food was excellent and well-served, your 
table was stunning, and everything went 
off beautifully.”

“I am so glad you think so,” perch
ing upon my knee as I sank into a big 
chair. “I love entertaining. Don’t you 
think we might plan to give a dinner 
like this every fortnight ? It is the easi
est and prettiest way of entertaining. 
In that way we can have lots of our 
friends here by the time the winter is 
over,— and wipe out all of our obliga
tions.”

She was watching me eagerly. I saw 
that her heart was set upon the plan.

“ But Molly,” I protested as gently as 
I could, “dinners like this one we had 
tonight are expensive. Once in a while 
they are delightful. But until your hus
band”— with a little laugh— “is a bit 
more successful financially, we will have 
to deny ourselves much of this kind of 
thing.”

Her face fell, but she spoke very 
calmly. “I understand, dear, yet aren’t 
you making quite a bit of extra money 
by all that writing you are doing out of 
the office?”

“Yes,” I told her, “ I am making quite 
a bit. But we’re living right up to our 
income as it is. Prices are higher than 
ever, and our way of living is more ex
travagant than it was last year.” 

“ W hy?”
“I suppose because you and I enter

tain more, go about more, and have to 
dress accordingly,” I answered frankly.

“ You disapprove of this?” she asked 
as innocently as a child.

“ No,— I don’t,— ” I said. “ That is, 
if we do it in reason.”

“Surely,” she pleaded, “it is not so 
very unreasonable to have company to 
dinner twice a month, is it ?”

“Unless one can afford it, it certainly 
is unreasonable!” I said more sharply 
than I appreciated.

M y wife began to cry softly.
Often during the past few months she 

had shed a few tears when we had an' 
argument. It always made me feel like 
a brute,— and of late this feeling was

mingled with one of resentment. I 
hated to be put in the position. of an in
considerate husband.

“Please, my dear,” I pleaded, “ do be 
reasonable! What is there to cry about ?”

Some women would have retorted 
angrily, but my wife did not. Instead, 
she dropped her head upon my shoulder 
and sobbed that she was sorry she had 
annoyed me. O f course she wanted to 
help me save money. She knew she was 
silly to cry so easily. She did not know 
what had come over her lately. She was 
unaccountably depressed. Perhaps one 
reason was that she saw so much less of 
me than she used to.

“ What do you mean?” I demanded, 
surprised at this last statement.

She sat up and dried her eyes as she 
reminded me that during the first year 
of our marriage she had been in the habit 
of meeting me downtown late in the af
ternoon and going somewhere for a cup 
of tea with me. Didn’t I remember? 
And had I forgotten the lovely walks 
we used to have in the early dusk? W e 
never had them now.

I admitted as much, but explained that 
extra work necessitated my coming 
home from the office as soon as the sub
way would allow, and shutting myself in 
my room at my desk for two hours be
fore dinner.

Yes, she knew that, but she missed 
me none the less. She supposed she was 
very silly, but she did love to be with 
me. She never used to get depressed so 
easily, but nowadays she was blue unless 
she was doing something all the time.

I kissed her, told her I understood 
how it was, and advised her to try to 
have some friend with her each day 
during those two hours before dinner. 
Surely some of her women friends 
would meet her and have tea with her 
somewhere. O r why not ask one or two 
to run in here at the tea-hour, if that 
was the time she felt her loneliness 
most?

That would be a good idea, she ad
mitted. She would act upon my sug
gestion.

She did this with so great success that 
on many afternoons when I let myself
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softly into the door of our apartment, I 
would hear a number of feminine voices 
and a clatter of tea cups. Occasionally 
with the sounds would be mingled deep 
masculine tones. Mrs. Armstrong’s af
ternoon teas were becoming quite a 
thing in what we called “our set.”

Molly was so happy in this new form 
of amusement that I did not remind her 
forcibly of what the affairs cost. I only 
suggested as tactfully as I could that 
she serve simple refreshments. She 
agreed with me that it was good form 
to do so.

“I have only some pretty little sand
wiches, and cakes, besides chocolate and 
tea,” she told me. “And I make the 
sandwiches myself,— and some of the 
little cakes besides. So they do not cost 
nearly as much as if I had them made by 
a confectioner.”

I had to acknowledge the truth of her 
assertion. Perhaps I am a coward, but 
I could not summon courage to tell her 
that raw materials themselves were not 
cheap just now.

That winter I proved the truth of the 
statement that to him that hath shall 
be given— so far as work is concerned. 
One order after another came for me to 
write articles along my own particular 
line. I needed the money, for without 
something beyond my salary we would 
run into debt. I explained this to Molly, 
and she said she appreciated just how 
that was, for everything cost so much 
more than it ever did before, and other 
housekeepers had told her the same 
thing. W e were very fortunate, she felt, 
in being able to make something beyond 
our regular income.

"It is wonderful to be as clever as you 
are, dear Jack,” she said, running her 
hand affectionately through my hair. “I 
tell you, brains pay! And you are a 
wonderful worker.”

It was at this time that I formed the 
habit of rising an hour earlier than had 
been my custom, thus getting some time 
for work before going down to my office 
at nine o’clock. A t first Molly had in
sisted on having breakfast at seven- 
thirty instead of eight-thirty as usual. 
But I soon persuaded her to abandon this

plan. If  we breakfasted together, it 
meant that we would linger over the 
table and chat. She smilingly agreed to 
my suggestion.

“All right,” she said, “ I will do as you 
say,— if you really don’t mind. I will 
tell Jennie to give you your breakfast 
at half past seven. Then I can get mine 
when I wish. I suppose it is hardly worth 
while for both of us to lose that extra 
hour of sleep.”

I am an unreasonable person. For, 
while I had made this suggestion my
self, I felt slightly wounded that she 
did not insist that I must not eat alone.

I soon got into the habit of going to my 
den and desk as soon as I was dressed. 
Here Jennie would bring me a roll and 
coffee when they were ready. I did not 
want much to eat. I always write with 
more ease when I haven’t had much.

As my day’s work began so early and 
didn’t end until seven o’clock, I was very 
tired by the time I came to our dinner- 
table at seven-thirty. Molly liked me to 
wear a dinner jacket for our home din
ners. She always wore a pretty evening 
gown even when we were alone. The 
first night that I failed to dress for din
ner, she widened her eyes.

“Why, Jack dear, aren’t you well?”  
she asked.

“Yes,” I answered, “I am well, but I 
have been hard at work all day, and I 
felt too done-up to bother to change to
night.”

“ Poor dear! ” she sympathized. “ But 
I really think changing makes one feel 
rested, don’t you ? And besides that, the 
Dexters want us to come to their house 
to-night. They are having a musicale.”

I frowned. I suppose I should be 
ashamed to confess it,— but I am no 
saint.

“I don’t want to g o !” I declared blunt
ly. “Music bores me when I am so tired. 
Do you want to go very much ?” I added, 
noting the flush that came to Molly’s 
face.

“ I did want to, very much,” she re
plied. “ In fact, I accepted for us both. 
There are to be some very fine artists 
there.”

“I tell you what,” I proposed, “let me
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call a taxi for you, and you go without
me.”

“Oh, no,” she protested. “I would 
rather not do that. There would he no 
fun in going without you.”

“I hate to disappoint you,” I said re
luctantly. “But, really, dear,— I am 
very tired.”

“ O f course you are,” she said, “and 
no wonder! You have been bending 
over a desk all day. You need change. 
That is the great trouble with you, Jack 
dear. You work too hard and get too 
little recreation. You almost make me 
hate your work.”

She said the words regretfully, not 
impatiently, but they irritated me.

“Do you suppose I do it for fun?” 
I demanded. “W e need the money, and 
we’ve got to have it, that’s all.”

Her lips trembled when she spoke 
again. “I am sorry you misunderstand 
me, dear, and I am sorry my plan for 
your evening’s pleasure annoyed you.” 

“Don’t take that tone,” I begged. 
“You always put me in the wrong, 
Molly.”

“ I do not mean to,” with exasperating 
gentleness, and I had the familiar sensa
tion of self-disgust. “ I seem to have 
the faculty of rubbing you the wrong 
way dear,— in spite of my love for you.”  

Her voice broke. What could I say 
or do except what she wanted me to say 
and do?

“ Oh, well, I suppose I was cross,” I 
said. “I ’ll go and dress now and we’ll 
take in the musicale.”

The evening was intolerably long. I 
am not especially fond of music any
way, and that at Mrs. Dexter’s was of 
a rather amateurish variety. Yet, as 
the so-called “artists” were her friends, 
I had to join in the other guests’ praises 
of them, and I was very tired.

It was that way all winter long. Molly 
wanted me to go out with her every 
night, or we entertained at home. Work 
as hard as I might, our expenses kept 
pace with my income.

Again and again I tried to make 
Molly see this. She never lost her tem
per, but would show signs of depression 
for hours after one of our business-talks.

“I do not see what we can do about 
i t !” she would exclaim despairingly. 
“ Goodness knows we give up lots of 
things other people have, and if life is 
worth living at all, it’s worth living de
cently. To live like hermits and never 
see one’s friends wouldn’t be much fun, 
you must admit, dear Jack. The plea
sure I get from my friends is all that 
I  have in the world except you, you 
know, dear. But how glad I am that I 
have yo u !”

The fault may be all mine. But I felt 
as if my whole nature was changing.

I was frightened when I found myself 
becoming bored by my wife. I told my
self vainly there was no excuse for it,—  
for she was always gentle. Even when 
depressed, she never lost her temper.

III

T h a t  Spring Molly decided that she 
wanted to go away. Could I arrange 
to cut work for a while and go to the 
Adirondacks with her?

I told her most emphatically that I 
could not. But if she wished to go, I 
would try to make it possible for her 
to stay at some quiet country-place.

But she wanted to go to a certain Adi
rondack resort, she explained. Mr. Dex
ter was a member of a club there, and 
Mrs. Dexter had asked us to go as their 
guests for a fortnight. When I said 
that this was quite impossible, Molly told 
me she was sure that if she went alone 
Mrs. Dexter would want her to spend 
July, August and a part of September 
with her.

“ Do so, my dear,” I urged. “ It will 
do you good.”

“ But I hate leaving you,”  she pro
tested.

“ Oh, I will get on,” I said with a fine 
show of unconcern.

“You are so plucky !” she cooed, and I 
felt like a hypocrite.

She went,— and at first I was, to my 
surprise, conscious of a certain blank
ness. Then a great sense of relief seized 
me.

That was a wonderful summer for 
me. To be sure, I had to work hard, 
for Molly’s vacation outfit was very
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elaborate. Moreover she had insisted 
that if she was to stay at the Adirondack 
club for several months she would not 
do this as the Dexter’s guest.

“ Two weeks might be all very well,” 
she had explained. “ But three months 
would seem like presuming on hospital
ity. It would look, John, as if my hus
band was not able to pay my way.”

To which, of course, I agreed. She 
was right. Y et my breath was taken 
away when I learned the club rates.

“ Couldn’t you go to some less expens
ive place, Molly ?” I asked. “ Some place 
where the air is quite as good, but which 
is not quite as fashionable as the club ?” 

Her face showed a disappointment 
that was actually childlike.

“Oh, John! Where could I go? You  
see I have told the Dexters that I would 
stay up there, and they have engaged my 
room and everything. Still,” with an 
effort to speak cheerfully, “if you really 
feel that you don’t want me to— ”

She paused, and her silence was more 
eloquent than words.

“ Oh, that’s all right, of course,” I 
assured her,— just as she knew I 
would. “ I will manage to raise the wind, 
of course.”

Her lip trembled.
“ I am sorry, John, to be such a bur

den,” she began.
But I walked from the room as if I 

did not hear her. I knew I was rude,—  
but I was tired and my nerves were 
rather raw just then.

That summer I managed to get some 
recreation in spite of hard work. But 
it was only such recreation as I wanted 
to take. I shall never forget those three 
months of what in my secret soul I 
called “ freedom.”

In some research work at one of the 
libraries, I met Hildegarde Fleet,— a 
young writer of whose work I had heard 
a good deal. Our common interest made 
our acquaintance easy. Moreover she 
knew a number of writing folk whom I 
knew, so we did not meet as strangers.

Hildegarde was what is called “a good 
sport.” She was straight-forward, ener
getic and clever, with a courage and per
severance that won my immediate ad

miration. I doubt if any two women 
could have been as totally dissimilar as 
Molly and this bright, brave creature.

I think Hildegarde liked me from the 
first, but only as a friend. She could not 
know that to me her companionship was 
like a breath of fresh wind blowing 
through a close, artificially-heated room. 
I felt my spirit stand erect once more; 
I saw life as a beautiful gift to be used 
and enjoyed. M y work took on a new 
meaning.

I did not appreciate how far I was 
drifting from old ways, nor how happy 
I was becoming, until a letter from. 
Molly announced that she would be at 
home in another week. Mid-September 
was already here.

That night I sat up late in my dark
ened room. I looked my immediate fu
ture squarely in the face and told my
self that it was mine to do as I pleased 
with.

I said this even while I remembered 
Molly. For as I reviewed our last year 
together I was sure she did not love me 
so much that existence without me 
would be unhappiness for her. She had 
recently expressed a wish to go out to 
California sometime and make her rela
tives there a long visit. I would tell her 
she could do this, and that I would send 
her every cent that I could spare. As  
soon as possible I would settle upon her 
a stated sum of money. I would explain 
to her that we would be better apart,—  
that we were absolutely uncongenial, 
that I was hurting her and that she was 
dwarfing me.

I did not look far beyond the next 
year or two. I did not dare do that. I 
know now that in my heart was the hope 
that Molly would meet some man and 
love him, and ask for a divorce. In that 
case I would be free. A fter that? I 
did not dare think.

It seems strange how thoroughly one 
can convince one’s self that an act is 
possible,— is, in fact, the simplest thing 
in the world, regardless of circum
stances.

Molly had written by what train she 
would reach New York, asking me to 
meet her at the Grand Central. O f
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course I would do this in spite of the 
fact that it necessitated my leaving the 
office an hour earlier than usual. I 
would work later tomorrow, thus mak
ing up for my absence.

I stood, watching the stream of men 
and women coming from the train by 
which I expected my wife. A t last I 
saw her.

She was looking wonderfully well. I 
noticed her dainty apparel, the shapely 
feet in the fashionable shoes, even the 
short steps she took as she hurried 
toward me. Those steps, that pigeon
like gait, irritated me. It seemed so 
characteristic, so much a part of Molly. 
She smiled, showing her regular white 
teeth.

“ Oh, Jack!” she exclaimed, lifting her 
face for my perfunctory kiss. “Here 
you are, aren’t you ?”

“You expected me, didn’t you?” I 
said, annoyed by her bromidic greeting.

That, I told myself, was one thing that 
exasperated me about Molly. I could 
not recall a single original remark she 
had ever made. Now Hildegarde—

I checked my thoughts to listen to my 
companion.

“ It was dusty on the train,” she was 
saying, “but they had those screens in 
the windows. They alw ays’ do have 
them in car-windows, you know.”

“Yes, I know,” I rejoined. “ Here is 
your cab.”

She chatted all the way home. I do 
not remember what she said except that 
she was already planning what she 
would do this winter, the people she 
hoped to see a great deal of, etc., etc. 
Ahead of me, unless I made a decided 
stand, was stretched a dreary vista of 
“ functions” to which I must go, bored 
and tired; at which I must talk the small 
talk that I had not heard or made use 
of for three free months. I couldn’t 
stand it!

I had told Jennie to put the apart
ment in perfect order for Molly’s home
coming. Perhaps I felt that in doing 
this I was making some reparation for 
my inward rebellion.

I sat silent through the excellent din
ner that Jennie had prepared, turning

over in my mind what I would say to 
Molly.

 Perhaps, after all, it would be best for 
me to tell her that I would go away for 
a while,— and leave her here in the home 
she liked. The blame would then be 
attached entirely to me. Or, if she pre
ferred, I would pretend to the world that 
I  had taken a position in the far West 
and was going out there to try it before 
sending for her. That would make it 
possible for her to have the kind of a 
New York winter for which she was 
already planning.

Now I know that all these fancies, all 
these schemes, were the distorted ideas 
of a man whose nerves and work had 
left him unfit to see things clearly. A t  
least that is what I tell myself today.

This theory is borne out by my action 
that evening when, dinner over, my wife 
and I faced each other in our pretty 
living-room.

Sinking into a deep chair, she drew a 
long breath of contentment.

“It’s good to get back home, Jack,”  
she declared. “I do hope we are going 
to have a nice winter together.”

“ I hope you will have a nice winter,” 
I rejoined.

Something in my voice made her look 
up quickly.

“What do you mean?” she asked.
“Just this,” I said, dropping into a 

chair in front of her. “You have a 
right to epjoy existence in your own 
way.”

“ So I do,” she remarked, when I 
paused. “You always let me.”

“Yes,— I always let you, Molly. And 
that’s where the rub is. You want one 
thing, I want another.”

“Do you, Jack ?” she questioned, won
deringly.

“You know I do,” I said trying to 
speak steadily. “I, for instance, hate 
society; you love it. M y writing de
mands my time. W e live in a way that 
makes extra work necessary,— yet I can’t 
take needed rest because I have to go 
out or entertain at home night after 
night.”

She laid her hand on my arm.
“ Darling,” she said, “don’t talk like
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that, please. I have just come back after 
all these weeks away from you,— and 
I want to be happy, and I want you do 
be happy, too. You are tired and have 
been alone too much this summer. I 
see just how it is. But when our lives 
become normal again,— when we are liv
ing as we did all last winter,— then you 
will understand that it is for your own 
good that I drag you away from your 
desk. Just think how it was last year, 
Jack.”

I sprang to my feet.
“ Good God!”  I exclaimed,— “ that is 

just what I am thinking o f !”
She, too, stood up, facing me, very 

pale, but making no outcry.
“ Jack,”  she said again, “ what do you 

mean ?”
She did not raise her voice. My own 

tones sounded horribly rough and coarse 
as I spoke.

“ I mean that this kind of thing is in
tolerable, Molly. And it can’t go on ! I 
can’t stand it,— and you ought not to 
stand it!”

She did not speak, and I looked at her. 
Into her eyes had come the expression I 
had seen there once before— of horrified 
incredulity, the look of a child who, 
expecting a kiss, receives a brutal blow.

I had not anticipated that look. It 
was my undoing. With a quick step 
forward, I caught her in my arms.

“ Darling! Darling!” I exclaimed. 
“ Don’t !— don’t look like that!”

For an instant she buried her face

on my shoulder. Then she lifted her eyes 
to mine. They were full of tears.

“ Oh, Jack,”  she murmured, “ how you 
frightened m e! Why, dear,— I thought 
for one awful moment that you meant 
it. W hy did you speak like that, Jack?”

“ Just to test you, dear.” I gasped the 
lie hoarsely. “ It was a foolish, cruel 
thing to do.”

“ Never mind,”  she soothed, patting 
my face. “ I ought to have known you 
were just in fu n !”

IV
I t  was several months later that, let

ting myself softly into my apartment at 
dusk one afternoon, I paused in the hall 
on the way to my den, Molly was enter
taining a caller. I recognized Mrs. 
Dexter’s voice. She was speaking of 
me.

“ I have never known a more devoted 
husband, my dear,”  the matron was say
ing. “ So many men are selfish and 
fickle!”

“ It only proves,”  came my wife’s 
sweet, trainante accents, “ that gentleness 
will win and hold love when wit or bril
liancy might not. Do you know, dear 
Mrs. Dexter, that I have never yet spok
en a sharp word to my husband ?”

I passed on noiselessly to my den, 
closing and locking the door behind me.

Then I dropped into a chair and, with 
a smothered groan, buried my head in 
my hands.

T H E R E  is music and music. Think of the sound made by the air as it 
whistles through a girl’s teeth at the end of a long, breathless k iss!



The Numskull
By John H .  M cN eely

T H E  numskull sat next to her in the 
box at the theater.

His eyes were staring fixedly at 
the stage, where the chorus girls were 
prancing awkwardly about, kicking up 
their toes and syncopating their bodies 
in an effort to keep time with the music. 
Every now and then, when the comedian 
twisted his face in some ridiculous con
tortion, he would nudge her slyly in the 
side and emit a dry, cackling laugh that 
made icy rigours creep over her.

The numskull was highly entertained 
by this brazen and unrefined musical 
production. The blare of the music, 
the lustre of the scenic display, the bril
liancy of the lighting effects, the glit
tering costumes and exposure of un
shapely limbs fascinated and held him 
spellbound. He had not looked at her 
since the curtain rose. He had not ad
dressed a word to her. That occasional 
poke of his elbow was the only manifes
tation that he was conscious of her exis
tence.

So this was the man to whom she had 
plighted her troth? In him Were tied 
up all her hopes, her dreams, her am
bitions, her future happiness. Within 
four weeks she would become his wife, 
fettered and manacled to him for the re
mainder of her life. No escape was pos
sible except through the divorce courts 
and she would never consent to being 
dragged through the mire o f public 
scandal.

She looked at his physiognomy, with 
its inept and stupid expression, as he 
intently watched the performance in 
front of him. His profile appalled her. 
Never before had she noticed the slop
ing contour of his forehead. It slanted 
almost straight back from his eyebrows. 
And his long, sharp nose seemed more

pointed than ever. His weak chin, too, 
was accentuated as his lower jaw 
drooped and parted the lips of his half
open mouth.

How had she ever permitted herself 
to be the subject of his wooing? She 
knew from the beginning that he was a 
simpleton. She knew that he was a 
numskull. Still, she had submitted to 
his attentions, accepted his extravagant 
gifts, listened to his silly babble and 
actually coquetted with him. O f course, 
she had no one to blame but herself. It 
would have been possible for her to 
scorn him with disdainful mockery at 
any time during the months that he had 
so assiduously courted her. But she had 
deliberately allowed the affair to go to 
the finish.

What a spectacle he had made of him
self that night he proposed! She could 
see him now, smiling sheepishly as he 
stuttered and sputtered. His knees 
trembled and his voice shook when he 
finally after a struggle succeeded in ask
ing her to become his wife. It was al
most with a feeling of pity that she 
accepted him. Why had she given her 
consent? Why had she not repulsed 
him ? Had the lure o f riches benumbed 
her senses? Had she entered into this 
bargain with a full realization of the 
counterfeit that she was to receive as her 
husband? A  feeling of self-disgust 
slowly began stealing over her, consum
ing her very soul. Then suddenly she 
saw the curtain falling on the last act 
and she aroused herself.

“ Pretty good show, wasn’t it, dearie ?” 
the numskull said, amid the bedlam of 
discordant song from the stage and the 
tumultuous blasts from the orchestra.

“ Yes, I enjoyed it immensely,”  she 
replied.
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Freud Vs. William B. Thompkin
By B. Harlowe

I

T H E following is from last season’s 
“ book”  of the second part of the 
show of the Parisian Wild W o

men Burlesquers, an organization play
ing the No. 3 Western burlesque wheel 
— “ 40 weeks guaranteed; sleeper jumps 
paid; bonus at end of season.” The 
scene represents the beach at Ostend, 
striped awning and all. Two bathing 
machines are prominent, if not quite 
practicable. Sophisticated burlesque- 
goers are led to expect ludicrous antics, 
with the action closing in on these ma
chines. They are disappointed. There 
are no scenes-à-faire in the machines; 
no gods spring from them in the mufti 
o f eavesdropping comedians. They are 
merely by way of being “atmosphere.”  

The back drop is a water perspective. 
Before it is the board-walk. The build
ing at the right has “ Refreshment Par
lor”  ( strangely enough, in English) 
across its frontage. It had its place in 
a similar scene in season-before-last’s 
show, “ At Coney Isle.”  The buildings 
at the left also seem familiar. Your 
memory serves you. They are. Season 
before last they did duty as a hotel in the 
Adirondacks and a barber-shop in 

 Chinatown. The chorus, in full Chinese 
rig, entered through the barber-shop 
door and sang the Japanese riot, “ Plum 
Blos O Mi San, Here’s Your Man.”  
Nineteen minutes later (playing time) 
they left the hotel by the front way and, 
as they churned the butter for the sum
mer boarders, broke out into the pas
toral, “ When It’s Jonquil Time in Jer
sey,”  van-courier of the current chorale, 
“ Pansy Time in Pennsy.”  There is no

swerving from an ideal. The hotel is 
still an hotel; you feel that—at least it’s 
a public pile of some kind. The barber
shop that was is now a bath establish
ment.

Two rich tramps have crossed the At
lantic by aeroplane to have the time of 
their lives at the fashionable European 
watering-places. For the nonce they 
have rid themselves of their wives. 
These wives, however, are never far 
away, else there wouldn’t be any laugh
able complications. Toward the end 
they themselves enjoy affairs with the 
bell-boy and the jaunty Frenchman, for 
what is sauce for the gander is sauce for 
the goose. The bell-boy, the chorus and 
the orchestra have only now driven 
home the South Seas chantey, “ Stop, 
Whoa, Here’s Samoa.” The just-audi
ble strumming of the copra, the husky 
hum of the marimba-flambouyant, the 
mellow, muffled murmur of the pre
dominant bass papeete-a-pistons, like 
nothing so much as transcendently su
blime susurration, have taken you back 
to that dreamy, languorous, lotus-eating 
town, Hibbing, Minnesota. The effort 
has won a hand. You are in a mood.

Bozo, the premier tramp, is deep in his 
scene with Clo-Clo, the naughty French 
adventuress. Bozo, the program informs 
us, is Wm. B. Thompkin, manager and 
part-owner of the show and, as if that 
weren’t laurels aplenty, there is also 
“ book by William B. Thompkin”  and 
“dances arranged by William Bent 
Thompkin.”  The Lottie Getthecoin of 
the scene is Mrs. Wm. B. Thompkin. 
The hits already vouchsafed have gone 
well: the umbrella bit, the vanity bag 
bit, the demise of John Barleycorn bit,
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the just-a-little-higher bit, and the dope 
bit. Now we have reached one of the 
infidelity bits. Clo-Clo is demurring.
So:

C lo-C lo

But Monsieur’s wife?

Bozo
That old wash-tub! Don’t spoil our 

party before it begins. I wish I ’d knew 
you before I met that old sea-horse. (He 
languishes.) She follows me around 
something disgraceful. It’s getting so I 
can’t kiss a strange woman any more 
without her going home to Mother. Still, 
that’s better than bringing the old wo
man here.

(Bozo’s wife, L o tt ie  G e tth e c o in , a 
lady of spanking proportions, enters R., 
unseen by Bozo and C lo -C lo . She is 
no Elzevir edition, since the require
ments o f the “ book”  demand that, in an 
earlier scene, Bozo’s line “ two pounds 
less than a horse,”  shall stand, him in the 
best o f stead. She listens.)

Clo-C lo

Very well, monsieur. You are too 
kind. I will meet you at ze Hotel Splen
dide in ze half of an hour.

Bozo
Make it down by the fire-house and 

I ’ll show you the hook-and-ladder.

C lo-C lo

Mon dieu! ’Cre bleu de frise cher 
camisade avec fou shonks de Mars.

Bozo

I always said the girl had no business 
to leave the farm. Will you let me float 
you ? I ’d just love to float you.

Clo-C lo

Monsieur! You presume. But per
haps— just a leettle float, eh ?

Bozo

Sure, just a little float. And you 
wouldn’t care to learn how to wrestle, 
would you? No, I thought not. And

now, fair one, one little kiss before we 
part.

C lo-C lo

A  kiss? Why, what is a kiss, my 
big, brave monsieur?

Bozo
(To the audience in an aside.) She 

doesn’t know what a kiss is. I ’m in so ft! 
(To  C lo -C lo .)  Why, a kiss, a kiss is 
— well, you pucker up like this (he puts 
C lo -C lo ’s face in position), and I puck
er up like this, and our lips meet and we 
can burn our clothes, we’re in Heaven!

(A  long drawn-out kiss. L ottie G et
t h e c o in , who has been standing with 
fists on hips and tapping the floor re
lentlessly with one foot, comes closer. 
She is the injured wife. Part o f the 
gallery shouts “ Break away, come up for 
air” ;  the rest wait impatiently for  L ot
tie  to assert her presence.)

Bozo

(To the audience as the kiss con
cludes.) And my father wanted me to 
be a bricklayer!

C lo-C lo

(Noticing the interloper over Bozo’s 
shoulder.) Is your wife wiz you zis 
trip?

Bozo

Let me have my dream out, cherry. 
O f course the old livestock is with me. 
I ’ve tried to get rid of her for twenty 
years. She sticks closer than a cootie. 
I ’d give someone a dollar to drown her 
for me, but it ain’t worth a buck. (C lo -  
C lo  has been putting her finger to her 
lips in a motion for silence. She nudges 
Bozo and points behind him. A s he 
turns grudgingly to learn the reason for  
C lo -C lo ’s perturbation:) I don’t see 
why I brought that old ham sandwich 
to this banquet for. She’s dead and don’t 
know it. I can get in touch with her on 
my weejee board.

(H e sees L ottie  and puts on his in
terpretation o f a complete collapse. C lo-  
C lo runs into the hotel.)
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L ottie  G e t th ec o in

( Grinding her teeth and obviously 
holding herself in.) Well, my dear hus
band, what have you to say for yourself ?

Bozo
(Recovering from his collapse, turn

ing to the hotel and menacing it with his 
fist.) Don’t you dare to try to kiss me, 
you— you— you Frenchwoman! A  re
spectable man like I is on to your for
eign tricks. It’s lucky that I ’m a man 
that loves his little wifie. Go, do you 
hear me? Go, with all my curses, to 
live in the driest place you can find! Go 
to Camden! (I f  showing in Philly; 
“Sewickley” if playing Smoketown; 
“ Canarsie”  if in little old Bagdad-on-the- 
Tube. He winks at the audience and 
then turns to note the effect on L o ttie  
of his oratory. She is adamant. She 
changes and taps the floor with the other 
foot. Bozo continues to harangue the 
hotel.) You female murderer, you! It’s 
lucky I ’m a home-loving soul. Catch 
me being untrue to my little wifie, the 
dearest little helpmate in the world. 
Don’t "let me lay eyes on you (aside) 
for half an hour (louder) or I ’ll soil 
my hands on you, these hands that I ’ve 
worked to the bone for the only little 
woman in the world. (Much pleased 
with himself he turns once more to 
L o ttie , but it has all been in vain; the 
cordite and tidal wave in L o tt ie  are 
coming to the front and surface.) It 
seems you don’t believe me, dearie.

L ottie

Wait till I get you home, you miser
able wretch!

Bozo
Wait till I come home.
(He backs away with L o tt ie  follow

ing. The ingenue appears to sing “ I’ ll 
Hang a Festoon on the Moon, Bonnie 
Doon, For You.”  In passing Bozo 
fetches her a leer and then runs off 
stage.)

II
A n d  then, that night, Wm. B. 

Thompkin went and had a dream, or 
rather, a nightmare; went and ex

perienced in sleep a succession of fan
tastic mental images. If the long arm 
of coincidences seemed, in this dream, 
to be stretched as, perhaps, on a Pro
crustean ballet you know dreams are 
not obedient to the very strict canons of 
a restrained art.

To him who had pantalooned all 
his life, stretching that long arm 
any number of times, it seemed to 
fall in with verity. There did encum
ber the earth an upstart who might show 
glimmerings of being able to develop 
into a potential co-respondent (just now 
he was harmless). He (Thompkin) 
had opened a dictionary the day before 
to look up a word. The house maid did 
show the thews and sinews of a first- 
chop ox. The wife was in the other 
city on a shopping round and the wife 
had been in vaudeville with a protean 
act.

He was that kind— he called his wife 
“the wife.” It was little to do with the 
story except that you’d think that kind 
of man wouldn’t— couldn’t possibly—  
write, much less participate in, such a 
scene as the one you’ve just skimmed 
over. He sounds too decent, homely and 
old-fashioned. Nor does it much mat
ter that he was handsome in a primitive 
manner (you wouldn’t know him on 
the street if you’d seen him only in his 
disreputable stage person), that he 
looked ordinary in extraordinary 
clothes, that he read magazines which 
promised for next month the usual gen
erous dispensation of unusual fiction, 
that he had once presided at the dedica
tion of a thoroughfare in his home 
town, and that he was a pew-renting, 
though backsliding, Methodist. What 
does matter is that Wm. B. Thompkin 
was one of the best of husbands, true, 
kind, solicitous and a good provider. A  
paragon of a husband. That his private 
life was without blemish, with every
thing open for the world to see; that he 
loved Mrs. Wm. B. Thompkin; that 
their home-life was charming; that 
“off”, he did not say (implying she’d 
keep a protracted vigil if she did) “ wait 
till I come home,” and— that he dreamed 
a dream.
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O f course, nomenclatorially, the 
dream was all wrong. The name of his 
chauffeur was John, not Almeric. But 
he had heard that handle once and had 
played with the possibility of its being 
good for a laugh in the show. Uttered 
falsetto, you could do almost anything 
with anything like that, provided you 
didn’t go over their heads. Anyway, 
he had heard “Almeric.” And the ex
planation of the singular names of the 
dream-theaters lay in the fact that 
while waiting for the cues of a season 
he had read “Three Centuries and a 
Quarter of Dramatic Criticism” and 
had said that if those fellows knew so 
much, why didn’t they get their names 
on theaters? True, the Grand (the 
Colley Cibber of the dream) actually 
was housing “The Banting Bride,” a 
farce. The dream-play seemed to be a 
tragedy. But what would you? A  
minor detail.

Really the only thing that was a bit 
thick was his inability to make as much 
headway a s he would have liked when 
he ran in his dream. But perhaps in a 
dream progression is sometimes no 
more than a delusion and a snare, like 
a trip on a treadwheel. The dream 
possessed vraisemblance only too cruel. 
The inhibited desires of Wm. B. 
Thompkin’s waking life were shown in 
the achievement of release only too 
free, of a license only too indulgent. 
Beyond a few sketchy shies he made 
no attempt to get at the Freud of it.

I II

H e saw himself in the garb of his 
stage character and departing unac
companied from the C. and B. station. 
The wife hadn’t arrived on the 7:40. 
He got free with a wrench from the 
John Street entrance and told Almeric, 
the chauffeur, he might do as he wished 
with the night. He was feeling fit and 
would walk home.

He sauntered along, a lonely man. 
It was perhaps inevitable that the local 
White W ay attracted him ; but as a bur
lesque impresario only, not as a Metho
dist. T o  be sure, the wife was away,

had been away three days; but these 
three days seemed a year. It was va
cation time and she was in the big 
town buying costumes for next sea
son’s show. She had given him her 
word that she would get in on the 7 :40. 
H e felt pretty badly over it. But then 
she never could stand the conceited 
person who thinks so much of her 
word that she doesn’t dare break it for 
worlds. Recalling this, he chuckled at 
the darned lovable, whimsical foolish
ness of the wife. He was himself again. 
H e’d see her to-morrow, sure.

George ! The Hazlitt Theater was 
packing them. A  good-looking crowd, 
too. W hat was playing there, anyway? 
. . . Say, didn’t that woman with the 
spectacled, unhealthily-tall man look 
like the wife? Good heavens! Could 
she have arrived after all ?

He sent his feet forward at a brisker 
pace (he thought) ; but the next mo
ment the couple were lost in the influx. 
The box-office man told him “the pro
fession” as illustrated by burlesque 
was not honoured at the Hazlitt, and he 
wished he were in something classier 
than burlesque. He didn’t see himself 
spending his good money to enter—  
certainly not after that; he had no ac
quaintance with any attaché of the 
theater; he was not a dramatic critic. 
H e couldn’t get in. And people were 
staring at his clothes. And yet— did he 
want to gain entrance and make sure 
that the woman was the wife? W as 
he up to a débàcle of all he held conse
crated? He wrote on the back of 
an envelope that the woman’s suit was 
a blue one, that she wore a small dark 
hat with a feather at the side. On the 
morrow he’d make it his business to 
learn if the wife’s trunks held anything 
like that. He’d know that feather any
where. Where did the things come 
from— Borneo, New Guinea? Some 
place like that. And the fellow she was 
with was no matinée idol.

He would not have seen the second 
woman who resembled the wife if he 
had branched off at Eighth. But he 
went on down the Avenue past the 
Charles Lamb and there saw the wom-
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an in the oleaster green suit and the 
large, floppy green hat. The Lamb was 
doing fairly well (not packing them, 
mind you, but running a pretty good 
house) and in front of the theater he 
was meeting with trouble in keeping 
even to a winding course. He dexter
ously slipped past a fat matron and saw 
green. She was laughing at a remark 
of her escort (a florid-faced, overfed 
hulk of a man, barbered to a hair) and 
seemed not to mind his guiding hand at 
her elbow.

The methods Thompkin used to sta
tion himself by the taker of tickets 
evoked ten more or less polite reproofs 
(though the pleasure-seekers in this 
lobby didn’t snicker and nudge one an
other so often), but station himself he 
did. He stood there until he saw the 
hulking popinjay acquiring tickets at 
the balcony hole-in-the-wall. W hy  
hadn’t he thought of that? The bal
cony was the place for them if they 
wanted to see unseen. W here were his 
wits? W as this thing getting the bet
ter of him ? The man looked him over 
from head to foot (which process con
sumed little time, as Thompkin was a 
man of short stature) before laughing 
his evil, sneering laugh and ascending 
the stairs.

He was jostled to the curb and there 
set down his idea of the woman’s rai
ment. The jotting revealed a shaky 
hand. He was misgiving’s meat. He 
was afraid the disclosures on the mor
row wouldn’t leave him even the hope 
that remained to Pandora (wasn’t it?). 
He, too, laughed a laugh, a .strange 
laugh, and made another note: “ Pan
dora song, with the chest and things 
coming out in it. Chance for some
thing on the country store night order. 
Souvenirs for the aisle seats.”

Across the street was the Colley Cib
ber. Estimating with an expert, pro
fessional eye, he found that the Cibber 
was drawing not at all badly. Why, 
the Cibber was housing “The Bartered 
Bride.” That was the play to which 
he’d intended to take the wife this 
very night— one became so tired of 
the slapstick week in and week out. He

saw the wife approaching the theater 
with a— well, from across the street the 
fellow looked a chump of the un
equivocal kind. And if he felt like he 
looked— but that kind never does.

The officer directing the traffic at 
that point had clothing as dilapidated 
as his own, but he jerked him from a 
sudden death and delayed him long 
enough to lose him his quarry. The  
law certainly could do with a new uni
form— this corner must be awful for 
runaways, flour-squirtings and the old 
Niagara Falls trick. He noted that 
the wife wore a long, light cloak, of 
quince-colour, probably— that shade be
came the wife. H e’d tell the world 
this third jobbie was no handsome 
young juvenile either. How did wom
en get that way?

A t the Jules L-e-m-a- (he couldn’t 
spell the French of it), with the only 
tenant of the lot that came in on sneak
ers (you may remember that magnifi
cent failure, “Dross” ), the box-office 
man, ten minutes before the parting of 
the curtains, was taking a snooze. The 
forlorn appearance of the place was 
like a dash of cold water to the already 
tepid cockles of Thompkin’s heart.

A  man and woman stood in front of 
the theater, apparently undetermined 
whether to risk a play that drew no 
better than “ Dross.” They decided to 
visit the crowded Gingham Mon
goose next door, and as they entered 
Thompkin started at a glimpse of the 
woman’s profile— the very profile of 
the wife. “A  filmy nothing of lace” 
(he was now on his ninth envelope, 
for he wrote a hand that required 
scope) at the throat of the woman’s 
brown suit caught in the door and he 
saw plainly. B y the time he convinced 
the commissionaire and other function
aries about the entrance that, though 
he looked like a sweep, he could buy out 
the place the two were not to be seen.

He went on— in what direction he 
neither knew nor cared. With a 
goateed satyr (glabrous of head and 
glaucous of eye he was, undoubtedly) 
he saw her whom a mauve wrap en
veloped. The wife’s real endowments
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were at their best in mauve. If he 
could catch up with them! The cav
ernous orifice of the Ashley Dukes en
gulfed them while he was yet ten yards 
astern. W hat was this thing, anyway? 
W as she collecting material for a “Ten  
Minute Scenes from Popular Plays” ? 
Well, she’d had a nice night for it, with 
clothes made to order for her clandes
tine outing, clothes that he’d never seen. 
And he felt himself bound to say that 
this last man milliner was not a perfect 
combination of Hackett and what-was- 
that-thing-Dixey-used-to-play, if you 
asked him.

He got home.

IV

T h e  next morning the little matter of 
attending to the thousand and one details 
of next season’s show went by the board. 
In a torment of doubt he paced the house 
(that goodly edifice, the erecting of 
which had set him back the proceeds of 
four seasons on the circuit) back and 
forth, above and below stairs. It was 
hardly better pacing there than in the 
humbler domicile of his old friend, Pat 
Something-Or-Other, who had started 
with him and who hadn’t got ahead. 
Lucky fellow, living happily with his 
wife and chicks in his rude hut behind 
the tannery! Perhaps he (Wm. B. 
Thompkin) deserved this, with the rot
ten theatrical fare he set before the 
youth of the nation, sapping their moral 
foundations, debauching them even. H e 
was the villain in the play. H e’d try to 
be worthier of the wife in some way-—  
if she ever returned to him. He’d make 
up for it. He was as sick as the devil 
in the distich and condoled his other, his 
finer, self. He assembled a distinctly 
gratifying number of condolences, the 
while he asked who was it wrote that 
bunk about suffering ennobling one. He 
didn’t feel noble. On the contrary. But 
give me time, he said, as he cautioned 
himself to be cool. When the green 
monster enters with the spot on him, 
Reason exits straggling, and it’s time to 
ring down, In the smaller dictionaries 
he’d seen horrent, horror, horrendous 
and horripilation peter out into “horse,

a four-footed animal, used for riding 
and drawing burdens.” Mightn’t this 
purgatory of his peter out as well?

A t last the wife’s impedimenta arrived 
on the heels of the wife and the toes of 
the transfer-man. Cry out loud! Five 
trunks! Did she want to beggar a man ?

Had her William B. missed her? said 
the wife after becoming greetings. She’d 
missed her train and Grade Poitiers, 
with Hill and Valley this year— the 
Chatter and Patter people, you know, in 
vaudeville— , who’d seen her to the sta
tion, had persuaded her to stay over. 
She never thought to telegraph. Was 
he eager to see her clothes? She could 
hardly wait till the trunks were open.

“I ’m always interested in beautiful 
things, my dear,” he returned. But the 
only smile he could put over was a wan 
one. And he felt that a wan smile on 
a strong man was a sad sight. He got 
in the maid’s way as he watched her 
hand about the trunks as cleverly as had 
the transfer-man. Instead of lending 
his aid he secretly refreshed his memory 
from his notes.

The maid threw open the five trunks 
— contemptuously it seemed, as if she 
were in the know, as most likely she was.

There, conspicuously displayed on the 
top trays, and not too neatly folded, as 
if, perhaps, they had been put there in 
haste, as most likely they had been, were 
things, things damning in their Joseph’s 
coat colours: a blue suit, an oleaster- 
green suit, a long quince-coloured cloak, 
a brown suit with its “filmy nothing of 
lace,” a mauve wrap— “the very latest, 
William B.”  A  small dark hat with a 
feather at the side and a large floppy 
green hat had their own compartments.

“ The very latest, pet,” continued the 
wife. “But I ’m afraid they’ll be copied 
in no time, they’re so worth copying.”

Here Thompkin tried desperately to 
leave the room, but he seemed riveted to 
the spot, so in simple courtesy he stopped 
on a while and admired them all and the 
other novelties as well. H e even remon
strated with the wife at the cost of an 
item or two, to divert any suspicion she 
might have that she was suspect. Being 
an actor he did it well. He saw himself
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in such a part at some future and hap
pier time. But for the present: had the 
clothes already been copied (you know 
what some of these shops are with their 
“exclusive” models) or— ? He couldn’t 
bring himself to think of it.

For it had come to him suddenly that 
before she married him the wife had 
been a “quick-change” artiste in vaude
ville.

V

F or six weeks (which is four sleeper 
jumps going West and three coming 
East), after experiencing in sleep the 
succession of fantastic mental images re
corded above, Mr. Wm. B. Thompkin’s 
designs for next season hung fire and he 
puzzled himself into precocious gray 
hairs. Was there anything in dreams? 
Did they unfold what had happened? 
O r did they come true ? Did it ever rain 
in a dream but didn’t pour in real life ? 
That’s what he’d like to know. If not, 
he wanted to get from under.

It was the near approach of the sea
son’s opening that saved Thompkin. He 
was compelled to busy himself with a 
thousand and one details, and as he 
busied he discovered he could try, he 
could do his poor best (for “off,” as we 
know, he was perfect, a paragon of a 
husband), to conciliate the agents re
sponsible for his misery: he could turn 
over a new leaf in the book of next sea
son’s show.

And so the gentlemen who do the 
studies of the various shows on the cir
cuit for the theatrical trade-papers, 
catching one each week at the local play 
house, agree that this year the Parisian 
Wild Women Burlesquers is clean. 
Book, business and dancing have im
proved. Harmless jollity has taken the 
place of smut. Granted that the sou
brette, the ingénue and the two ladies 
who step from the chorus for a bit still 
flirt and lift “pokes” from the “keisters” 
of the comics (this year a jasper and an 
Irishman furnish the fun), they never
theless do these things circumspectly. 
The scampish edges have been taken off.

And Lottie Getthecoin (now on the 
program as Belle Iminit), wife of the

manager and part-owner of the show, 
is really what you would almost call a 
“walk-on.”  She poses as of old, leads 
the chorus in the military finale, un
questionably lends an air to the proceed
ings. But the jaunty Frenchman is out 
and the infidelity scenes are out.

Wm. B. Thompkin himself in the plot 
of the farce is no abbott, nor yet the lay 
brother of the distich, but he is one of 
the best of husbands, true, kind, solici
tous and a good provider, if not a very 
funny one. The golden-ringleted vam
pire (imagine!) of this year couldn’t 
entice, allure, bewitch, tempt, charm or 
inveigle him on a bet. He struts the 
straight path. And how he orders up 
champagne in the cabaret scene— with 
his wife !— in the Big Fidelity Scene ! 
No hint, no breath, not even a soupçon, 
of irregularity attaches to Thompkin 
while he is on.

During the action Belle Iminit wears 
a long ash-coloured cloak, a pink wrap 
and a gold-and-rust-red suit with a large, 
floppy bay hat, things she picked up in 
the big town last June. She notices her 
husband looking at her “ with an odd 
glint in his eyes” when she has these 
garments on. But she only wonders if 
he still thinks she paid too much for 
them. She remembers they, had a few 
words about them at the time. She feels 
it acutely, but she can’t figure out why 
the show this year is “more ambitious in 
a cleanly way,” minus mustard and sans 
cayenne, atribilious, more sinned against 
than sinning.

And that is no condition for a bur
lesque show to get into. W hy should 
the Parisian Wild Women be at that 
pass? The official and unofficial deo
dorizers in the circuit cities are giving 
no trouble to the other shows. Perhaps 
néxt year William B. will get wise to 
himself before it’s too late and put on 
something with zip and zing and zut and 
zest and jazz. The poor fish! Letting 
the Added Starters and the Pica-Maca- 
Roon Maids cop the house attendance 
records this year between them! If  
you may believe the youth of the na
tion, unless the fare is seasoned it’s bad 
for business.



The Terror of the Helpless
By Beecher Grey Cowan

I T  happened in the West. I was in a 
strange town. The weather was hot 
and sultry and, having nothing to do, 

I strolled out through the suburbs to the 
open country. A  mile from town I 
paused beneath the shade of a tree by 
the roadside to rest. Ahead, less than 
a mile, a line of telegraph wires crossing 
the road indicated a railroad running at 
right angles. Verifying this, I heard, 
to my right, in the distance, the screech 
of a locomotive whistle. Following close 
upon the sound of the whistle, a train 
came into view running at terrific speed. 
Almost at the same instant, to my left, 
another train came in sight, running with 
the speed of an aeroplane pursued in 
battle directly toward the train from 
my right. Both trains were now so close

to each other that I saw no chance on 
earth for them to stop before they col
lided. “ G od! W hy don’t they stop;  
must I stand here helpless and witness 
these monsters crash together, killing 
and maiming scores of helpless men, 
women and children?”

The sight before me and the thought 
of all those people moaning and scream
ing beneath a mass of twisted iron and 
steel was too much. I could not witness 
it. The trains were now riot more than 
a few yards apart. I turned my head 
and held my hands to my ears. I waited 
but heard nothing. What had happened ? 
W as I dreaming? I turned and 
looked.

The trains sped on.
It was a double track railroad.

Not in the Old Songs Only
B y Robert M erkle

W H E N  I behold you dreaming 
On this midsummer’s night—

N ot in the old songs only 
Are beauty and delight,

N ot in the old songs only 
Are maidens too fair to see—

All-elf-born queens of wonder 
And beauty and mystery.
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A  Still-Life
By Helen Sholes

D UE to the angle at which they were 
sitting, her whole figure and avert
ed head were lighted by the lamp 

on the table. He could watch her without 
her knowing it. He liked to examine 
her. Sometimes, of late, he disliked her 
so much that her very exterior had for 
him the attraction of the disagreeable 
and the painful. It wasn’t that he didn’t 
still love her in a helpless, commiserating 
kind of way. But to have to be pitying 
someone constantly becomes, in itself, 
intolerable. It was his very pity, bind
ing him to her, which at these almost 
convulsive periods of reaction most 
turned him against her.

She was sitting now in the chair in 
which, every evening, she always set
tled herself, and was making doll’s 
clothes. She was a creature of habits. 
It wasn’t so much that she originated 
them as that she became their victim. 
She had sat near him in the evening and 
sewed at something as far back as he 
could remember.

This codifying of all life’s gestures 
was another thing that irked him. He 
still had an adolescent fondness for the 
element of uncertainty in even the 
minutiæ o f existence.

He noted the long, familiar lines of 
her figure outlined against the chair. 
They were no more variable nor uncer
tain that the rest of her. They were 
cast past any modifying, and she seemed 
on the whole relieved as to this. She 
had settled into an uncomplaining, hag
gard plainness which her unquestion
ably handsome features did nothing to 
enliven.

Her girlish slenderness had sagged 
and flattened into a broad, numb angu
larity. The once slim waist was thicker,

the narrow shoulders sharp and slack; 
even her hands had lost their contour 
and had become blunted and thick at the 
joints.

Her profile was still fine, for her fea
tures had that probity which resists any 
amount of wear and tear. But there 
were deep lines in her face which living 
with him had put there; anxious, 
strained lines; a look of abjectness and 
fear. It was this abject quality, the de
precation in her large black-lashed eyes, 
that at times so infuriated him and 
drove him to brutalities of omission and 
commission of which he had never 
dreamed himself capable.

As he watched her he seemed, sud
denly, to be watching a stranger. They 
were radically separated from each 
other by her total lack of attraction for 
him, both physical and mental. Nothing 
held them any longer but the flimsy, 
strained thread of his pity.

He hadn’t even an inkling these days 
o f what went on behind her tense, blank 
face. He watched her as he would 
watch a stranger.

How would he feel if he were seeing 
her today for the first time ? He tried 
to revive his first sensations.

There had been an evening when he 
had sat in a room with her as he was sit
ting now ; his whole body had vibrated. 
He hadn’t been able to look away from 
her pale gold hair growing smoothly 
back from her brow. He had wanted 
violently to go to her and press it smooth
er; feel it sliding like fine strong silk 
beneath his hand. He had hardly re
strained this impulse.

In those days he had liked her wide, 
mournful, opaque expression. Medi
æval, he had thought it. For her face

117



118 A STILL-LIFE

had always been wistful, too emotional 
and tearful perhaps, but with a tension 
somewhere, a fund of reserve which, as 
it turned out, was chiefly her tenacity of 
loving.

A s he watched her and let his thoughts 
travel back over the six years of their 
married life, he asked himself if he had 
ever loved her. Hadn’t he even mar
ried her out of pity and acquiescence, be
cause she had loved him so much? It 
seemed to him now, as he thought of it, 
that she had been loving him ever since 
they had known each other, and bind
ing him with her soft, clinging, tearful 
meekness.

Had there ever been a time when in 
her presence he hadn’t felt the constric
tion of it? She had used her weakness 
and dependence as another woman 
would her bodily charm, to rivet him to 
her. Even in those first days she had 
dragged him back again and again when 
he had tried to escape. For he had 
wanted to escape from the beginning. 
He was sure of it, as he stared at her 
blunt fingers fumbling with the needle, 
and the dropping forward over the white 
material of her baffled, nearsigthed gaze. 
. . . He wasn’t the marrying kind, the 
settling kind.

He would like to break free tomorrow 
from the narrow, futile life he was liv
ing, the uncongenial work, this business 
of making a living. If he weren’t mar
ried he wouldn’t have to make a living. 
H e could go houseless and hungry for 
days; he could wander from place to 
place until he found some work that 
struck him as worth doing. He could 
find out what was in him ; really try him
self out. He would be free. Supposing 
he were to go?

His eyes glittered a moment as they 
encountered the unconscious woman 
opposite him. It would be utterly brutal 
to leave her. Without him she would 
be derelict. She knew very few people. 
Outside of her house and its little put
tering jobs there was nothing she could 
do. She was meant to live in a house 
with a man, to keep it for him, to care 
for him, bear him a number of chil
dren, and in turn, tend and worship and

harass them. It was an added cruelty 
that he hadn’t given her so much as a 
child to compensate for his shortcom
ings.

He had given her nothing, except the 
unhappiness which was growing sharper 
for her every day. His presence gave 
her constant pain. He had felt con
vinced of late that the hours he spent 
out of the house were the only times in 
which she didn’t suffer. While he was 
with her she was constantly aware of 
his rebellion, his daily increasing es
trangement, his agonized restlessness. 
And she was trying, hopelessly and au
tomatically almost, to drag him back 
again.

It was all so impossible and so dis
tressing. For there was nothing that
either of them could do. Without his
own consent even, he had swung utterly 
clear of every appeal she could make. 
They were as separated now as any num
ber of physical miles could make them. 
If he were to go, it might be better on 
the whole. She would suffer frightfully 
for a while, a month, a year even, and 
then if she didn’t fall ill of it or kill 
herself, she would recover. Eventually 
she would find a man to love her as  she
required to be loved, and to make her
happy. This way they would both drag 
on in wretchedness, draining each other’s 
nervous force, hampering and torturing 
each other.

He let himself imagine, for the mo
ment, that he was looking at her for 
the last time, watching her putter in her 
nearsighted, adolescent fashion over 
those finger jobs, women’s gear, doll’s 
clothes, what not, by means of which 
she killed the time. Would he miss 
her? He supposed he would miss her. 
It wasn’t possible not to feel a wrench 
at breaking off even such a relation as 
their living together had been. And yet 
he couldn’t imagine that any regret 
would dominate for long the passionate 
relief which the gaining back of his free
dom would mean to him.

T o be able to turn his back on her 
pathetic, patient wistfulness once and 
for all! Never to have to hear again in 
her voice the tears and sobs crushed
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back that they might not offend him; 
never to have to watch her hands and 
lips trembling, or see her eyes always 
dark-circled from sleepless nights and 
the anxiety to perceive in his look and 
his very silences that which would give 
her fresh pain!

It was becoming unbearable, his sense 
o f her constantly, silently suffering. It 
didn’t move him any longer; it angered 
him. It wasn’t his fault if she suffered. 
He had never wanted to hurt her. He 
had given her all he had to give, and if 
it fell short, it wasn’t his fault. He was 
as helpless as she was. Why couldn’t 
she understand this and let him go ? . . . 
She angered him. He wondered how 
long it would be before this irritation 
would leap out o f his control, as his 
formerly repressed aversion to her was 
doing of late.

The electricity went off for a mo
ment, and when it came back she raised 
her eyes and smiled anxiously at him. 
He smiled back wanly. Why was she 
anxious ? Did she suspect him of treach
ery ?

Behind his smile the cruel thoughts 
went on. He watched her snipping at 
her material in haphazard fashion, turn
ing the stuff round and round. He had 
never seen her use a pattern. She never 
used one in regard to anything. She 
did everything haphazardly and without 
a plan. She lived at the level of her 
instincts, and from moment to moment. 
He was obsessed with an impulse to 
make her take hold of that white stuff 
and make into it, with her scissors, 
one clean, determined slash. He 
wanted her to stop teasing it, fum
bling at it. Violently he looked away 
from her.

In that precise moment he became 
conscious of his absolutely established 
resolve to go away. The thing had 
ceased to be a theory to play with, and 
had become a fact, a reality. His whole 
psychology had changed. He felt him
self a new person, no longer wavering, 
introspective, acquiescent, but virile and 
dynamic. The change had happened 
somehow! He was going. Tomorrow 
night at this time he would be gone.

He would be a part of some 
train’s cargo. The wheels would 
be crunching beneath him ; the 
regular throb of the motion would 
put him to sleep.

Brusquely he stretched his long legs; 
the muscles, cramped for so long, ex
panded in relief. He was aware of an 
almost affectionate feeling for his wife, 
now that he had resolved to leave her. 
He wondered whether this feeling 
would increase in the same proportion 
as the distance between them. He didn’t 
allow himself to forecast what she would 
be doing twenty-four hours away. That 
way lay madness, sentimentality, the 
tyrannical pity which had been crip
pling him for six years. She would 
manage, since she would have to. And 
even if she couldn’t, he couldn’t stop 
now, nor turn back. He was a different 
man than he had been ten minutes pre
vious. This man had to go!

He closed his book, rose and stood in 
front of her.

“ Whose doll are you making those 
things for?”

He reflected, as 'he asked his ques
tion, how pitiful it was, how tragic al
most, that he hadn’t given her even a 
child. Her evenings, then, needn’t have 
been quite so trivial. She wouldn’t, at 
least, have had to keep making doll’s 
clothes.

At this question she looked up eager
ly and held out the bit of flannel. “ Isn’t 
it cunning? Can you make out what 
it is?”

He pushed it back onto her lap. “ Oh 
no, I can’t. I don’t know anything 
about dolls.”

She pressed the thing toward him 
again in spite o f his very evident irrita
tion. Her eyes were limpid; her loose 
trembling lips were trying to force a 
smile.

“ It’s a baby’s nightgown,”  she said 
softly. “ But then, you don’t know any
thing about babies, either, do you?”

He heard, with his old disgust, the 
sentimental overtones in her voice, its 
slackness, and lack of power to hold the 
tone up to the end of the sentence. He 
wondered why she needed to release all
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her tear ducts at the mere mention of 
the word baby.

“ No,” he said curtly. “ Whose baby 
is it for?”

“ Ours.”
Her breath caught in her throat; the 

tears which had given a sheen to her 
dull eyes, flowed over.

“ I ’ve wanted to tell you for five 
months. But I was afraid to. Please 
say you’re glad.”

Mechanically he put his arms around 
her, and then as her whole body yielded 
rapturously to his support he sat down 
on the chair from which he had risen 
and took her onto his lap. He tried to 
stem her emotion. He had a dim notion 
that a woman in her condition oughtn’t 
to be allowed to cry.

“ You, should have told me,” he heard

himself saying. “ I ’ve got to raise some 
extra, money somehow.”

Meanwhile all he could see was a 
train rushing past him, and leaving him 
behind for good. Tomorrow night h e  
would be sitting here, after all, and the 
next night, and the next.

She leaned on him more heavily, press
ing her body against his, caressed him 
passionately with her lips, and her grop
ing eyes and her tense hands. “ Don’t 
worry about the money. Don’t worry 
about anything. Just love me. You do- 
love me, don’t you? Tell me?”

The anguish in her voice was unmis
takable and authentic. It made his 
nerves writhe but it beat on the shell 
of his dead pity and roused no response. 
He tightened his hold about her.
AT do love you. Of course,”  he said.

Gawayne Sings
By M axw ell Anderson

Y O U  who have had lovers,
 You who’ve kissed and given,

Stay a little, O wait a little 
Lest the skies be riven,

Lest there come a marvel,
Lest a dream befall,

Lest a man turn god for you 
And snare you, soul and a ll;

You who have had lovers,
You who have gone free,

Beware the light that makes men gods, 
O elude that sorcery!



Calla Lilies
By M ilnes Levick

I N the course of time the old woman 
had come to invest the garden with 
all the interdictions that in more spa

cious years had kept her parlour sacro
sanct. It was hers, inviolate and dedi
cate; in it none other, not even Minnie, 
might interfere; if she could, she would 
have kept the sun itself away.

A  small and pertinacious garden, 
such as she had always had, wherever 
she might be, through all the years. 
She tended it without love, as she cher
ished the stores of old papers, o f rags 
and broken bits, that crowded the 
closets of the little house. In her long 
experience she had come to know to a 
degree the effort requisite and she hus
banded her strength from it jealously, 
permitting it no more than would main
tain the surface of its respectability. 
She did not sit in it, gathered no posies 
from it, and when from time to time 
she inspected it it was with a kind o f 
unyielding dutifulness.

In the farthest corner, amid dried 
and tarry weeds, was a geranium, 
whose stalks were visible like the wrists 
o f an ungainly lad. Upon the dust o f 
its leaves drops of water left splotches 
of dark green. Its flowers drooped 
from vermilion to the shrivelled brown 
of their death, yet their smell always 
hung about this corner, pervading it 
stupidly.

There was also a rose geranium, 
from which the old woman would pinch 
a bit to crush it between her thumb and 
finger that it might linger about her 
like a memory, and from against the 
house a great fuchsia gushed a spat
ter of purple and red. But midway in

I the yard was her favourite, a group o f 
calla lilies, dank and funereal in their 
sickness, huddled together like sorrow
ful orphans.

Upon the f ront of the cottage, on the 
middle panel o f the bay window which 
projected in a half-hexagon, was a 
sign: “ Artist.”  Beside the front door, 
over the china bell-pull above the three 
graceless steps, was another sign, 
larger and done like the first, staringly, 
with an incongruous lucidity, in black 
upon a white background: “ Studio.”

These signs alone distinguished the 
house from all the others in the alley. 
There was about them that dignity 
which separates professional announce
ment from advertisement. Yet to the 
old woman they were even more : they 
were the symbols of a happy enigma, of 
the incomprehensible waywardness with 
which life had led her to a kind of 
eminence through her daughter’s 
repute.

Honour hovered about them, and she 
accepted it as redounding to herself. 
With Minnie’s celebrity she quieted the 
misgivings which lingered unowned, be
fore a talent so unaccountable. She 
was mystified, a little suspicious o f 
what an artist is, must be. She sniffed 
the devil somewhere in this obscurity, 
and still was pleased that such merit 
had been brought forth from her body. 
“Artist,”  “ Studio,”  surely it was a great 
thing . . . Yet she did not quite un
derstand.

Mrs. Burman went as in her Sun
day’s best. She would acknowledge the 
greeting of a neighbour with a reserve 
too naïve to be resented as condescen
sion; she accepted the kindly, gingerly 
deference o f the corner shopkeepers
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with the simplicity of a right, reading 
into it a sympathy for the penury of 
talent. They did not esteem Minnie 
as they should have. For she was 
aware o f the distinction that lurked 
about the house marked “Artist” ; knew 
too that it cast a lustre upon all the 
neighborhood, setting off the alley from 
all others. Where else were directions 
to a stranger measured thus and so 
from the home and studio of a painter ?

True, this stranger who became the 
supernumerary of her glory was large
ly hypothetical. None but Minnie’s pu
pils ever touched the bell-pull under 
the sign.

By day scarcely less than by night 
the narrow and meaningless alley itself 
seemed unpeopled. Bay-windowed flat 
houses o f three stories were its gate
ways,; tall by contrast, they turned 
their backs and shunned the humbleness 
in their broad shadows. From the de
limiting streets before them cries and 
the clatter o f wagons might come fit
fully, but in the brief course of the 
alley’s single block a sombre quietude 
reigned; no peddler with his wagon 
was tempted here, children found no 
spirit for the clamour o f sprightlier 
streets, even the infrequent voice o f 
gossip at a fence was subdued, brought 
down to a minor scale.

It was a place o f secrecy and silent 
steps; figures flitted like crows through 
this back-path of the city, one of hun
dreds whose similarity mocks and con
fuses. They bore into the older quar
ters o f San Francisco like the holes o f 
worms in wood. They are of the town; 
they bear the stamp o f its making and 
its tradition; its spirit abides in them 
no less than in greater thoroughfares, 
yet they remain unavowed while all else 
about them is glorified by a provincial 
egotism. They forget their identity 
and vanish like a lost river, to resume 
their straight and futile course a mile 
away beyond the roo fs ; they stop 
against a wall, like sightless men; they 
penetrate timidly into the heart of vast 
dull blocks, and are forgotten.

Dead ends, rows o f cottages between 
side streets, snuggled by lamentable

shrubbery, hugging it stealthily from a 
people that will have no curb-side ver
dure. The wanderer stumbles upon 
them, they pass from the tail o f the 
eye unnoted. And after dark the gas 
lamps at their comers proclaim strange 
names in ruby letters. Terrace, lane, 
court, even avenue. Garden Place: it 
was as if the civic seigniors o f a bygone 
day had been cajoled by a cynic whim 
to prove again, through this nomencla
ture, that man is an animal that laughs.

In Garden Place the houses stared 
each at its opposite as if astounded at 
the likeness to itself. They held them
selves stiffly, perhaps in fear lest the 
false fronts topple from them and re
veal their single-storied squatness for 
what it was. Their bay windows were 
embellished with identical jig-saw 
scrolls; their three steps led all to 
doors without vestibules; the very 
yards were alike in their flowers and 
their iron fences on box-like wooden 
bases, fences ornately curled, with tre
foil crests.

The iron had once been black and the 
houses white, but the iron was now 
rusty and the cottages were grayed and 
the paint upon them scant.

In spots the dun boarding was tinged 
to green, as a tree may be, by lichen, 
for in Garden Place the fog hung thick 
through many months. It would settle 
upon the alley in the late afternoon, 
when it came scudding low across the 
sand dunes from the sea, or close in by 
dark, like besiegers. The odour of it 
lay heavy while the moisture gathered 
slowly on projections to fall in mourn
ful, isolated drops.

Through the night, when the fog
horns wailed distantly, the equalizing 
fog brooded over the houses and the 
pavement, frustrating the. single street 
light of the block, smothering it in a 
silver nimbus. At such moments mys
tery walked in the shadows of the lit
tle street and it became the trysting 
place of beauty.

But by day through the bleak sum
mer there was no gentleness. The chill 
trade wind scurried in, smiting with a 
dreary clumsiness; the calla lilies bent



CALLA LILIES 123

and the old windows chattered. The 
wind drove a scum high across the sky 
till there was neither sun nor cloud; it 
pressed onward unremittingly, carry
ing the sweepings o f the city blindingly 
before it. Upon the face o f western 
walls it broke into gusts and eddies 
which swept the eastern pavements 
bare; tiny windstorms whirled in the 
street, dancing with tattered papers. On 
the wooden sidewalk of the western 
side sand and refuse piled unceasingly, 
shifting, banking against the fences, 
rising again to flake the grassless gar
dens with offal.

Mrs. Burman attained a lulling sense 
of protection inside the cottage. In its 
littleness was security against the wind 
and its hopeless dust, the monotony of 
the fog, the perplexities of the city, 
which made adventures of her ex
cursions downtown for the quarterly 
formalities of her pension. Her world 
was here, within the tight walls shelter
ing herself, her daughter and the alien 
spirit of art, and she accepted proximity 
as companionship.

II

B e n e a t h  a semblance of familiarity 
she remained forever in awe of Min
nie’s paintings. She affected to scoff, to 
look upon this work aloofly with a 
crabbed forbearance, but all her life 
was centered about it. The pupils, the 
titles of the pictures, the clutter in the 
room designed for a parlour—these 
governed the order o f her day, creating 
for her a reluctant content.

She would stand in a corner of the 
studio, her head very erect, a cigar box 
o f odds and ends of paint in her hand, 
and regard the work upon the easel.

“ I don’t think that’s very nice, Min
nie ; she ain’t got no yoke to her waist 
at all.”

Minnie would not pause in the dili
gence o f her art; brush between teeth, 
she would answer,

“ That’s the way it is, Addie.”
Minnie spoke always with severe 

finality, as to a wearisome child, ad
dressing her mother by her first name.

She tolerated her, not from a remem
brance of old affection nor from a sense 
of duty, but for the simple fact that 
she was there and could be nowhere 
else.

Before the unfairness o f the old 
woman’s presence as she pottered for
ever at the household drudgery Minnie 
remained curt and cold. Resentment 
vibrated at a hundred daily irritations: 
the stubborn clinging to the name Min
nie, long since transmuted to Minna; 
the positiveness of innocent opinions, 
the dogged tidying up.

Perpetually a combat was waged be
tween them; upon the one side Minnie’s 
anger at the confusion o f unending ar
rangement ; on the other the determina
tion to impress a housewifely order 
upon the studio, to retrieve somehow 
the parlour that was lost to her when 
Minnie heard that a north light was es
sential to a studio and saw that the 
narrow side window faced north.

In her obtuseness Mrs. Burman was 
without discretion. She would invade 
the studio, dustcloth in hand, irrespec
tive of pupils. Triumphant in Minnie’s 
pretense of disregard, she would rum
mage and segregate as if brushes were 
forks and tubes of paint were spoony, 
until at she would stand back, smiling 
slyly, and say:

“ There now, don’t that look better? 
I ask you, miss, don’t it?”

And as the pupil assented, Minnie 
would half-turn her head to fling a 
word o f expostulation.

In the wisdom o f twelve years’ ex
perience Minnie no longer scolded after 
such incidents. Now she did not say, 
“ These students just won’t be bothered 
with you hanging around,”  nor “ I ain’t 
going to stand it, Addie.”  She merely 
shut her thin mouth tighter and her 
little colourless eyes avoided her moth
er determinedly.

Indeed, neither prudence nor the 
perverse desires o f her daughter could 
dull the fascination these pupils had 
for Mrs. Burman. With hands red and 
steaming she would bustle to forestall 
Minnie at the door when they arrived 
singly at their appointed hours; from
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the darkness of the kitchen she would 
peer down the narrow hall with head 
cocked like a terrier’s ; she regarded 
them furtively as she busied herself in 
the studio, and a gloating sense o f clev
erness would come to her. For these 
women and girls came to her house to 
learn, sought at a price a portion of the 
wisdom that was her daughter’s ; they 
sat at the feet o f Minnie that they too 
might become artists.

Sometimes her exultance moved her 
to vaunt, and she would point to Min
nie and beam knowingly at the pupil 
and say, “And she never had a lesson 
in her life.”  . . .

They sat beside Minnie, watching 
each stroke o f hers with the intentness 
o f hungry souls to whom, even in the 
pursuit of culture, twenty-five cents an 
hour is twenty-five cents. They looked 
about, ill at ease, upon the colours, the 
canvases, the palette knives— all the 
machinery o f art to which Minnie Bur
man referred stiltedly. They listened 
with eagerness to her glibly emphatic 
use o f studio slang: scraps picked up 
from stories o f Paris in romantic mag
azines or from clerks in the shop where 
she bought her materials. And Mrs. 
Burman saw that the pupils were daz
zled by her Minnie.

Year by year they came, precise, de
termined, confident in the belief that 
a month, a few lessons, would open to 
them the mysteries, making them ac
complished and desirable. Girls from 
stores and offices, prim young women 
o f the neighborhood, occasionally a 
schoolgirl or a teacher; and to each 
Minnie would talk o f talent and com
position and colour values. They came 
most often in the evening, their only 
leisure, and sat with infinite patience 
beneath the pallid Welsbach gaslight, 
copying eternal studies.

For Minnie worked not from life nor 
yet fancy, but from “ artists’ studies” ; 
prints, marvels o f commercial lithogra
phy and the three-colour press. She 
had never attempted anything else and 
would not have known how to begin; 
she had never painted her mother, had 
never ventured into the open, not even

to the forlorn callas nor the unkempt 
fuchsia dangling in the yard.

But all about the studio, blotched 
and frayed, were little piles o f studies. 
Anecdotes— with laughing lads and pink 
girls, upon whose romance she looked 
cynically, or, for the advanced, fat 
brown monks dozing over their wine; 
a yard of puppies, a yard of roses, like 
wall paper; Minnie’s favourite, a 
mound of carnations, bold and hard 
and explicit; it was with these that she 
inspired, with these she gauged her po
litic encouragement.

There were many canvases about, 
too, face outward in testifying stacks 
against the walls. And always, above 
the tomblike little fireplace with the 
red and gilt paper screen hermetically 
before it, hung a “ Paul and Virginia.” 
She called it so, would not have recog
nized it as “ The Storm,”  and always 
she added for the newcomer a refer
ence to Saint-Pierre’s book, as if proud 
that the scantily clad youth and maid 
running beneath a scarf were an illus
tration to so estimable a tale.

In the twelve years of her teaching 
she had done “ Paul and Virginia” 
many times, attaining a readiness in its 
execution with which to astound. Often 
she painted it upon Japanese matting, 
bought at a carpet house, for canvases 
six feet square, or even cardboard 
substitutes, are costly. And as fast as 
she could do them these pictures o f the 
boy and girl forever fleeing were ab
sorbed in the devious avenues o f her 
market; they left the studio to reappear 
within thin gilt moulding on the walls 
o f lodge rooms, o f lobbies, even of 
homes.

Minnie was proud o f  her facility 
with “ Paul and Virginia,”  and proud 
also of her honesty, for she tried to 
make each copy exactly like all the 
others. The standard o f a quantitative 
honesty imposed unflagging industry 
upon her and its measure attenuated 
her hours. So many minutes, so many 
square inches, so much intentness upon 
the task without digression from the 
exactitudes and the security o f the 
study before her; beside this the
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guile of her praise was made white.
Self-satisfaction tingled virtuously 

within her mind as she contemplated 
her labours, but deeper than that was 
the restlessness of disappointment. Pot
boiler: what was that? She had come 
slowly to know the way the word is 
used, yet she could not understand it. 
A  picture was a picture, wasn’t it? she 
would ask herself. And from her dis
ability to fathom the word she derived 
a sustaining conviction of her superi
ority and the imperishable excellence of 
her integrity.

Sometimes she compared her pic
tures with the only criteria she knew, 
and her return to Garden Place would 
be a moment of bitterness and disillu
sion of the world’s rewards.

She would go to the park and, in the 
dark and stuffy little museum, amid 
historic fire engines and the models of 
ships, would stand respectfully a long 
time before a vast historical piece, “ The 
Last Spike,”  a parochial “ Washington 
Crossing the Delaware,”  while she 
sought the secret of its supremacy; she 
would move slowly down the rows of 
muddy, overladen paintings o f a fash
ion long outmoded, studying their in
ane elaborateness. For they were in
dubitably from Europe. And always 
she judged their work by their banal
ity, and regretfulness would dull her 
energy, confirming the consciousness of 
rectitude, but troubling her too with the 
knowledge o f the lack o f appreciation.

Often her mood would associate this 
failure with something else, a hanker
ing, a lack of she knew not what. . . . 
Art had not done right by her; she 
worked so hard and was so faithful 
and so honest. These others, who per
haps were not so scrupulous, made 
money and their work was hung in gal
leries, while she could trust only to her 
pupils and the pittance from the de
partment store that was her patron.

The visits to the store were events. 
There was repose and exhilaration in 
them; Garden Place and the sedulity 
of Addie receded; Minnie touched the 
great world and felt its movement pass 
over her like a ripple.

The shop girls would look at her as 
she entered by the rear door with her 
canvases; new girls would nudge one 
another and Minnie could fancy she 
heard them whisper “ An artist.”

There were others whom she knew 
by sight; they would smile at her ex
pectantly, as if the recognition of a 
painter gave a touch of vividness to 
their lives, and she would bow gravely, 
but smiling also, patronizing them un
obtrusively.

She passed through a corridor of 
celebrity to the familiarity of the art 
department.

“ How many today, Miss Burman?” 
“ Six little ones and four big ones.”  
The department manager took them 

with cursory inspection.
Perhaps he cautioned her as to the 

market when he handed her a receipt.
“Not too many carnations, Miss 

Burman; we got some left. Might use 
a few moonlights.”

Through the homage o f this confi
dence, as through the smiles o f the 
sales-girls, the store gave her the 
strength o f an appeasing popularity. 

And there was also Mr. Porteous . . .
III

N early  always she contrived to see 
Mr. Porteous, loitering in the art de
partment until he approached or under 
subterfuge making detours that took 
her past him. And always he greeted 
her with a slow, heavy urbanity which 
served to cover a tacit sympathy.

On occasion she pretended to exam
ine the goods at a table that she might 
watch him. He carried his portly fig
ure cautiously upon his out-turned feet, 
yet he had poise, was ever calmly alert 
to catch the eyes of women in quan
dary, and he would stoop over them 
like a large and reassuring policeman, 
a trifle stiffly, his head turned slightly 
in the habit of much leaning with at
tentive ear.

Minnie admired the resourceful vigi
lance of his manner. When from her 
distance she saw his plump hand rise 
and his lips move with the pregnance 
o f long service in directing, she mar-
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veiled how he could remember all the 
aisles and departments and wings of 
the immense store.

Once she expressed this wonder to 
him and he smiled as to say it was a 
slight thing for one who had known the 
ways of stylish shops who built their 
success upon the carriage trade.

He was a man for success. Envy 
and expectation surrounded him, set
ting off his astuteness. Even when she 
saw him idling, rubbing his signet ring 
soothingly upon his sleeve, he was to 
her eyes one who would command life, 
exacting his price from it without com
punction. She thought o f herself at 
home, leaning to her painting till her 
stiff shirtwaist crinkled across her nar
row chest, and it seemed as if he would 
crowd the cottage to bursting if he ever 
entered there.

When he spoke to her of the fre
quency of her visits and the profit in 
them she laughed with coy deprecation.

Though they had come to know each 
other very well, Minnie never men
tioned Mr. Porteous to Addie.

At first her reticence was without 
design: the thought of him had acquired 
no pertinence to Garden Place. He be
longed to that other order where her 
arrival was acknowledged gratefully 
amid the murmur of affairs. His was 
a figure which reflected grandeur of 
fashion and wealth as it is revealed in 
the shops with a carriage trade. She 
tried to imagine all that he meant, to 
remember what it was like in stories; 
the leisureliness, the unquestioning ac
ceptance o f whatever fabric or jewel 
pleases, the voices and the furs and 
scents of the women above whose in
quiries Mr. Porteous turned his wise, 
attentive head. . . . Her mother
would break in upon such dreaming 
and again the studies, the pupils, the 
easel under the gaslight, would close 
around Minnie.

As she looked back upon him from 
the studio he appeared to her most 
often with his head bent sidewise, as 
to an appeal. Beside his imposing fig
ure would be a woman, always a wo
man, waiting for his arm to rise and his

lips to move with their terse infalli
bility. All day women looked up from 
the crowd and his deliberate eyes 
sought theirs and he would incline pro
tectingly.

The knowledge of the women per
turbed Minnie; she came to resent 
them, to want to shut them out— to put 
all women away from her thoughts, 
even Addie. She still tolerated Addie, 
only turning upon her correctively. 
But more and more her mother ap
peared intrusive, set upon exasperation 
as she hurried to let the pupils in or 
fribbled about the studio.

There were no men for Minnie to 
put from her, and Mr. Porteous spread 
into her life gradually. The image of 
him became the arbiter o f her ideas and 
her judgments. From the eminence o f 
isolation he seemed to look upon all 
that she did until she thought it un
worthy to compare him with the other 
men she knew— the tradesmen, the art 
department manager, those she met in 
the oblique courses of vending “ Paul 
and Virginia.”  And she submitted to 
this bland and flattering pervasion 
without question, without conscious as
piration, rejecting the insights o f prob
ability.

Mr. Porteous had been a daily fact 
to Minnie for some years before Mrs. 
Burman was made aware o f him.

“ Addie,”  said Minnie, without look
ing up from her easel, “ Mr. Porteous is 
coming to call tonight.”

The mother stood arrested.
“W ho’s he?”
“ Mr. Roscoe Porteous. He’s em

ployed at the store.”
“ The store. . . . Oh.”
Her mother’s wonder evoked a mys

terious spirit of the intolerable. The 
resentment in her hushed exclamation 
stung like a sarcasm; it imbued the 
crooked gray figure of the old woman 
with a subtle mordancy.

Loneliness closed upon Minnie and 
she felt herself small, subdued and 
helpless, as the one street light in Gar
den Place must feel when the fog in its 
season shut in upon the alley. There 
had been no one but Addie and the pu
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pils and Mr. Porteous. . . . Sudden
ly he emerged from the blankness, re
assuring and masterful, no longer an 
indefinite influence but tangible, stand
ing close to her, gravely, as he had when 
she stifled timidity to ask him to call; 
and his arm rose and he spoke slowly 
from the depths of omniscience. . . .

Addie was the first to reach the door. 
He was standing upon the steps, hat in 
hand, and she was a little taken aback 
by the composure of this visitor for 
whom she had been baking cakes.

As they sat in the dining-room she 
studied him, blinking occasionally in 
the constraint o f her straight chair 
square against the wall. He looked so 
big. He was so elegant. His hands 
were so nice and white, with the heavy 
seal ring shining as he moved them. 
And he was so attentive.

They sat each in a thin, stiff chair; 
Minnie with her arm on the table, sim
ulating ease, Mr. Porteous graciously 
and with deferential negligence.

They spoke of the weather, o f Garden 
Place and street cars, o f the store with 
its involute rivalries for preferment. 
The deep voice o f Mr. Porteous filled 
the little room gently, as with adum
brations o f tone; he listened without in
terposing until the moment o f assent, 
nodding or with pointed deference stir
ring Addie from her rumination to half
startled response. And slowly he led 
the talk to the compensations o f art.

“ You have a most unusual ability, 
Miss Burman.”

“ Oh, not at all, really.”
“ Ah, but yes. I have seen you come 

into the store, always with your paint
ings, for how many years now?”

“ A  good many.”
“ I'm sure the art department couldn’t 

do without you. You are one o f their 
most valuable adjuncts.”

“ That’s what I keep telling her,
Mr. . . . M r. . . .

“ They’d get along all right if I died.”  
“ But you’re not going to die. I dare

say, now, you’ve never missed a day’s
work through sickness. Isn’t that so, 
Mrs. Burman?”

“ Yes. Indeed. Minnie’s always a-

working, and hand-painting is hard 
work, too.”

“ Still, you really can’t do all the pic
tures yourself— all that you bring? Do 
you include those your scholars paint ?” 

“ Only now and then. Most of 
them— ” Minnie smiled her deprecia
tion.”

“Yes, yes, of course. There’s only 
one Miss Burman.”  

“And she never took a lesson in her 
life.”

“ Would you believe it! And do you 
paint other pictures ?”

“ Oh, yes. There’s a big one in the 
studio now. I ’ll show it to you by and 
by. A  ‘Paul and Virginia’.”

“ I suppose you readily find pur
chasers for those too ?”

“ That’s why I do them.”
“ She sold one just last week. To a 

saloonkeeper. She got fifteen dollars 
for it.”

“ How fine. Do they take you long, 
the big ones ?”

“ Not very. Sometimes longer than 
others. You can’t always tell, you 
know. And then there are lots o f in
terruptions.”

“ This is quite interesting to me. I 
have often wondered how artists 
work.”

“ They work mighty hard; Minnie 
never seems to have a moment’s peace.”  

“ But you are fortunate, Mrs. Bur
man, to have so talented a daughter. 
It isn’t every mother who is so lucky.”  

“ Yes, that’s right, Mr. Porteous. 
There ain’t many like that, painting. 
These girls who come to take lessons 
— as if they could be artists, too !” 

“ Well, at any rate, they pay hand
somely ?”

“ I ’ve often said to Minnie they don’t 
pay near what it’s worth to them.”  

Minnie glanced down.
“ Maybe I ’ll start a class some day,” 

she said quickly.
“ Still, with your lessons and the 

store and the other pictures, you must 
have a quite remunerative business.” 
Mr. Porteous looked from one to the 
other blandly; his large figure became
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a trifle set as he waited acutely for the 
answer.

“ They don’t appreciate her, Mr. Por
teous.” Mrs. Burman’s voice quav
ered. “ Not at all.”  She paused.

“ Can it be?” In his tone was the 
unctuous heartiness o f succour for a 
stumbling blind man.

“ No, sir. Minnie works and works. 
But would you believe me— ”

“ Addie!”
“ It’s all right, Minnie; I wouldn’t let 

everybody know, but with Mr. Por
teous it’s different. Why, we just 
couldn’t get along at all, Mr. Porteous, 
if it wasn’t for my little bit o f pension.”

She looked at him pathetically, with 
that expectant tenderness the aged pre
serve to heighten the wrong of injus
tice against themselves. She stared, 
solemn and proud, and was oblivious 
of Minnie, o f the hand that clenched 
upon the table, o f the white rage that 
froze her daughter and silenced her.

Mr. Porteous never called again.
And with his passing thus briefly 

through the ken of Addie, the quality 
o f life changed for her and the things 
that had been were dissolved. Life had 
directed her to a vicarious consecra
tion ; placid certainties had encircled 
her. Now her days were become brit
tle, breaking at a touch. And she knew 
not why, comprehending this no more 
than the other.

IV
F or a time she remembered Mr. Por

teous. “ When is that man coming 
again, Minnie?”  But Minnie would 
not reply directly; she never spoke of 
Mr. Porteous, nor o f the night he had 
called, but kept the thought of him 
hidden that his image might share the 
malevolence she visited upon her 
mother.

Tolerance , abandoned Minnie. She 
came complaining, at all times and in 
all places, even in the garden, giving 
orders coldly, as if determined to wear 
peace away to the last vestige.

She did not cast reproof over her 
shoulder from the easel, but rose to 
drive Addie from the studio righteous

ly and with recrimination. It was Min
nie who gave her pupils admittance, 
and when she thrust her mother from 
the door she smirked sardonically as if 
she had balked some despicable game 
attempted by that injured and protest
ing old woman. Through the hours of 
the day Minnie pursued; at night there 
was silence between them, and Mrs. 
Burman puzzled over the change with
in the house that had taken the savor 
so from all that lay outside.

Now and then, at first, she attempted 
to speak. With her hands folded, she 
would sit unheeded in the stillness o f 
the dining-room, until the memory o f 
all the pinpricks became a single pain 
and she would say:

“ Minnie, you shouldn’t have went 
and dug up them calla lilies.”

For a space she would contemplate 
the fruitlessness o f her own aggrieved 
words, and then resume:

“ Minnie, I don’t know what’s come 
over you lately.”

The clock ticked a long time. She 
would go on as if conferring with her
self :

“ Everything seems out of joint . . . 
somehow or other . . .  I don’t know.” 

She mumbled on, her voice becoming 
indistinct, and Minnie gave no answer.

But Minnie’s existence now was not 
empty or passionless. A  joy of de
struction filled it. It had been without 
sun or fire, and now it was lighted by 
the malicious gleam of little flames, 
tiny hidden flames that seemed to come 
in playful swiftness, wrapping them
selves around Addie and around the 
image o f Mr. Porteous. . . . Blue
points o f atoning flame.

So was M rs. Burman borne before 
her daughter’s implacability. Without 
vision and understanding, she regarded 
all that departed from her life and all 
that had come into it. She no longer 
entered the studio nor the yard, and 
when the doorbell rang she did not rise. 
She would sit alone, in the kitchen, her 
hands in her lap, her old eyes looking 
straight ahead, as if she might divine 
the nature of her bewilderment in the 
unbroken wall before her.



Gavarot
By Gaston Roupnel

C OMME type, ce Gavarot est un être 
dans mon genre, avec une pâteuse 
figure à sentiment, de bons yeux 

couleur chocolat qui n’en finissent plus 
d’aimer tout chacun, un caractère taillé 
dans de la brioche et une loyauté qu’on 
ne trouve plus que chez le chien. Avec 
cela, on a tout ce qu’il faut pour être 
volé, surtout si on est propriétaire. Ce 
bon Gavarot! . . . Demandez-lui donc 
un peu des nouvelles du petit homme qui 
lui a loué ses terres ! Faites-vous racon
ter l’histoire du cochon ! . . .  J’avais 
promis de n’en parler à personne. Mais 
“ parler” et “ écrire” . . . c’est deux.

Donc, ce jour-là, Gavarot, qui en 
avait assez des champs, songea à se 
rattraper avec les bêtes, et parla d’élever 
un cochon. Le petit homme sauta sur 
l’idée : “ Il se nourrira de vos eaux 
grasses sans vous rien coûter; et vous 
ne vous apercevrez de lui que lorsqu’il 
sera en saucisse. Je me charge de vous 
l’amener gratis jusque dans le plat. J’en 
garantis le poids sur mon honneur. Mais 
il faut une bête sérieuse . . . pas une 
tête folle . . . quelqu’un bien décidé à 
s’engraisser pour vous jusqu’à vous 
faire crever à coups de boudins. Il n’y 
a que la foire de Saulieu qui peut nous 
procurer l’honnête vrai cochon qu’il vous 
faut. Droit demain, j ’y vais. Mais 
payez voire un peu le voyage !”

Et le petit homme fit comme il le 
disait. Il revint dix jours plus tard, en 
traînaillant de mechante humeur une fin 
crapuleuse de ribote, et en ramenant un 
misérable porcelet qui en était encore 
aux couinements de chien. Le petit 
homme eut l’air de le sortir de sa poche. 
Mais il en parla glorieusement. A l’en 
croire, ce méchant nourrin, gros comme 
un demi-lapin, était une des grosses

bêtes de la foire : “  . . .  Il tirait l’œil de 
tout le monde . . . On me l’a fait cent 
dix francs. Mais, à force de payer des 
quatre heures, je l’ai eu pour cent cinq 
francs. Seulement, j ’ai mes frais à 
payer.”

Tout payé, le petit cochon revenait à 
deux cents francs passés. Gavarot, 
assombri, paya. Et on commença de lui 
élevér sa bête.

La vie de château vous donnerait une 
faible idée des exigences que le petit 
homme prêtait au cochon. Rien de trop 
bon pour celui-ci. Pour mieux nourrir 
sa bête, le petit homme dévastait toute 
la maison Gavarot. Sous prétexte de 
restes, il raflait des demi-rôtis à la fois, 
vidait le garde-manger et traquait le 
grenier jusqu’en ses derniers oignons. 
“ Tout cela fera ventre,” disait-il, en par
lant du cochon, mais en songeant à lui- 
même.

Quand les Gavarot rentrèrent en ville, 
ce fut bien autre chose. Le cochon prit 
un appétit terrible. Puis il eut une petit 
maladie . . . “ une fièvre légère qui le 
tient éveillé toute la nuit. Il faut le 
veiller comme un enfant.”  Cette veillée- 
là coûta à Gavarot cent sous chaque nuit, 
pendant deux semaines. Cela coïncida 
avec une quinzaine de jours que le petit 
homme passa dans l’arrière-café de chez 
Thienesson, à se saoûler jour et nuit 
avec d’anciens messagers qui avaient 
mangé chevaux et voitures.

Tout cela eut de forts résultats. Où 
était-il maintenant l’ancien petit nourrin 
espiègle et souffreteux, qui levait sa 
légère figure pointue sous un gras ca
puchon d’oreilles ? . . .  Acheté à a Saint- 
Martin, à la Saint-Vincent petit cochon 
était déjà grand, près de taille, et malin 
comme un singe. A  Pâques, il faisait
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la forte bête et la forte tête. A la 
Saint-Roch, c’était une sorte de monstre 
néronien.

Gavarot, qui se souvenait de l’avoir 
vu enfant, s’y intéressait avec une dou
ceur inquiète et parlait déjà vaguement 
de le tuer. Mais le petit homme, fou 
d’orgueil, parlait d’en afire un phéno
mène inoui. Gavarot se laissa gagner 
aux folies. On fabriqua des eaux
archi-grasses ; et on ne mangea plus que 
pour avoir des restes.

C’est là-dessus que Gavarot eut l’idée 
de faire son compte. A  combien le 
cochon ui revenait-il? . . .  Il recula 
épouvanté devant des nombres à quatre 
chiffres, qui lui mettaient à près de deux 
louis chaque livre de son futur sau
cisson . . . Gavarot se décida donc à 
tuer “ son” cochon.

. . . “ Votre cochon ! . . .  clama le petit 
homme. Eh bien ! mon garçon ! . . .  vous 
avez du toupet d’appeler ça “votre 
cochon! . . . ”

Et il se fâcha tout rouge. Gavarot 
aussi. Il y eut une discussion à laquelle 
tout le quartier vint assister, avec des 
hommes à pioches, des femmes à four
ches et des vieux à pipes. Le petit 
homme invectivait et hurlait. Gavarot 
brandissait un calepin avec des comptes 
dedans. Mais déjà les fourches hostiles 
se dressaient vers cette “ comptabilité 
d’huissier.”

Alors, tragique et exaspéré, le petit 
homme volut achever la défaite de son 
adversaire. “ Nous allons bien voir à 
qui i} est, le cochon ! . . .  C’est lui qui va 
nous le dire !” Et soudain calmé, sûr de 
lui et fort de son droit, il entra dans 
la “ soue.”  Les fourches, les pioches et 
les pipes se rapprochèrent et firent le 
cercle.

Le petit homme comença par grat- 
ouiller le dos du cochon. D ’abord 
sombre et grognon, l’animal commença 
de s’humaniser peu à peu. Le petit 
homme se secoua cordialement à pleines 
mâchoires; “ Mords donc, si tu l’oses, 
hein! . . . sacripant! . . . Hein! . . .  Je 
te tiens-t’y, gueurlu ! . . . ”  Et le cochon 
secouait sa tête comme un gros lion 
jovial. “ Ah! tu fais le fanfaron, hein! 
. . . grigne-dent ! . . . ”  Puis ce furent 
des amitiés : “ Oh ! que t’es grimacier ! . . .

O comédien, va ! . .  . C’est fûté comme 
une fille, ça! . . .  ”  Chatouillé sous le 
ventre, le cochon se coucha sur le coté. 
Le petit homme lui gratta le pis. Et le 
cochon en avait des couinements gar
gouillants, des grognements grassoui
llets. Il plissait ses petits yeux béats. “ Dis 
voir à qui tu es?” lui murmurait douce
ment le petit homme. Et le cochon ré
pondait avec amitié, en un murmure 
ronronnant. “ A  moi ! hein !” faisait le 
petit homme. “ Ooua-ou,”  disait tendre
ment la grosse bête.

* * *  *
Le petit homme se retira discrètement, 

tandis que le cochon, couché, fermait les 
yeux dans un affectueux assoupissement.

“ A  vous, Monsieur Gavarot!” fit 
froidement le petit homme, d’un grand 
geste qui montrait . . .  Et Gavarot, la 
frousse au cœur, entra à son tour chez 
la bête. “ Eh bien ! l’ami !”  fit-il d’une 
énorme voix, où tremblait sa peur.

. . .  Il faut savoir parler aux bêtes. Il 
ne s’agit pas de leur dire “ Eh bien ! mon 
ami! . . . ", et de croire que ça suffit
pour qu’elles vous sautent au cou. Le 
cochon de Gavarot dressa la tête, re
garda l’intrus, et soudain se mit fu
rieusement debout. Gavarot fut culbuté. 
Il vit, comme en un éclair, des yeux 
furibonds . . . une grande gueule de 
requin . . . tout un monde de dents. Il 
hurla, épouvanté . . . Des bras le saisi
rent, l’arrachèrent, fermèrent la porte, 
derrière laquelle il y avait la ruée 
ragueus.de l’énorme bête et ses clameurs 
de brute . . .

. . .  La cause était jugée. Le petit 
homme tua en paix “ son”  cochon. Ga
varot een sentit de loin griller le bou
din, et il n’en connut l’andouille qu’au 
goût de la fumée.

. . . Pauvre. Gavarot ! . . . Aux der
nières nouvelles, je l’ai connu bien triste. 
Il n’a plus le sou. Ses vignes sont en 
friche. Mais les gens du pays ne lui 
pardonnent pas de s’être ruiné. “ C’est 
exprès, disent-ils, c ’est pour ne plus nous 
faire travailler! . . . C’est pour nous 
enlever le pain de la bouche ! . . . ”

Et le petit homme clame sa fureur :
“ Des crapules comme ça . . .  ça me 

devrait pas leur être permis d’être 
pauvres ! . . . ”



The Seidlitz Powder in Times 
Square

By George Jean Nathan

T H A T nine-tenths of our American 
actors are not in insane asylums 
imagining themselves the Malay 

Archipelago, collecting photographs of 
Rupert Hughes and playing “ Deutsch
land Über Alles”  on the lemonade 
glasses is perhaps due to an illiteracy 
so unsuspectedly great that it has made 
reading an accomplishment foreign to 
them. No other explanation seems 
reasonable, for, were they able to read, 
certainly a perusal of the criticisms of 
their performances which appear in the 
New York newspapers would soon or 
late contrive to dispatch the majority of 
them to the nearest chateau des 
noisettes. I for once speak authorita
tively, for I have made concrete experi
ments upon my negro, Waldo. This 
Waldo, erstwhile my valet de chambre, 
was once an actor with Martin’s “ Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin” company. By way of 
testing my hypothesis, I recently clipped 
from the local gazettes the criticisms of 
the Yiddish actor, Jacob Ben-Ami, 
carefully erased Jake’s name and sub
stituted Waldo’s, and then bade the fel
low imagine himself the star of 
“ Samson and Delilah”  and read them. 
My trousers are now being pressed by 
Waldo’s cousin, Delmar.

I can speak even more authoritative
ly. Although I am not, and never have 
been, an actor— save once, in my 
university days, when I and fourteen 
other freshmen by lying on our 
stomachs behind a strip of brown can
vas and rolling over in unison served as 
the treadmill in the chariot face scene 
for the No. 3 “ Ben Hur”  company 
playing the local opera house—although,

as I say, I am not, with this qualifica
tion, a brother to Macready, Booth 
and Salvini, I may say that a reading 
of the criticisms has almost driven 
me crazy. If George Cohan’s “The 
Tavern” has played to less than $10,000 
a week at the Cohan Theater, it is 
simply because the New York Times, 
across the street, has proved too strong 
competition.

Having already reviewed Mr. Cohan’s 
lampoon of reason, let us consider— by 
way of laboratory exercise— the attrac
tion across the way.

A t the outset it must be confessed that, 
as a comedian, as a confiseur of droll 
humour, nay, as a downright, first-rate 
laugh-getter, Mr. Ochs, the producer 
of this second show, is the superior of 
the hitherto pre-eminent Giorgio. Mr. 
Cohan, true enough, has a theatrical 
slyness, a cunning, that Mr. Ochs lacks 
— the latter goes after his laughs with 
a sledge-hammer— but when it comes to 
the good loud bull-roar, the kind of 
laugh that begins in the caecum, foments 
the undershirt and ends by exploding 
the waistcoat and cracking the watch, 
the sagacity of this Ochs makes poor 
Mr. Cohan seem like the talent at an 
Elks’ smoker. After many years’ 
labour Mr. Ochs contrived to make his 
Literary Supplement the George Bickel 
of its species in America. But though 
a lesser journalist would have been 
content with this coup— it surely re
quires something akin to genius to take 
literary criticism, drop it into a silk 
hat, and then to the “oh’s” and “ah’s” 
of the onlookers pull out a dime 
museum whose most favoured figures
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are Marie Conway Oemler, T. M. Long- 
streth, Stella G. S. Perry, Katherine 
Newlin Burt and Robert W . Cham
bers— M. de Ochs still pined for greater 
comedic glory. The merriment evoked 
by his literary criticism, enough to have 
satisfied all the Pixley and Luders 
comedians who ever wore zebra waist
coats with six-inch pearl buttons, was 
not sufficient for the insatiable régis
seur of the Times, and he turned him 
to auxiliary fields. Finally, after much 
experimenting, he hit upon his dramatic 
department as a twin stage to his lit
erary. And so amazing is the man’s 
foresight, so signally expert his judg
ment, that in less than three years he 
brought this department of dramatic 
criticism to a point where it was as 
superior in a comic sense to the literary 
department as Eddie Cantor is to 
Lyman Abbott. And today Mr. Ochs 
has the satisfaction of knowing that 
there is perhaps not a schoolboy or 
schoolgirl in the eastern part of the 
United States who wouldn’t rather read 
a single piece of his theatrical criticism 
than the entire works of Ezra Kendall, 
Irvin Cobb and Daisy Ashford. To 
achieve this end, the good Ochs had, of 
course, to try out many fancy prancers, 
but he at last found the True Pumpkin 
in an effervescent young neo-Acton 
Davies from a small up-state college, 
and his reward was immediate. At first, 
true enough, the only response was 
faint chuckles, but presently these 
chuckles resolved themselves into 
hearty, old-fashioned laughs, and not 
long afterward the laughs swelled to 
the present bowel-rousing, intestinal 
thunders.

Not five minutes had this amiable 
young brunetière been transferred to 
the post of dramatic critic from his 
duties of chronicling the amount of 
change cabbaged from the cash register 
in August Minzmann’s delicatessen 
store in West 167th Street by the ab
sconding Schweitzer-cheese cutter, Sig 
Bortsch, than he began to Lay Down 
The Law. With the instantaneity of 
Sal Hepatica, the erstwhile reporter of 
the fire in Flaherty and Klein’s saloon

up in East 98th Street became an 
Authority on acting, dramatic writing, 
scenic investiture, lighting, music, paint
ing, the foreign drama, the art of stage 
direction— everything concerned with 
the theater. And not only in the pages 
of the Ochs intelligencer, but i n theater 
lobbies, on the highway, in the coffee 
houses, in the nearby candy stores, 
wherever there was an ungreased but
tonhole. There was no note of reserve 
nor of qualification, as one encounters, 
say, in the writings of such droll 
geese as Hazlitt, Symons, Walkley, 
et al., who never enjoyed the same ex
perience and schooling in unravelling 
delicatessen intrigues and beer-saloon 
arsons: all was peremptory, decisive, 
that’s that. And very soon M. de Ochs 
found his ambition realized to the con
sternation of George Cohan and his 
burlesque show across the street.

So much for Chapter I of our hero’s 
biography. Let us proceed now to his 
decisions on the mimes. These are, for 
the most part, stage-struck. The ap
praisals of Mrs. Fiske, estimable 
comedienne, of Ethel Barrymore, com
petent actress, and of Emily Stevens, 
dinner-party giver, read like a bewitched 
college boy writing to the Elsie Fergu
son of “ Liberty Belles” days and be
seeching a lock of hair. O f a pleasant 
but not unusual young actress in a 
Clare Kummer play, is not the appended 
“ criticism,” for instance, like a valen
tine to one’s best prep-school girl?

“This most beguiling rôle . . .  is played 
to incredible perfection by Lotus Robb, the 
April charm of whose delicate performance 
seemed in the confusion of last evening a 
thing which only lyric verse could adequately 
describe. Etc. . . . ”

Miss Robb is probably an intelligent 
woman, and capable now and then of a 
self-grin. I should like to know what 
such a woman thinks when, after a 
good performance of a very incomplex 
and easy rôle, she reads such vanilla 
as this, with its irrelevant ravings about 
Spring and its inability to describe in 
simple straightforward prose the per
formance of an ingénue, however 
pretty.
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The Russian Ben-Ami, the superior 
of whom any critic who has looked into 
the Russian theater during the last 
twenty years has found on innumerable 
stages— even in the old semi-mongrel 
Meyerhold companies, to say nothing 
of the often more carefully pruned 
troupes of Stanislavsky, Arbatoff and 
Teliakovsky— actors like Dalmatoff, 
Glagolin, Massalitinoff, Rafael Adel- 
heim, Katchaloff, Moskvin and possibly 
Uraloff, to name a few—the profundo 
of the Times, all excited like a Seidlitz 
powder, has imperiously knighted a 
matchless world-genius. “ It is,”  he 
announces with finality, “ scarcely open 
to question,” and adds, after some 
words on an appropriate ten year reper
tory program for the Heaven-Kissed 
One, the crowning bathos: “  . . . some 
of us would crawl on our hands and 
knees to see it.”  Now, while I don’t 
wish to use the Times’ young man as 
a meat-block to show off my own more 
momentous knowledge of the business 
of acting— as a matter of fact, criticiz
ing acting has always seemed to me 
approximately as important, and as 
efficacious, as criticizing mosquito bites 
— it is still perhaps fair to set down 
that this Ben-Ami, as any man who has 
ever studied the European theater will 
concur, is, save for sporadic flashes, 
the second-rate kind of actor that you 
will encounter up the Petrograd, Mos
cow and Berlin side-streets. Every 
once in so often some clever manager 
hauls one of these exotic creatures out 
of the East Side and exhibits him or 
her to a Broadway audience, where
upon the Broadway audience promptly 
mistakes a queer look, an accent and 
red ears for high virtuosity, and the 
clever manager makes money.

There is no limit to the Times’  
ecstasy. I have quoted numerous ex
amples of the fanaticism in the past, 
and have incorporated several, for the 
edification of European joke-lovers, in 
some of my own not entirely blameless 
treatises on the theater: such hysterics 
as the now celebrated explosion over 
Elsie Janis wherein so self-confessedly 
overwrought was the young man by the

lady’s vaudeville show that he found 
himself rendered “ incoherent” and un
able adequately to set down its wonders, 
and as the swelling hymn to the obscure 
actor in an Arthur Hopkins company 
who pronounced “ human beings”  as 
“ youman beans,”  etc., etc., but was 
none the less entitled to sit on the right 
hand of God. These grease spasms 
break out in the most unexpected quar
ters and surely must baffle the poor 
actors who read them in the hope of 
guidance to the point where they begin 
chasing their noses around the room. 
An actor like Arnold Daly, for ex
ample, is given the disdainful pooh- 
pooh, and one like the “ bouncing Reg
gie Sheffield” (as the Times phrase has 
it) bequeathed the diamond medal of 
the first rank. Tom Powers, Gregory 
Kelly, Schuyler Ladd and a half 
dozen other striplings of indifferent 
talent—I offer not my own perhaps 
equally faulty appraisal, but that of the 
majority of competent newspaper and 
magazine reviewers— are hailed in 
terms of so many Edmund Keans. 
John Barrymore, grantedly a very able 
actor, is made the subject of countless 
feverish rhapsodies. Brandon Tynan, 
surely an actor of a not especially high 
kidney, if we are to believe the men 
who are accepted as able critics of act
ing, comes in regularly for the old frat. 
grip and hot slap on the back. And a 
play cast with a young girl in a little 
boy’s role brings forth the somewhat 
puzzling lachrymation that the afore
said play “ could have been made some
thing memorably beautiful and exciting 
had it been possible to engage Gareth 
Hughes for the part.”  This Hughes is 
an adult male. Qu’est-ce que cela, “ex
citing”  ?

Gilda Varesi, the uptown Bertha 
Kalish, is the occasion for a delirious 
racket of Yale Bowl proportions, while 
Florence Reed is given the raspberry. 
Alice Delysia, a French music hall 
singer the like of whom the rest of us 
have encountered time and again in 
Paris— who forgets, for example, the 
migratory chanteuses of the old Rabe
lais in the Boulevard de Clichy, Steph
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anie of Le Caveau de la Republique, 
Thérése Arney and Marguerite Deval 
of the Boite-a-Fursy, Davrigny who 
played on the same Marigny bills with 
Irene Bordoni, the best of the lot, and 
Pretty-Myrtill, as she was pleased to call 
herself, to say nothing of Alice De 
Tender, Jeanne Perriat, the admi
rable Regine Flory, Mado Minty, the 
lovely Djin D ’Irroy and Yetta Rianza 
of the Moulin Rouge, and the black
eyed Gaby Benda, Claudie de Sivry and 
Nelly Vignal?—this unexceptional bou
levard performer is proclaimed the 
true Parisian nonesuch. . . . T o o  rich 
a bean-feast to remain in the memory 
in all its details. A  razzle-dazzle to blind 
the poor actor who attempts to get his 
bearings. He reads in the Times, this 
poor actor, that he is a seidel-bumper 
with Booth and Barrett, goes crazy, 
then reads in the other reviews that he 
is not fit to clean Lew Dockstader’s 
galoshes, and goes crazier still.

I do not set myself bumptiously to say 
that the Times hazlitt’s estimates are 
always wrong (it is not a question of 
their rightness nor wrongness; they may 
often be fully right); the style in which 
they are expressed is the particular 
 bouquet that I invite you to sniff. This 
style presents an interesting study. It 
never strikes a mean; it is either a gravy 
bomb, a bursting gladiolus, a palpitating 
missa cantata, an attack of psychic hy
drophobia, or a Roman denunciation, 
unequivocal, oracular, flat and final. 
This actor or actress is pronounced a 
flawless ruby in terms of Meyerbeer’s 
“ Brautgeleite aus der Heimat” and 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow; that 
actor or actress an unconscionable 
lemon in terms of a tack hammer and 
a Mystic Shriner pall-bearer. Adula
tory frenzy over a certain cabotin sweats 
itself out in such verbiage as “ one 
swoons at”  the splendour of this or that 
performance; naive sentimentality, in 
such passages as the following anent 
Fred Stone, “As the audience boomed 
its fond and genuine welcome to him 
last evening . . .  it may be guessed he 
was thinking of Dave Montgomery, 
and it may be hoped that a good many

of those out front had the same thought 
running through their minds” ; and not 
less naïve indignation in such notations 
as, “ This special arrangement, accord
ing to Mr. Kelly’s drama ( ‘The Phan
tom Legion’ ), was made by God in the 
interest of the allied arms— a notion so 
entirely Hohenzollern in its blasphe
mous egotism as to make the mind dizzy 
in contemplation.”  A  style, in brief, 
that is purely emotional, and without a 
trace of the cool reflectiveness and con
tagious common sense suited to criti
cism. It is not that enthusiasm and 
impatience are not on occasion valuable 
critical attributes, but that the Times’ 
particular species of enthusiasm is less 
the enthusiasm of criticism supported 
by cultural background and experience 
than that of a small boy at his first 
circus, and that the Times' species of 
abrupt impatience is less that of the 
same school of criticism than that of 
a fox-trot dancer who has had his toe 
stepped on. I am no psychochirogra
phist and am, unfortunately, unable to 
plumb the mysteries underlying a style 
of this kind. It. may be, for all I know, 
that the mysteries are simply patholog
ical in origin : a too-high blood pressure 
perhaps, an unfortunate chronic costive
ness, something of the sort. But what
ever the reason, there it is ; and one 
can easily imagine the effect of it upon 
the thespians who engage it.

A  professional writer of any sound 
talent and with any sound faith in that 
talent reads the reviews of his work, 
however numskullish, but is no more 
influenced by them one way or another 
than he is influenced by the make of the 
socks that he wears. Actors, however, 
even the best of them, are children, and 
not only believe all that is written about 
them, be it from a William Archer or 
the police court reporter on the Logans
port Whoop, but are more or less in
fluenced by it. One still recalls, indeed, 
the case of one of the most illustrious 
actresses on our stage who, some twelve 
or thirteen years ago, informed the 
management on the noon after her play 
opened in New York that she would 
not appear at the second night per
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formance unless the management made 
an obscure actor in an obscure role in 
the play get a hair-cut, the importance 
of which to the ensemble Acton Davies 
had pointed out in his review in the 
Evening Sun. And one further recalls 
the case of the actor in a Stuart Walker 
company who actually had to be put 
away in a sanatorium after he had read 
the inordinate praise of himself set 
down by the prankful Louis Sherwin, 
whom nothing delighted more than be
fuddling actors with deliberately ex
travagant criticism to the point where 
they didn’t know where they were at. 
What Sherwin did with his tongue in 
his cheek, and what— if I am not mis
taken— Mr. Broun of the Tribune does 
with a like roguish chuckle up his 
sleeve, Mr. Ochs’ goldoni accomplishes 
as unconsciously and naturally as 
breathing. Let us watch the returns 
from Bloomingdale. Sport promises, 
messieurs!

Perhaps this is all a trotting out of 
artillery to shoot a clay pipe. Now that 
I have got this far, I conclude that it is, 
and that the joke is somewhat on me. 
All that I have written here— some two 
thousand words or so— was summed up 
much better in the instance of just such 
a local reviewer of the day by the late 
Maurice Barrymore in his now cele
brated barroom story about the stric
tures of the press. But it still seems to 
me, or, I suppose, to anyone else whose 
heart is very close to the better and 
finer theater, that a newspaper as in
fluential and important as the New  
York Times should treat the theater at 
least as dignifiedly as Bruno’s Weekly. 
It is not a matter of differing with the 
opinions of Mr. Ochs’ chosen one—  
one can’t get anywhere arguing on that 
count— it is a matter of maintaining 
toward the theater the dispassionate, 
inirritable and sober attitude of such a 
journal, say, as the New York Evening 
Post, for all the circumstance that the 
opinions of its reviews are actually 
more often not so substantial as those 
of this same Times reviewer. But as it 
is, the Times, with its grotesquely un
critical partiality for the Actors’ Union,

its “lump in the throat” manner of 
play-reviewing, its wild ravings and 
equally wild improbations, and its 
general air of treating a première and 
its principals either as a boozy Quat-z- 
Arts Ball or a police raid on a sailors’ 
boarding house— but as it is, the Times 
lacks only Everett Shinn and Charles 
Withers to convert it into a first-rate 
satirical burlesque for Raymond 
Hitchcock’s next edition of “Hitchy- 
Koo.”

II

N one  of the new plays presented in 
New York before the holiday period is 
worthy of extended comment. “ Cor
nered,” by Dodson Mitchell, for ex
ample, is merely a potential motion 
picture working for the Broadway 
theatrical trade-mark and awaiting the 
film accoucheuse. It is the typical jake- 
fetch compounded of all the familiar 
ingredients of the crook play, and is 
embellished only by the presence in the 
acting company of Miss Madge Ken
nedy, a capable farceuse who is here 
thrown away on the kind of uninten
tional travesty in which a safe is 
opened by mind-reading and in which 
no one can tell the twins apart. Cast
ing Miss Kennedy in such a role is 
something like casting Barney Bernard 
in the leading role of “The Sign of the 
Cross.” The Messrs. George Barr Mc- 
Cutcheon’s and Earl Carroll’s “Daddy 
Dumplins” may be an excellent play, 
but I shall never know. I am much 
too old a roustabout to go to any play 
named “Daddy Dumplins,” particu
larly after I have seen pictures in the 
newspapers showing a beatific fat man 
crawling around on the floor with three 
children sitting on his back. Such 
things, alas, are not for the venerable 
Georg.

The prompt failure of the dramatiza
tion of the Mile. Ashford’s “The Young 
Visiters” is perhaps to be assigned (1)  
to the infeasibility of making a whole 
evening’s play out of a single wheeze, 
and (2) to the spoofing of the Ashford 
opus by the stage producer and, more
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directly, by the designer of the scenery. 
The latter, widely praised in the local 
journals for his ingenuity, seems to have 
done the one thing that he shouldn’t 
have done. His backgrounds, designed 
with a good eye for burlesque, killed 
the intrinsic comedy of the text at 
every turn. The settings, in short, 
spoiled the joke the moment the curtain 
lifted upon them. It was much as if a 
compere were to come out and an
nounce that Frank Tinney, who was 
presently due to appear, was a very, 
very droll fellow who would surely 
make the audience die a-laughing. 
Sven Lange’s “ Samson and Delilah,”  
in which Arthur Hopkins is exhibiting 
the already mentioned Ben-Ami, is an 
intensely sober Danish version of the 
generically comic theme handled by 
such writers as Karl Ettlinger in 
“ Hydra” and Thaddeus Rittner in 
“ The Man in the Prompter’s Box.”  It 
is, in the most liberal estimate, fourth- 
rate stuff, tawdry in its theatricalism 
and unimaginative in treatment. One 
regrets to see the estimable Hopkins 
wasting his precious time on such freak 
shows. But I suppose that there come 
times when it is necessary for all of 
us temporarily to give up doing the 
best that is in us and turn our hands 
to the making of money. What with 
neckties at four dollars and gin at 
seventy-five a case, life has its problems.

“ The Broken Wing,”  by Charles 
Goddard and Paul Dickey, is mod
erately diverting popular melodrama, 
much less ingenious than the same 
team’s “ Misleading Lady”  and “ Ghost 
Breaker.”  “ Rollo’s Wild Oat”  shows 
Clare Kummer in her usual excellent 
first-act fettle and in her usual second 
and third-act dumps. Miss Kummer, 
for whom I still have all of my old 
admiration, yet most often reminds me 
of the housewife who finds that she 
has only enough dinner on hand for 
herself, her husband and little Gus, and 
who then, learning suddenly that Mr. 
and Mrs. Perkins are coming in with 
their little Willie and Mabel, seeks art
fully to spread it out to meet the new 
demand. Her plays are very amiable

Sunday night teas, but, for all her brave 
effort to stretch them out and make 
them serve as such, are scarcely Cham
ber of Commerce banquets. The pres
ent exhibit contains an amusing idea 
—the fixed determination of a rich 
young noodle to play Hamlet— and is 
amusingly acted in its central role by 
Roland Young, an expert if somewhat 
monotonous comedian, but it is no 
more a play in the accepted two-and- 
a-half hour sense than a Bacardi cock
tail is a bacchanalia. The play suffers 
from poor direction. Miss Kummer 
seems lost without Hopkins. Despite 
the adroit performances vouchsafed 
the leading roles, this maladroit direc
tion drops the fragile Kummer pottery 
time and again and comes perilously 
near to smashing it. I should like to 
see Miss Kummer’s “ Lights of Dux- 
bury,”  tried out last season, done by 
Hopkins as he did the other Kummer 
comedies. This is a piece with a wag
gish underlying notion and, properly 
handled, should provide an engaging 
evening.

I have already mentioned “ Thy 
Name Is Woman”  in this and other de
partments. This Schönherr drama con
tains, in its central figure, a searching 
and accurate, if not especially novel, 
psychological operation upon woman. 
The play suffers in its local revealment 
from bad casting and worse direction 
but, even so, the heavily unfavourable 
reviews of it on the part of certain of 
the local commentators are. perhaps to 
be accounted for chiefly on the ground 
of a lingering and absurdly uncritical 
prejudice against the work of the 
Austrians.

III

I n  “ Diff 'rent,”  the latest piece of 
work to come from his pen, Eugene 
O ’Neill again gives evidence of the 
surprising bulk of his skill, and further 
evidence of his superiority to any 
American attempting to cope with him 
in the field of dramatic writing. Al
though, in this estimation, of a quality 
inferior to his antecedent play, “ The
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Emperor Jones.” this new play is re
markable for its vivid projection of 
the theme O ’Neill has selected and 
more remarkable still for the relent
lessly cruel portrait of the sex-starved 
woman around whom the fable is spun. 
If. there is another American writing 
plays today who can draw a picture as 
mercilessly incisive as this, I don’t 
know him. The feat, indeed, has not 
often been duplicated even, by the 
modern Frenchmen who are masters of 
this sort of thing.

O ’Neill continues to write plays awk
wardly suited to the demands of the 
commercial theater. The present play 
is in two acts, and so probably not to 
the trained-seal taste of the Broadway 
showgoer. But in these two acts 
O ’Neill has related a drama thrice as 
dramaful as the average play of his 
Rialto contemporaries. There are arid 
spots in the manuscript; there are un
necessary repetitions; there are even 
slices that hover perilously close to the 
abyss of rebellious laughter. But the 
play as a whole i s a sharp, shooting, 
dynamic piece of writing: hard as 
nails, unyielding and penetrating. The

chief criticism that may be written of 
the work is of its perhaps too insistent 
tragic pitch. I often wonder if this 
is not O ’Neill’s leading fault. Doesn’t 
he drive too hard at times; doesn’t he 
unduly lower the border-lights over 
the life he elects to present? The sound 
dramatist must have his share of hu
mour, even if he keeps it hidden from 
his pen. But it must be in him none
theless, to check him on occasion, to 
adjust his spectacles to the musing con
templation of the life around him, and 
to guard him against the temporary 
mists and the clouds that, in their 
passing, seem stationary.

The story of “Diff’rent” is of a 
young girl who refuses to overlook 
and forgive a sex slip on the part of 
her fiancé and who, more than two dec
ades later, herself learns that nature 
cannot be tricked. The play is con
ceived boldly and without equivocation. 
It has traces of monotony; it seems to 
me to belabour its theme in the first 
act; but for all that, it is another mark 
of credit to the writer to whom the 
native theater most hopefully and most 
proudly looks.



The Anatomy of Ochlocracy
B y H .  L. Mencken

I  FIND myself in a rather curious 
difficulty about “ The Behavior of 
Crowds: A  Psychological Study,” 

by Everett Dean Martin (Harper), for 
it is a book that I have long had a secret 
desire and intent to write myself, and 
Mr. Martin casts it in almost precisely 
the mold that I have had in mind. All 
that remains for me is to give three 
cheers for it. It is, as I have hinted, a 
useful, interesting and competent work, 
and its appearance saves me a great deal 
of harsh labor, and so probably pro
longs my life.

The wonder is that some other lite
ratus did not snitch my idea (and Mr. 
Martin’s) years and years ago. What, 
indeed, could be more attractive to the 
speculative mind than the study of the 
vast herds whose rages and poltroon
eries give the tone to what is called 
modern civilization? W e live in such 
a time as never was before on land 
or sea. All the old restraints upon 
the swinishness of men in the mass are 
falling away, and the world is grad
ually coming to be run on principles 
borrowed from the communal ethics 
and politics of wolves and hyenas—  
nay, of rabbits and polecats. Here, 
obviously, is a phenomenon of the first 
magnitude; here is something to arrest 
and engross the psychologist; here is 
an exhibition a million times more sig
nificant than that afforded by the bub
bling up of naughty nonsense out of 
the subconsciouses of man-crazy wo
men. Yet the latter is investigated 
with the utmost painstaking by psy
chologists in all the countries west of 
the Urals, and they put their discoveries 
into long shelves of fat books, where
as the former is scarcely looked into 
at all, and even to direct attention to

it constitutes a sort of indecorum. The 
whole literature of crowd psychology, 
in fact, still consists of but three books 
—two by Gustave Le Bon and this one 
by Mr. Martin, with, maybe, Trotter’s 
war-propaganda volume as a dubious 
fourth. It is as if the democratic hos
tility to all free inquiry, to all hon
est examination of basic social and 
political facts, to all clear and coura
geous thinking, had thrown around 

-democracy itself a kind of protective 
armor, and so protected it effectively 
against even the slightest challenge. 
No intelligent American that I know 
of actually believes in democracy— 
that is, as we suffer and endure it in 
the Republic— and yet no one ever 
makes a headlong attack upon it. It 
is dirty, it is dishonest, it is incom
petent, it is at war with every clean 
and noble impulse of man— and yet 
the eunuchs who write our books and 
profess in our colleges go on assuming 
that it is not only immortal, but also 
impeccable— that to propose mopping it 
up by force majeure, as smallpox and 
yellow fever have been mopped up, is 
a sin against the Holy Ghost.

Even Mr. Martin shows a certain 
yielding to that weakness. More than 
once he proves that he is a sound Amer
ican under his skin, and hence a vic
tim of mob thinking, particularly when 
he mentions the late war. Worse, the 
cure that he offers is typically demo
cratic, in that it rests squarely upon a 
logical impossibility. What he pro
poses, in brief, is a revival of human
ism, the liberation of the individual 
from crowd emotions and crowd super
stitions, his education as a truly civi
lized man. Well, how is this education 
going to be accomplished, and by

138
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whom? As I have been patiently dem
onstrating for three or four years past, 
the whole educational machine in the 
United States has fallen into the hands 
of the dominant mob: an American 
university is now operated upon ex
actly the same principles upon which a 
Rotary Club, a Chamber of Commerce 
or a post of the American Legion is 
operated. There was a time when a 
pedagogue of the higher sort was a 
relatively free agent, and he showed the 
virulent self-respect which always goes 
with free agency: he was superior to 
the mob and he didn’t give a hoot for 
the mob. But the revolt under Jack
son brought him down, as it brought 
down all other exponents of the old 
individualism, and already in the thirties 
Emerson was lamenting his downfall 
and urging him to rise again. He has 
not risen. On the contrary, he has kept 
on going down. To-day he is no more 
fit to liberate the spirit of youth than a 
one-legged man would be fit to dance 
a pas seul. He is pre-eminently the 
spokesman of current orthodoxy, the 
willing agent of all sorts of disgusting 
crowd propagandas, the servile valet 
of the unintelligent and unspeakable. 
Before a young man of our time may 
liberate his spirit and so set up shop 
as a free agent in the street of ideas, 
he must first wrestle with his profes
sors, and survive the savage wallops 
of his professors. And if, by any 
chance, he escapes them, there are 
higher authorities who will look to him.

II

M r. M a r t in ’s book is a good deal 
better than Le Bon’s. For one thing, 
he applies the methods of psychoanaly
sis to his inquiry, without falling into 
the super-sexual tosh of the usual psy
choanalyst. For another thing, he 
points out and evades an error that lies 
at the bottom of all of Le Bon’s rea
soning; to wit, the error of assuming 
that crowd thinking is confined to the 
actual herd, and that educated men do 
not indulge in it. This, of course, is 
quite untrue. All of us belong to

crowds o f one sort or another, and all 
of us, on occasion, think as crowd 
men, which is to say, emotionally, 
orgiastically, idiotically. The late war 
offered examples innumerable, and on 
a colossal scale. For a year or two the 
whole American people constituted a 
gigantic lynching party, and even the 
most elemental reason was adjourned. 
It was physically dangerous, in those 
days, for an American to show any 
sign that he retained his good sense. 
Not only did the nether mob take to 
the highway, but also the corps of 
pedagogues aforesaid, and all the lead
ers in politics, and the massed clergy, 
and even the literati. It will be a cu
rious enterprise, in the years to come, 
to study the phenomena thus unveiled, 
and so naively put upon indelible rec
ord. They showed weaknesses in the 
national character that must needs give 
a great deal of disquiet to a reflective 
American, imagining that any such 
mammal has survived. They showed 
that the American people, stripped of 
a few conventional restraints, are al
most unanimously without courage, 
without dignity, without honor and 
without sense. True enough, a few 
men stood out against the orgy, boldly 
risking their scalps to save their faces. 
But how many? And how many of 
them were genuine Americans, within 
the limits of the prevailing definitions ? 
I ’d have a hard time naming a hundred.

Mr. Martin has relatively little to 
say about this war mania; he seems 
to avoid it deliberately. Perhaps it is 
as well that he does. For we are at 
war only occasionally, and the extrava
gance of the bellicosity on exhibition 
brings its own cure: it is a self-limiting 
disease. The crowd phenomena of 
peace times are more durable and more 
important. Moreover, they are ground
ed upon precisely the same psycho
logical facts. The first of these facts 
is that an individual, when he joins a 
crowd, whether of life-long Democrats, 
Methodists or professors, sacrifices his 
private judgment in order to partake 
of the power and security that mem
bership gives him. The second is that
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the crowd confines its aims to one or 
two simple objects, and that it holds 
itself together by cherishing the delu
sion that they are all-important and 
pressing for attainment. The third is 
that its primary motive is almost 
always fear, or, as Mr. Martin puts it, 
hate. This fear, of course, is seldom 
plainly stated; it is almost always con
cealed beneath a profession of altruism. 
But the profession need not deceive us. 
A  crowd is quite incapable of altruism. 
The most Jt is capable of is to help A, 
to whom it is indifferent, in order to 
hurt B, whom it fears and hates. Be
yond that it cannot go. Altruism, like 
honor, is the exclusive possession of 
individuals— and of very few indi
viduals.

For years past I have devoted odd 
moments to the study of the uplifters 
who rage in These States—the Prohi
bitionists, vice crusaders, book censors, 
Blue Sunday advocates and other such 
fauna. I know a great many of them, 
and have had rather unusual opportu
nities to examine them. All of them 
profess to be altruists, and yet all of 
them, at bottom, are animated by fear. 
Consider, for example, the old fellows 
who specialize in sexual suppressions 
— campaigns against short skirts, peek- 
a-boo waists, bedroom farces, dancing, 
spooning in the parks, naughty litera
ture, nude statuary, and so on. Osten
sibly, what they propose to do is to 
save the young—especially, in Com
stock’s phrase, “ females of immature 
mind.” Actually, their purpose is to 
save themselves. In other words, they 
are men severely menaced by the slight
est sexual provocation— men of an ab
normal and often bizarre eroticism— 
men in constant dread that they will 
not be able to police themselves. To 
you or to me, normal men, it is difficult 
to understand their horror of the most 
banal indelicacy. The spectacle of a 
nude statue has no more effect on me 
than the spectacle of a beer-keg. When 
a fat woman shows me her legs, I am 
not filled with designs for stealing her 
from her husband; I am filled with 
thanks to God that she has a husband,

and that he is watchful. And when I 
read such a book as “ Jurgen”  I do not 
enjoy the thrills of a country lout read
ing “ Only a Boy” or the report of the 
Chicago Vice Commission behind the 
barn; I enjoy the far more placid de
lights of a somewhat elderly man hear
ing Brahms. Hence I do not fear such 
things, and have no desire to put them 
down. But the vice crusaders, eter
nally harassed by their filthy imagina
tions and obscene lusts, do fear them, 
just as a drunkard fears the sight of 
an open saloon door and the lewd, sug
gestive scent of mint, stale beer, cloves, 
pretzels, salt herring and Blutwurst.

In a society made up of the botched 
ejecta of a dozen antagonistic Euro
pean, Asiatic and African societies—  
a society so unhealthy that the great 
majority of its individuals, on the psy
chological side, are born as pathological 
cases— there are many men of the vice
crusading kidney— many men who have 
a hard time keeping their erotic im
pulses within the limits of ordinary 
decency. These men, seeking each 
other for support and consolation, con
stitute a crowd, and it functions exactly 
like any other crowd. That is to say, 
it functions orgiastically, emotionally, 
furiously, without rhyme or reason— 
above all, without honesty or honor. 
As Mr. Martin shows, democracy tends 
to become indistinguishable from gov
ernment by an endless series of just 
such crowds. Sometimes two of them 
come into collision, and while they fight 
it out the rest of us are at peace. But 
more often they help one another, as 
the Anti-Saloon League crowd is now 
helping the Blue Sunday crowd. Then 
their imbecile schemes to make the 
world better— i. e., to make it safer for 
the sick and unfit— are embodied in dra
conian statutes, and the rest o f us, refus
ing quite properly to obey such statutes, 
are converted into outlaws. More and 
more every civilized man in the United 
States tends to become an outlaw. 
More and more it becomes virtually 
impossible for any man of decent in
stincts and tastes to live in the Republic 
without provoking the devastating
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wrath of one or more of its feral and 
predatory crowds. As democracy is 
perfected—by direct primaries, the ini
tiative and referendum, the recall, and 
so on— it is increasingly easy for mobs 
recruited from the lowest depths to put 
their fears into laws in this manner. 
The story related in William Graham 
Sumner’s famous essay, “ The Forgot
ten Man,”  is thus endlessly repeated. 
In order to save one mob from drink
ing itself to death I am forbidden to 
refresh myself with a Seidel of beer or 
a glass of wine. In order to curb an
other mob’s pathological lubricity I am 
forbidden to read certain books or to 
look at certain pictures. In order to 
sooth the consciences of yet another 
mob, forever tortured by thoughts of 
hell-fire, I am compelled to spend one 
day of every week in the fashion of 
a prisoner in a house of correction. 
The Forgotten Man is the peaceable 
man, the well-disposed man, the man 
of self-respect and dignity, the man 
healthy in mind and body. He is the 
arch-butt, the eternal enemy of de
mocracy. . . .

Don’t miss “ The Behavior of 
Crowds.”  There are gaps in it, but it 
shows the way. Let us hope that other 
psychologists will give up their current 
follies and go after Mr. Martin along 
that way.

III

Good novels by Americans, once so 
rare, become plentiful. Month before 
last I told you of Sherwood Anderson’s 
“ Poor White.” Last month I hymned 
Sinclair Lewis’s “ Main Street.” This 
month I offer “ Moon-Calf,” by Floyd 
Dell (K nopf).

Dell is a Socialist of a somewhat ex
travagant type, and during the war the 
janissaries of Woodrow tried to rail
road him to Atlanta Penitentiary. 
Therefore, when I took up “ Moon- 
Calf”  I expected to find it a novel heavy 
with purpose, and as horrible a dose 
as some of the propagandist fables of 
Upton Sinclair. But it is nothing of 
the sort. The hero, true enough, flirts

with the Marxian balderdash in his 
teens, but the scars it leaves upon him 
do not seem to be either deep or per
manent. He is, in fact, not a political 
animal at all, but rather an esthetic 
animal, and even during his days as 
a member of the Port Royal Local he 
is happily immune to the dominant So
cialist emotion of moral indignation. 
The problem that engages him most 
constantly is not that of freeing the 
proletariat from the clutches of the 
bourgeoisie, but that of freeing him
self, a nascent poet, from the stupid 
prejudices and harsh taboos of both 
the bourgeoisie and the proletariat. In 
brief, the fellow is an individualist. 
More, he is an individual. That is to 
say, Dell somehow contrives to make 
him seem important. Poetizing, he ac
tually contrives a few poems that might 
be far worse. Experimenting in love, 
he actually achieves a love affair that 
is charming, and even a bit romantic. 
This love affair presents ticklish diffi
culties to the novelist; I dare say Dell 
labored over it many a bitter night. 
Done in the sentimental manner, it 
might easily have become banal and ri
diculous ; done in the fiery, realistic 
manner, it might have become a trifle 
nasty. But Dell, with very noticeable 
skill, keeps it in the middle of the road, 
This is the high point in a novel marked 
throughout by very competent writing. 
I could put on the black cap, mount the 
critical tub, and show you defects in 
it, but to what end ? It is, as it stands, 
thoroughly entertaining, and the enter
tainment that it offers is of a civilized 
order. Let Dell stick to novel-writing, 
and to this story of Felix Fay. “ Moon- 
Calf”  ends with Felix facing Chicago; 
certainly we must find out what he did 
there—and in New York later on. I 
suppose it is largely autobiographical. 
Well, so are all good novels. . . .

“ Hunger,”  by K n u t  H a m s u n  
(K nopf), the Norwegian who has just 
received the Nobel Prize, is an early 
work in a manner that the author has 
long since outgrown. Hamsun has been 
a famous man on the Continent for 
years, and all of his principal works
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have been translated into German and 
published by the celebrated Albert 
Langen, of Munich, but so far only 
three of his books are in English, and 
they are among his least: “ Shallow 
Soil,” “ Victoria”  and “ Hunger.”  Why 
“ Pan”  and “ New Earth”  have never 
been translated it is hard to understand. 
They are on a big scale and they 
get somewhere, whereas “ Hunger” is 
merely a sketch, begun as a magazine 
piece and later pumped up to the size 
of a small hook. Ironically enough, 
Hamsun twice tried, in his youth, to 
become a free American, and was twice 
rejected by the native Kultur. Even 
his fellow Scandinavians in the North
west would have none of him. Busy 
with their plowing, their lodge work, 
their revivals and their granger politics, 
they had no taste for the gabble of one 
who was obviously a loafer and prob
ably a criminal. So Hamsun, in de
spair, became a car conductor in Chi
cago, and finally went back to Norway 
to stay. There his stories soon attracted 
attention, and since the deaths of Ibsen 
and Bjö rnson he has been the dean 
of Norwegian letters. On the Conti
nent, as I have said, he has been read 
for years, particularly in Russia and 
Germany. But in England and Amer
ica he remains as little known as Hen
rik Pontoppidan, Clara Viebig, Ludwig 
Thoma or Thomas Mann.

Now that he has received the Nobel 
Prize, it is likely that twenty or thirty 
head of translators will be put to work 
clawing him into the vulgate. I hope 
that George Egerton, the translator of 
“ Hunger,” is not one of them. His 
version of the book is full of small ab
surdities. Needless to say, he falls into 
the first error of all bad translators: 
that of translating too much. Every 
time Norwegian money is mentioned 
in the text— which is very often in 
“ Hunger”— he carefully exchanges it 
for English pounds, shillings and pence. 
The effect is quite idiotic. First we 
are plainly told that the hero of the 
book is starving in Christiania and that 
he is accomplishing the business on 
Streets with such names as Groenlands-

leret, Akersgaden and Ullavoldsveien 
—and then we are asked to imagine 
him counting up his debts in terms of 
shillings, half-pennies, farthings and 
half-sovereigns. There is even mention 
of one-and-six. The result is killingly 
incongruous. What theory lies under 
this habit I have never been able to 
make out. Is it assumed that English 
and American readers are so touchingly 
infantile that they don’t know the Nor
wegians have money of their own ? 
Why not simply say kroner and ore, 
and have done? . . .

“ The W orld’s Illusion,” a novel in 
two large volumes by the Viennese, 
Jacob Wassermann, translated by Lud
wig Lewisohn (Harcourt), offers not 
a few difficulties to the American 
reader, for all of the multitudinous 
characters act upon motives that are 
at war with American notions. There 
is one exception: a murderer. He ex
plains himself quite as plausibly as the 
murderer in Dreiser’s “ The Hand of 
the Potter,”  and in much the same way. 
The chief character of the story, Chris
tian Wahnschaffe, remains cloudy 
throughout. Just wby does he renounce 
his great fortune, turn his back upon 
family and friends, and go to live 
among thieves and prostitutes in the 
Whitechapel of Berlin ? And why, hav
ing lived there for a year or two, does 
he throw up his hands, abandon even 
his name, and so bury himself anony
mously in even lower depths? I con
fess that I am American enough to be 
flabbergasted by the two problems. 
Wahnschaffe never seems quite real to 
me; he is always a marionette out of 
a gloomy Russian novel— or barbaric 
Russian ballet. As he stalks through' 
chapter after chapter I half expect to 
hear music by Strawinski. There is 
little that is Teutonic in the story, 
though Wassermann is an Austrian; 
all his ideas seem to be Slavic. But 
to say that he is strange is by no means 
to say that he is unreadable. On the 
contrary, I have found this vast tale 
curiously entertaining. When I began 
it I expected to die the death long be
fore page 100, but it somehow held me,
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and in the course of a couple of weeks 
I got to the 788th and last page. I 
have no facile label to stick upon it. 
It frankly puzzles me. But it is not 
to be dismissed lightly.

John Galsworthy’s “ In Chancery” 
(Scribner) and Edith Wharton’s “ The 
Age of Innocence”  (Appleton) are very 
much alike. Both deal ironically with 
the tyranny of convention in past eras, 
and in each the dramatic conflict is sup
plied by a somewhat scandalous divorce 
—in the case of the Galsworthy story, 
by two divorces, or, more accurately, 
a divorce and a half. Galsworthy’s 
scene is the London of Boer War days 
—Victorian England at its last gasp. 
Mrs. Wharton’s is the New York of the 
70’s, with the old aristocracy at grips 
with the new plutocracy. It grieves 
me, as a patriot, to have to say that 
Galsworthy tells his story much more 
amusingly and competently than Mrs. 
Wharton tells hers. It is by no means 
a story of any force or poignancy, but 
it has entertaining characters (brought 
over from. “ The Man of Property”  and 
“ Indian Summer of a Forsyte” ), and 
there is a great deal of humor in the 
detail of it, and much excellent writing. 
Mrs. Wharton’s writing, on the con
trary, is probably the worst that she 
has ever done. It is, of course, not 
bad in the sense that Dreiser’s writing 
is often bad, but it lacks all character, 
all distinction: any literate person
might have done it. Worse, her story 
is full of anachronisms. If we believe 
that Newland Archer went to hear 
Christine Nilsson in “ Faust”  at the 
Academy of Music, then it is hard to 
believe that he was simultaneously 
reading Huysmans, Bourget and Ver
non Lee, for Nilsson gargled her way 
to fame between 1870 and 1872, and 
Huysmans did not print “ Marthe”  until 
1876, and Bourget was absolutely un
heard of until 1874, and Vernon Lee, 
in 1872, was but sixteen years old. No, 
I am not professorial: I simply apply 
a realistic test to a story that pretends 
to be meticulously realistic. . . . But 
a readable story, none the less, and 
not without its moments. A  long-

practised and competent novelist wrote 
it, but certainly not a novelist on a 
high tide of creative gusto. It droops 
more than once. It is a bit weary. . . .

The remaining fiction is far from 
stimulating. “ Black Bartlemy’s Treas
ure,” by Jeffery Farnol ( Little), is 
heavy stuff in the author’s familiar 
pseudo-romantic manner— a dime novel 
in a- clean shirt. “ The Comedienne,” 
by Wladyslaw S. Reymont (Putnam), 
is a translation from the Polish— fair 
stuff, but surely nothing to bulge the 
eye. “ Marie Claire’s Workshop,”  by 
Marguerite Audoux (Seltzer), is a sec
ond boiling of the “ Marie Claire” of 
ten years ago. “ A  Bachelor’s Hus
band,”  by Ruby M. Ayres (W att), and 
“The Law of Hemlock Mountain,”  by 
Hugh Lundsford ( W att), are trade 
goods. “ Silent, White and Beautiful,” 
by Tod Robbins (Boni)  is a collection 
of undistinguished novelettes. “ The 
House With a Bad Name,”  by Perley 
Poore Sheehan ( Boni), is a collection 
of undistinguished short stories. Up
ton Sinclair’s “ 100%: the Story of a 
Patriot” (published by the author) is 
a furious and anything but dull tale, 
but it collides with one of my pet preju
dices. Whenever I find documents and 
indignation in a novel, I stop reading 
for the day and go shopping among 
the bootleggers. Sinclair is an extremely 
clever fellow and he knows how to 
investigate and dramatize atrocities, 
but when he translates the straight rec
ord into fiction it always loses some
thing. His “ The Brass Check,”  a rec
ord of fact, was devastating; his “ King 
Coal,”  with the fact turned into fiction, 
was flat and ineffective. The mate
rials in “ 100%,”  about the astounding 
persecutions carried on by Wilson, 
Palmer and company during the war 
and immediately thereafter, deserve to 
be made known to every decent Ameri
can. They will make him blush for 
his country. But, done into fiction, will 
they impress him properly ? I doubt it. 
He will inevitably carry away the no
tion that the story, after all, is not true. 
Sinclair should print his documents, 
simply and without comment, in ten
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volumes folio, and deposit a copy of 
the work in every library in the world. 
If he hasn’t the money, let him apply 
to the British Press Bureau, still in 
operation in New York. In a few years 
it will be glad to finance him.

Better than any of this new fiction is 
some old stuff lately republished; for 
example, “ Master Eustace,” a collection 
of early stories by Henry James (Selt
zer) , and two volumes by James Branch 
Cabell, “ The Cords of Vanity”  and 
“ Domnei” (M cBride). Cabell is slowly 
editing and, in some cases, rewriting 
his books, many of which have been 
out of print for a long while. He is 
doing the thing with the finest sort of 
discretion; every change that he makes 
is an improvement. “ The Cords of 
Vanity” has an introduction by Wilson 
Follett; “ Domnei” is “ The Soul of 
Melicent”  with a new title. Soon or 
late, every American with a taste for 
beautiful letters will want to read all 
these Cabell books. They are not 
things of a day. They will last.

IV

A  long  row of tall, stately volumes 
about places, most of them illustrated— 
among -them, “American Towns and 
People,”  by Harrison Rhodes, (Mc
Bride) ; “ San Cristobal de la Habana,”  
by Joseph Hergesheimer ( Knopf) ; 
“ The Book of Chicago,”  by Robert 
Shackleton (Penn) ; “ Belgium Old and 
New,” by George Wharton Edwards 
(Penn), and “ The Crooked and Nar

row Streets of Boston,”  by A   
Haven Thwing {Jones). All save 
Hergesheimer and Thwing books, 
second-rate, despite their gaudy 
vestiture. Miss Thwing present 
mass of extremely interesting f 
about the Boston and the Bostonian 
the period between the first settlem 
and a century ago, and Hergeshei 
delivers himself of an eloquent p 
hymn in praise of the last remain 
civilized city, within three days of N 
York. Havana is still an oasis in 
desert of Presbyterian Kulturs—but 
long will it last? I should not like 
ask odds on it from Lloyd’s. Alre 
the marks of the idealistic Americ 
are all over the old town. A  g 
flotilla of Fords navigates the nar 
streets; there are suburbs that sc 
how suggest Westchester; the yo 
Cubans learn to drink cocktails 
wear B. V. D.’s; huge electric s 
advertise such great American gift" 
civilization as Lydia Pinkham’s V 
table Compound, Crisco, and Hei 
57 Varieties. In brief, a fairy tale 
gun to grow realistic—-a grand o 
with interpolated numbers by Ir 
Berlin. But if the actual Cuban be 
to yield, the exiled Spaniard hang 
desperately, and so Havana yet h 
enough of its old charm to mak 
worth seeing— enough, at all events 
have filled Hergesheimer with  
agreeable sentiments, indeed. He  
himself to lyrical heights in this br 
He writes appassionato. His deli 
and colorful prose was never better
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Transfer? 
A  fat chance!

I READ a story. 

A B O U T  A fellow.

W H O  SLIPPED.

ON AN icy hill.

AND S T A R T E D  to slider 
*  * *

AND TR IP P ED  up.
*  *  *

A F A T  lady.
*  *  *

W H O  S A T  on him.
*  *  *

AN D RODE down hill.

T O  T H E  foot.
* * * 

AND T H E N  he wheezed.

“ MADAM, Y O U ’LL have.
*  *  *  

T O  G E T  off here.

T H IS  IS as far.
* * * 

AS I go.”

SO W H E N  a new clerk.
* * *

W H O  DIDN’T  know.

MY REGULAR smoke.
* * * 

T R IE D  T O  sell me.
* * * 

SOME O TH E R  kind.
*  *  *  

OF C IG A R E TTE .

I REM EM BERED  that yarn.
* * *

AND T O L D  the clerk. 

J U S T  W H E R E  to get off. 

O TH E R  KINDS will burn. 

AND GIVE off smoke.

I’LL  A D M IT  that much.
*  *  *  

B U T  T H A T ’S as far.
*  *  *  

AS I’LL  go.

T H E R E ’S O N LY  one kind.

OF C IG A R E TTE .

T H A T  CAN, and will, and does.
*  *  *  

R E A L L Y  “ S A TIS F Y .”

OT H E R  cigarettes may please your taste 
for a time — but that’s as far as they 

go. With finer tobaccos — both Turkish and 
Domestic— and with finer blending— Chester
fields give you the fullest possible cigarette 
enjoyment. They alw ays satisfy. It ’s the 
blend— and it can't be copied.

C IG A R E T T E S
L i g g e t t  &  M y e r s  T o b a c c o  Co.
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